eview

ustra /L’an \S?c[ence jcfion




LS % &
B !\.I'M}\ VN 3

et

i_d E— A \_Y']' i'.‘l -

SRR
l:-1_‘ "

! s
znﬁ Hf\’.‘}l‘.:‘.li..‘._

.



(@@l @leE el e @e oEe e e GlEes s es e e el e ee e eeeeeE @@ e e@ e @ ee oo e e
./4udfra/ian &ience jkcfion /eeuiew

NUMBER ELEVEN - AUGUST g1 Gl

620000000033CA0EEA0AATAETI0E0EANINEETCILATICAGURE IVELTLCABIACAEIAIABAT0GAT

Editorial page 2
ARTHUR BURNS PAUL LINLBARGER 3
JOHN FOYSTER CORDWAINER SMITH 8

EXTRACTS FROM A CONVERSATION BETWVEEN

JOHN FOYSTER AND DOCTOR BURNS 5
Donald H. Tuck Cordwainer Smith: A Bibliography 20
WILLTAM ATHELING, Jr. AN ADMONITORY EXERCISE 22
LEE HARDING THE CO3MOLOGICAL EYE:

The Tyranny of Distance 26
RON SMITH Two Responses to
JOHN CARNELL The Cosmological Eye 29
John Foyster, et al. REVIEWS 3l
Robert Bloch, et al. LETTERS 43
John Bangsund A 3EL&CT GUIDE TO CURRENT PANZINES 50
John Foyster About 3tephen Cook 54

AN INDEX TO THE FIRST TEN I3SUES OF

AUSTRALTIAN SCIENCE PICTION REVIE 55

* ® %
STEVE RASHMUSSEN THREE CORDJAINER SMITH DRAJINGS inserts

@02022020EER AL IVPAICAAIGIGABT ISV CRGBOABIABBAGEAACT LB IVO00

AUSTRALIAN 3CIENCE FICTION REVIEW is edited published & printed by JOHN
BANG3UND at 19 Gladstone Avenue Northcote Victoria 3070 Australia (from
1st December 11 Jilson Street Ferntree Gully Victoria 3156) - Assistant
Editor ROBERT GERRAND - Chief Editorial Advisors LEE HARDING and JOHN
FOYSTER - Production Assistants this issue RUTH BANGSUND and ALAN KIRSTEN
ASFR 1s published bi-monthly - rates & agents listed inside back cover

©23920092233ICLAITITICACIVICIVAGLAYIZIIID 3 3DFABS2ITR2L0I50202.200IBIIG



When, last June, it first occurred to us - or, more exactly, to
John Foyster - to publish something about Cordwainer Smith, we
were not to know that that great writer had but a few Weeks to
live. The first draft of John's article was in my hands during
June. In August, Dr. Paul Linebarger - Cordwainer Smith - died.
We decided to publish a memorial issue, and started looking for
people who knew him,

From the foreword to SPACE LORDS, we knew that Dr. Linebarger

was an Anglican and that he had a stockbroker named Mr. Greenish.
From other sources we knew that he had been in some way connected
with the Australian National University. After much correspondence
we located Mr. Greenish and Dr. Burns, and during December John
visited Canberra and talked with them.

The partial result of John's investigations is now in your hands.
To John, Lee Harding, and myself, who have been so involved for

the last year with Cordwainer Smith, the material in this issue
seems terribly incomplete; it is a conscious effort to realize that
for many readers this will be the first introduction to the amazing
man behind those amazing stories. We offer this material, then,
not as any kind of definitive statement about the man or hlS work,
but as some information and some thoughts about them.

To Dr. Burns and Mr. Greenish, who have helped us so much, we offer
our thanks - and our apologies that we have not honoured their:
friend in as lavish or significant a way as he deserved or we would
like. :

We were not to know, either, that while this issue was being
prepared we would lose two other people dear to us.

On Sunday, 9th July, Stephen Cook died, of his own hand. e mourn
his passing; he was a good friend and a very talented young man.

In our sorrow and our confusion we try to realize that the decision
was his, as it is every man's. Adventitious death is so much more
easily comprehended; so much easier to rage against; there is no
doubt about who is the victim and who the victor.

Stephen Cook: a young man of unfulfilled promise. We also report,
with perhaps a different kind of sadness, the death of a man full
of years and full of honours, the founder of an era, a man whose
name will be known and revered while science fiction is written or
talked about: Hugo Gernsback.

Science fiction is fun, most of the time. But every now and then
one reads or writes a page such as this, and there is no fun, no
suspension of disbelief, and the sense of wonder gives way to a
sense of mortality. And then... we realize what a wonderful
fraternity we belong to ~ this madcap international association of
fans - that we should feel our losses so deeply.

JB
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PAUL LINEBARGER

ARTHUR BURNS
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What first struck one about Paul Linebarger was a considerate formal-
ity of manner - an odd trick of introducing himself as though he were a
third person, his own ego not obtruding. I had just shaken his hand when a
newsagency telephoned for particulars about him. Waiting till I had hung
up, he affably demurred that his name had not four syllables (I had stres-
sed the first "e") but just three, reinforcing the point by way of the
Chinese characters on his invariant ties (the same pattern in mauve, rose,
midnight blue and other shades of silk), which he pronounced something like
"Lin-ba-leh." Many months later he translated them, *Mr. Forest of Incan-
descent Bliss."

Paul was partly Southern by extraction and had been raised in Repub-
lican China's governing circles, where his father Judge Linebarger was for
decades a leading adviser to Sun Yat Sen; these two influences had given
him the punctilio found only in traditional societies, and a sharp percep-
tion of racial and cultural differences. DBut these actually furthered his
capacities for coming to know all kinds of men and women and to enter
sympathetically into the hearts and minds of subject races, as readers of
the 01d Norstrilian stories will recognise in his treatment of the part-
animal underpeople. The negress who came in as daily help at his house in
Washington was a personal friend to Paul and to his wife Genevieve.

He was above medium height, terribly gaunt, bald, high-nosed, narrow-
ing in the chin; he wore severe excellently-cut suits; his favourite hat
was a soft black velour like an Italian film producer's. He was constantly
ill, usually with digestive or metabolic troubles, and had to put up with
repeated surgery, so that in middle age he always lived close to the vital
margin. He took time off from a dinner party in ilelbourne for a long drink
of hydro-chloric acid, at which a guest, quite awed, remarked that ILinebar-
ger probably was a man from kars. The Lord Sto-Odin in UNDER OLD EARTH had
his vital output increased to the limit of his reserves by the one-twelfth
turn of a screw at the nape of his neck while he rode down into the depths
to find neo-Akhnaton. That expressed Paul's attitude to his physical
being - though sharp in sensory perception, and active, he seemed easily
able to dispense with bodily substance. I do not hold with spiritualism,
but if a typewriter were to start now reeling off a Cordwainer Smith story,
my disbelief would not be nearly strong enough to surprise me.

In 1957, when Lord Lindsay was Acting Head of the Department of
International Relations at the Australian National University in Canberra,



Paul and Genevieve came as Visiting Fellows to work on their history of
politics in Southern Asia. (#When I visited him, very ill, in hospital late
in June 1966, he talked of retiring to settle in this country. I certainly
wish he had lived to do so.) His allegiance to Nationalist China, his
cheerful derision of all forms of Communism, his support - despite heredit-
ary Democrat commitment - of Eisenhower, for whom he campaigned, caused
shock amongst the expectably Leftist academics, including us who are
socialists of the R.H. Tawney persuasion. I think it fair to say that the
current Red Guard phenomena in mainland China would have surprised him far
less than it has the best Australian Sinologists. I remember him as a
light-hearted and somehow comic duellist in political debates with eminent
Australians then on the Left, e.g. John Burton. He conducted a series of
seminars on the principles of psychological warfare, which I think are here
worthwhile enlarging upon. '

After college and doctorate and plenty of travel, Paul Linebarger had
rejoined his father who was propagandizing for the Kuomintang and for an
American-Chinese entente. He learned much at that time about the sense of
vocation in man to which revolutionary Communism, with its conviction of
historical destiny, appeals. As he says in the 1955 edition of PSYCHOLOGI -
CAL WARFARE (a classic in that sinister subject, and shamefully entertain-
ing), "There is no better way to learn the propaganda job than to be thor-
oughly whipped by somebody else's propaganda." From 1942 (against the
Japanese) to 1954 (in Korea against the North and Communist China) as an
officer of the U.S. Armed Forces, he practised the art of political seduc-
tion - or, as he once described it to some scandalized academic psycholog-
ists and social workers, "persuading the enemy to participate in group
activity." I too was shocked; but in one of those seminars he said, off-
handedly, that he would rather seduce a man from his allegiance than have
to kill him, and posed a serious ethical problem for us: most traditional
Protestants have been convinced by the Kantian version of the Protestant
ethic, according to which the one thing more valuable than a man's life is
his integrity. At the opposite corner from Paul Linebarger was the German
officer, a Kantian, who escaping from Swiss internment in the Great War
insisted on killing the guard, whom according to his fellow-officers he
could much more readily have bribed, on the grounds, first, that it was his
own duty to escape, and second, that he would injure the otherwise-
irremoveable guard less by taking his life than by taking his honour.

Paul himself, for his own self-respect, would have died sooner than
surrender to a power that was evil; but he was persuaded of human frailty,
and of the beneficent vitality that supports cowardice, as no Kantian could
be. He knew professionally about brainwashing and about what he called,
with no donnish inhibitions, "de-brainwashing." He knew that even without
the aid of drugs or torture almost anyone will crack if worked on long
enough by people trained in efficient "re-educating" techniques. He con-
sidered it the duty of a prisoner-of-war to hold out as long as he can,
but almost solely because he thereby costs the enemy a maximum of brain-
washers' man-hours. He also maintained that the most useful soldiers in
such situations were those who harboured the least guilt for having ‘eventu-
ally succumbed, and who maintained a certain humour regarding themselves;
they were the soonest de-brainwashable, though no brainwashing treatment,
he said, survives a few weeks' good feeding, freedom, and uncensorious
welcome. In the contest between a sense of duty and the deeper emotional
relations and dispositions, he would back the emotions any time. (See
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DRUNKBOAT and particularly THINK BLUE, COUNT TWO, where old -Tiga-belas
ensures out of his own yearning that the young girl who is to be projected
over so many light-years is endowed with enough "Daughter Potential™ to
keep her safe.) For that disposition, the characteristic danger is senti-
mentality, which Paul did not succumb to. Instead, he cultivated a feeling
for cats.

Some intelligent and sensitive people have found the cat stories,
particularly THE GAME OF RAT AND DRAGON, quite creepy. They seem to me
less creepy than uncanny. The Linebargers' Washington house population of
cats varied from seven to eleven, and they lived in all three and a half
levels of it. Paul's communication with each of these cats, as individuals,
suggested a distinct variety of ESP. It was as though one were watching a
subtle and moody conversation amongst grandees who took care to respect
each other's dignity. The house itself I cannot recall without a pang, for
I mostly remember it with Paul tapping away upstairs at his typewriter, or
as another feline presence in the bow-windowed living-room, flicking through
some elegantly-bound work from the curve of bookshelves. Beyond the living-
room arch, an oblong dining-room displayed a New Year card, two or three
feet by three ar four feet, bearing in great Chinese characters greeting
from Sun Yat Sen. 1In the basement were yards of bookshelves, some open and
some encaged, and most devoted to science fiction. I have never seen so
much of the latter in one place. This was also especially cattish country.
In the attic were two collections of objects - the more predictable, fire-
arms, notably pistols and revolvers including a lot of weapons dropped to
World War II resistance movements; the less predictable, dozens of more or
less antique typewriters. Genevieve's picture as a girl was in the living
room, over where a fireplace would have been in Australia; and on a half-
wall facing it at my last visit was a bronze sword from Persia dated
about 1400 BC - as Paul said, the age of Abraham. . Paul's study upstairs
was piled high with the menuscripts, first editions and scoria of his
numerous writings.-

Besides Cordwainer Smith's science fiction, which was a deliberately
segregated aspect of P.M.A. Linebarger's life, and his work on psychologi-
cal warfare, the house carried abundant traces of the researches of Profes-
sor Paul and Genevieve Linebarger on the politics of Southern Asia. After
publishing three studies of Republican China (the latest in 1941, THE CHINA
Of CHIANG KAI-SHEK), and suspending further academic operations until late
in the Korean War, he wrote with D. Chu and A. Burks, FAR EASTERN GOVIRH-
MENT AND POLITICS. By his first 1957 visit to Australia, he was a Profes-
sor in the School of Advanced International Studies, in the Washington
branch of the Johns Hopkins University, as well as a leading light in the
Operations Research Office of the U.S. Army, on the reserve of which he was
then a Lieutenant Colonel. Paul was proud of his Army connections, and it
was fitting that he was buried with military honours in Arlington Cemetery.
Academically, Central and South Americe became a field of interest only
secondary to the politics of Lastern and Southern Asia. On their second
Australian visit of 1965, he and Genevieve were revising their voluminous
work on the latter subject, and Paul was also selecting contributors for a
book of essays on "small wars," for which of course Africa and Southeast
Asia are fruitful fields. They went off to .iustralian New Guinea for
several weeks, and Paul produced a little memorandum on that country, very
much in the character of his academic writing. It began with a geographic,
ethnographic, economic and sociological sweep of background, concerned



itself with quegtions of social development and internal and external secu-
rity, illustrated by bizarre, comic and sometimes outrageous anecdo%es, and
concluded with pecommendations which many Australian academics would find
startling; for example,- increased recruitment of Papuans and New Guineans
into the Pacific Islands Regiment as a principal instrument of civilization,
integration and development.

Most dons have a streak of scholarly wowserism, and in this country
it is certainly strong. As I have said, Paul rather shocked the academics
in 1957 by his Kuomintang party card (issued, he would tell them, earlier
than Chiang Kai-shek's), his support for Eisenhower, his military commit-
ments, the black humour of his lectures on psychological warfare, his
academically unortho@ox prose style, but above all, I think, by his unin-
hibited, unbridled intellectual imagination, which of course had free rein
secretly as "Cordwainer Smith."® That imagination clearly had native sources
but was also liberated by psychoanalysis: Paul was given a training course
as part of his psychological warfare work, and afterwards continued in
analysis, once a week or so when not travelling, for fifteen years. It
seems to have been a kind of inward exploration: he said there was always
more to find out.

He must have been quite a patient. In the 'forties, before analysis,
he had published two novels (the one I can remember the title of is RIA,
New York 1947) under the pseudonym Felix C. Forrest. Both were written
exclusively from the viewpoint of the heroine, and each involved its
heroine's travelling from China through Japan to Central Europe, much as
Paul had in youth. These too, I think, were explorations - of a possible
alternative dimension of feminine self-experience which had not been given
by Nature to the decidedly masculine Paul. He loved outlandish cultures:
read avidly Professor W.E. Stanner's Oceania monograph on aboriginal relig-
ion, and much admired his friends among the Nisei (Japanese-Americans) in
the Allied Forces in World War II Europe, for their traditionally Japanese
fantasy, courage and honour.

Paul was a High Church Anglican. He and Genevieve went to Sung Mass
on Sundays, and he sald grace at all meals at home. The faith extended and
shaped his powerful imagination, and gave his emotions their qualities. I
believe that it explains much in the science fiction, and not merely the
recurrence in his distant futures of the "0ld Strong Religion.” But he
simply ignored contemporary religious movements, especially the secularizing
ones directed to social problems. The God he had faith in had to do with
the soul of man and with the unfolding of history and of the destiny of all
living creatures - He is not concerned with the sharp practices of business
and politics. In his personal life, Paul was a man of strong and deep
feeling, with a gift for friendship that makes us regret him greatly. He
was one of a half-a-dozen friends of mine who nourish one's imagination
whenever we meet. Also he was a wonderful audience for one's formal
academic work, very quick and perceptive, extremely intelligent, but
utterly uninterested in chopping logic: in a remark of two sentences he
could open up an untouched aspect of one's subject. But one had to catch
that remark as it came - he never laboured a point.

Poul is survived by two daughters of a first marriage, both in their
twenties and highly gifted. He and Genevieve, who had once been his student,
hed no children, which was a pity as they have been so charming and interest-
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ing to ours. He died while being prepared for a difficult and possibly
not very hopeful operation, at the age of fifty-four.

We often conversed about science fiction - his own and others'.
Characteristically, he admnired the craftsmanship and consistence of Arthur
C. Clarke's Defoe-like tales, while feeling that there were vast dimensions
of human experience that Clarke never touches. Cordwainer Smith's stories
were a kind of important "playing" (Paul was greatly impressed by Huizinga's
HOMO LUDENS): through them are dotted irrelevant cryptograms, geographic
allusions, and names transliterated from foreign languages. He once said
that Cordwainer Smith was a "pre-Cervantean” - the stories are like cycles
of medieval legends, without the Aristotelian beginning-middle-and-end of
classic tragedy, and certainly without the same structure as transposed
into the modern novel, which Cervantes began. They are legendary cycles of
the future, rather than future history, and were mcant to be connected with
and consistent with each other on the legendary and not the historiographic
model. They are not the logical developmnent of some concept of social
existence, like the main line of social-science fiction, but are evocations
of the emotional and imaginative responses of people in bizarre social
relationships and situations, whether the fighter-pilot relying upon tele-
pathic communication with a cat, or the '"gentleman-suicide" dancing into
existence a religion of sorrow as well as of joy in a world where it was
impossible for men to be anything but boringly happy.

Arthur Burns

He took them, killed them, cut them;
Took the brains and burnt them.

His words the Sun-god loved

And coyly stole.

From the shattered bones & sinews
Grew his world.

The Soul he saved and the earth
And Sun-god smiled:

And opened his hands

And saw -

Roria. pricel:

Cheap at half - a bargain, sirt

When he had paid, he turned;
And offered it, free, to all.

And children sang.

John rFoyster
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CORDWAINER SMITH

JOHN FOYSTER
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There are few writers of science fiction of whom it can be said that their
work needs no -exposition. But Cordwainer Smith revealed himself so completely
in his writing that any attempt to explain, to describe, is reduridant. Never-
theless, because relatively little attention has been given to Smith's work,
there are a few things which might profitably be said.

"I think that Cordwainer Smith is a visitor from some remote period
of the future, living among us perhaps ‘as an exile from his own era
or perhaps just as a tourist, and amusing himself by casting some

of his knowledge of historical events into the form of science fict-
ion,"

Thus Robert Silverberg, in AMAZING STORIES, June 1965. The feeling Silverberg
expresses is surely one which most of those who have read Smith's stories have
felt at one time or another. The utter strangeness of the words in our ears,
and the easy familiarity with which Smith Juggles them, givc precisely this fee-
ling of, almost xenophobia. Yet if we examine the stories a little more closely
we find that Smith was very much a man of our time, and that his feelings and
thoughts were very much those of his contemporaries.

In THE DEAD LADY OF CLOWN TOWN, THE BALLAD OF LOST C'MELL and A PLANET
NAMED SHAYOL, to choose only three stories from his collection SPACE LORDS, he
writes strongly and with great feeling of the racial problems which surrounded
him in his own land. His love of Australia is revealed in the Rod McBan stories.
It isn't fair to Silverberg, but there is one way at least in which Smith shows
himself very much tied to his time. His story ON THE STORM PLANET deals with an
attempt by Casher 0'Neill to assassinate the turtle girl, T'Ruth. If one turns
to page 38 in the February 1965 GALAXY, or to page 69 in QUEST OF THREE #ORLDS,
one finds, despite the interference of both editors, the acrostic KENNEDY SHOT.
Several pages later a second acrostic appears: OS¥ALD SHOT TOO. (iir. Arthur
Burns, who had it from the author, is responsible for this information.)

But not only was Cordwainer Smith very much a child of his time; he wrote
what are in fact fairy stories. He suggests as much himgself in his introduction
to SPACE LORDS. This helps to explain the language which Mr., Silverberg had so
much trouble with.

A less well known story, ANGERHELM, reveals his ability to write a story
set solidly in the present,

Despite Cordwainer Smith's obsession with our time and the condition of
man in it, rather than because of his strangeness, he has been able to bridge
many ravines, one of them the most important for science fiction. Now in fact,
when these attributes are considered, the appearance of his stories at all is
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quite remarkable. It is even more remarkable if the circumstances under which
he was first published are considered.

The year 1948 was a good one for science fiction readers. By that year
the sf magazines had recovered from their wartime problems, which varied from
shortage of worthwhile stories to shortage of paper, and were able to produce
issues which contained by far the best sf written to that date. AMAZING STORIES
and FANTASTIC ADVENTURES, unfortunately, were not able to take part in this gen-
eral revival of story quality, due to poor editing, but the other magazines man-
aged rather well. ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION continued to feature material of
the high standard of former years, though perhaps the first signs of the coming
decadence might have been detected by discerning readers. At this time PLANET
STORIES published the better sf adventure yarns - far better than those it was
to present in later years. STARTLING STORIES and THRILLING WONDER STORIES were
well on the way to their peak, with Xeno and Wart-Ears almost forgotten; increa-
ses in pages and price went hand in hand with continually improving lead stories.
FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES and FANTASTIC NOVELS, .though really running short of
the best material, continued to produce fine issues, well illustrated by Finlay
and Lawrence. And even WEIRD TALES seems to have been worth reading at this
time. In the near future, nineteen years ago, were the golden years of 1949 and
1950 when, along with many other magazines, THE MAGAZINE OF FPANTASY AND SCIENCE
FICTION and GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION were born. These two magazines, more than
any others, were to change the face of science fiction.

But back in 1948 there was another event which, in its humble way, also
changed the face of sf. In a small West Coast sf magazine called FANTASY BOOK
(which thought so much of itself that it printed "collectors' copies”™ on book
paper) appeared the first story under the name Cordwainer Smith.

SCANNERS LIVE IN VAIN was in many ways unlike its contemporaries. The
editors of the leading magazines were striving to rise above the needs of the
pulp market and to publish non-pulp sf, but they were still working with pulp
authors. The result was that although characters in stories were now carefully
defined, they were hardly ever lifelike or human. It might be said that this
wags a period of inhuman humans. In many ways we are still in this period, des-
pite the attempts of some editors to create a more literate sf.

Cordwainer Smith was the first writer to write science fiction which could
possibly be accepted as "Literature."

I do not make this claim for him., His work does it for me, and for anyone
who chooses to look. For me, it is enough to point out a few of the virtues of
his writing. His imagination, his style, his freshness; these are so prevalent
in his work that only line-by-line quotation could possibly do him justice.

I intend to make a few comments, first, on Cordwainer Smith's attitude
towards the writing of science fiction, and then about his style.

Smith's approach to the revelation of the future is almost unique. Most
sf writers have difficulty in convincing readers of the reality of the future
they create. Some ignore the problem, and hope the reader can accept their
ideas. Others attempt to make them credible by explaining what is occurring, as
it happens. For example, in THE WEAPON 3HOPS OF ISHER, when Cayle Clark arrives
at the gambling gallery, Van Vogt describes with care the mechanism by which the
various chance machines work. Now this is not a matter of interest to Clark,
since he can only sway luck in his favour. not physical events; the description
is only there to lend verisimilitude to the novel. The reader becomes fascina-
ted by this complex machine - which doesn't really do much more than toss a coin.
By contrast, Smith reveals the workings of his world in a natural manner. In



SCANNERS LIVE IN VAIN, for instance, the nature of the scanners and the haber-
men is made plain to the reader by the recitation of a ritual or catechism
which is vital both to the character Martel and to the plot. It is not some -
thing tacked on "to make it all geem real."

Robert Silverberg writes of Smith's world as being "so ¥iresomely fam-~
iliar to him that he does not see the need to spell out the details." This is
not quite true. The details of Smith's future are only made clear as this
becomes necessary, and those who have read the bulk of his work will realize
that it is filled with cross-references which help to give the whole a
remarkable unity. Smith has achieved something that no other sf writer has:
the ability to make his fiction read as truth, through the careful use of
facts and explanations, or rather revelations.

In THE LADY WHO SAILED THE SOUL, the technical details of the sailing.
ships are revealed only as the plot necessitates, yet the reader feels that
it is all necessary and essential., In a regrettably oft-ignored story, THINK
BLUE, COUNT T#O, Smith explores the concept of the sailing ships in greater
depth, adding to the meaning and richness of THE LADY wHO SAILED THE SOUL,
but having a magnificence of its own in many ways unrivalled in his other
stories.

In the recent story, UNDER OLD EARTH, Smith starts a new section of
his "Future History" and here, at the beginning, the facts, the realities,
feel slight and scrawny. But is not this the way history unfolds? - at first
a skeleton, then, with study, the body takes on flesh and meaning, and finally
the whole stands as a consistent unit. This would not make any part of the
history wrong, or badly written: it is simply written at a different level of
sophistication. Thus any given story by Smith may seem to contain things not
seen, not explained. To see, to understand, one must refer to another, perhaps
remote, storxry. B ' ‘

There are two levels on which the reality of Smith's future is intense:
in the story itself, by virtue of the story, some fact or more is revealed,
which the reader cannot fail to perceive; the contiguity of the stories lends
a third dimension. Thus C'mell, as revealed in, say, ALPHA RALPHA BOULAVARDE,
has an inner meaning and charm and intensity which may intrigue us. But it
is in the context of THE BOY WHO BOUGHT OLD EARTH, THE STORE OF MEART'S
DESIRE, and THE BALLAD OF LOST C'MELL that we come to understand, or partly
to understand, her role in Smith's future. Each image is a fractured one,
just as each view of reality in Durrell's ALEXANDRIA QUARTET is fractured.

Here, too, one must make the point (which Silverberg mentioned in his
review) again, that every one of Smith's stories falls within the one series
- called by some the "Instumentality" series. There is not one Smith story
which does not fit into this future. There is one story - ANGIRHELM, I
think - in which the connection is rather tenuous, but there is a link in
theme with the later NO! NO! NOT ROGOV! Too many readers fail to make the
necessary connections. DBut these references are often passing ones - just as
they would be in "real® history. .

In this section I have attempted to reveal Smith's approach to the
craft, to writing believable science fiction. He decided to take a consistent
future and to develop this slowly. Iach story reveals something of the future
- but only because this is necessary to the plot. I don't feel that it is
necessary to investigate closely the consistency of Smith's creation from an
historical point of view. T know that minor inconsistencies exist, but
believe them to be of little importance by comparison with the overall scheme.
They are probably no more than occasional lacunae resulting from the truncation
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of Smith's writing career, when he had really only started (SP.iCE LORDS: epi-
logue).

Now let us examine a small portion of what might be called "style."
Simply the way in which Smith starts and ends stories, compared with some
other writers.

"His mother's hand felt cold, clutching his.
Her fear as they walked hurriedly along the street was a quiet,
swift pulsation that throbbed from her mind to his."

Thus A.E. Van Vogt commences his celebrated SLAN. e are immediately in the
middle of the story: telepathy is to play a part in it, and there is trouble.

"The idiot lived in a black and grey world, punctuated by the
white lightning of hunger and the flickering of fear. His
clothes were o0ld and many-windowed."

Theodore Sturgeon starts his MORE THaN HUsAJ in intense description. FFeelings
are rammed down our throats before we are properly seated.

"Were they truly intelligent? B3y themselves, that is?
I don't know and I don't know how we can ever find out."

Robert Heinlein, in these opening words from THE PUPPET MASTERS, plunges us
into a world of action. Some of his stories do not use this approach, pre-
ferring to start with a descrivtion of ordinary events. But something
exciting is always happening.

"George, I wish you'd look at the nursery."
"What's wrong with it?""

Thus Ray Bradbury, the "poet" of sf, starts with action in THE VELDT.

"The stone door slammed. It was Cleaver's trade-mark: there
had never been a door too hecavy..."

Immediately, James Blish is pouring out characterization, in A CASE OF
CONSCIENCE.

"Late on a day ih 1959, three men sat in a room.
Edward Hawks, Doctor of Science, cradled his long jaw in his
outsize hands and hunched forward with his elbows on the desk."

From here, in ROGUE KOON, Algis Budrys goes on to develop his problem starkly,
his plot sweating as profusely as that suffering young man.

"Everyone now knows how to find the meaning of life within
himself. But mankind wasn't always so lucky. Less than a
century ago men and women did not have easy access to the
puzzle boxes witnin them. They could not even name one of
the fifty-three portals to the soul."

Here is a slight change. Kkurt Vonnegut, whose novels are always remarkable,
has a slightly different attitude. Nevertheless, by the bottom of page one
of THE SIRENS Of TIT.N, we realize that this is just a prologue, and the
action starts imnediately.

Alfred Bester goes further. His prologue to THE STARS MY DESTINATION is
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several pages long, and is designed to lull us into a relaxed mood, to prepare
us for the tremendous action to follow. But when the prologue is over, the
fireworks commence.

Now, by contrast, let's drift into a Cordwainer Smith story:

"Later, much later, people forgot how Rod #icBan had bought the
whole Planet Earth without even knowing that he had done it..."

This is an action-packed start for Smith. Notice how he reveals the entire
plot of THE BOY ¥HO BOUGHT OLD EARTH in these opening lines, a practice not
commonly found in this field of the snap ending. But Smith is more frequently
even slower in his start. In THINK BLUE, COUNT TWO, he begins thus:

"Bzfore the great ships whispered between the stars by means of
planoforming, people had to fly from star to star with immense
sails - huge films assorted in space on long, rigid, cold-proof
rigging." '

"Assorted™ is probably a misprint - "assembled"™ would be a better word. But
here Smith starts by going over a familiar road, coaxing the memories of the
reader back into action.

"You already know the end - the immense drama of the Lord
Jestocost, seventh of his line, and how the cat-girl C'mell
initiated the vast conspiracy."

In these opening words of THE DEAD LADY OF CLOWVN TOYN Smith is referring to
events which have no causal connection with the story he is presenting. The
words are simply there to make the reader feel at home. *

Now let's look at the latter ends of those stories by better authors
which I have quoted:

SLAN: "It was at that point in his thought that Kier Gray's
voice cut across the silence with the rich tones of one who had
secretly relished this instant for yecars: “Jommy Cross, I want
you to meet Kathleen Layton Gray... my daughter.”%

Pow! To say the least.

MORE THAN HUMAN: “He stretched out his arms, and the tears
streamed from his strange eyes. Thank you, he answered them.
Thank you, thank you... And humbly, he joined their company."

Sturgeon is too good a writer to foul up an ending, but one does sit stunned.
THE PUPPET MASTERS: "We are about to trans-ship. I feel
exhilarated. ©Puppet masters - the free men are coming to kill
you! Death and Destruction!®

No comment needed, I think.

-—— - - ——

* ford #ladox ford, in his novel Tk GOOD SOLDIER, makes masterly use of
a "weak" opening:
"This is the saddest story I have ever heard.”

W,



THE VELDT: "“The lions were done feeding. They moved to the
water hole to drink. A shadow flickered over Mr. iicClean's hot
face. Many shadows flickered. The vultures were dropping down
the blazing sky. %A cup of tea?" asked Wendy in the silence.”

In the context, this is horrifying.

A CASE OF CONSCIENCE: "Nevertheless, when FPather Ramon Ruiz-
Sanchez, sometime Clerk Regular in the Society of Jesus, could
see again, they had left him alone with his God and his grief."

ROGUE u#iOON: "Hawks was no longer paying any attention to him.
He opened the note, finally, and read the blurred message with
little difficulty, since it was in his own handwriting and, in
any case, he knew what it said. It was: "Remember me to her.™"

THE SIRENS OF TITAN: "Je're ~ we're going to Paradise now?"
said Constant. "I - I'm going to get into Paradise?"™ "Don't
ask me why, old sport,™ said Stony, "but somebody up there
likes you,""

No need to comment on any of these. Bester, in TIE STARS MY DESTINATION,
allows the novel to fizzle out. The actlon, as I have suggested, is so
immense that he has little choice.

But ‘this was not Cordwainer Smith's choice. In places he does end his
tale fairly conventionally (for him). But there are strongly contrasting
examples.

UNDER OLD EARTH: "She was one of the principal architects of
the Rediscovery of Man and at her most famous she was known as
the Lady Alice uore."

THE DEAD LADY Of CLOWN TO¢WN: "In that year there was born the
man who was to be the first Lord Jestocogt."®

THE BALLAD OF LOST C'MELL: "“Jestocost lay back on his pillow
and waited for the day to end."

In the first two cases the sentences are not just tacked on to soften the
ending. They are, quite simply, the climax of the story. The third example
is a 1ittle different: it is still a climax, a tremendous one, yet Smith is
still able to write about his principal character.

And what of the general style of the stor1es° #ell, we can refer to
Smith's own 1ntroduct10n to SPACL LORDS. :

He is talking to children; in his stories he is producing history as
fairy tales. This is explicit in one story, THE LALDY WHO SAILED THE SOUL,
where the familiar old story is told by a mother to her daughter. But it is
implicit in many of his verbal mannerisms, in other stories. This is not to
demean, in any way, the intelligence or maturity of his readers; myths and
legends have always been told in simple language, by father to son, and to do
otherwise would spoil much of their magic.

Because of the casual approach to the opening of a story, and because

of the child-like language used, Smith's technique could easily fail; in
writing thus he walks on one side of the narrow gap between beauty and
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fatuity. But his foot is sure. As an indication of his masterly control -
indeed, to use the two sentences by which I would be prepared to let his repu-
tation stand or fall, I will quote the ending of a story sometimes forgotten:
TAE BURNING OF THE BRAIN.

“iflagno Taliano had risen from his chair and was being led from
the room by his wife and consort, Dolores Oh., He had the
amiable smile of an idiot, and his face for the first time in
more than a hundred years trembled with shy and silly love."

Assuming that any other sf writer had written the story, it would have ended
with the word "idiot."™ Go further; try to find any writer who would have
finished the sentence more or less in that way. It would not be the same.
For the words "and silly" are unique with Smith. In these words, theése two
words, he transcends the petty world of science fiction and reaches out into
the world of reality. The words scream out of the page. The agony of space,
introduced in SCANNERS LIV IN VAIN, comes down to Earth. Other sf writers,
and not only Harlan Bllison, *"have no mouth, and cannot scream."

If T emphasize Cordwainer Smith's separation from other writers as far
as style is concerned, then I should equally make some distinction between his
view of the future and that of his contemporaries.

Science fiction is a cumulative thing. A story written in 1967 will
often rely on stories written much earlier for background. Heinlein's waldos,
the law of robotics, various forms of hyperspace drives - these, and other
things, are permanent fixtures in sf. But Smith did not borrow from earlier
stories: his future is unique.

This is quite unusual. It is true that in some of the stories near to
our time he relies upon present-day knowledge, but once he steps to the Redis-
covery of Man all of his work is original. If anything, it is likely that
other writers have begun to borrow from him.

Furthermore, his attitude to the future was rather different. Perhaps
this is because he was telling fairy stories,; but nevertheless he seems to
have had a more responsible view of humanity. In sf in general two things
happen to humanity. In the more common mode, nothing happens, or at least
nothing discernible. The writing is so bad that we can see and understand
nothing of the workings of society. Alternatively, the changes are revoluti-
onary - for example, in Evan Hunter's TOM#ORROW AND TOMORROW. Smith writes of
small changes, of characters behaving like human beings, or as nearly like
human beings as they themselves are. His characters are responsible and moral.
In many ways they reflect his own feelings.

Smith was serious in his intent. Very few writers of sf take their work
seriously, and sometimes those who do are amongst the least of its practitioners.
While being Cordwainer 3mith was relaxation for Paul Linebarger, it was also
very, very important.

His writing career was cut short, terribly short; as is this attempt to
outline some of the virtues of his writing.

"fie can admire more or less, but a sincere impulse, a little impulse
toward admiration is always necessary, if we are to receive the phenomenological
benefit of a poetic image. The slightest critical consideration arrests this
impulse by putting the mind in second position, destroying the primitivity of
the imagination." (Gaston Bachelard: The Poetics of Space.)
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EXTRACTS FROM A CONVERSATION BETWEEN JOHN FOYSTER AND DOCTOR BURNS

@ECa390eC00eEaI0EEe00AAREENCAGVEEALYEELEGLEIEAINERIACACAIACERYE U IBGIABACADAAA

A.B.

Let me see if I can say some other things which would give you some
sort of insight into his very strange kind of personality. Now before
he wrote any sf he wrote a story called ATOMSK, which was the first
sort of Russian nuclear spy story - and it got a very savage review, I
remember, in a Russian journal. He also wrote under the name of Felix
Porrest those two novels, both witn the names of women as their titles.
They are very interesting in that they are not only novels about women
but are written as if by women. He'd done a lot of that kind of
writing. However his main professional activity while he was still a
fairly junior academic: he took a comnission in the American army and
became a psychological warfare bloke. It was in this capacity that I
found him most scary. Psychological warfare is a very scary thing,

and in his book called PSYCHOLOGICAL WARFARE, written under the name
P.M.A. Linebarger, is the classical text on the subject. In the course
of this work he had a training psychoanalysis, and this explains more
about the kind of personality and, in some senses, the 'style of his
writing, than anything else.

The first impression people here had of him was that he was a real
reactionary, a bit tough and a bit bloody minded and that kind of
thing. He was here for the whole of 1957 and he took on a lot of the
academic left wing, and quite a lot of the non-academic left wing, and
made lots of speeches about China, wrote a number of articles, and

that kind of thing. But you had to get to know him to realize that a
great deal of this was simply the uninhibited expressions of aggression
that you get from people who've been analysed. In fact, he was in many
ways an extremely humane man. In his stories one sees this, incident-
ally, in the sort of allegories he was constantly writing. For
instance, in his stories about the Instrumentelity like THE BOY WHO
BOUGHT OID EARTH and that kind of thing, and the very last one, that
very queer one, UNDER OLD EARTH, the underpeople keep on coming out -
these animals which have been made over into human beings. Now this

is a sort of social allegory for the American Negro.

He was an Anglo-Catholic, a very high one by /American standards, and
his religion in a strange wzy meant a great deal to him - in a funny
way, one might even say loosely. Often he was unserious about it.

Once he was very ill in iexico - and, by the way, he was a man who was
i1l practically every year of his life; he'd had dozens of operations,
and that was one of the reasons why he died so very young - well, when
he was i1l in liexico, he said he thought he was pretty bad and that the
only thing to do was to invoke the Virgin Mary, because Mexico was her
territory. This was very much his attitude.

He grew very fond of Australia when he was here in 1957, and again
last year (1965) for a few months. When he was here last year he went
up to New Guinea with his wife, and spent about two months up there,
and wrote, in my view, the best paper that's yet been written on the
development of New Guinea. But it was an extreaely "wild" kind of
paper. ... His analysis was a very complex one, and it wasn't very
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popular because he was saying some of the things that neither the Aust-
ralian Government nor Australian officials really want to have said.

«eo It was characteristic of him that in no more than & couple of weeks
he was talking Pidgin without trouble: he was very quick.

His liking for Australia comes out in the 0ld Norstrilia stories. Once
again it was characteristic of him - it was very much a part of his sf
writing - that all of his stories, in some sense or another, were
oblique comments on contemporary politics and society. Take for example
an early story of his, MARK ELF. Paul had lived for some time in
Germany, and there were some things about Germans that he admired, but
there were many things which he thought extremely dangerous; and this
sort of Gothic romance - because that was really what {ARK ELF was -

was meant to be a comment, as it were, on the strain of barbaric Gothic
nationalism that can always come out in Germans.

He was never one to attempt to draw a terrific moral - I mean, any
morals in his stories were all concealed. They were meant to amuse, to
be fun; they were something he did because he liked it. He called him-
self a Pre-Cervantean. By this he meant that if the European novel -

a connected story dealing with a group of persons, having a beginning,
a middle and an end, and that kind of thing - was started by Cervantes
with DONQUIXOTE, then he was a Pre-Cervantean in the sense that his
stories were more like medieval stories - more like parts of a legend
or cycle, such as ialory collected in THE DEATH OF ARTHUR.

This is evident. 7Jhy do you think he chose this method and made his
stories consistent?

He made them consistent in the sense that he gave them a common back-
ground, but he didn't make them continuous.

There are a lot of internal inconsistencies.

That is true. I don't think it's too pretentious to say that he had

a sart of view of mankind and of human nature which he saw as something
that was changing and developing in a most complex kind of way, and I
think that he saw it as going through certain stages. The period of
Instrumentality, for instance 1is really a period of considerable human
decadence, brought on by the perfection of something that he often
spoke about as having already developed in the Twentieth Century -
something that he called the Pleasure Revolution. One of the things
that interested him about Australia when he was here in 1957, in con-
trast to the U.S.A., was that the Pleasure Revolution had not yet
struck this country. I don't know what he'd say now; he didn't really
get around amongst the young people in particular very much when he was
here last year. But on his first visit he said that in Australia
people were still accustomed to doing without, whereas in America
affluence had got to a point where it really was perfectly possible for
people to avoid discomforts - or rather, use drugs to avoid discomforts
- and use their affluence to get what they wanted. He felt that this
did inevitably produce a certain sort of slackening of the human drive
and dynamism. And of course it is in this context that the analogy of
the underpeople is very interesting. ... As to his general view of

man and of human nature, he had a variety of types of character in his
stories. He had the Go-Captains, who are adventurous and expansive,
men of action, and men like Casher O0'Neil, men with initiative.

What is the connection of Casher 0'Neil with Egypt?
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Oh, I gather Casher O'Neil is, if transliterated into Arabic, the name
of a street in Cairo. The planet Mizer is obviously Egyptian. But he
picked a mgn with an Irish name because he wanted the idea of an adven-
turer. You remember that in THE STORM PLANET he is initiated into
Christianity at a time when all religions are sort of contraband. I
think the Egyptian context there is simply a vehicle: I wasn't aware

of any kind of allegory. He never worked his allegories out; there was
never any deliberate attempt in his stories to say, I have now proposed
to write an allegory; what he did was to allow, for instance, his
impressions of Australia to work on his imagination, and to produce a
story which he wrote for fun.

But as well as these men of action he also had his Administrators, the
Instrumentality, those people who were the natural rulers; he had the
underpeople; he also had, every now and then, the kind of romantic
individual character. Now, ALPHA RALPHA BOULAVARDE contains a great
deal of literary sophistication, and that one is a French romance, in
a sense a comment on Prench literature and character.

I will admit that I had more trouble with it than any other story.
fhereas with one of his more "ordinary" stories you can pick up things
very quickly, the Abbadingo and those things pass me pretty easily.
ess What would be the reason for his much increased output in recent
years? tore leisure time, or...?

Partly, being more and more sick. He was confined to bed a great deal
and he'd often write these stories when he couldn't get up and lecture

- that kind of thing. He and his wife were writing a great political
history of South East Asia and when he wasn't well he had to put that
and his lecturing and his army work aside, so he wrote more and more sf.
He had written a great deal of otiaer things. and you must remember
there was this ATOM3K story and two other novels, and he was a man who
wrote naturally and very easily. He'd sit at his typewriter and just
knock it out. I've never seen anyone compose so fast when he had it

on him,

This might help to explain the sick sheep of Norstrilia. The sheep
were permanently sick and... '

Now I hadn't thought of that...
They had to be sick to produce this drug.

I think he felt that there were some kinds of sickness that were not
along the lines he suffered from that did produce at once a sort of

grossness, but also something that only came out... this, of course,
is a main theme of romantic literature and he was in that sense very
much a romantic.

.. He had a very quick mind, but at the same time a deep one; that
is, he'd read something or listen to what you had to say, and he'd make
a comment which indicated... it would be a very deep comment - he was
very fast - and he'd never elaborate it. I'm the kind of person who
builds up a kind of complex structure; he never played that game at

all - he wasn't a systematic thinker. In some senses, once he'd made
his point, there was no sense in elaborating it; he went on to something
else. That's why I think his stories just fall short of being major
literature, in the sense in which, as you'd say, #Wells or Orwell...

He didn't have that kind of consecutive mind. On the other hand, the
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penetration of his imagination took him a long way, and I nften used to
think after having a conversation with him, well, what's the point
really of being terribly systematic and rather pedantic gbout getting
all your structures down, when you can fit it all up in this kind of
way, with these kind of deep insights that he had.

_This is what I have felt, too. Most sf I read doesn't impress me very

much, but the more I read Cordwainer Smith the more obvious it is that
he's close to being major literature.

Yes, but of course he never bothered about his prose - that was the
other thing. ‘When he revised he would enrich his story, he'd bring in
more and more detail, he'd cut out some things, he'd try to give the
story more of this sense of looking at a particular society - looking
at a whole complex; personal, social, and indeed historical and relig-
ious situation - but he never fussed around with his sentences. ...

Over the years he developed this plcture of the succession of human
society; beyond the stage of the Instrumentality there's what he

called the Lords of the Afternoon. This is when human society has
reached even beyond this kind of thing and is not exactly the decadence
of the Pleasure Revolution - it's got beyond that - but it's a bit...
odd. You know, it's... There are certain limits ‘to this sort of thing
and despite his romanticism he did feel that there were some kind of
limits: there were some things that you transgressed at your peril.

I gather from this that there are more stories to'come?

There are quite a few. He used to work on them, three or four stories
at a time, and often there would be an interval of six or seven years
between the first version of a story and the final revision, and I
would think that most of the ones that there are at the moment are
still in this incomplete stage.

There haven't been any published about the Lor ds of the Afternoon.

No. The Lords of the Afternoon was his name for a set of stories that
he was talking about, and I think that UNDER OLD EARTH was one of these.

It's obviously the start of a series, and it must have been finished
in the year before he died, at least.

Yes.
#hat were his feelings about sf in general? - the fans, other writers...

He said that he had actually feared getting in with fans. It wasn't
that he disliked them; he said, "They make me nervous.”" He felt that
if he became known as... He knew that there were a lot of people who
did like his stories, but if once he got, as it were, into the hands of
his fans, this would stop his own devélopment of his stories, and for
that reason he couldn't,... He knew a ‘couple of the sf writers - quite
well and quite personally, he would talk to them, but he never wanted
to become part of that kind of thing. He was a very difficult man in
that sense in any way to pin down. Hé saw no reason why he should
become a part of anything, any kind of organization. In that way his
membership of the Episcopalian Church worked ‘in very well because, as
he said, he didn't have to go along and hear some damn fool clergyman
1ectur1ng on politics or something which he knew nothing about.
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As far as other sf writers were concerned, he read in the way of oppo-
sites. He was very strange about Arthur C. Clarke. I mean, sometimes
he would say, "That man does not understand a single thing," by which
he meant about people. On the other hand he would say that there is a
certain classic kind of sf writing, and nobody does it better than
Clarke; that, in a way, that's the way the stuff ought to be written.
He could admire somebody like Clarke who is in the tradition of Defoe;
somebody who tells you everything, who has worked everything out in an
enormously complex manner, with attention to scientific detail and all
that kind of thing, and who has a classical beginning and end and no
loose ends. He thought very highly of this kind of writing. On the
other hand it was exactly the opposite to the vision which he had.

Would he have expressed any opinion about Robert Heinlein?

Yes; he thought well of him, but thought that he often went astray.
Some of his stories were nowhere near as good as others. He liked some
of Van Vogt's work, and he confessed to enjoying Fritz Leiber. He felt
that in a way some of Leiber's work was very much like his own way of
thinking - but he was never as much of a Nietzschean as Leiber, nor was
he, in a sense, as hard a man. There's a streak of very considerable
hardness in Leiber; it's quite impressive in some ways but it's also
very tough, and Paul wasn't tough in that way.

The remarkable thing about him is that he's tremnendously genuine in his
stories, and this contrasts so very much with his work.

I think that's true, but I also think that one of the clues to this is
that he really did feel psychological warfare to be a more humane way,
and he was not in the least pretentious about this work. He gave four
lectures on the subject at the University here, and they were the
funniest lectures I've ever heard.

..« He had.a great sympathy for the Japanese. In the Italian campaign
in the Second World wa r he worked closely with some Nisei, and he got
closer to them than any other anglo-saxon type I've ever struck. He
never tried to make them anything that they weren't, but he did admire
qualities that they had. Other people might have found them strange
and uncomfortable. He spoke very highly of one chap who had, I think,
volunteered as an American soldier, and his Japanese family went
through this rather strange ritual Japanese apparently do when a soldier
goes off to war: he's dead, and they have a sort of ritual burying.
They wash him with rice spirit and that kind of thing - in other words,
you're dead. And he said the recason why these Nisei were so incredibly
brave was that every morning they'd wake up and say well, I should be
dead! And he had an insight into those kind of characters.

Recorded December 1366 by John Foyster, at the Australian National
University, Canberra.

Transcribed by Lee Harding, and edited by John Bangsund - who thanks
everyone concerned (including Professor J.D.B. iiller, whose
suggestions led us to Dr. Burns) and apologizes for any misrepresent-
ations unwittingly caused by this rather complex editorial process.
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CORDWAIDNER SMITH: A BIBLIOGRAPHY

Compiled by Donald H. Tuck, largely from material published in
Jerry Page's magazine LORE, vol.1 no.2, October 1965.

BOOKS

THE PLANET BUYER (Pyramid:R-1084 1964 156pp pa 50¢)
Slight revision of THE BOY WHO BOUGHT OLD EARTH (Galaxy April 1964).

QUEST OF THE THREE #ORLDS (Ace:F-402 1966 174pp pa 40¢)

Arranged in four parts but none titled as follows:
Part One: On the Gem Planet (Galaxy Oct 1963)
Part Two: . On the Storm Planet (Galaxy Feb 1965)
Part Three: On the Sand Planet (AS Dec 1965)

Part Four: Three to a Given Star (Galaxy Oct 1965)

SPACE LORDS (Pyramid:R~1183 1965 206pp pa 50¢)

Collection of five stories: Mother Hitton's Littul Kittons;
The Dead Lady of Clown Town; Drunkboat; The Ballad of Lost C'Mell;
A Planet Named Shayol. '

YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAME -~ (Regency:RB309 1963 156pp pa 50¢)

Collection of eight stories: No, No, Not Rogov!; The Lady who
.Sailed the Soul; Scanners Live in Vain; The Game of Rat and Dragon;
The Burning of the Brain; Golden the Ship was - Oh'! Oh! Oh'; Alpha
Ralpha Boulevard; Mark E1f. '

STORIES

ALPHA RALPHA BOULEVARD N'te, F&SF June 1961; Y.W.N.B.T.5. 1963
ANGERHELM Story. . STAR SF S3TORIES 6 (Pohl, 1959)

BALLAD OF LOST C'MELL, THE N'te. Gil Oct 1962; 12 GREAT CLASSICS OF SF
* (Conklin, 1963); - SPACE LORDS 1965
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. BUYER 1964
BURNING OF THE BRAIN, THE Story. If Oct 1958; Y.W.N.B.T.S. 1963
CRIME AND THE GLORY OF Story. AS May 1964; Great SF 3 1965

COMMANDER SUZDAL, THE
DEAD LADY OF CLOWN TO4N, THE Sht.N. GM Aug 1964; SPACE LORD3 1965

DRUNKBOAT N'te. AS Oct 19633 YEAR'S BEST SF 9
(Merril, 1964); SPACE LORDS 1965

FIFE OF BODIDHARMA, THE Story. PFantastic June 1959; Great SF 2 1966

PROM GUSTIBLE'S PLANET . Story. If July 1962; Best SF 1 1964

GAME OF RAT AND DRAGON, THE N'te. GM Oct 1955; BEST SF STORIES & NOVELS
(Dikty, 1956); THIRD GALAXY READER (Gold,
1958/1960); BEST SF 3 (Crispin. 1958/1960/
1962); SIX FROM WORLDS BEYOND (Dikty, 1958);
Y.W.N.B.T.S. 1963

GOIDEN THE SHIP WAS - OH! AS Apr 1959; Y.¥.N.B.T.S. 1363
OH! OH!
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GOOD FRIEND, THE Story. ®Worlds of Tomorrow Oct 1963; Best SP
2 1964

LADY #0 SAILED THE SOUL, THE N'te. Gi Apr 1960; MIND PARTNER (Gold, 1961/
1963); Y.#.N.B.T.S. 1963

MARK XI Saturn #iay 1957; ™iark E1f" in Y.¥.N.B.T.S.

(MIARK ELF) Story.

MOTHER HITTON'S LITTUL N'te. Gi June 1961; SPACE LORDS 1965

KITTONS

NANCY ROUTINE, THE Story. Satellite #larch 1959

NO, NO, NOT ROGOV'! If Feb 1959; YEAR'S BEST SF 5 (Merril, 1960/
1961); Y. /i.N.B.T.3. 1963 Story.

ON TAE GEil PLANET N'te. GM Oct 1963; Q2.0.T.T.¥. 1966

ON THE SAND PLANET N'te. A3 Dec 1965; Q.0.7.T.4. 1966

ON THE STORM PLANET Sht. N. Gt Peb 1965; Q.0.T.T.d. 1966

PLANET NAWED 3HAYOL, A Novella. GM Oct 1961; YEAR'S Bu3T 3F 7

(Merril, 1962/1963); SPECTRUU IV (Amis &
Conquest, 1965); SPACE LORDS 1365

SCANNERS LIVE IN VAIN N'te. Ffantasy Book 6 1948; BEYOND THE END
Of TIuE (Pohl, 1952); J3CIENCE AND SORCERY
(f»‘ord’ 1953); Y.i.N.B.T.3. 1963

S5TORE OF HEART'S Sht. N. If uay 1964

DESIRE, THE

THINK BLUZ, COUNT TWO Novella. G# Feb 1963

THREE TO A GIVEN STAR N'te. GM Oct 1965; Q.0.T.T.4W. 1966
UNDER OLD EARTH N'te. Gii Feb 1966

WESTERN SCIENCE I3 SO Story. If Dec 1958

JONDERFUL

WHEN TIZ PEOPLE FELL Story. GH Apr 1959; FIFTH GALAXY READER

(Gold., 1961/1963)

* * *

A NOTE ABOUT NAMES

PELIX FORREST is easy enough to decipher, as John Foyster did, when you
remember that "Lin-ba-leh” means "forest of incandescent bliss®™ (see p.3).
But why CORDJAINER S#ITH? "Cordwainer's myth"” is obvious, but doesn't
explain “cordwainer.” I found a clue in a letter written to Joseph Furphy
(reproduced in uiles Franklin's JOSEPH FURPHY: Tif LEGEND OF A ¥AN AND HIS3
BOOK): "You know the story of ipollo and the cordwainer," writes wWilliam
Cathels. dell, I don't know the story, and neither does anyone at the
Melbourne University Classics Department. But John Foyster has somewhere
dug up the fact that Apollo's cordwainer (or shoemaker) was Hermes. And
Hermes was, among otner things, the god of dreams, the messenger of the gods,
and the inventor of the lyre. Fron what Dr. Burns has told us about Dr.
Linebarger it is certazain that we are missing any number of allusions and
subtleties in our speculations about his pen-name. I'm sure I've read some-
where, though neither John nor Dr. Burns mention it, that Dr. Linebarger
also wrote as "Carmichael Smith." Information, anyone?

(JB)
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AN ADMONITORY EXERCISE

WILLIAM ATHELING, J R.
@0eeerUdeQdleUCEEeeeEraCCACEeeRCIR30ABACAICABAABBIABABABCIACTACCIDIVAIVITAACAD

There are some nasty people in the world, of whom I unfortunately am one,
to whom the sight of a man deliberately sticking out his chin represents an
irresistible target, just as some men cannot see a girl running without feeling
the instant urge to give chase. Such a target is presented in the July issue of
IF, in which Frederik Pohl, in an editorial inexplicably entitled WIPED ouT,
essays to define criticism for the unwashed,

The editorial itself is chiefly a brief critical essay, devoted to Mr.
Pohl's opinions of "the New Wave of British Science Fiction™ - its history, its
practitioners, its pretensions and its possible promise. This may sound like a
lot of ground to cover in two pages, but the subject-matter may be rather small;
at least, it's clear that Mr. Pohl thinks so, as is his privilege.

Toward the end of the editorial, however, ilr. Pohl tackles a very large
subject indeed: the nature of criticism. In order to avoid the pitfalls of
paraphrasing, and to give lir. Pohl the earned opportunity of stating his own
case in his own words, I quote here (with his permission) what he has to say
about the critics:

"Derivative, second-order, parasitic, they can be entertaining only when
they have something entertaining to review, only fresh when they espy something
fresh in what they are discussing. This is why every literature and artistic
put-on of the last few decades has received its deadpan adulation from critics
who don't know, or can't afford to know; that they are being taken in.

"fould you like to know the definition of a good science fiction story?
It is a story that, after reading, you are glad you read.

"That's all there is to criticism. But of course no one could build a
critical career on saying that in print...."

(The dots do not represent a cut in the text; the editorial ends with
them. ) ‘

I cannot say that I am glad to have read this statement. By the very
same subjective criterion which it proposes, its hastiness, its shrillness, even
its wobbly grammar strike me as the work of a man prosecuting some private
vendetta. Subjectively, again, I don't find it difficult to identify the critics
this critic of critics has in mind.

However, subjective criticism is exceedingly dull, and what is even more
important, it is of no use to the reader. Let us consider instead whether or
not Mr. Pohl's statement is ‘'valid - that is to say, whether or not it has any
factual content that might be assessed objectively. Looked at in this light,
the editorial does make certain statements which can be compared with the real
world. In this light it is as close to being wholly untrue as any critical
statement I have seen in all my life; and I speak as a writer who has made a
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secondary career of criticism, both inside and outside science fiction, for some
twenty years.

In documenting this contention, I would prefer to take up the major
points in order of importance, but this is not the way they are stacked in the
editorial itself; so, again in the interests of fairness, let us consider them
as they fall.

There can be little doubt that criticism is a second-order art, if it is
an art at all. Plainly, it could not exist without something to criticize. It
is not, however, derivative in the sense that that word is almost always used in
criticism itself (and let us bear in mind that "derivative™ is a critical term,
and a strong one). A work is said to be derivative when its style, its struc-
ture., or its attitudes can be seen to be influenced by another work of the same
kind. For instance, Greene's FRIAR BACON AND FRIAR BUNGAY is said to be deriva-
tive of Marlowe's DOCTOR FAUSTUS (or the other way around, depending upon which
play you think was written first); almost any monster-mcvie plot of the past
twenty years derives from FRANKENSTEIN; almost any 1:ad novel in STARTLING
STORIES derived from A. uderritt. All of Sam Moskowitz's criticism leans heavily
on such influence-detecting (which can be a trap for the ambitious critic with a
tin ear).

A criticism of a Shakespeare play cannot usefully be said to be deriva-
tive of the play, any more than a iloskowitz criticism of a science fiction story
can be said to be derivative of the story. The criticism does not resemble the
play in any important particular, and does not pretend to. It exists only to
pass on certain kinds of information (and there are many different kinds
possible) which either do not appear in the object being criticized (for example,
the historical circumstances under which MACBETH was written, which both illumi-
nate why the play is so lop-sided and can offer valuable cues to potential
productions about what parts can best be emphasized to increase the play's
effect) or are present in the work but hidden except to the close student (for
example, the pervasive clothing-symbolism in #ACBETH, which again offers
valuable clues to the reader and cues to the actor as to what the play is about,
and what some otherwise absolutely impenetrable lines are trying to convey). In
works as complex as those of late Shakespeare or James Joyce, it is probably
safe to say that no man can hope to enjoy them as fully as they deserve without
becoming his own close student and critic of them, and getting as much help from
other readers of like mind as he can possibly run down.

But at no time does the criticism attempt to substitute for the work, as
a derivative work of art attempts to substitute for or copy its model. \Where
critics are derivative, they derive from each other, as a moment's exercise of
common sense would make plain. The IF editorial, for example, is a late echo of
the critical school of Spingarn, the impressionist school, which held that since
it is impossible really to know what the author's intention was, the best a
critic can do is react emotionally to the work and then compose his own work of
art from his responses. ("It is a story that, after reading it, you are glad
you read."m)

Now it is quite possible that the caiicr of IF has never heard of Sping-
arn; but the type of criticism he practises is recognizable and familiar none-
theless. This is not derivative criticism, but some case could be made for
calling it parasitic, since the impressionistic critic is not out to tell the
reader anything but how he feels, and he would not have felt that way had it not
been for the primary work he is using as a springboard. There have been some
good examples of the breed - for instance, ON FIR3T LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN'S HOMER
- but they are very rare, and this editorial is not one of them.
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As my citation of Spingarn also notes, critics may be derivative of each
other. Thus we have had large numbers of Marxist critics, Freudian critics,
folk critics, biographical critics, explicative critics, evaluative critiecs,
moral critics, and so on; and in each school it is possible to find one or two
men who have decisively set the style and approach for their successors. I see
nothing reprehensible in this. Most forms of criticism are in fact scholarly
rather than creative activities, and no one scholar can possibly ‘exhaust his
subject. (See, for example, the Variorum edition of MACBETH for an example of
the amount of work entailed simply in deciding what words in the play were
intended, and which may be only the product of typographical errors; or, try to
guess without any knowledge of the period what part of the play was not written
by Shakespeare.) :

To go on to call any of this activity "parasitic® is only to indulge in a
swearword. Scholars are not parasitic in profiting by the work of previous
scholars in their fields, any more than scientists are. A technical critic of
music, or painting, or fiction is not parasitic in attempting to use his special
knowledge of his field of interest to show the layman how a given work is put
together (or, for that matter, where it fails to hang together). He is not
living a wholly borrowed life, as a parasite is; he has a function of his own,
and there are, it will be observed, many readers who welcome it... including-
other craftsmen in the field. The good critic, as any serious craftsman recog-
nizes as he matures, is essentially a teacher - and the existence of criticism
in printed form makes available to him many more teachers than he could possibly
study under in person. It is, of course, up to him to decide which of these
many kinds of teachers are of the most use to him.

It is quite possible (if I may return to the subjective, that is, to
guessing, for a moment) that Mr., Pohl's use of the word "parasitic" has a
special significance for him. He may mean by it that the critics of science
fiction (which is, after all, his ostensible subject) have not themselves
produced any notable body of work and so have no right to criticize the writings
of the creative workers. There are plenty of defenders for this position - it
was vehemently espoused, for exainple, by Ezra Pound - but I think the best
answer for it was provided by P. Schuyler Miller, who noted that the excellent
criticisms of boxers by the late A.J. Liebling are in no way invalidated by the
fact that Liebling never knocked out Sonny Liston (or anybody else, to my
knowledge) ..

One need not debate its philosophical validity, however, if the position
has little factual substance in the first place. That is obviously the case
here. Anyone is at liberty to make up his own list of the people he considers
the chief critics of science fiction, but if we are going to limit ourselves to
those who have been operating since the New Wave became noticeable, such a list
most likely would include Aldiss, Amis, Atheling, Budrys, Knight, Merril,
iiller, Moskowitz, Panshin and (mostly orally) Ted White. Obviously there is a
wide spectrum of creativity represented here, but there is nc name on the list
which has not been responsible for at least one published sf story. (I think
the bottom figure is two, the top one over two hundred.) And no matter what you
may think of the creative contributions of any single figure on the 1list (and I
would agree that as creators several of these people are insignificant), collec-
tively these ten have produced a high percentage of the science fiction of Mr.
Pohl's own era.

0f course, I repeat, tnis may be a phantom argument, since this may not
be what Mr. Pohl means by "parasitic" at all. Maybe he is referring to ‘the fact
that some of these writers have not been active lately; or that some of them
have devolved into anthologists, an admittedly parasitic lifeform. One cannot
be sure from the text. As a characterization for the group, however, "parasitic®
'is not a defensible term in any of these senses.

24



"...they can be entertaining only when they have something entertaining
to review, only fresh when they espy something fresh in what they are discuss-
ing." Barring recourse to another specialized, highly personal definition of
"entertaining” and "fresh," this pair of dicta is completely contrary to the
experience of anyone who has recad even a small amount of criticism. A moment's
reflection should recall to ir. Pohl's mind many examples of criticism which
were entertaining because they werc glecefully tearing apart something utterly
awful (Mr. Pohl is good at this himself), fresh because the critic's way of
expressing himself is fresh (often a good deal fresher than the stale subject he
is discussing). In our little puddle, Damon Knight is such a critic; in letters
in general, George Bernard Shaw.

As for the deadpan adulation of put-ons by the critic who is taken in, or
is weather-cocking, or is afraid of the judgement of posterity, we have no doubt
seen plenty of that - perhaps in counterpoise to the plethora of critics in
every art who have greeted valuable innovations with cries of outraged conserva-
tism. This tells one nothing about the function of criticism in general. It
tells us only that there are more bad critics than tiaere are good ones. As Ted
Sturgeon long ago pointed out, of what form of human endeavour might this not
be said? It is up to the reader to winnow the chaff. If he buys opinions from
a critic with a record of having been taken in by past put-ons, he has only
himself to blame; to put the matter bluntly, the reader so victimized cannot
have rcad enough prior criticism to be allowed into this field without warm
woolies and his governess.

This brings us at last to the heart of ilr. Pohl's statement: "That's all
there is to 2ll of criticism." It does not matter what the antecedent of "that"
is, for there is no humenly achievable way that the sentence quoted could be
Justified by any antecedent, even were it the concluding sentence of an encyclo-
pedia. There are, as I have already said, many different kinds of criticism
(some of which I have already listed), and some of them are quite antithetical
(biographical vs. imp ressionistic; moral vs. technical; Marxist vs. Catholic;
evaluative vs. explicative, &c &c). were #r. Pohl interested, he might acquire
a useful insight into how many mansions there are in this house simply by
reading Stanley Edgar Hyman's THE AR#ED VISION and its companion anthology, THE
CRITICAL PERFORMANCE (both available in paperback).

Mr. Pohl is in fact already thoroughly familiar with technical criticism,
which is the kind he practices every day in pursuit of his deily bread, as does
every editor who knows his job. I have received story criticisms from Mr. Pohl
in the mail which were as astute, merciless and useful (and sometimes as enter-
taining, too) as anything ever written by Damon Knight. They were written in
the interest of making my story more suitable for his magazine. Every writer
has had this experience with every good editor. This is one of the most import-
ant and most practical kinds of criticism - and it will be obscrved that it
falls completely outside Mr. Pohl's sweepingly simplistic definition.

Sometimes, of course, the editor fails to do this, and then a critic like
Damon Knight perforis on the printed version of the story the operation the
editor should have performed on the manuscript. If the critic does a good job,
its value will extend well beyond the instruction of just one editor and one
writer. As the serious craftsman may by this process have many teachers,
so the serious critic may have many students.

The relationship is one of long standing, and happily, is not likely to
be wiped out by one thoughtless generalization.
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THE COSMOLOGICAL EYE

the tyranny of distance LEE HARDING

@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@O@@@@@@@@

Early in 1968 Angus & Robertson will be publishing SCIENCE FICTION BY
AUSTRALIAN WRITERS, edited and with an introduction by John Baxter. The
collection will appear locally in the Pacific Paperbacks series and will have
a limited distribution as a hardcover in the U.K.

A project like this would have been unthinkable a few years ago. During
1961/62 I was the only Australian writer selling steadily to the overseas sf
markets and my predecessors had been few and far between. But the times have
changed remarkably. We now have people like John Baxter and Ron Smith and
Jack Wodhams selling regularly to ANALOG, and even John Carnell is thinking
about a special volume of NEW #RITINGS IN SF devoted exclusively to the work
of Australian writers.

Paced with this sort of activity -~ and the success of ASFR in its field
- it would be nice to assume the beginnings of some bold sort of takeover of
the international sf market by a dedicated group of Australlan writers. But
my heart tells me otherwise.

The Australian sf writer has been and will always be a very occasional
creature. We have no local markets to worry us and subsequently have none of
the pressures and the friendships that are responsible for a goodly portion of
the world's sf. We stumble along as best we can, mailing our little mss. off
into an impersonal vacuum and meeting from time to time with a modicum of
success., If we are lucky we manage to keep up a steady head of sales, but if
something else more lucrative distracts us from our work there is no one around
within telephone distance to say Shame!

For the local writer there have always been two roads to success. The
first, time-honoured, has been very precarious. It consists of sitting down at
a typewriter and hammerirg away until the story is completed, and then posting
it off to one or other of the magazines. If he is known to the editor of the
magazine to which he has submitted his work then the author can expect an
acceptance - or rejection - in anything from two to three months. If he is
very well known, then it might be a few weeks earlier. But if he is not known
by anybody then he must be prepared to wait somewhat longer. And these times
only apply if you can afford to send your ms. by airmail.

So much for the first road. The other, more personal one, has been open
to Australian writers for many years, and it goes via the London office of John
Carnell. John has always been more than tolerant to Australian writers and a
ms. sent to him stands a much better chance of finding a home than anywhere
else. Even while he was editing NEW WORLDS so successfully John was an estab-
lished agent. He has even gone on record on a number of occasions that the
success of NEW WORLDS was the result of publishing the good stories rejected
by American magazines. So a writer who takes the plunge and decides to send
his stories to Carnell is aiming at a larger target. If the story is not quite
right for NEW WRITINGS, then John might find a home for it elsewhere. If he
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doesn't then he'll do what he can to direct the would-be author onto the right-
of-way for improving his material, which is only what any good editor should do.

On the average, the previously unpublished Australian can expect a reply
from Mr. Carnell in about two to three months, which is on a par with the
American magazines. But once he is established then acceptances (and rejections)
can become very swift indeed. On a number of occasions I have mailed away a
ms. on a Monday and received an acceptance contract the following Monday. Of
course one mus: always make allowances for editors and agents getting sick,
being snowed under, and the like!

These figures seem to be the norm, although I know of one local writer
who had a story accepted by NEV¥ WCRLDS two years ago and it hasn't appeared
yet. Is .this what is called encouragement? Long range editorship may be all
right for the occasional writer but it is hardly the way to build up a solid
core of practising sf writers in this country. The tyranny of distance has
imposed an awkward working order upon us and if we are to maintain any sort of
contact with the wide field of international sf it must continue to be on the
same tenuous basis as it has been in the past. Therc are just more of us at
the moment - that's all. How many of us will still be writing five years from
now?

If John Baxter had moved to the U.K. after the success of his first sale
to Ace then he would probably have published three more books by now. Instead
he chose to stay on in Australia and carve out a career for himself as a
journalist. Writing, like the rest of the arts, is not only a cerebral exer-
cise. Any writcr benefits enormously from working in the proper environment
and recacting to the editorial pressures of his field. W#e work for the most
part in a vacuum, so is it any wonder we dissipate the major part of our
energies elsewhere? (ILven in fanzines like this...) If we want to write sf
then it seems a good idea to establish ourselves scecurely in some other creative
niche and write the occasional sf story when the time is ripe - the only trouble
being that as time goes by we are inclined to find our work demanding - and
getting - more and more of our energy, so that eventually our sf activity tails
off. As Frank Bryning's has. And Wynne Whiteford's. As the late Stephen
Cook's did - a young man who had much to offer the field if he had not turned
elsewhere.

There has been talk here and there of the neced for an Australian profes-
sional sf magazine. I know that for some time John Baxter and Ron Smith
worked actively for Just this. They even got to the stage of stories selected
and a cover drawn up, and then the project folded for lack of finance. And a
good thing it did for it couldn't have lasted more than a few issues. Magazines
devoted to fiction are dying everywhere, and if Australian writers are ever to
establish themseclves locally it can only be through the medium of paperback
publication.

Ours is a very small paperback industry, devoted for thc most part to
reprints of hardbou nd Australiana and the like, all very very middlebrow.
But in HORWITZ PUBLICATIONS we have a publisher who deals in genuine pulp.
Sandwiched in betwecn the comics and the magnificent art books this publisher
manages to put out is a vast chain of crude paperbacls designed to appe=l to
the lower middle class of reader, the TV addict of The Man from Uncle and that
sort of thing. The books are well produced and the writers turn out their
thirty or forty thousand words with machine-like precision.

Horwitz specialize in contract writers, people who sign up for so many
novels a month under a variety of pseudonyms. Their most famous is Peter
Carter Brown. The remainder have come nowhere near his export quality, and
they concentrate for the most part on war, medical. western and crime subjects.
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Most of the books are innocuous and in no way comparable to their carefully

. doctored covers. The publishers pay a flat rate of A$200 per book. and this
keeps their writers very busy indeed. In the past they have published a few
tentative sf titles of notably inferior quality (mostly reprinted - for some
reason - from the defunct British Hamilton books: novels by Jonathan Burke, for
crissakes!) and in 1963 they did issue a collection of Damien Broderick’s
stories, called A MAN RETURNED, which Damien managed to foist on them in the
approved Ellison manner. But they have since showed little interest in sf.
Until now, that is. For we have in this gargantuan publishing empire a man

who is in a position to really do something for Australian writers and instigate
what could develop into a local sf series of comparable quality to what Hamilton
were doing in England with Ted Tubb and Ken Bulmer a decade ago. It certainly
wouldn't be much, by today's standards, but it would be a beginning.

#hen Ron Smith emigrated to Australia in the early sixties he left behind
in the U.S.A. an enviable record as a fan publisher. INSIDE has since been
transmogrified into RIVERSIDE QUARTERLY, while Ron's career has become much
more colourful. Since he settled in Sydney with his family he has experimented
with a number of jobs, finally working his way into SQUIRE, a local girlie
magazine. SQUIRE managed, in one way or another, to survive its shoestring
operation, and Ron eventually made it to assistant editor. He introduced a
nuaber of new ideas into the magazine and worked closely with John Baxter on a
number of articles and fumettis. Eventually they got together and collaborated
on an sf story called AN OUNCE Of DISSENSION which was snapped up by Campbell,
and they quickly followed this up with a long novelette called THE CASE OF THE
PERJURED PLANET. And there are more Library Service stories in the works, I am
told. In the meantime Ron Smith has had stories published in SQUIRE and P%3F
and a novel published by Horwitz. It was on the strength of the latter that he
was appointed Chief Paperback Bditor at Horwitz and he has wasted no time in
putting some of his ideas into practice. In a fe:  months Horwitz will be
publishing - in their upper middlebrow series I hope - John Baxter's THE GOD
KILLERS (published by ACI as .THE OFF WORIDERS) so at long last John will have
some of the benefit of publication in his own country. But what of the future?
Has Smith thought seriously of encouraging local writers onto his lists?

David Rome, a roving journalist once based in Australia who did a stint
at writing for NE# WORLDS a few years ago, has recently returned to this
country, and has had published two girlie novels for Horwitz. I wonder iif Ron
has approached him about sf, and if he would be interested at 200 a book?

And what of Bryning and 7hiteford? - would a contrzct from Horwitz lure tiem
out of retirement? A single book might prove a chore, but a solid contract for,
say, four to six books a year might interest them. I know it would interest me
if only to get some sort of a start for a local industry of any sort.

Just what are your plans, Mr. Smith? Jould you recally like to do some-
thing to encourage Australian writers to try their hands at sf novels? The
results would probably be primitive by other standards but then so is most
paperback Horwitz fiction, and who wants to do a re-write at {200 per book?

And there's no reason why some.ne like David Rome couldn't write a pulpy sf’
thriller as well as somne of your hacks write their jaded war stories. And who
knows what they could do under editorial pressure for so many books on schedule?

Perhaps I hope too much. If Ron still feels anything for sf as a medium
- and he must since he still writes the stuff - there may be still limitations
to his Flair of office. Perhaps it would be wrong to assume that he has as
much freedom as we would like in his new position, and any @2»rogress of an sf
nature must of necessity be cautious - and successful.

Ron Smith is currently in an enviable position. He is in a place of
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influence equalled only by Terry Carr and Don Wolheim, and I do wish him well
if he can manage to exercise a science-fictional prerogative. It would be
nice :to think that some day an Australian sf writer would be able to sell the
local rights to his novel as well as overseas: it would be something of a
millenium. And Ron Smith might just be in a position to bring that day much .
closer than any of us would ever have thought possible.

* * *

Two Responses to The Cosmological Lye:

RON SMITH Thanks for the copy of the article. I've been
Editor : meaning for months to write to ASFR regarding my
Horwitz Publications tentative plans and, incidentally, to let you

39 iMartin Place know that I do enjoy it and think it a very worth-
Sydney NSW 2000 while effort. But correspondence takes time and

I am continually behiné “n my writing even to
various of our authors. So I haven't had the time %» do the promotion I've
wanted to do on some projects, particularly the sf program.

Anyway, here's how things stand. I have a pretty free hand here and can
publish any book I want to, provided I'm willing to take the consequences for
its failure. I will be publishing some sf. As you know, THE GOD KILLERS is
the first title. (I was looking over a completed mg. by David Rome last night,
while staying over at his place, and this is a possibility.) John has
contacted Bert Chandler for ame and he's informed me that Chandler will be in
touch when he's completed his next book, to negotiate for Australian and New
Zealand rights for Horwitz. In the meantime, I've written:to Terry Carr at
Ace regarding reprint rights on some titles, but this was some time ago and
there's been no reply.

As I say, I can publish anything as long as it sclls. Consequently I'm
being cagey about the first two or three titles. I've been hoping to get good
books by top autyors for these, which is why I've contacted Ace and also
Lancer and would have, if I could have found the time, put out other feelers
overseas. The problem is, if the first two or three titles don't sell there
won't be any more.

I want to develop the local sf market. I want to use original books by
local authors on a regular basis (though I don't believe it will ever be
possible to publish more than one title a month) and, hopefully, help some of
these authors to sell overseas rights. This is, I can see, more or less what
you envisaged, and the opportunity is obviously with me.

But the question of the correct selection and presentation of the initial
titles remains. I'1l1 have to have sales figures on these before I can make any
but tentative plans.

This is, unfortunately, a long process. I'm editing 8 to 12 original
titles a month, around 10 reprints, 2 westerns for overseas sale, a man's
magazine (MAN'S WORLD - I have a story in no.3, incidentally - under the name
Kevin Alexander - which was my sale to Horwitz, not a book; I got an OK on a
sf book based on the story but never had time to write it; this job and a
momentarily unsettled life have left me with no time for writing anyt ;ing the
past four months; my writing is now confined to other people's stories and
about 40 blurbs a month; end parenthesis) and various incidentals. That's
only part of the job, of course, so you can sce the problem facing me in
getting the sf program off the ground. But it will come.
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I'11 just mention that on the sf mag I planned for DB Publications, Cindy
(my ex-wife) did all the work and John wrote a lead story. Gordon & Gotch
killed it. None of our writers are doing more than one book a month, by the
way. though several are keeping to that schedule. It might interest you to
know that John Slater, J.E. Macdonell and (of course) Carter Brown are our top
gsellers. Slater is an interesting story-teller, I feel, and I have been
working with him closely with half a mind to developing a lost world series.
(His major works to the present have been of the Nazi atrocity/Jap POW type).
I have introduced a faint fantasy element into his next book (VALLEY OF SLAVES)
and the sequel, which will appear two months later (JUNGLE CAPTIVE). 3o faint
you may miss it, but a great deal of caution is necessary in changing the
formula of a best selling author.

When the sf titles begin to appear, by the way, everybody better buy 'em.
In fact, maybe it would be a good investment if we started a campaign for
everyone to buy two copies and, as well, issued kits for selling on street
corners. #What do you think?

I was Associate Editor at Squire. I just like to clear up these minor
points of fact. I've been on the verge of writing several times *o ASFR
because every time the ANALOG series has been mentioned the facts have been
different, and always wrong. Very annoying.

Anyway, I think you've got your answer. If the local newsagent pocket
book market can absorb a steady sf diet, it'1ll be fed. If.

JOHN CARNELL . THE TYRANNY OF DISTANCE is a most interesting

17 Burwash Road article; although I disagree with your title; it
Plumstead SE18 should be THE ADVANTAGES OF DISTANCE, but then I
London England am thinking in different terms of reference!

While it was not true in the early days of sf writing - all writers in
the field were then semi-pros and getting together with others was an asset -~
I see more and more confusion arising from today's writers attending fan
gatherings and conventions, where workshop ideas no longer apply but where
individual writers try to impress their colleagues with the rightness of their

.own new conceptions in sf writing. I know that the outline of the genre is
changing but it will be a slow change not a revolution and established writers
will do better sticking to their own style than forcibly trying to emulate
other, perhaps more sensational, writers, where I feel the outcome is ephemeral.
Sales figures both in the UK and USA have yet to justify the experimental sf
novel and I would want another year or two of statistics before I could give a
definite answer.

It is an incontrovertible fact that the British authors on my books who
earn the most money each year are those who have no connection with fellow
writers, fan activities or conventions! Some of the old hands run them close,
ef course, usually by great production. This may sound like .sacrilege coming
from such an o0ld hand but, unfortunately, it is true. Sf is now a very profes-
sional writing medium and authors who concentrate on its advantages are likely
to do far better than the ones who get too close to the main unprofessional’
bodies.

That is why I say that distance is an advantage rather than a liability.
It is also the reason why I have championed Australian writers. There has been
a freshness blowing out of the Antipodes for some years; writings uninhibited
by too close a contact with the UK or USA. From where you are you can see the
advantages and disadvantages of what both countries are publishing without
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without having to listen to the
reasons verbally.

Your news, therefore, of the
juxtaposition of Ron Smith as an
editor and Horwitz as a publisher is
exciting. It has always required a
combination of two such to set the
fusion going - one without the other
is a negative. It will probably
mean a slow start but the potential
is now there and I very much hope
that it will come off. You have
already premised that there are
insufficient Australian writers to
support such a venture but this can
and will come given the foumtainhead,
although I am doubtful whether a
magazine would be successful. A
section for sf novels published by
Horwitz, with an occasional anthol-
ogy, could well be the right answer.
After all, Prance, Italy, Germany,
and Spain started sf publishing with
the novel and most of the other
European countries are now follow-
ing. They didn't need the background
of magazine short story publishing
to get them going - the trail had
already been blazed for them before-
hand.

In the twelfth issue of AUSTRALIAN
SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW, which we
hope to publish (lord willing,
weather permitting, and with due
cognizance of the Landlords &
Tenants Acts) in October, you will
find the following goodies:

James Blish
EINE KLEINE OKIE-i{USIK

Damon Knight
THE "PROJECT BOSKONE" SPEECH

William F. Temple
PLAGTARISM IN SCIENCE FICTION

Harry Harrison
A FOOTNOTE TO THE ECCNOMICS
OF SCILNCE FICTION

George Turner
NOTHING TO LOSE BUT THE CHAINS

Jack Wodhams
THE NAME IS MARTIN #cCOY

00eCuaEeeeleeIeeI2CAAACAAACCBAAARVITICAR

John Foyster:

BRIAN ALDIS3S
Report on Probability A p 32

ANTHONY BURGESS
The Wanting Sced 33

SAMUEL R. DELANY
Two short stories 34

JANE GASKELL

.The Serpent

Atlan
The City 34

Alan Reynard:

CLIPFORD SIMAK
All Plesh is Grass 36

THOMAS M. DISCH
Echo Round His Bones 36

Diana Martin:

BRIAN ALDISS
Barthworks 37

Robert Gerrand:

HARRY HARRISON
Sense of Obligation 38

FREDERIK POHL (ed)
The IF Reader of S.PF. .39

Stephen Cook:

ERIC FRANK RUSSELL
Sinister Barrier 39

CHARLES HARNESS
The Paradox iien 40

John Bangsund:

MICHAEL MOORCOCK (ed)
New Worlds 173 41
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BRIAN AILDISS A glance at current issues of NEJ WORLDS reveals

REPORT ON PROBABILITY A no obvious sign of the magazine's founder, John
Carnell. His magazine would never have published

New Worlds 171 : 50¢ many of the stories which now appear there. He
struggled to reach thirty or forty issues, after

JOHN FOYSTER which publication became (I hope) somewhat easier.

Moorcock, on the other hand, had managed about

thirty issues before he ran into trouble. But all
this aside, the magazine NEW WORLDS has been in fact two magazines. But a closer
examination reveals that Carnell, after all, is responsible, for he encouraged
Aldiss, Ballard, #oorcock: without his magazine they could hardly have become
writers of science fiction at all.

But who is to blame for REPORT ON PROBABILITY A? Not Carnell, certainly, for
this was not the kind of story Aldiss wrote for him. usoorcock? Perhaps - all
the stories in this issue (or almost all) were donated. Perhaps he should not
have done this. Aldiss? He was only trying to help out a friend.

There are some things seriously wrong with REPORT ON PROBABILITY A. Elementary
things which a re-write, ordered by an active editor, would have removed. But to
see what these faults are, the structure of the story must be examined.

Aldiss has tried to imitate Samuel Beckett, I think, or if he has not then he has
written unconscious parody. His style, the way the sentences are constructed and
their subject matter, is so similar to Beckett's and yet, or perhaps even as a
result, it fails. Beckett writes the thoughts of an old man; Aldiss the report
of a spy, even a spy on something totally unfamiliar. 3Seckett's language is
appropriate to his subject; Aldiss's is not.

Aldiss writes of spies upon spies. A little boy and his father invent "a time
machine or something." Looking into it they see some other men (in New York,
Congressmen and engineers) who have invented a robot fly which has entered anot-
her world and which transmits pictures of that other world back to New York.
They, all of them, watch the Distinguishers, who in turn, by chance, have come
across a mirror into another world, which mirror shows a man called Domoladossa.
Domoladossa is reading the REPORT ON PROBASILITY A, written by the man who is
observing a chance between his world and the continuum called Probability A. 1In
Probability A three men, C, G, and S, (ilr. Aldiss is pubtting us on) spy on a ilrs.
Mary, who is believed to be "the key to the whole matter" by Domoladossa. It
turns out that she watches the watchers.

iell, it is quite a possibility as a plot. In the hands of most sf writers it
would have become an adventure story, with robot flies invading further worlds,
watched attacking watcher, the fabric of the universe parting et cetera. Aldiss
follows the pattern of New #ature Avant-Garde Literature, however, by imitating
the twenty-year-old methods of Beckett. He fails for the mechanical reason that
Beckett wrote from the inside out; he described the world as seen by X. Aldiss
describes the world in which X lives, as seen by Y. And he fails because Y
records things he could not possibly know. To wit: ™G was aware that this date
was incorrect.” "...for a day in April of the preceding year..." "G had kept
this sheet of newspaper because he found its contents more interesting than the
contents of most newspapers.” "ihen G was a child of seven years, an uncle had
taken him to see this ship."™ “G entertained the theory that the clock still
worked." Jell, those are the difficulties I found on page 8 of Aldiss's 109-
page novel. Je cannot reasonably suppose that the watchers can read the minds
of the watched, for if this were so there would be no mystery of ilrs. ilary.

And then there's the fact that although the universes are different, the langu-
ages are constant; that is to say, that conversations are intelligible. But all
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the observers are aware of many things which may be different - rate of time-
flow, scale, molecular structure. This does not stop our ever-capable reporter
from giving measurements (in centimetres) at every opportunity.

Nevertheless, all the faults in the story could undoubtedly be removed by a lit-
tle careful re-writing. I'm not sure that many people would want to read the

story, however.

In the same issue Moorcock publishes this blurb: "J.G. Ballard's THE ASSASSINA-
TION OF JOHN FITZGERALD KENNEDY CONSIDERED AS A DOWNHILL MOTOR RACE employs a
technique first used by Alfred Jarry. It is full of wit and pungent, deeply-

considered comments on Kennedy's death.™ My reading failed to uncover any wit,

or any pungent, deeply-considered comments. Ilaybe I looked too hard.

ANTHONY BURGESS This novel by the author of A CLOCKWORK ORANCE

THE WANTING SEED (and editor of A SHORTER FINNEGAN'3 WAKE) received
only cursory notice when it appeared in 1962/1964,

Ballantine : 60¢ the date depending on which publication you wish

to choose. pAyram Davidsorn reviewed it in F&SF for

April 1964, noting it rather briefly (giving a
great deal of attention that month to books which were not sf), but handing out
a fair ration of praise.

The Ballantine edition is charmingly slanted towards the queer set, though this
is not in fact the tendency of the book.

Burgess describes a world in which overcrowding is the main problem. Many solu-
tions are proposed, and all are chosen. (Davidson suggested that Burgess "offers
no solutions.™)

Tristram Foxe is a man ruled by his heart and not by his head. He sees world
philosophy as alternating between the view that man is good and consequently
perfectable, and the view that man is bad and that no good can ever be expected
of him. He sees these opposing views as being linked, and, in fact, as being
consequences of each other.

In the story the philosophy of government towards the population problem varies
in more or less this way. Initially the attitude is one of suggestion and of
encouragement of homosexuality; the overt heterosexual will not obtain prefer-
ment. Then the attitude changes, and heterosexuality and fertility are praised,
the reason only becoming clear in the closing chapters of the book: more human s
means more food is available, rather than that more food is needed. Between
these two phases the government becomes extremely repressive, and this repression
enables Burgess to examine the society's defects through its effects on Tristram
Foxe.

Burgess's philosophy is that of De Sade: the powerful are in power because they
are evil, and they will remain in power because they are evil. The good man
does not stand a chance. Thus Foxe's brother, Derek, feigns homosexuality to
gain advancement during the time when homosexuality is being encouraged. At the
same time he cuckolds Tristram with his wife. When Tristram discovers this,
Derek arranges for him to be imprisoned. All of Tristram's prison companions
are more evil than he is, but they are rcleased because of friends in high
places. As soon as the swing is to heterosexuality, Derck claims his children
by Beatrice, thus becoming an OK chappie in the new regime. Tristram escapes at
about this time. ihen Derek discovers this he arranges for Tristram to join the
army. The army consists of those who are to be slaughtercd for food. He even
escapes from thnere, to find his way back to civilization and to wait for the
swing back to the kind of philosophy under which he can lead a peaceful life.
Derek continues in power.
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Burgess's treatment is very light, and because of this the reader never takes
the very serious proposals serlously. He even emulates Wilson Tucker: on page
145, during an orgy, the following couples are paired - "Jim Jeeks with Pam Asi-
mov, Tristram [Foxe with Ann Onymous, Ron Heinlein with Agnes Gelber and Tommy
Eliot with Kitty Elphick.”

The novel contrasts strongly with many of the "heavy" views of the horrors of
the future. THE FURIOUS RO3E, by Dean Evans (GALAXY, January 1952) is such a
story. The protagonist, like Derek foxe, is< an amoral opportunist., He takes
every chance he can for his own betterment. As soon as he shows any sign of
humanity his life is in danger. The emotional impact of the story is consider-
able, and yet, in a way, the story is less believable than Burgess's frolic.
Whatever virtues THE JWANTING SEED has, moral truth is one of the greatest of
them.

SAMUEL R. DELANY Samuel R. Delany is one of the few authors whose

TWO SHORT STORIES every appearance is important. Philip Jose Farmer
and perhaps Budrys, Vonnegut, Zelazny and Ballard

Worlds of Tomorrow would be others. PFarmer in particular should be

If noticed (and hasn't) but the others generally make
. some contribution.

Delany has recently embarked upon the writing of short‘fiction, with THE STAR
'PIT (WORLDS OF TOMORROW, February 1967) and DRIFTGLASS (IF, June 1967).

THE STAR PIT is a conventional tale of the old Galactic mechanic who hates those
in power, &c &c. DNevertheless is is as well-written as any of Delany's novels,
and consequently stands out in its company.

However, Delany does have that trouble with scientific facts that I mentioned
when reviewing BABEL-17. Vyme lives, at the beginning of the story, on a planet
circling a red-white binary pair (Sigma and Sigma-prime) which I can't identify,
and which would seem, therefore, to be some distance from Earth. Well, mechanics
often have to go off to attend to their jobs, of course, and one day off Vyme
goes to Tau Ceti. He gets back five days later. Then he goes to Aldebaran, and
is gone a long time on this job., Now Aldebaran and Tau Ceti. are separated in
space by about fifty-eight light years. The sun is almost on & line joining
them: well, the sun is about 64 light years from Aldebaran and a little more
than ten light years from Tau Ceti. If that is the territory Vyme works,

surely he'd be happier, and nearer his work, on good old Terra?

Those aren't the only places he visits, of course. Oh no, on page 12 he is
"somewhere off Aurigae.”™ That "somewhere" is the operative word: he could be
anywhere. H.L. Gold would have frothed at the mouth at this sort of thing -
remember Lance, who climbed to the top of the Emplre State Building for a look
at fading Alpha Centauri?

There's not much point in being smart about paramecia and ecologarla if you
don't know where your hero is.

DRIFTGLASS, which is set on Earth, is much closer to our time. The story moves
more smoothly than THE STAR PIT, as though Delany had become accustomed to the
shorter form. The plot is far less remarkable than most of Delany's fiction,
but the story seems more successful, and is certainly more modest, than Delany's
novels. But the novel remains his best medium at this time.

JANE GASKELL Were it ever my misfortune to be wrecked upon a
THE SERPENT desert island with just these three books, I can
ATLAN v imagine myd8elf reading them again. For two rea-

THE CITY _ sons, one being the obvious likelihood that I
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would read anything on a desert island; the other
Sphere: 80¢ each that, supposing I were in such dire straits, I

might read them continually in order that I might
thank the Lord more exultantly, more earnestly, that I had been isolated from a
race which could produce such utter garbage.

In past months, writing reviews for this magazine (or, to be honest, thinking
about doing so) I have been much concerned at the thought that I so rarely find
a novel which I can honestly recommend. In an attempt to hand out praise, at
least in one review, I chose to read this group of books. #iss Gaskell, I arg-
ued to myself, must Have Something. She was, and still may be for that matter,

a child prodigy. her first book being published when she was very young. That
was some time ago, and I knew that she had written much in the intervening years.
In the interim, as her talent developed, no doubt she would have improved great-
ly. Thus I reasoned to myself.

Friends, I goofed. 1uiiss Gaskell ain't got nothin'.

She does have the ability to write sentences like these:

"I knew that I am at least as safe with Smahil as no other woman
can ever ne."

"His face, which he had cleansed, seemed to hold an intense gravity.”

Ty

Both of these monstrosities appear on page 292 of the Sphere edition of THE SER-
PENT. Actually the first is the one which caught my eye, but the second is just
below it. I'm rather fearful that you won't read the sentence in the book here,
though, as it contains so many errors that anyone typing it just naturally tries
to correct it. I did so myself, in copying it from the bock, even though I was
trying to avoid doing so. The second sentence I quote simply to allow a little
light to fall upon the style of (Gaskell.

Well, if the book is so bad, how is it that it was published? ilaybe it isn't
really bad. Perhaps I just have standards which are artificially high. But I
do have objections which I regard as fairly serious.

For a start, I found it hard to stomach the bibliography, into which Miss Gaskell
piles writers such as, on the one hand, Robert Graves and William H. Prescott and,
on the other, H.5. Bellamy, James Churchward and Harold T. /ilkins. She does not
suggest that there is any difference between the two kinds of book represented by
those authors. The B8ible gets a mention, too.

Nor do I find introductions about "the proofs or otherwise that Atlantis and Mu
did exist" entertaining. But these are only objections regarding the factual
background of the story: minor matters, really.

Miss Gaskell's story is supposedly a translation from an unbelievably old Diary.
Setting aside any obvious difficulties one might think of about the mechanics of
such a thing, let us see why such an arrangzement has been used. Well, strictly
speaking, it hasn't, because ATLAN starts with a piece which is not in the Diary,
and about which Ciya could not possibly have heard. i

30 we have the Diary of Ciya. Ciya writes bloody poor Atlantean, or whatever
it was, or else the translator did a very bad job. e do not expect a girl of
that primitive time to write well or clearly, perhaps, but it is surely reason-
able to ask the translator to try to make her translation English. I have indi-
cated above Jjust two examples of iliss Gaskell's terrible prosc style: there are
faults in the plot as well. The vital point, that Ciya shoudd plot to kill Zerd
(pardon thosc¢ names: they are the choice of the author), is omitted from the
Diary. Although in at least one other place Gaskell interrupts the narrative to
explain events, she does not do so here. Quite frankly, reading the re levant
section, pages 30-31, I was certain that a bage was missing from my copy. But
there wasn't: the book is just badly constructed.
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Then there is the immense problem of Ciya's keeping possession of this Diary
through incredible adventures. It happens in a quite offhand way, naturally.

But does the author succeed in either of two important ways? That is, does
she bring out a picture of the world in which the story is set, or does she
convey a vivid image of her heroine?

I don't think it's fair to say that any real feeling about the world of Ciya
is forced upon the reader other than that of total revulsion. Not that the
world is violent, or cruel, but rather that it is dishonest and unbelievable,
inconsistently unbelievable. Useful props appear when needed, and then vanish
with no explanation or reason.

Ciya herself is a loathesome creature: a vindictive Candy, a stupid Lolita. a
scheming Nana. She has no appeal whatever, although it seems as though the
author has tried to make her appealing. She is unintelligent, almost incapable
of learning, never kind - when she goes to rescue a child she succeeds in
killing it.

But in the end everyone lives happily ever after. But how was it that Ciya
managed to get through most of the series (over half), having most of the
active adventures, finally reach Atlan, marry Zerd, and after a year of
marriage have her first child, followed by a second child later, and that
second child reach the stage of being able to speak - all in five years? A
small matter of plot inconsistency - why worry about it? The public will read
anything - or rather, buy anything.

These books have no redeeming features.

John Foyster

CLIFFORD SIMAK ALL FPLE3H IS GRASS finds Clifford Simak flailing

ALL FLESH IS GRASS3 around good-naturedly ian one of those pitfalls
which await the indulgent writer. JVAY STATION was

Berkley: T0¢ a fine controlled exercise in sf, but one of its
shortcomings - the tendency of the author to spend

- ALAN REYNARD ' - an inordinate time describing scenery and setting
o down fresh situations - has been dangerously

4 extended in this new book. Simak simply takes a
long time to tell what is essentially a rather uninteresting story. A good
third of the wordage could have been dispensed with, without adversely affect-
ing the book as a whole. i#hat we have is over-written, and this seems a ghame
because .3imak obviously had the ingeedients of a very fine novel in his head
but somehow allowed himself to make a botch of the finished job. The familiar
style is there, in abundance: who else could convince us that a mess of intel-
ligent flowers are about to take over the earth? or that money can grow on
trees? The intense humanity which has enriched so much of Simak's work is
present here on just about every page, and it seems to me that it is this
indulgence that -~ just this once - has bogged the author down and stopped him
short of another major work. The story line is tired and doesn't hold the
attention the way it should. Some of the effects are marvellous, but this is
not enough to bring the book to life. One wishes for a less laboured style
and then realizes that pace would kill the sort of book Simak likes to write.
If his next books contain more story and less pondering of ideas, they
should be great. Simak is a fine writer, but ALL FLESH IS GRASS is not Simak
at his best. '

THOMAS M. DISCH Perhaps all writing is therapeutic to a greater

ECHO ROUND HIS BONES or lesser extent. If this is so then Tom Disch's
latest novel scemms to belong to the former category.

Berkley: 70¢ THE GENOCIDES was a grandly-styled unpleasantry and
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ECHO ROUND HIS BONES suggests some fresh orientation on the part of the writer.
Talent which constantly renews itself to this extent is worth watching. 3But
this is a strange, puzzling book. For one thing it falls short of the earlier
book in the matter of prose - but its plot is a considerable advance. However
Disch doesn't seem to have known what to do with the scalding-hot idea he
thought up. The result is often confusing but always arresting. #Jhat begins
with the casual ecase of the latest Keith Laumer novel is soon rambling uncert-
ainly between philosophical and theological posturing, some wild and woolly
metaphysics worthy of a Van Vogt or Vonuegut, and some fascinating episodes of
self consciousness. This last used to he rare in sf, but I must confess that
although I quite like some of the Newer School I find this sort of thing
distracting and out of place with the plot Disch has used. The whole thing
becomes a mess of false starts and muddled construction, but every word is
worth reading. Disch seems to have got hold of the tail of a great sf novel
and then let go of the damn thing.

There is a certain family resemblance between this book and Fritz Leiber's
YOU'RE ALL ALONE, but whereas Leiber was writing strictly for a pulp audience
Disch seems to have been writing exclusively for himself. anl it is where the
resemblance to the earlier book ceases and Disch's wild imagination tzkes over
that the fun really begins. He has conjured up some marvellous incidents and
some breathtaking character work, for example a tremendous scene inside a

chu rch that really shakes one. Perhaps it would be better to forgive him for
not developing his ideas the way the book warranted and be thankful for what
we have. At times awkward and clumsy, at times forging ahead with the red-hot
imagery of a Zelazny, Disch is never less than compulsively readable. The
book is not a masterpiece, not even a flawed diamond, just an impassioned stab
in the right direction. And the sum of the parts is somehow g.cater than the
whole. The ideas, taken individually, may not be all that c:iginal, but the
writing is - and the ending is tremendous. I urge you to buv *his interesting
little book in whatever version comes most quickly to your 1:ads. It was
originally published in NiJy {ORLD3 169/170.

Alan Reynard

BRIAN ALDISS "The dead man drifted along in the breeze..."

EARTHWORKS "He was coming out of Africa, moving steadily for
me...'" "With the dead I'm on fair terms...®

Four Square: 60¢ I couldn't resist these sentences which seemed to
spring out from the opening paragraphs of EARTH-

DIANA MARTIN WORK3. At once I was enmeshed in a grisly narra-

tive of disease, desolation and death, told in a
poect's tongue by a master story teller.

Brian Aldiss has the gift which makes his hero's tale seem vividly real, set
down in the way a sick man might have seen events and portrayed them. Now a
scene from the past, then a slip of the mind into fantasy here a bit of
present happenings, and there some introspection - all welded into a chilling
picture of man's future not too many generations hence.

Briefly, the score is that all but the African states have finally done it -
overpopulated themselves and drained their soils of natural resources. so that
powerful chemicals must be employed to force the poor leached earth to produce
anything. The hero, Knowle Noland, by a devious route has bccome captain of a
nuclear frrighter transporting sand from Africa to England to help keep up a
supply of soil for the all-powerful Farmers, to be worked by their gangs of
convicts and robot labourers. Knowle himself was in such a situation and
obviously never recovered from the shock, although his delightful condition of
"scintillating scotoma” and hallucinations dates back to an earlier time of
nutritional deprivation in an orphanage. The cities now in existence are giant

37



constructions above the land, teeming with diseased and near starving people,
driven apparently only by the need to eat and procreate., Writing and reading
are alnost lost arts, though how the doctors and other technical men get by is
not made clear. But Knowle can read, and thereby learns of Justine 3mith, his
ideal woman, whom he finally meets, and who in the end uses him as a tool to
change the world. Whether this wild enterprise succeeds is left to the imagin-
ation (thank you, Mr. Aldiss) but one can only assume that something happens
because briefly at the start of his history Knowle lets drop a maddening little
hint that things have imoroved - for him at least.

The first impression I got from reading this book was of unrelieved pessimism;
I felt the author must have something against our poor human race; but then I
started to think about the matter. Then to disagree with the conditions so
deftly -portrayed, and then to argue about this pitiful concept of the future.
I am the sort of reader who likes things straight, and there are some points in
EARTHWORKS which just don't fall properly into place.

Why must civilized man reach this sorry state? #here have the thinkers and

the doers gone? Surely the peoples of the world would wake up to themselves
before Knowle's cities became reality? Even if they do continue to populate

so freely the garbage and sewage from such masses ought to supply enough organ-
ic matter to maintain soil composition. (See gardening books on compost heaps.)
Has the plant life gone mad, too, that it no longer can produce wholes ome
materials from chemical fertilizers? And what of the oceans - are they comp-
letely drained of life so that man cannot glean some subsistence from them?

Why must a nuclear war be the answer, Justine? Can one ever be certain that
the survivors will be there, and if the Travellers are to be those survivors
the race is doomed anyway? (3ee page 48 re sexual life of Travellers.) 1In
fact things don't look nearly so black if you can get over the first impact of
the book.

As anyone with half a mind may gather, when I read a book I like to live in abaP
so I probably feel these things more keenly as a possillc inhabitant of Brian
Aldiss's world. This is of course a compliment to the author, since the story
holds the interest and gives rise to argument. Don't give it to any educated
rodents to read as they'll probably get guilt complexes and inhibitions about
breceding - nor do I recommend it as a ilothers' Day gift. That's what my copy
is, though I chose it myself.

Diana tlartin

HARRY HARRISON I had just finished reading 3ENSE OF OBLIGATION
SENSE OF O3LIGATION and was thinking what a tremendous book it was,
when a friend who had read the last few pages over
Dobson: $2.00 my shoulder said, "what dreadful writing.” Now
Harry Harrison had just dragged me by the eyeballs
ROBERT GERRAND at breakneck speed through the novel, and the

writing had seemed anything but dreadful. So I
asked for an example. ™"All the scenes between Brion Brandd (the hero) and his
girlfriend Lea. Sample: 'Lea was frozen by his words. They revealed a truth
she had known, but would never permit herself to consider.' Or: '*I know, I
know..."™ she said sobbing into her hands. He held her now and she didn't pull
away. "I know it all as a biologist - but I am so awfully tired of being a
biologist, and top of my class and a mental match for any man. when I think
about you, I do it as a woman and can't admit any of this."' They're #oman's
ilagazine level."

And yes, looking at them again, the personal relationships were pretty unreal
though to be fair these examples are about the worst; probably Harrison was
tired, in a hurry to finish the book. But this all brought to mind the question
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of characterization in sf. How much space should be devoted to it; to what
extent are people relevant to the stories?

If an author uses people in telling his story, then I think he should try to
make any contact between them as real as possible. Obviously he is not writing
primarily a story about personal relationships but about ideas. However this.
does not remove the necessity of making the characters lifelike. dJust as you
should not' toss in a bit of romance or sex or violence or whatever (it is
either something necessary to the book - in which case it will arise naturally
- or it should be eradicated), so conversely, any characters used should be
as convincing as possible.

In SEN3E OF OBLIGATION Brion Brandd is working under harsh conditions with ILea
iiorees; and Iarrison assumnes quite rightly that there will be some sort of
personal reaction between them. ~for most of the book he is unsentimental about
the characters - perhaps an occas1onal dlalogue will ring false - but at the
end it gets out of hand.

Luckily Harrison writes so well that you don't notice this on a first reading.

You are wholly absorbed in a fascinating ecological thriller. 3:iil, Harrison

has shown elsewhere his abilities in describing people v1v1dly, and it's a pity
that he doesn't quite manage to do so in this book.

FREDERIK POHL (ed) Here are stories by Young, Pohl, Saberhagen,

THE "IF" READER OF 3.F. Bixby, Van Vogt, Brunner, Brand Laumer and
Leiber, in that order. There s not a bad story

Whiting & Wheaton: $2.65 in the selection, but neither is there a really

brilliant one. Two are worth singling out for
their original treatments of ideas Tred Saberhagen s THE LIPS HATER and fritz
Leiber's THE 64 -SQUARE MADHOU3E. The former has a new' twist to the men-vs.-
machine war story, the latter w1tt11y describes the first international chess
competition involving a computer and includes quite an accurate account of a
computer's abilities, and potentials - what it can and can't do. The rest of
the stories are not as unforgettable as the blurb suggests. Any recent PF&SF
or GALAXY anthology should be read before this; one. :
’ Robert Gerrand

ERIC FRANK RUSSELL Today we'll write a novel, Unless you have a
SINISTER BARRIER better suggestion, we'll make it about the Alien
Threat to Mankind. If we're really cunning, we
Dobson: $2.65 can chuck in all that weird Fortean material we
were reading the other day in those old copies of
STEPHEN COOK DOUBT.

Okay. So we'll begin with a few scientists being killed by invisible Things.
Then we need a hero: call him Bill Graham. He may be only a "government
liaison officer between scientists and the U.S. Department of Special Finance",
but he's a bright boy, is our Bill. Through sheer intuitive genius he becomes
the leader of world opposition to the Things - the first man to see the
invisible Things for what they are, and live - the discoverer of the Secret
Weapon and the first man to fire it in action.

That leaves us with a few loose ends to tie up. How does Bill escape destruc-
tion while he deduces that the invisible Things (change that word - let's call
them Vitons) can read minds, and will destroy him if they catch him thinking
about them? That's easy; a guy as brilliant as Bill will have a Hunch. But
won't it seem odd that, while our story is set in the next century, most of our
slab of genuine Fortean evidence comes from around 1937? Oh, what the hell -
poetic licence.
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The story's dragging a bit and we're only half finished. Say, why not have the
Vitons churn up a Jorld Jar? Great, great.

And let me handle the gory bits. I've got some good lines rz2ady. How's this
for openers, after somebody's fallen sixteen floors: “The dead had no face.
Its sodden clothes were surmounted by a ghastly mask like one made of scrambled
blueberries and cream.” Or a man being attacked by a Viton: ™A human face,
fearfully distorted, made leprous by the ghastly illumination, sweated directly
in the luminosity's path - a homoburger waiting the bite!" Or a grand fight:
"A stricken dupe writhed snakishly on the floor, snatched at Graham's left leg.
He used his right to kick the other's schnozzle into something resembling a
squashed strawberry.... He saw Sheehan shove the muzzle of his gun straight
into a slobbering mouth and let her blow. Gobs of noggin, slop and goo flew in
all directions as the part-headless victim toppled under his stamping feet.”

Bill and his sidekick, Lieutenant #ohl of the police, are even quicker off the
mark with girls than they are with Vitous. They mect a nurse in a hospital

corridor: "'Surgery's sugar-babe,' he told #ohl, with unnecessary gusto. ohl
gave her an appraising up-and-down, and said, 'I'll say!'" They barge after
her into her office, where Wohl notices a photo on her desk: “Pointing to it,

he said, 'To Harmony from Pop. Harmony, eh? That's a nice name. “as your
pappy a musician?' The ice broke a little. Taking a chair, Dr. Curtis smiled.

'Oh, no. I guess he just liked the name.' '30 do I,' Graham announced. He
threw her the I-spy eye. 'I hope it'll suit us.' 'Us?' Her finely arched
brows rose a trifle. 'Yes,' he said, impudently. "Someday.'" Hot stuff.

Friends, I have bad news. The novel has already been written. In a way this
is fortunate, since anybody reading it hot from your pen would have little
hesitation in pronouncing it a lousy book. As-it happens, Eric Frank Russell
turned it out in 1939, and some of the powers-tnat-be would have me believe
that it's a classic. SINISTER BARRIER is no classic. John Smith, 1967, or
Emite: BramkitRissel¥; 1939, Sfhs SHasEP-5bhad: noviel'.

The blurb on my copy quotes UNKNOWN MAGAZINE as pronouncing it the "greatest

imaginative yarn of two decades... It will go dowm in history along with H.G.
Wells' WAR OF THE VORLIDS." A weighty, impartial assessment? Hardly; UNKNOJN
was using thc story at the time to kick off its first issue.

As a literary historian, I might be interested to know that SINISTER BARRIER
was the first treatment of the “we-are-property" theme. As a citzley,  den™t
particularly care. The novel fails because of its turgid style, infantile
characterization and sloppy plot structure. As evidence that an extravagant
melodrama needs just as much control as a more confined work, let me suggest a
story by Charles Harness called THE PARADOX iEN.

CHARLES HARNESS I won't insult the book by trying to summarize the

THE PARADOX iEN plot. It covers more ground and grows out of more
imaginative ideas than at the moment I can remember

four Square: 60¢ ever having seen within one book. It takes us from

beneath the surface of the Sun to the far reaches
of the universe, from daggers and poison darts to superhuman powers from
prchistoric man to the fourth dimension, from sedan chairs to travel at the
speed of light. Fragments of sociology, science, history and philosophy flow
past as we read. Characters scheme, counter-scheme, and counter-counter-scheme.

Absurd,. over-concentrated? Not when handled by Harness. With the sure touch
of a wan who is master of his material he blends his wildly contrasting ideas
into a tensc, brooding structure in which suddenly nothing just happens - it
belongs. Brian 1ldiss calls the style #{idescreen Baroque. Edgar Allan Poe,
raised on Pleming, writing at the speed of light. THi PARADOX 4EN rises in my
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mind like a huge black diamond flawed, but magnificently cut, catching and
holding the spectrum in its sombre facets.

Russell gives the impression, in SINISTER BARRIER, that he rarely plotted more
than a page ahead. The novel stumbles forward on the strength of arbitrary
catastrophes and 8ill Graham's hunches. .hen Russell introduces a Jorld iiar
it's Jjust one more bolt from the blue. ihen Harness does the same thing, in
Chapter 20, my surprise is followed by the realization that I should have
expected 1t - the inevitability of the attack was outlined as early as Chapter 6.
6

Time and again, a throwaway line or a simple event on one page is given an
entirely new dimension elsewhere. Each of the characters (and the reader) sees
a little of the truth, but not until the final pages do we discover the full
pattern. Paradoxes are revealed and reconciled. One by one the major characters
- heroes and villains alike - are destroyed sometimes after torture, until
nobody survives - but there is a happy ending.

The twists and turns are incredible but convincing, each new development appear-
ing as a loop in the thread of the total tapestry not as a pin thrust through
from the outside in the hope of tacking the whole thing together. Like a magic-
iars knot, the complex plot unravels itself into a single strand....

Stephen Cook

MICHEAEL MOORCOCK (ed) 7Arts Council grants are always a matter for con-
Nu«# JORLD3 Speculative Jecture, often for dissension, but this time they've
fiction Vol.51 No.173 really done it. They're giving £1800 to a science
July 1967 - fiction magazine called New Jorlds." Thus an art-
icle in TEL SUNDAY TIMES 11th June 1967 - an art-
JOHN BANGSUND icle which tends to give the impression that English

literary blokes have all lanse? into second child-
hood and wasted a vast sum of public money in the process. +hether or not the
grant is extravagant, and whether or not Ni¢ JORIDS is worthy of the grant, are
subjects outside the scope of a review. I will coafine myself to an attempt to
give you some idea (since it is quite unobtainable at present in Australia) of
the appearance and contents of the new-look NE# §ORLDS.

The first reaction is shock. Knowing it is to be in the 8% x 102 size, one
expects something looking like the pre-digest-sized ANALOG. Rather, NE# WORIDS3
now looks and feels like HISTORY TODAY - or, if you are not familiar with that
worthy journal, like TIuE MAGAZINE, if you can imagine TIME with a blue cover
and better quality paper.

Two things about the cover then compete for your attention: the words "Speculat-~
ive Miction™, and the brilliant multi-dimensional lithograph by M.C. Escher.
(The issue is worth acquiring for that picture alone.) Apart from the covers,
three of which bear advertising matter, there are sixty-four pages - editorial
and book reviews in three columns, all other material in two. Allowing for
illustrations and headlines, there is probably about as much reading matter as
in the former pocket-book format. There are forty-five pazes of fiction, one

of poetry, two of editorial, five of book reviews, and ten of articles, plus
contents page. Tac whole magazine is nicely designed and  physically, very
readable.

Mike Moorcock's editorial contains much food for thought, and I must resist the
temptation to arguc at length with him. "The past m=y have its lessons to
teach, but they arc, like lessons in Greek, superfluous - at best an adornment,
at worst an escape.” I'm afraid I disagrec: we need the past to give us
perspective for the future (and if we fail to learn from it there may be no
future). Is it true that we are "coafronted with = future in which precedent
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is of so little assistance™? Surely one of the functions of sf (stf or spf, as
you will) is to show us how "precedent” may be applied to strange and difficult
future ‘situations? ™We all stand in need of the 'new sensibility' that can
enable us to-.hdndle experiences and ideas for which nothing in our past lives
has prepared us, and this sensibility can be won only by an act of sustained
and informed imagination.™ FRFair enough. "It is to be hoped that this magazine
can provide, in some degree, imaginative works that will fulfil this need.™
Amen to that: it is a noble aspiration.

Jhether the "new sensibility™ requires a new insensitivity to certain words
(called by a good friend of mine "in-and-out words") infrequently encountered
in sf,iis'perhaps a debatable point. Certainly there are plenty of them in
this issue, and this may offend mums and dads and clean-thinking fans of good
0ld sexless sf. Tom Disch, I feel, knows how to handle these tabu words and
subjects, and I enjoyed the first instalment of his CAMP CONCENTRATION, which
appears as lead fiction. Esoteric enough to flatter the literary reader (it
ig in a similar vein to his SQUIRREL CAGE), it is sufficiently intriguing to
please Joe Pan.

J.G. Ballard contributes THE DEATH MODULE. We've been here before: Kline,
Coma, Karen Novotny - and, of course, that damned white Pontiac. I'm beginning
to get the feeling that I know what it's all about (the same feeling I had the
third time I saw MARINBAD), but I'm probably just kidding myself. Where it's
all leading I couldn't begin to guess, but I have the feeling that Jayne Mans-~
field is likely to show up in the next instalment.

John T. Sladek's 1937 A.D.! lets the side down somewhat, and it's quite
straightforwardly written so one doesn't have the pleasure of trying to un-
tangle it to see if it means anything. THE HELAT DEATH OFf THt UNIVERSE is Miss
P.A. Zoline's first story, and it's quite interesting -~ all about Sugar Frosted
Plakes and cancer and thermodynamics - though the point of it rather eluded me.
David Masson's NOT SO CERTAIN is an exercise in alien linguistics: a poor story,
very dull, but it does show man coping with a strange future situation. Roger
Zelazny's IN THE HOUSE OFf THEI DEAD appears to be the fiist part of a serial,

and it is, as you might confidently expect, quite a brilliant piece of work;

but not, I feel, stf, or even exactly spf.

There are two articles. SLEEP, DREAMS AND COsPUTERS, by Dr. Christopher Evans,
speculates on the purpose of sleep. He remarks that some of his "fabulous
ideas... are a bit too fabulous to put into orthodox scientific publications

as yet"™ but that he "can think of no better market at this stage than NEW
JORLDS.™ Charles Platt presents some very interesting work by the Dutch
graphic artist. M.C. Zscher. There may be better artists around, but this
bloke is worth knowing about.

The issue concludes with reviews of nine books. Brian Aldiss's three page
article on two books about Hiroshima is very thoughtful and illuminating, and
strangely enough, this struck me as the most professional and worthwhile piece
of writing in the whole issue. Even if it does contain a few lessons from the
past.

At the risk of b:ing tedious, I enjoyed thoroughly six of the eleven items:

the editorial, Disch, Zelazny, the articles on sleep and Escher, and the
reviews. And I read it from cover to cover, which is something I haven't done
to a magazine for some time. I would say that if u#like Moorcock can maintain
this standard then he has a very fine magazine going. If there is a weakness
(and I migiht just be dense or hard to please) it is in his second-line fiction.
I have no idea of the marketing arrangements, if any, for Australia. Your best
bet might be the publisher: N&W JORLDS, 87 Ladbroke Grove, London ¥#.11 - the

subscription 48s0d per year. John Bangsund
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ROBERT BLOCH In your lettercol, Lin Carter suggests that
2111 Sunset Crest Dr. writers who are reviewed in fanzines should send a
Los Angeles nice note to the editor, thanking him for giving
California U3A so much attention to their efforts; this should be

done even if the review is adverse. ell, I
enjoyed the brief comnent on THy EIGHTH STAGE Of #ANDOM, didn't find it adverse,
and even if I had I would be writing anyway to thank you for the first aanivers-
ary issue, which I much enjoyed.

To revert to the reading notice for a moment, I too find it a bit sad to realize
I'm out here in Hollywood and playing footsie with films and telly rather than
hewing to the line with more printed sf and fantasy. My criticism of these
areas still stands, I think, and I get constant first-hand corroboration when-
ever I try to inject "pure” elements of either genre into a screenplay or tele-
play, only to see said same distorted or eliminated by soimebody's arbitrary
rewriting or changes. However, I do try whenever possible and continue to hope
that some day I'll be given frec rein as I was, on a few occasions, with
THRILLER or HITCHCOCK shows. I've done a few STAR TREK episcdes recently, and
while again I was subject to alterations in script, I keep plugging away. My
idea of heaven would be to write exclusively for fanzines, a la the content of
THE EIGHTH 3TAGZ OF FANDOM, but you see I'm hooked on this habit of mine -
eating, sometimes three whole meals a day - and it's expensive.

The content of ASFR is a delight and any nominations and/or awards you receive
are richly deserved. I learned a great deal from this issue - the analysis of
THE DEMOLISHED MAN shows Jjust how superficial my own findings were, some years
ago, and I'm grateful for the incisiveness demonstrated by George Turner in his
disquisition.

I was even willing to stand on my head to read page 25 - just as I imagine you
folks Down Under had to stand on your heads to read all the other pages.

And it's a nice, one-worldish sort of feeling to see mentions of or by Brian
Aldiss, Graham Hall, Mike soorcock, James #Vhite and others whom I had the plea-
sure of seceing at the London Convention two years ago - or that eminent philol-
ogist, Rick Sneary, whom I bumped into at our own Westercon here last month.

As far as I'm concerned, sf performs a far better job of global unification
than the UN. Granted, Ted ¥hite is no U Thant, but then nobody's perfect.

JB: Page 25 of ASFR 10 so far has drawn more comments than ahything else in
that issue. Being in a circular form, with no actual beginning or ending,
John's story posed problems of presentation which I attempted to overcome
by printing a page of it upside down. Ideally, I would have liked to
print it on an endless roll of, say, toilet paper, and to mount the roll
in a couple of slots on a blank page; that way. the roll could have been
fed through the slots until the reader grew tired. Or... No, that way
lies madness. (Have you ever tried twisting a quarto page into a Moebius

strip?)
STEPHEN MURRAY -SMITH Congratulations on the honors proposed for A3FR,
GPO 30x 98a richly deserved - I always look forward to it.
Melbourne 3001 I thought the idea of reprinting Lance Skuthorpe
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brilliant; and I liked the question you raise in the editorial - Australian or
otherwise. Perhaps the answer is - Australian if it can be unselfconsciously
so, like the best of the contemporary American-Jewish novels - i.e. both Jewish
and American (Bellow) - otherwise stick to the international genre.

JB: Only one other correspondent to date has mentioned my editorial in no.10.
I don't know - maybe I should stick to rubbishing LOST IN SPACE and ponti-
ficating on the Pong Awards, instead of crusading. ::: iost local readers,
I imagine, would know Dr. Murray-Smith's excellent quarterly, OVERLAND.
Overseas readers interested in contemporary Australian writing (fiction,
poetry, criticism, documentary, &c) should find OVERLAND very interesting.
A$2.00 per year, 50¢ single copy ~ through me, if you like.

JOHN BROSNAN Good grief, no wonder you're having financial

Flat 3, 4 Pearson St. troubles: I almost fainted when I saw the size of
Floreat Park _ no.10. B3owrry to hear that from now on ASFR will
destern Australia 6014 be bi monthly, but I don't blame you, and it will

certainly be worth it if the result is more issues
like this. On the whole I enjoyed it very much. The cover was good - simple
and effective. Your editorial was very inspiring, so much so that I'm writing
a story called THE BILLABONG THAT ATE PERTH. Seriously, though, it did provide
food for thought. .

All the fiction was worthy of being published in ASFR. Best were Jack Wodhams'
two mini-stories. I preferred them even to Bert Chandler's efforts. John
Foyster's EXTRACK was either a well-done spoof or a load of rubbish. I hate to
admit it but I'm not sure which.

The book reviews/criticisms were the main attraction -as always. George Turner's,
though interesting, ‘annoyed me. So did John PFoyster's, for the same reason.
Mainly because they were both condescending towards sf. Turner says that sf
has a long way to go before it attains the quality of mainzSream writing and
Foyster says of one of the novels he reviews that as mainstream writing it
stinks but as sf it is good. Phooey! I don't say sf is better than the best
mainstream writing, but I do claim that it is unique. And I am fed up with
these people who say that sf will have come of age when it can't be disting-
uished from mainstream. When that day arrives there won't be any such thing as
sf. Sf always suffers in comparison with conventional writing because the same
standards are applied. This is wrong. The elements that go to make good sf
are not found in any other t ype of writing. Sf, as far as I am concerned, can
be defined in one word: alien., The images and feelings that that one word

conjures up are the essence of sf.

JB: John. unless I win Tatts or get a hundred or so more subscribers, there
will never be another issue like no.10. I am aiming at 50 to 60 pages in
future issues, but even this is difficult, both in terms of finance and
of the ruthlessness required to keep it down to this size. (Right now I
reckon I could fill about 300 pages with quite readable, unpublished -
and, I regret to say, largely unanswered - letters.) ::: A couple of
points in your letter I should comment on, since they are typical of
remarks made in a number of letters about no.10. George Turner began his
article by quoting me on the subject of the Double Standard. The purpose
of his article is to show that, since all writing is literature, literary
criticism may be applied to sf; and when this is done it is seen that sf
on the whole is not good literature. Don't confuse "literature” with
"mainstream®; and don't be led astray by considerations of subject-matter
or non-literary values. "The elements that go to make good sf" are
preciscly the elements that go to make good literature - and both George
and John Poyster find sf lacking in these elements. John, in his review,
concludes that Samuel R. Delany's BABEL-17, as an sf adventure yarn, is
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good. However, since Delany proposes in his NEV JORLD3 editorial that sf
should be judged by certain tests, which he enumerates, John applies those
tests to Delany's own book - and judges it bad. Now whether John is
thereby practising the very Double Standard that George depreccates is a
matter which those two gentlemen may decide for themselves.

JOHN KNIGHT I received the tenth issue of ASFR with pleasure a
Net@) Rl few days ago. ... Ref. p.48 announcement: I would
Rakaia prefer not to see any fiction in ASFR; if it's any
Canterbury good it will sell, if it's not I don't want to see
New Zecaland it. TFor drivel I can always read the F&SPF shorts.

Articles, discussions and reviews are welcomed, but
not fiction. Another point: in reviews could previous publication be mentioned
in detail? If the pb is a retitle of a 3STARTLING novel could the original
title and date of publication be given? e.g. the fact that the Pohl-@Williamson
efforts, reviewed in 10 were serials in If could have been mentioned, with
dates. I am always glad to sce reviews especizlly. U3 pbs get very little
retail business here and the sf pbs virtually none. Consequently I have to
order, generally, direct from the U3A, and reviews are about my only means of
keeping up with the newer writers and books.

HARRY HARRISON finally having a good old rezd and working my way
PO Box 1072 down throu; h the pile of ASFR. Great stuff. And
Imperial Beach I have found a story by A. Bertram Chandler which
California 92032 USA I did enjoy. In fact I enjoyed it enough to want

to put it into the YEARS BEST SF that I am editing
for Berkley herc. ... It will bec a lot of fun to print this story. Also heap
glory on your journal. I can't think of any other fanzine that has ever had a
story in an annual best anthology.

JACK WODHA#WS Hard to know where to start. And there is reluc-
P0 Box 48 tance to run into high wordage. I think Mervyn
Caboolture 3arrett's A BRISTOL NON-R_FORT was the cream of
Queensland 4510 the crop. This supremely individualistic accur-

ately uninformative account is Jjournalistic indif-
ference at its breezy best. 3Such leaven does much to offset the bursts of
inordinate passion that occur here and therec.

To George Turner I would like to say that grecat literature is not necessarily
great meading. From the analysis given of THL DEMOLISHED iAN, Bester would
appear to be an sf Edgar Jallace. Of course, the standard %r. Turner applies
is Mr. Turner's standard. The test, he says, is to compare the book with the
best we know. But what is the best? WUTHERING duIGHTS? Or THS POUR JUST MEN?
de have John Foyster later in aside snides sniping Asimov Harrison, Anvil, &c,
and he obviously has a different standard of "best” entirely. Ncedless to say
my idea of "best™ would probably cause these two gentlemen to foam in the dome;
mindful of their lack of nced for such distress, I shall decline to claborate
my preferences herec.

I was glad to read in Lee Harding's review that Td# HAMELIN PLAGUR (at least
in his view) was not Chandler's *“best." WMaking a start on the Captain's works,
it was perhaps unfortunate that this was the first volume to fall into my
hands. iaybe will have better luck next time.

Stephen Cook takes my mark in the fiction section. #ould try this educational
system upon my young nephew but he won't watch the watch.

Disagree with Lin Carter's predilection for criticism; the potpourri is more
generally readable. Also Al Cox could maybec develop well and should be
encouraged by the outlet. Agree with Charles Flatt and, lordy! a man could
spout reamns giving his opinion in answering the letter section alone.
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JB: Opinions on the wisdom of publishing fiction in ASFR vary, as do opinions
on the relative merits of the particular stories chosen for no.10. (Of
the eight published, six have been nominated as best in the issue.) With
respect to John Knight, I think the question of whether our stories would
sell to the professional magazines is somewhat irrelevant. Go a step or
two further, John, and you have a statement like Ted Carnell's on p.30 of
this issue: "Sales figures... have yet to justify the experimental sf
novel." Sales figures have yet to justify the publication of ASFR. All
these things are worth doing, and if writers and publishers lose money in
the process perhaps they gain something that doesn't carry a price tag.

Maybe an editor, even an amateur editor. should not express prefer-
ences about the material he publishes, but I'll stick my neck out and say
that I agree with Harry Harrison about the fiction - I liked Bert's story
best - and with Jack Wodhams about the issue in general - I keep turning
back to sdlervyn's non-report and chuckling over it. Jack asks me not to
make a fuss about his now having made five sales to ANALOG so I won't,
But I wouldn't worry too much about Sergeant Smith's strictures, Jack:
he may not see you yet as Australia's Heinlein (or whoever), but he's a
nice guy for all that.

DAMON KNIGHT I like ASFR & would be delighted to have you use
PO Box 338 PROJECT BOSKONE or any part of it. ... I do think
Milford most of your critics & correspondents are fugg-
Pennsylvania 18337 U3A heads, but at least they are arguing about sf as

if it mattered, & not many fanzines do that any

. more.

ETHEL LINDSAY (Re ASFR 9:) You are to be congratulated upon
Courage House your new artist, but then your layout has always
6 Langley Avenue been good. The dearth of typos should make me
Surbiton . hang my head in shame! I have been enjoying John
Surrey England . PFoyster's articles on Ballzrd very much. I was

: amused to see he had got iike Moorcock on the
defensive about some of his extravagant claims for Ballard. I suppose what -
first antagonized me against Ballard was the attitude of some of his admirers.
The assumption that one didn't like Ballard's work because it was beyond our
comprehension annoyed me more than somewhat. Perhaps there are fans who read
nothing but sf and have that only as a yardstick but I am pretty sure they
are in the minority. I also enjoyed John Brunner's article, which was a real
eye-opener in many ways. But then, John is never dull! As always the letter
column is of a very high standard - but, dear me, such a tantrum from Keith
Roberts. Authors, even the nicest of them, do hate adverse criticism - or
what they think is. Only - don't we all? But I've nothing but praise for
ASFR. :

A. BERTRAM CHANDLER Please tell Lee that I am considering a libel
n/v PATEENA action. So my novels just "happen®, do they?
USS Co of NZ Ltd On second thoughts, I'd better not sue. After
GPO Box 534 all - I admit it - a novel that just happens is
Sydney NS# 2001 at least as much fun to the writer as to the

reader. for example, when I started the one now
in progress I had no idea that I should get involved in voodoo and marine
salvage. The only really tightly plotted book was FALSE FATHERLAND, and
although every bastard who reads it says how good it is nobody (except AMAZING)
wants to buy it.

leanwhile, I'm settling down in PATEENA - or, to be more truthful, PATEENA is
settling down around me. Even though I secem to be doing nothing but pilotage
- an awkward berthing and unberthing (requiring a contortionist and an escap-
ologist rather than a ship handler) in Sydney and about three hours on the
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bridge arriving at and departing from Port Huon - somehow I've been able to
settle down to work. Two chapters southbound, another two northbound, each trip
- weather permitting. ... Am somewhat annoyed that every time I think of a
brand new gimmick for a novel some other bastard gets in first with the same
gimmick in a short story. ilakes one rather wonder how many ideas come from
Inside, and how many from Outside. Huxley seems to have had something in his
GATE3 OFf PERCEPTION... WNothing much else to report from this end, so will close.
Some day, when I get around to it. I'll do a review of THE WATCH BELOJ for you.
Rather late in the day. I found the book very interesting, as other reviewers
conveyed the erroneous impression that the tanker drifted, submerged. for years
and years and years - whereas. far more credibly, she grounded in soundings.
Insofar as the ship herself was concerned, during the war years (Jorld War II,

I mean) we saw, and sailed in convoy with, some very peculiar specialized ships.
The working out of a closed ecology was very cleverly done. .y only quibble,

in fact, is a legal one. As the vessel was still under the Red Ensign when she
was torpedoed, her command would automatically devolve upon the senior surviving
MN officer remaining on board, the Chief Officer, not the Lieutenant Commander
RN. However, since the Jdate was all by himself insofar as his Service was con-
cerned, all other personnel being RN and badly injured to boot, that is only

a legal quibble. Damn it all, there is your revicw. You can say that the book
was thoroughly approved by both my personalities - the shipmaster and the sf
writer.

p.s.: Tried to watch STAR TREK the other night. It was a fine soporific.

JOHN BRUNNER Thank you for ASFR 9, and in particular for so
174 frognal prounptly running the reference to my trouble with
London NV3 England New American Library over tieir edition of PRODUC-

TIONS OF TIME.

In answer to your query regarding the serial version of the novel: well, it
was an abridgment, which meant that something had to be left out. but I pre-
pared it myself and I never object to carrying the can back for my own short-
comings - it's only when someone else's ineptitude is an-iaymously fathered on
me that I tend to raise the roof. On the whole, in fact, I was reasonably well
pleased with the F&SF version, in the sense that I wasn't compelled by editor-
ial fiats on maximum lengths per instalment to omit anything indispensable.
(There was not, by the way, anything left out between Part I and Part II - if
you look again, you'll sce that the referecnce to "on your head be it"™, spoken
by Delgado, carries directly over the break to Douglas's head splitting from
his imaginary hangover.)

Further footnote to my article on THE ECONOMIC3 O# SF: there has been a shakeup
at Penguin, the gentleman who without actually liking sf was prepared to tole-
rate its presecnce in the list was given the boot by Sir Allen Lane, who actively
detests the stuff, and as a result you may disregard what I said about Penguin
offering decent advances for original novels. Yhy didn't I take up a stable
occupation - say pearl-diving?

310840 Sgt R.F. SdITH Congratulations are in order, I think, for your
Area Sergeants .less first Annish, and I fear that Mike Joorcock will
Puckapunyal Victoria 3652 have to revise his opinion of ASFR - even I am not

game to call it a fanzine anymore! Others may
disagree with me, but I do not think Australian fandom has seen anything quite
like this publication of yours before in its history. And the names that are
appearing within its pazes now... in some respects it reminds me of the keen,
genuine interest that Bergeron's WARHOON uscd to receive from the BNF's and
filthy pros, yet... ASFR is decidedly Australian' Although I have contributed
little to its crcation I have become immensely proud of ASER,' as ar WiEaneiv SST
have a feeling that at last you are doing what you want with this magazine of
yours... in the repulsive parlance of 1967, the first Annish *swings™, I fezl.
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Interesting editorial... still trying to work out if you were grinning when
you wrote it, but it makes one think. As an ex-Englishman I am a sucker for
the Australian "character™ who is often a mixture of Chips Rafferty and
MicGooley, although I should know better after sixteen years, because as you
say, statistically the average Australian does live closer to the espresso
Joint than the gum tree. On the other hand, though, a whole new set of stat-
istics could be developed for the Australian who dwells outside the City, and
I could raise my own figures and facts on the Australian who dwells in the
forces. If you want “characters™ who continue that image, that's the place to
find 'em, believe me'

As a semi-barbarian in the ranks of the professional military. who sometimes
foolishly ventures into the City, 1 am tempted to sug:est that your race of
"urban men" is already pretty much in evidence and often I have noticed, as

I hitch my side arms, finger my .ark 3 sub-machine gun lovingly peer grimly
from beneath my ilark 8 battle helmet, and roar for iJine, ifomen and Jomen...
oft times I have noticed these robotic urban City dwellers move away in horror
and disgust... "Arr..."™ I mumble, and toss a grenade into the Ladies just for
kicks, “#hat a lot of bloody poofters!"

Seriously though... Australian characterization seems to come through more
effectively in short stories articles newspaper columns (Ron 3aw of thec
Sydney newspapers gets this across well, I think), but whe'ther it has any
place in sf is indeed debatable. It already has a place in fantasy, of course.
although I would like to see some 3prague de Camp type of shenanigans with an
Australian flavour in science fantasy. But I agree with you that ours is a
unique land, and this is where I think Australian sf writers are neglecting an
almost "alien"” atmosphere and landscape in their own bhackyard.

I liked George Turner's article. No nonsense, no mucking about - in fact,
rather like a bucket of refreshingly cold water. THE DuwOLISHED AN has
always been a favourite of mine. but .ir. Turner's axe job in no way makes me
irritable. I still like the book, and I do not wish to kill ilr. Turner, for
of course he could have chosen a dozen similar examples of "dishonest” writing.
(I suppose ir. Turner isn't Damon Knight in disguise...?) It is interesting
to note that Bester, who has also made some honest statcments about his
writing, considers those short stories written ten years before TDM as
"drivel®” and TDM as the product of his "experience®, a coming to grips with
"'reality" and the developing of an "attitude®! Bester was honest enough to
admit that, to him, sf was a writing form to muck about with but not to be
taken seriously, and he further admits that he is an "amateur" in the field.
No, 1953 wasn't a bad year for novels, and I do not believe that the fans were

hypnotized to the extent that they were not aware of the faults in TDM. I am
willing to admit that TDM undoubtedly did receive the International Fantasy
Award for its "style and movement®™, and surely new aspects of sf, however
lacking in that queer atmosphere known as "Literature®, should be recognized?
Let us put things somewhat in perspective by remembering that another book was
receiving the IFA that same year and causing just as much excitement - MORE
THAN HUWMAN.

And even if TDM was a sample of what the sf reader wanted then - 13 years ago -
times have apparently changed. IFA and Hugo awards up through the years since
then have indicated that the sf rzader and fan knows what he likes a:d he damn
well let's the world know if he isn't satisfied. And this business of "better
sf will be written when the readers demand it*™ has been thrashed up and down
the years almost as long as we've had the field, and it's a load of bushwa,

fir. Turner. I believe you ask too much of sf, and you have a poor and inaccu-
rate impression of the sf reader and enthusiast.

Page 25 was upside down in my copy, John.
Ho ho! Jack vWodhamz not only knows how to be funny -~ he also has a bitef
Page 29 was duplicated in my copy, John.
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John, I wish you would write things like OVER TiL SKY TO C more often! Here in
five pages was a gem that should satisfy ilr. Turner and his thirst for "Litera-
ture” in sf, those who feel Australia isn't getting a fair go in sf, those who
still like to chuckle at a piece of outrageous nonsense, but mainly those who
like to relax with John Bangsund having fun...

ASFR's letter column is becoming a fascinating place to escape for a few hours,
and I tend to paddle around contcntedly examining the speakers (but not getting
too close, for that way madness or peculiar buzzings in the ear lie) and wonder-
ing if they are cardboard characters or for rezl... No, I am not being sarcas-
tic or smart, for it is well known that letter columns in f#jZ amateur maga-
zines can have strange and mind-warping effects on otherwise sober sf citizens,
and one examines carefully to see if it is Jekyll or Hyde letting forth...

Haven't yet decided if I prefer Jack Jodhams' lctters or his yarns, but both
are certainly...er...different. I too was a snot-nosed evacuee duringthe war,
and wish I could remember the nane of the quiet country village that in true
British fashion endured with dignity the scallywaggism of the young Smith in
those days of the “phony war® (or peace... which was it?) I believe I gave my
mother what is comionly known as a hard time, and good milking cows in that
village were never the same again.

Mike soorcock seems rather formal in that letter... quite stiffish, in fact.
It doesn't really marry up with what iervyn has to say about him at the Con.
And listen, mate, there is nothing wrong with your "image™ and I sincerely
hope you don't go for that "austere approach” in ASFR. I think you've pretty
much found your niche in the befuddling world of amateur publishing.

I think Lin Carter has hit the n=2il on the head with his remarks about fans
being professional readers, but it usually takes the right fanzine to appear
before they become really enthusiastic enough about this. It has to be the
sort of vehicle they can relax and feel comfortable in, and I think ASFR is
just this. And of course when thc Names and the Writers uvse it as a medium
for expressing their views....well, then you have got =z publication indeed!
I may be curious cnough to shell out hard cash for a copy of IF when Lin
Carter devotes his column to Australizn fandom... blimecy.

Although it's very nice to sec Rick Sncary in the letter column for me there
was a certain sadness in his rcvealing that he-is not very active fannishly
these days and reads 1ittle sf... Ghod, this is almost ‘like J.W. Campbell Jr.
stating that he's leaving the sf racket... it's mind-croggling! I am tempted
to cry out impulsively: SOUTH GATE IN '68!%

Ethel Lindsay liked my "urbane style and quiet humour®...? Jish she had told
me that six or seven years ago: there would have becn no stopping me'f

Now ilervyn crams more "urbane stylc and quiet humour" into one paragraph than
yours truly is ever likely to achicve in half a dozen pages, and he was the
ideal choice to cover the convention for ASFR and Australia. It is even
possible that Buck Coulson who has shown his friendliness to us Aussies
before, might find the conrep palatable' A thoroughly entertaining report in
the best Barrett manner, and you should hang on to him as a regular ASFR
correspondent. Ilervyn Barrett is a Trufan'!

JB: Strange, Bob, that rcal Australian characters have names like Rafferty
and idlcGooley; makes ycr think, begorral I'm tempted to comment on your
letter, but I must finish. I have had to omit some excellent letters.
but I hope to run them next time. Recent correspondents have included:
Brian Aldiss, Ted Carnell, Mervyn Barrett, Ron Clarke, Robert ¥, Gersman,
Phil .juldowney, Rick Brooks, A.il. ilcBurnie, Ian Godden, Pat Terry,
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