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I can be very whimsical at times, so, if this is your first issue,

then you are well advised to do something to be sure of a second.

Now you can't say that I didn't warn you, can you?
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Gumbo’s Variations

I have noticed that, in fannish
circles, there is a growing belief
in a peculiarly unique form of
writing connected with fannish fan-
zines. The belief is that this form
of writing is somehow special by
comparison with other written matter
(whether in fanzines or elsewhere)
and that it should be the aim of the
fannish editor and writer to seek out
these creative jewels and use them
to their best advantage. Malcolm
Edwards was one of the first to
propose this theory of fannish writ-
ing (in this decade anyway: I'll
wager it's appeared in similar guise
before), and it was later taken up
with gusto by D.West, then by many
others, even unto the very least
in the fannish horde.

"Fanwriting", (or 'fannish writing'
whatever it may be called), "is mar-
velously well suited to communications
about people and experiences", the
pundits say. 'Fannish writing' becomes
then something that can be short on
style, or on writing ability, but
long on context, mentioning all the
right people and happenings, and
therefore worthy of inclusion in the
exclusive 'fannish' category. Mean-
while, in a dark corner, excluded
from the company of good fans and
true, there is a pile of material,
some of it exceedingly well written,
but unfortunately about subjects
that are rather, yer know, 'unfannish':
they are about ideas and concepts;
about authors and their works; about
films and their makers. dell, I even
see the corner of one article poking
out there that's about the painter
Constable —well, I mean, how
unfannish can you get!

“hat? I'm being rather heavy-
handed in showing my bias? Of
course I am! Producing a fanzine 1like
the Ship I would be, wouldn't I?
I mean, here I am, running into an
exclusion clause in the fannish
contract, aren't I? So I've got
reason to be a little put out. I'm
not the only one to fall foul of the
small print in the fannish contract
either. The most recent WIZ to arrive
from Richard Bergeron (numero 11)
details his own problems with execlu-
sion clauses, this time relating to
his non-attendance at cons, which,

John D.

according to Avedon Carol, places
doubts on the validity of anything
Richard might want to say about
TAFF, its candidates and its
purposes. If a guy like Bergeron
has trouble with the small print,
well, I guess we can all worry
about what else is lurking down
there among the codicils, can't we?
Here we all were, thinking that
the only thing we had to worry
about was exercising the creative
freedom of our fanzines in a
responsible way, turning out zines
and writing to the best of our
ability, honing our meagre skill
with each issue, trying to commu-
nicate with our readers on any
subject that we felt interested
in, which, by extension, other
fans might be interested in too.
But, sniggering in the small print
all this time there have been
clauses that restrict the freedomn,
that limit the creativity to rather
more specific areas of concern,
which one steps outside at one's
peril. No wonder I've not been
able to get an overall response

to my zines that is better than
60%: I've been doing it wrong, the
zine's simply been breaking the
rules so fans haven't been taking
any notice of it all this time.
Damn it, I wish I'd known before!

Alright, alright, I'll
being sarcastic and state my own
objections to the idea of 'fannish
writing'. They are quite simply
stated: I don't believe there is
such a thing as 'fannish writing'.
Now I suppose you'll want me to
justify that statement. I thought
you would. No one takes a gentle-
man's word for anything nowadays!

stop

I read a lot of fanzines from
all over the world. Their contents
range from the sublime to the
thorouzhly ridiculous, and the
writing abilities displayed are
just as varied as the contents.
Those zines which stick in my
mind are ones which produce a good
mixture, that manage to balance
interesting content with enough
writing skills to convey the
writer's thoughts to the reader.
When it comes down to it, that is
the nub of any form of writing:



you take a subject (any subject) and
you write about it skilfully enough
to transfer what you have in your
head to the reader's head. There is
only one problem — no amount of
writing skill will get a subject
across that the reader doesn't want
to know about. So, the writer has two
hurdles to surmount before he can
communicate with his reader. The
first is the technical one of how

to write, while the second is a
strategic one: where to place a piece
so that it finds the reader it was
meant for.

In other words, the writer must
not only master the techniques of
writing enough to communicate, but
must also know his 'market'. It's
obvious really, isn't it? There is
not much point in writing pornography
and expecting it to sell to 'oman's
Own', or doing a sparkling piece on
"How to become a Satanist" and asking
'Church Times' to buy it. The same
applies in fannish circles. Send nme
a convention report, and the chances
are you'll get it back by return of
mail. Send Rob Hansen a piece on the
life and times of Robert Heinlein and
it'11 come back so fast it'll blister
the postman's fingers. Switch 'em
round and you stand a much better
chance of acceptance. There may be
no difference in the writing skills
in the two articles, and to my mind
they could both qualify as 'fan-
writing', being written by fans for
fans to read, and so having a certain
degree of assumed knowledge that
would not be so applicable if the
same material were being submitted
outside the fanzine 'market'.

So, I believe that the peculiar
beastie known as 'fannish writing'
is merely writing that is done with
a particular market in mind, done
for those fanzines that are 'more
context dependant' than others, that
are offshoots of the socialising
aspect of fandom. It is therefore
natural that they tend to be of a
more personal nature, since the
readership is one the writer knows
intimately, and can be addresses in
more confidential tones. But the
writer is still 'aiming for the
market', and the skills used are
those exact same skills as used
to write about Heinlein's socialist
tendencies, or the art and technique
of porcupine-quill macrame. To say

that the one form is 'unique', and
to laud it above all others as
something 'fannish', is to confuse
the 1issue, and, in truth, to
propogandize a favoured form of
content over others no less worthy.
And that is what we are really
being subjected to with these paeans
of praise for the 'fannish way of
writing': propoganda and self-
aggrandizement,nothing else. As
West says in 'Performance', when
someone claims that their work is
of a different nature to others and
therefore can't be judged in the
same way, then that someone is
pulling a fast one, or operating
under a false system of logic.

Good writing is good writing, and
if the subject appeals then you'll
enjoy it whatever category it falls
into. Anything more specific, more
proscriptive than that is just sone
kind of 'fascist groove thang', as
Higgbo is wont to say, and we
wouldn't sully the fair pages of
our fanzines with that sort of
thing, would we?

So, let's ditch the meaningless
categories, let's start thinking in
terms of whether a given piece of
writing works in the context of what
it sets out to do, and not measure
it up against some crypto-fannish
censor's list, to see if it conforms
to a certain 'norm' before giving
it a 'certificate of fannishness',
and a place in the truefan's library.
That's just driving fanzine fandom
up a cul-de-sac in a car with no
reverse gear, and probably no
brakes, either.
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Right, having got that
chest, I have just enough room to
inform you of a change in policy.
From CS10, I'm slimming down the
Ship to a more manageable 40 pages
or so, partly to get it out quicker,
and partly to make it easier to
produce anyway (56 pages is simply
too much for me at the moment).

This gets me onto a more frequent
schedule and gives me a chance to
get on with QUIET SUN, which has
been the major victim of my lack
of time this year. Also, with this
issue I'm takinz a chainsaw to the
deadwood on the mailing lists, so,
if you want to keep on getting

CS and RASTUS, act now. You haf
been warned!
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Occam’s Ragor
& Luthers



The biography section of the
local library is a marvelous source
of inspiration, information and
real-life blood and guts. What a
shame I read so much SF in my mis-
spent youth, and only recently
strayed outside the yellow rocket-
and-atom labels, to discover bio-
graphy. Of religious figures, mostly
~religion fascinates me. Indeed, to
such an extent does it do so that
I have become a professional
scientist.

Having got in my Initial Inflam-
matory Statement, we can all sit
back for the polemic, about Luther.

Luther, Martin, 1483-1546. Yes,
1983 was the 500th anniversary of
Martin Luther's birth, November 10th,
to be exact. Now, I seem to recall
that a year or so back was the 100th
anniversary of Einstein's birth. For
an entire year, we all heard about
special editions of books, magazines,
monographs, conferences, documenta-
ries and so on, that were to be
dedicated to this momentous event,
even though the guy had only been
dead 25-0dd years. However, Luther
seems to have kept a low profile,
despite doing as much for the Church
as zinstein did for Physics. A sign
of the time, perhaps. But curious,
because the religious changes of
the 15th and 16th centuries were
ancestral to our entire modern
worldview, and particularly the
seeds from which all of modern
science, including Einstein's
physics,were to grow. So sit back
gentle reader, while we take a
ramble through the origins of the
latest, and greatest, world religion.

It starts with Thomas Aquinas,
who organised and updated centuries
of impenetrable medieval thought by
arguing a comprehensive, coherent
worldview in which the Christian
faith was central to, and supportive
of, most of everyday life. God
suffused the world, and his presence
and nature could be deduced from the
world. This was one of the crowning
intellectual products of medieval
theology. And before we fall about
laughing, with jokes about angels
on pins and quotes from the Monty
Python 'Spanish Inquisition' sketch,
let us not forget this: A/ Medieval
theology laid the basis for nearly
all modern thought (literature is a
notable exception, having many

secular roots too); B/ It kept
Europe's cerebral hemisphere's
active for the 11th to 16th centu-
ries (much like whatwill be said

of modern physics in 2984, no doubt);
C/ It, and the Church, was a unify-
ing political philosophy and machine
which had not been equalled since
the Romans, and has not been equalled
since; D/ it was not about angels
or pins. However, it did delve into
extraordinary debates on the scrip-
tures, which were its major input

of 'new' ideas. Whole lecture courses
lasting for months would dwell on
one psalm, and some enthuisiasts
wrote whole books amplifying, exami-
ning and ultimately burying two or
three verses of the Good Book. The
Thomist school integrated much of
this background into a coherent
Christian statement without being
swamped by it, a statement that is
still used by some Christian apolo-
gists today. ileanwhile, the tradi-
tional Schoolsman added layer upon
layer to the libraries, and ordinary
people ignored them, getting on with
the important business of starving
and dying of the recently introduced
Bubonic plague.

Such a concise body of thought
was too inviting a target for many
academics to resist, and William of
Occam (Ockam,Ockham, take your pick)
did not resist hard. Applying his
principle of rhetoric least action,
Occam's Razor, he put the boot in
much of this, and unwittingly set
Europe on the way to the era of
Science. He, and the 'Nominalist'
school that followed, said that the
vast edifice of medieval learning
was based on the fallacy that it is
possible to know what God wanted in
the same sense that it is possible
to know that it is raining. There
are two sorts of knowledge, he said
— Human Knowledge (birds and bees)
and Divine Knowledge. The former is
what can be seen from the world
around us, but the latter is, by the
very nature of God, forever myster-
ious unless revealed by 'revelation'.

This struck at the heart of medi-
eval scholarship, the Church, and
most of the knowledge accumulated
since Plato. For all philosophical
schemes are based on the idea of
deducing the ineffable from the
mundane. The Church's power was
derived from the Pope, the college



of cardinals and their decrees by
way of medieval scholasticism. They
were at the head of a vast political
machine that taxed, organised and
sometimes defended all of Europe,
and was such a cohesive force that
the majority of local kings and
princes overlooked the corruption
and abuses of power in Rome simply
because civilisation 'as they knew
it' would collapse without the
Church. However, by the 15th Century
the power of the Papacy was weakened
due to internal political problems
— there were two Popes from 1378 to
1415, for example, one in Avignon -
and to an increasing Italianisation
which alienated the North Zuropeans.
Northern Europe was also fragmenting
as the Holy Roman Empire distente-
grated under external pressure and
the growing ambition of its princes,
and the cohesive power of the Church
in Germany, in particular, was seem-
ing increasingly unconvincing. Now
Occam appears, and says that the
Pope cannot know that his various
powers of taxation and control are
supported by God from terrestrial
facts, thus undermining the philo-
sophical basis of an already shakey
power structure. If it is not reveal-
ed to him, or his predecessors, by
God, then the Pope has no more idea
than William of Occam.

Of course, Occam was a medieval
scholar, so now we think of him as
limited by the bounds of medieval
thought. That he broke out of them
as far as he did was an acheivement
to stand alongside Einstein's in
Paradigm-busting. But today we may
carry his thought further, and
arrive at the second axiom of science:
Reality is not Cryptic.(Ie, there are
no hidden bits of the Universe.
Quarks are as obvious as cows if
you look at them properly. This con-
trasts with the Christian view,where
part or all of causality derives
from God, and is in principle not
accessible to man. The first axiom,
'The External World is Real', is
only of interest if you are Bishop
Berkeley. The Third is 'Deductive
logic is universally applicable',
and of course implies all the rules
of deductive logic. All seem reason-
able and are unprovable.)

This is all obvious, you cry! But
not to the Middle Ages. To us, the
phrase 'In the beginning was the

Word' has a mystical ring. To them

it was an obvious, earthy fact,
exactly analogous to 'in the winter
there was frost'. The world was
suffused with The Word, and God
made the flowers grow, the apples
fall, and the perihelion of Mercury
advance, by pushing at the right
moment .

Well, that may be so, said Occamn,
or it may not, but we cannot know
from observation and deduction. Ve
can only know through faith and
revelation.

Other scholars took it from there
in different directions. Galileo
looked upwards and:"Hey guys, the
stars seem to be running themselves
without any cogs or angels pushing".
Even the elaborate, Earth-centred
clockwork of Ptolemy was breaking
down. Machiavelli took a long, cold
look at politics and decided that
kings and Popes do not rule because
God put them there, but because they
were the pick of a power structure
that perpetuated itself by means
that individuals would be locked up
or hung for (Machiavelli was 500
in 1969). The very concept of 'Natu
'Nature'! began to take shape as a
system of rules and laws which
needed no God for their perpetuation.
The circles of the planets and the
circulation of the blood stem from
the same concept. Only chemistry
resisted this push away from the
mysticuntil well into the 18th
Century, as it was just too complex
for the limited technolgy of the day.

As others were dechristianising
politics, astronomy and medicine,
Erasmus and Luther took opposite
roads to dechristianising Chris-
tianity. Erasmus was an academnic,
and heartily loathed the popular,
down -to-earth Luther, regarding
him as a rabble-rouser, although
that did not prevent him from pen-
ning many well-turned insults aimed
at the Papal court. Luther had had
his fill of the dry arguments of
academics, and took Nominalist
ideas to their applied, popular
conclusion. If we cannot know about
the Divine except by faith and
revelation, then neither can the
Pope, he said. As most of the papal
powers of political manouevring and
repression were derived from medi-
eval scholasticism, and not from
revelation, then they have no



validity. So sod you, he said, (fre-
quently, with various degrees of
diplomacy) to the Pope, I am going

to follow the scriptures and my faith,

not interpretations of interpretations.

(Incidentally, the much quoted saying
actually goes:"Where the Scriptures
stand, there stand I. I can do no
other." And it could well be apo-
cryphal anyway.) And, carrying his
watchword of 'Justification by Faith',
he and rather a lot of Northern
Europe went off to found all the
multitudinous non-catholic churches
of Europe. Those churches carried
with them the idea that there were
two sorts of knowledge — Divine
(usually revealed through the Bible
and faith, although some, like John
Wesley and Joseph Smith, have claimed
more direct routes), and the Human.
And that although the former is the
only relevant one for moral and
religious questions, the latter is
applicable on its own to the external
world.

Now, this all sounds pretty dull
and obvious, in a world where anyone
trying to publish a new advance in
Higgs field theory based on St.Paul's
Epistle to the Romans would be locked
away. But was Occam actually on the
right track?

Of course he was not. It is ludi-
crous to suppose that religion has
nothing to say about Higgs fields.
The whole point of a religion is its
global exploratory power. This distin-
guishes a religion from a superstition
—~ the latter has no global relevance,
being instead an arbitrary rule for
a specific case, like rules about
walking under ladders, finding
aberrant clover plants and so on.
Medieval Christianity explained how
the world worked, why, where it came
from and what man's place in it was.
Occam said that there was no logical
reason for it to do so. If he was
right, the rational response would
have been to junk the whole thing,
not emasculate it by removing all
its terrestrial parts. Modern Christ-
ianity, especially liberal Protest-
ant Christianity, claims to know
nothing about how the world started,
where it is going, what our place in
it is, indeed, even such fundamentals
of most religions as the causes and
cures of our psychic disorders. Human
knowledze has been split away from
this religion, leaving a vague set

of rules moral, and a belief in

an afterlife, in short, the out-
ward manifestations of a super-
stition with the remnant philo-
sophy of a religion. Unsurprisingly,
people have been leaving this
anaemic belief system in droves

for more than a century, preferring
the rabid excesses of American-
style evangelism, the Moonies or,
the most popular option, TV and
apathy.

Not all cultures have been
theocidal. Islam in particular has
stuck to the global explanatory
power of Mohammedism since the 7th
century, with a few hiccups, which,
as they invented chemistry, optics,
basic maths and much of astronomy
as systems for describing the world
without the intervention of God,is
no mean feat. Mohammed taught that
whether you go to heaven or hell,
whether your spouse lives or dies,
whether the third day of the Test
is rained off or not, is the implac-
able Will of Allah. Nothing you can
do will alter that. Although the
wicked man is urged to try and be
good, whether he succeeds or not
is predetermined and nothing to do
with him. A depressing thought?

Jo more than, say. the inevitable
senescence and death of every cell
in your body due to 'error catas-
trophe' predicted by some theories
of aging. That's just the way it
is, kid: Allah's got thermodynamics
on his side. This contrasts to
Christianity, where God's will can
be swayed by the acts of his crea-
tion. The Christian believes that
he has free will, that his acts
are self-determined. The fundamen-
talist Moslem has no such belief.
Perhaps this is why the Lutheran
revolution occurred in Europe. Man
and God are two seperate agencies
there, with the rest of the world
in an uncertain hinterland bet-
ween them, ready to be claimed by
the mundane or the divine. No such
dichotomy existed for Mohammed.

Several other religions still
believe in their Global explanatory
power — Taoism, Hinduism, Buddhism
all believe in powers or spirits
permeating and at least partly
motivating the whole world. Only
Northern Zurope and its colonial
offshoots have abandoned this idea.

Tut, tut, what sort of Godless



society is this?" the Europeans
cried, and inmediately began to
build a new system of global explan-
ation to replace the Christian one
and, ultimately, to replace Christ-
ianity entirely. Divine knowledge
had been emasculated as an explana-
tion for Life, the Universe and
Everything, so the computers had to
step into the breach.

The exponential growth in scien-
tific knowledge, and of scientists,
which is showing no signs of stop-
ping in this century, began at the
end. of the 16th Century.

It is indisputable that Science
has replaced all religions as the
global explanatory system of choice
in Western society. A few 'outside'
beliefs have made a belated push for
the power vacuum left when the
Nominalists pushed over the first
domino of the Papal power structure.
The Rosicrucians in the 17th Century,
satanists and spiritualists in the
19th, what might loosely be called
Beatle Buddhism in the 20th. The
Rosicrucians are a fascinating case:
they seem to have appeared overnight
like a sort of spontaneous combus-
tion of spiritual unrest which only
subsequently gave itself the conven-
tional trappings of a Founder, a Book,
a Revelation. The need for a new
religion dragged the same response
from several independant founders.
The freemasons were unusually active
around the same time. But these
represented only small incursions
into the growth of the scientific
viewpoint, each rising to produce
a following from thousands to
millions for a few decades before
retreating again, leaving the name
of Aleister Crowley or Bhagwan behind
in history. None has gained a foot-
hold since the mid-19th Century,
without some of the trappings of
science, a theologial tax paid to
the majority belief. Today, science
reigns supreme. It is, in effect, the
new system of global explanation.
'It must have a scientific explana-

tionT 1s the cry of the day, as once
were 'It is the Will of Allah', and

'Liber scriptus proferratur/ In quo
totum continatur/ Unde mundus judi-
catur', Science is, in all but name,
the religion of the Common Age.

There are some differences between
it and previous Western religions,
which confuse some people. There is

10

no Godhead (as is true of most major
religions). There is no Pope (al-
though the Nobel Prize committee
create a few new saints every year).
However, there are cathedrals,

. pilgrimages, and a career structure

that has been likened to the medieval
guilds, but would more profitably

be related to the cleric's life on
which the Guilds themselves were
based. And, of course, there is the
total necessity that all of this,
especially the expensive and time-
consuming parts, Not Be Questioned.
If anybody thought that building
York Minster was a stupid waste of
time, their voice was drowned by the
same multitude that put a man on the
Moon nearly a thousand years later.

Along with this comes exclusivity.
The majority of scientists today
are openly atheistic or of such
indeterminate, liberal Christian
background that their nominal
religion does not actually impinge
on their life at all. Indeed, the
only self-professed, active Christian
I have ever encountered among the
research community was regarded as
something between an amusing anach-
ronism and a nut by his colleagues.
The same exclusivity applies to
other systems of gzlobal explanation,
of course, but the transition is
most marked when considering
Christianity.

This is not to say that there is
not disagreement within Science. But
it is internal. Environmentalists
form their own schisms within the
new church to battle the doctrine
of nuclear power, using not any
external values or the weapons of
the older religions, but rather
those of science itself. Galileo,
remember, was criticised not
because he had not made his obser-
vations accurately, but because his
logic was at odds with Aristotle,
and his conclusions with the Bible.
No such attacks are tenable today.

Today we see the medieval church
in terms of a political monolith,
and our perspective makes invisible
the smaller schisms and fringe
religions around its periphery. But
they were there, preaching the end
of the world in 1000AD, trial by
fire or water for witches (which
only had general hold in the more
primitive areas of Europe, like
Britain), and merging Christianity



with earlier religions as happened

in Scandinavia in the 10th and 1lth
Centuries, and in Hungary and Roma-
nia somewhat later. Today, the fringe
of science is very visible, as often
as not because of the over-reaction
of the orthodoxy to the threat from
the UFO followers, the chrysanthemum
conversationalists and those wanting
porpoises for president. As in the
Middle Ages, and as in other religions
today, this fringe merges with fantasy
on one side and orthodoxy on the
other. On the orthodox side, where
once maps were filled with dragons
because the Bible mentioned them

and, hell, they weren't in my yard

so they must be in his, now we have
what Brian Aldiss called the Bestiary
of Science. The CETI projects fill
the Universe with civilisations,
because one of the tenets of science
is that we must be typical and, hell,
the BEMs aren't in our solar system
so they must be somewhere else,
despite a paucity of evidence for
them that would have killed any
frailer theory decades ago.

On the fiction side, we, of course,
have our morality plays, our mysteries,
and ultimately our equivalent of the
nedieval literature where all acts
had to play to the Christian back-
ground. Where a wooden 'Hand of God'
prodded the protagonists into action,
now simulated laser beams and poly-
chromatic computers urge them, and
their angelic/demonic companions,
to oreater effort. Of course, science
fiction is not really about science,
is it? Think of Watson and Priest
and (shudder) Vonnegut. And think
how popular their books are compared
to the latest Perry Rhodan, or
"2020: A Space Sequel". The people
want reassurance that, despite all
the evidence, the new religion really
will bring utopia, or annihalation
if we follow the devil's path. And
they get it, while in practice the
world continues pretty much as it
always has, being mildly unpleasant
for nearly everybody most of the
time. This does not condemn all
science fiction, even all 'hard'
science fiction filled with the
new theology of starships and gene
manipulation, to illiterate junk.
Bach wrote reams of church music,
which is nevertheless masterly
composition., But the literature must
be breathed into the scientific
faith. Trying to seperate the

n

science from science fiction will
produce masterful, innovative works
of imaginative writing that no one
will want to read.

Because Christianity has been
so effectively ousted by science,
there is a feeling that allowing
your life to be run by any religion
is a Bad Thing. But what can we
Co About It Al1? Nothing, of course.
Even if we wanted to, we could not
overthrow science as a world reli-
zion without providing a more
attractive substitute. Thomas Kuhn
argued that scientific Laws fall
into self-supporting groups he
called Paradigns, and that paradigms
are very socially stable and need
a lot of pushing to topple. He did
not point out that the whole of
science is itself a super-paradigm,
a vast edifice of all possible
scientific laws interconnected
with each other and with the core
belief in the so-called 'scientific
method'. As such it is so socially
stable and so entrenched that it
will take a thousand Galileos and
a million Einsteins to overthrow it.

I would argue, anyway, that we
do not want to overthrow science.
The new religion is not noticeably
worse than the old, not signifivantly
more expensive or repressive. And
it is as good a method of finding
The Truth as any — better than
most if by The Truth you mean the
little facts that make up the
consumer lifestyle. There is no
need to root it out. One day sone-
one may root it out for us, or our
descendants. Until then, share and
enjoy your position on the fringe
of the priesthood ~ all the fun
of speculative science without
actually having to do the damn
experiments.

You might say a short prayer
for Martin Luther, though, when
you watch your next TV documentary
on brain transplants, or go to
your next convention. The poor
sod is not turning in his grave —
you couid scientifically prove it
But with what's been done with
the seeds of dissent he sowed,
he most certainly would rather
like to!
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David

As I walked out ,

1 saw the first Spring Onion

In Fortnum's Fine Food Store .

Walking on past a peeling poster ,

I fell into an absurd plot ;

' Carry On Thinking.'

Kenneth Williams as Jean-Paul Sartre ,
T Liz Fraser as Simone Ve Beauvoir .
— Outside the closed-down Roxy Cinema
A man gave his girlfriend flesh-eating lilies;
She's not his girl-friend any more ...

[ And I hear the self -same conversation
In every nook and social cranny :

" I'1ll never ever forget what's-his-name —hate him

dut can't remember why'! "

nu

As I walked on ,

The drive-in all-new Gospel Crusade

Had on it's huge gold-plated video screen,
That face that no one remembers ;

That face that never forgets :

" My People, the hated Dictatorship is over -
Now you will elect me Democratically . "
He laughed . I couldn't see the joke .

But in my second-rate hotel the Porter had told me :

" If you require anything Sir , just speak into the lamp .’

As I walked on ,
Into the glistening party that never ends ,
All the Hosts began saying :

" He's not my guest. "

Asl

coLLINg
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R. Morgan

" God, I thought he was yours, darling ."

" Who do you mean ?"

" i

Who cares .
There's piped music installed in all these prison cells ,

And air conditioning in the 'Hole' .

In the next door flat the young son asks, "Daddy ,
Can I borrow the gun tonight ?"

The television yells out another frenetically paced
dalf -hour of zany humour |,

As Mummy picks up the phone to Dial-a-prayer

And the Kids' beds rise from the floor. \ﬂt -\\"Mﬁ -
N
l}
As 1 walked out , ""!“J ,‘ﬂ“ { 'ﬂ:”! ""
The people in the skyscraping office blocks , =

That covered all Lhe concreted ground ar ound
Wwatched a lone Holly leaf fall...
And one frog saying to the other:
"

It's no use Prince ,

No one believes in Fairy Stories anymore ."

As 1 walked out ,

Into the gathering crowds finally before the one raised stage
We were one being , waiting for a way .

The roll of drums ; the invisible Orchestra , Crescendoed into
The tall figure dressed in radiant white .
We longed for answers...Reason to be given ,
But underneath the burning Arclights

Her grease-paint began to melt ;

It peeled on me , it peeled on everyone ;
There was no face beneath -

And the show had just begun.

Walked Out
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Martyn Taylor

The Philosopher’s Stone

(A Critical Re-examination of Alfred Bester’s “The Demolished Man")

I was a babe in arms when Alfred
Bester's THEZ DEMOLISHED MAN was
first published and received as hot
stuff. It won the first Hugo and
despite this honour has since assun-
ed a niche in the pantheon of SF
creations deserving (rather than
merely claiming) the epithet 'great'.
It has been available more or less
constantly since first publication,
which is the highest accolade for
any book out in the real world where
real readers pay real money to buy
real books (as opposed to being
sent them for free like us jaundiced
reviewers). When I first read the
book some years ago, taking it at my
customary hard gallop, I considered
it a cut above yer average skiffy
tale and so, when John D. suggested
I 're-examined' a classic for his
series on re-examined classics, this
seemed like a good choice to me.

Peter Nicholls has this to say
about THE DEMOLISHED MAN: "It is the
pace, the style, the passion and the
pyrotechnics that make the novel
extraordinary. The future society
is evoked in marvellously hard-edged
details; the hero is a driven, re-
sourceful man whose obsessions are
explained in Freudian terms which
would seem too slick if they were
given straight, but are evoked with
the same sceptical, witty, painful
irony, typical of New York, which
informs the whole novel." (from THE
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF SCIENCE FICTION)

I couldn't have said it better
myself. The story combines space
opera — plamet hopping, vast con-
structs, boy-next-door megalomaniacs,
and everything not too far removed
from the way we live now — with
psychology, linguistic gyumnastics,
and a suitably moral futuristic
ending, and Bester wraps it all
up in 187 breathless pages. All in
all, a most serviceable formula for
reading fireworks.

Literary analysis is all too often
detailed scrutiny of the component
parts of a work, a process less than

enlightening in this case because
the component parts are no more

this book than a 'rocket' is merely
a cardboard tube glued to a stick,
stuffed with saltpetre and a few
crystals of heat-reacting chemicals,
and blocked off with a twist of

blue touch paper. While they may

be the 'how' of all those oohs and
aahs, they are not the 'why'.
Exapination of the book's components
will show us the reasons.

The setting of the talie — Ben
Reich and his megacorporation
('Monarch', oh, subtle, Mr.B, subtle)
bestride the solar system and go
about their daily business like a
cross between Cesare Borgia and a
rhino with gutsache — is standard
pulp SF stuff, conceived for readers
who haven't the least idea, and
care even less, about the way
business gets done. Bester does no
more than genuflect towards stereo-
types — which is galling if you
are trying to plough your way
through the plot (sic) of GOD'S
BANKER and know full well that the
machinations of big business are
far more outlandish than anything
even Paul Erdman could devise — BUT
that is all he needs to do. He is
not attempting to create a realistic
future — which would probably show
him way out of his depth — but to
use those standard references,
embedded in the consciousness of
most of his readers, to create a
serviceable backcloth for his story
without having to slow the pace by
describing it in greater detail.
Vhat Bester provides is a movie set,
stimulating extant references in
the reader's memory. His store fronts
are merely flat surfaces propped
up by off-camera scaffolding, but
within the context of the 'movie!
they creat a perfectly rezlistic
setting acceptable to the viewer,
essentially functional within that
context, not intended to be 'real!
or even realistic, per se.

Characterisation works on much



the same level. The twin protago-
nists — the homocidal Reich and the
policeman Powell — are both suggested
as real personalities. The colour of
their hats advertise them as oaddie
and goodie but they are not entirely
evil or virtuous, just the way you
and I aren't. As well as being
ruthless, Reich is charming, and
really suffers from nightmares,
while Powell is an arrogant prick
much given to extravagant fantasy
when faced by intellectual inferiors.
The reader, hurtling past at the
pace of the plot, is just given
sufficient information to generate
recognisably genuine images, rather
than those typical SF stereotypes
which would never merit the sympathy
of anyone possessed of the intellec-
tual distinction to read Alfred
Bester. Slow down the movie to
frame-by-frame speed and it becomes
obvious that those 'real' people

are cardboard cutouts adorned by
some cutesy decoration, lovely to
look at but bereft of life. Of
course, that decoration is effective.
Bester wields a mean paintbrush, and
those gestures towards characterisa-
tion — Reich's obsession and mental
torture, Powell's dilemna in recon-
ciling his urge to power with his
responsibilities — are undoubtedly
convincing when viewed from the
careering carriage of THE DEMOLISHED
MAN's plot. They prove inadequate
only before more thorough conside-
ration, the sort yer average skiffy
reader isn't going to make.

With only one exception the plot-
ting of this book is both taut and
convincing. That exception comes at
the crucial moment when Reich reveals
to Powell that he is the killer by
letting slip information only the
killer could possess. This slip is
so obvious that even the dullest
reader must light up and cry
"Gotcha!" when it is made. Yet
Reich is presented as a very clever
man, having successfully plotted
and executed a 'perfect' murder. it
the time of the slip he ic firing
on all mental cylinders, hyped up
to the gills on bloodlust ard the
conviction of his own superiority.
The likelihood of Reich making that

slip at that time, when it is certain
to hang (demolish) him, is minimal;
minimal, that is, unless he wants

to be caught.
I say, Holmes, isn't that a bit...
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and here we come to probably the
major factor in the book's specta-
cular reception in 1953. Reich
wants to be caught. Hey, that's
heavy. Gosh, wow, boyohboyohboy,
this guy's talking Freud, man,

he's hitting us with Jung! It's

all there, just look. Sibling
rivalry, Barbara D'Courtney is
fixated on her father as a sex
object, and could it be more obvious
that the murder scene — the Orchid
Room, fer Christ's sake — is the
womb? It is straight Freud. All
that nightmare symbolism is pure
Jung. Crazy man, crazee. Now, even
allowing for yer average skiffy
reader of today being unable to
tell Sigmund Freud from Clement
Freud, and probably thinking that
Carl Jung plays synth with Kraft-
werk, anything more than a cursory
glance ought to be enough to show
that Bester's exposition of these
psychologzical nuggets is pretty
sketchy (just like his exposition
of everything else in this book).
The reson he doesn't give his Freud
Freudian explanation straight is
that anything more substantial than
flashes of 'Freud' and 'Jung' at
regular intervals would reveal that
his grasp of these theories is at
the John and Janet stage, that of
the colour supplement reader rather
than the serious student (just like
his readers, in fact). Even when

he wrote THE DEMOLISHED MAN, it

was a widely acknowledged heresy
that Freud's infantile sexual
theories were based not so much

on real insight as his inability

to accept that the dream-revealed
obsessions of his patients were
not illustrations of their repressed
desires ("I wanna screw Daddy), but
echoes of their genuine experience
("Daddy screwed me"); and it was
known that Jung's 'death wish' was
nothing like so definite, tut passed
into common parlance as such because
of a mistranslation —any relation-
ship to Biblical scholarship on
this point being purely coincidental.

Of course, Bester was not writing
a book about Freudian theories. he
was utilising those theories to
create a story, to entertain, and
at the same time massage the egos
of his readers. Psychology is
notoriously a problem area for the
practicioners (in fact and imagi-
nation) of the harder edged sciences,



which accounts for the frightened
contempt in which yer average skiffy
reader still holds it (and how much
more so was it in 1953? Anyone?)
That Bester's use of these insights
is so obvious as to be instantly
recognisable as such can only rein-
force the nervous reader's self
esteem. This could be simply bad
writing, but there is ample evidence
in THE DEMOLISHED MAN that Bester

is a highly skilled writer, and a
better, more satisfying conclusion
is that it is a very subtle manouevre
by Bester to win over his readers.
You can almost see yer average
Skiffy reader of 1953 grinning to
himself when he reads page 8 and
realises that Reich's 'Man With No
Face' has to be Reich himself, and
marking one up to himself, saying

"I gotcha that time, you smart-assed
New York writer feller, you. You
can't put one over on good ol!
Johnny Doe." Whereas, in fact,
Bester is doing precisely that. Dead
Cunning, Mr.B., dead cunning.

Of course, Bester may have been
sincere in believing that he was
laying heavy concents on his public
and dealing with them in a truly
insightful way. In which case, not
very clever, Mr.B., not very clever
at all. But I don't think that I'm
wrong. I think Bester is having a
good game with his reader, who he
knows very well. At the very end of
the book he gives a recapitulation
(strictly unnecessary in terms of
the plot¥ in which Powell (Bester)
spells it out to Crabbe (yer average
skiffy reader) just how all the
loose ends have been neatly spliced,
and no reader has any excuse for
reaching the last page still scratch-
ing his head. This recapitulation
smacks of those obligatory last
scenes in which Perry Mason spells
it out in words of singles syllables
(or less) for Della Street (aka yer
average tv viewer), all the while
wearing a confiding smirk to Paul
Drake which says "But of course we
knew all the time, didn't we, ole
buddy." And of course the reader,
recieving both information and the
sly nudge and wink, just like yer
average tv viewer, can do nothing
but nod enthuisiastically to this
compliment, and not notice the curl
of contempt on Mason/Bester's lips
as he turns away from the last shot.
Bester leads his reader through this

story by a ring through his nose.
He is brazen, and I, for one, can't
help but admire his audacity.

Taken one by one the components
of this story are unexciting, having
little of gzenuine quality by way of
invention, character, background.
Yet Bester combines these ingredients
into a whole that is a lot more than
the sum of the parts. How does he
do it? He presents everything at
breackneck pace. The reader is given
only the merest glimpse of every
step in the plot before being whisked
on to the next step, leaving a memory
of first impressions rather than
substantative reflection. We all
know that first impressions can be
deceptive, but that is all Bester
intends us to have, and he serves
up only the best crafted of impres-
sions. Like the movie maker he
resembles, he is red-hot on presenta-
tional impact. From his very first
words "Explosion! Concussion! The
vault doors burst open!" he has you
by the throat. His words give off
vigour like steam. The pace at which
event follows event bludgeons. This
is the secret. Peter Nicholls calls
it passion, and there are very few
books written with such fervour,
such conviction, such relentless
dynamism. THE DEMOLISHED MAN is
story telling con brio, and Bester
is like the ancient mariner, stopping
cne in three and fixing him with a
glittering eye. If you are among
the excluded two you may wonder what
the hell is going on, but if you
are that one there is no doubting
the fact that you are spellbound.
You may be rolling over and playing
dead, but Bester assuredly has you
under the fluence. Yes, yes, yes,
as Nicholls says, THE DEMOLISHED
MAN has pace, style, passion and
pyrotechnics, but even they are not
sufficient explanation of the success
of Bester's transformation of his raw
material into this gem. Or should I
say gold? It is plain what the addi-
tional factor is. Writer's alchemy,
that's what it is. And we all know
that alchemy has been banished from
the world by the advent of science,
don't we?
i
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OX TALES by DAVID BATEMAN

A memoir of a very minor theatre group

I went to the magic ox,

and I said, "Magic ox, how do you do?

And do you have anything sensible to say?"
And the magic ox said,

"I'm fine, thank you, and indeed I do:

won't you try this on for size.

Where necessary, attempt the impossible;

and where possible, celebrate your failures.
It's a little maxim I picked up somewhere.
It's difficult picking things up when you've only got hooves,
but the magic helps considerably."

(From "The Magic Ox" by Dimba Vedanta, c.1410-1524)

There are times, especially lying in bed unable to sleep
after drinking a quarter-bottle of whisky with no chaser,
when one falls to wondering about the purposes of one's
life; and there are times, especially in the morning (and
not even necessarily the following one) when those doubts
return, taking up the space in orne's mind that was previously
occupied by any confidence one had in anything.

Standing around in a silver body-stocking in Granada
TV's Exchange Flags studio last Wednesday morning, waiting
to perform our three-minute slot for the programme on the
Chinese New Year, was one of those latter occasions. The
Granada people had by now realised that we were weird,
and in just a few minutes they would be realising that we
weren't really a theatre group at all: that it was all a
hoax. "You're a writer, David, " I was telling myself.
"Well, that is, you write poetry, and some of it's quite
good. You kxnow you can't act for toffee, so why insist on
making a fool of yourself in this manner?"

I'd probably have felt a little more confident if we'd
had a proper rehearsal at all.

What we were about to perform was supposedly an excerpt
from our show, "Tricking The Pig", that we were due to
perform in Chinatown the following Sunday. In fact, this
three minute 'excerpt' was still the only part of the show
that existed: and I could think of more comfortable places
than a TV studio for our first dress rehearsal.

Three of us were acting in that slot. There was Les,
who was playing the Pig who kept wandering away from his
rightful place in the heart of the magic time-controlling
machine, and Margaret and I, as Wind-wood ard Metal, two
of the five elemental powers (the only powers other than
Pig unaffected by the subsequent stopping of time), who
were trying to fetch him back.
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The other three members, Helen, Ian and Jcnathan,
were standing at mikes off-camera, ready to provide
the 'music'. From their platform, Jonathan, clutching
a tin whistle that all of us knew he couldn't play,
happily called over to us, "Hey, look at us! VWe're
musicians!" In fact, of the three of them, only Helen
could actually play. Jonathan's remark cheered me up a
little: if they three were musicians, then I supposed
that we three must be actors.

For a lot of the time, but especially at times like
that, I feel that Magic Ox is actually a pretend theatre
group; but on the other hand, I know that we are usually
very good at that pretence. So convincing are we, in fact,
that most people still believe we are a theatre group of
sorts, even after seeing us perform. Some of them are even
under the impression that we are quite a good theatre group,
and I do not like to argue with them.

On Wednesday morning we were a street theatre group from
Liverpool who had never performed in Liverpool or even in
a street of any description. Our performances and small
reputation were things confined almost entirely to the
world of summer fairs. In autumn 1983, we lost Berni and
Yon, the founder members, and now, months later, Magic Ox
was coming out of a sort of hibernation and entering the
bright new future of 1984.

The basic ideas for "Tricking The Pig" had come out of
a group meeting a month earlier; but in typical Magic Ox
fashion, no one began work on props or costumes or even
the plot until two weeks before the show, booked for Sunday,
5th February. Indeed, to spend even two weeks in preparation
is unusual for Magic Ox. As a rule, ideas for shows are
conceived beforehand in a very vague fashion, then the
show itself is dreamed up and knocked together in a week,
performed once, then dropped altogether. Ideas from a
particular show may recur, but the same show is never
repeated. This may seem an odd way of working — and it may
change as Magic Ox begin to work more on home territory -
but it is well suited to, and contributes to, the unique
character of summer fairs. Until it's already started, no
one really knows what a particular fair is going to be
like. And summer fairs are were Magic Ox spent its infancy
(and it is still only a calf really, bless its thick-
skinned little soul).

Most people will have heard of the Glastonbury Fairs
(in recent years expanded by the CND), but may not realise
that similar fairs occur all over England from May to
September. The size and the level of organisation varies
a lot, but generally they are two-day events which bring
together a mixture of activities and entertainments
including music of many kinds, theatre and circus-type
activities, performances of all sorts cropping up all over
the site. The larger fairs have dozens of stalls as well
as the usual beer-tent, wine-bar, cafes and crafts. They
are modern versions of the medieval fair, and the effect
is the creation of a temporary and unusually festive
village. At the busier fairs, you will generally want
to be 1n at least twc places at cnce, but you won't mind
settling for one.
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Admittedly it is unfair to judge a fair on the basis
of the number of famous names performing, since the less-
known performers and less-organised activities are just
as important to the atmosphere of a fair; but I will give
one (extreme) example of the range of performers. At
Cornwall's Zlephant Fair '83, I saw, amongst many other
acts, SPK, The Cure, Benjamin Zephaniah and Y¥r. Spratt's
Twenty-First Century Popular Motets. And on the last day
alone, there was Ivor Cutler; Robin Williamson (ex
Incredible String Band); Rip, Rig & Panic; a mask-mime
show by Trestle Theatre; Roy Harper and Alternative
Cabaret (from London's Comedy Store). Fairs give you
quite a lot of experiences to gloat over afterwards.

Magic Ox was conceived in Liverpool in the autumn of
1981. Berni Armstrong and Yonian Chivers — who had first
met at a Welfare State theatre company workshop in Liver-
pool two years earlier, while playing the characters of
Death and Life respectively — had spent the first part of
that summer as temporary members of YWelfare State, and
then spent the rest of the summer at fairs, running puppet,
mask and sculpture workshops and doing a little acting.
Now, with the confidence and photos of the summer's
activities, they began badgering friends to form a theatre
company.

By May 1982, they had a basic group of five people,
had sorted out story-line and roles, and were concentra-
ting on prop-making and other preparations. Though there
was to be a special emphasis on immediate visual impact,
and though there were some plans to involve the public in
the show, these were the only features of the company
that were at all unusual. The basic idea was to tour a
single show = "Yinka's Quest"— from fair to fair, in the
manner of a conventional theatre company.

The play, "Yinka's Quest", owed its setting to Berni's
childhood in Nigeria. The girl Yinka goes in search of a
moon-totem which was stolen from her village by a demon;
and through various encounters during her quest, she
gradually achieves a sort of enlightenment.

Due to a series of twists of fate, "Yinka's Quest"
would never be performed, though the props produced for
it would be used again and again. Similarly, Magic Ox,
rather than becoming the projected neat little street
theatre company, instead became something quite different.

The first twist was that the first two fairs of that
year, though welcoming Magic Ox to perform, didn't have
any spare money. So, in mid-June, with no transport
expenses available, Magic Ox set off for the Green Fair
in Suffolk without their props: Jonathan hitch-hiked from
Doncaster; Tristan, Berni and Yon cycled from Liverpool
with cloth, glue, string, nails and hammers; and Helen
cycled from Birmingham with a melodeon and a Death mask
stolen from Welfare State.

Lacking the vital props for "Ynka's Quest" at those
two fairs, the group were forced to make up new shows
on the spot, and this tendency was reinforced by two
more twists; firstly, two bookings requiring shows to
fit "theme" fairs later in the summer; and secondly, the

2



erratic line-up of the group, which was changing from fair to
fair. Berni, who was still trying to see Magic Ox as a theatre
company rather than as a flexible group, was, not unnaturally,
disturbed by these changes; then he gradually came to reslise
that this flexibility in both line-up. and performance was in
fact one of Magic Ox's most important assets. "Theme merchants",
he dubbed the group, which is probably as good a description

as any.

When I first went to visit Magic Ox and read poetry at
north Norfolk's Fire & Water Fair in August 1982, the group
had already developed a distinct and unusual identity, one
aspect of which was the inevitablity with which I wourd up as
a member. I recall being surprised that none of the group
really seemed to know what was going to happen in the impending
show. They were going to build a ship as a set, the performance
was to represent the voyage of a ship of fools, and the ship
was going to be burnt as the finale: that much was known, and
the group were apparently content to leave any finer details
until the last moment, preferring to spend the meantime
swimming in the sea, building curious structures on the beach,
and going to considerable trouble to collect enormous quanti-
ties of pine-cones for no particular reason. That the group
did ultimately manage to build a ship in the middle of a
field and put on a show seemed to me to be a small miracle.

But I was with Magic Ox for only their last two fairs of
1982, after which the group scattered and went into a winter's
hibernation; so it wasn't until the next summer that I got
any overall impression of the group beyond its high-speed
production of shows, its semi-professional amateurism, its
sudden changes in size and its evident preoccupation with
archetypal and mythological themes.

The actual nature of performance varies quite a lot: it
may consist of constant interaction, in character, in an
environment of the group's own construction, such as the
partly underground Earth environment at the Earth Fair, or
the village of Peaceful Green for Norwich's Peaceful Green
Fair; or it may be a straight show, performed to a static
audience. Generally, even Magic Ox's straightest acting is
highly stylised, unrealistic; and since the actors are
often representing animals, trees, spirits, elemental powers
et cetera, masks and costumes are used to powerful effect.

This is a quote from Berni, on his intentions in performing:
"A performance should work on a number of levels, not just
entertainment. You need to make the show, or the environnent,
whateever you're doing, a reality for the audience, however
unreal or weird it seems at first glance; getting them to
make leaps of imagination to get involved in it. You should
intrigue them, get them to contribute imagination to it.
Their interpretation should be personal. If the audience
bring something of themselves to the show in response to
it, it's worked."

A1l well and good. Then, in October 1983, Yon began a
Dramatic Arts course in Kent, and with she and Berni (the
only real actors in the group) planning to spend summer
1984 in the U.S.A, it seemed at several points as if Magic
Ox might retire to those great Magic grazing grounds in
the sky. Except that the rest of us didn't know how to stop.
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Which Is how come I wound up standing around looking
weird and feeling weirder in the TV studio of February
1st, trying to convince myself that all this was going
to be extremely enjoyable in retrospect. Being able to
hide behind a silver half-mask to some extent made up
for the exposed feeling of the silver body-stocking, but
not enough really: I would have preferred to be hiding
in bed. Even my silver monkey-boot were poor compensation,
and my silver hair kept rattling in my ears and catching
in the silver rays sticking up from my forehead.This was
no state to be in at ten o'clock in the morning.

Our state of unpreparedness for that day can only be
described as consummate. Helen had called round and woken
me up at 3.15 on the previous afternoon with the news
that our TV spot was confirmed and that we were due at
the studio at 9.30 the next morning. At that time, only
two of the six costumes were anywhere near completion,
virtually none of the props were made, and we hadn't even
talked the story through yet, let alone rehearsed.

vle spent a concerted evening of prop- and costume-
making and argument and reconciliation, and even found
time for three or four rough walk-ta<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>