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CHARLOTTE'S WEB

Have you read Bob Shaw's The Ragged Astronauts yet? You know the second in
the series is coming out this summer. Bob wanted to call it Overland, as it
tells what happens to the travelers when they reach Land's twin planet, Over-
land. However, the publishers wouldn't let him call it that. They said that
if he had wanted to call the second book "Overland" he should have called the
first one "Land." They went on to dictate that having called the first book
in the series _The Ragged (adjective) Astronauts (noun), he had to call the
second (and third, I guess) book _The Something (adj) Something (noun). So

So he worried about it for awhile, and finally came up with the name for the
second book: The Wooden (adj) Spaceships (noun). That's all very well and
good, but. I wonder what the third book will be called? Bob may even be won-
dering. So I thought perhaps we could help him out, give him a few ideas to
choose from.... fuel the creative fires, y'know. At the very worst, he would
know what he's not going to call it! My contribution to the cause is: The
Stupid Editors.

dkRk Rk k

This issue of ANVIL has been keyed in on an IBM Personal Typing System.
A computer it's not, though it 1s compatible with the IBM PC. For my purposes
(a2 glorified typewriter) it's Jjust fine. I've been liastening to other new
computer users, and reading their opinions, and like them, I have opinionms,
too. I'm probably the only "user” who prefers a daisy-wheel printer in this
day of quiet writers, laser printers, etc. But I'm not interested in
high-tech graphics -- my main interest is still typing stencils! It may seem
incongruous to use an expensive machine to prepare for the most economical
printing, 1i.e., mimeo, but one works with what one has. Actually, the word
processor takes a whole 1lot of the drudgery out of typing stencils. Only
those of you who have yet to get to know and love keyboards will fail to see
the advantages. If ANVIL threatens to run too long, for instance, I'll just
format it for 15 pitch, 8 lines per inch instead of 6. (Harry Warner will be

provided with a magnifying glassl)
#edeskick

There has been a rash of marriages here in Birmingham -~ besides Cindy and
Sunny (Yes, that's how his name is spelled -- I goofed in the coverage last
time. ) Frank Brayman and Rebecca finally got married, and with Rebecca's
daughter Erin have moved to Trussville.

Dangerous Dan Calvert married Karen in a traditional church wedding with all
the trimmings. The families of the bridal couple were so happy that day they
pretended not to notice Dan and Karen's wargaming and science fiction fan
friends (these were the ones who looked as if a dress shirt and tie were not
normal everyday garb). Jim Phillips' children, Amy and Chris, were the hit of
the reception as they crashed the line for more mints.

| ARRkkRk
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I may have mentioned last time that we adopted Dan's cat when he mecved ~- Miss
Kitty 1s a solid black, friemdly female who likes high places. She so loved
the roof of the house we finally taught her to use the ladder to get dowm.
At firat, she would cry for us to climb the ladder and carry her down —— but
she had only to be shown twice before she had 1t down pat, not only for
descending, but ascending. Not that she had forgotten how to use the dogwood
tree, of course. Frank called the other day and asked to borrow the ladder,
and I gpent some time telling him how we would be more than happy to lend it
to him, but that he needed to do all his chores at once and bring it back,
else Miss Kitty would starve. Well, no, she wouldn't starve. We would throw
food up on the roof first. ' '

Remember Captain Midnight? Well, a couple of weeks ago he brought home a
friend. Jerry was watching. "Here came Midnight," he said, "followed by a
long tailed, long legged sleek-looking solid black cat. It was a young tom.

You could tell they were friends, and Midnight had brought his new friend home
to supper. But as he rounded the corner of the house, there was Miss Kitty.
She was surprised, and hissed at them. The new cat retreated back around the
corner."” : -

As wusual, I was a vork and was getting a phone call to update me. I'm the
only one who has a real-person schedule... you know, work in the daytime and
sleep at night. Jerry and Forrest both work 3 or 4 evenings a week and are at
home most of the rest of the time. 'Well, what happened?" I asked.

"You know, Midnight went back after him, and I swear he talked to him: 'Come
on, she's all hiss and no scratch, she won't hurt you. We've got two kinds of
food in the house... come on!' And he did. I let both of them in to eat."

When I got home that evening, Jerry and Forrest were in the living room with
the new cat, who had made himself right at home. "What's his name?" I asked.
Forrest narrowed his eyes and speculated a moment. "His name is Nigel."

We buried Midnight yesterday. He died violently under the house, apparently
fighting for hig 1life against some larger killer beast--cat, dog or possum.
He wasn't much larger than a kitten and hadn't really learned yet how to
defend himself. But he put up a struggle. His throat was torm out.

Behind him he 1left a host of memories —- Midnight gamboling on the law,
tormenting a chipmunk... Midnight deferring to the top cats here and making up
to the humans... Midnight pretending to fight and bite your hand... and
Midnight wrapping his tail around your leg as he greeted you in the morning on
a dewy lawn... Midnight reading your thoughts and knowing instinctively that
you wished him well.

Our son said: "It's like he knew he was going to go, and brought home his re-
placement." The Cat is dead. Long live the Cat.

(Thanks to Jerry for helping write Midnight's obituary.)
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Precious bodily fluids--that's what makes an "R" rating! Did you see the Star °
Trek episode "Conspiracy"? There was graphic violence that used to be
verboten on television-- you could see the influence of the chest-burster
from Alien, too. So how did they get away with this, I wondered? It came to
me that it probably was because the phaser works by drying out the animal
matter before disintegrating it and producing an effect of instant cauteriza-
tion =-- there was no blood, no gore, no scrambled brains and neural systems
when the host body's head exploded. No sooner than had we gotten over the
shock of seeing this up close and personal on TV, and were beginning to assim-
ilate the fact that it was dry, and the only bloody bits were in our own
minds, than the parasitic creature burst from the now headless chest cavity.
It, too, was phased to dry bits and the remaining hulk of the host was quietly
smoking (at least I didn't hear anything). Something that happened recently
made me wonder why they weren't wrinkling their noses in disgust and nausea
(except for Data who probably wouldn't mind) at the odor of roast long pig.
Well, of course, we can't allow that on TV. I guess a smell of long dead or
burned vup human flesh is just as much a no-no on TV as precious bodily fluids
seem to be. Don't get me wrong, I don't long to see blood and pus and piss
and gastric juices and mucous excretions in living color. It just came to me
that by not showing some things, the directors can get away with showing other
things, and leave the unmentionable to our own vile imaginations.

SRAEEAR
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THE OLD IRONMASTER
DIVERS! FIES——

Buck Coulson

I'd been wondering what to write about this time; that's when I wasn't wondering
if the last column I sent in would ever be published. I even wrote a poignant
little piece about having to shoot our dog because she had cancer, but that was
last fall and the subject gradually became less immediate. Then ANVIL #46 ar-
rived, and there was a letter from Murray Moore, mentioning Michael Shaara's THE
KILLER ANGELS, and it provided me with a column subject.

Last summer, an argument came up in ASIMOV'S SCIENCE FICTION about the relative
talent required to write science fiction and other gentes. Asimov said that
sclence fiction was harder to write and a reader said she didn't think that a
science filction writer could write a better romance than romance writers do when
they essay science fiction. Jumping in on Asimov's side, for a change, I wrote a
letter which 1listed some of the science fiction writer who have successfully
written other types of books. It was published in the Fe. 1988 issue (after most
readers had undoubtedly forgotten the original argument), but it's my letter and I
can expand it into a columm if I want to. '

As Moore says, Michael Shaara was a science fiction writer; a collection of his
work, SOLDIER BOY, was published in 1982, and it's a very good bock. THE KILLER'
ANGELS won the Pulitzer prize for fiction in 1975. (It should have won for
history, in my opinion; there was very little fiction in the book.) There are two
other people in ‘"our" field who write history; Fletcher Pratt and T. R. Fehren-
bach. Pratt was actually more noted for his history than for his stf, and it was
better done. He wrote some great fantasy, but his science fiction was at beat
mediocre. Some of his histories, ORDEAL BY FIRE, ELEVEN GENERALS, and THE BATTLES
THAT CHANGED HISTORY, are outstanding, as is his biography of Lincoln's Secretary
of War, STANTON, -

Fehrenbach has two major histories that I know about; FIRE AND BLOOD, and LONE
STAR, histories of Mexico and Texas respectively. Both are excellent. His stf
has been restricted to some reasonably good short stories. o

Romance 1is a big field for science fiction authors. Juanita Coulson has written
four gothic romances and two historical romances — also astrology articles and
books on art appreciation. Ron Goulart wrote at least two Regencies, under the
name "Jillian Kearny" (you can often find out interesting things about romance
authors 1f you check the copyright information as well as the title page of the
books), and has done one mystery, as well as a lot of non-fiction about comic
books. I should state that the numbers given here are minimums; these are books I
know about because I own copies. The authors may well have written more that I
don't know about. "Jean" DeWeese, whose friends know him better as "Gene", has
done four "romantic suspense" novels as well as adult and juvenile science fic-
tion, plus some horror-fantasy. Marion Zimmer Bradley has done at least five
gothics, along with a circus novel and a novelization of an occult TV show. She's
also used pseudonyms on other work. I only own three romances by Aane McCaffrey,
but there have been several others. RING OF FEAR might be particularly interest-
ing to fans, because the
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hero is Harlan Ellison., (The name has been changed, but the character hasn't.) I
have five romances by Andre Norton, plus some juvenile historical novels. Andre
did have trouble selling romances -- I suspect .she put too much plot into them —
but eventually managed it. Bob Hoskins, who did a lot of copy-editing of science
fiction, wrote romances under pseudonyms. In one of them, the heroine goes to a
newsstand. '"There were several science fiction novels, and from them she selected
Bring The Jubilee by Ward Moore, and Juanita Coulson's Star Sister.” Interest-
ingly, Star Sister had been sold to Lancer, where Hoskins was working, but it was
never published because Lancer went bankrupt. Juanita is currently revising it
and expanding it for possible sale elsewhere. Richard Matheson wrote some roman—
tic suspense. :

Lee Hoffman has only written two science fiction novele that I know about, but has
done three historical romances under pseudonyms and at least seventeen westerns,
one of which, THE VALDEZ HORSES, won a Western Writers of American "Spur" .award.
I own one western novels each by Gardner Fox, Paul Fairman, Noel Loomis, and Chad
Oliver, and twoc by Theodore Sturgeon. The library has two western anthologies
containing stf writers; WESTERNS OF THE '40S, edited by Damon Knight, includes
stories by Murray Leinster and Clifford D. Simok, while BEST OF THE WEST has
contributions by Ardath Mayhar and Neal Barrett, Jr. In an old pulp, I have one
installment of a serial by L. Ron Hubbard, who of course was a science fiction
writer long before he became a cult leader and writer. :

Sturgeon was also involved in a practical joke that became a best-seller.

Back 1in the early 19508, humorist Jean Shepherd had a popular radio program, and
on several of his shows he talked about this marvelous historical novel, I,
LIBERTINE. The book didn't exist, but listeners began writing in to the show and
asking newsstand owners about it. Ballantine Books became interested, and even-
tually Ted Sturgeon was hired to write the book, under the pseudonym "Frederick R.
Ewing". 1I've been told that the author's photo on the backcover is that of
Shepherd; it certainly 4sn't Sturgeon. Kelly Freas did the cover, and the book
became a collector's item once most fans of the time (1965) knew the story. It's
a very funny parody of the bawdy novel.

John D. MacDonald started out as a science fiction writer before making it big as
a mystery novelist. One of his science fiction books was reissued recently. Bob
Tucker started with science fiction short stories, but I believe his first novel
was a mystery, THE CHINESE DOLL, and he wrote several others. (The librarian who
fawned all over him at one convention knew him only as a mystery writer.) Fred-
eric Brown probably has a bigger name in the mystery field than he does in science
fiction. Like Tucker, Joe L., Hensley began with science fiction short stories; so
far, all of his novels have been mysteries,. but some of his characters' names are
familiar 1in the science fiction field. Anthony Boucher wrote both mysteries and
science fiction, as well as being the first editor of F&SF and a major reviewer of
mystery novels. Isaac Asimov, of course, has several collections of mystery
stories among his hundreds of science fiction and popular science books. I own
two historical novels and one mystery by Poul Anderson, and know of a couple more
mysteries he's done. Jack Vance has written several well-regarded mystery novels,

There are other categories. Gene DeWeese coauthored a book on how to make folk

dolls. L. Sprague de Camp has done five historical novels, plus some straight
history and biography. Hg P. Lovecraft wrote assorted non-fiction,
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some of which was published by Don Grant in TO QUEBEC AND THE STARS. Bob Silver-
berg has done some excellent archacological material, a historical novel, and used
to write for TRUE STORY magazine. Fhil Farmer did a modern novel of an inter-
racial couple, FIRE AND THE NIGHT. Alfred Coppel used to write for PLANET STO-
RIES; now he's a name in the international intrigue field, and still doing some
science fiction. Harlan Elligson started out writing about juvenile gangs. John
Jakes was a 1little-regarded science fiction writer long before he made his name
with historical series. Pornography has been a big field for science fiction
authors who needed some quick cash; Andy Offutt made a 1living from it for years,
as did Richard E. 'Geis. Ed Wood has written it, as have numerous others whose
names I don't recall. It's not exactly a literary field, so it's not really too
pertinent to this column.

There 1s also the occasional labeling problem. In 1970, Fritz Leiber's CONJURE
WIFE appeared as "An Award Novel of Gothic Horror", complete with a cover of a
nightgown-clad ‘woman rushing away from a castle, and an announcement that it had
won first prize in the "8th Annual Mrs. Ann Radcliffe Award". A. E. van Vogt's
THE HOUSE THAT STOOD STILL was published in the Nov. 1951 issue of DETECTIVE
BOOK MAGAZINE, with a typical “private eye" sort of cover. Curt Siodmak's DONO-
VAN'S BRAIN was a Mercury Mystery in 1942,

What about outsiders writing science fiction? I'm omitting fantasy, because a lot
of people have done outstanding work there, from academic J. R.'R. Tolkien to
romance writer Florence Stevenson. But straight, technical science fiction?

The most impressive is Goerge R. Stewart, the historian who wrote PICKETT'S
CHARGE, ORDEAL BY HUNGER (a book about the Donner Party), NAMES ON THE LAND, and
others. His EARTH ABIDES won the International Fantasy Award in 1951, making
it probably the first award-winning science fiction novel, since the Hugos didn't
begin wuntil 1953. The IFA was presented by a panel of expetts, in 1951 these
included British critic Leslie Flood and author John Wyndham.

Then there's Philip Wylie. He started early; his WHEN WORLD3 COLLIDE, co-authored
with Edwin Balmer, was top quality science fiction in 1932, and his novel of a
superman, GLADIATOR, was published in 1930. He continued writing science fiction,
along with the mysteries, romances, and pop psychology that made his famous, up
into the 1960s. I recall his short story, "Blunder", as being one of the stories
that decided me to concentrate on reading science fiction. A few of his books are
potboilers, but then so are a few of Heinlein's and his best was very good.

Robert Nathan wrote well-known fantasy as well as "straight" fiction; his ome stf
story, "Digging The Weans", didn't impress me when I read it, but it was hilarious
when narrated by Theodore Bikel. Strict constructionists might 1list Mark Twain's
CONNECTICUT YANKEE as fantasy, but time travel is generally considered science
fiction., I was going to include Margaret Atwood, but I read somewhere that she is
a long-time science fiction reader.

There there 1is L. P. Davies, who wrote mvsteries, fantasy, and science fiction,
and 1is perhaps the least known of the really good authors. Nearly all of his
books are in the mystery format, and the main difference between them was the
explanation at the end; you had to read the final page to discover if this was a
fantasy or a mundane mystery. He was an expert at pulling the rug out from under
the reader in the final pages; I remember one novel which had three consecutive
explanations of the ' events, each one perfectly logical until the author pointed
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out the flaws in it. A lot of his novels turned on identity. THE WHITE ROOM
involves an actor of the future, who is conditioned into believing that he is
actually a man living in 1969, when the story was published, for verisimilitude in
a tv series. The reader shares the actor's viewpoint, and his bewilderment at
events which aren't possible in 1969. THE MAN FROM NOWHERE (retitled WHO IS LEWIS
PINDER? in the U.S.) 1is an amnesia victim admitted to a small-towa British
hospital. When a photograph of him is published in the newspapers, he's
positively identified -~ as four different people, all of whom are dead and
buried. THE PAPER DOLLS are a set of quadruplets with a gestalt mind, similar to
Sturgeon's MORE THAN HUMAN, but not at all identical to it; these boys have no
separate identities. I own ten of Davies' fantasy and science fiction novels, and
seven of his mysteries, and I have no idea if there are any more =-- but if there
are, 1 want them. Was he a mystery writer who wrote good science fiction and
fantasy, or a stf writer who wrote excellent mysteries? I'm not sure that I can
say.

I can say positively that I haven't
covered every cross-genre writer in the
field; perhaps not even all of the good
ones. On the whole, though, I think that
while i1it's possible for some "outsiders"
to write good science fiction, it's much
easjer for science fiction writers to
write well in other genres, and it's also
much more likely that they'll do it. And
I'm reasonably sure that the readers will
bring up more names in the next letter
column,.

Here 1s a list of the L. P. Davies novels
that I own; if anyone knows of a different
title, let me know. MYSTERIES: The Man
From Nowhere (Br.)/Who is Lewis Pinder?
(US), A Grave Matter, Stranger To Town, The
Shadow Before, Give Me Back Myself, What
Did I do Tomorrow?, _Assignment Abacus.
F&SF: The Paper Dolls, The Artificial Man ,
Psychogeist, The Lampton Dreamers, The
Reluctant Medium, Twilight Joucney, Genesis
Two, Dimension A, The White Room, The

Land of Leys.
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CAR 4.
WHEREARE WU 2

or: THE SCREWDRIVER AS A DEADLY WEAPON

People who haven't raised teen-age children or who haven't an eccentric
husband probably haven't had the police called on them often. How dull their
lives must bel

The most recent time the cops were called on us had nothing to do with the
teenagers (for once), but happened just after our friend Greg had read

"The Screwdriver. as a Deadly Weapon." I came home from a fannish gathering
about 11 p.m. and found Greg, Jerry, Frank and Wayne in the backyard, taking
turns throwing an industrial-strength screwdriver into a sheet of plywood,
with the resulting thumps and thwacks resounding throughout the neighborhood.
Sort of like mumbley-peg but using a screwdriver instead of a knife and with a
man-sized target on the upright piece of plywood.

I stood at the back door, watching. "All right, Wayne," Greg said,‘"see if
you can draw and dry-fire before I can hit the target... one, two, three..."

"THWACK!".

I watched for a while and declined an invitation to join in. "When you boys
are through playing, would you please take the garbage to the street?" I
asked, and went off to bed. As I lay there, I heard the sound of merry
voices, hauling garbage, and then the more subdued chatter as they all ga-
thered in the living room. Presently, I heard a car pull up out fromt. “I'll
bet that's the police," I said to myself, and got up to peer out the window.
It was.

A policewoman came to the door and knocked. Everyone shouted "Come in!" as is
their wont — I believe they would invite Jack the Ripper in. The view from
the doorway was nothing but domestic, with Forrest perched on a chair in fromt
of the TV playing video games, and Valerie and her friend Linda on the couch,
petting the household felines. The unsuspecting officer advanced four steps
into the room. There, surrounding her, were =~ Frank on one side with a Swiss
Army rifle leaning against his chair -- Jerry cross legged on the floor
sharpening his kukri -- Greg with his .45 in pleces on a newspaper being
cleaned —— Wayne sitting backwards on a dining room chair balancing a large
screwdriver in his hand -- and in the center of the floor, a man-sized target,
riddled with holes.

Just as the officer was reassessing the situation, I opened the door from the
hall and asked: "May I help you?" (..had her covered from the rear...)

We never saw anyone move so fast. With her back to the screen door (and
safety) she said with a voice 80 cool and unquavering that we were all filled
with admiration, "A neighbor was complaining about noise. Have you heard
anything?
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i Hammér & Slckle:\ |

PART TWO: Elephant in the Media by Bruno Ogorelec

In Part Ome I outlined an error in Time magazines' thinking on Marx, lined up
the crosshairs and shot its notions down with a brief burst from the starboard
gun. Afterwards 1 explained why otherwise reasonable people think an elephant
is either a rope or a python. Further revelations follow.

Let's examine briefly the way Marxism, Socialism and Communism are usually
presented in the Western media. To stick with Time even after Christmas of '86
(it offering much Jjuicier conversation pileces about things Marxist than an
average fanzine) the very next issue carried a Letter to the Editor (why they
don't call them simply LoCs, beats me) decrying Time's comment of Soviet media
in a previous 1s?ue.

"You note", wrote a disgruntled reader of Boston, Mass., “that the Soviet media
routinely rake capitalist countries over the coals. How, pray tell, does the
American press portray the people of the USSR? All 1 can see is that the
Soviets never smile and have to stand in line to buy shoes.”

This induced wme to do a simple test. Leafing through the previous six weeks'
worth of Time, searching for the stories on Communist countries, I found at

least one 1in each 1ssue. Every single one of them was negative towards its
subject. Here's the lineup:

December 8
THE WAR AGAINST THE PEASANTS (a review of a bock on Stalin's forced
collectivization of agriculture in the

Twenties and Thirties)
December 15

OLD NATIONALISM, NEW PROFITS (subtitled "In the Baltic republics,

affluence -- and disdain for Moscow")
December 22 :

GLITTER THAT 1S SKIN-DEEP (an account of Bulgaria's attempt to
refurbish its unflattering image)

December 29

CARP CORRUPTION IN (subtitled "Fishy dealings at Christmas"

CZECHOSLOVAKIA apparently you cannot obtain carp --
customary Christmas fare in Czech., —
without bribery)

January 5

PICKING UP WHERE HE LEFT OFF ' (subtitled "Back Home in Moscow,
Sakharov speaks out on human rights").
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OK, let's suppose that all those articles reflect the true picture. How then to
correlate that picture with an item in the January 12 issue: The Long Hard Road
to Moscow? (The subtitle 1s "After life in the West, 50 disgruntled emigres go
home again").

Can't you just picture them, ensconced in the reclining chairs on the New York
Moscow Aeroflot flight, waxing nostalgic? "You know, the Christmas carp somehcw
just don't taste the same without corruption” or something to that effect. I
mean, why else would they want to return? Presumably they vastly prefer forced
collectivization to the farms of the Corn Belt, or perhaps just miss the jolly
old disdain they uased to feel for Moscow. Who knows? They must also be rather
fond of domestic repression. Nothing like a house arrest or two to make you
feel right at home, I always say.

Or... could there really be something positive about the Communist countries?
Something one would honestly want to come back to? Do Soviets sometimes smile
then, even as they stand in line to buy shoes?

The answer to the above question is, of course, yes. But you'd be hard pressed
to find the evidence of this in the Western media.

Media do not make a living out of truth and balance. Just as the Soviet media
take the raw truth, bite on 1it, chew, ruminate, and then spit it out as an
unrecognizable gob, so do the US media. Their guiding hand, their kind voices
vhispering advice into your ear, unfortunately shape your opinion whether you
like it or not. If you want your opinions to be yours, independemt, you have to
fight against the tide first. If truth (or o reasonable facsimile thereof) is
what you're after, disregard the media, or at least develop a dose of skeptic-
ism. Check your €facts. Think. Over the stories in the papers in the papers
and magazines, over the TV reportage, you should but chuckle with amusement.
You would undoubtedly do so if you were reading Pravda or Literaturmaya Gazzeta;
now you only have to apply the same amused detachment toward your own sources of
news and commentary.

The only redeeming quality of the American approach to propaganda is a bit of
humor injected into the process. Here the Soviet Bloc countries lag far behind.
Not that they lack a sense of humor, far from it, but they have to pander to the
different sort of customer. US media have to have a product that will move off
the shelves quickly, to be able to make money, to be able to exist. In the
Communist countries the media have to have a product that will get the ideolo-
gical approval from above, to be able to get the money from the state, to be
able to exist. American media are thus bright, colorful and exciting in order
to engage and keep the interest of the consumer, while their counterparts can
afford to have a drab package. Both have to fit the currently prevailing
ideological climate, however. Otherwise the product will not sell in the US and
will not be allowed to sell in the USSR.

Comparing them on quality i1s a thankless task. They can hardly be compared,
really, being fundamentally different. What is quality in one case may well be
a liability in the other. As a rule, the media in the Soviet Bloc countries are
not commercial and function in a very similar manner to.the arts. Quite often
they are art —— and the Soviet system is rather good for art as long as that art
does mnot run counter to the political climate of the moment. Free from the
pressure to sell, the editors can afford to publish things of minor commercial
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appeal, even rarefied intellectual treatises if they like, the stuff that would
not gell anywhere, under any system. Great little literary magazines flourish,
for instance. Soviet movies do not have to shine at the box office =- they are
art, remember? - and in consequence they often are just that. The Soviet
movies of Tarkovski (to mention just the one name virtually everyone will be
familiar with) would hardly see the light of day anywhere else and we would all
be poorer for that. Ever hear of the Soviet classical ballet ensembles? Or of
their pilano players, or violinists? Van Cliburns are a dime a dozen there, but
if they have a single Liberace they are keeping him safely locked away in a
closet somewhere.

Such achievements are not the product of a market economy, but neither can they
be created by brute force and coercion. They need a good cultural climate and a
lot of loving nurture. Soviets demonstrably provide both. Of course, they keep
it under careful political scrutiny but fortunately only a relatively small part
of the arts deals with the overtly political topics. Of that small part only a
small part again has a political slant running afoul of the Soviet dogma. The
result 1s a very wide and abundant field of Culture (with the capital C)
bordered by a distant barbed wire fence.

Is this good? I honestly don't know. Something in me cries out whenever I
sniff censorship. Political control over art nauseates me. But when I see
tired construction workers in the Moscow subway, getting home from work, huge
muddy boots steaming, reading books to pass the time, Christ, I think, there
must be something to their system. I mean, they read real, honest-to-God books,
not paperback thrillers, romances, or skiffy in garish covers. Lowbrow pap is
exceedingly rare 1in the USSR. And the similar pattern is repeated, with local
_ variations, in most other Communist countries.

What would your own preference be? A lot of great art but of a somewhat re~
stricted spectrum, or a rainbow spread of everything under the sun, from shit to
art, with the former far outweighing the latter? High art with restrictions of

pap with liberty? For me personally the choice is difficult even when the case
is this much simplified.

In the end I'd most probably opt for liberty because I abhor the idea of control
over my thoughts and opinions. It does not mean, though, that I am blind to the
obvious advantages of the Soviet system. Even though I find it woefully inade-
quate in following Marx's noble ideas (and on those terms must pronounce it a
failure) I cannot judge it a flop in absolute terms. Its achievements are far
too many and too varied for that. I don't propose to deride the Soviets just
because they have to stand in line to buy shoes. What if it's worth standing in
line? What if it buys you more than just a pair of shoes?

For a balanced picture it is of utmost importance to realize that there's more
to life in a Communist country than the lines at grocery stores, the KGB and the
Gulag Archipelago. If their life were really that bad, do you think that people
would stand for it for this long? Would they meekly suffer for seventy years?
I doubt it. They are a bright, well educated people demonstrably capable of
wonders in the arts and sciences, not a tribe of spineless zombies. I am, in

other words, suggesting you go out and try to find more about them. Pry to
learn what makes them tick.
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It won't be easy. The problem (or a part of the problem) is that the bemefits
of 1life in the Communist’ countries do not lend themselves easily to propaganda.
They are not flashy, glittering, alluring at first sight. They are not -obvious.
Materially these societies are obviously poorer than the societies you are
accustomed to, but fortunately Man does not live by bread alone. The drabness
is often just the outer shell. Once a revolutionary society settles down imnto a
more oOr less comfortable routine one of the first things that get into top gear
are the arts. The art is a8 reward by itself, for onme thing; an artists usually
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