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Pages and Pages of Pohl

H. R. Felgenhauer

Few have given more to or done more for our science-fiction universe
than the ""0ld Pro," Frederik Pohl. In this new age religion he is today the mod-
ern equivalent of an ancient prophet. As a leader in every activity that relates
to the field, he lends credence to that well-worn phrase, "living legend."

Mr. Pohl is foremost a writer, a creator, whose fictions are parables
which help us understand today's world more clearly, often suggesting plausible
options other than those we are currently persuing.

He was born in Brooklyn, New York in 1919, started to write when he was
twelve, and made his first sale at seventeen. As a teenaged fan in the 1930's he
was a founder of the renowned Futurians. Here he cemented lifelong friendships
with, among others, young Cyril Kornbluth (with whom he eventually wrote seven
novels and some three dozen short stories) and nineteen -year -old Isaac Asimov
(with whom in 1991 he wrote the political/ecological primer/bible Our Angry Earth
—a sort of St. Frederick's and St. Isaac's epistle to the environmentalists).

Besides being the last person to collaborate with the mighty Asimov, he
was also the first: a 1941 story titled "The Little Man of the Subway." Alas,
there was only one other joint effort in the years between, the short story ''Legal
Rites," also in 1941. Indeed, these two were the only ones Asimov ever wrote
with anyone until he and his wife Janet began the '"Norby" series near the end of
his life.

The Futurians, in their various permutations, science - fiction communes
(once described as "dull, drugless, all-male pads') and soloor collaborative writ-
ing efforts, formed a hard-core nucleus ofwhat the genre would eventually become.
During this early phase of his career, Mr. Pohl wrote an indeterminate number of
stories under several pen names—at least a dozen asJames McCreigh—many with
one or more collaborators.

Young Frederik crossed paths with the established science-fiction pub-
lishers and and editors of that era-—godfather John W. Campbell, Jr., for example
—and created an impression that quickly propelled him into those rarefied ranks
himself. By the age of twenty he became one of Campbell's competitors as editor
of Astonishing Stories and Super Science Stories. There he proceeded to publish
his own work and that of his Futurian friends, both singly and in their myriad
combinations,

One claim to fame in this period was his buying nearly half of the fic-
tion that Asimov sold. He was the first editor to ask Asimov towrite a sequel to
one of his tales, and also helped convince him that he should write novelsas well
as short stories. We all know how famously that idea worked out!

Because of intervening military service, this early phaseof his editing
career lasted only two years, but he resumed the profession in thepostwar period,
editing a total of five magazines, most notably Galaxy and If. The latter's mix
of new and old talent won it a "Hugo'" three years in a row. Many of the stories
he printed also won '"Hugos,'" and work of the authors we think of today as 01d Mas-
ters first appeared in Frederik Pohl's magazines.

In 1953 he began the first paperback original-story an thology in the
field, Star Science Fietion, and later he served as science - fiction editor for
Bantam Books. During the 1950's and 1960's his influence onthe genrewas profound.

copyright 1994 by H. R. Felgenhauer




FANTASY COMMENTATOR

An additional reason for this was
his becoming a literary agent. In this
role he represented many of the familiar
genre names in the postwar period. Dur-
ing 1951 alone, for example, he sold to
the leading science - fiction publishers
more fiction than they bought from all
other sources combined. He brought back
many writers who had dropped out of the
field, and a high percentage of his
clients soon became household names. He
is the only person whom Asimov ever al-
lowed to handle his work.

In 1947 he was a
co-founder of the
famed Hydra Club,
whose meetingswere
attended bymost of
the major writers
and editors of the
era, and served
stints as anadver-
tising copy writer,
Eventually he re-
turned to full-time
writing.

His first post-
war story, with Cy-
ril Kornbluth, was
The Space Merchants
{1953). Now consid-
ered aclassic, this
widely imitated no-
velis credited with
having brought the
art of satire back
to science-fiction
and reshaping much
of the thinking in
the field.

His solonovel-
ette, "The Midas
Plague" (1954) revealed more fully an
ability to extrapolate current trends to
further extremes than his peers, and to
use selective exaggeration to expose
ideas no one had thought of before.
Here, as later, Mr. Pohl confounded
critics who claimed he needed collabo-
rators to be effective.

Over the years he has proved him-
self to be among the very best, and with
an output that can truly be called mem-
orable, is probably the greatest '0ld
Pro" still writing. In 1971 he intro-

5

duced in "The Merchants ofVenus'" one of
the great science-fiction inventions un-
der the guise of the anomaly of a van-
ished race, the Heechee. In 1977 they
received their own venue in the novel
Gateway, which promptly received Hugo
and Nebula awards. Its sequel, Beyond
the Blue Event Horizon (1980), also won
a Hugo and a Nebula—as well as the
John W. Campbell Memorial Award.

As a matter of fact, Mr. Pohl has

won most of the awards his field has to
offer. When he was awarded
a Hugo for his writing

in 1973 he became
the only person
ever to win one as

both a writer and

an editor. Alto-

gether he has col-
lected six Hugos,

three Nebulas (in-

cluding the rare
Lifetime Achieve-

ment Award) and two

International John

W.Campbell Awards.

He's also won the

French Prix Apollo

and the Yugoslavian

Viztga.

Qutside the
science-fiction
community he has
received the Amer-
ican Book Award,
the annual award of
the Popular Culture
Association, The
United States So-
cietyof Writers
Award and theUnit-

ed Nations Society of Writers Award. His
honors are toonumerous to complete here.
A checklist of his writings would prob-
ably take up as much space as this ar-
ticle.

Frederik Pohl is the Encyclopedia
Britannica's authority on the Roman em-
peror Tiberius, and his articles have
appeared in suchperiodicals as Playboy,
Ommi and Family Circle. His books have
not only been translated into most major
languages, but have been turned into TV
shows, plays, movies and computer games.
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He is also the author of many works He's taught s-f in schools foryoung
on science, history and technology, and writers, and has lectured on thisand on
a veteran in political action—writing future studies at over 250 colleges. He
articles, ghosting speeches, running has been reporting on the dangers that
campaigns. It's not surprising, there- threaten our enviromnment for more than
fore, that he should have written Prac- fifty years—1long before it became a
tical Politics, a how-to manual of the stylish subject—both in books and in
American political process. Although person. He has appeared on over 400
this appeared twenty years ago, it was radio and television programs, discuss-
used as recently as 1989 in the U.S.S.R. ing everything from ESP and cryogenics
by a young man named Boris Kagarlitski to UFOs and "futurology." He's attended
to get himself elected a deputy of the international conferences on both sci-
Moscow City Soviet! ence and science-fiction, often sponsored

Frederik Pohl is a member of the by the U. S. State Department. All of
British Interplanetary Society and the these activities have takenhim to Can-
American Association for the Advancement ada, Brazil, the Far East and most of
of Science. He's been president of the eastern and western Europe.

World SF and the Science Fiction Writ- Currently Frederik Pohl lives with
ers of America, and presently isMidwest his wife, Dr. Elizabeth Anne Hull (with
Area Representative of the Authors' whom he has a deal that she won't have
Guild after nine years as a member of to take his name if he doesn't have to
its council. take hers) in asuburb of Chicago, hap-

He's been intimately involved in pily and prodigiously writing some of
that most lasting of fan traditions, the the best s-f to be found. At the Windy
convention, since he attended the very Con of November 1992 in that city Mr.
first one in 1936, and as a Futurian he Pohl agreed to squeeze an additional
took part in the political infighting obligation into hisalready full sched-
surrounding the First World Science- ule——his umpteenth interview, which
Fiction Convention of 1939. follows.

IT

H. R. Felgenhauer: I was pleased to learn thatyou represented Isaac Asi-
mov for much of his novel-writing period, and that you also agented movie deals,
for this should make you the ideal person to answer a question that’s always puz-

aled me. With so many plot elements "borrowed" from his work by every space opera

to hit the screen, why hasn't the Foundation series ever been made into '"a major
motion picture'? Why would "Fantastic Voyage" be the only supposed "elassic" film
from his tremendous output?

Frederik Pohl: I don't know why Foundation was never made into a movie,
although my general answer to any such question is '""Because the film and televis-
ion industry is run almost entirely by demented little animals." Incidentally,
Isaac didn't even write the original of "Fantastic Voyage." The producers gave
him the script and he wrote a novelization from it.

How about your own output? I know you sold The Space Merchants for a
tidy sum decades ago, but it was never produced. I've read that Gateway and Man
Plus are supposedly "in development' as feature films. Any progress?

"In development'" is really all I know about where they stand. I hear
bits of gossip about what the people who currently own the rights are doing, and
they keep their options payments up, but that's about it.

Isaac Asimov and yourself must be the two most prolific modern authors.
Arthur Clarke says that between you, you've "written or edited almost/more than
a thousand books." Do you know if anyone else has come close towhat you two have
accomplished?
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I've never counted up how many books others have written. I don't even
have an accurate count of my own, for that matter. If you count everything——mnov-
els, non-fiction, short story collections, anthologies Itveedited and so on—it's
probably over two hundred, but I really don't know how much over.

The narrative in your Way the Future Was ends around 1970. Is there any
chance of your bringing us up to date? For instance, how did you wind up in the
Chicago area?

I do think of writing more of The Way the Future Was sometimes, but it's
far down on the list of books I want to tackle. I doubt I'll get around to it.

The reason I wound up in the Chicago area issimply love. In 1984 T mar-
ried Dr. Elizabeth Anne Hull, who teaches at Harper College. She couldn't move
because she was bound by tenure and so on, but I can write anywhere.

I need only recall your line "Chicago was a robot town'" to recapture
Midas World from my memory banks. In this story there's a satirical exchange
between robots concerning humans blockbusting robot neighborhoods which set me
wondering. Where and who are the African-American science-fictioneers?

They're around: two of the best are Samuel R. Delaney and Octavia Butler.

In Before the Universe you said you liked humorous science-fiction. Who
are your favorite s-f writers?

My fayorites are Robert Sheckley and Philip Klass, a. k.a. William Tenn
——and it's sad that neither is writing much any more.

What authors would you recommend in terms of their having best realized
s-f's full potential?

I1'd recommend reading Heinlein, Doc Smith, Ursula Le Guin, Sam Delany,
early Van Vogt, Gene Wolfe, Jack Williamson, Bradbury, Clarke, Asimov—-and oh,
about fifty others, particularly H. G. Wells. Mostly I'd recommend sampling them
all to see what most appeals to one's own tastes.

While summing up your development as a writer in The Way the Future Was
you mentioned "monmkey tricks" you learned with great effort. What are these?

"Monkey tricks" have to do with boring things likespelling, grammar and
punctuation, and with ways of creating character, making stories move, et cetera.
They're simple enough to learn, though requiring work but drudgery to teach.
That's one of the reasons why I admire people like my wife, who teaches them at
Harper.

Your novella "The Midas Plague' appeared the year I was born—1954—
and was followed two years later by "The Man Who Ate the World."  Then there was
a gap of almost three decades before what became the last four chapters of
Midas World came out in 1982-83. That's a remarkably long gestation period. Is
this a common occurrence with you?

I didn't intend any sequels when I wrote 'The Midas Plague." But, as
sometimes happens, some ideas I had on the subject didn't fit into the original
story, so I used them in "The Man Who Ate the World" a little later. But there
were still further aspects of the fundamental thesis that lingered in my brain.
It wasn't until twenty-odd years later that ways of embodying them in stories oc-
curred to me and I began writing them.

I wouldn't say that's my usual way of working, but it's not uncommon.
I wrote The Merchants' War, a sequel to The Space Merchants, more than thirty
years after the original, and the remaining stories in The Day the Martians Came
almost as long after the first one. Other writers may have more efficient work
habits——but that's mine.
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In your 1940 story "Nova Midplane' a tractor beam is employed. Was this
concept already common then?

Oh, sure. Tractor beams were common currency—Doc Smith was using them
when I was still in short pants.

And is the skyhook an original concept?

That's not my invention, and I'm not the only science-fiction writer to
make use of it. The skyhook was invented by a Russian about twenty-fiveor thir-
ty years ago. Arthur Clarke used it in a novel-—1 think The Fountains of Para-
dise—before I did, and several others have since.

It is, in fact, one of only four or five theoretically possible devices
for getting into space without rockets. I've used most of these in one story or
another: the "Lofstrom loop" in Beyond the Blue Event Horizon, theMinsky-Moravec-
Forward "space fountain" in my forthcoming Mars Plus, and so on.

Mars Plus? That sounds similar to the award-winning Man Plus, revisited
after seventeen years.

Mars Plus is indeed a sequel to Man Plus; 1 wrote the outline and the
""bible'" for it, but the manuscript itself is being written by Thomas T. Thomas for
Baen Books. Whether this is a good idea I can't say yet. I'venever worked exact-
ly that way before, but Jim Baen asked me to try it as a favor and I agreed.

Arthur Clarke also let his Rama series languish fora long period before
readdressing it as a co-author. Were you influenced by the same sort of reader/
publisher pressure to continue a popular story that he experienced?

Of course I do get a certain amount of requests and pressures from edi-
tors and fans to continue some published works, but there's only one of me and
there are a lot of things I want to write. Generally speaking, I'd rather venture
into new territory.

Some recurring concepts in your work are terraforming entire planets
and using systematic methods to reduce tensions between individuals and hostili-
ties among populations. In fact, your recent article in Omni magazine is entitled
"Architects of Tomorrow." Would you like to be reincarnated as a planetary engi-
neer, or even as a behaviorist?

No, I wouldn't want to bereincarnated as a behaviorist or anything else.
1 like being a science-fiction writer, and unless for some reason that was impos-
sible I wouldn't choose anything else.

There's a famous Vonnegut character named Kilgore Trout who could get
his wild s-f creations published only in "skin mags."” Of course you never had
this problem, though your work has appeared in such publications. Is Trout or his
ereator among your many friends? And what are your experiences in this area?

Kilgore Trout was invented by Kurt Vonnegut after an unhappy visit to
the Milford Science Fiction Writers Workshep thirty years or so ago, and is said
to have been largely based on Theodore Sturgeon. I knew Sturgeon pretty well,
Vonnegut slightly, and like them both.

Very little of my own work has been published in the''skin magazines''—
though "Day Million,'" my favorite among all the short stories I ever wrote, did
appear in one. But that's simply because it paid more than s-f magazines. For
the same reason, over the years, I've had a number of stories in Playboy. I don't
write for them, though. What happens is that after I'vefinished a story it oc-
curs to me that one of the higher-paying 'zines might like it, so I send it off; and
about half the time it sells. I very seldom actuallywrite for anyone. I write what
I write and then see who wants to publish it.
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You played an influential role in shaping science-fiction through the
1950's and beyond, an era which also saw the birth of other literary currents Like
"Beat," "Pop," "Gonzo" and &0 on. Yet throughout this time s-f' spopularity grew
at a greater rate than they did. What happened?

I have no explanation for popular taste, so I ignore it and write what
I feel like writing.

T believe it's fair to call you "King Collaborator." Can you elaim every-
one from Asimov to Zelazny, or must you be content with Asimov to Williamson?

My book-length collaborations havebeen primarily with Kornbluth and Will-
jamson—seven or eight each—and I've had at leasta dozen with others over the
years. But never with Zelazny, though we're friends and have occasionally ex-
plored places like China together.

Do you have any new collaborations coming up?

The only others that are in the works are Mars Plus, as mentioned, and
a science-fiction novel now in progress with Hans Moravec, which you can ask me
about later. I do hope to write more with Jack Williamson one of these days, be-
cause he's a dear friend and I enjoy working with him. But we don't have anything
specific planned.

Are there any other writers you'd like to work with?
Not really.

You're a judge in the "Writers of the Future" contest. You're not on
the lookout for mew collaborators there, are you?

I judge for "Writers of the Future" because A. J. Budrys talked me into
it. When the contest first began I was asked to be a judge and declined—partly
because I'm not fond of Scientology, mostly because I feel that as an editor I've
already read all the amateur s-f anyone should be required to in a lifetime.

Then Ted Sturgeon, who was a judge, got sick, and A.J. called me up and
asked me to fill in for him as a temporary measure, because the contestants were
waiting for the results. I agreed, and then stayed on out of inertia. Although I
don't support Scientology, I do support efforts of new writers to get published,
and I feel the contest is a very good thing for its winners.

And no, I'm not looking for new collaborators—if I were, that would
be an inefficient way to find them, since the manuscripts are provided with the
authors' names deleted anyway.

T know you prefer doing the final drafts of collaborations, but what's
your preferred mode of working with someone else? And have you any favorites?

I don't have any favorites. All of my collaborators were good, but for
different reasons. I couldn't have written Our Angry Earth with either Cyril or
Jack. I do have a least favorite, though. That's my dear old friend Lester del
Rey, with whom I wrote a turkey called Preferred Risk long ago. I love the man,
but his way of writing and mine simply don't go together. The reason we're still
friends is that, when we finally got the book done, we vowed never to collaborate
again as long as we lived.

How did Our Angry Earth come to be written?

Our Angry Earth was my idea; I talked Isaac into it. That wasn't hard
to do, because he cared as much about the subject as I did, but unfortunately our
timing was poor. We'd had a festive dinner in New York to celebrate the beginning
of our first collaboration in half a century. As we got up from the table Isaac
said he was suddenly not feeling well. He thought it might be flu, but it wasn't;
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he wound up in the hospital and never really recovered. So, although he was in-
volved atevery stage and approved every word, most of his contribution turned out
to be comments, suggestions, insertions and the like.

Some of your Kormbluth collaborations come from unfinished manusceripts.
Would you consider performing the same service for Asimov?

Yes, probably, but I know of no such fragments. As far as I'm aware, he
didn't leave any unfinished works except his 1last novel, Forward the Foundation,
which is being published in its unfinished state. Isaac rarely left anything in-
complete for long; he was an extraordinarily efficient producer.

Do you forsee any of your continuing stories eventually dovetailingwith
each other, the way Asimov's Foundation and Robot series did?

No, I don't want to shoehorn my differing universes into each other. I
don't think Asimov should have done it, either—but he didn't ask my advice.

How do you feel about Clarke's estimate that Our Angry Earth s "perhaps
the most important book either of its authors has produced"?

I can't speak for Isaac, but I suppose Gateway is about the best I ever
wrote. The Space Merchants was very successful, and for twenty years reviews of
my new books tended to start with, "While not up to the standards of The Space
Merchants, this new Pohl is..." Since 1977 they tend to start with, "While not
up to the standards of Gateway..."

How about that series—uwill there be more?

No, I don't think there will ever be any more Heechee installments-——un-
less, of course, something unexpected and irresistible occurs to me.

I can think of ome possibility here. A scientist has recently claimed
identifying the missing mass/dark matter which was central to the plot. He says
it has to do with the mass of a subatomic particle called the neutrino, and that
as a corollary we must have an "infinite" universe—one that will neither col-
lapse nor expand forever.

There are dozens of different speculations about dark matter. You pays
your money and takes your choice. It will take more evidence than anyone now has
to decide the facts behind that mystery.

Whatever happened to Janine and her family from Beyond the Blue Event
Horizon? Did she bear Wan's child? For that matter, whatever happened to Wan af-
ter Heechee Rendezvous?

I don't know the answers to those questions. If I ever do write more in
the series, we'll probably all find out about them together—but that'snot like-
ly, as I've said.

In a blurb for Beyond the Blue Event Horizon Jack Williamson says he
first came across Heechee footprints in "The Merchants of Venus," which is also a
chapter, uncredited with prior publication, in The Gateway Trip. Was it previous-
ly published?

"The Merchants of Venus'" was a novelette I wrote—or at least began—
one weekend in my hotel room at a very bad con. It appeared in magazines and an-
thologies before I ever wrote Gateway. One major reason I wrote The Gateway Trip
was to get that novelette into the same format as the rest of the series.

Recently I ran across a reference to a book by yourself and your wife
that tells one story from nineteen different points of view. What is it, and how
did it come to be?
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The book you're talking about is Tales from the Planet Earth, in which
nineteen writers from eighteen countries-—the People's Republic of China was al-
lowed to supply two because it's so huge—wrote stories on the same theme. It
was intended mostly as a fund-raiser for the organization World SF, which shared
the royalties.

World SF, subtitled "the international organization of s-f profession-
als," is an organization started a dozen years ago by Harry Harrison, Sam Lund-
wall, Brian Aldiss and myself togive peopleprofessionally concerned with s-f any-
where in the world a meeting ground. It's especially meant to benefit members
who've had difficulty in making foreign contacts because they were restricted by
their governments. Since most of these people had no way of paying dues, the sup-
port of the organization had to be borne by the rest of us.

You've been quoted as saying, "SF at its best is a mirror in which we

see our world, our future and ourselves .. .we know ourselves by our extremes. ..
perhaps thinking about horn-skinned, bloodless aliens from another planet will
teach us something about getting along with ocur own human cousins."  You've also

been noted forusing selective exaggeration of observable features of our society.

This methodology shares elements with the myth and Biblical parable.
Can we then view science-fiction as a more benign religion than those which have
caused humanity such trouble and suffering in its long climb from slime to stars?
And, relatedly: It's been said that science is already a new religion. How do you
feel about these views?

We cannot view s-f as a religion. And no, we can't view science as a
religion either. Religions depend on faith. Science depends on evidence.  Sci-
ence-fiction depends—when it's good, anyway—on plausibility. Neither has any-
thing in common with religion. Religion has no relationship with reason; instead,
it takes the form of, "You have to believe this because I say you'llgo to hell if
you don't."

Have you been doing any politicking recently? And will politics be pop-
ping up again as a theme in your fiction?

Politics is a recurring theme in my life as well as my fiction, but I
haven't taken an active part in campaigns lately. I do contribute to candidates
I like and once in a great while attend a political event, but most of my politi-
cal activity comes out of the word processor.

In Gateway, Mining the Oort and others, you've portrayed lives ruined by
drug abuse. Conversely, marijuana use receives Kinder treatment. What future
would you like to see invented for it?

I don't recommend that anyone smoke marijuana, but I don't regard it as
particularly dangerous, either—no more so than cigarettes or liquor, certainly.
Years ago I smoked the stuff occasionally and generally enjoyed it. The reason I
stopped is that to buy marijuana is to contribute to drug dealers, whom I loathe
and fear for their effects on society. If it were legalized I would probably try
it now and then again. But as long as it isn't legal, I'm morally unwilling to
be an accomplice to those murderous cartels.

Do you feel, then, that the millions of dollars and man-hours lavished
on prosecuting pot customers is a grievous waste?

Criminalizing sale and use of psychoactive drugs hasn't eliminated the
drugs, it's just created an additional crop of prosperous criminals. We're not
very good at dealing with criminals, either. (By "we'" I mean the human race in
general, not just the United States.)

About the most sensible system I know of in history is the way the Brits
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exiled all their baddies to Australia and let them fight it out amongst themselves.
Even the Brits didn't do a very good job of it, of course. Their choice of who
to call criminals was terribly unfair-—and anyway, we've run out of Australias.

Our Angry Earth says that our politicians must come to their senses; it
compares them to prostitutes, and the Reagan-Bush administrations come off worst
of all. Your book may have played arole in the last presidential election by em-
phasizing these themes at a crucial time. Does Clinton—so far—appear to be
nearer enough the mark to truly make a difference?

I have hopes for a better ecological—as wellas political—regime now
that he is president. How much better remains to be seen. But it can't be worse
than the moral wasteland of Nixon, Reagan and Bush.

Our Angry Earth calls forspecific pollution taxes torestore the Reagan-
Bush budget-cuts in alternative energy research, and also for what eventually be-
came known as the Tsongas-Perot proposals for a 50¢ a gallon gasoline tax. Do you
see Clinton supporting such politically inexpedient goals?

If it were up to me, I'd put a $5 a gallon tax on gasoline right now.
That would not only greatly help the enviromment, but would solve our balance-of-
payments problem and neutralize the Arab oil sheiks at the same time. But that
won't happen, because Americans are addicted to their cars. If Clinton gets any
kind of energy tax at 211 passed I'll bless his name.

Your awareness of envivommental issues dates back at least to your 1940
short story "Vacant World." In The Space Merchants you postulate a secret world-
wide environmental group which fights "reckless exploitation of natural resources.”
It believes that "this trend may be reversed if the people of the Earth can be
educated."” With groups like the Sierra Club, Greenpeace and Earth First! aciive
today, have we finally reached a plateau of human understanding?

Greenpeace et al. have most of the right ideas. But I wouldn't say that
we've reached a "plateau of human understanding' because I don't think there is
one—we keep learning more and more, and no end is in sight.

You've been writing about storing human life-forceand personality elec-
tronically since at least the late 1960's, in the short stories "Day Million" and
"Schematic Man''; and more recently with the "dead men" concept of the Heechee saga.
Now, when someone dies and is stored in such a way, isn't the person in storage
actually another person—mnot the same guy, but a "subsequent" guy, who even with
all the original memories is nontheless quite different? After all, the original
guy's still dead, isn't he?

Let me give you two answers to this. First, are you still the same guy
you were when you were five years 0ld? You don't look the same. Just about every
atom of your body has been discarded and replaced. But isn't it still you?

Second, the full answer to this question would take a whole book—and,
as a matter of fact, I'm in the process of writing it—the collaboration with
Hans Moravec I mentioned earlier. He's the author of the best book I know of
about the future of computers, Mind Children, and is also head of the Robotics
Institute at Carnegie-Mellon University. Our tentative titleis State of Mind, and
the book is a science-fiction novel. Who will publish it and when it will be pub-
lished I have no idea. We have to finish it first, and that's a slow process.
Each of us keeps getting interrupted with other things.

Are there awards you'd like, but haven't won yet?

You bet! Lots of them, from the Nobel Prize on down. But none specifi-
cally hungered for.
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How can readers find you?

The best place for anyone to contact me would be at a con. Alternative-
ly, he or she could write me a letter. But please, no phone calls. Ever.

One recurring characteristic of your speculative writing—and by farmy
own favorite—is the prevalence of smoking. You have the nurse spraying ashes
all over the cyborg-producing operating theater of Man Plus; the cigarettes inThe
Space Merchants are symbiotically addicting; astronauts smoke aboard spaceships,
space stations and training facilities in Mining the Oort; the enervating tobacco
brand Valerons in "The Extrapolated Dimvit'; there are "smoking hoods" to silence
the screaming meemies in Gateway; even the intellectual canines from a remotely
distant future in "Best Friend" smoke beef-flavored cigarettes. But smoking has
been declared harmful by our surgeon general and is being banned everywhere, in-
cluding in the White House. What's your reaction to all this?

It's a despicably filthy habit with few redeeming virtues, but I love
it. I've averaged a pack or two a day for nearly sixty years, and although I ad-
mit it's stupid as well as offensive to others—whom I do my best to placate by
not smoking in their presence—1I don't plan to stop.

Thank you, Mr. Pohl.
I hope that does it. My best to you all.

NOTES

In the course of preparing for the above interview I read twenty-one of
Frederik Pohl's books—approximately ten percent of his own estimated hard-cover
output. They spanned the entire period of his writing career. Several were rec-
mmended by the author himself; others simply appealed to me when I spotted them
on bookstore shelves. In addition of Pohl's The Way the Future Was, 1found Damon
Knight's The Futurians, Kingsley Amis's New Maps of Hell and Lester del Rey's
introduction to The Best of Frederik Pohl invaluable sources of biographical in-
formation.

For those who would like to read a more detailed survey of Mr. Pohl's
contributions to the genre, with further references, the editor suggests David N.
Samuelson's scholarly article in Seience Fiction Writers (1982), edited byEverett

F. Bleiler.
° o ®

"The Immortal Storm II'"—continued from page 120

Meanwhile The Futurian was broadening its science-fiction coverage. The
July 1939 issue contained a vignette written especially for the magazine by Ralph
Milne Farley; a short interview with Walter Gillings, in which he complained of
having touse reprints in Tales of Wonder because he was not getting enough quality
new stories to fill the magazine; and the conclusion of a two-part series of rem-
iniscences by Julius Unger about the Scienceers, a pioneering fan group. (This
last is still of historic interest today.) In "Pathetic Fallacies" John Burke at-
tacked some of the widespread beliefs in the field, such as "The Skylark of Space"
being a good story, Frank R. Paul being an outstanding artist, and Stanley Wein-
baum being headed for anything except pulp hackdom. He added that fans—includ-
ing himself—were "conceited egotists'" and "political fantastics." This proved
also to be the last issue of The Futurian to whichHarold Gottliffe contributed.

War clouds were gathering over Europe, and theywere beginning to affect
not only individuals in the field, but presaging change for the entire structure

of fantasy fandom.
(to be continued in the next issue)
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Forgotten Fantasy Verse

I - ARTHUR DAVISON FICKE

4. Langley Searles

Although there nre few poets whose outputs are predominately devoted to
fantasy, many have at some time found the realm congenial. No comprehensive
checklist or bibliogzaphy of their ventures into it has ever been compiled;
only by wide and continual reading can fantasy poems be located. It seems
appropriate, then, to publish as many such examples as can be found, which is
why this series has been initiated. Where possible, they will be prefaced by
brief biographies of .heir authors, who now seem as forgotten as their work.

Three factors limit my selections. The first is the date of copyright
expiration; in these commercial times it is difficult to obtain permission
to print material nc* in the public domain without charge, even by a non-
profit journal like Funtasy Commentator. The second limitation is the space
available; thus examples will be largely short poems rather than long ones,
though existence of the latter will be mentioned inprefatoryremarks. Thirdly,
my own preference in short poetic forms is the sonnet, so in this series you
will find more sonnets than anything else. I believe this is defensible:
the form has been employed for over six hundred years, is still used today,
and is therefore a touchstone for judging poets of any period.

Arthur Davison Ficke was born on November 11, 1883 in Davenport, Iowa to
Charles August Ficke, a well-to-do lawyer, and Frances Davison Ficke. He attended
Harvard, earned a law degree at the University of Iowa, and then joined his father's
practice, where he remained until 1918. He had begun to write verse as a child,
and during this decade published eight volumes of poetry. This included what is
considered his best work, Somnets of a Portrait Painter, a sequence of 57 sonnets
chronicling the progress of a love affair. Although individual poems from his ten
later collections (the last of which appeared in 1942) received praise, it was the
opinion of most critics that he had not lived up to his original promise.

The best of Ficke's work is melodious, lyrical and conforms to rhyming
metrics. He believed the function of poetry was '"not to impart messages, but to
explore the depth of emotions," and that in doing so the medium of free verse im-
posed a handicap. He himself used the form, however, for several long works, includ-
ing Mr. Faust (1913), an adaption of Goethe's romantic fantasy to the current Ameri-
can scene. He opposed modernists' rejection of formalism and, with his friend Witter
Bynner, satirized their efforts in Spectra, pseudonymously published in 1916.

Ficke travelled extensively, especially in the Far East. His enthusiasm
for Oriental art inspired Chats on Japanese Prints (1915), which is the only one
of his books, ironically, to remain in print. He married twice, and had a brief
affair with Edna Millay, with whom he had corresponded since 1912; eachinfluenced
the other's work. The last two decades ofhis life were shadowed by severe illness,
first tuberculosis and then cancer, from which he died on November 30, 1945.

Adumbrations of fantasy abound in Arthur Ficke's poetry, and the exam-
ples chosen show their wide range clearly. Since he often revised his work, even
changing titles, readers may encounter texts differing from those below. For his-
torical reasons I cite the place and date of their first publication:

"A World of Beauty" and '"Strange Shadows'" (sonnets XLV and LIII of Son-
nets of a Portrait Painter): Forum 52, 249-277 (August1914); "Perspective of Cobr-
dination" and "Speculations of a Mandarin'" (titled "World Beyond World"): Poetry
18, 28-29 (1921); '"Old Wives' Tale': Poetry 18, 72 (1921); '"Secret Instructions for
Reaching Xanadu'': Selected Poems of Arthur Davison Ficke (1926); 1 have been un-
able to locate any prior periodical publication of this last title.
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A WORLD OF BEAUTY

A world of beauty and a reign of law—

A glimpse of life's obscure authentic lord—

A link from mote to planet——these with awe

The saint and lover crave, in deep accord.

Yet must the lover oft-times turn aside

From where the saint, sure of his truth, would bound
Powers that, beyond known confines circling wide,
The unproved dominance of dream confound.
Sometimes across the vastness of free sky,

Beyond the orbit of life's charted world,

A wandering spectre of the dark goes by—

A flaming comet out of chaos hurled:

And wise men doubt their wisdom, as that light
Plunges unknown down chasms of boundless night.

SPECULATIONS OF A MANDARIN

Two mirrors, face to face, are all 1 need

To build a mazy universe for my mind

Where world grows out of world. Dizzy, I find
Solace in endless planes that there recede.

The fifth plane-world, soft-shimmering through the glass—
Surely it has a light more bland than ours?
And in the far ninth hides a world of powers
Unknown to our dull senses. I would pass

Down the long vista, pausing now and then

To taste the flavor of each separate sphere,
And with each vast perspective cool my eye.
Whom should I meet there? Never living men!
What should I love there? Nothing I hold dear!
What would the end be? Endless as am I!

OLD WIVES' TALE

I saw my grandmother's shadow on the wall

In firelight; it danced with queer grimaces

As if her serious soul were making faces

At me, at life, or God, or at us all.

And I, an urchin lying at her feet,

Then caught my first glimpse of the secret powers
That stir beneath this universe of ours,

Making a witches' carnival when they meet.

Across the firelit dusk my pensive mood

Dreamed out to mingle with the waifs of time,
Whose unsolved stories haunt the poets' rhyme,
And in dark streets of ancient cities brood

Like sudden ghosts rising above the grime

With premonition of terror that chills the blood.
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STRANGE SHADOWS

There are strange shadows fostered of the moon,
More numerous than the clear-cut shades of day....
Go forth, when all the leaves whisper of June,
Into the dusk of swooping bats at play;

Or go into that late November dusk

When hills take on the noble lines of death,

And on the air the faint astringent musk

Of rotting leaves pours vaguely troubling breath.
Then shadows shall you see whereof the sun

Knows nothing——aye, a thousand shadows there
Shall leap and flicker, stir and stay and run,
Like petrels of the changing foul or fair;

Like ghosts of twilight, of the moon, of him
Whose homeland lies past each horizon's rim....

PERSPECTIVE OF COORDINATION

The circles never fully round, but change

In spiral gropings——not, as on a wall,
Flat-patterned, but back into space they fall,
In depth on depth of indeterminate range.
Where they begin may be here at my hand

Or there far lost beyond the search of eye;
And though I sit, desperately rapt, and try
To trace round-round the line, and understand
The sequence, the relation, the black-art

Of their continuance, hoping to find good

At least some logic of part-joined-to-part,

I judge the task one of too mad a mood:

And prophecy throws its shadow on my heart,
And Time's last sunset flames along my blood.

SECRET INSTRUCTIONS FOR REACHING XANADU

Go eastward from the Bewildered-Dragon Lake

Until the Monastery of the West

Towers straight and high above your head. Then take
The charms which, as I told you, in the breast

Of your most inner robe you've hid, and follow

Their clear instruction: firstly, you will swim

Like a carp up the cataract; then, as swallow,

Lift yourself out of the foaming whirl and din

And forgetting quite all you could ever learn

Of man's astronomy, sweep to the east

Of cool and rosy sunrise. There you must turn

On slow-winged circles till you descry a priest
Deaf, dumb and blind. Go to him. If he thinks best
He will disclose how you achieve the rest.
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Eric Temple Bell and John Taine:

MATHEMATICS AND SCIENCE-FICTION

Douglas Robiltard

John Taine has been suffering lately from neglect while some of his con-
temporaries have been treated fairly well. Olaf Stapledon's books have been re-
printed and critical studies of them have appeared; S. Fowler Wright's fiction
seems to be out of print, but Brian Stableford's The Seientific Romance in Brit-
ain, 1890-1940 offers an excellent summary of it; and Edgar Rice Burroughs, though
a few years older than Taine, has never dropped out of the public consciousness.
%m Moskowitz, indefatigable researcher, has written well about all three of these
authors. For Taine, however, we have little beyond period book reviews and James
Campbell's study in E. F. Bleiler's Science Fiction Writers.  His books are hard
to get except from specialty dealers. Two of the published novels, "Twelve Eighty-
Seven" and "Tomorrow,'" have never seen print beyond the covers of Astounding and
Marvel Science Stories, though the second, at least, deserves book publication.

But luckily for Taine, he was also Eric Temple Bell (1883-1960), a nota-
ble mathematician, researcher, scholar and writer of popular books on his subject.
He is remembered and esteemed by mathematicians, and now the Mathematical Associ-
ation of America has published a full-scale biography of the man by Constance Reid,
The Search for E. T. Belll* This sturdy volume, 372 pages of detailed biography
with a generous selection of photographs and documents, tellsus much that we did-
n't know about Bell/Taine, and also corrects the misinformation. Bell lied fairly
consistently about his early years and background—or, to put it more precisely,
he carefully avoided saying things that would have made his life then clear to
readers. He was certainly born in Scotland, as he said, but he failed to mention
that from 1884 to 1896 he lived in San José, California. He did not even tell his
son this. In its earliest pages, Reid's biography becomes a fascinating detect-
ive story as she traces Eric Bell's ancestors and his movements. Amateur gene-
alogists, alternately frustrated by dead ends and delighted with discoveries, will
especially enjoy this part of the narrative. Why Bell kept his secret Reid does
not know, and she does not speculate about it. My own feeling is that if someone
deliberately omits any mention of a dozen years of his life, there must be some
powerful traumatic forces at work; but we may never know.

From about 1902, when he returned to the United States, the account of
Bell's life and career is fairly clear. Here Reid is able to fill in the story
with much detail, describing his student years at Stanford and Columbia, his mar-
riage in 1910, his long teaching stints at the University of Washington and then
at the California Institute of Technology. She tells us much about his intensive
research, the papers he published, and his books about mathematics. All of this
is extremely valuable; it gives us a good picture of a brilliant and dedicated
teacher and scholar who had a penchant forpopularizing his subjects and who some-
times went off in odd directions in his books. Bell's work in the theory of num-
bers and other topics, embodied in about two hundred papers, continues tobe vital.

Although this phase of his career is important and very interesting,
science-fiction readers will want to know what the book has to say about John
Taine; and here we also learn a great deal more than we ever knew before. He be-
gan writing science-fiction novels in 1919, beginning with Green Fire (which was

*Notes for this article will be found on page 21.
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not published until 1928). Writing mostly when hecould put aside academic duties,
he finished The Purple Sapphire in 1920. Perhaps the biggest surprise is that The
Time Stream, originally published in Wonder Stories in 1931, was written as early
as 1921. The accounts of his unpublished fiction will be of interest to readers
who have seen their manuscripts listed for sale in catalogs. We get a good idea
of how Bell carried out his multifarious writing projects, and some notion of his
professional relationships with publishers of mathematics books and science-fiction.

If there is a drawback to this biography, it is length. For the complex
tale Reid has to tell, there just aren't enough pages to satisfy our hunger for
knowing more. There's more, much more, to say about Bell's work with Julius
Schwartz, Oscar J. Friend, Lloyd Eshbach and others involved inthe publication of
his science-fiction. There's the feud—if that's the right word—with Forrest

Ackerman about the right to represent Bell in foreign markets. And of course
there's hardly room for more than a squib about each Taine novel. I missed a bib-
liography so much that I wrote one onto the end-sheets of my own copy. Perhaps

the format of the Mathematical Association did not permit the three or four pages
necessary, but I think readers would have liked a listing of the science-fiction,
and at least a partial listing of other books and a selection of his technical
papers, even though such lists are available elsewhere.

Yet there are some real high points: Arthur C. Clarke, who calls John
Taine one of his heroes, helps with information about Bellrelatives living in Sri
Lanka. Bell has a big burst of science-fiction activity at the beginning of the
1920's. Men of Mathematics scores a huge popular success. One would like to see
some of the correspondence of people who had contact with Bell during the periodic
highs of his interest in genre fiction. Perhaps one of the things the book does
best is whet this appetite for more, and as a result we may yet see articles and
even books explore his professional life and analyze his fiction. Meanwhile, for
anyone who admires The Purple Sapphire, The Greatest Adventure, Before the Dawn
and, perhaps, The Cosmic Geoids, the book is indispensable and gives much pleasure.

Because of Mrs. Reid's kindness, I have been privileged to read two of
Taine's unpublished novels and can offer some sort of report about them. I have
not seen Desmond (written 1922) or To Be Kept (as yet undated), but I have read
Satan's Daughter (written 1923) and Red and Yellow (written 1925).

Satan's Daughter has some adventure elements that will remind the reader
of The Purple Sapphire. The story involves a search for jewels, derring-do in a
properly exotic setting, and encounters with people outside the mainstream of civ-
ilization. In his essay on Taine, James Campbell has outlined the ingredients of
this sort of story, finding its origins in the fiction of H. Rider Haggard, Robert
Louis Stevenson, G. A. Henty and other writers popular at the end of the nine-
teenth century.?’ The motifs are stirring: Haggard's She and the Allan Quatermain
novels, to take only a few examples, set in a vividly imagined Africa, are arche-
types of the fast-moving, entertaining and action-filled stories of wonder. In
both The Purple Sapphire and Satan's Daughter Taine is working similar themes.

However, there are differences in the methods he uses todevelop the two

novels. In The Purple Sapphire there is a strong element of science-fiction in
the portrayal of the degenerate remains of a once-powerful and highly advanced
civilization. In Satan's Daughter, Taine describes an island peopled by genera-

tions of pirates and of natives, originally from India and now held captive. The
curse of the island is leprosy; the disease has attacked many of the inhabitants,
and a generations-long struggle has ensued between those who are tainted and those

who are '"'clean'" and separated. There is a fabulous treasure of jewels and money
which has been seized over the centuries by the pirates. Some of the jewelry has
surfaced in the outer world and excited the attention of treasure hunters. With

few elements that can be characterized as fantasy, the novel remains mostlya tale
of pure adventure. The plague that is introduced could offer some avenues for
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science-fictional development, but the cures proposed seem only current. A whim-
sical air of fantasy is suggested somewhat by the village of the pirates, built to
resemble one in eighteenth century England, and the pirates themselves speak an
antique sort of language and brandish outdated firearms, but Taine does not make
much of this motif.

We learn the story through the adventures of those in quest of treasure:
Major Short, who has tracked down the source of the mysterious jewels; George Ea-
ton, a young member of a gem-trading firm; Johann Smith, a man interned in prison
camp during the first world war and now down on his luck; and Smith's wife, Nes-
sie, the usual beautiful woman in Taine's fiction. Hoping for aid from the seller
of the jewels, they are subjected to treachery and arrive on the island without a
ship or resources. As they learn the true story of conditions, their greed for
the gems is deflected by an altruistic desire to help the diseased population of
the unfortunate island.

The so-called Satan is Sheba, a beautiful but treacherous young woman;
she is the daughter of the "Captain," a leader of the pirate population, and she
has an agenda of leadership and deceipt. Falling desperately in love with Johann
Ssmith, she alternates between tricks against the others and attempts to win Smith
from his faithful wife. She is unsuccessful, and eventually, in despair, kills
herself when it is clear she will lose him. A considerable portion of the story
is given over to Sheba's machinations and toher oddly submissive passion for Smith.

Sheba is one of those female characters modelled upon Haggard's Ayesha,
and reminds one also of the women in A. Merritt's novels. Taine's treatment of the
erotic subject, unusual enough in his fiction, often seems heavy-handed. A femme
fatale is not part of his repertory; he is more at home with female characters
like Rosita Rowe in The Purple Sapphire and Edith Lane in The Greatest Adventure,
women who are attractive, independent, quick-witted and adventurous.

Taine mixes his plot-lines skillfully enough, and the novel is fairly
entertaining. It could have been an Argosy serial in the 1920's, and one can only
guess why it did not achieve publication. When Taine wrote it, some three years
had passed since he had composed The Purple Sapphire. The publishing firm of Dut-
ton had issued a contract for that novel before he wrote Satan's Daughter; and,
in fact, he might have been encouraged by the promise of book publication to try
repeating his success with a somewhat similar story. He certainly didn't think
i1l of the book, since in later years he listed it among his unpublished titles.
As director of Fantasy Press, Lloyd Eshbach indicated in 1948 an interest in con-
sidering the book for publication. In 1951, he referred to a comment of Bell's
about seeking movie production for the story. And at about the same time, sci-
ence-fiction editors and literary agents were looking for Taine material. But no-
thing came from whatever efforts were made on behalf of the novel.?

Satan's Daughter was Taine's novel for 1923. 1In 1924 he wrote The Iron
Star, and, in June 1925, Red and Yellow. Meanwhile, The Purple Sapphire had been
published, his first science-fiction novel to go into print; but his next two,
Quayle's Invention and The Gold Tooth, would not appear till 1927, and, in fact,
were not written until after the 1924 and 1925 books.

Red and Yellow is different from Satan's Daughter in just about every
way possible. There is no exotic background for the playing out of the plot; New
York, Erivan (in Armenia) and the American Southwest, especially Nevada, are its
~easonably familiar settings. There is love interest, but as is usual in most of
Taine's fiction, it receives rather casual treatment, as being the sort of thing
that just happens in stories; there is no seductress of match Sheba. The charac-
ters take their place somewhere behind Taine's main interest, the working out of
a plot that will give him the opportunity to comment, often satirically, on modern
civilization and its discontents.

Yuri Nazimoff, a Russian entomologist, comes to America as ambassador.
As an idealist with a vision of how the human race might evolve into something
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finer, he believes that much of the support system underpinning present-day soci-
ety must be destroyed to make way for change. To carry out his plan, he looses a
plague of insects on the country and ruins its agricultural production. People
respond with sacrifice and cooperation to attack and destroy the plague; but as
the novel ends, it seems that they will return to their old habits once order and
prosperity are reassured. Good intentions, harsh actions, even a cleansing of the
old ways will not automatically lead the world into a better form of existence.

A number of subplots keep the story moving. Don Travers and his mother,
wealthy American inheritors of profits in oil, plan to do some good by taking as
wards two Armenian youngsters, Sayat and Jetta Koschak. Jetta, a beautiful girl
of fifteen, spends most of the novel growing up to be its love-interest. Sayat,
a rather hateful and muddle-headed troublemaker, joins a group of revolutionaries
who have cooked up a plan to destroy a huge dam under construction in the South-
west, Some scenes of action include an attack on an Armenian oil field and Nazi-
moff's well worked-out plan to sow his entomological plague.

The science-fictional element is one that recurs regularly in Taine's
work: the world is menaced by some sort of catastrophic event which must be reme-
died or averted. There are a few similarities between thiswork and Twelve Eighty-
Seven, the Taine novel published in Astounding Stories in 1935. There, a marvel-
ous fertilizing dust manufactured by the Japanese seems theanswer to agricultural
production, but its use proves to have disastrous consequences. A major differ-
ence between the novels is that Twelve Eighty-Seven treats its subject with great
seriousness, while Red and Yellow displays considerable mocking laughter behind
its account of catastrophes.

Taine embroiders his major theme and his subplots with scenes and char-
acters who illustrate his complaints about hamanity. Travers is an important
figure in the novel and a sympathetic character, but he seens o take only a dis-
tant and academic interest in social problems. The revolutionaries, who might br
expected to understand social matters, generally soar "miles above the flatplairs
of common sense.'" When Don's ward is captured at a revolutionist meeting, the po-
lice captain who brings him home is willing to keep things quiet fora bribe. There
is hardly a subject too humble for Taine's satire. Even mince pie is described as
a "mysterious compost of indigestibles.'" Communism comes in for hard knocks: '"To
the leaders the only true science was a dirty dishwater of lukewarm Marxist soci-
alism; the bourgeois sciences of chemistry, engineering, biology, medicine, and
the rest, were mere efflorescences of the decaying corpse of capitalism."

When Nazimoff is to be considered for a research job which will let him
work on the problem of boll weevils, Taine does a good parody ofa typical hearing
by the board of a scientific institute. In some of his harshest criticism he in-
dicates, ironically, that man's reasoning powers have been '"somewhat'" dulled by
civilization's rapid progress; yet in the same breath civilization is attacked as
"syphilization.'" Scenes, comments and judgments are all handled in bracing and
pungent language. One gets a full conspectus of Taine's irritable response to the
failings of society and its individuals.

A possible failure for the novel's failure to achieve publication was
stated by Lloyd Eshbach. Writing to Bell in 1951, he stated that he had read the
manuscript and decided not to publish it because much of it was a tirade against
the world and readers wouldn't be interested.“ I would be inclined to modify this
judgment by saying that Taine pays enough attention to his plot to make the work
well worth reading as a story. I think, too, that readers might well enjoy his
critical response to the world he saw. There's a sense of good fun in his sharply
worded dissections of the beliefs, actions, motives and foibles of people who
hardly ever seem to get it right but act from half-baked agendas.

Compared with the author's best fiction, these two novels seem to be of
a lower order of achievement. I had a fairly strong feeling that Satan's Daughter
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would have got along very well without Sheba's alluring treachery and tragic
love. There is plenty of characteristic Taine plotting in this story of great
treasure, strange people and a plague to be overcome. Sheba rather clogs the pace
of a work that has some important things to say; but of course, given the title,
for the author she was the main subject. Perhaps the strongest indictment of the
novel is to say that at seventy years old it is showing its age. It is rather too
much like some of the Argosy serials of the time that we no longer want to read.
Red and Yellow, on the other hand, is a novel that an enterprising pub-
lisher might still consider issuing. Although about as old as Satan's Daughter,
it wears its age much better, and its critique of the world is as accurate now as
it was during the 1920's. 0f course, it is hard to tell just how any of Taine's
fiction would work with today's readers. I suspect that admirers of Taine come
from an older generation of science-fiction followers who cherish the past. If we
were too young to read his books when they first appeared in the 1920'sand 1930's,
we saw some of them reprinted in Famous Fantastic Mysteries and Donald Wollheim's
Portable Novels of Science. Eshbach's Fantasy Press and Crawford's Fantasy Pub-
lishing Company also kept Taine going, and Bleiler saw to it that Dover Publica-

tions reprinted him during the 1960's. But so far there are no Taine champions
for the 1990's.
Still, there are some hopeful signs. Constance Reid's fine biography

brings the mathematician and science-fiction writer to life for us and just might
spark a new interest in the man's work. Some reprints would then be in order, and,
perhaps, a printing of Red and Yellow could be something of an event.

NOTES

(1) The Search for E. T. Bell /Also Known as John Taine; Washington: The Mathemat-
ical Association of America, 1993. 372pp. 23.5cm. $35.00.

(2) James L. Campbell, Jr.: '"John Taine," in Seience Fiction Writers, edited byE.
F. Bleiler (New York: Charles Scribner's Sons, 1982), p. 75.

(3) Letters, Lloyd A. Eshbach to E. T. Bell, September 28, 1946 and June 14, 1951.
A letter from Sam Merwin to Bell, dated February 23, 1949, indicates a great in-
terest in publishing Taine stories and lists the requirements of Thrilling Wonder
Stories and Startling Stories. Julius Schwartz, acting as agent for Bell, was re-
porting publishing conditions at about the same time. Oscar J. Friend, at Otis
Adelbert Kline Associates, also wanted some of Taine's business. Letters about
these matters, as well as the letters listed above, are at Cal. Tech.

(4) Letter, Lloyd A. Eshbach to E. T. Bell, August 29, 1951.
® @ ®
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A Collector’s Saga

Sam Moskowitz

During World War II, American science-fiction and fantasy collectors,
who had previously concentrated on amassing genre magazines, gradually turned their
attention toward hard-cover books. This was in large part due to the influenceof
Arkham House, whose volumes by H. P. Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith and August W.
Derleth had given pulp fiction an irresistible aura of respectability. It was al-
so because the average age of science-fiction readers was rising from the teens
into the twenties, and because war industries were providing ¢them with incomes
which enabled them to spend more generously on their hobby.

Book reviews gained a more prominent place in fan magazines, and little
groups of collectors formed and met to tell about their latest acquisitions. Book-
hunting could also be great fun, combining the thrill of the search with the exal-
tation of '"finds" bought for a pittance in second-hand book shops. (This was be-
fore dealers in second-hand volumes ran only "antiquarian" or''rare" book stores.)

There had always been a few collectors of old fantasy volumes, and among
them was A. Langley Searles, who founded Fantasy Commentator in 1943, and devoted
it largely to discussions of old and new genre books. As an outgrowth of his own
collecting efforts he also began compiling a checklist ofall genre titles extant;
this was published as "A Bibliography of Fantastic Fiction," and distributed from
1944 to 1946 as a supplement to Julius Unger's weekly newsmagazine Fantasy Fiction
Field. Searles produced twenty-six pages in this manner, reaching the letter "F.
He brought out as well a number of "book-a-page'" reviews, using the format ini-
ated by J. Michael Rosenblum (1913-1978), a prominent British fantasy collector.
In order to devote more time to Fantasy Commentator, Searles abandoned these two
ancillary projects, and in 1947 turned over what he had done to Melvin Korshak,
a Chicago bookseller who had been working on a similar bibliography with his part-
ner, Thaddeus (''Ted'") Dikty. Their work in turn became embodied in The Checklist
of Fantastic Literature, edited by Everett F. Bleiler, which appeared in 1948.*

This was a landmark book, despite the fact that it contained hundreds
of omissions and errors, all of which the editor tried valiantly to correct when
he published a revised edition as The Checklist of Science-Fiction and Supernat-
ural Fiction under his own imprint thirty years later. While the original Check-
list gave serious collectors a valuable guide to work with, it also worked against
them, for it enabled dealers to identify fantasy titles in their stock and mark
them with higher prices regardless of intrinsic rarity or lack of it. It became
increasingly difficult to find choice items. Indeed, most serious collectors quit
touring bookshops altogether, and at least through 1970 found it cheaper and ea-
sier to secure their wants through mail-order lists. (That situation has reversed
in recent years as dealers' lists began pricing fifty-cent titles at fiftydollars,
and the book shops have once more emerged as better sources of fantasy at afford-
able prices.)

Within a year after The Checklist of Fantastic Literature appeared it
received reviews in many of the leading science-fiction magazines and evenin some
leading newspapers. Most of these were favorable. There was considerable dis-
cussion of its contents among collectors. A few of them even set for themselves
the task of obtaining every book the volume listed. Among these was Dr. J. Lloyd
Eaton, who as late as 1952 sent me a list of a thousand titles he still needed,
so at that time he was still actively pursuing his goal.

*For an account of this book's genesis, see Fantasy Commentator VI, 112ff. (1988).
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Inevitably there were titles in the Checklist which most collectors
had never heard of. These were subjected to much discussion as to whether they
were bonafide, since no one had seen them and they had probably been picked up
from other lists during compilation. Probably because of its outlandish title,
one of these was particularly sought after. This was The Flying Cows of Biloxi
by Benson Bidwell, whose existence was confirmed by the catalog of the Library of
Congress, which credited its 1907 publication to the Henneberry Press of Chicago.
Shasta Publishers was also headquartered in Chicago, and in 1948 the dean of lit-
erati in that city was Charles Vincent Emerson Starrett (1886-1974), who wrote a
column titled "Books Alive'" for the Sunday edition of the Chicago Tribune.

Starrett's first love was books about books. Perhaps the most cele-
brated of these was his own Buried Caesars (1923), in which he called attention
to great authors he felt were fading from critical attention. These included Am-
brose Bierce, James Branch Cabell and William C. Morrow, and Starret's work act-
ually succeeded in giving them renewed notice. He helped revive interest inArthur
Machen in America, for example, producing himself two volumes of that author's un-
collected work, and in Seaports on the Moon (1928) wrote a series of connected
stories whose leading characters were such famous authors asPoe, Rabelais and Cy-
rano de Bergerac. His second passion was detective stories. There his favorite
character was Sherlock Holmes, and he can be credited with popularizing the vogue
for writing about that well-known figure with his book The Private Life of Sher-
lock Holmes (1933), where he is treated as an actual living person.

Starrett's third passion was fantasy. He was an early contributor to
Weird Tales magazine, and in 1965 ten of his stories were collected in the Arkham
House volume The Quick and the Dead. 1In an appreciation of the man in The Last
Bookman (1968) August Derleth said:

Even the most thought-of books and bookmen bring before the mind's cye

the image of Vincent Starrett, that handsome dog who represents the acme of

what it means to be a bookman—a man bursting with book lore, so capable

of tossing off the wost obscure quotations-—an extraordinary raconteur, in

whom the art of corversation long ago reached full flower and has been main-

tained in all of its perfection for decades—a man whose very presence

stands for everythiag a bookman ought to be and in his person is—another

capable of infinite writing variety imbued with the charm and legendry of

books and dedicated to the proposition that good men may fail the world, but
good books never.

This, then, was the man to whom Korshak and Dikty of Shasta Publishers
brought The Checklist of Fantastic Literature for review. Starrett was kind and
generous, but still it was a bit of an imposition to ask him as a favor to deal
with a work of such narrow scope from a specialty press in one of America's larg-
est newspapers. Nevertheless he did, devoting to it the entire space of his col-
umn in the Sunday Chicago Tribune for April 11, 1948, which is reproduced below:

¢ BOOKS ALIVE &

BY VINCENT STARRETT VD)

TN EA‘INTLY frivolous mood, this morning, your‘master of ceremonies
X begs-to inaugurate a modest research into the lost legend of the
“flying cows of Biloxi.” Any reader of this department in whose mind
may linger recollections of the miracle will confer a favor on its editor
if he will drop everything and set them down on paper—supposing them
to be printable.

I reallv know very little about the mystery. Biloxi—one learns by
a fortunate encounter with an Atla¥—i8 a Mismssippi gulf port, bul
the paragrafs celebrating its attractions have nothing to say of the city’s
flying..cows. These appear to have been brought to fame in a slight
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volunie published in Chicago, in 1907, no copy of which is known tc have
survived—*Flying Cows of Biloxi,” by Benson Bidwell (Henneberry
Press). The book is said to contain 44 pages and a namber of illustrations.
Is thare a copy in your attic? :

It first cama-to the notice of fantasy collectirs, in- 1933, when it
wag listed in Science Fiction Digest and attracied attention by its
provacative title. Ever since, book hunters in the fantasy field have been
seckihg the tale ana-failing to find it; it has become one of the famous
#phantom boaks” of recent bibliografy.

e o

“‘Presumably Bi'oxi never heard of the thing,” says Melvin Korshalk,
the. fantasy-fiction specialist. “When I was staticned at Fort Shelby,
duriug the war, I went down there, one day, and took the matter up with
the mayor and a delegation of the aldermen; without result, except that
I.worricd them considerably about a mystery ‘book that took the name
of ‘their city in vain. They didn’t know anything about the flying cows,
either; and they would like to know something about Benson Bidwell,
the reputed author.”

However, the book once certainly existed, and Chicago was its
birthplace. Altho no copy can now be traced, it is listed in the “Checklist
of Fantastie Literature,” edited by Everett F. Bleiler, just relcased by
Shasta Publishers (5525 Blackstone Av., Chicago), one of the more than
5,000 titles in a fascinating catalog designed to aid collectors of fantasy-
fiction in their exhilarating hobby.

In his delightful series of appendix notes, as well as in hig scholarly
and informative introduction, Mr. Bleiler has many good stories to tell
about books famous in his chosen fiecld—he defines the genre with great
cleverness — but sitaply to resd the titles listed in this unique work is
an exciting experience,

Getting this notice was indeed a coup for the fledgling Shasta Publish-
ers. Korshak bought a quantity of the edition, cut out thereview, and sent copies
to dealers and prominent collectors. (I tucked mine into my own copy of the Check-
list, where it remains to this day.) Though I own a complete set of Science Fic-
tion Digest, and even have an elaborate index to it, I am unable to find The Fly-
ing Cows of Biloxi listed there, as Starrett claimed. Perhaps his statement was
based on information erroneously supplied by Korshak.

In any event, the real hustle to find Bidwell's book began when copies
of Starrett's column were circulated. Yet despite all the diligent eyes looking
for it, month followed month and year followed year, and no one reported success.
Korshak's report about his visit to the mayor of Biloxi began to be regarded as
apocryphal, although, on the basis of Bleiler's listing, most collectors believed
that the work itself did exist. But was it science-fiction, or even fantasy? It
might conceivably be a book of humor, or even poetry.

It may be germane to mention one particular nucleus of collectors who
participated in this search. Beginning in 1943 there existed inthe New York City
area an informal group known as the Collectors' Club. This was most active in the
first three years of its life, when it met every other Sunday at the Brooklyn
apartment of Julius Unger. Unger was a science-fiction book and magazine dealer
and a commercial motive for his hospitality was that his visitors would not only
buy from him, but bring and sell him duplicates they had picked up in scavenging
second-hand bookshops. The club regulars included John Nitka, Alex Osheroff, A.
Langley Searles and myself, and there were occasional attendees which brought the
number of participants to as many as two dozen. (A good account of this group ap-
peared in the October 28, 1945 issue of Fanews, then the leading newsweekly of the
science-fiction fan world.) Almost all of these individuals were avid book col-
lectors, and meetings were devoted chiefly to discussions of their activities.




FANTASY COMMENTATOR =

one of the goals of the group was locating a copy of The Flying Cows of Biloxt,

ossession of which would have boosted the stature of the first to procure it. No
one ever did. Years passed, and still nobody claimed to have located a copy of
this rarity, nor was any review of it ever published. Gradually it disappeared
from want-lists and was mentioned less and less fequently. Eventually it entered
the realm of the forgotten.

Through the decades my own collection of fantasy and related material
continued to grow, until by 1982 it filled four large rooms plus sundry closets
and garage shelves. As a result of my regular purchases, I received a number
of catalogs from both specialist and general dealers. One of the latter that had
me on their mailing list was the Southeast Auction Book Service of Casselberry,
Florida, operated by Harry and Barbara Oldford. This firm had acquired thelibrary
of Charles Bingham Reynolds (1856-1940), which had remained intact, possibly in
storage, for the forty-odd years since his death. Reynolds had been the managing
editor of Forest and Stream magazine, had made a specialty of collecting books on
the Gulf states, and had himself written a definitive history of St. Augustine,
Florida. The Oldfields were putting this library up for sale, and their December
5, 1982 list of it included, incredibly, The Flying Cows of Biloxi.

Now, what should I bid? I reflected on the possibilities. It was un-
likely that many fantasy collectors received this catalog. It seemed even less
likely that any who did would remember Starrett's column of a generation earlier.
Although the book was extremely rare, bidding too high for it would attract atten-
tion and possibly arouse suspicion on the part of the auctioneers. But bidding
too low would risk losing it to someone else—for example, a person who collected
books on Mississippi. I settled on $16, because bids are usually made in multi-
ples of five, and I hoped to nose out anyone who bid $15. Luck was with me, for
On December 7th I received a bill for the book. (This included a buyer's premium
and postage, and totalled $23.17.) I promptly sent my check and waited ina state
of mingled satisfaction and expectation.

Within a week the book arrived-—in mint condition. It was bound in
boards covered with purple paper. On the cover the title was stamped ingold above
a three-colored illustration of a reddish cow standing on itshind legs and sport-
ing two great wings of foliage bearing oranges. Surrounding both the title and
the illustration was a narrow gold border. The volume measured 19.5 by 12.5 cm.
(about crown 8vo size). It had 44 pages of text and illustrations plus four pages
of advertisements, and was printed on heavy coated paper of good quality. It had
indeed been published by the Henneberry Press of Chicago in 1907. Under the name
of the author on the title-page is the legend, "Inventor of the Trolley Car and
the Electric Fan." Facing the title-page was the photograph of a balding, mus-
tached and grim-faced Benson Bidwell, probably in his sixties. Beneath this was
printed, '"Who had his first lesson in electricity as a messenger boy for the tele-
graph company at Toledo, Ohio in 1847.' In additionto the cover, the book con-
tained eleven full-paged black and white illustrations. These are not credited,
but bear the initials "J. C."

The story is told in the form of letters, the first of which is dated
January 3, 1893. The cows of Biloxi are thin for lack of food, yet hanging from
the trees too high for them to reach are long streamers of Spanish moss, which
makes excellent fodder. It would help if the cows were given longer legs, but
then they would be too tall to milk. Bidwell persuades a farmer to give him a cow
to experiment with, and sets about finding another solution to the problem.

He forms large wings out of orange tree branches and plants them. He
fertilizes them with dried blood. They take root, and new leaves form on the in-
terlacing branches. He fastens the wings to the cow's foreshoulders, and then at-
taches to its legs a connected rope and pulley system, so that when the cow walks
or runs the wings flap and it rises into the air. It soon learns to control its
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wings, and soon has no difficulty flying up to eat the moss on the trees. Inves-
tigation shows that after a time the blood used as fertilizer is recirculating in
the wings attached to the cow; Bidwell finds they have embedded themselves in the
animal's flesh and actually formed a union with its skeleton. He demonstrates the
success of his experiment at the Biloxi fair grounds to the mayor and a crowd of
curious citizens, and refers the matter to the '"'Department of Science and Evolu-
tion" for further study.

Bidwell then sets about the commercial exploitation of his work. He buys
half of Deer Island, just off the Mississippi coast, which is covered with trees
bearing Spanish moss, and sets about altering more cows. Soon there are a hundred
of these, and every morning there is an amazing sight as they fly through the sky
to the island to feed. As an added bonus, oranges grow fromtheir wings, and when
they mate the cows produce calves which are also winged. So numerous do their
flocks become that one lost cow even lands on a ship fifty miles off shore.

This tall tale is actually very well written, and is told with deadly
seriousness. Bidwell even attempts a pseudo-scientific explanation:

. we can establish by infallible evidence that man has surely, certainly
and positively ascemied from the monkey. Now the monkey lived in a tree,
and in the early ages a symbolical navel cord connected the circulation of
the monkey with the circulating fluid of the tree; and thus the monkey, in
reality, is the offspring of the tree; and byreasoning analogically, man is
the product of vegetdrion.

This analogy is of course false. So, it is now known, is the Lamarck-
ian view that acquired characteristics can be inherited cited earlier. However,
this had been shown only shortly before publication of Bidwell's book by the re-
discovery of the researches of Gregor Mendel (1900) and Hugo de Vries's promul-
gation of the principle of mutation (1901). Dissemination of that information
through the lay community took considerable time.

The inside front cover of The Flying Cows of Biloxi is devoted toan un-
usual advertisement for a companion book, Bemnson Bidwell, Inventor. Its text fol-

lows: Authentic Historv of the Trolley Car's Invention, with Personal Remin-

iscences by Prof. Bidwell Holding Interest Throughout, Press Comment on the
Trolley Car, Newspabcr Excerpts Showing Wide Litigation, Invention of the
Cold Motor.

Also Prof. Bidwell's Various Lectures, Essays, Contributions to News-
papers and Magazines. Short Stories, andother LiteraryWork, properly edited.

Description of the Development of the Railway Telephonc System, by
which to telephane fyom moving trains,

Sketch of the Bidwell Ancestry from Migration from England and Settle-
ment at Hartford, Coma., in 1635, down to the present time, referring tothe
distinguished men in the family.

The book contains Ten Departments, each devoted tovery interesting ma-
terial connected with Prof. Bidwell's. long and varied career aslawyer, cit-
izen, and inventor.

There is not a dull page from cover to cover of the 265-page book, and
the parts are of the most intense interest, holding the reader long against
his will-——it seeming impossible to put the book down before it is finished.
Illustrated throughout, well printed and prettily bound. Sold by all Necws
Dealers. Price: 35¢ and 75¢. If not obtainable in your neighborhood, ad-
dress Benson Bidwell, Publisher, 1595 Humboldt Blvd., Chicago, lllinois.

Benson Bidwell, Inventor is unfortunately not listed in the catalog of the Con-
gressional Library holdings but it seems a bona fide title, since the pagination
and prices of both paperback and cloth-bound editions are cited. Like its compan-
ion, it seems a vanity publication. I have sought a copy, in particular to find
out if any of the short stories are fantasy, but so far without success.

Further advertisements in the back of Flying Cows support some of Bid-
well's claims. One shows a photograph of '"Bidwell's Carbonic Gas Compressor," a
device "for making ice and all refrigerating purposes,also foruse on cars to pre-
vent motors burning out.'" Another carries a drawing of his '"New Car Wheel Axle
Cold Motor" for running electric cars. A third has a photograph and description
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of his air compressor. All these advertisements refer buyers to the Bidwell Elec-
tric Company of Chicago Heights, Illinois, and the machinery shown has the Bid-
well name clearly cast on it. There seems little doubt that the man was indeed a
manufacturer, and probably also an inventor.

The primacy of his inventions is another matter. Electric railway ve-
hicles date back to 1835, but not until ones bearing their own motors were devel-
oped around 1880 did they become commercially viable. No reference book I have
consulted mentions Bidwell, and most of them credit F. J. Sprague with engineering
the first practical installation in 1887-88. Like the automobile, the urban trol-
ley utilizes a combination o§ many essential features, and no single person can be
credited with its invention.

In any event, I now owned a copy of The Flying Cows of Biloxi. And as
an assiduous collector of fantasy books my satisfaction lay not simply in owning
such a rare book, but in telling other collectors about it. Anticipating their
surprise, interest and congratulations was intoxicating. I could no longer tell
my old crony Alex Osheroff, one of the old Collector's Club attendees, for he had
died two years before; and another, John Nitka, had dropped out of sight after

selling his collection to the University of California. But there were others,
some of them living close by. I thought of Allan Howard, who had a large libra-
ry and was a prominent Burroughs collector; he should savor my news. So should

Michael Fogaris, an active fantasy collector since 1933. Both belonged to the
Fastern Science Fiction Association, which still met regularly at that time. I
headed for the next meeting with pleasurable expectation.

When I saw Howard there I approached him enthusiastically. "Guess what,
Allan," I said. "I've located a copy of The Flying Cows of Biloxzi!"

"The what?" he responded blankly.

"The Flying Cows of Bilowxi. You remember— the book inBleiler's Check-
list that everyone was looking for and never found."

"I never heard of it," he said, looking at me peculiarly.

I turned to Fogaris, who had joined us. 'You've heard of it, haven't
you, Mike?"

"Can't say that I have,"he responded, apparently quite sincerely.

I turned in mute appeal to other members present. They all shook their

headSh That night I telephoned Gerry de la Ree, who owned one of the finest

fantasy collections in the country. He was also a dealer, familiar with old and

rare books; surely he would remember it. "I don't think anyone ever offered it
to me," he said. "In fact, I can't recall that I ever heard of the title."
Despite this discouragement, I would not begainsaid my triumph. There

were a few other members of the Collector's Club still active. One was A. Langley
Searles, who had recently resumed publishing Fantasy Commentator. 1 no longer re-
call if I met him or we had a telephone conversation, but I did receive a bare
modicum of satisfaction. Langley recalled the work, he said, but hehadn't looked
actively for it for nearly forty years. "The odd title stuck in my mind. I al-
ways thought it was probably just a curious tale by some eccentric, not serious
science-fiction. But I'm glad somebody's found it, so that we'll learn exactly
what the story's all about."

Still rather disheartened, I telephoned another former member, Richard
Witter. He was a longstanding dealer in old and new fantasy books, and I had pat-
ronized him since he had started his business. Surely he would remember! But I
was doomed to disappointment. "You know I sell books these days, Sam," he re-
plied, "I don't collect them. So many titles have passed through my hands—
thousands of them. You can't expect me to remember every one I heard about over
the last forty years!"
*The best concise description of these features that I have found is in the 1913
edition of The New Student's Referemce Work, edited byChandler Beach, pn. 601-602.
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This appeared to be the crusher, but I had one last hope. Everett Blei-
ler, whose reference book had started the entire furore, now lived in a nearby
town. At the time I happened to be director of the Eastern Science Fiction Asso-
ciation, and extended him an invitation to speak before the group, which he ac-
cepted. The date was May 7, 1983, and his topic could not have been more apropos,
for he chose to describe the creation of The Checklist of Fantastic Literature.
What could be more suitable? At some point I would modestly mention acquiring The
Flying Cows of Biloxi, he would be properly impressed, and then explain to the
audience the importance of the discovery.

When an appropriate moment came on the day of his speech I broached the
matter and waited for the reaction. There was none. I repeated the facts in more
detail, reminding him of the notice given the book by Vincent Starrett. I pointed
out that Starrett would scarcely have selected Bidwell's work out of the over five
thousand other Checklist titles unless Bleiler himself hadprovided the background
on it. '"Maybe Korshak arranged it,'" hazarded Bleiler. "He was a great one for
publicity." '"But he couldn't have if you hadn't listed it first," I said. '"Where
did you pick up the title?" 'Probably from the Library of Congress catalog,'" he
replied. '"I hadn't seen a copy at the time I included it."  Eventually Bleiler
must have examined the Library of Congress copy, because his Science-Fiction/the
Early Years carries a descriptive summary of The Flying Cows of Biloxi, and gives
the year of Bidwell's birth as 1835.

The final episode in this saga occurred when Korshak paid me a surprise
visit in 1986. He had dropped out of sight in 1958, and had eventuallysettled in
San Francisco. In the interim both he and his son Stephen had become lawyers, and
the two were then visiting friends and relatives in the east. Of course I seized
the opportunity to ask about his connection with my collecting saga. Korshak did
indeed recall Bidwell's book, though he no longer remembered making inquiries to
Biloxi city officials about it. I showed him Starrett's column, which brought a
vague glimmering of recollection to his face, but elicited no further details. I
had at last reached a dead end.

If this story shows anything, it shows how difficult it is for a histo-
rian to establish simple facts, even when one queries the very people involved.
I suppose it is also a good object lesson in the ephemeral nature of achievement
and the expectation of praise.

For historical reasons it seems appropriate to add a somewhat lengthy
postscript to the above account. It may surprise readers, but Benson Bidwell was
not the only author who wrote about flying cows. Another who used the idea was
Harry Lincoln Saylor. Saylor was a prolific writer of juvenile books in the first
decade of the century, and three of his "Airship Boys'" series (eight volumes, 1909
to 1915) are science-fiction. The one that concerns us here is the fifth volume
of that set, The Airship Boys in Pinance, or the Flight of the Flying Cow (1911).
The novel was published by the Reilly and Britton Company of Chicago, and carried
four illustrations by Sidney H. Riesenberg. (Riesenberg may be remembered for
his covers for Short Stories and other pulp magazines in the 1930's.)

There is nothing subtle about the opening of the story. Numerous reli-
able witnesses see a cow sailing serenely through the air over Niagara Falls. It
then descends gently to a meadow on the Canadian side, and there an unidentified
man and a boy are observed running up to it and then departing in an automobile.
Reports of the event, often ridiculed, are spread far and wide, even reaching the
big city daily newspapers. To one of these is sent an anonymous letter revealing
that the cow was launched byNed Napier and Alan Hope, two brilliant teen-aged in-
ventors and adventurers; these are the Airship Boys, who have built and flown a
variety of airplanes and dirigibles in this series of books.
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The purpose of staging this stunt is to gain publicity and attract fin-
ancing for their projects. In Newark, New Jersey a company is already construct-
ing for them a monoplane made of vanadium steel. To cut down air resistance this
has a hooded cockpit and landing wheels which fold up by means of compressed air.
It can fly at 120 miles an hour. With it the inventors plan to organize a passen-
ger and freight airline serving New York, Chicago and the cities between them.

Their stunt was accomplished by attaching a rocket motor to the cow,
which has been protected byasbestos from being burned. A platformpowered by heavy

spiral springs hurled her into the air to assist the launch. The crucial point
here is that the rocket uses liquid fuel whose rate of flow can be changed at will,
enabling its take-off,direction and landing to be controlled. The fuel used is

gasoline, and Sayler also suggests a "liquid hydrogen converter.'" These prescient
devices should certainly earn mention of his book in the history of rocketry.

Where did he get his ideas? In 1903 the Russian Konstantin Tsiolkovsky
published a plan for a rocket powered by liquid hydrogen and liquid oxygen, but it
is unlikely that Sayler would have had access tosuch an obscure theoretical arti-
cle, even conceding that he was able to bridge the language barrier. As early as
1909 Robert Goddard was studying rocket propulsion, but his work was not published
until 1919 and he did not launch a rocket using liquid fuel until 1926. 4 Trip to
Venus (1897) by John Munro is one of the very few novels in English mentioning
liquid-fueled rockets that precedes The Airship Boys in Finance, but itwas never
published in this country and one doubts that Sayler ever saw it.

He was familiar with Verne's writings, however, and cites the latter's
lunar cannon as an example of ''reaction travel' that is impractical. Only with a
liquid fuel, he maintains, can firing be continuous and controllable. The design
he favors is akin to a simple internal combustion engine, and I strongly suspect
he was simply trying toadapt the power- train of an automobile foruse in a rocket.

This work, as well as others in the series (Sayler wrote all except the
last), may well be the most scientifically oriented juvenile novels ever written.
In this respect, they even outdo Verne. Sayler not only indulges in extensive
technical descriptions, but even includes detailed and labelled diagrams. One is
surprised that some of his books were accepted as teen-age fiction at all, for
they contain as much sugar-coated science as they do adventure. Perhaps they were
redeemed by his smooth writing style, which is far superior to that of most juven-
ile authors, with the possible exception of Carl Claudy.

Scientific matters, thus, take up almost the entire opening third of

The Airship Boys in Finance before the actual story gets really under way. The
rocket engine itself is described minutely; it is cartridge-shaped, all its phys-
ical dimensions are listed, and we are even told the weight of the motor. There

are discussions as to how night-flying can be made accurate and safe, and the de-
sirability of being able to refuel airplanes in flight is mentioned. Sayler tells
of the need for construction of a compass that will perform accurately in flight,
as well as for weather-forecasting instruments and stations that keep pilots in-
formed while in the air. Even the desirability of having hotels and restaurants
at airports is touched upon.

To domesticate the story, names of living figures appear as characters.
One is Lee De Forest, acclaimed radio and television pioneer, who is portrayed
here as adapting the wireless telegraph and telephone stations for air-line com-
munications. (It should be remembered that no radio stations existed at the time.)
Another major figure is the legendary financier J. P. Morgan, who is lured by the
publicity into listening to these air-line plans, and persuaded that they are a
good investment for venture capital. (It should further be remembered that dur-
ing this period of our history finance, like exploration, was considered a career
suitable for teen-agers. Wall Street was a symbol of romance rather than greed;
many dime novels were written about adventures there, not the least of them by
Horatio Alger, Jr. 1In fact, until the Great Depression following the Wall Street
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crash in 1929, entire pulp magazines likeFame and Fortune were steady sellers.)

The most comprehensive article to date on this little-known author is
nHarry L. Sayler and the Airship Boys" bythe Ohio author David K. Vaughan (in Ed-
ward Le Blanc's Dime Novel Round-Up for October 1990). Sayler was born February
13, 1863 in Little York, Ohio. He received a Bachelor of Philosophy degree from
pePaul University in Greencastle, Indiana, and in 1887 began editorial work on
various Indiana newspapers. He moved to Chicago in 1888, securing a position as
manager on the City Press Association there in 1890. He wrote introductions to
several books and was a frequent contributor to magazines. He was married in 1899
to Nora H. Elliott of Shelbeyville, Indiana, and died May 31, 1913.

Shortly before World War I there was a cycle ofairplane books for boys,
and Vaughan credits Sayler with initiating this when The Airship Boys, the very

first in the series, appeared in 1909. Sayloralso wrote under three pen names,
two of them air series. As Ashton Lamar he wrote the Aeroplane Boys series (eight
volumes, ending with his death in 1913); and as Gordon Stuart he started a set
featuring the Boy Scouts of the Air (fourteen volumes, 1912-1922). As Elliot
Whitney he inaugurated the Boy's Big Game series, in which a different wild beast
is hunted in each book. His last contribution to this was The Rogue Elephant, the
fifth of the series (1913), but it was popular enough to be continued after his
death, running to thirteen books before ending in 1923.

All of Harry Saylor's writings show anextraordinary attention todetail,
and carry generous amounts of accurate information along with adventure. His books
on air travel deserve citation in aviation history for their excellent short-range
projections of aircraft construction and passenger- and freight-handling. His
"Flying Cow'" volume deserves mention not only there, but also in the history of

rocketry.
@ @ @

THE HOUSE OF THE SUN

Westward, an apocalyptic sky:
a churning mass of lemon cloud washed through with sun
collapses down to dusk.

I am here, too,

an integral part of the scene,

moving acress hills and fields,

scurrying to the place that will make
the lundscape complete,

will set the scene,

And the house is here,

waiting foursquare, cardinal windows walled in flame
under the scceep, windowless roof.

It could nor be otherwise.

I approach.... Yes, the door opens,

calling me in by swinging motions,

dusty rooms beyond, all greys now

as the last of sunset drains away.

I cross the threshold. Stairs and arches

radiate away from this centre,

I am here. It could not be otherwise.

The door drifts shut; dust scatters;

I move on, starting for the stairs.

The steps slide past beneath—

Gaining the landing, door-vistas present themselves
And more stairs go to the eyeless attic.

I know my door; wordless grime encourages,
and T know my door. I go inwards....

Blinded by Jdarkness, my eyes make out the dawn.
Hushed, it creeps into the sky in a pink mist,
carving the black winter trees against rooftops.
I am high here.
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I blink,

and the quiet September afternoon pours in:

tall sky made more limitless by the arena of cloud
stretching terraced from north through east to south.

Then I hear her. I have turned up to listen.
She says what I know, but had hoped not to hear.
The landscape falters; but the scene is here still.

The warmth of the summer night crackles inside the panes
and a bat skims out of the trees

like a darker speck of night.
I am here, and I now know what to do.

Outside, the last edge of day falls

over the horizon.
I gaze behind me into the depths of the gloomy room:
I can go no further.

And the door won't open. I am here.
—dJohn Howard
L ] L ] o

ALIEN OR KIN?

Science-Fiction and Poetry
K.V Bailey

Kenneth V. Bailey's professional activities have lain chiefly in the fields of en-
vironmental education and educational radio and television. (He was for many years the Brit-
ish Broadcasting Corporation's Chief Education Officer.) In addition to having written media
and conservation works, he is author and translator of published and broadcast verse, much of
it oriented towards fantasy and science-fiction. Of his nine poetry books, three are exclu-
sively devoted to these genres: J3pace Travellers (1984), Broomstick Drive: Space - Age Rhymes
and Ballads (1985) and The Sky Giants (1989). "The Clarke: Opera Semi-Seria" is a verse se-
quence published in Foundation #41 (1987), the issue celebrating the seventieth birthday of
Arthur C. Clarke. Bailey has read poetry, including his own, at several science-fiction con-
ventions over the past five years. As a critic and reviewer he focuses almost exclusively on
sclence-fiction and fantasy, and has contributed to journals in Britain, Europe, Australia and
the Americas. He and his wife live on the remote island of Alderney in the English Channel, a
few miles off the Cotentin Peninsula of France. There he finds the peaceful landscape, the lo-
cal legends and the island's wrometimes turbulent history, with its Roman -Celtic-Norman ori-
gins, perennial sources of interest and inspiration.

~—Steve Sneyd

The proportion of writers or readers of poetry who also read science-
fiction, though unknown and perhaps not very high, may be greater than generally
supposed.  The proportion of science - fiction readers and writers who are at all
deeply involved as readers, writers or speakers of poetry, however, is most likely
quite small; in fact there is a considerable body of the more technologically-
minded of these for whom poetry probably remains a closed book. Nevertheless there
are aspects of both poetry and science-fiction which suggest that the two are ac-
tually estranged or separated members of the same family. Such kinship may be more
apparent to enthusiasts of science-fiction areas adjacent to and sometimes merging
with the territories of fantasy; for the family I refer to is one whose roots lie
in myth, curious speculation, early cosmogonies, ancient voyages and story-telling.

The variety of poetry is great; so is that of science-fiction. In their
joint context let us consider first the poetic experience and the disciplines of
poetry. Image and metaphor are of their essence. They find their expression in
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mpusical™ terms, by which Imean theeffect-producing practices of prosody-—rhythm,
assonance, rhyme, etc. These constitute means by which the percipient imagination
js led to reach sympathetically, even empathetically, beyond its normal bounds.
when poetry functions in this way it may contract the consciousness of the reader
or listener to a diamond point of illumination, while at the same time stretching
his awareness towards larger perspectives of the phenomenal universe and itsmodes
of interaction with the individual's own "inner universe.' The literatures of sci-
ence and philosophy, and the expression of experience and imaginative thought in
prose, will act powerfully within their own specific parameters of communication,
but they can rarely effect release of that lightning insight which the aesthetic
impact of poetry makes possible.

Examples from the historian Toynbee and the poet Shelley will illustrate
this. In A Study of History Toynbee quotes from Shelley's "Hellas'" stanzas which,
in variations on a Virgilian theme, state the concept of a determined cyclic his-
tory, while holding out the hope that a humane ethos may eventually cancel or
transcend the compulsive repetitions of the past. Toynbee expresses his own ver.
sion of that Shelleyan concept as follows:

ETIhe detection of periodic repetitive movements in our analysis of the process

of civilization does not imply that the process itselfis of the same cyclic order

that they are. If any inference can legitimately be drawn from the periodicity

of these minor movements, we may rather infer that the major movement they bear

along is not recurrent but progressive.
This, if not exactly a scientific statement, is a reasoned one based on Toynbee's
own detailed six-volume analysis of 'twenty-one civilized Societies." Although it
summarizes an interesting and challenging view of history, it leaves the reader
with no feeling of having been on a pinnacle, of having received any supremely in-
volving insight; but a reading of the concluding chorus of "Hellas,' in which the
intellectual/ideological ground is somewhat similar, offers a qualitatively dif-
ferent experience—a ''peak" experience. Its first stanza reads in part:

The world's great age begins anew,
The golden years return,
‘The Farth doth like a snake recnew
fler winter weeds outworn:
heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam
Like wrecks of a resolving dream.

What Shelley has done is 1link the cyclic concept to experience of the
cycle of changing seasons, the eternal return of spring after winter; and he at-
taches this by way of a biological/organic trope to images of history. Just as
the snake emerges as a new-yet-continuing creature from its cast skin, and just as
the earth is the same planet yet with new potential when, with spring, it enters
another year with the old one's debris left in the past, so, though basic patterns
of human historical behavior survive, there are heroic potentials which may trans-
cend and transform them. The wars, creeds, empires of the past are part of the
shed skin. Must these always be repeated in just the same pattern, Shelley then
asks, or may there not, as he writes in a later stanza, be a time when "A loftier
Argo cleaves the main /Fraught with a later prize'"?

Turning now to fiction, a literary medium which involves the reader's
imaginative participation, it is in science-fiction particularly that a meeting
place may be found for both the historico - scientific or sociological concept, as
exemplified in the Toynbee quotation, and the heightened insight and aesthetic
feeling generated by Shelley. The blending of these two modes of apprehension,
which may occur under the genre's imaginative pressures, can be a strong stimulus
to mental exploration, thought experiments and speculation. Among the science-
fiction works which can be relevantly cited are those which project actual human
patterns onto a far vaster screen, impelling us to see shadows of ourselves and
our histories scaled-up in time and space and appearing Brocken-1like amidst the
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galaxies. Isaac Asimov's Foundation sequence, using an "imperial decline'" model,
and James Blish's Cities in Flight tetralogy, with its avowed basis in the his-
torical systemizations of Oswald Spengler, are examples of these. Olaf Stapledon's
Last and First Men and Last Men in London trace the rise and fall of successive
human biologies and cultures across the solar system, while in his Star-Maker he
ranges wider to create analogs of the terrestrial phenomenon of cultures burgeon-
ing, atrophying, dying and then being regenerated. Through alien-directed project-
ions, substituting for humans his plant-men, arachnoids, nautiloids and other ex-
otica, he fosters a measure of what Darko Suvin has termed ''cognitive estrangement."

Stapledon also introduces forces which are indifferent to the destinies
of striving civilizations— the unpredictable, uncontrollable cataclysm, or the
entropic running down of physical systems-—as H.G.Wells has done inthe late chap-
ters of The Time Machine. Stapledon paints all such happenings on a vast, imper-
sonalizing canvas. Other writers have described the rise and fall of cultures
and empires by cosmic circumstance, tracing them through the fates of well por-
trayed (alien) characters. Brian Aldiss's Helliconia trilogy is a tour de force
of this kind. In i1t destinies of races, of species, but also of a credible cast
of characters, are determined byplanetary circlings within a multiple star-system.
He has also miniaturized such epic events in a brilliant short story, 'Creatures
of Apogee,'" where a planet's hugely elliptical orbit permits the alternate exist-
ence of ice-tolerant and sun-tolerant sentient beings. One extracted sentence
graphically conveys the story's flavour:

Small the world was, and a slave to its lethargic orbit; for in the course of one
year, from the heats of perihelion to the cools of apogee and back again not only

lives but generations and whole civilizations underwent the cycle of birth and de-
cay, birth and decay.

There is, of course, also that sub-genre, here our particular concern,
which mingles poetry with science-fiction or fantasy and sometimes describes it-
self as speculative verse. At its best it moves the conjectures and questionings
of the latter genres to a more rarified or even, paradoxically, a more concrete
plane, capturing and reinforcing the strange, the mind-stretching and the unknown
in resonant imagery. I take as examples two haikus from Steve Sneyd's collection
We Are Not Men, and the poem "Cycle's End" by Andy Sawyer. All three are related
to the theme we have been pursuing. The first poem, "Eclipsing Binary," recalls
obliquely the Helliconia type of cyclic astronomical catastrophe:

old marriage this: no
words wasted when it's time to
shut each other up

The second may take imaginings in the direction of the Shelley chorus from "Hal-
las,” doing so seemingly on a downbeat (Spenglerian?) note characteristic of much
science-fiction; yet there is in it an imagery and an ambiguity wnich can turn
thought still (but upbeat now) towards Shelley and his '"Ode to the West Wind'"-—
"Drive my dead thoughts over the universe /Like withered leaves to quicken a new
birth!" The title of this haiku is '"Welcome to Android World':

oakleaves cling through winter
as if still alive: here rules
the same deception

In the third illustration Sawyer uses, and fuses, the imageries of tech-
nology and myth to make concrete the '"quickenling]l of a new birth," a soaring
which rises above the chaos of a departure—much as the "winter weeds outworn"
of Shelley's snake become ''the wreck of a dissolving dream."

The gold and purple phoenix

Was silent as it rose from the flames.
Shaking its wings, it cast spells
Along the tightness of space.

The desert, sand on sand,

Rose, fell, was fused and cooled;
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Only later was there sound to wash the motion
And rumble mocking between sky and earth.

And by then,

The bird had long gone.

There, in a metaphor of cyclic beginnings and endings (and metaphor is

at the heart of poetry), the organic and inorganic are joined-——as they are in
Sneyd's "Welcome to Android World," if we may classify his androids as inorganic.
Robot automata, yes; they are inorganic mechanisms known to science. With an-

droids, however, we tread that ambiguous borderland between science - fiction and
fantasy, a borderland inhabited by aliens, creatures not known to exist, but re-
cruited to fill suppositional and allegoric roles. Philip K. Dick's novel Do An-
droids Dream of Electric Sheep? merges both thealien and theandroid (his androids
are rogue escapees from other colonized planets infesting the earth); in its very
title the work provides a perfect metaphoric epitomization of inorganic/organic
dichotomy. The android, in its symbolic capacity as the humanly sentient being
who is not yet human, points the way to my second illustrative theme, which will
be developed on lines similar to those followed in considering cyclic phenomena.

This second theme is one which pervades science -fiction: that of alien
minds and bodies. In creating fictive aliens the writer seeks a reflected iden-
tity, one in which similarity-in-difference can sharpen self-realization. Theman-
ufactured android we have seen to be an "alien,'" though imagined as close to man
in nature. In many examples it has a flesh and blood body; in others a synthe-
sized or inorganic one. It has consciousness, yet it is not unequivocally human.
In this it has something in common with those animals which form the template for
so many fictive, intelligent, sentient species: the leonines of C. J. Cherryh's
Chanur novels, the vaguely seal/beaver-like Martian Sorns of C. S. Lewis's Out of
the Silent Planet, the humanoid bears, bulls and cats who are the Underpeople of
Cordwainer Smith's "Instrumentality."

Science, of course, knows nothing of such fictive creatures. What it is
cognizant of, however, is the terrestrial alien. Like the human being this is a
living, experiencing creature, often sharing environments with humans, sensing and
interacting with those environments, with other animals and with the humans them-
selves. Science and philosophy have endeavored to probe the nature of that exper-
ience, and to investigate the gaps between human and such alien (animal) sentience.
Professor Thomas Nagel has asked the question in his essay '"What Is It Like to Be
a Bat?", first published two decades ago in The Philosophical Review. He con-
cludes that we can only suppose ourselves in the place of intelligent bats-—or,
he adds (employing a comprehensive word for hypothetical aliens), intelligent Mar-
tians, were they to try to determine what it is like to be human. Their mind-
structure could be such as to deny them access to factsthat the human mind-struc-
ture permits humans to comprehend—and vice versa.

The bat, in its world of echo-location, is (along with whales and dol-
phins among mammals) most strangelyremote from our world of perception. In The
Senses of Animals, Maxwell Knight and L. Harrison Matthews write of the evasive
action taken by certain moths "on being 'looked at' by the bat's sonar system..."
In his poem '"Bat,'" D. H. Lawrence endeavors to sense the nature of ''bat-hood":
"A twitch, a twitter, an elastic shudder in flight." The dog is a more accessible
mammal, though its mode of consciousness is not ours and it lacks speech; but the
sensitive poet may interpret plausibly, while avoiding anthropomorphic extremes.

Consider these lines by Richard Goring:

head cocked, quizzical-—

my dog watches a woodlouse

crawling the carpet
"Quizzical" is a human attitude/emotion, but here it seems to proper word touse in
an attempt to portray the mixture of curiosity and uncertainty occupying the mind

of an alert dog as it follows the erratic progress of a strange body.
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That, we may say, is a poetry of the empathic moment. There are more
complex poems which essay insight into imagined alien or animal experiences as a
means toward metaphor or allegory. Thus Aldous Huxley's '"Mole'" starts with the

"old mole-soul'" who . . .tunnels on
Through ages of oblivion
Until at last the long constraint
Of each hand-wall is lost and faint
Comes daylight creeping from afar,
And mole-work grows crepuscular.
Tunnel meets air and bursts; mole sees
Men as strange as walking trees?

Here Huxley's stroke of genius is "each hand-wall," a wonderful attempt to '"feel"
with the mole its tunnelled path. The Biblical allusion to the impact of light on
restored hwman sight is adroitly emphasized by the question-mark. (Huxley then
develops his theme metaphysically to make light, and eventually transcendental
light, the media of further and of ultimate tunelling.)

Rupert Brooke, in ""The Fish,'" uses subaqueous existence as an allegory
of the sensual life, to be contrasted with the overarching empyrean of love; but
his attempted kinaesthetic fish-experience ofa "fluctuant mutable world" is irre-
sistibly real: And joy is in the throbbing tide,

Whose intricate fingers beat and glide

In felt bewildered harmonies

Of trembling touch; and music is

The exquisite knocking of the blood

Space is no morc under the mud;

His bliss is older than the sun,
In a later poem, "Heaven," Brooke turns piscean metaphor towards satirical skep-
sis. Now ''somewhere beyond Space and Time' his fish trust that

. there swimmeth one

Who swam ere rivers were begun
Immense of fishy form and mind,

Squamous, omnipotent, and kind. ..

This tone is different. The fish is simply being used as human surrogate, anthro-
pomorphically projecting, fantasizing, speculating. The classic poem of that par-
ticular kind is Browning's '"Caliban Upon Setebos: or Natural Theology in the Is-
land." Shakespeare's Caliban, a truly fantastic monster, is Browning's model. In
his poem the creature's actions parallel the deeds of Setebos, the creator and
discretionary destroyer,while it muses on their nature and implications. Caliban,
for example, mutilates or rewards arbitrarily chosen individuals in a fileof sea-
ward marching crabs: "Say, this bruised fellow shall receive a worm,

And two worms he whose nippers end in red;

As it likes me each time, I do: so He.
'"So He" is the constant refrain; and at the beginning of that passage the elision
("'Say) there, as elsewhere in the poem, indicates Caliban's own ambiguous self-
consciousness—either knowing himself as a first-person "I" or as a third-person
entity. The opening lines of the work establish this:

"Will sprawl, now that the heat of day is best,
flat on his belly, in the pit's much mire. .

In such ways Browning identifies Caliban as alien, a creature whose experiential
processes need to be probed and coded. When Caliban soliloquizes he is "[1lletting
the rank tongue blossom into speech'; and when he becomes intoxicated he drinks
the gourd-like fruit mash '"Quick, quick, tillmaggots scamper through mybrain...."

Modern science-fiction presents and uses the alien in guises god-like,
monstrous, quasi-human and zoOmorphic. In some instances the manner of use is to
offer a remoteness onto which the human can be projected to achieve a degree of
""cognitive estrangement'; in others it is to place mankind in relation to other
possible manifestations of intelligence and consciousness, often to deflate the
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chauvinism of homo sapiens; in all cases the problem of communication is both re-
cognized as a barrier and used as an instrument for estrangement-resolving. The am-
piguously god-like and monstrous can be found, for example, in Arthua C. Clarke's
childhood's End and Philip K. Dick's The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch. The
uasi-human is conceived for purposes of satire in Gulliver's voyages; while in
The Left Hand of Darkness Ursula K. Le Guin employs a human's confrontation with
the hermaphroditic Hainish race, the Getheneans,to raise disturbing questions re-
lating to alienation, prejudice and sexuality. 1In her other novels, especially
The Dispossessed, she dwells on problems of communication with humanoid aliens.
The peoples of her Hainish Worlds are, in fact, descended from colonizers who also
spawned the human race; and in these many humanoid divergences we are confronted
with the outcome of variant potentials. When, however, the alien is still further
removed from humanoid form, communication becomes more difficult as its strange-
ness increases—but this very difficulty offers unique occasions forarousing the
reader's human self-awareness dramatically. There is such an example in Cherryh's
The Pride of Chanur when her zoOmorphic (leonine) "hani' alientries, failing lan-
guage, to understand the mind of her human captive, who is under great stress: "A
tremor passed over his face, extressions she could not read. The eyes spilled
water...." Later she interprets by empathic intuition: "If his pathetically small
ears could have moved they would have lain down, she thought; it was that kind of

1"
look, Illustrators and movie make-up artists only rarely produce a convincing
alien. Novelists are more successful. Cherryh is very good at applying the per-
suasive baroque descriptive touch. Here, again from The Pride of Chanur, is her
description of the "stsho,'" another carnivorous race, antithetical to the hani,
but trading between worlds with them:
Methodical to a fault, the stsho could be tedious, full of subtle meanings in

their pastel ornaments and the tatooings on their pearly hides. They were another

hairless species, thin, tri-sexed and hanilike only by the wildest stretch of the

imagination, if eyes, nose and mouth in biologically convenient order constituted

similarity.
The only trouble with close description, either graphic or anthropological, 1is
that we may feel we get to know the alien too well. The mysterious thrill of en-
counter is then attenuated. It is here that the poetry of science-fiction and fan-
tasy can be enhancing. Form, language, image, metaphor combine and conspire to
reinforce the encounter and evade familiarity. Communication, or the lack of it,
may be sensed almost occultly. See how wonderfully Coleridge achieves this when
the angelic phantasms appear standing on the corpses of the Mariner's shipmates
("The Rime of the Ancient Mariner," part VI). Coleridge's description is so sim-
ple—but electrifying: "A man all light, a seraph man,'" and then:

This seraph band, each waved his hand,
No voice did they impart—

No voice; but 0, the silence sank

Like music on my heart.

To exemplify how in extraterrestrial contexts the poetic medium may at-
tain such effects when its subject is the alien—that prime embodiment of the un-
known but existent "other''-——1I cite from two British poets of science-fiction. The
first is once more Steve Sneyd. His title alone simultaneously conveys the organ-
ically powerful and the cosmically remote, and subtly suggests a zoomorphic ambi-
guity. It is "Herculid Owlcat':

watch yourself in eycs
bigger than starships: you shrink
from burning focus

This suggests a near-terrifying experience of contact and self-realization. At
the same time the title and the basic imagery cut humanity down to size, physi-
cally and psychically. The communication is wordless, an ocular reflexive pro-

cess, for which the medium is light.
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My second example is a poem by Stephen Bowkett which, using the imagery
of a far planetary landscape and the action of a spacer's exploration, moves to a
perfect epitomizing of that which is alien. The poem is simply titled "It."

It still, making no sound.
appeared as we rounded rocks Shapes beyond shapes

blurred by red starlight, we knew,

sharp and a slow pulsing

with growths of crystal. film of skin

In all that sky e S

and twisting smoke It lived in crags,

no-one dared think of home. making its home

Fragments of wind amid flecks of glass and cinder,
picked among the world's ashes its brain full of fires.

as we searched,

dreading a find. 1l g O S

and dreamed of the stars.

It rose from cever: It stood ten steps away,
twice our height a gulf our starships
and greyblack, could never cross.

The alienation implicit in '"mo-one dared think of home" and 'dreading a find": the
silence; the uncertain description of an almost amorphous creature,'its brain full
of fires'"; the Dantean landscape around it—all these images, formed and half-
formed, lead to the perfect oxymoron of the last three lines. These express some-
thing of the essence of science-fiction and related fantasy.

In another of his poems, 'Meteor,'" Bowkett captures themoment following
the shock of "a sudden reminder that the stars are not asleep'"'—the moment when
again after meteor-streak "stars settle in the night's /ice-metal stillness,'" and
we are driven to wonder and to ask '""What else out there'? only to conclude that:

The gulf is too vast, the why

that imagination shudders

from

and dares not trust
It is in precisely such seconds of sudden apparition, or ensuing stillness, that
insights into matters of mutability, recurrence, the origins, rhythms, directions
and accessibility of other planetary and cosmic life can with great immediacy in-
vade a heightened and speculative consciousness. They sustain an open, never a
closed consciousness, constantly expectant, as one key image in ''Meteor' expresses
it, of "[slome sequel when the sky's jewels / flash...."

The several exemplifying poems cited do, I suggest, give substance to
the contention with which I opened: that poetry and science-fiction (withits fan-
tasy-extended frontiers) have in many of their manifestations a common concern,
although this is pursued through differing creative modes. Poetry acts to use
its musical manipulation of words and its structuring ofmetaphor to create a pow-
erful imagery which reflects man's experience in the diverse but overlapping
"worlds' of his existence. Science-fiction, whether closely or 1loosely linked
with the sciences, acts to extrapolate and to speculate imaginatively from the
basis of man's observation of, use of, interaction with, understanding of, or es-
trangement from his multi-faceted environment. In their effects both literary
forms may modify, heighten, even transform consciousness within their readers: po-
etry usually by almost instantaneously realized intuitions and insights; science-
fiction more often by gradually, perhaps more rationally, gained adjustment of
mental and probably emotional perspectives. What is most significant is that
these effects may operate complementarily, and in the distinctive genre of sci-
ence-fiction poetry may cause the individual reader's imagination to oscillate
electrifyingly between one mode and the other.
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I walked jungles of lichen
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tendrils of vermilion lichen
curling, burning with orchids
and crawling with the eyes
of man-tall insects

now,

as I scratch paths

on this Yorkshire wall,
I dislodge the ruins
of Martian cities

ESCALATOR TO ANDROMEDA/
FOR A 1950's S-F WRITER

(To E. C. TUBB)

he types
"LIFT-OFF:
within 4:42
minutes, no
blue sky"

leans back,

drinks cotfee,
exhales nebulae

of cigarette smoke,
stares at the wall §&
out beyond the wall
as far as

Andromeda

then, 4:42 minutes
later, he

returns to

the typewriter

—Andrew Darlington
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Book Reviews

THE CHILDREN OF MEN by P. D. James. New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1993. 241 pp.
24 cm. $22.00.

The year 2021 begins with the ignominious death, in a tavern brawl, of
the last man born on earth. He is only twenty-five, and there are still many mil-
lions 1living on the planet, people born before universal sterility struck
humanity in 1995, but his death still seems symbolically evocative of his race's
fate. That scene introduces the first half of Ms. James's novel, which describes
the conditions that have come about in the quarter-century since no more children
have arrived in the world.

These events are seen through the eyes of Theodore Farin, an Oxford pro-
fessor of Victorian history, and told by his ruminations as he writes a diary of
his daily life. England, we learn, has become a dictatorship run by the Warden
and the four members of his council. It is stable and generally accepted because
it retains the familiar, traditional forms of government-—parliament, the king,
regional councils, all now archaic and almost powerless-—and because people have
been given freedom from fear, want and boredom. All felons are routinely exiled
to a penal colony on the Isle of Man. There is enough food, an increasing abun-
dance of housing, and no one needs to work long or arduously. There is ample en-
tertainment, including the products of state-run pornography shops. Medical care
is free. Meanwhile research aimed atrestoring mankind's fertility continues, un-
successfully, and that of all individual men and women is constantly being tested.
The first half of The Children of Men also gives much of Farin's own history, and
fleshes him out as a full-rounded character. He is a cousin of Xan, the Warden,
and at one time acted as advisor to the Council of England, to which he still has

access. . . . .
Although she has written a dozen books, this is Ms. James's first ven-

ture into science-fiction. Her imagined situation is by no means new; the concept
of wuniversal human sterility goes back to 1805, when Cousin de Grainville's Le
Derniére Homme depicted its occurrence through exhaustian of the planet's soil and
water. More recently, J. G. Ballard's The Drowned World (1962), and Graybeard
(1965) by Brian Aldiss made solar storms and nuclear testing responsible. In Red
Smow (1930) F. Wright Moxley posited the phenomenon's appearance without expla-
nation; and like James's, too, his mnovel deals with the effects on social struc-
ture—'"People turn to art and sex for relief, with predictable idiotic results,"
for example. The theme has even been turned to slapstick humor by George Weston
in His First Million Women (1934), where the effects ofa passing comet leave only
one man in the world still fertile.

I suspect Ms. James is unfamiliar with all of these, and indeed she is
less interested in the broad effects that occupy most of them than inthe responses
of individuals. "I thought, if there was no future, how would we behave?' she re-
marked in a 1992 interview. The responses she suggests are twofold: how to face
death, which has become not merely an end of self, but incrementally the end of
all humanity; and how people, especially women, deal with losing their reproduc-
tive function. Reading about the latter in The Children of Men gave me a strong
feeling of déja-vu, for I had already encountered their reactions elsewhere.

Sixty years ago Life Everlasting, by the well known genre author David
H. Keller, was published as a magazine serial (it also appeared in book form in
1947). In this novel a scientist perfects a serum that confers immortality on the
human race. But there is an unexpected price to pay: freedom from disease and all
effects of ageing is accompanied by universal sterility. Keller devotes much of
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this work to describing how people react to the situation.

There are striking similarities between his explorations and James's.
goth believe that social stability will increase as the population remains static
or decreases. Both see a decline in the working week, and the question arising
as to what people will do with more spare time (a problem that Aldous Huxley fore-
saw earlier in his Brave New World). Each author forecasts inherent restlessness,
more separations or divorces, and an increased desire for pets. Keller's child-
less women collect dolls and give tea-parties for them; James's celebrate their
pseudo-births, wheel them about in prams, bury broken ones in consecrated ground.
Both writers posit a flourishing industry that produces dolls in different sizes
which match human growth, but here Keller is more inventive. His dolls are lit-
erally robotic babies. They can stand and walk (like James's), but can also be
bathed, take the bottle, show symptoms of colic, and even grow tonsils and aden-
oids which have to be removed. The factories which make them are staffed exclu-
sively by men who are eager to be employed there, doubtless because such work is
psychologically equivalent to fathering a child. But dolls and robots cannot re-
ciprocate the love they receive, and eventually women realize there is nocure for
frustrated maternal desire.

Resolution of this fundamental problem is effected by the two authors in
different ways. In Life Everlasting it occurs rapidly: an antidote is found which
reverses the effects of the serum, and most of humanity chooses to take it and go
back to their former state. In The Children of Men it is a slower process that
takes up the latter half of the book. Farron, disillusioned by negative aspects
of the dictatorship, falls in with an impromptu band of revolutionaries who har-
rass and then are forced to flee from government forces. He grows to love Julian,
one of its members, who eventually reveals that she is pregnant. Adventures fol-
low, in which several of the band sacrifice their lives for her, and culminate in
a confrontation between Faron and Xan. Xan is killed and Faron takes his place as
Warden of England. Julian's child is born, probably symbolizing a Christian par-
allel that gives hope for the future of the human race.

Except for the facet of coincidence I have described, Life Everlasting
and The Children of Men involve, clearly, entirely different plots; they evolve
in different ways and are written in different styles. Keller's novel reflects
more simplistic times, and its development relies on values which two generations
have led many to question. Itsunadorned prose seems almost pedestrian today, but
still supports a moving and powerful ending.

James's work is more intricately constructed. It moves more slowly at
first as she sets the stage and develops her characters, but its sharp, circum-
stantial detail always holds the reader's attention, and the tempo gradually in-
creases as the climax approaches. It is also, I should emphasize, beautifully
written. Her thoughtful, introspective prose has sometimes seemed out of place in
her detective stories (especially such longer ones as Devices and Desires and
A Taste for Death, where it diffuses the vigor of the subject-matter), but here
a stronger plot and shorter narrative span make it an asset rather than a liabil-
ity. I am sure that others will find The Children of Men as pleasurable to read
as I have, and I recommend it highly. I also recommend to P. D. James that she
herself seek out David Keller's Life Everlasting, which I feel sure she has never
read, for the intellectual pleasure of savoring fictional pathways of thought that

so closely parallel her own. A. Lang[ez_/ Searles
HOCUS POCUS by Kurt Vonnegut. New York: Putnam Publishers, 1990.  320pp. 21.5
cm. $21.95. (softbound edition: Berkeley Books, 1991, $5.99.)

What can be said about an author who has written several "instant clas-
sics," and whose lesser efforts routinely sell in millions of copies?
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Well, he's done it again. While not as audaciously speculative as in
Slaughterhouse Five, Cat's Cradle or The Sirens of Titan, Vonnegut's latest book
shows a return to top form and qualifies as one of the best of the rest. It does-
n't have a heavy science-fiction element like coming'"unstuck in time" (Slaughter-
house Five) or "ice nine" (Cat's Cradle) as the main mode of plot propulsion, but
Hocus Pocus does explain the entire evolution of life on Earth as no more than an
experiment during space exploration by "The Elders of Tralfamadore'" ('even the

greatest human being in history . .. was nothing more than a petri dish in the
truly Grand Scheme of Things'"). So in 1its vision of the future it is indeed
speculative.

We are in the year 2001. Any and all available space—1ike bankrupt
colleges, aircraft carriers, missile cruisers and even the underfunded '"supercol-
lider" excavation outside Waxahachi, Texas—is being converted into Japanese-
owned and -operated prisons. These are racially segregated, and staffed by an
army of occupation constituting, in part, the millions of Japanese nationals who
oversee their widespread American investments. This has been arranged, ostensibly,
for the better facilitation of the war on drugs: "When you dare tothink about how
huge the illegal drug business is in this country, you have to suspect that prac-
tically everybody has a steady buzz on. .. ."

The closest thing to a theme in Hocus Pocus is the complicated futility
of ignorance, which primarily takes the form of bashing the upper and middle
classes (these defined as denizens of 1lily -white communities bearing names like
like '"Lackawanna'). The text is an unrelenting list of examples illustrating that
precept, strung together into a pseudo-narrative, with such phrases as: "Capital-
ism was what the people with all our money, drunk or sober, sane or insane, de-
cided to do today'; "rich people were poor people with money'; 'the trouble with
the ruling class was that too many of its members were nitwits'; ''nobody ever gets
punished for anything'; '"Being an American means never having tosay you'resorry";
"so many people wanted to come here because it was soeasy to rob the poor people,
who got absolutely no protection from the government." And so on.

In Vonnegut's future, gasoline is available only on the black market,
the two principal currencies of the planet are the yen and fellatio, and the so-
cial security system has gone bust. In fact the entire nation has been thoroughly
looted, bankrupted and its assets sold off to foreigners by the ruling class even
as it is "swamped by unchecked plagues and superstition and illiteracy and hypno-
tic TV." The people have taken God's admonition to Adam and Eve to "be fruitful,
and multiply, and replenish the earth, and subdue it'" as meaning that ''they had
instructions from the Creator of the Universe Himself to wreck the joint."

"Earthlings . . . feared and hated other Earthlings who did not look and
talk exactly as they did. They made life a hell for each other as well as for
what they called 'lower animals.' They actually thought of strangers as lower
animals." Does any of this sound familiar?

Unlike this morning's newspaper, however, Vonnegut raps your funnybone
on every page with bodacious sentiments, presenting unpopular, uncomfortable and
controversial concepts in the guise of humor. For example: "America is Japan's
Vietnam'; "I amnot writing this book for people below the age of 18, but I see no
harm in telling young people to prepare for failure rather than success, since
failure is the main thing that's going to happen to them"; '"on some planets I'm
sure there are people who eat stone, and then feel wonderful for a little while
afterwards'; "Jews .. .are trying to get through life with only half a Bible";
"Hiroshima [was] executed without trial for the crime of Emperor Worship."

Even readers not sympathetic toward Vonnegut risk finding themselves dis-
armed and enchanted before they realize their ramparts are not only under siege,
but have already been breached. It's hard to argue with this guy's well conceived
and constructed little morality plays.
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So why try? Sit back and relax. Enjoy the show. Before you know it,
you may find yourself nodding in amused agreement as the author lets loose with
such cracks as: "Life's a bad dream'; "a new Ice Age Lis] on the way"; "everybody
wants to build and nobody wants to do maintenance'; "if facts weren't funny or
scary, or couldn't make you rich, the heck with them"; '"all nations bigger than
penmark are crocks of doo-doo"; and '"The epitaph for the planet. . .carved in big
letters on a wall of the Grand Canyon for the flying-saucer people to find Lare:]
WE COULD HAVE SAVED IT BUT WE WERE TOO DOGGONE CHEAP."

"People are never stronger,'" writes K.V.,''than when they have thought up
their own arguments for believing what they believe." So, think up some arguments
for believing you should buy this book. I think you'll find it great fun.

H. R. Felgenbauer

MARY SHELLEY: Romance and Reality by Emily W. Sustein. New York: Little, Brown,
1989. 478 pp. 24 cm. $24.95. MARY SHELLEY by Allene Stuart Phy. Mercer Island,
Wash.: Starmont House, 1988. 124 pp. 20.5 cm. $17.95 (Paperback, $9.95). (Star-
mont Reader's Guide #36.)

Critical canonization of an author generally requires thatthe candidate
have methodically pursued a careerevolving in ever - improving phases, producing a
tidy shelf of books which can show 'progress'" of development and "integrity" of
thought. Authors cursed with a one-book success like Mary Shelley present prob-
lems. Seldom are they called '"great," even if their single contribution outpaces
many a lesser classic. (Another example: James Boswell, whose Life of Johnson is
usually classed as a great book though its writer is almost never called a great
author.) Worse, Mary Shelley's Frankenstein breaks loose from the critic's lab-
oratory like the monster itself (misnamed by posterity for its creator, Dr. Victor
Frankenstein). Like the monster itself on the prowl, the novel roves through the
gloom of horror fiction—and is an alien invader in the black hole of the sci-
ence-fiction field as well.

Cautious critics stick to Jane Austen, and consign Mary Shelleyto fleet-
ing mentions within general reviews of the period. Of late, however, several fem-
inist scholars have come to the rescue, showing that Mary's life and thought were
far broader than those of a mere mad poet's wife, goaded into a fit of horror-
writing after a night of spooky conversation. (As everyone, we hope, should re-
member, Mary, her husband, Byron and lightweight Polidori, on a summer's eve lark
in 1817, each essayed to write a ghost or terror yarn. "Monk" Lewis had dropped
by a few days before, but missed the competitive writing-bee of which Frankenstein
was the clear winner.)

Emily Sustein has written a full-scale biography, supplanting Muriel
Spark's rather dated Child of Light (1951), which by the way hasbeen recently re-
issued. Chapter seven gives the details of Frankenstein's genesis and composi-
tion, and chapter twenty-two helpfully reviews Mary's changing reputation in her
lifetime and since. Appended to the volume is a good bibliography of her works—
both books and ephemeral items in periodicals.

Allene Phy's work emphasizes Mary Shelley's place in the fantasy field,
specifically in the science-fiction genre; it covers not only Frankenstein but The
Last Man (1826). (There was a rash of '"Last Man" works in the early nineteenth
century, such as Thomas Campbell's 1823 poem of that title.) Each work receives
a full chapter. Frankenstein, says Phy, may be ''the most influential minor novel
of all time .. .one of the most challenging of stories." She explains textual
differences between the 1818 and 1831 editions, the latter mostly sail - trimming
efforts by Mary to appease that ravenous deity, almighty Convention. There isalso
a chapter dealing with the monster's career as a movie star, and The Last Man is
properly placed in the apocalyptic science-fiction tradition. Appended is a good
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secondary bibliography which includes most of the important contributions from
fantasy scholars. (Though where are Sam Moskowitz's? Thirty years ago, in an es-
say published in Explorers of the Infinite, he placed Mary Shelleyin the science-
fiction tradition as well as that of Gothic horror, possibly building on the sug-
gestion in L. Sprague de Camp's Science Fiction Handbook [19541.)

Phy covers Shelley's entire oeuvre, including mediocre Gothic items like
Falkner as well as her essays, poems and fugitive writings. Despite the satura-
tion of Mary Shelley and allied monster scholarship and popular writing-—as evi-
denced by her own bibliography-—Phy's is seemingly the first full-length study
that places her subject within the fantasy tradition. It is written with an old-
school gracefulness throughout.

And thanks toher hereditary and environmental rebelliousness (parents:
William Godwin, Mary Wollstonecraft), Mary Shelley emerges as a feminist in an age
when a woman writer was delicately designated an '""authoress'" or ''poetess' in the

literary journals of the day. (S[eve EDg

ONE WHO WALKED ALONE /ROBERT E. HOWARD: THE FINAL YEARS by Novalyne Price Ellis,
West Kingston, R.I.: Donald M. Grant, 1986. 317 pp. 23.5cm. $25.00.

When suicide occurs there is seldom, even in a farewell note, a fully
satisfactory answer to the question, Why? If someone is incurably ill and in in-
tense pain, there may be little doubt; but what of a young person with most of a
lifetime ahead, or one already enjoying success in a chosen profession? (Why did
Edward Arlington Robinson's Richard Cory, ''one calm summer night,” go '"home and
put a bullet through his head"?) We shall never find out, so there is also the
frustration of not knowing if the tragedy could have been prevented.

The conventional reason for Robert E. Howard's suicide was his deep love
for his terminally ill mother and an unwillingness to go on living without her.
While his mother and his relations with her remain at the center of the affair,
Howard was a deep and complex person, with his head screwed on widdershins. Like
his own character Conan he was a man of gigantic melancholies-—but without gigan-
tic mirth. Perhaps some clues to his final act can be found in his own words and
actions as recorded by Novalyne Price Ellis, the one girl he dated between 1934
and some weeks before he shot himself on June 11, 1936.

Price first met Howard in the late Spring of 1933. They were introduced
by Tevis Clyde Smith, whom she had sometimes dated, and who was a closefriend and
occasional collaborator of Howard (notably in '""Red Blades of Black Cathay,'" Orien-
tal Stories, February-March 1931). As an aspiring writer herself, she was natur-
ally anxious to meet and talk with someone who was reportedly able to sell almost
everything he ever wrote. Price kept diaries and journals, and even wrote essays
on the conversations she had with Howard. These were apparently composed immedi-
ately after each meeting with him, while fresh in her recollection; and as print-
ed here they do carry the authentic ring of his exact words. They also provide
the best insight we have into Howard's mind.

Their initial meeting, she writes, was cut short by Howard saying, "I'd
better get back, my mother will be ready to go by this time." As they prepared
to part, Price's grandmother came walking from the house. "She's the greatest wo-
man I've ever known,' Novalyne remarked. Howard seemed surprised. '"Greater than
your mother?'" he asked.

When Price took a teaching job in Cross Plains, where Howard lived, she
desired to further her acquaintance with Howard, and took the initiative to call
him. His mother answered the telephone and said her son was out of town. Noval-
yne requested her to ask him to call her on his return. He did not. After sev-
eral further attempts over the next week it became apparent that Howard's mother
had not informed him of any of her calls. So, putting aside her 1934 maidenly
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modesty, she went to the Howard home and managed to get past Mrs. Howard. Robert
received her in a friendly manner and offered to take her for a drive. On hearing
this his mother said, "You go right ahead. Forget me if you can!" Later Novalyne
Jearned from an acquaintance who was present that after they left Dr. Howard had
asked, '"Mother, are we going to lose our boy?" andhis wife had replied, '"No, don't
worry about that. We're not going to lose him."

The couple rode around and talked, and in the course of their conversa-
tion Novalyne found out Bob hadn't been out of town during the past week. At last
he said it was time to go home and give his mother her medicine. On another oc-
casion he told her that when his mother had terrible night sweats he changed her
bedding and nightgown-—sometimes as often as three times a night. Appalled, Nova-
lyne asked why he was undertaking a task that rightfully belonged to Dr. Howard.
Bob answered that since his father was always on call for his patients he himself
did whatever was necessary for her.

Their subsequent dates were prosaic enough. They mostly drove around
and occasionally went to a movie. Oddly, he never seemed to want to be seen or to
go with her anywhere in his own town of Cross Plains. There was no great romance.
Once in a while he would put his arm around her, and now and then would bestow a
chaste kiss. Their conversations were mostly about writers and writing, leavened
by Howard's opinionated remarks on many diverse subjects. Yet during the next
twenty-one months that they rode, walked and talked, Novalyne felt that she never
truly got to know and understand him.

One point seems clear: no matter what they talked about, sooner or later
the subject of his mother arose. Novalyne didn't like her very much, and early on
sensed that Mrs. Howard was a possessive woman. She wondered if Bob was really
dominated by her, was really the dutiful son he appeared to be. Did he really
love his mother—or hate her?

He once told her of the kind of woman he called "Eve," who chains a man
to a way of life that frustrates him, takes away his freedom to be himself, his
freedom to roam the world seeking adventure. But as Novalyne observed, though he
was not married to an "Eve' he was chained even more firmly to his mother. She
saw him as "a man chained by love and duty tohis old, sick mother while he dream-
ed of another life, another time, another exciting world." He would say, "If it
weren't for my parents I wouldn't stay here for a minute. As long as my mother
needs me I'm not free." Dr. Howard once told Novalyne, '"Robert ought to travel.
He'd like England and Ireland. Maybe it's the place for him."

Ostensibly talking about wives, he would go on about how ''a woman puts
chains on a man and in time he'll hate you for it, for whatever you tiedown turns
on you with hate."  Although Howard said that he didn't think much of him, curi-
ously the same thought surfaces in George Bernard Shaw'sRevolutionist's Handbook.
There Shaw observes, "If you begin by sacrificing yourself to those you love, you
will end by hating those to whom you have sacrificed yourself."

Another of his pet raves was extolling the barbarian and the past and
downgrading modern civilization. The present world was rotten, doomed, and man-
kind lived on the edge of disaster. Novalyne was amused by the thought that in
the barbarian world of Conan Bob Howard wouldn't have lasted ten minutes.

He also seemed to believe in reincarnation, or at least in racial mem-
ory. He told Novalyne that he recalled past lives in which he had lost his best
girl to his best friend. Later on, when he learned that Novalyne had earlier dated
Truett Vinson, his best friend, he was coldly furious. That came at a time when
he seemed on the brink of talking to her about love and marriage. But it was also
during one of his occasional black moods, when such thoughts were mixed up with
tormenting ones of his mother's dependance on him.

He grabbed Novalyne's arms and shook her, exclaiming, 'All my life I've
loved and needed her. Now I'm losing her. I know that. Damn it to hell! I want
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to live. You hear that? I want to live! I want a woman to love, a woman tg
share my life and believe in me, to want me and love me. Don't you know that?
My God, my God. Can't you see that? I want to live and to love."

Howard would complain of the troubles he had, but said a man could al-
ways get out of it if he didn't want to put up with the hell he went through. If
a large part of those troubles, his personal albatross, was his mother, why did
he take his life when this trouble was nearing its end? Here was his chance to
travel to those foreign climes he wrote about in his stories of the Far East. He
could travel locally to visit correspondents—to New Mexico to see Jack William-
son, next door to New Orleans where E. Hoffman Price lived, or even north to Pro-
vidence for night-long talk and argument with Howard Lovecraft.

(continued on page 79)

Two Sonnets’
Robert E. Howard & Lee Becker

ARKHAM

Drowsy and dull with age the houses blink

On aimless streets the rat-gnawed years forget—
But what inhuman figures leer and slink

Down the old alleys when the moon has set?

What nameless odor, foul and strange, then blows
Against the bolted doors and crumbling sills?
What alien lament wakes echoes—

Or are they answers?——from the nearby hills?
Behind their shutters men still soundly sleep;
Though clasped by faceless dream-begotten spawn
They yet may safely wake from visions deep,

With never thought about that future dawn

When stark on sunlit doorsteps they will see
Their worst nightmares become reality.

AN OPEN WINDOW

The window in that stuffy attic room

Was blocked by books and scattered dusty files;
I did not like their looks, and dropped my broom
To stack them by the walls in quick new piles,
Then snapped the sash-lock back to clear the gloom
With freshness of the midday sun and air.
Instead, beyond those opened panes a tomb

Of darkness loomed; it swirled about my hair

And sent black tendrils past me to erase

Forever from that place all gleams of light.
Beyond its veil what gulfs of Time and space?
What blinking, moving shapes to blast the sight?
I shrank before a vague, colossal face

Born in the mad immensity of night.

*The provenance of these sonnets is given on pages 21 and 146.
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Peter Rugg 3 Boftenian

By Louise Imogen Guiney
I ? /. -_ :‘, § \\ " : 3fif‘~.

TuE mare is pawing by the oak,
The chaise is cool and wide,

For Petor Rngg the Bostonian
With his little son bes.de ;

The women loiter at the wheels
In the pleasant summecr-tide.

¢ And when wilt hou be home, father?”
“And when, good hushand, say :
The cloud hangs heavy on the house
What time thou art nway.”

He answers straight, he answers short, S
¢ At noon of the scventh day.” S it
A . . “.\ e
“Tail not to come, if God so will, e i
And the weather be kind and clear.” [

“Tarcwell, farewell! But who am I,
A blockhead rain to fear?

God willing or God unwilling, oyl

I bave said it, I will be here.” y

He guathers up the sunburnt boy,
And from the gate is sped;

He shakes the spark from tho stones helow,
The bloom from overhead,

Till the last roofs of his own town
Pass in the morning-red.

TUpon a homely mission
North unto York he gocs,

Thro’ the long highway broidered thick
With elder-Llow and rose ;

And sleeps in sound of breakers
The second twilight's close.

Intense upon his heedless head
TFrowns Agamenticus,

Knowing of Heaven's challenger

. The answer : even thus

The Patience that is hid on high
Doth stoop to master us.
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Full light are all his parting dreams,
Desire is in his brain;

Hoe tightens at the tavern post
The fiery creature’s rein ;

*‘Now eat thine apple, six years’ child!
We face for home again.”

They had not gone a many mile,
With nimble heart and tongue,

When the lone thrush grew silent
The walnut woods among ;

And on the lulled horizon F
A premonition hung. f

The babes at Hampton school-house,
I'he wife with lads at sea,

Search with a level-lifted hand
The distance bodingly ;

And farmer folk bid pilgrims in ¥
Under a safo voof-treo, e

A/ TSRS
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The mowers mark Ly Newbury

How low the swallows fiy ; s &
They glance across the southern roads AT
Nk All white and fever-dry, -]
YRR * And the river anxious at the bend o
W&’\%\\” ’ Beneath a thinking sky. \L*’\
i A )

But there is ono abroad was born
"T'o disbelieve and dure!

Along the highway furiously
He cuts the purple air:

The wind lenps on the startled world
As hounds upon a hare ;

With brawl and glare and shudder ope
The sluices of the storm ;

The woods break down, the sand upblows
In blinding volleys warm ;

The yellow floods in frantie surge
Familiar fields deforra.

N

RN \ﬁ'
,\& \

From evening until moinii.g
His skill will not avail,

. M AR
And as ho cheers his younest-born 4}“\ UANARR AR ERN AN b
His chieek is spectre-paie, kY }'QX“- AN AW '@:\ng
For the bonny mare from courses known k‘.\{\‘}g\'_k)}\.\%\\& WX
Has drifted like a sail. s L
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On some wild crag he sees; the dawn
Unsheathe her scimitar

¢« Qh, if it be my mother-earth,
And not n foreign star,

Tell me the way to Boston,
And is it near or far?”

One watchman lifts his lamp and laughs:
“Ye've many a league to wend,”

The next doth bless the sle(,pmrr boy
From his mad father's end ;

A third upon a drawbridge glowls:
¢ Bear ye to larboard, friend.”

"h,

i l
W
l'.';..,"’”,.‘” L

Forward and backward, like a stone
The tides have in their hold,

UJW" H\Wll\l“l’h’// He dashes east, and then dxstmurrht

/ Darts west as he is told, Iy
L% ’

(Poter Rugg the Bostonian
That knew the land of old 1)

And journeying, and resting scarce
i i A melancholy space,
it “'IVWI’ , x Turns to and fro, and round and round,
lin j, 1 | The frenzy in his face,
' And ends alway in angrier mood,
And in o stranger place.

Lost! lost in bayberry thickets
Where Plymouth plovers run,

And where the masts of Salem
Look lordly in the sun;

Lost in the Concord vale, and lost
By rocky Wollaston |

guide him,
. Awed and aware of blight;
il To hear him shriek denial
It sickens them with fright ;
*They lied to me o month ago
With thy same lie to-night ! "

! ) Small thanks have they that

To-night, to-night, as nights
succeed,

He swears at home to bide,

Until, pursued with

laughter, |
Or fled as soon as
\\\\\ spied,
\ \ The weather-drench2d man is known

Over the country side !

49
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IV.

Tle seventh noon’s a memory,
And autumn’s closing in :

The quince is fragrant on the bough
And barley chokes the bin,

¢ O Boston, Boston, Boston,
And O my kith and kin ! »

The snow climbs o’er the pasture wall,
It crackles neath the mooun ;

And no v the rustic sows the seed
Damp in his heavy shoon ;

And now the building jays are loud
In cznopies of June.

For season after season

The three are whirled along,
Misled by every inst net

Of light, or scent, or song ;
Yea, put them on thoe surest trail,

The trail is in the wrong. r

Upgn those wheels in any path
The rain will follow loud,
And he that meets that glxobtly man
Will meet a thunder-cloud, #p
And whosoever speaks with him \ Ve
May next bespeak his shroud.

Two hundred years doth Peter Rugg,
Two hundred years and more,

A gentle answer and a tiuo
Of living lips imploro :

‘O show me to my own town,

And to my open door | ”
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Whete shall he see his own town
Once denar unto his feet ?

The psalms, the tankard to the King,
The beacon’s cliffy seat,

The gabled newllboxllood the stocks
Set in the mlddle stleet"

How shall he know his own town
Il now he clatters thro'?

Much men and places change that have
Another love to woo,

And things occult, incredible,

They find to think and do. Y o R
/’. ) bt } :
With snch new wonders since lie went ,,/' ‘/"' A ////”! A
A broader gossip copes, qn g ,/,,
Across the crowded triple hills, p ,‘,{/ ,//, / /4/
And np the harbor slopes, ,,", I /// '//

Tradition’s self for him no more
Remembers, watches, hopes.

{2%/////;! 9;/’;

7 7
;,{;,}'?#;f' ,: /
f y
/

But ye, O unbhorn children !
(For many a race must thrive
And drip away like icicles
Tre Peter Rugg arrive,)
If of a sudden to your cars
His plaint is blown alive;

If nigh the city, folding in
A little 1ad that cries,
A wet and weary traveller
Shall fix you with his eyes,
And from the erazy carriage ioen
'To spend his heart in sighs .—

* That I may cnter Boston,
O help it to befall!

There wonld no fear encompass me,
No evil eraft appall;

Ah, but to he in Boston
GOD WILLING! after all,”—

Ye children, tremble not, but go
And lift his bridle brave,

In the one Name, the dread Name,
That can forgive and save,

And lead him home to Copp’s Hill ground, l .
And to his fathers' grave. ,J I
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The Science-Fiction of

Nat Schachner
Sam %déowc‘@

PART THREE

XITI

During the 1932-1941 decade, Nathan Schachner wrote 55 fictional pieces
for Astounding Stories. The high-water mark of his productivity was the year 1937,
when a dozen of his stories totalling some 130,000 words were published there.

"Beyond Infinity," in the January issue, was printed as by Chan Corbett
since the final installment of "Infra-Universe' was appearing in the same number
under his own name. Here, the Earth has been attacked by several waves of inter-
stellar invaders and its defenses are now finally collapsing under the onslaught
of aliens from a planet of the star Antares. But by reading the mind of an Anta-
rean, Earth scientists discover that the core of the '"big bang" which created the
universe is gradually expanding, destroying the suns and worlds in its path. It
is realization of this cataclysmic event that has driven races fromother stars to
to seek havens elsewhere on planets that may already be inhabited. Defeat seems
inevitable for the few surviving Earthlings, who are fighting a desperate rear-
guard action to give their leading scientist a chance to save them. Schachner
imparts a thrilling sense of drama to the description of the people's efforts to
gain a little more time in their last redoubt.

The scientist, Peter Loring, eventually succeeds in constructing a de-
vice that can transfer the survivors of the human race beyond infinity, to aregion
where space and time have not yet been born. The device accomplishes this by con-
verting them into immaterial conscious beings of pure thought. Collectively, the
survivors will into existence a new universe similar tothe one they have left be-
hind. They locate a solar system with an Earthlike planet, and decide to colonize
it—all except Loring. He prefers to remain a creature of pure thought, and to
observe the development of this new universe. The others assume the material life
form of amoebas. In this way, although all memories of a former existence disap-
pear, an evolutionary climb back to civilization commences anew.

With this story Schachner reversed the decline in quality of his recent
work. Its major concept is similar to that in his earlier "Entropy,' where a new
'""big bang'" renews a declining universe; but here the idea carries a stronger ve-
hicle of action and drama whose metaphysical climax is not outside the genre.

In "Beyond Which Limits" (Astounding Stories, February 1937) Jim Weldon
has invented a '"photo-electric mosaic,'" which increases images on existing tele-
scopic instruments by 10,000 times. It has been attached to a 300-inch telescope
and aimed at a black hole in space. Norvel Sands, who is in charge of the tele-
scope, is to be honored for what is essentially Weldon's invention, but the lat-
ter is accepting this in good grace for he is worried by what he thinks he might
have seen when he tested the invention in his own observatory. All he will reveal
is that beyond the black hole he has glimpsed faint imagesof still more stars and
disturbing, strange shapes. These may be resolved when the larger 300-inch tele-
scope utilizes his invention. Still disturbed, Weldon has suggested that his in-

copyright 1994 by Sam Moskowitz
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vention be withdrawn, but this is not done.

The day the invention is to be officially tested arrives. Sands gives
an opening address, and then publicly throws the crucial switch and looks through
the telescope. Within seconds he becomes a raving maniac, and smashes both the
mirror and the amplifying mosaic. Weldon suggests in explanation that there must
have been a flaw in the mosaic that concentrated the light unbearably, but to his
dying day he refuses to reveal what he thought Sands actually saw. Unfortunately
this unresolved ending does not provide a satisfying climax for the suspense that
gchachner has built up earlier in the story.

"The Shining One" (4dstounding, May 1937) is set in 1987, then half a
century in the future. The world is enmeshed in widespread trench warfare, with
over a hundred millior meninvolved. The weapons are largely thesame that Schach-
ner has used in his earlier stories—Dongan shells, Allison guns, poison gas and
the like. Just at the moment a tremendous battle is being joined, a huge godlike
luminous human figure appears, towering in the sky.

The figure speaks, identifying itself as the last member of the human
race from millions of years in the future. It has travelled here through time to
warn humanity that it is at a crossroads: if warring does not cease, civilization
itself is at an end. But there are an infinite number of futures that will save
the race if at this moment a plan of sanity is adopted.

At first most soldiers disbelieve this giant of light, and their com-
manders order missiles fired at him. They have no effect. They attack with every
weapon in their arsenal, but he is impervious to them all, and as bombers target
him energy flashes from his fingers and blasts them into oblivion. Following this
convincing demonstration the war stops, and a world state arises, led by philoso-
phers, poets and men of science.

The story has a surprise ending. Schachner reveals that the luminous
figureis the invention of a weapons-creator, Hugh Wilmot. It is composed of pure
light, and hence invulnerable to conventional weapons. The bursts of energy that
destroyed the attacking bombers are caused by controlled lightning, Wilmot's lat-
est invention, which he employed for this deception instead of turning it over to
the military authorities. Although competently told, this is a routine story.

More effective than "The Shining One'" is'Nova in Messier 33," which ap-
peared under the Chan Corbett pen name in the same issue of Astounding. The tale
opens in an observatory with the star Messier 33, some 900 light years away, un-
der observation. The name of the protagonist (appropriately, it turns out) is John
Wayne. He sees through the telescope what appears to be a sword of flame, which
quickly brightens until it becomes visible to the naked eye. As he watches, the
object grows unbelievably in size, at a rate that would require it to be travel-
ling billions of miles a second. Even Jupiter pales before it in brightness, and
a trail becomes visible behind it 1like the tail of a comet. As radiation from it
strikes the moon, that satellite literally shrinks and disappears.

Calculations indicate that this stellar visitor is heading directly for
the Earth, and that an area with a radius of thirty miles, which includes New York
City, will be affected. Wayne takes a racing plane, which can travel at 400 miles
an hour, from his location in Denver to New York. As he approaches, he sees the
city shrink before his eyes just before his plane crashes because of the wind that
is sucking into the vacuum created. Like the moon, New York City is now a Lilli-
putian world enfolded in its own space-time. Here the story bruptly ends.

XTIV

In the late 1930's serious science-fiction criticism was seldom seen,
but there was one small press journal devoted to it, The Science Fiction Critic.
To its March 1937 issue the veteran British genre fan D. R. Smith contributed an
article titled "The Astounding Schachner'" which would surely have made itssubject
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wince if he ever read it. What seemed initially to have roused Smith's ire was
the frequency of Schachner's work in print. "I found that for years past hardly
an issue of Astounding has appeared without a story by this prolific person. This
is not the sort of thing that should escape one's notice, and some species of in-
vestigation was indicated," he said. Smith also remarked on the difficultyof re-
membering individual Schachner stories. 'It is not that he uses similar plots or
scientific backgrounds, but just that in some mysterious manner he hits a dead
mean every time."

On the subject of accurate science he said: '""Schachner tends to the
purely fantastical, talks rapidly about hyperspace, matrices,alien inventions im-
possible to describe, pseudo-scientific gibberish that, however much we may disap-
prove, has no base on which to start a quarrel.” He also denigrated the author's
power of characterization: '"Heroes, heroines, villains [arel are all absolutely
negative persons . .. . That is why one's pulse never quickens over a Schachner
thriller, for no interest in such incredibly artificial puppets is possible." He
concluded that publishing such work was very harmful. "That way lies extinction
not only for himself, but for scientific fiction itself if every author resolved
to write only well enough for editors to buy.' Smith was highly respected at that
time, and within the limited but influential circle of science - fiction fans his
article did considerable damage to Schachner's reputation. For although the num-
ber of active fans was not great, their enthusiastic boosterism often did deter-
mine the ranking and popularity of a prominent author.

The truth was, the criticisms against Nat Schachner could have been le-
velled with equal or greater justice against most of the science-fiction writers
of any period, for in this genre an unusual event is the central point of the sto-
ry, and mere human beings have but subsidiary roles. As has been said, what hap-
pens becomes more important than to whom it happens. This Smith never pointed out.

He also seemed not to realize that sound literary criticism should al-
ways be even-handed, including positive as well as negative aspects ofwhat is be-
ing evaluated. Thus he failed to relate any of the virtues of Schachner's fic-
tion, which in addition to diversity of plots often involved some very good writ-
ing, an acute sense of pace, a high degree of social awareness, and a constant
striving for the 'thought-variant" concepts which atthat period editor Orlin Tre-
maine demanded and which readers particularly enjoyed. It was alsounfair of Smith
to label Schachner a hack, for a hackwriter is not simply one whose work appears
frequently, but who uses the same old plot again and again—and this Schachner
never did.

Appearing as if in contradiction to D. R. Smith was Schachner's "Earth-
spin" (Astounding, June 1937), surely one of his better efforts. The leading sci-
entist of a small European dictatorship (it is not named, but similarities to Nazi
Germany are evident) has made important discoveries which enable its leader to
launch a plan for political expansion. By tapping the radiation from the sun and
the force of the Earth's magnetic field he concentrates sufficient energy to sub-
limate huge portions of the Antarctic icecap. A colony is established there and
supported through volcanic heat, and sets about exploiting the continent's coal,
0il and mineral resources.

But the most ambitious part of the plan is touse these power sources to
shift the planet's axis, so that the poles will enjoy temperate climate while the
country's political enemies will be in polar cold. Although this is actually ef-
fected, two American spies who have infiltrated the colony succeed inreversing the
change. They themselves are killed in the process, and worldwideholocaust occurs
through huge tidal waves and the water from the evaporated icecap flooding every-
thing with torrential rains; but in the end mankind survives to rebuild.

Of interest also is the name of one minor character in the tale, Elliot
Dodd; this is similar enough to that of the Astounding Stories artist ElliottDold
to suggest that Schachner used the name purposely. Finally, it should be noted
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that the idea of altering the planet's axis was by no means new, even then. Jules
verne had used it in his novel San Dessus Dessous (1889), better known under its
English titles, Topsy-Turvy or The Purchase of the North Pole.

The June Astounding also carried "When Time Stood Still,"a Chan Corbett
tale which was a sequel to 'Nova in Messier 33." Here we learn that John Wayne
survived the crash of his plane, but was severely crippled. Nevertheless he had
unsuccessfully continued his quest to reverse the shrinking of New York City for
the rest of his life. (One of his motivations was that his fiancée, Betty Middle-
ton, had been among those living there.) When he dies, her photograph is put in
his tomb.

His descendant in the 99th Century, Jon Wayne, falls in love with the
woman in the photograph. When he receives word that the computers have selected
his mate (computers appear in Schachner's stories more frequently than in those
of any other early science-fiction magazine writer) he retreats to his father's
laboratory on Phobos, a moon of Mars, to work on experiments that his ancestor
had begun. He finds that reversal of New York City's condition 1is not possible,
but he is able to duplicate the original effect. This he does, travelling from
Phobos through subspace and time to New York, where it is still the year 1945. He
loses consciousness as his vehicle crashes there—and awakens cradled in Betty
Middleton's arms! He decides to go along with her belief that he is the original
John Wayne, and sets about making the city survivable by using his greatly ad-
vanced knowledge. Much of this tale is implausible, and it does not make as fav-
orable an impression on the reader as did the original.

To his social concerns, Schachner now added that of ecology in his ef-
fective novelette "Sterile Planet" (Astounding, July 1937). It is the year 4260
and the Earth is dying. Man has cut down all the forests, polluted the water sup-
plies, depleted the soil. The oceans have evaporated and most of the planet has
become a vast desert. There are only a dozen habitable places on the continents
where pure underground water has collected, and over each is a glass-domed city.
Here all moisture is recycled, and sufficient food is raised to support a million
people. The rest of humanity lives a precarious, borderline existence around the
shores of salt-laden seas in the ocean-bottoms called '"The Deeps."

There is one exception to these: a scientifically advanced group that
lives not far from Porto Rico. This was founded by a great scientist, and plans
to attack New York City through a weapon that weakens the latter's protectivewall
of force. A renegade from there is captured by the Lowlanders, and all ends hap-
pily when he shares with them his plan to release trapped water and regeneratethe
surface of the Earth.

This is a thoughtful, action-packed story, whose pace and romantic tone
remind one of Ray Cummings's novel "Jetta of the Lowlands" (Astounding Stories,
September through November 1930), as well as the concern for ecology in Laurence
Manning's '"The Man Who Awoke" (Wonder Stories, March 1933).

"Crystallized Thought" (Astounding, August 1937) 1is at once a "thought
variant" and a reversion to the fiction formula of the Clayton days, replete with
fast action, pseudo-science, inventions made to order, a dark, alien villain, a
shining hero, a beautiful, dynamic girl, a trusted aide, and an ending left open
for a sequel (which was never written).

The thought-variant aspect rests on the concept that intelligent thought
is the underlying substratum of the universe, a tangible substance that can 1lit-
erally be crystallized, and that such crystals retain the thinking abilities of
their original possessors. Instead of a 'soul" living on after death, it is the
essence of intelligence which survives. Utilizing this theory, great minds could
be transformed into crystals and bonded together just as today we combine trans-
istors in various electronic devices.

The action portion of the story revolves around Webb Foster and Ku-mer,
a Martian scientist (and the tale's arch-villain), whom Foster has beaten in an
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election for the title ''the greatest scientist of the solar system.!'" Foster owns
a space laboratory, a crystal sphere which orbitsthe Earth a million miles beyond
the moon; here he works with his assistant Stet, a huge troglodyte from Titan.

The time is 500 years in the future, when the moon is colonized and is
being mined for most of the minerals needed on Earth. From there the Interplan-
etary Council broadcasts the news that a hundred of the solar system's leading
scientists have disappeared, and that it is feared thismay be a prelude to an in-
vasion from another star system. Ku-mer was the first to vanish.

A two-passenger Earth ship navigated by Loris Rhom, a young woman, ap-
proaches Foster's laboratory. She says she has been pursued by an alien space
vessel. Ku-mer then appears, claiming to have been kidnapped by invisible crea-
tures and taken to a dark world six billion miles from the sun. He reveals that
the girl is actually Susan Blake, daughter of one of the kidnapped scientists.
She is suspicious of Foster, yet wants his help to find her father. But the cul-
prit isreally Ku-mer. He is working with a band of pirates on this dark planet,
and has conspired to have all the scientists kidnapped. They have been converted
together into crystals of thought, which he has been utilizing as one would a com-
puter for combined thinking. Ku-mer is seeking a fundamental equation that will
describe the universe; their best efforts are incapable of discovering this, but
they suggest it might be done with Foster's help.

Foster is captured and is about to be converted into a crystal when his
mighty aide Stet appears. While Stet attacks the minions of Ku-mer, who retreat
in confusion, Susan Blake frees Foster. Ku-mer attempts to stop them, but the
opposing mental force of the assembled crystals prevent him.

Foster then destroys the pirate stronghold on the dark planet, freeing
the crystals which disperse into an existence of their own. Broad hints are given
that Ku-mer did not die with the pirates, and may return towreak further mischief
at some future date. This, fortunately for readers, he never did.

XV

All the while that Nat Schachner was steadily churning out good, bad and
indifferent pulp fiction for Astounding Stories and the horror magazines, he had
also been working on something considerably more serious. He had always been fas-
cinated by the panorama of American revolutionary and post-revolutionary history,
and had accumulated an impressive personal library of books on the subject. Read-
ing these led him to write a biography of the American statesman Aaron Burr. In
1937 this was published to critical applause. The book reviewer of The New York
Times, for example, called it "one of the best ofall biographies of that curious-
ly exciting figure." The science-fiction world at that time was almost totally
unaware of Schachner's scholarly writing, and had the news been widespread would
have been surprised to hear of the man's knowledge and industry.

Equally unknown then was a seventeen-year-old science-fiction fan and
aspiring writer named Isaac Asimov, who later revealed that he had been strongly
impressed by this author's work. A generation later, whenhe had gained an inter-
national reputation, Asimov assembled an anthology of science-fiction stories from
the 1930's which were still highlighted in his memory. This was published as Be-
fore the Golden Age, 1974). Among those he included was Schachner's novelette
"Past, Present and Future" (4dstounding, September 1937). In the preface and post-

script to this Asimov wrote:
Schachner was one of my favorite writers for the Tremaine Astounding. Among the stories
I wish I could have included in this anthology .. . were "Ancestral Voices,'" in the December
1933 issue (the first of the thought-variants, I think), "The Ultimate Metal,” in the Febru-

ary 1935 issue, and '""The Isoto;e Men," in the January 1936 issue. )
However, 'Past, Present and Future" was far and away my favorite among his stories.

*A more detailed account of compiling this anthology may be found in Fantasy Com-
mentator VII, 265-266 (1992}%.
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Schachner was alive to the gathering dangers of the 1930s and the mounting threat of Nazi
Germany. His stories were filled with social problems therefore, with himself always on the
sidc of the democratic angels.

Asimov's judgment of 'Past, Present and Future" was correct. It is in-
Jdeed well done, although the idea of three men from different eras of time banding
together in the future was far from new. John Beynon Harris had already used it
in his "Wanderers of Time" (Wonder Stories, March 1933), as had Edmond Hamilton in
nThe Six Sleepers' (Weird Tales, October 1935); but somehow, neither of these had
the reader-appeal which Schachner generated.

In this story the man from the past is Kleom, a sword-bearing warrior
from the age of Alexander the Great. Kleon has come to America with a crew of
Fgvptians, and has burned the ship of the Greek captain rather than make the agon-
jzing trip back across the fearsome Atlantic Ocean. Remembering what the Tibetans
have taught him about suspended animation, he builds a pyramid alongside a volcano.
He enters and closes its innermost chamber, carrying with him a substance which
will emit measured emanations for 10,000 years. At the end of that time a spring
will activate, opening the door of his tomb.

The second character is Sam Ward, an American from our own era who hap-
pens to be looking for a site for a banana plantation. He is shown the pyramid,
which is thought of locally as the resting place of the god Quetzal, and sets about
exploring it. He finds and enters the central chamber, but the door snaps shut
behind him. Like Kleon he is overcome by the vapors, and falls asleep beside him.

At some indeterminate period in their future Tomson, a technician from
Hispan, penetrates the sealed chamber and rouses the two. The sleepers emerge
into a world of city-states whose inhabitants, though scientifically advanced, do
not even know of each other's existence. Isolationism had at first created an in-
sular attitude, and following a natural worldwide catastrophethe citieslost touch
with one another and developed individially. Hispan is an oligarchy, where a few
privileged rulers guide a host of technicians and other workers.

Beltan, a citizen of Hispan, is more liberal-minded than his fellows.
Realizing that the city-state where he resides is on a politicallydead-end course,
he joins Kleon and Ward (who conveniently can speak Greek), and the threemen from
different eras escape together from Hispan to the outside. Here the first story
in what was to become a series comes to an open-ended conclusion.

Its successor, ""The City of the Rocket Horde," was published only three
months later, indicating that 'Past, Present and Future" had been greeted by im-
mediate reader approval. The three companions journey to Venezuela. There they
come upon an artificially covered valley. From this rise thousands of transparent,
rocket-propelled globules, each containing an armed man. These globules perform
military exercises in the air.

The three companions are seized and made prisoners, and learn that they
are in Harg, a city-state of Fascist efficiency. People here are bred artifici-
ally for their assigned tasks. The women provide ova and procreation is carried
out in giant vats; everyone else is neutered, a situation not unlike that we have
already seen portrayed by Schachner and Zagat's earlier work, '"In A. D. 20,000."

Fortunately one of the women befriends Kleon, and leads him to a rocket
ship. He speeds to the rescue of his friends and they then fly north to discover
other city-states. This is a good sequel to the original story, underscoring
Schachner's detestation of Fascism and stressing the dehumanization and militarism
which that type of government inevitably engenders.

In "The Island of Individualists" (Astounding Stories, May 1938), the
third story in the series, the adventuring trio land their rocket ship on anisland
called Asto. The inhabitants are highly intelligent beings withwasted bodies and
great heads. Underground there is a maze of machines which fulfill their every
need in response to motivation by the power of their wills. Each is protected by
a field of force, and spends his time ruminating on thecomplexities, problems and
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paradoxes of the universe, oblivious
to most of what is happening in the
surrounding world.

But there is one exception.
This is Ras, a more primitive being
than the others, who still harbors a
lust for power. He has left the is-
land to join the minions of Harg, be-
lieving that together they can over-
come the rest of his fellows on Asto.
His plan succeeds, although hundreds
of Harg vessels are destroyed during
the fighting.

Meanwhile, the three companions
hold off the invaders long enough to
analyze the workings of the machines
which support Asto, and to have them
make more fuel for their rocket. They
then fly off in search of other city-
states on the planet.

They find one in a most unlike-
ly place. While their ship is cruis-
ing ata high altitude it is suddenly
drawn even higher by some irresisti-
ble force. They find themselves in
Dadelon, a city surrounded by a glob-
ular shell of transparent quartz that
is kept thirty miles high by 'nega-
tive gravity." This its inhabitants
had constructed inorder to avoid the
plagues which regularly decimated
them while living on the surface of
the planet. But in escaping one fate
they have fallen victim to another.
Over the years their greater expos-
ure to cosmic rays has increased the
rate of mutations, so that by the
time of Kleon, Ward and Beltan's ar-
rival people are radically different
from one another. In this bizarre
menagerie some individuals have ten-
tacles instead of arms, some are
stunted dwarfs, and others elongated
like snakes. Yet they themselves are
entirely accustomed tosuch diversity,
and indeed regard the samenessof
their three visitors with amusement.

Danger threatens when the pur-
suing rocket horde of Ras and the
Hargians locate the city and attack
it. The Dadelonians prove too indi- :
vidualistic to defend themselves as a unit, but are scarcely helpless. Their gra-
vity intensifiers send hundreds of Harg ships to their doom. Some of the invaders
are mentally paralyzed, others are disintegrated, according to the diverse powers
of these mutants. One fine episode is the duel between the force field of the su-
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permind Ras and the gravity - con-
troller of Dag, a fat, cheerful,
chocolate - loving Dadelonian who
sees humor in everything, even in
his own impending death. (There
is an echo here of Oscar, a char-
acter in Weinbaum's classic story
"The Lotus Eaters," which had ap-
peared three years earlier.)

"City of the Cosmic Rays"
is in every way a superior story,
combining action, new concepts,
satire, humor and a sense of won-
der; but forcomplete appreciation
of its virtues the reader should
have first perused all its pre-
decessors.

This series of stories ended
with "City of the Corporate Mind"
(Astounding Science-Fiction, Dec-
ember 1939). As the adventurers
are rocketing over what was once
the Mediterranean Sea, a huge
pseudopod reaches up from thewater
and drags their ship down below
the surface. They find themselves
in an underwater city. Strange
humanoid creatures withwebbed
feet, fins and lidless eyes swim
toward them. Despite resistance,
in which they injure many of their
attackers, they are captured.

The city is called Lyv, and
its inhabitants are bred so that
their physical characteristics
suit their occupations. All seem
controlled from a central source,
and together they constitute a
single organism, with each living
unit playing its role ofmaintain-
ance like cells and blood compo-
nents do in the human body.

The adventurers are not harm-
ed, and each is assigned a taskin
maintaining Lyv. Beltan is put
in charge of its motor-ganglion
system; Ward is stationed on the
surface to transmit information
back to the central control; and
Kleon is given scavenger work, to
defend against intruders.

At this point the city is
discovered by the marauding rock-
et horde of Ras and the Hargians. Lys manufactures additional individuals tomeet
the invasion, and although losing six of its own people for every attacker who is
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Magazine illustrations for Nat
Schachner's stories; clockwise
from the top left: '"Beyond In-
finity' (Elliott Dold, Jr.),
"Crystallized Thought'" (Dold),
"Past, Present and Future"
(Hans W. Wessolowski) and
"Son of Redmask" (Mark
Marchioni).
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killed, eventually triumphs. Ras is captured, but instead of being punished jg
made into one of the brain cells of Lyv. The totality of the other brain cells
forces him to conform, and eventually he finds the cooperation pleasant, Mean-
while, the three time-adventurers gain access to the control room of the city
long enough to bring its activities to a halt so they may escape. '

The imaginative details in this story are ingeniously handled, and "The
City of the Corporate Mind" reads better than its synopsis might imply. The end-
ing left an opportunity for further sequels, but if Schachner ever wrote any they
were never published. The entire series was worthy of preservation in book form,
but this never happened either. This may have been due to the wide differences
among the protagonists' backgrounds never having been made clear or exploited,
They remain cardboard figures who never come alive, and furthermore never contri-
bute individually to the progress of the series.

XVI

In addition to all the other work he had undertaken during 1937, Schach-
ner was also then avidly studying the educational institutions of the Middle Ages,
The fruits of research appeared the next year as a book titled The Medieval Uni-
versities. In that period the figure that most impressed him seems to have been

the great scholar and scientific prophet, Roger Bacon. Bacon, also known as Dr,
Miribilis, is believed to have been born in 1214 and died in 1294, He dabbled in
optics and alchemy, and knew how to make gunpowder. His writings on such things

caused him to be jailed twice on suspicion of heresy and practicing black magic.
Not surprisingly, then, Schachner incorporated him in one of his science-fiction
stories, "Lost in the Dimensions" (Aetounding Stories, November 1937).

Bacon has stolen a time machine from a being out of another dimension.
This conveyance can also travel in space, and with it he has already visited Mars,
Mardu, the being from whom he stole the machine, has built another and is pursuing
Bacon. Both suddenly appear in the present, drawn here unwittingly as the result
of a scientist's experiment. Mardu kidnaps the scientist's secretary, and is fol-
lowed by her fiancé and Bacon in a chase through many worlds and eras. When they
finally catch up to him a burst of gunfire shatters Mardu's apparatus and kills
him, and the girl is rescued. Bacon returns to his own period to relate the mar-
vels he has seen, such as the automobile and the airplane, and as a result be-
comes a legendary prophet.

By choosing a routine cops-and-robbers approach, Schachner completely
misses the opportunities here to tell a more fascinating and absorbing tale. It
seems quite possible, however, that his effort may have furnished the theme and
possibly the background for James Blish's later novel, Dr. Miribilie (1970).

With "Negative Space" (Astounding Seience-Fietion, April 1938) Schachner
returned to thought-variants. This story tells about a group of lights flashing
on and off in space near the orbit of Jupiter across a distance of fifty million
miles, A spaceship entering the zone explodes in a burst of light . The cause
is diagnosed as an area, or hole, of negative energy that acts like a source of
positrons. As ordinary matter containing negatively-charged electrons enter it,
the two types of particles annihilate each other. The sparkles of light occur be-
cause interplanetary space is not truly a vacuum, but contains small numbers of
molecules which are destroyed when they encounter this negative zone. Further,
the zone is expanding. Calculations indicate that within a year it will engulf
the Earth, turning it into a nova and wiping out all life in the solar system.

The Interplanetary Council is not at first convinced of the impending
danger, and sends out an expedition for leisurely investigation. The entire fleet
is destroyed in a burst of tiny novas. The cumulative effect ofall the increased
radiation has caused Earth temperatures to increase almost ten degrees; ice-caps
begin to melt and Crops grow prematurely,
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The solution to the problem is to get enough ordinary matter into the
zone so that it will become ordinary space. This will reduce its size enough to
save the Earth. Some two hundred space vessels a day are propelled into the zone.
yneven distribution of material requires last-minute correction, and one navigator
gives up his life to direct the last ships toward the proper locations tocounter-
act enough negative space, The zone misses the Earth by only five hundred miles.

Schachner has constructed an effective story. His concept of negative
space anticipated the modern one of black holes, and he provides a particularly
effective picture of how obtrusive politics can jeopardize the very existence not
only of nations but entire worlds.

On the other hand, "The Sun World of Soldus' (4dstounding, October 1938)
is one of the most unbelievable and unconvincing of all of this author's stories.
An unprecedented outbreak of sunspots occurs, disrupting interplanetary communica-
tions for months at a time. Then a projectile arrives on Earth; it has come from
the sun, and bears a message that a race of Earthlike beings 1live in a world at
that body's center. The sunspots are tunnels reaching to this inner world from
which its inhabitants plan shortly to emerge and conquer the inhabited planets of
the solar system.

Using the sun as a locale for civilization in science-fiction goes back
to Cyrano be Bergerac's Comic History (1662); his characters land on one of the
sunspots, theorizing that these are temperate areas, not unlike our Earth in cli-
mate. But our present astronomical knowledge requires Schachner to posit some-
thing more than just ''rays" to rationalize human survival there. His failure to
do so makes it impossible to wring drama out of thwarting yet another invasion of
the solar system by would-be conquerors.

Unhappily, the short novel '"'Simultaneous Worlds'" (Astounding, November
and December 1938) has no more to recommend it than '"Sun World of Soldus." An en-
tire replica of our planet exists, superimposed on its electrons from another uni-
verse. On this more scientifically advanced Ultra-Earth the familiar forces of
European dictatorship contend with the democratic Americas. The two earths are
somehow connected; events on one affect the other, and this leads to a conflict
between them that is too confused and bewildering to summarize here.

No criticism of this work seems too severe. The plot is contrived, in-
ventions are assembled to order, the scientific "explanations'" are sheer double-
talk, and the ending is so unclear that one feels uncertain what one has been
reading. Even the central idea of the novel is old-hat. The twin-earths concept
had been utilized earlier in Edison Tesla Marshall's "Who Is Charles Avison?" (Ar-
gosy, April 1916) and Edgar Wallace's short novel Planetoid 127 (1929). The only
variation is that these two authors placed their "other'" Earth on the opposite
side of the sun, while Schachner superimposed the two in a sort of double image.

At this point we should pause to remember that since May 1938 John W.
Campbell, Jr. was in complete charge of Astounding, and was feelinghis way toward
a new type of science-fiction. He discarded the phrase ''thought-variant" to des-
cribe unusual stories, calling them 'nova'" stories instead, and used that desig-
nation far less often. He was also seeking and cultivating new talent. "'Simul-
taneous Worlds'" was the last of the super-science type fiction that Nat Schachner
would write for the magazine. Except for the last parts of his '""Past, Present and
Future'" series (and these may have been accepted well before they were published)
all his productions appearing in Astounding from 1939 on bore an entirely differ-
ent literary slant.

This showed first in '"Palooka from Jupiter' (February 1939). For those
who do not follow comic strips, it should first be explained that Joe Palooka was
the creation of cartoonist Steve Fisher, and was widely known in the 1930's and
1940's. Joe was a farm boy with a weak mind and strong muscles who was molded in-
to a heavyweight boxing champion. He gave rise to the expression '"you dumb Pa-
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looka," indicating someone of physical strength but mumbling mentality. Schachner
was using the name more as a casual slang word—if indeed the title was his, and
not Campbell's. A grotesque, saucer-eyed, bulbous-nosed humanoid, less than five
feet tall, materializes on the lap of a fat woman in a crowded New York City sub-
way car. The stranger claims he is from the planet Jupiter, and that his name is
Pilooki, which soon becomes Palooka. He has been sent here by a matter-transmit-
ter to ascertain whether the Earth is suitable for Jovian colonization. He lives
on the core of Jupiter, on a solid world the size of the Earth. (A similarity to
""The Sunworld of Soldus" is immediately apparent.) A radioactive atmosphere re-
pels the gaseous mass surrounding this core, and internal heat warms it.

The Jovians wish to come here because the lower gravity will make their
life easier. Since Earthmen already work for a living, says Pilooki satirically,
there is no reason why they cannot work for the Jovians and be no worse off. He
sets about building a matter-transmitter to return him to Jupiter so that he can
file his report, and no one can stop him for he is surrounded bya force screen no
weapon can penetrate.

Pilooki's presence has had profound political effects. The European
dictatorships, believing all this is a ploy by the democracies to undermine them,
prepare for war, But the tables are turned, for when they arm their people, the
governments are overthrown. Revolutionary democracies are formed, and these pre-
pare to resist any Jovian invasion. In the end Pilooki, before he leaves, in-
forms everyone that the Earth is unsuitable for the Jovians after all, and that he
intended only to frighten them so that they would throw off their despots and
unite. This climax is only mildly effective.

"World Don't Care" (Adstounding, April 1939) wedded a sociological view-
point to a more sound, scientific base. A plague from outer space hits the solar
system in the future, at first attacking only Martians. Earthmen become fearful
of catching the disease from Martians who are living on their planet. These fears
are justified, for the virus apparently mutates and begins attacking the native
population. The Martians are then packed aboard a space ship and sent into exile.

Rejected by all civilized worlds, they head for the unexplored moons of
Saturn. They land on Titan. The terrain is bad, but they have equipment to ex-
tract oxygen and water from the rocks, seeds that will grow in the rubble, and if
they seal themselves in caves their supplies will last them for a year, Eventu-
ally a report is received that the deadly virus cloud has passed through the solar
system, and that it is safe for the Martians to return to the Earth.

Here Schachner returns to the basic theme of the interrelationship of
races, and his science is more believable and factually based, as it was in his
earlier novel "Exiles of the Moon.'" The title of the story refers to the imper-
sonality of the universe as to the fate of man. The environment isneither friend-
ly nor unfriendly, merely neutral and uncaring.

Schachner continued in his new vein with"When the Future Dies" (4dstound-
ing, June 1939). A glowing, green spaceship, emanating fearful heat, lands in
France. It sends out globes which display similar manifestations, and which are
unaffected by any human weapons. Soon most of Europe begins to emigrate, and re-
search laboratories are set up in remote Antarctica tofind a solution tothe prob-
lem of the attackers. Within nine months the entire human race is all but wiped
out. It is determined that the atomic weapons which are needed would require a
century to develop.

Then a dramatic breakthrough occurs: a time machine is perfected. This
the researchers will use to travel to the future to find the scientific advances
which will surely have created a means for dealing with their adversaries. The
machine departs. Upon its return the remaining Earthmen are breathless with ex-
pectancy. The time travellers tell their stunning news. There is no succor, be-
cause the human race has no future. The invaders have won!
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This story is loosely organized and ineptly plotted. The ending is ob-
vious two-thirds of the way through, and readers were evidently put off by this,
because in Astounding's "Analytical Laboratory," which measured their response,
the story rated only fifth best in the issue where it appeared.

"Cold" (Astounding, March 1940) was the subject for an excellent astro-
nomical cover of the planet Uranus painted by the artist Gilmore. The title de-
rives from the site of the action, a satellite of Uranus called Ariel. Here the
mean temperature is -265° F. and falls fifty degrees lower if the sun is eclipsed.
Ariel is the sole source of a mineral called Armorium, which the entire civiliza-
tion of the solar system depends on for energy, and for which there is no substi-
tute. Three veins of it are being mined there, the richest ofwhich has been cal-
culated to last for generations; now, however, it seems to be running out. Earth
and Mars immediately send out competing space fleets to secure the remaining sup-
plies, but Ariel has force screens that can easily hold out against them.

On Ariel itself the Earth and Martian colonists aregrowing increasingly
uneasy with one another, and Schachner's plot centers on the increasing suspicion
of each faction. Primitive Venusian Troglos do the actual mining, and Earth men
and Martians supervise them in pairs so that one race cannot doublecrossthe other.
The climax is reached when a pileup of rubble breaks the legs of one of the Mar-
tians. When the Earthman returns alone for help, he is fired upon by Martians
who believe he has killed his Martian partner.

The situation is resolved when an explosion designed to hold back the
Troglos exposes the main vein of Armorium. It turns out that the miners had been
working across it instead of following it, and the contemplated reserves actually
do exist. That information ends the impending war of the planets. This is a very
good story, carefully conceived, with all the elements of action and plot falling
logically into place.

""Space Double" (Astounding, May 1940), Schachner's next effort, did not
equal that standard. This tells of privateers who have built a robot that simu-
lates the commands of a spaceship captain. By means of this they plan to commandeer
a vessel once it is in deep space. Their plan almost succeeds, but is foiled at
the last moment by an alert crew-member, who takes control of the robot and orders
it to destroy its creators. Adequate writing does not conceal the chief weakness
of the story, which is that the futuristic trappings are incidental; it could have
been set anywhere, not just in outer space.

XVII

It should be remembered that during all these years since 1934, Schach-
ner continued to contribute sadistic fiction regularly tosuch magazines as Horror
Stories and Terror Tales, and that these sales—especially since he was selling
less to Astounding—were important to him. Not only did they provide a living,
but they helped subsidize his extended historical researches. We have alreadv
seen two results of these, the books Adaron Burr and The Medieval Universities,
and Schachner was now planning to write a series of historical novels aimed at the
mainstream book market. His days with the pulps were drawing to a close.

(His former collaborator Arthur Leo Zagat had meanwhile abandoned the
science-fiction pulps entirely in favor of the detective and sadistic fictionmar-
kets. He was selling at least twice as many stories as Schachner to the latter,
and such sales provided the bulk of his income.)

In the meantime, John Campbell had started a companion magazine to As-
tounding Seience-Fiction. This was titled Unknown, and was devoted to fantasy
fiction; its first issue was dated March 1939. Its writing standards were high,
and Schachner was pleased to sell there a novelette titled '"Master Gerald of Cam-
bray." This was also based on his research, and appeared in the June 1940is-
sue of the magazine.
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Gerald Cambray, a professor of Latin at Harvard University, suffers a
dizzy spell and recovers to find himself in France in the year 1263. He wanders
about the streets, appalled by the filth of Paris in this era. Of course no one
has ever heard of Harvard University, and he speaks Latin with what listeners feel
is a strange accent. Fortunately he is taken under the wing of a chance acquaint-
ance, Guy of Salisbury. Guy helps him find a room on the street of scholars, and
he begins to recruit students and teach them Latin. The status of the students is
precarious; they are despised by the peasants, and there are frequent fights be-
tween the French and the Scots. The university buildings are decrepit.

Cambray also teaches modern astronomy, and this leads to his downfall.
His "theories'" become a sensation among his students, but religious leaders find
them heretical. Eventually he is turned over to the clergy and hanged. Among
his meagre possessions Guy of Salisbury finds a book printed in Latin. He has hu-
mored Cambray out of pity, and is stunned to see printed on its title-page ''Har-
vard University Press, 1937."

This is as much a descriptive tour of a thirteenth century university
as it is an adventure tale of a modern man stranded in the past. The combination
is instructive and fascinating, and enables Schachner to utilize his historical
researches to good advantage.

Also very much concerned with history, whether valid or imaginary, is a
non-fantasy, 'Test for a Tartar" (Argosy, April 8, 1939). Argosy magazine had
been in gradual decline for a number of years but was still very much a prestige
market, paying higher rates than most other pulps. Schachner may have been per-
suaded to submit there by his old friend Arthur Leo Zagat, who had resumed writ-
ing science-fiction in 1937 because he could sell it to Argosy more lucratively.

"Test for a Tartar'" describes a scheme that leads to the empowerment of
Genghis Khan as leader of the Mongols. During a drunken revelry of all the Mon-
golian chiefs, they are induced to join in a brutal follow-the-leader test of wills.
This aims, through appealing to their pride, to reduce the chiefs toa subordinate
position of power. The ritual proceeds through the slaughter of their favorite
horses to the killing of their favorite wives. Khan, who has no wife to sacrifice,
comes out ahead and slays his challenger, thus ascending to leadership of all the
Mongols. This horrifying episode may actually have happened, but it reads more
like an invention of the author's fertile imagination. Though repellant, it is
very well done.

Nat Schachner's last science-fiction story that year was '"Runaway Car-
go" (Astounding, October 1940). It centers about "Tycho dust," named after the
crater on the moon where it is found, a small quantity of which is capable of
blowing up a five-square-mile area. Agents from a union of Asiatic nations over-
power an Earth station on the lunar surface, seize its Tycho dust, and load it on
an unmanned rocket which is aimed to strike greater New York. Two men from this
moon base pursue the deadly vessel and succeed in deflecting it from its fatal
course. Although the story is related in a tense and dramatic manner, Schachner's
insistence on inventing pseudoscientific devices to order leaves one unsatisfied.

XVIII

At this point we must backtrack a couple of years. Ziff-Davis, a Chica-
go publisher that put out slick-paper magazines like Flying, purchased Teck Pub-
lications, chiefly to acquire the latter's viable Radio News. Along with this
magazine they also received Amazing Stories. They hadnever ventured into the pulp
magazine field, but decided to take a chance, since their distribution facilities
were farbetter than Teck's. They hired Raymond A. Palmer, an active science-fic-
tion fan and writer, to edit Amazing, which was launched under this new regime
with its June 1938 issue. The magazine was such a success thata year later Ziff-
Davis brought out a companion title, Fantastic Adventures. The major difference
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petween the two was that Fantastic Adventures printed not only science-fiction,
put sheer fantasy with no scientific base whatsoever. Both paid competitive rates
(a cent a word on acceptance), and among the authors solicited was Nat Schachner.

His first story for them was "The City under the Sea' (dmazing Stories,
September 1939). When it was written passenger-carrying ocean liners were still
common, and Schachner posits three of these giant vessels disappearing fiftymiles
¢rom New York City. Gerry Van Dine, son of one of the ship-line owners and an
inventor of some ability, sets out to investigate the disappearances in a submar-
ine of advanced design he himself has built. This is capable of resisting tremen-
dous pressures, and can therefore travel far below the ocean surface.

He descends into the depths and discovers one of the 1liners, which has
been sunk by a mine. While he and his associates are in diving suits investigat-
ing the wreck they are captured by fishlike men who breathe through gills. Van
Dine is taken by them to an underground city where he meets Galon Petrie, a man
supposedly lost on a previous underwater expedition.

Petrie proves to be the villain of the story. He engineered the sink-
ing of the liners and constructed this underwater retreat. He also conquered the
fish people, and took a girl, Marion Dale, from one of the doomed vessels. Van

Dine forms a liaisonwith the leader of the fish people, rescues the girl, and
floods the retreat, thus drowning Petrie and his cohorts. He and Marion Dale re-

turn triumphantly to New York in his submarine. "The City Under the Sea" is a
thoroughly routine piece of science-fiction.
Schachner also wrote two other stories for Ziff-Davis. These are fan-

tasies, and appeared in Fantastic Adventures. Although some of the "explanations"
he had invoked in his thought-variants were wildly imaginative and suggest that
Schachner ought to have been able to write this type of fiction, that did not prove
true. He was probably too literal a thinker to write good fantasy. Both "The Re-
turn of Circe" (August 1941) and "Eight Who Came Back" (November 1941) are inept,
forgettable efforts. The latter is of mild interest through utilizing a theme
which John Kendrick Bangs made famous in A Houseboat on the Styx (1895) resur-
recting famous men of the past and having them act together in the present——but
Schachner does little with it. He was simply not a natural fantasist.

Nor was he destined to write much more science-fiction. 1941 was the
last year his work appeared in Astounding, and of the three stories published there
only "Beyond All Weapons," in the November issue, embraces his customary themes.

John Martin, the protagonist, is rousted out of bed during the night by
members of the Desco, the secret police force of the world. He is taken to the
office of its dictator, called The Director. When questioned, he tells the lat-
ter that a superior being from the planet Saturn called The Master will take over
the planet July 4th, and that The Director will be killed. Surprisingly, The Di-
rector does not hold him, but grants him a sabbatical leave from work. This Mar-
tin uses to travel all over the world, spreading the story about The Master.

Revolts begin to break out, and on July 4th a mob storms The Director's
stronghold. As it does so a huge figure appears above it, seemingly walking on
air. Weapons have no effect on it. The Director's guards turn on The Director
and kill him, fulfilling the prediction.

It turns out that The Master is a three-dimensional projection of John
Martin himself. He has used this and his knowledge of psychology to bring about
the unrest leading to the final overthrow of a dictatorship. Although the ending
of the story seems obvious, it is well written and was topical at the time.

The other two tales show a distinct departure from Schachner's wusual
themes. Through all his years as a writer, except for several matters involving
the American Interplanetary Association, he had never incorporated his legal know-
ledge into his literary work. Now, very probably under the editorial goading of
John W. Campbell, Jr., he produced two stories based on space law.
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The first of these was "0ld Fireball" (Astounding Science-Fiction, June
1941). 1Its major figures are Simon Kenton, president of Kenton Space Enterprises,
an interplanetary tycoon; Sally Kenton, his spoiled but spirited daughter; and
most importantly Kerry Dale, formerly a member of Kenton's legal department, who
has resigned because he cannot get a raise after working there a year. The vil-
lain is Jericho Foote, owner of Mammoth Exploitations,a company competing with

Kenton's. . : ] E .
Kenton's men find a small asteroid which is practically pure electromag-

netite. This is a very valuable mineral, for it is the only material known that
can be used to line atomic furnaces. Dale, while checking the orbit of Kenton's
valuable discovery, discovers it is on a near-collision course with another as-
teroid. He buys that asteroid, and when Kenton's nestles into his claims salvage
rights. Under space laws this is allowable, and Dale collects §$100,000 from an
irate Kenton.

The legal aspects of salvage in seafaring situations are thoroughly es-
tablished and internationally accepted. This adds a domesticating quality to the
tale, but at the same time diminishes its novelty. Nevertheless, the story 1is
well written, and may be the first deliberately devoted to the space law theme.

"Jurisdiction,'" a sequel, was illustrated on the cover of the August
1941 Astounding. 1t involves the same cast of characters. Using the $100,000 ob-
tained from Kenton, Kerry Dale has purchased an old space ship and organized his
own company, Space Salvage, Inc. He hears a distress call from his old ship, The
Flying Meteor, and investigates to find it drifting helplessly. It has discovered
an outlying asteroid with a vein ofalmost pure thermetite, a non-radiating fuel
foratomic engines that is worth millions. But Jericho Foote'smen have boarded and
disabled the ship, seized the ore it has mined, and are heading away in their own
vessel to register a claim in Foote's name. Since an asteroid becomes the prop-
erty of the first person to register an ownership claim, it will become Foote's.

Dale offers to tow the crippled Flying Meteor back to port in exchange
for its pilot's signing over to him all rights to the asteroid Kenton's men have
discovered. Since they expect to lose it to Foote anyway, they agree. But in-
stead of heading, as expected, for Planets, the registration office in the aster-
oid belt, Dale rockets towards Ganymede, which is fifty million miles closer.
There he claims the asteroid as a distant satellite of Jupiter, and therefore un-
der that planet's jurisdiction. This voids Foote's claim.

"Jurisdiction' was an acceptable story for its period, but it is doubt-
ful that this space-law theme could have sustained Schachner for much longer. He
was now competing with a new stable of highly competent youngwriters Campbell was
developing for Astounding—Isaac Asimov, Lester Del Rey, Robert A.Heinlein, Clif-
ford D. Simak, Theodore Sturgeon, A. E. van Vogt and others. With the war drawing
many of these into the armed forces, of course, his talents would have been sought
and cultivated; but the question had by this time become academic. Nat Schachner
had lost interest in writing for the pulps, for he no longer needed to. He and
science-fiction were at the parting of the ways.

But before describing his new career we should record one last event oc-
curing in the genre during 1941. During that year there is mention of an addi-
tional Schachner story that has never been published. The background is as fol-
lows: Late in 1940 F. Orlin Tremaine returned to the field as editor ofa new mag-
azine titled Comet. For this he solicited contributions from well known authors,
among them Nat Schachner. Schachner complied, sending Tremaine the manuscript of
a story titled '"Vanished Universe." Whether this was newly written especially for
him, or whether it was an earlier reject of Astounding, we can only speculate. In
any event, it was announced in the July 1941 issue of Comet as'"A Smashing Novelet
of the Galaxies." But Comet folded with that number, and "Vanished Universe'" has
never been printed. 1 suspect it was a thought-variant that did not meet Camp-
bell's new policies, and that the manuscript may still exist.
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XIX

Nat Schachner now decided to devote his writing time to mainstream fic-
tion. The tremendous success of Hervey Allen's Anthony Adverse (1933), Kenneth
Roberts's Chronicles of Arundel novels (1930-34) and especiallyhis Northwest Pas-
sage (1937), and above all Margaret Mitchell'sGone with the Wind (1936) showed how
eager the American public was forexciting historical romances, and Schachner was
one of many authors attracted by the lucrative earnings they offered. Starting in
1941 he wrote four of them, one every year. All received generally favorable
critical reviews and all sold well.

The first was By the Dim Lamps, which was set in New Orleans and its en-
virons during the Civil War and the Reconstruction period. The book reviewer of
The Cleveland Plain-Dealer was one of its most enthusiastic advocates, calling it
A really remarkable panoramic novel .. . [and] a splendid addition toour growing
library of books that record the complicated processes whereby theAmerican spirit
came into being." The Saturday Review of Literature said that Schachner had cre-
ated "satisfying excitement, credible adventure, [and] a good story. And almost
all of it would be magnificent in technicolor." The authentic background was
noted by several reviewers, including Herschel Brickell of The New York Times, who
characterized the work as "an excellent example of how much can be done in fic-
tion with research as the basis," and noted "its rousing narrative qualityand the
sharpness of its characterization.'" The only negative pointcritics made was that
By the Dim Lamps lacked the glamour of Gone With the Wind; but this, it should be
noted, was an almost universal complaint then levelled at historical romances.

Judged by today's standards, where hardcover best-sellers enjoy print-
ings in hundreds of thousands at ten times the list price, Schachner'sachievement
appears modest; but in 1941 it was quite acceptable, financially equivalent to
selling eight or ten stories tu Astounding. It also made Nat Schachner the envy
of his fellow pulpsters, most of whom dreamed of writing a successful mainstream

bayel. Schachner followed this with The King's Passenger (1942), which wasbased

on the history of Bacon's Rebellion in Virginia in 1676. The reviewer of The New
York Herald-Tribune described it as "historical fiction as Americans have come to
love it. Full, salty, vigorous, defiantly true and unadorned, it is as rewarding
entertainment as one could hope to find.'" And in comparing the book with another
published that year on the same theme The New York Times reviewer stated that '"Mr.
Schachner, beyond all argument, bears the palm for color and violence and sheer
excitement." The King's Passenger was optioned for a movie, but its anti-British
segments made production improbable during the war period, andHollywood was never
interested in it afterwards.

The background of The Sun Shines West (1943) is Kansas during the years
1854-61. On this a love triangle with a bitter ending is imposed. "The picture
the author conjures up of American frontier life is starkly honest and unforget-
table," said the reviewer of The New York Herald-Tribune, and that of The Weekly
Book Review felt "the final tragic climax of the story carries with it the full
impact of truth." Book Week called Schachner "a careful and conscientious crafts-
man," and The Sun Shines West enjoyed the same success as its predecessors.

His last novel was based on the life of Dante Aligheri, andhis love for
Beatrice and titled The Wanderer (1944). "It is a tribute to Mr. Schachner's cap-
acaties as a historian that the novel does not depend upon the character of Dante
for its vitality," wrote N. L. Rothman in The Saturday Review of Literature. 'The
other characters do have a life of their own, and form a liveand stirring segment
of historical pattern. Mr. Schachner has made good use of his historic research."
Although this typified the preponderantly favorable comments the book received,
two reviewers dissented sharply. Sterling North, in Book Week, called it senti-
mental and overwritten, "strewn with purple passages, and naively worshipful tow-
ard Dante. It does not plumb the sordid, twisted depths from which welled the
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longest and most painful description of hell ever put on paper.'" And inThe Weekly
Book Review John Erskine said in part, '"Mr. Schachner in earlier books has shown
his enterprise and his competence as a writer of historical romance, but this time

his courage, in my opinion, runs away with him. He has chosen a very large sub-
ject already immortalized in great literature, and he has tried to condense it in
a novel of medium length. .. .the result naturally enough is good history, but it

is not what the subject would suggest, a work of fiction or romance or poetry."

It should be emphasized, however, that critics approached all these no-
vels seriously. Their reviews were detailed, often running to 800-1000 words, and
in hardly any were positive comments absent. Nat Schachner's reputation as an
author of successful historical romances was by this time secure,but to him these
represented just a stopgap, undertaken, like the writing of science-fiction, only
to subsidize the work he really wanted todo. The researches into American history
which he had begun in 1933 were now close to full realizatiom.

XX
Nat Schachner lived to complete three major works. The first of these
was a 250,000-word biography, Alexander Hamilton, which appeared in 1946. "Not
merely good, but very good,'" wrote Gerald W. Johnson in The New York Herald Tri-
bune. "It is in fact, in this reader's opinion, the best life of Hamilton that
has yet been written." Avery Craven in The Chicago Tribune called it "A splendid
biography of Pulitzer Prize quality.'" Other reviewers were equally praiseworthy.

One of the reasons for this was Schachner's ability (probably stemming from his
legal experience) to clarify the often intricate web of legislative politics in
Hamilton's time, and to incorporate all of his material into an integrated narra-
tive that a lay reader could follow. There are no loose threads, and minor de-
tails are always made relevant. As Dumas Malone vemarked in The Saturday Review
of Literature, "It is not an interpretation but a story. It moves along briskly
in a way which Hamilton himself would have approved of; and, like him, it does
not pause for philosophical speculation.'" Another reason isthe meticulousness of
Schachner's preparation, which T. P. Peardon emphasized in The American Political
Seience Review:

0f the fifty-five manuscript sources he lists, somc thirty or thirty-onec were not usod by
previous biographers of Hamilton. Others, including the Hamilton manuscripts in the Library
of Congress, are exploited fully for the first time in such a work. In addition to manu-
script material, the author used over one hundred printed original sources and over seventy-
three printed secondary ones. On the basis of all this impressive research Mr. Schachner is
able to make many corrections in the standard edition of Hamilton's Works by J. C. Hamilton
and by llenry Cabot Lodge. Yet this is all done without the slightest taint of pedantry or
affectation. The material is marshalled with the skill of a master and the story told in
good workmanlike prosc.

This same meticulous care characterized Schachner's finest work, Thomas
Jefferson; a Biography, which was published late in 1951, It is twice as long as
the work on Hamilton, and originally appeared in two volumes (in later printings
these are bound as one). "The biography itself, over a thousand pages of text and
documentation, is an amazing compilation of fact, which for sheer informational
value alone will make it indispensable for any library of American history," said
Herbert Cahoon in Library Journal; "it is extremely interesting, superlatively in-
formative and has the highly desirable quality of great objectivity." '"For the
average reader with an interest in history and biography' Orville Prescott of The
New York Times called it '"the best Jefferson biography I have ever seen."

But postwar literary fashions were changing. What reviewers were look-
ing for were not simply detailed chronologies of the lives of historical figures,
but greater illuminations of their characters. Schachner wrote objectively in the
spirit of Montaigne, while critics were coming to prefer more interpretive theo-
rizing. A number of their reviews complained of this lack, even while admitting
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that his book was, as one of them admitted, "the best complete biography of Jef-
ferson available." It remained in print for over fifteen yearsdespite this trend,
and had Schachner been able to update it during that time it might have survived
even longer.

The last major historical work written by Nat Schachner wasThe Founding
rathers (1954). This dealt with the important men and events of the first twelve
years of the United States of America. The domestic and international problems
our young government faced then seem insurmountable. Indians raided our western
frontier settlements while on the east we were simultaneously threatened by the
possibility of war with Great Britain, France and Spain. Foreign nations confis-
cated our ships and passed laws endangering our commerce. Yellow fever was so
rampant that congress had to seek out an unaffected community rather than meet in
Washington or Philadelphia. There was no national income tax and thecentral gov-
ernment was always in financial trouble. Yet somehow, the union muddled through.

Schachner gave an up-to-date account of this period that reviewers, al-
though they deplored its paucity of philisophical interretation, reported on gen-
erally favorably. It was termed "important,” "informative," "tivelyand dramatic"
and supported by '"meticulous scholarship." Like its predecessors, it sold well.

During the postwar period he also produced several lesser works based
on his historical researches. The most notable of these was an adaption of one
of his biographies for high school students, Alexander Hamilton, Nation Builder
(1952). Critics gave this probably the most uniformly favorable reviews of anyof
his books. The Church, State and Education (1947) may alsohave been intended for
school use. I have seen neither this book nor the pamphlet Joe Worker: the Story
of Labor, a copy of which exists in the Library of Congress; I suspect the latter
was one of the many sponsored publications which were printed during the war for
educational purposes. Schachner also wrote a few brief historical articles for
The American Mercury and The Saturday Review of Literature.*

From 1945 to 1951 Nat Schachner acted as Editorial Consultant for The
American Jewish Committee. This group was organized November 11, 1906, and its
major purpose, according to its constitution, was ''to prevent infringement of the
civil and religious rights of Jews, and to alleviate the consequences of persecu-
tion." For this organization he wrote The Price of Liberty (1948). This book not
only detailed its history, but also summarized the trials and tribulations of world
Jewry during the 1906-48 period. It is readable and informative, and still of
reference value today.

In his early writings, when he was still collaborating with Arthur Leo
Zagat, Schachner did not mind making his villains foreigners-— for example, the
Japanese in "Exiles of the Moon.'" But in his later years there was none of this
at all. That this occurred by design and not accident is shown by his article
"Pulp Writers Have a Job to Do," which appeared in the August 1945 issue of The

Wri 3
D Innocently, without meaning to do so, we've sct up a set of stercotypes for our

readers. At the first crack of the name—Spinelli, Epstein, O'Hara, Privilovski, Schultz,
Hip Sing; Svenson, Pancho, Gew.rge Washington White the rocader knows exactly what to eox-
pect; and rarely is he disappuinted. We've made a pattern of a race, a religion, a nation
or a group for him. And thai pattern sticks.

As a matter of fact it would probably be one of the best contributions thewriters could
make at this time if they systematically introduced what one might call anti-stereotypes.
Stories about Negrophysicians. Jewish war heroes, Frenchmen who are loyal to their wives,
etc., should be the order of the day.

This was a very forward-looking suggestion—indeed, one that even a generation
later was seldam adopted. Schachner's own pulp days were past, butit is interest-
ing to speculate if, given the chance, he himself would have attempted to compose
anti-stereotypical fiction.

*A listing of his non-fiction periodical work appears at the end of this article.
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XXI

Although his work had not appeared in the science-fiction pulps for a
number of years, Nat Schachner had not been wholly forgotten, and efforts to lure
him back were occasionally made. One of these I made myself during 1953 while ed-
iting Science-Fiction Plus. 1 telephoned him, and gave a number of reasons why it
was a good time for him to consider writing for the field again (one was that the
payment rates were three times what he last got there). I believe I also asked
to see '"Vanished Universe," the story Tremaine had announced for publication in
Comet before that magazine collapsed in 1941. Schachner seemed somewhat interest-
ed, but T never followed up on the matter because Seience-Fiction Plus also ceased
publication at the end of that year.

Martin Greenberg was more successful. At that time he headed Gnome
Press, a specialty publishing company in New York City. He wanted to print Schach-
ner's space law stories, but they were too short to make up a book. He therefore
asked Schachner if he would compose another in the series. Schachner was rleased
and flattered at the suggestion. 'Imagine, someone wants these old chestnuts,"
he remarked to his wife Helen. To make up the needed wordage he wrote a long con-
cluding tale, leaving the first two virtually unchanged. All three appeared in
the form of a novel called Space Lawyer, which Gnome Press issued in 1953. The
final story begins as chapter eight (page 103) of the book, and asscience-fiction
it is the most traditional and least legal of them all.

The leading characters of the series, Kerry Dale and Sally Kenton, have
fallen in love. She agrees to marry Dale, but not until he loses a contest with
her father Simon, not always affectionately known as "0ld Fireball." Dale, while
still smarting from this rebuff, learns that a recently discovered comet has been
found to be composed of rare minerals, and sets out to assess the report. Simon
Kenton learns of Dale's action, and to negate it persuades the Interplanetary Com-
mission, which has jurisdiction over such matters, to declare an official start-
ing date for all exploratory expeditions there. Dale's head start is now illegal.

Dale does not know this, so Sally sets out in her own personal rocket
ship to tell him. But she overestimates her vessel's range, begins to run out of
fuel and air, and is seemingly doomed. Weak S.O.S. signals from her radio are
picked up by Dale, who backtracks. He sights her ship, breaks into it, and pulls
her out, almost dead. After his desperate resusdtation efforts, however, she re-
covers. Her father, having received notice of Sally's rescue, takes off with a
racing pilot navigating his modern ship to recover his daughter and thenreach the
comet.

Meanwhile the villain Jericho Foote and his men have beaten both to the
comet and are busily mining its riches. Though a tiny world, it proves to have
the same gravitational pull as Earth and a breathable atmosphere. But the comet
is incredibly radioactive, and therefore the time anyone can remain on its surface
is limited. Dave's party then lands and, leaving the pilot in charge of the ship,
begin to examine the terrain. They discover caves and the ruins of an abandoned
city with mummified, pigmy-sized humanoid figures.

While they are exploring, Foote's men attack Dale's ship. Unable to get
his defensive cannon into working order, Dale's pilot takes off alone, but at the
same time radios frantically for assistance. His call is picked up by both a space
patrol ship and Sally's father. Dale's men return and engage Foote's men, routing
them and killing several. The rest take off in their ship, but are captured by
the space patrol. They commence mining in Foote's excavation, gambling that the
radiation will not kill them.

Finally Simon Kenton arrives, along with a Ganymedian official who tries
to arrest Dale for trying to circumvent the legal starting time for the comet-
ary exploration. In response, Dale quotes an overriding law: The Interplanetary
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commission has jurisdiction only over the solar system and thecomet is not a mem-
per of that system, but merely a passing visitor.

The situation is finalized by outside forces. Astronomers calculate that
the comet is heading towards a collision with the planet Jupiter. Further exploi-
tation is therefore impossible. However, the minerals Dale's party has extracted
are worth a fortune. Dale goes into partnership with Kenton, and Sally agrees to
marry him,

Although there is a teen-age feel to the plot development, the book
nevertheless reads as exciting, if typical, space adventure. Schachner tries hard
to achieve depth in characterization and to some degree succeeds with Kenton,
mostly by stressing his temper and language, and very mildly with Sally by por-
traying her willful, devil-may-care behavior; but his ability-—or efforts to
create full-dimensional figures seem weak here, as in most of his other science-
fiction. (This quality is much improved in his historical novels, perhaps because
of the opportunity afforded by their greater wordage and panoramic acope.)

In Space Lawyer 1 find him also singularly uninventive in the creating
of space terms. The book is replete with nautical references, and at one point
he so far forgets himself as to have a character on a space ship grab a '"strut,"
which makes the reader think of a World War I fighter plane. And although not un-
aware of the life-threatening danger posed by radioactive emanations, Schachner
surely underestimates them considerably.

There seems little doubt that all the wordage in Space Lawyer was com-
posed at high speed and involved virtually no rewriting. Yet the reviews the book
received within the science-fiction field were at worst tolerant. Damon Knight,
the most acerbic critic of the period, described it as follows in Future Science-
Fiction:

People with a taste for the sharp operator hero who flourished in American popular
fiction during the thirties, and people with an insatiable appetite for bad science fiction
will like this old series frim Astounding. 1 confess to a sneaking fondness for it myself;
the story moves fast and simpiy, as mechanically exciting as a pinball machine; it's wonder-
fully relaxing—because thc author has done all the work, what there was of it—and nothing
is required of the reader, nct a moment's thought, not even an emotional response.

The formula is simply an amalgam ofMr. Tutt and Colin Glencannon, lifted bodily out of
context and dumped into spacc.

P. Schuyler Miller, popular author and reviewer in Astounding Science-
Fiction, had this critique:

These short stories . .. [arel science fiction variants on Peter B. Kyne's then popular
"Cappy Ricks'" stories, in which the smart, young lawyer outsmarts the smart old tycoon.
Since the author is an accomplished lawyer as well as a biographer and historian, the legal
gimmicks make sense. The stories themselves are and always have been pure entertainment,
as Kerry Dale hornswoggles his former employer, Simeon Kenton of Space Enterprises Unlimited,
and woos the beautiful Sally, the 01d Fireball's daughter,

Space Lawyer was also reviewed favorably, though less perceptively, by
Robert Frazier in Fantastic Universe Science Fiction.

Comments in the mundane press were equally tolerant, including those of
two critics well acquainted with the genre, Basil Davenport and H. H. Holmes (An-
thony Boucher). In The New York Times Davenport called it ''fairly amusing," al-
though redolent of "an inescapable aroma of The Saturday Evening Post in the Twen-
ties," and in The New York Herald-Tribune Holmes described the book as follows:

Despite some crudeness in characterization, the light heart and high spirits of all
this jiggery-pokery rank it with Ken Crossen's Once Upon a Star as the year's most amusing

sheer space opera; one hopes that Mr. Schachner may take time off from his well reputed his-
torical biographies to give us more of Kerry Dale, in more adult and unhackneyed situations.

Science-fiction today has become a field where nearly a thousand hard-
cover and paperback books are published annually. It seems ironic that over the
years Schachner's work has been so seldom reprinted there. His novelette '"Past,
Present and Future' was admired by Isaac Asimov, who included it in his anthol-
ogy Before the Golden Age (1974); and "The Eternal Wanderer' was chosen forthe de
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luxe three-volume set of Astounding Stories, the 60th Anniversary Collection  inp
1990. Beyond that, one looks for his name in vain. Yet for over a decade Nat
Schachner was, if not the most prolific author in the genre, certainlya contendep
for that title, with upwards of eighty stories to his credit. And while quantity
does not always make for quality, it does indicate that he succeeded in pleasing
the readers of his time. Indeed, during the 1933-38 period he was the chief con-
tributor to Orlin Tremaine's "thought-variant" policy in Astounding Stories, and
there is evidence for believing that a number of those were written toorder after
editorial consultation.

The sociological content of Schachner's science-fiction has not gone un-
noticed, however. A number of his stories have been discussed in Paul Carter's
The Creation of Tomorrow (1977) and Frank Cioffi's Formula Fietion? an Anatomy of
American Science Fiction, 1930-1940 (1982). Isaac Asimov, who read his work at
the time it was first appearing, also noted this. ""Schachner was alive to the
gathering dangers of the 1930s and the mounting threat of Nazi Germany," he once
wrote. "His stories were filled with social problems therefore, with himself al-
ways on the side of the democratic angels. . .. when I came to write The Founda-
tion Trilogy, there were times when the voice of Schachner sounded in my ear."

XXII

Late in September of 1955 Nat Schachner began to suffer from chest pains.
After several days he died abruptly of a heart attack on October 2. He was buried
in Mount Hope Cemetery at Hastings-on-Hudson, New York. On his gravestone the fam-
ily placed the inscription, "Time cannot erase the vastness of his vision, the
keenness of his intellect, or the power of his pen.'" Obituary notices appeared in
such national media as The New York Times (October 3, 1955, p. 27), Newsweek (Oc-
tober 17, 1955, p. 79) and The Wilson Library Bulletin (December 1955, p. 296).

H. G. Wells, Jules Verne and even the later Philip Wylie all regarded
their science-fiction as a stepping stone to more serious later works. All have
been proved wrong; their science-fiction increases inreputation with passing time
as that of their mainstream work diminishes. But for Schachner the opposite is
true. His early genre writing was indeed a prelude tosuccessful novels and seri-
ous historical studies, and it is for these that he gained the most fame. All of
them sold well in this country, all but one were simultaneously published in Can-
ada, and three were reprinted in England.  One—Aaron Burr, his first and per-
haps the most controversial of his historic excursions—is still in print today.

His untimely death deprived both his family and his readers of much.
First of all, he left behind, half-finished, a sequel to The Founding Fathers.
Second, he was unable to update his biographies, which would probably have kept
them in print for many more years, generating royalties and maintaining his name
in the critics' eyes. Last, he never lived to see his accomplishments officially
noted, for his entry in Who's Who did not appear until the 1956-57 edition.

What of the man himself? Nat Schachner's career shows him not only as
a thinker, but very much an activist. A typical example was his attitude towards
space travel. Here he did not simply portray fictional dreams, but he implemented
them. He joined the first American space travel society, gave talksand wrote ar-
ticles on the subject, and actually participated in building experimental rockets
and formulating fuels for them—all at a time when pioneering in such activities
ranked with believing in fairy tales. He was also an activist politically. He
leaned towards socialism, an attitude reflected in his fiction, and was a strong
supporter of technocracy. For an account of his politics and his personal char-
acteristics, I cannot do better than quote from the January 24, 1991 letter to me
from his daughter, Barbara Schachner Brunner:

"My father detested all dictatorships, right and left, and greatly ad-
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mired the democratic state of Czechoslovakia formed after World War I. When that
country fell before Hitler's onslaught he immediately foresaw the approach of the
next conflict. Athough socialistic in outlook, he was not a member of the Social-
jst Party. He did vote for Norman Thomas, but more out of disgust for the Demo-
crats and Republicans, saying there was littleto choose between them, than because
he desired a fundamental change in our system of government.

"Long before 'Women's Lib' my father believed women shouldhave equal op-
ortunities for education and work, and because my mother was one of the few work-
ing women in her circle, my parents' life at home was considerably like that of
young couples today; they shared such household duties as shopping, cleaning and

cooKiNg: gy e many vacations they drove through all of the mainland forty - eight
states, visiting every one of the national parks, as well as Mexico and lower Can-
ada. After World War II they were the first in their circle tovisit Europe, which
they did in the manner of the old Grand Tour. Car rentals were not yet in vogue,
so they travelled in their own Ford, which was shipped to Europe by boat. Both

of my parents loved travel, and as it happened my father's last words to his doc-
tors concerned a trip to Spain he was planning.

"He was a great lover of art, and on his travels made a point of visiting
as many galleries and museums as possible; and naturally he enjoyed all of those
in New York City. He was very fond of classical music, and not only played WQXR
on the radio continually but had a fine collection of records of opera singers of
the Met in the Caruso period. Despite being a city dweller he was knowledgable
about wild life, and could identify all the trees, flowers, birds and butterflies

of the Northeast region.
"My father was of course a wide reader. His literary favorites were Jane

Austin, Henry James, Anthony Trollope, Keats, Milton, Shelley and, as you would
expect, Dante. His interests covered every conceivable field——philosophy, his-
tory, education, politics, science and all religions. His wide knowledge and avid
range of interests set him apart from most people in the minds of all who counted
themselves fortunate enough to know him. He was truly a Renaissance Man.
"Although admired for his extensive knowledge, respected for his achieve-
ments and loved by his intimates, there was nothing of the 'prima donna' about my
father. Indeed, he was the least petty or prejudiced person I have ever known.
Not only was he unpretentious himself, but he disliked pretentiousness in others.
I remember him above all as a reasonable, fair-minded man who would offer counsel

only when asked."
° ° ]

Author's note: In preparing this article I am indebted to Helen Schachner and
Barbara Schachner Brunner for information and discussions, and to T. G. Cockcroft
for noting the story "Protoplasmic Station" in chapter IX.

CHRONOLOGICAL CHECKLIST OF PERIODICAL
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Letters, Astounding Stories 7, 136 (July 1931) and 12, 141 (December 1933).

Letter, The Saturday Review of Literature 16, 9 (October 16, 1937).

"The Truth about Aaron Burr," American Mercury 45, 194 (October 1938).

"Do School-Books Tell the Truth?," <bid., 414 (December 1938).

"Jefferson: a Slippery Politician," <bid. 46, 49 (January 1939).

"Ethan Allen: Pioneer Realtor," ibid. 47, 433 (August 1939).

"Pulp Writers Have a Job to Do," The Writer 58, 243 {August 1945)

"The Legacy of Alexander Hamilton." American Mercury 63, 720 (December 1946).
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"Hamilton's Nemesis," The Saturday Review of Literature 37, 18 (July 10, 1954).

Portraits of Schachner appeared in Newsweek 10, 38 (September 20, 1937) and The
Saturday Review of Literature 29, 14 (June 15, 1946).
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THREE POEMS

Steve Sneyd

SETTING OUT HER STALL

let out in just more
than nothing she gloats when sharp
whistle comes her way

sound carving this air
is truly alien green
shipload foraging

between start and end
of joy is whole star-ocean
uncomprehended

DAYS OF GLORY

broken the rocket
taking the Southern

Treaties from signing
and split in two

present and past the pilot
helpless fell asleep a child
watching waiting

for Godot

going home felt safe
forever

in the car's

back seat the moon
above peeping
round to smile

face of grandmother he didn't
know

her from
a shattered doll it all

seemed remote in redness
of eyes closing against light

holding afterimage
close as toast

he seemed to give
up against his will
what he most held
onto seemed to give

birth
bit by bit to
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the planet like bed to be
carried to rushing soft up

between his legs to
meet him

welcome back put down
the weight you bore

too long round
a heavy world

you belong here for good now
loyalty can no longer

split now you are
just what Mars New Earth needs mo

new soil fit for heroes

DESIGNER OF STARSHIPS

days after his life's
whole work fled from his grasp ou
to endlessness lay

long before him as winter

blue shadows stride out

over snow-streaked furrow; his jo
flown up without him

MYOPIA

Samarkand and Camelot,
Carcassone and kings:

Where legends live, and ruins rot,
Sands conceal all things.

Humans come and build once more,
Blind to what's below,

Oblivious to time's barred door—
Better not to know.

Ignore pictorial evidence
Rockets carved on bone—

Nor ever ask who carved immense
Helmets out of stone.

—Steve Eng
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Bram Stoker’s Dracula:
Eros or Agapé¢?

Edward W. O'Brien, Jr.

The late Victorian novel Dracula, by Irishman Bram Stoker, has shown en-
during vitality since it was first published in 1897. It has never been out of
print. Since 1922 countless movies have been made from it, starring Bela Lugosi,
Lon Chaney, Jr., John Carradine, Vincent Price, Christopher Lee, David Niven and
Louis Jordan. Vampire fiction inspired by it has frequently bloodied the pages of
such magazines as Weird Tales, and new vampire paperbacks are glutting the market
even today. Perhaps the strangest and most baroque of such modern tales is Inter-
view with the Vampire (1976) by Anne Rice., But although more talented writers
than Stoker have attempted tales of the undead, Dracula's popularity, complexity,
and thematic depth still make it the greatest one ever written.

Stoker's peculiar genius was to create a vivid character out of an his-
torical figure by turning him into a vampire. As many readers are aware, his
Count Dracula was once the very real Vlad Tepes, prince of the southern Roumanian
principality of Wallachia in the fifteen century. The father of Vlad Teves had
been called '"Dracul," which means both dragon and devil. The title "Dracul," be-
stowed by the Holy Roman Emperor, meant that Vlad was expected to war against the
invading Turks, scourge of Christiandom. As a reigning prince, Vlad Tepes was
cunning, cruel and politically cynical. The bloodthirsty cruelties he inflicted
included impalement, dismemberment, blinding, castration andboiling peonle alive.
Yet he is also remembered in local folklore as a brave soldier who defended Rou-
manian soil against the Turks from 1448 to 1476, when he died in battle. This,
then, was the warrior-prince that Stoker's creative imagination brought to the
London of the 1890's as a nosferatu, or vampire.

What makes his novel such an enduring and endearing classic of horror
fiction? One way of answering this question is to compare Dracula, as the author
wrote it, with critics' interpretations and with the latest cinema version, that
of Francis Ford Coppola, which was released in the autumn of 1992.

I have long been struck by the contrast between the novel which I know
and love, and what critics have said about it. George Stade, Leonard Wolf and
Margaret Carter have written interesting and provocative comments on the work,
especially Wolf in The Annotated Dracula (1975). Modern critics, however, usually
write with such a secular mind-set that they miss the essence of Dracula, which is
a horror story containing a clear-cut Christian world-view. Stoker was actually
writing a Christian allegory.

George Stade, on the other hand, stresses the work's sexual symbolism.
In his introduction to the Bantam edition he says that it reveals what we all re-
press, especially Eros, and claims that Stoker viewed sex as bestial, satanic
and depleting-—all vampiric notions. 'The prevailing emotion of the novel is a
screaming horror of female sexuality,'" he writes unconvincingly. Stade believes
Stoker puts down women as inferior to men, and also claims his book is prurient.

Many contemporary critics see the vampire's blood-sucking as a sexual
act for both attacker and victim. Yet nosferatu also drain the blood of child-
Ten and animals; are these sexual encounters, too? Am I naive to think that vam-
Pires want sustenance, not an orgasm? "The blood is the life," says Dracula's
minion, Renfield, quoting the Bible (Deut. 12:23).
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Critics like Stade and others are on much firmer ground when they sug-
gest that Dracula is concerned with basic human themes such as longing for immor-
tality, hunger for power, fear of death and the dead, our tendency to sadism, ang
the conflict over our love and respect for the daylight sweetness of rationality
and civility, as contrasted to unholy night-time desires for evil and the occult,

Though director Francis Coppola and scriptwriter James V. Hart call their
film Bram Stoker's Dracula, it differs radically from Stoker's text. For example,
Jonathon Harker's wife Mina, a major character who goes to Transylvania to ar-
range for the count to purchase a house in London, is made into a sexy reincarna-
tion of Vlad Tepes's first wife! At the end of the film, Mina turns against hepr
husband and all her trustworthy friends and is reunited with Draculaas he finally
dies. This is not a reasonable extension of the author's intentions, but an out-
right mutilation of the plot.

Another major departure from the text in Coppola's forty million dollar
production is the exponential increase of sexual activity which he and Hart pump
into the plot and the special effects. They have adopted the premise that if a
Victorian novel shows even a vague possibility of desire or a sexual encounter,
then it must actually have happened and should be shown explicitly—-whether the
author intended the inference or not. Even Leonard Wolf, who acknowledges the
"religious Component" in the work, says of the eroticism inthe vampire myth: "More
than any earlier film, Coppola's Dracula makes this meaning explicit.' Coppola's
characters seem always driven by uncontrollable sexual desire, but a close read-
ing of the novel shows no justification for such deeply Freudian rendering.

For example, Stoker portrays Lucy Westenra, before she becomes a vam-
pire, as a wholesome and chaste young woman engaged to Arthur Holmwood. In Cop-
pola's adaptation, she loves pornography, enjoys torrid sex with Dracula, and mas-
turbates with open mouth as she hungers for his embrace, well before she becomes
a nosferatu. The script and screen footage are explicit.

Even the great Catholic scholar, Dr. Van Helsing, a man of prayer and
iron self-control, arch-foe of the count and leader of the group pursuing him in
London and Transylvania, is portrayed by Coppola as lusting for Mina; in a climac-
tic scene before Dracula's castle, when they are alone together, he sexually em-
braces her. Under Stoker's pen, Mina is always a paragon of restrained and re-
fined Christian womanhood, truly a noble person; but in the film she isreduced in
this scene to a ravening slut. Hart's screenplay: '""Mina responds, excited, pos-
sessed. She laughs giddily, bouncing on her haunches, wolfen, savage. She looks
at Van Helsing. Her fur robe has come open, exposing her nipple; she brazenly
leaves it open. She moves slowly toward Van Helsing, shameless, uninhibited.' In-
credibly, Mina then tells Van Helsing that Lucy, too, harbors ''secret desires for
you. She told me."

There is certainly no justification for any of this in Stoker's text.
Nothing of the kind happens or is even implied there. In fact, the author's hand-
ling of this long passage shapes one of the most effective set-pieces ofhis novel,
a gem of artistic suspense and supernatural horror. Mina, having been bitten by
a vampire back in London, is herself very slowly beginning to change into a nos-
feratu; and although Van Helsing is afraid, he has God's protection and all is
well after that long night of menace. It is sad to see such a powerful and care-
fully controlled scene ruined in the movie.

Coppola and Hart also erode the character of Jonathon Harker who, in the
novel, is a proper gentleman, modest and chaste, faithful to his fiancée Mina. On
screen, he ecstatically succumbs to multiple sexual attacks by the three vampire
women in Dracula's castle. The scene is orgiastic. In Stoker's narrative, how-
ever, only one of the three actually approaches Harker, who pretends to sleep. He
is severely tempted, and confesses to strong desires (which he callswicked) to be
kissed; the vampire-woman kneels and puts her lips and teeth to his throat. Dra-
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cula then enters the room and throws her aside. Exeunt omnes. Harker has been

considered both prudish and prurient; he is neither. As Stoker created them, Lucy,
Mina, Jonathon and Van Helsing are healthy and chaste Christians. But liberal, sec-
ular critics will not accept the reality of such virtues as charity and faith;

they equate these qualities tosuperstition and prudery, the quaint 'conventions"

of Victorian religion as expressed by the trappings or habitual responses of pop-

ular Christianity. They dislike treating Christian morality as if it were real

and binding; instead, they speak of "Victorian" or 'middle - class'" morality, try-

ing to relativize it. They are unwilling to acknowledge morality'sreal existence

and its demands on the human conscience in all ages. In Ends and Means (1937),

for example, Aldous Huxley writes:

I had motives for not wanting the world to have a meaning, consequently assumed it
had nonc, and was able without difficulty to find satisfying veasons for this as-
sumption. For myself, as no doubt for my contemporaries, the philosophy of mean-
inglessness was essentially a matter of liberation from a certain kind of morality.
We objected to the morality because it interfered with our sexual freedom.

Reading Dracula for its erotic content is as reductive as reading Dante
to learn about Florentine politics. There is indeed some eroticism in Dracula,
put it has been grossly magnified. It is regrettable that Coppola, who himself
has a Catholic background, failed to depict the underlying meaning of Bram Sto-
ker's novel, and chose instead to commercialize and sensationalize it by violent
sexual imagery. Stoker's romantic story is religious and spiritual in theme, but
Coppola uses its powerful symbols, such as the crucifix, simply to heighten his
film's drama. For me, the most revealing evidence is the scene where the vampire-
women are crawling over Harker on his bed. Around his neck he is wearing a cru-
cifix. One of the vampires bites itin two and it pathetically slides away. Hu-
man sexuality is thus made to dominate human spirituality.

After reading Stoker's novel, you are uplifted; but after seeing Coppo-
la's movie, you are revolted and left with a feeling of degradation. In typical
modern style, the movie blurs the distinction between good and evil, for Count Dra-
cula is sometimes shown as good, while other characters are often shown as evil.
The major characters are changed beyond recognition, and the original meaning is

it I believe that to discern and appreciate the underlying intent of Dra-
cula, one must read it with the eyes of Christian faith. Though scriptwriter Hart
sees vampires as "delectable," and though contemporary writers of horror fiction
often view them as misunderstood, noble and tragic (a Peter Straub character even
calls them "beautiful"), Bram Stoker clearly shows the misery of vampiric, satani-
cally-inspired existence. He depicts the darkness, stench and filth of evil. He
shows the vampire's callous indifference to human life, even infant life, reveals
his manic association with blood, with rats and bats, mist and fog; with cold
rooms in deserted houses, with wolfen savagery, domination, cruelty and murder-—
all epitomizing the loneliness and emptiness of evil.

In stark contrast to that desolating horror, which is the dark side of
his novel, Stoker also brings forth the warmth and health and beauty of genuine
Christian 1life. And here is the essence of Dracula: it depicts the battle that
the faithful wage against spiritual evil. The vampire is pursued by a group of
brave people who are lead by Dr. Van Helsing, a Catholic using scripture, church
doctrine and sacramentals to defeat the count. This stalwart band is engaging:
the men are resolute, the women appealing and honorable; theirvictory is reassur-
ing. They are morally good people.

Dracula is actually an exciting novel, an intriguing blend of macabre
terror and warm humanity, steeped in traditional morality and faith. In fact, it
is so old-fashioned a story that I wonder if a modern, hard-core devotee of hor-
ror fiction would care for it. Instead of the cold secularism and its attendant
persiflage so typical of today, Stoker provides a setting where love, prayer, loy-
alty, devotion and God's presence in the struggle against evil are taken for
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granted. Therein lie the work's fundamental appeal and power.

Further, although Coppola and many others see Dracula as "a dark mirrop
of Victorian obsessions,'" it is really a Christian allegory. Count Dracula jis 5
type of anti-Christ-——as Van Helsing suggests, "an arrow in the side of Him whq
died for man." The count is a murderer and a liar, a purely negative force who
destroys what God has made: innocent human life. Where Christ gave His blood wil-
lingly so that others might live, Dracula Zakes the blood ofothers so that ke cap
live. In this vein, as Wolf notes, the count offers '"foul versions of the Christ-
ian sacraments.!" Van Helsing refers to Mina's forced exchange of blood with the
count as a '"vampire baptism.'" Van Helsing himself typifies the archangel St. Mi-
chael in warring against the vampire. As the active man of faith and knowledge,
he is like the warrior-prince of the heavenly host; he is pitted against the un-
dead reincarnation of the warrior-prince Vlad Tepes.

In his essay "Elements of Christ-Likeness in Dracula," the evangelical
critic Randall D. Larsen points out that in announcing the coming of the vampire
to England Dracula's minion Renfield plays the role of anti -John the Baptist to
Dracula's anti-Christ; Dracula offers immortality in the vampiric realm, a kind of
perverted salvation.

When humanists or liberals who are hostile to the Church consider the
religious sensibility of past ages-—of, say, Christians inVictorian times—they
sometimes try to nullify religious faith by reducing it either to an unintelligent
fanaticism or to middle-class conventionalism—an empty, mechanical, conformist
outlook. They prefer not to concede that Christians of former times could ever be
intelligent, scientific or artistic. Above all, they are unwilling to admit that
if Christians are fully committed they could also be up-to-date, mature, creative,
socially responsible people. Any modesty or chastity among such people will be
scorned as folly, or the virtue in these qualities will be simply denied. So it
goes with the best of Stoker's characters, Van Helsing and the Harkers. Wolf and
Coppola/Hart degrade Van Helsing, who is portrayed as frivolous, erotic and a lit-
tle mad, while the Harkers are shown as wildly unfaithful to each other.

What these critics miss, or dismiss, is that in Dracula religion oper-
ates on two levels, external and internal, and that these two are intimately re-
lated. There is, of course, much external use of the crucifix, holy-water and
also the Host by the central characters in their struggle with Dracula. But these
objects are not mere trappings, because their effectiveness derives from sincere
faith and God's cooperation. For example, edarly ia the novel the rosary figures
in three scenes. In the first of these an old Catholic woman offers her beads to
Harker because of her deep concern for his safety as he prepares to leave for Dra-
cula's castle. A good reason for concern! As an Anglican, Harker hesitates, but
when she says earnestly, "For your mother's sake,'" he accepts the gift. The scene
moves us by its simple human love and acceptance. There is no trace of Gothic
melodrama. Seen with the eyes of supernatural faith, the rosary is neither magi-
cal nor useless, but a conduit for God's grace if used reverently. In the second
instance the presence of the rosary calms Dracula's momentary rage; and in the
third Harker's wearing the beads brings him comfort and strangth, as the prayers
in his journal show.

The internal Christian faith of the vampire - hunters—especiallyof Van
Helsing and the Harkers—seems too strong to be explained away as mere conven-
tional Victorian conformism. As Larson points out, "Their convictions are too
deep and earnest to be considered simple cultural trappings." And the others-—
Seward, Morris and Holmwood—also join the solemn, prayerful pact to pursue Dra-
cula to the death. Together they form a sort of Church Militant, with Van Helsing
as expert guide who reckons their mission as fighting for Christ againstthe forces
of evil. He and Mina Harker not only voice the noblest Christian sentiments and
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jdeals, but their behavior at all times fully matches these.

Mina's faith never falters, even when she comes partiallyunder the vam-
pire's influence. She continues to trust God and to behave as a loving, selfless
human being, full of kindness and mercy, even hoping for the vampire's eventual
salvation. She is a person of Biblical knowledge and frequent prayer. Van Hel-
sing says movingly of her, '"She is one of God's women, fashioned by His own hand
to show us men and other women that there is heaven where we can enter, and that
its light can be here on earth." Each in his own honorable way, five men loved
this splendid woman, of whom her husband wrote, in the concluding note tothe nar-
rative, and alluding to his son who had been born a few years after Dracula'sdes-
truction: "This boy will some day know what a brave and gallant woman his mother
is. Already he knows her sweetness and loving care; later on he will understand
how some men so loved her, that they did dare much for her sake."

Daniel Farson's biography of his great-uncle Bram Stoker, The Man Who
Wwrote '"Dracula" (1975), gives no definite information as towhether Stoker himself
was a practising Christian, but certainly he did write a macabre novel which has
a Christian world-view, one so vivid and haunting, so weird and yet so humanly
wholesome, that the world has never forgotten it. It is a book of flesh and blood,

and of the grace of God.
° ° o

Book Reviews-——continued from page 46

Robert E. Howard was a man of swirling, conflicting moods, thoughts and
beliefs. He railed against death and felt it was a shame that life was taken
from the old when it was all they had left. To him, "the death of a man in full
vigor of his life is not sad. Such a man has more than his life."

He did want to live and love, but was trapped by a misplaced and mis-
guided sense of responsibility: what he thought of as his honorable duty and ob-
ligation to his mother, even unto death. Did he feel that he must also accompany
and help her through the gates of the hereafter? With his belief in reincarnation
did he assume that death did not matter? And was it his pessimistic dislike of
modern civilization that induced him to leave it? It may be significant that at
this crucial time he was experiencing a prolonged writer's block. Did this cause
him to feel he was losing—or had lost—his reason for being? Finally, did he
really love Novalyne Ellis, but feel he had lost her to Truett Vinson?

As can be seen, this book raises more questions than it answers. Even
so, it surely tells us more about Robert E. Howard than we shall ever learn from
any other source. I recommend it highly, and to devotees of this writer it is of

course indispensable. /ﬁ/ytll) }1&)14}61111

DREAM PROTOCOLS by Lee Ballentine, with collages by Richard Kadrey. Beach Grove,
Indiana: Talisman, 1992. 95pp. 25cm. $3.95. (Special limited edition, $40.00.)

The structuring of a collection is always a likely key to the overall
vision of a poet. Moreover, authors who use epigraphs have usually seriously pon-
dered their choice. Dream Protocols contains 36 poems written between 1976 and
1991, not arranged chronologically but under three thematic and epigraphed head-
ings. They should, then, be considered both thematicallyand in the light of these
epigraphs, as I shall do here.

The first group of thirteen poems is headed "Fin de Siecle" and carries
as epigraph a passage from Anais Nin's House of Incest-——a fantastic recollection
of the sun's planets, ending with a Mars whose vegetation is a 'rusty ore,'" while
"Light there had a sound and sunlight was an orchestra." The last of Ballentine's
poems in this section, which repeats the title "Fin de Siecle," both echoes the
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metamorphoses of media in the Nin quote and creates its own apocalypse of elep
tal angels, astronautical disintegrations, organic and mechanical omens, pj
trails and contrails. In this poem (as elsewhere) solar imagery is pervasiy
"The sun wears a cracked face at the close /of the age. .. ."; and aline of bip
"splits the day star /into two cups of gold. /Spilling them out like urine.,,
With a shift of metaphor, solar mutation again occurs in "The Evolution of Comp
ter Graphics'" ("'A hot klaxon of the sun'"); and in '"Mars Needs Women'" "...the da
sun disappears /on an April morning / eroded to a stunning yellow dollar." I
these, as in many other transpositions, Ballentine gains effect from juxtaposi
the splendid and the commonplace, as in "Fin de Siecle," where "White matter o
the sun pearls down / the metal rails of the video monitor." Or the idyllic ma
merge with the grotesque—"I wept at the carapace on the stair /discarded by p
love descending" (""Malaria').

Part IT is "After the War" and is preceded by lines from Novalis's Hy
to the Night describing how Death interrupted the revelry ofa mythic people '"wit
fear and dread and tears." In poems of this section bombs, brains, quarks and wvi
ruses exchange identities and functions; sickness, surgery, wreckage and (a re
peating trope) loose or falling teeth provide metaphors: '"-—your bare chest /was
broad as a Christmas platter /and heavy with sores ("'Eidolon'). The most sus-
tained poetic metaphor of this section is an alchemical one, "Paracelsus is Dead.™
In following the movements of a night-guard through achemical research laboratory,
it creates a reductionist dirge:

"At the Hague a mass of ]cad was

in a moment of time—chinged into gold

by the infusion of a small particle of stone."
There follows self-dissolntion and death, but the poem ends allusively on an up-
beat note with three lines in quotation marks:

Eyes —-clear organs made of laboratory quartz.

Beliind that—rippling uncertainty.
Behind that-—sudden uncertainty. 1541. Paracelsus is dead.

The anti-reductionist thrust of this is skilfully contrived. The "miracle' of
transmutation occurs as in the Pauline text where ''we shall all be changed, in a
moment, in the twinkling of an eye .. .when this corruptible shall have put onin-
corruption,'" alchemical gold being the incorruptible metal. Gerard Manley Hop-
kins drew on much the same analogical complex in "The Leaden Echo and the Golden
Echo'" and in the "immortal diamond' alchemy of "'That Nature Is a Heraclitian Fire."
Such subtle allusive, and often elusive, significations areperhaps most
apparent in Part III, titled "Far History Elegies," the epigraph forwhich is from
Nietzsche: '"Reason is only a ladder /to lead us up to the highest place.../Desire
is the actual essence of man.'" In "Ventriloquism'" Caliban appears in his Browning
as much as in his Shakespearian guise, demonstrating a pitiless microcosmos inthe
flutterings of a thorax-pinned moth. 'The Archive,"a poem markedly postmodern in
mood, has at its center an appeal for whatever it is that some other intelligence
might supply: So we ask your aid—our searches have failed
and noon of the great day is near
when entropy (so we believe) will turn itself
and close the up-timepaths to us
and give our vector over to new organisms.
The response is austere. The cosmos is no more than an archive of past images/
events "wrapped in canopic fields," offering only aprospect of diminishing proba-
bilities. Yet the promise of some kind of ontological identity is not withheld,
for the questioner/petitioner's "little solent of spacetime' may be transported
(the resonance Johannine?) "To a place already prepared for you/ where no two
minds may occupy the same truth."
To voice a personal judgment, the best poem in thissection and possibly
in the entire collection is '"Crackbrains," '"a fanfare for Amon,' Amon being one of
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the poet‘S allusive personifigatiqns, evocativg of the Egyptian all-embracing cre-
ative god. The other personification, Crackbrains, is sensual, instinctive animal
man—man of the limbic system who, consumed and subsumed and perhaps ultimately
.ettisoned, loses significance upon the singer's entering the '"fields of Amon,"
even maybe becoming ''a new Amon." The fine pastoral closing stanza of this poem
is redolent both of the Psalms and of a classical eclogue.

Individual, distinctive, demanding as his verse may be, we find through-
out the three sections instances of Lee Ballentine's sensitivity to other literary
styles and insights. Thus in "The Reddleman" he transposes the figure of Thomas
Hardy's itinerant sheep-dyer cum bush chemist into a contemporary mechanician.
nThe Pileup'" could be seen as possible homage to J. G. Ballard; its tenor, how-
ever, 1S nihilistic rather than sexual. One cannot read "The River," a poem of
the wasteland (and one of remarkable beauty) without catching Eliotian echoes—
first the Eliot of "The Fire Sermon" and then, in 1lyrical and climactic apotheo-
sis, the Eliot of Four Quartets.

Ballentine's style of composition is free verse, sometimes flowing, some-
times rhythmically staccato, with restrained yet effective use of assonance and
internal rthyme. The kaleidoscopic patterning of imagery is less restrained, and
while exciting can lead to obscurity in detail, though seldom as regards the
poem's overall purport. Obscurity is sometimes enhanced (if that is the right word)
by jdiosyncratic punctuation or elision, though these departures can also achieve
striking effects. Such virtues and vices are particularly well exemplified in"A
History of the B'Smillah Madonna," and in the opening lines of "Infection':

The sun leaps.
The soliton of my brain lobe begins to sing
its half pair solo.

Mercy the jazz of my flesh.
Merc¢y in a copper-jacket-muzzle—velocity.

His verse can be metrically innovative: instance the irregular, unrhymed couplets
and quatrains of "While," and the inticate word-play in "NALO":

Hedgehogs

Hedgerows.

Row houses.

Fire hoses.

Battle stations.

Charity patients.

What is most pleasurable and imaginatively stimulating, however, is the
wit, perception and inventiveness exhibited in descriptive image and analogy-—
" . the rain channeling from your shoulders / like fallsof solemn papertape'" (''So-
latium"); in "Eidolon'" (the death-angel in a hospital), "The ward heaved under the
battery of your wings, like a moth under a wren'"; from "Frank Is a Very Dangerous
Man'" comes the onomatopoeic simile '...a bell in a decrepit scaffold tollstwice,/
The second time sounding muffled-—1like the sound of a wrench dropped on a truck
fender." This virtuoso play with the metaphoric is often combined with semantic
elipsis which borders on the pun, as in the opening lines of "Salvager': "Tunnel
where vision migrates / your channel of edges vibrates evening and morning." Such
visual and aural images have their counterparts, in a different key and a differ-
ent medium, in the other content of the collection.

Richard Kadrey, columnist, musician, science-fiction author and artist,
contributes (including the cover) six collages. They are surrealistic; but, while
the surrealism of Ballentine's verse is in its imaging— for the most part over-
spilling and multifarious, in fact distinctly neo-romantic-—XKadrey's is soberly
and sombrely classical, his images sharp and discrete. The collages are in no way
directly or literally illustrative of the poems, but they do complement them in

that they make play with graphic image-concepts in ways comparable (allowing tor
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the classical-romantic dichotomy)to the play with verbal image-concepts exercised
in the poem.

The elevation of Christ on the cross, overflown bya single Bleriot-type
monoplane, placed opposite "The Evolution of Computer Graphics," with its ghostly
electronic Christ figure and its refrain " San Francisco & mort," is a case in
point. The placing of Kadrey's most brilliant collage opposite '"One System of
Thrall' is another. That collage spreads the dissection of an exposed brain (the
dead visage Dante€sque in appearance) across the Doré/Van Gogh depiction of pris-
oners endlessly circling a jail's high-walled exercise-yard. The magazine Omng
has a lively record of selecting paintings from past and present artists as vari-
ous as Magritte, Dali, Michel Henricot, H. R. Giger and Michael Parkes to accom-
pany texts and stories. (One by Parkes faces a story by Richard Kadrey in the
August 1986 issue.) It is rare to find a collection of verse where this kind of
bi-media complementarity is so well achieved—here through a convergence of con-
ceptual insight accentuated by startling contrasts of aesthetic style and techni-
cal approach. It is an association, almost a symbiosis, which enables the book
itself to make a unique artistic statement. [<.‘( 13C11/f3§/

I. ASIMOV /A MEMOIR by Isaac Asimov. New York: Doubleday, 1994. 562pp. 24.5cm.
$25.00. (Book club edition, $11.98.)

A celebrity, Isaac Asimov, has departed this plane, but he has left us
a record of his life rarely matched in elaborateness or specificity. This book
was initially expected to continue from where his two previous autobiographical
tomes, In Memory Yet Green (1979) and In Joy Yet Felt (1980), broke off; but as
the subtitle indicates, I. Asimov abandons chronology and is written by subject.
There are 166 of these, ranging in length from less than a page to almost 5,000
words. (The whole book, by the way, comes to about 230,000.) A lot of it is re-
capitulation of material from his earlier autobiographies, but interspersed with
this one finds accounts of Asimov's life never previously revealed. Despite his
candor, however, I feel that he is often less than open, never presenting readers
with all significant details.

What he does admit here for the first time is that until he reached his
thirties, he was less than a success in everything except his writing. This was
due to his inability to get along with people, particularly superiors. At home he
fought constantly with his sister Marcia. At school he was less than popular with
his fellow students because of a know - it -all attitude and a touch of arrogance.
Although in retrospect he writes fondly of his experiences with the Futurian So-
ciety and the people he encountered in it, the Futurians at the time regarded him
as an abrasive nuisance. In college he failed to get along with his instructors
and was not accepted by other students. This was in part due to an irrepressible
tendancy to correct anything he regarded as an error or a mistatement-—usually
in less than a diplomatic manner. In the army he did not click with other recruits
or with his superiors. "My history, well into middle age, was marked by my ina-
bility to get along with my fellows and my superiors,'" he writes. "Even as a pro-
fessor at a medical school, I demonstrated this unlovely aspect of my personality

so that my job was constantly at risk."

This admission may seem incredible to those who have known Asimov only
in his later years, where he always represented the epitome of affability. He does
not recall making any deliberate effort to change, but as the years passed he did
gradually become more mellow, and in doing so found friendships that had eluded
nim earlier. This change may have come about through the realization that
there were areas where he was less than competent, and that his own brilliancehad
distinct limitations. For example, he pointedly states that, given his druthers,
he would have preferred being an historian, but doubted his qualifications.
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That said, it should be emphasized that throughout his life Isaac held
exalted opinions of his intelligence and abilities. Readers and lecture audiences
regarded his expressing them as a form of exaggerated humor, but he truly believed
every one; and those who peruse his memoirs, if they ever doubted this, should
note how often they are forcibly introduced through the chapters.

Asimov's bitterness against his first wife, Gertrude, also manifests it-
self repeatedly and with some vehemence throughout the book. He says that she
never loved him, and demonstrated this more and more as the marriage unwound. Her
lack of affection made the hours he spent alone writing seem like an escape from
reality. Although he is very specific about the dates of events he discusses—
he kept a diary for most of his life—he fails anywhere to mention her death or
his feelings about it. (Gertrude died of breast cancer in 1990.)

He is reticent about the reasons for his divorce, but does devote most
of one chapter to a reason: Gertrude smoked (and had since before the two married).
As a lifelong non-smoker, Isaac found he could not stand rooms filled with cigar-
ette smoke and a house with littered ashtrays. He even blames the fact that his
son David was born weighing only six pounds on his wife's having smoked con-
tinuously during her pregnancy. He is consistent here; all his life Asimov cam-
paigned against smoking in the various clubsto which he belonged, but members re-
mained immune to his protestations, smoking even when he himself was a speaker.

Of his two children, David and his younger sister Robyn, he loved Robyn
more. David, according to Asimov, had never been able to hold a job or tosupport
himself his entire life, and is sustained by a paternal stipend. Robyn he des-
cribes as well-adjusted, intelligent, beautiful and successful.

Isaac is an acrophobe, an individual with an inordinate fear of falling.
This has kept him from flying, except on one occasion when the army transported
him to Hawaii by plane during his period of service. He recounts the chilling ef-
fect of being lifted in a cherry-picker on one ceremonial occasion, so severe that
when he was brought down he was temporarily unable to walk because of his fright.
He also reveals his liking for confined spaces-—claustrophilia-—preferring al-
ways to write in a room with its shades down under artificial light. (So, many
will remember, did H. P. Lovecraft.)

Isaac Asimov's extreme sensitivity is not only shown in this book but
echoed in the testimony of friends. Over the years he has softened his views on
some who have "hurt" him, but turned almost vicious on others. Politically, his
outlook is liberal and humanistic, and he tends to denigrate those with a conser-
vative outlook. This was a major reason for his eventual dislike of Robert Hein-
lein's later writings and, by extension, for the man himself. He says this nega-
tive opinion solidified on reading Heinlein's volume of letters, Grumbles from the
Grave (1989), which he characterizes as "mean spirited.”

When Al Capp began to express conservative views in articles and in his
comic strip, it provoked Asimov to write a one-sentence complaint which was pub-
lished in The Boston Globe: "Am I the only one who's grown tired of Al Capp's an-
ti-black propaganda in his comic strip Li'lAbner"? Capp demanded a written apol-
ogy under threat of lawsuit. Despite Asimov's fears, the suit never materialized
(Capp was a public figure and therefore open to such criticism). The "Li'l Ab-
ner" strip declined thereafter, but the reasons Asimov give for its demise seem
scarcely credible.

Although most of his business relationships were friendly, his astute-
ness in handling them is well documented. He once received $20,000 for a one-hour
lecture, and David Kyle recalls overhearing a telephone conversation in which he
closed a deal that gave him $750,000 for the reprint rights to the Foundation se-
ries.* I think this shows that Isaac was very liberal with words, but very con-
servative when it came to money!

*"] Remember Ike," Mimosa #12 (July 1992), p. 15.

(continued on page 92)
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Science-Fiction and Poetry:

An Interview with Duncan Lunan

Steve Sueyd

Duncan Lunan lives in Scotland, where he was born on October 10, 1945,
He is a graduate of Marr College and the University of Glasgow, where in 1968 he
received an M. A. (Hon.) degree. Since 1970 he has largely been a self-employed
author. His works on science include Men and the Stars (1974), New Worlds for 01ld
(1979), Man and the Planets (1983) and contributions to nine other books, includ-
ing Fantaszia (1990), edited by Samo Resnik. In addition to over sixty major arti-
cles, he is the author of numerous shorter pieces, including a monthly astronomy
column which has been appearing in British magazines and newspapers since 1983,

Lunan has written some thirty science-fiction short stories, which have
appeared in such well known periodicals as Amazing Stories, Analog and Isaac Asi-
mov's Science Fiction Magazine. Many of these, as well as his articles, have been
reprinted and have been translated into other languages. He held the post of sci-
ence-fiction critic on the staff of The Glasgow Herald from 1971 to 1985, and man-
aged that newspaper's annual genre story competition from 1986 to 1991. He edited
the anthology of science-fiction by Scottish writers Starfield (1989), and teaches
the annual "Science Fiction and Writing" class (20 weeks) at the Glasgow Univer-
sity Department of Adult and Continuing Education.

He has been a member of the Association in Scotland toResearch into As-
tronautics (ASTRA) since 1963, holding various offices including, beginning 1990,
that of President. 1In 1978-79 he was manager of the Glasgow Parks Astronomy Pro-
ject, for which he desigened and built the first astronomically aligned megalith
in Britain for 3000 years,

Duncan Lunan has used poetical quotations extensively in his own writ-
ten works, and has for some time been involved in promoting genre poetry. The fol-
lowing interview, completed on January 12, 1993, is chiefly devoted to exploring
these aspects of his interests.

Steve Sneyd: How did you first become aware of science-fiction related poetry?

Duncan Lunan: I began reading science-fiction seriously in 1962, after I joined
what was then the Scottish branch of the British Interplanetary Society, which be-
came ASTRA nearly two years later. Until then my genre reading had been entirely
space related: Arthur C. Clarke, Fred Hoyle, etc.; but paradoxically, joining a
space-flight society broadened my horizons. I came across SF poetry in Judith
Merrill's "Annual Best" anthologies and The Best of Fantasy and Science Fiction
volume, which led me to the magazine itself. Then Sandy Glover and I joined the
Glasgow Folk Centre and we experimented a bit with SF ir folk music. (This was
long before "filk'" as it exists today.”) We even got huld of the sheet music for
"The Green Hills of Earth" from the BBC use of it in '"Journey into Space'" and did

*MEilk": science-fiction folksongs. These have words on genre or fannish themes,
written either to traditional melodies or to music composed in folk fashion.
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our own version from the Heinlein story; we sang it on the stage a few times, but
it didn't go over very well.

There was an awareness on the folk scene that John Brunner wrote SF as
well as anti-nuclear protest songs, and when I went to thel965 Worldcon I discov-
ered that the SF and folk music worlds had a great deal of similarity, although
there wasn't much crossover. And I knew by this time that authors like Poul An-
derson were drawing on traditional themes and images in their fiction, so I did
the same virtually from the outset of my adult writing. '"Proud Guns to the Sea,"”
a story I wrote under pressure from my then agent, begins with a quotation from
"Henry Martin,'" which inspired the whole story. But I took some poetic license
with it, so you won't find that particular version in the Child collection.
There's a verse from "Scots Wha Hae' in '"The Day and the Hour," and "In the Arc-
tic, Out of Time" has three from "Farewell Nancy." The starting point for that
last story was a humorous introduction to "Lord Franklin," which Martin Carthy
gave at my folk club in Prestwick in 1968. The first drafts of those stories were
written in the '70's, at the same time as "Proud Guns...," when folk was still
my major hobby. The poetry remained a fringe aspect till much later.

And that was through the conventions?

Yes, mainly. There was a gap between 1968 and 1974 when I didn't get
to the cons, and I know there were discussions on poetry in that period. I was a
speaker at the '"Beyond This Horizon'" festival in Sunderland, which included a ma-
jor SF poetry element; an account of this has been published. Then there was a
"Poetry Soirée," organized by Lisa Conesa at the Tynecon 74, which included John
Brunner reading the "Mustapha Sharif" poems from his story "Web of Everywhere."
We got into a discussion at the interval and became so absorbed that we forgot to
go back into the hall!

By then your serious non-fiction books were being published. These
were closely argued overviews of the known facts and extrapolative possibilities,
yet you gave space in them to poetry extracts. Why?

Well, I do have a degree in literature! I've always been attracted to
the imaginative use of quotations, right from when I read Clarke's Exploration of
Space as a child in the 1950's. My three non-fiction books took so long to do
(sixteen years, altogether) that in the meantime I'd found aptquotes for most as-
pects of the subject. To begin with I thought of them as light relief, but when
I had to argue with editors who wanted to cut them, I realized they had more seri-
ous purposes. Obviously the ones under the chapter titles are to put readers in
the right mood for the topic, which verse can sometimes do very powerfully. In
Man and the Planets, for instance, I started off "The Resources of the Outer Solar
System" with two lines from Owen Hand's song "My Donald':

Ye ladies wha smell o' wild rose,

Think ye, for yer perfume, tae whaur a man goes....
Owen's referring here toambergris, a product of whaling. Now, since the