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THE ETERNAL FANZINE

And so we come full cyele once more and Inslde Sclence Fiction, allas
Sclence Fictlon Advertlser, alias Fantasy Advertiser, passes on once
agaln to s younger and more enterprising enthusissm., Jon White, I am
confident, will do as good a Job as you could desire putting out a
fanzine ebout science fictlon for those of you on Inside's 1ist who
are atlll interested and those undoubtedly countless thousands of
fans who have Jolned up since I last published an igsue four years
ago, and he'll have a hell of a good time while he's doing it. I
hope all of the good and falthful readers of Inside will give him the
assistance he needs (after all, we all need money).

For all those same good and falthful readers who have, I have no
doubt whatsoever, been sltting disconsolately by your mallboxes these
past four years walting, waiting -~ here at last is your reward. I
didn't forget you. I contemplated many times, seriously I toought,
bringing out an lssue of Ingide. Three years ago I did make one last,
valiant effort. I contracted an Australian college led who was cdit-
ing the Sydney Universltiy literary magzzine and was publishing 1t on
his own letterpress. He agreed to publigh Inside. Part of that pro=
prosed issue slts now moldering in his garage. The rest has never
been printed. (Not, I hasten to interject, due to ought but my own
acts of omission.)

Comlng to Australia myself, I hoped to work with him on the print-
Ing of the lssue, and complete 1t. Alas, I have been far too busy
since arriving manufacturing jewelry with Cindy, and caring for our
new young Australlan, And the University student turned graduate is
now in Canasda., And so you see, fate consplres wlth inertis to pro-
duce only good Intentionms.

But thise of you who are stlll within reach of your addresses of
four years ago can now carry on with Mr. White in the best tradition
of serdous sfan publishing. I remain, with my memories of vanished
glory and dreaus of a triumphant come~back, an old man at the age of
twenty-six, a derelict on the shores of fandom.

Ron Smith

This, then,-1s the new Inside.

As a new edlitor, it 1s hard to write to an audlence that has al=-
ready accustomed itself to the magazine. Should I offer you a new
magazine. vou would consider 1t by itself, for you have nothing else.
But instead I give you Inglde. which in different forms has seen no
less than 53 previous numbers, under several editors.

So you, the reader, have a pre-concelved notion of what you expect
from this magazine., You will judge thia not by 1itself but ln compar-
ison with its previous lssues. You expect a certain quallty of this
magazine.

And you are right.

I will give you as good a magazine as I possibly can. I will try,
try my damndest to meet the level Ron attained. Nevertheless, I am &
new editor, and this magazine will change in aoccordance with my taste
and judgement.

S0 I am asking you to approesch this Inside with both en open
and a ecritical, eye.

Jon White



Inslde has a rather interesting history.

It was started as Fantasy Advertiser by Norman E. (Gus) wWill-
morth, back in the spring of 1943, Originally mimeographed, 1t met-
amorphosised to photo-offset format with the June, 1947 lssue, Will-
morth contlnued publishing till late 1949, at which point he handed
it over to Roy Squires. With the twenty-ninth number, January, 1952,
Squires changed the name to Sclence-Fictilon Advertiser.

Meanwhlle, another Callifornian, Ron Smith, began Ingide. He Lad
Dub}ished five numbers when the two marazines were comblned: under
Ron's editorship, and appeared regularly to mid-1956, thereafiter ir-
regulerly to Seplenber 1958. Thosq of you interested in Roy's mafn-
zine (FA/SFA 1950-54) snould write to him at 1745 Kenncti foad, Glen-
dale, Cal. Those of you interested in Ron's may obtaln thei froa me
at 354 each, 3/§1, or all 9/43:

#6, November 1954-- Alan Hunter, Doyle Lewis, Chad Oliver, Poul An-

derson, Robert Gilbert, David Bunch, Don Howard Donnell.

#8, March 1955-- Joe Gibson, William L. Freeman, Bill Hamling,

3 Willlam F. Nolan and Charles E, Fritech, Joe Slotkin, Bob Tucker.

9 May 1955-- Art Feature: Neil Austin, Morris Scott Dollens, Jon

Arfstrom, Naaman Peterson, Jack Gaughan; Jon Hartt, Harlan Ell-

ison; Willlam L. Freemen, MHark Clifton (the latter two are re-

buttals to Hamling's article in #8).

#10, July 1955~= Art Feature: Ralph Rayburn Phillips; Howard Browne,
Jo:tgibson, Martin Jukoveky, George H. Smith, Algiaikudrys, Ron
Sm .

#11, September 1955-- Symposium: Sam Moskowitz, Robert Lowndes, Larry
Shaw, H.L. Gold; Ropert Bloch, Lin Carter, Dave Foley, Randall
Garrett. Cover by Freas.

#12, November 1955-~ Symposium (continuation): William L.rFreeman,
Dave Mason, James Blish; George W. Price, Carl Larsen, S. Ost-
lund, Bob Tucker. Cover by Patterson.

#13, January 1956-- Manunkind: David R. Bunch; Randall Garrett and
Lin Carter, Kenneth Ford, Ken Beale, Bob Tucker,

#14, March 1956-- H.P. Lovecraft, Lin Carter (on Lovecraft), John
Brunner (on Lovecraft), Robert 3loch, Bob Tueker, Randall Far-
rett. Cover by Patterson,

#15, May 1956-- Bob Silverberg, Lin Carter, Robert Bloch. Cover by
Dollens. (SFA's tenth annish, with index.)

Coming up in the near future are George O, Smith, HMargaret St.
Clair, Marion Zimmer Bradley, Ron Smith, S. Fowler Wright, Leland
Sapiro, William Blackbeard and others. If 1t is possible to clear
everything, and if I can obtain copies, I will reprint Walt Willis'
The Enchanted Duplicator, and F, Towner Laney's Ah! Sweet Idiocy.
All this is to get you (don't look behind you, fella, I mezn you)
to subscribe. I neeaﬂsubscniptions. Hany of you are receiving this
by virtue of having your name in the Fan Directory. Who's uho, etc.
If you are not a former subscriber, you will recelve no more issues.
So get with 1t and sub.

Lastly, my want list. I would appreciate any help with the following:
Proz: Astoundlng: 1933:0ct, Lov; 1334: Mar, May,July,Sept; 1935: Jan,
Feb, Mar, April; 1936: Feb, Apr, June, July, Nov; 1938: Feb;
1940: Jan,Feb,Har,Apr,iay,Jul; 1942: all; 1943: Jan,Feb,lLar,
Apr, liov: 1044: Jan,Mar,Apr, Sept,Oct,Dec; 1945: Jan to Apr.
Unknown (Worlds): 1939: Apr to Nov; 1940: Feb to Jun, Aug to
Nov; 1941: Feb to Aug; 1942: Feb, Jun; 1943: Feb,Apr,Aaug,Octe.
Fanzlines: Time Traveller. Sclence Fictlion Digest. Fantasy wacazine,
Fantasy Fan. Fantasy Commentator, Fantasy Revelw, The Gorson
gon {except #1-4), Rhodomagnetic Digest. The Journal of
Sclence Flction. Fantastic Worlds, Inslde #1-5, sclence-
Fantasy Bulletin and Dimenslons , Fanscient, Acolyte.

This 1ssue is dedicated to Ted Whitc, and to Harlan Ellison, but
mainly to Ron Smith and Leland Sapiro without whom, as they say,
thls would have been impogslble, JW
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WANTED by FORREST J ACKERMAN
915 So Sherbourne Dr
Los Angeles 35 Calif

(Fanzines) FANTASTIC WORLDS Fall-Winter '52
INSIDE Sep '53 & Jan 'Su
STUNNING SCIENTIFAN Fall '39

(Prozines) AMAZING STORIES ANNUAL

BEST STORIES OF ALL TIME Aup '26 thru Apr '27
10-STORY BOOK (any)

THRILL BOOK (any)

RED BOOK Mar thru Aup '19
BLUEBOOK Jan 'u42
ALL-STORY Feb § Oct '12

ALL-AROUND Feb '16

MECHANICS & INVENTION Nov & Dec 'Z8, Jan thru July '29
THRILLING ADVENTURES Mar thru June '40

TRIPLE X Nov & Dec '28, Jan & Feb '29

AFTER HOURS Vol 1 #u

CANDID #7
CAFER Dec
KING #5
SABLE #1
SPREE Vol 1 #11
SHEER Vol 1 #u

'56

(Books): BRIDE OF FRANKENSTEIN, KING KONG, DR CYCLOPS,
METROPOLIS, OCTAVE OF CLAUDIUS, LONDON AFTER
MIDNIGHT, THE GHOUL, THE GOLEM, CREATURE FROM

THE BLACK LAGOON.

STILLS, PRESSBOOKS, CLIPPINGS, POSTERS, SCRIPTS, FIC=-
TIONIZATIONS from IMAGINATIVE MOVIES (in the catepory
of Monsters, Horror, Sci-Fi, etc, a la Frankenstein,
Dracula, Mummy, Jekyll-Hyde, Pce, Chaney, Karloff,
Luposi, inventions, space, etc).



lech\i \Ne ad creauon\

LELAND SAPIRO

#1 Introductlion

Sclence~ITctIon 18 often regarded by 1ts enthusiasts as a literature
of "ideas," which are concelved as 1ts main asset and on occaslon as
its only asset. "I read /sclence-fictlon/," asserts one eritic, g
"for the clever, often...brilliant ideas that the author develops;"
Ideas, states another, are the "chlef attraction of sclence-fic-
tion, "™® which (according to a third) "would be worthless trash most.

people still think it 1s" were 1t not for i1ts "saying factor--ideas."€

Such views were opposed implleltly by A.J. Cox's essay, "Fantas-
tic Fiction" (Sclence-Fictlon Advertiser. Fall 1953), which classi-
flction works acecording to thelr source of motivation: the ordinary
variety of story, 1t was argued, originates in a conflicttbetween the
characters themselves; whereas the prime mover in a "fantastie"--in
particular, a sclence-fictlon story--is something external. like a
catastrophe. natural or artificial ("When Worlds Colllde,™ "The Pup-
pet Masters"). or a marvelous inventlon ("Skylark of Space," "The
Time Machine'). -

Thus 1t is the source of motivation which distinguishes a sclence-
fiction story, and not--the article implises-- 1deas.d

This paper, in one sense, is an extension of Cox's argument--but
instead of argulng that 1deas are not unique to one particular vari-
ety of llterature, we shall contend that the notion of "idea" 1s not
applicable to any varlety. Ideas, we shall argue, are not inserted
into a story like ralsins into a ple, but are created by the writer's
er's technique-~so that in the absence of literary craftsmanship, to
speak of "ideas" 1s to speak of nothing.

#2 Inference :zgm ﬁeggg-gggf
The starting polnt for our investigation 1s a letter by Jack Willi-
amson:
It 1sn’t.,..the first purpose of sclence-fictlon merely to
nresent sclentific fact...

...Its purpose ...like that of any art--is to create a
unifled emotional response to 1ts material. It deals, 1n
other words, not so much with sclence itself, as with the
human reaction to science,

The science-fletion story would bring ite reader a vi-
carious emotlional experlience, a vital 1llusion of reality.

To cause such a response, 1t must present varlous stimull.

«++The business of sclience-fiction, I fully belleve, 1is
to help our modern age make its complete imaginative and
aesthetlc response to sclence.

( Astounding Storles. "Science Discussions," June 1937, p.157)

The obj)ect of literature, then, is to create a "unified emotion-
al response” and to this end it must bring the reader a "vital il
lusion of reality."” But what are the "varilous gtimuli" that will
create such an 1llusion?

In order to state the argument in less abstract terminology, we
invoke Astounding's dlscussion ecolumn once again, this,time quoting
a letter by Kenneth Lynch:

...I wish you would try to get your writers to put more
realism in their storles. You know what I mean. When an
author says, "The man was mentally deficienth" you don't
particulary belleve him. But when he says, "William had
never been able to learn to lace hls shoes, or to use a
fork without hurting himself," you know full well that
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yéalégm 1s mentally deficient, without the author telling
("Brass Tacks," January 1936, p. 156)

The inferior writer tells ue that the man 1s feeble-minded, thus
glving us, as it were, a second-hend report; the literary writer:
allows us to discover thls relationshlp ® ourselves as we watch the
man trying to eat or trying to tie hils shoes.

This difference between relatlonships conveyed indirectly and
thise conveyed by expliclt statement can be 1llustrated by a com-
parison of two storles: "The Other," by Howard Wandrel (December,
1934), and "Muriray's light," by his brother, Doneld (June ,1935).

Both writers depict a reporter knocking at the door of a scien-
tist, and 1n both 1instances the sclentist turns out to be an angry,
pugnacious Iindividual who does not wish to be dilsturbed.

In Howard's story:

The door opened like a shutter.

A shutter is an hinged window-covering that can be snapped open
with one hand, or a device which exposes for just an instant the
lens of a camera--and thus illustrates the use of comparison and
gonnotation to express relationships. (Note the loss in vividness
1T the author had merely said, "The door opened quickly.") Short-
ly after, the sclentist shuts the door.

The architect had used up 450 pounds of logwood when 1t was
hung, but 1t clapped very briskly indeed.

We do not need to be topld of the strength of the door-slammer,
since thls relatlonship can be Inferred from the welght and ob-
served speed of the door.

Donald's story, however, tries to convey
thie relationship vla direct statement:

Great strength and determination were

stamped on his rugged features. His
gnarled hands...hung from...powerful
shoulders.

In this second 1nstance, the reader per-
celves nothing for himself (except a se-
quence of clichés) and therefore must rely
on the agsurance of the author,

To summerize: People are not labeled
with attributes like idiocy or bodlly
strength: these gqualitles must be inferred
from the results of particular actions.
For bellevable characterlization, there-
fore, the author must convey hls informa-
tion indirectly in terms of sense-data.
Only by this "stimuli," to use Williamson'
gon's termonology, cen a story "bring its
reader...&8 vital illusion of reelity."
More generally, we shall find that indir-
ect conveyance is what distinguishes a
literary work from mere journalism.

e

¢ #3 Inference from Linguistic Structure
But the superlor writer can also express
a more abstract type of relationship by
purely lingulstic methods which meke only
incidental use of sense-data. An example
1g Don A. Stuart's "Atomic Power," (Dec-
ember, 1934) which, from a structural
(though not & scientific)velwpoint, 18
perhaps his best story.

The atoms in question are the old-
fashioned variety of Rutherford and not
the type conceived by Schrodinger or Hel-
senberg. The reader wili recall that
Rutherford's model of the atom, proposed
near the start of this century, comprised
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a central nucl eus with electrons revolving around it like planets
around the sun--and 1n the next few decades the atom was regarded by
varlous lmaginative wrlters as actually being a minlature solar sys-
tem, wlth planetary electrons inhabited by creatures similar to men.

By analogy, our own solar system can be imagined as only an atom
In a gtlll greater universe, and this notlon was lent credence by o
observations of modern astronomers:

Their picture 1s the plcture of an expanding universe. The
supersystem of the galaxies 1s dispersing as a puff of smoke
dlsperses. Sometimes I wonder whether there may not be a
greater scale of exlstence...in which it 1 no more than a
puff of smoke.

Sir Arthur Eddington, The Expanding Universe

With these remarks in mind, we procede to Mr. Stuart's story.

The initial scene is a locatlon unspecified.
The mass of the machlne crouched in hulked, latent energy,
the massive conductors leading off 1n gleeming ruddy col-
umns, like the pillars of some mighty temple...Around 1t
huge tubes glowed wlith a dull blulsh light, so that the face
faces of the...students looked distorted and ghastly.

A boredly smiling engineer watched them, end the patlent
professor ingtructed them...not overhopeful himsel# that he
could make these students ynderstand...the process golng on
within the great machine.

"The pover," he said..."ecomes, of course, from the...
energy of atoms...The fuel is water..." (P. 88)

But Just as the students are preparing to leave, the machine
stops. Amldst the oaths and scurryings of the englneers,” the in-
structor explains that this 1s an extremely rare occurence, which
nis students are lucky to witress. Once in & great whille, he con-
tinues, "the generator strikes a bit of fuel which simply doesn't
break down...Perhaps some single drop of water 1s the cause of the
trouble." Then,

Hls volee was drowned by the sudden exploslon of tltenle dls-
charges rushing into the generator. For scarcely a thousandth
of a gecond it continued, before the process, resterted, back
backed up and stopped the discharge into it. The generator
functioned perfectly. (P. 90)

The next scene 1s another laboratory, that cf Ban Torrence, phyge
icist. Torrence ls explaining to Tad Albrite, engineer, that there
is a universal attenuation of all lnter-molecular forces, including
gravity. Untll now, the diminution has been has been measured only
by refined laboratory experiments--which have shown inaccurate de-
flectlons of voltmeters or minute differences in the compressibllity
of fluids. But Torrence predicts that in succeeding months, as gre-
vity and tenslle strengths of metals continue to weaken, the effects
will be more noticabble.

The author then sketches' a few of the terrestrlal disasters
which result, later, from the weakening of gravity and the "strength
of materials"--the frigid temperature enveloping the Earth as it re-
cedes from the sun and the collapse of man-made structures like
buildings and bridges.

Meanwhile, Torrence, constructing his own apparatus, summarlzes,
briefly, the theory about the Earth and solar system being "Just an
atom ln a greater universe."

"But they're releaslng atomle energy in that greater universe-=-
and we're the atom."™ If my theory's right, then I can release
atomic energy myself and stop their release of gur energy by
Just slightly upsettlng their field, so that it passes by,
harmless. Not a terrific amount of energy needed...l really
...invert their energy, so that it destroys i1tself." (P. 96)

On the first trial, the machine stops after functloning "perhaps
a hundredth of a second;" then a second attempt:

"If this works we shall be most fortunate--

His volce was drowned by the sudden titanlc discharges

rushing into the generator. For scarcely a thousandth of a
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second 1t continued before the process, restarted, backed up,
and stopped the dlscharge into it. The generator functioned
perfectly. =

++.1t worxs.” gaid Torrence softly. For a moment his eyes
looked toward the mass of the machlne, crouched in hulked lat-
ent power, the magsive conductors leading off in gleaming,
ruddy columns. "I wonder," he went on..."if, in some vaster
world, they even knew of this particular atom of fuel simply
refused to disintegrate."

Then sbruptly..."But why in blazes didn't it work befors?
I didn't change the thilng 1n the slightest...Just took 1t
apart and put it back together again..I can't see why."

"Was the water pure?" asked Albrite., "Maybe it wasn't--
and when you took 1t apart the drop which caused the trouble
was elected, the generator cleared and now 1t willl function
for another period, until another drop which cen't be disin-
tegrated hits 1t."

"Maybe so...That particular drop simply wouldn't break
down, I can't understand why."

Torrence looked.. and though he might have told thoss sel-
entists of a greater world why their machines failed occasion-
ally, since he knew muech that they did not, he did not under-
gtand all that went on within an atomie generator. {P. 97)

Before dlscussing thls story, we comment briefly on F. Orlin
Tremaine‘ the editor responsible for 1tg publication. During
Tremalne's last two years with Astounding the quallty of the maga-
zine declined steadlly; and frequently the blame was directed to-
ward Tremalne himself, who was derided by one critic as belng in-
capable of independent thought9 and by another (an amateur poet)
as simply being incapable:

Hey diddle diddle! No more to this riddle:
Tremaine has jumped over the moon!

The happy fana laugh to see him go: h
Now Astounding's improvement comes soon.

Nevertheless, Tremalne was the only editor in thils field to be
sensitive to literary merit and to be capable of discernlnﬁ what an
author was trying to do. Thus he introduced "Atomlc Power" as "a
story of profound impllcations--of the depthless mystery of worlds
within worids."

Note the word implications: the author has stated only a part of
his theme--that our world is an atom: its literary corollary=--that
Qur atoms are worlds--must be Inferred by the reader.

Mr. Styart elicits thls inference by the device of what we shall
call strakegic revitition, i.e., by the duplication of key phrases
which re-echo at crucial points in the story.

At the start,

The mass of the machine crouched in hulked, latent energy,
the massive conductors leading off in gleaming ruddy columns,

Later, after the experiment of Ban Torrence,

...hils eyes looked toward the mass of the machine, crouched
in hulked, latent power, the massive conductors leading off in
gleaming, ruddy columns.

(Notice also the dupli.ation of the paragraph beginning "Hls volce
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was drowned.")

Thus a description of a malfunctioning generator 1s followed by
a slmilar transitlon from a greater universs to our own, so that a
description relative to the stoppage of a terrestrial machineimp=-
lies a second transition from Earth to its atomlc constituents.

But this second reduction is merely impIied, and never stated ex-
plicitly.

But now we must qualify Williamson's "vicarlous emotlonal exper-
lence™ by noting that the emotions felt by the fictlonal characters
are not necessarily those experlenced by the reader. Ban Torrence,
as the author says, "does not understand all that went on within an
atomic generator"--but the reader does, and therefore derives that
particular ironlc enjoyment which arises from the spectator knowing
something the players cannot know.

Not only this: the reader also derives what W.B. Yeats calls the
emotion of multitude": for, if our atoms are worlds and if these
atomic worlds, in turn, are composed of atoms, then the sequence
can be repeated indefinately. The mystery, in Tremaine's words, 1is
"depthless," 1.e., without end.

#4 Suregegtlon vs. Explicit Statement :
Notice that in both examples considered thus far the infsrmation
has been flven inderectly in terms of sense-data or verbal strue-
ture: i.e., the desired relationships were gugeested rather than
belng directly stated.
People prefer suggestion to expliclt statement in these mat-
ters--1f for no other reason than that the person yho feels
the suggestlon particlpates fully and immediately-<he feels
that he has made a discovery for himself, which is quite
ano;her thing than having someone tell him what he ought to
feel,
Cleanth Brooke and Robert Penn Werren, Understanding Poetry.
(New York, 1952, p. 18)

An instance of the reader's being told what he ought to exper=
ience 1s furnished by Donald Wandrei's Tolossus"™ (January, 1934).
This story exemplifies what may be called the gosh-wow-boy=-o-boy
school of sclence-fictlon writing, in which the ficticious charac-
ter exclaims repeatedlyj about the marvels he 1lg witnessing,

Duane pondered. "It's & staggering conception...that
glant atom might be only one of blllions of other atom-
worlds...and all that super-universe forming--what?"

"A molecule: And there might be on that stlill vaster
universe still more tremendous beilngs. And that molecule
might be the only one of billions of other molecules...
end forming even--"

"Don't," Duane said., "It's too big: I can hardly
grasp 1t!" (P, 43)

In this story the protagonist not only theorlzes about the super
per unlverse but contemplates an expanslon into it:

"What!" shrilled Dowell, hle face shining with excitement.
"Do you reallze what thet means?...You might become huger
than Earth, or the solar system, or even our galaxy,...
Duane, if you do it, you may burst through to that glant
atom, and...be visible to...whatever was on 1t!"

Duane, overwhelmed, looked dreamy-eyed. "Vast conceptsi™
he murmured. "They re too much for my brain." (P. 44)

The reader witnesses the emotions of the characters, but he can-
not share them. Donald Wandrel's theme, we shall say, is 1dentical
with Don A. Stuart's, but of idea in the literary sense his story
contalna nothing at all. Only when the theme 18 conveyed indirect-
ly, 1.e., by literary methods, are we entitled to speak of "1dea."”

It 1s due to Mr. Stuart's literary skill that his story 1is imp-
ortant, since it furnishes the simplest possible example of infor-
mation express by purely verbal methods. The situation conveyed by
thie story 1s essentlally metric in character: If A, B, and C des~
ignate the universes in the order described them one could ever be
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pedantic enough to write down a formula, A
is to B as B 1s to C. There exists, one
might s8ay, a duplication of ratios or rel-
atlve magnitudes whieh is expressed by Mr.
Stuart's duplicatlon of phrases.

But in most literary works (especially
those which are not science-fiction) the in-
formation to be conveyed is non-metric and
therefore must be expressed by more compli-
cated verbal methods--connotation, sentence
structure, and all the other things class~
ified under "literary"style."

Mr. Stuart's story is relevant, then, be-
cause 1t enables us to study in lsolationj
an elementary styllistic device, and so pre-
parzius for the more complex example to be dlscussed in the next
section.

#5 Technique as Discover

This time, the general theme 1s "mind-transference;" and our first
example, although without intrinsic merit, 1s useful as a gauge by
which we can Judge later, a more successful story.

The title is "Warriors of Eternity" by Carl Buchanan and Arch
carr (August, 1934); the sclentist is Daniel Futrell, who invents
an ansesthetic which can "dilvorce the intelligence from the body."
Futrell administers the first dose to himself--and then is obliged
to watch hls body destroyed by the jealous Wilks Hurd, the labora-
tory assistant and one-time friend.

Eventually, Futrell is recued by "Mola, maid of Phenos"--a plan-
et "billlions of light years from Earth"-=who in some fashion has
"watched" his experiments. It transpires that on Mola's world, the
minds of would-be criminals are released from theilr bodies (llke
the earthman's ar e released from his), so after belng transported
to thls planet, Futrell is allowed to choose such a vacated body as
hls future habltatlon.

In what follows, the Earthman directs 2 battle agalnst the "War-
riors of Eternity,” an army of these homeless criminal intelligen-
ces, who become 1ndignant at being left adrift in the infinite.k

‘Futrell heard the murmurous whine of dynamos. The room
was deluged with brilliant colors, pouring up the scale, dim-
inishing 1into a yellow phosphorescence as the waves changed
from color to the infinitely asmall waves which control the
liberation of thought.

Jould the device he had brought...from Earth be suffieclent
to Bhield him from the...Warriors' thought-destruction ma-
chines? Would he be able to report the arrangement of the
gpaceships...so that central control room...would be able to
deploy...forces in the most efficient manner?

Everything depended upon hils success, Futrell declded.

He could not, must not, fail., (P. 88)

Even without 1ts ecentral figure (on whose every gesture depends
the fate of a world) Warriors epitomizes the early science fletion
story by its indefinite
representation of physclal
apparatus (characterized
here only be spectacular
gounde and colors) and its
meaningless ratlonale of {he
the experiment itself.l

Similar nailveté 1s asso=-
clated with another type of
"fantastlc" story, namely,
the falry tale, where there
exists no clear distinctlon
between what can happen and
what can only be imaglned.




10 Leland Sapiro

Relevant here is the caugel naiveté exhibited by various writers of
Astounding. which seemed to impose & like slmplicity in nerrative
style and characterization~-thus resulting in an even closer resem-
blance to the falry story.m

We do not think that a_Jliterate but sclentifiecally lgnorant wri-
ter will venture into scinece-fiction--since he knows that his hazy
visualization of things sclentific would be incongruous with the
sharpness of perception and complexlty of motivation expected in an
adult story. For thls reason we should expect that a science-fic-
tion story exhibiting only a nursery-school acqueintance with sel-
ence will also display a similar limitation of literary technique.

Thus John Russel Fearn's "Blue Infinity" (September, 1935)P de-
scrlbes the removal of the Earth from the Solar System, this being
accomplished by: 1) a "gravitetional annihilator,™ which is to
"gtop all gravity...between Sun and Earth," 2) & “gravity-Tripler,"
which megnifles the pull exerted on earth by the stars, and 3) an
"Ether-destroyer, " which creates a tunnel through which the Earth,
"unhampered by the retarding force of...ether," travels to Alpha
Centurl in seven terrestrial days.

Not only does the author tell the reader the astonlshment he
ought to feel--by the repition of phrases like “mighty and colos~
sal,” "ineredible and astounding," "terrific end awe insgiring"--
but he will write passages llke this: 5

"Gome on, what's in your mind?"

"Oh, nothing, except--except that I want you to know I
love you."

"Well, that's very touching, Jerry, but I'm afrald I've no
time for love. My work 1s carved amongst the starg end un-~
touchable things..." (P. 93)

Now, one of Agtounding's more sensitive readers became dlsturbed
by this fairy tale© tendency in the magazine, and he wanted to con=
vey his attltude to the other readers. Thlis he trled to do, not by
expliclt comment (i.e., a letter of complaint) but by writing a
parody of the solence-flotion fairy story.

His name was David Danlels and his story, "The Way of the
Earth," (October, 1935).

Here we wilitness tWo experiments in mind disassoclation, the
first being conducted by the Terrestrial sclentist Noklid (perhaps
a synthesis of "ewton' and Euelid"). Assisting in the experiment is
Lee Navarre, a captured rebel leader, who had been requested from
the great Dictatahr by Noklid himself,

That the sclentist had asked for Lee cauaed the dictatahr
quite a lot of thought. Had anyone besldes Noklld asked for
him, the request would never have been granted; it 1s possl-
ble that the asker might not have lived to make another re-
quest. However, Noklld was Noklid, and greater in his way
then eny dictatahr. (PP. 137-8)

Near the start, in discussing Lee's capture, Daniels imitates
not the children's story 1n particular, but the "romantic" pulp ad-
venture story. A recurring situation in such works is the capture
and escape"--but of course the hero is never captured through the
greater skill of his adversary, but by their "sheer welght of num=
bers." Here, Daniels carries such reasoning to its absoIute limit
by depicting one bare-fisted man resisting an entire army:

After his weapons were empty he clenched his great fists
and called to the ships to come and take him, He stood alone
on the tower, his head bare, and laughed...

He knew there was no escape now, for elready a ground
force was coming up inside of the tower. Very likely he
glorled in the fact that 1t needed an army to take hlm...

They could only approach him from one dlrection because of
his position...The first he felledq with a blow to the Jaw,
and they approached more warily. Finally they had rushed,
hurtling themselves upon him so qulckly that his driving fist
{1stslggrg)closged, till they bore him down by sheer weight.

PP. -
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Concernling the experiment: Noklid wishes to investigete the behavior
of metter under high compression, and to this end guldes the consci-
ousness of the subject into the Earth's interior. Here, Navarre re-
calls a theory, overheard in his college days, that space 1tself 1s
warped by the compression in the earth's center, so that any chunk
of matter placed there would be distorted into a higher dimension.
Thue to "an imsginary vovegeur...it would suddenly seem...that he had
been transposed to some remote part of the universe..."

And this 1s precisely what happens:

Now the whole of space was visible to him...

He saw Earth as it had exlsted in preglacial ages...he saw
Noklld in his laboratory bending over hils own corpse...;and he
saw the planet grown cold with ages...

Nevertheless, something on another planet In a remote gala-
Xy caughts...hls attentlon. It was a planet much like Earth,
though it revolved around a double sun. And its inhabitants
were men!

«+.Le0 saw a man working on apparatus beneath which an un=
consclous body was lying...an experiment was taking place...
similar to the one he had undertons. He realized that the
subject's mind was somewhere out in free space searching for
knowledge to enable him to perform a certaln task., (P. 142)

The task in question is performed by Hatzho, scientist of the planet
Radrok, who 1s seeking a way to defeat the Nark-nur, or space-rep-
tlle, which visits his planet each year.

It had all begun ten years before,...No one knew just where
they came from, though...it was finally decided that they
lived in free space...that they followed the two suns, sosking
in energy from them and waiting for Radrok's orbital movement
to bring around to them. They they calmly floated down for
thelr meals.

They were metallic looklng creatures ten timgs the length
of & tall man and thick in prooortion...Yet what they were
composed of...the Radrokians could not answer,

...T0 the majority of the Radrokians 1t would have made
little difference what they were composed of...had they not
shown so great an appetite for the bulldings of man,

Ten years before 1t had been a very great surprise to the
Radpoklians to be waked one morning to find that thelr build-
ings were belng eaten away over thelr heads., They had come
rushing out in all states of dls apparel to flee,

Above them, hovering...in mid-air,...were the gpace-repti-
les~-celmly munching away on the bulldings., It appeared that
they enjoyed solid food of a mineral type. The stone and met-
al Ftructures of Radrok just sulted them...

Since ell 'men, whether...from Radrok...or Earth, are...ego-
tisticel, it struck the populace as strenge that the reptiles
gshowed no appetite for them. It would have paralyzed them
with fear...if the monsters had been tearing down the build-
ings to get at them, but it would not have surprised them
half so much. (P. 143)

Al though the reptlles are ilmpervious to sold project%les, Warlahk,
the planet's ruler, is told they can be destroyed by infra-atomic
energy"~--which, unfortunately, nobody on Radrok knows how to gener=
ate. But Hatzho has invented a new machine which can "divorce a
person's mind from his body"--and proposes to steal the required
knowledge from some more advenced race which alreedy possesses 1t.
The subject of Hatzho's experiment is Aranar, his laboratory assis-
tant, Aranar's welfare has been the prime concern of Na-anl, the
sclentist's daughter; but so far, her attention has not been reci-
procated. Later, however, when the body 1s revived, hls attitude 1is
markedly changed--since Aranar'e body now is occupled by another
personallty. .

Time passes--and Warlahk learns from his sples that Halzho's
sgsistant--now called Lih of Navahrre-possesses the mind of & human
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from another planet and that with his help Hatzho 18 constructing an

atomlc cannon to destroy the space-reptiles, Warlahk salso suspects
that Hatzho is planning to use his new weapon for a rebellion. But
the ruler also wlshes the nark-nur to be destroyed, and so decldes
to arrest the sclentist after’the task is completed.

And so-=-immedlately following the public Annihilation Hatzho is
surrounded by secret operatives, dressed on clvilian clothes, who
were scattered among the crowd.

They were starting to lead Hatzho away when en interruption
came...from the top of the bullding which the last space rep-
tile had been ready to eat when 1t was destroyed...

A flgure stepped froward to the edge of the buillding.

..«A3 Lee appeared one of those who had surrounded Hatzho
leaped toward the atomic machine., Lee pressed the button a
a black hand weapon he carried. and the man vanlshed.

.+s"People,” he sa2ld, "this morning you have seen a menace
to your planet destroyed by a new weapon."

... After that followed a speech.
...And he ended
with,

. "Since 1t is
bl not well that & people should
‘ be rulerless...choose now mn emperor. Radroke
ians, whom will you have?"

They shouted, "Lih, Lih of Navahrr!" and Lee smiled, for
that was what he had intended...they should say.

«..That was all. After that there was no trouble, for 1%
hed been Warlehk who leaped toward the atomlc machine and
vanished. He was as dead as the space-reptiles. (PP.151-2)

As we have sald, Way of Earth 1e & fairy tale written in the
guilse of a sclence-fiction story. (Merely substitute "wizard" for
the term 'seientlst" and replace "space-reptiles" by "dregons," etec.)
But instead of composing accldentally In this genre through literary
and sclentifie nalveté, Daniels conveys the desired information by a
oonsclous application of literary technique.

That the author 1s not trylng to depict a phyelcally plausible
sequence of evente 1s manifested not only by his choice of names and
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titles--"Warlahk,""dictatahr"--but by the texture"P of his stylo=-
i.e., by the fairy tale construction of his sentences.

For example, the conelusion is:

Thus Lee Navarre lost an empire on Earth and won another
on a planet so distant that the galaxy of whiech 1t is a part
cannot be seen by our telescopes; but that did not make it
any the less real and dear to i1ts new ruler,

Also 1ndieative of the author's purpose 1s hils method of ration=-
ale, Thus Daniels does not explain the space reptiles; he explains
them away: "No one knew juat where they came from." "As to where
they had been before their first vislt...no one knew." "...what
they were eomposed of...the Radrokisns could not answer."

Were the story trying to imply a naturallstie explanation the
reader might object to the improbabllity of Noklid's and Hatzho's
experlments being performed at the same time--so Daniels overcomes
this difficulty by denying that time is relevant:

Hatzho had not sent the mind of hils subject into the vold
at the same time Noklid sent Lee into the earth, but the two
happenings took place together in absolute time. That 1is
Just another way of saylng that time played no part in the
incldent; for when Lee broke through aspace he was above all
time. Hatzho of Radrok may have lived a billlion years before
or a biilion years after Lee was born, but the two of them
exlsted together in the same scheme of things, and that was
all that was necessary. (P. 147)

Clearly, we are seeing thin§s not from the casual velwpolnt, but
"under the aspect of eternity.

It was dus to thelr attempt at literal rendition that the read-
ers of Astounding found this story incomphrehensible; thus one com-
plainer, after noting 1ts thematic identity with "Warriors of Erer-
nity," asks the question: "If the space-reptiles get thein onergy
from solar radiatlon, why would they have to eat at al1?" 19

Why indeed? One may as well ask of Frank Baum's well-known
story, "How could the scarecrow talk to Dorothy if he had no bralne
brains?"-~-moreover, "Without brains, how could the scarecrow be in-
telligent enought e¢ven to wish for a brain?" Such are the paradox-
es which arise when sclentific causality 1s epplled to a situation
where 1t is not appllcable,

Daniels” story, then, is a falry tale by design, in contrast to
"Warriors," which is a2 fairy tale by aecldent--and thus 1llustrates
the difference between a writer who controls hls material and one
who is controlled by 1it,

#6 Congluding Remarks

What we originally desired to refute was the notion that "ideas".
were somehow important in the sense that they could be dlscussed in
independently of literary technique. However, 1n Daniels' story
the author 1s not trying express an 1dea; he i3 trylng to evoke an
attitude or frame of mingd.

Therefore we musi generalize the argument--which is done most
easily by noting that "ideas," ordinarlly are thought to be a part
of a story's "content,"™ which in turn is distinguished from the
author's "communieation" of this content. Thls veiw, which we de-
note as the "Communication® theory of literature, has been promul-
gated recently by John Brunner and hig assoclates. 'The whole idea
of fietion," statee a correspondent, "is to tell a story'IF--and in
words of Brunner himself:

There is probably only one work in English which can af-
ford to stand up and jJust be beautiful~--Kubla Khan--becauze
its funetion desappeared wlth the remeinder of it on the
arrival of the Person from Porlock.s

(The reader will recall that Coleridge, while transcribing an opium
dream, was interrupted by a caller from Porlock, and after the de-
parture could not remember the rest of the dream.) Notice Mr,
Brunner's implicit division of a literary work into "subjeet" and
"form," with the "funetion" of one assumed to be the eommunication
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of the other. Technique, in thls velw, 1s something external impos-
od on the subject and therefore is superfluous,

Only one work," says Brunner, "can afford to,..just be beauti-
ful"--because the "sublect of Coleridge’'s poem presumably disappear-
ed with the unremembered portlion and hence the functlon of the poem
to "communicate" this subject.

But as Danlels' story illustrates, without technique there no
sublect matter--for in a literary work these two are so wellemixed
ag_to be, inseparable. Thus 1n the panorama witnessed by Lee Navarre,
", . .the whole of space wasg visible to him...He saw Earth as it had
existednin preglaclal sages...and he saw the planet grown oold with
8geB. .. Navarre stands outside time--thils belng how the author
first expressea the irrelevancy of time for his particular purpose.

The transcendance of time is emphasized once again in the auth-
or's reference to the exchange of mentalities: "...time played no
part in the inecldent; for when Lee broke through space he was above
all time." These two passages combine to express the author's lack
of concern with the usual cause and effeet relationships. Thus
Lee's vision of eternity is not merely an incldent "communicated"
by the author; it 1s part of the technique by whlch he creates the
desired attitude in the reader.

In a literary work, then, the distinction between "farm" and
"econtent" does not exlst--therefors “idea" cannot be regarded as a
self-subsistent entity., Only by the application of technique can
an author create a literary work and whatever ideas and attitudes
it will imply. Thus we finally learn, in
the words of Mark Schorer, "not only that
technique contains intellectual And moral
implications, but that it dlscovers them,

THE END

Appendix:

Mr. August Derleth objJects that the gtate-
ment on page 5 --"The inferior writer tells
us..,"=-1s a2 non sequitur. Although I do
not regard such avoidance of "fast" charaa-
terization as being an lnvariable rule, I
do think 1t is valld as a general proce-
dure, for reasons glven by Brooks and
Warren (page 8 ).

Also, Dr. Kenneth Sterling remarks that the
word barody" (pege 10) 1is not perfectly ac-
curate: a non-lliteral interpretation of
Daniels' story does not make 1t an outright
parody in the sense that Dr. Sterling's own
Brain Eaters of Pluto (Wonder Stories,
Mareh 1934), for example, was a parody.

FOOTNOTES

a. Donn Brazier, "Hang Out the Black,"
Skyhook. I (May 19487}, 7.

b. Larry Farsaee, "My Attraction to Science
Fletion, Fantasy--and Why," Golden Atom.
8th issue (1955) 10.

c. Will%am L. Freeman, "Fire the Critic...
Ready?" Inside and Selenge Fiction Adver-
tlger. 12th issue, [November 1955), 3.

d. Thus Frederick Morgan (Hudson Revelw. I
£1949), 547) denotes one writer as the

outstanding practitioner of the 'dielect-
1cal' novel," which this critic defines as
a "work of fiotion based upon an underly-
ing complex of 1deas, the ideas themselves
...providing the work with lte atructure
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end dramatic tension." The author being discussed 1s ‘‘homas Mann,
and the work his Joseph trilogy.

e. We use the word "relationships" in preference to "faect" because 1t
ig impossible to convey a fact about a fietlcious person.

f. Compare, for example, with Warner Van Lorne's "White Adventure"
"April 1936), which, after deseribing an unseasonal snowfall Pre-
sents an eight-page catalogue of dlstressing things: the difficulty
of oeean travel, the shortage of drinking water, the inereasing
death rate, the abandoning of "law and order," ete. ete,

8. See Eddle Clinton, "Ten Years," Disblerie, fifth issue (undated),
48: "Above all Campbell impresses us as being...a believer in exper-
imentation, for unlike his predecessor (Tremaine), he thinks for
himself...

h, Wi1l114 Conover, Jr. "Mother Goose Crime," The Science Fictlon Cri-
tic. II (January 1938) 12. — ==

1. Cr. pages 47, 51, 58, 64, and 7O.

J. Such "isolation" marks an interesting difference between ordinary
and sclence fietion. Ordinarily, for example, it 1s impossible to
distinguish "realistic" from "naturalistie” writing, because they
oceur together--zs in the works of Zola, which are '"realistic" in
thelr depiction of the sordid and bestlal saspeots of 1life and "nat-
uralistic” in their exhidition of actions as determined by external
clrcumstances.

But science fiction concerns differences which, insignificant now,
are magnified by their projection into the future. The Reallst, of
course, is Robert Heinlein and the Naturalist (with some qualifica-
tions), A. E. van Vogt.

k. Thls story resulted in a curlous oversight. In 1ts sequel, "Dis-
cus Men of Etna," Futrell, returning to Eartn, tells how, in his
former terrestrial 1ife, "Wilks Hurd released my intelllgence...30
odd Earth years ago." But this statement 1s hardly consistent witn
"Warriors, " where (in the concluding sentence) Futrell learns that
such a return trip is impractical because "Upon Earth, 10,000 vears
of Earth-time have passed singe...your friend destroyed you body,"

1. Examples of the omnipotent hero are ctied in this writer's "The
Clichéin ths Clayton Aetoundinﬁ Story." Other instances of scien=-
tific double-~talk are given in "The Faustus Tradition in the Early
Selence-Fietlon Story" (both Inside. 1962).

m, A typiéal instance of falry tale writing 1s Donald Wandrel's des-
cription, in "Colossus Eternal" (December 1934) of the space fleet
summoned by Nrm, mad emperor of Valdom (pp. 62-63).

n. Cf. Walter Gillings' reference (in Fantasy Reyelw. I, October-Nov-
ember 1947, 9) to John Russell Fearn's  Blue Infinity" as one of
Astoundige's "falry tales of astronomy."

0. Our usage of the term "Falry tale" is not that of Hugo Gernsback,
who seems to place in this category anything not conforming to hils
notion of the didactic science-story. A sclence-fictlon story l1s
one 1n which a naturalistic explenation 1e stated or implied, and
such plausablility can be induced by pure literary methods without a
specific explanation. See "The Cliché in the Clayton Astounding
Story" for a discussion cf how such plausibllity is elicited by a
story of Don A. Stuart.

p. See Mark Schorer's reference (The Hudason Review, I, 78) to Joyce
A Portralt of the Artist as a Young Man. whilch "analyzes 1ts mater-
iel rigorously, and...defines the value and the quality of lts em-
perimence not by appended comment...but by the texture of the style."”

q. Milton Rothman, letter in "Brass Tacks," December 1935, pege 157.

r. Quoted by Joh Brunner in "Rusty Chains," Inside and Selence Fip-
tion Advetiger, 1l4th issue (1956). 20,

s, Letter in Inside and Sclence Fiction Advertiser. 16th issue, (1956

{1956), 35, 57.



how to be
a sf critice
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AN Robert Bloch

In the lnterests of_ American Literature, I have recently waded
through approximately 100 pages of current sclence fictlon and fan-
tasy magazine letter columns, and en equal number of peges of re-
velw columns in the fan magazines.

This, I submit, is & lot of wading. o

But the results were worth it. They besr fruit. 2

Mainly razzberries, B

I wes Interested, primarily, in studying just how the average
reader approaches the problem of criticlizing professional sciencs
fiction.

Did I find out? Well... 7

If any of you readers are interested in becoming erities in your
own right, 1f you want to get your name printed as an authority in
fanzines and prozines, I've got good news for you. Apparently, this
business of literary critlcism 1s a simple one. A child can do it.

A lot of them, believe me, %g!

To begin with, a critic needs to develop a speclallzed vocabu=-
lary in order to evaluate professional writing. This may sound
difficult to you, but in reality i1t's no trick at all,

You need only about four words. Watch them, now, and memorilze
them carefully. The words are:

TERRIFIC.

AVEHAGE.

SCIENTIFIC.

STINKS.

The whole technique of s.f. eriticism springs from the frequent,
invariable, undeviating repstition of the above four words.

You don't believe 1t?

All right, let's try the system. Take a story. Any story. Skim
through it. Don't bother to read it eclosely; I sald "skim through
it," and I mean just that. If you read it closely you might get
your mind cluttered up with 1little irrelevant detalls coneoncerning
style, technique, soclological implication and such cornball stuff,

You don't need suoh material. After all, as I understand it from
reading the reviews, the first duty of a gelf-sppointed "critic" is
to make an lmpression on the readers as a personallty 1in hls own
right. And you never make such an impression unless you're DYNAMIC,
POSITIVE and AGGRESSIVE., You can't afford to hedge or be wishy-
washy. What you want 18 to register a SOCKO VERDICT, and condense
that verdiet into as few words as possible,

Let's say, for the sake of argument (that's the objective criti-
cal attitude, after all, isn't it--argument?) that the story you've
Just skimmed through 1s entitled THE FARMERS, by Philip José Lover.

Let's say you liked it. The method is then obvious. You write a
a one-line poatcard which says, "Just read THE FARMERS and it's
terrific!"

Then stop and sign your name. That's all. Don't be tempted to
go on and explaln why you liked the story, or what it meant to you.
This article, origlnally intended for publicatlon in DIMENSIOLS,
gourtesy of Harlan Elllson.
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Just deliver your verdict, forecefully, and shut up.

Let's suppose, however, that you were puzzled by the story--did-
n't qulite understand it. But that you heard or read comments by
others pralsing it. So in order not to tip your hand and display
your confuslon, you can adopt the bored, or superior gamblt. Make
comments on the other stories in the issue, then slip in, very
casually, this statement: "THE FARMERS 1s above average.” Or, "IHE
FARMERS 1a below average." Never just say "average," and never.
under any circumstances, attempt to explain Jjust what "average
congsists of, or the standards one uses to arrive at the conecept.

Now for point three, and it's an important ome. If you really
want to be in the swing of things and establish yourself as an
AUTHORITY ON SCIENCE FICTION, be sure to judge everything on the
bagls of -a thorough knowledge of nuclear phyeics and learn how to
maxe a hydrogen bomb in your home in your spare time, simply by
reading two or three edlitorials in your favorite sg.f. magazlnes.
Once equlpped with this unimpeachable background, you then hurl
thunderboltie at stories as follows:

"THE FARMERS, while adequate, 18 not sclentific "

Again, T cautlion you pot to define "gsecientific.” The word has
nothing to do with the soundness of psychologicel motivations, or
the proper eyaluation of the scolal background in the story. It has
o;ly 10 go with the use of presently accepted equations, such as
1£8,X = 2.

°If the story does not contaln similar equations, or the plot 1s
not hinged on the use of such equations, you are perfectly safe in
saying "not scientific."

Finally, let us say you didn't understand the story, or you did-
n't care for the subject matter, or you feel that the author is ei-
either too obacure or too popular (1t doesn't matter which) and is
falr game.

Then you write what I've read hundreds of times aﬁaln:

"THE FARMERS sltnks!" Or better still, "STINKS!!!

See? It's really simple, isn't it?

A few minor pointers and you're on your own.. (Your own what 1is
for you to decids.)

Never, never. NEVER attempt to qualify your statements with such
weakenling phrases as "in ©Y opinion,"” or "I think," or "I believe."
Remember rthat you're an AUTHORITY. You don't have gpiniong' you
don't think or believe. You KNOW, and you are right. That's the
attitude that builde confidence in your criticlsm.

Don't succumb to the temptatlon to add "because.” Never explain
or give reasons why you formed these opinions. That may open YQ&
up to criticism, because people can dispute your findings. Avol
such traps.

And finelly, 1T you're reviewing stories or books for a fan
magazine, by all means do not waste & 1line of preclous space on the
ot or the gtory theme or the bagkeround. These are just minor
rllls put 1n by the authors to confuse the poor critics and make

their Jobs harder.

Admitted, there are exceptions to these rulee: lots of them. 1In
both the letter columns and the fan magazlnes I have read thoughte
ful, mature, adult Judgements on storles by reviewers who tried to
understand what the wrlters were attempting to say and do, and who
evaluated the results by literary standards and by a seasoned know=-
ledge of the entire Eﬁﬂﬁﬁ- And, 1in such cases, the critics quali-
fied thelr opinions as belng purely personal.

But you must avold this, Nobody wants to read such wishy-washy
stuff.

If you want to make a real dent in the s.f. cirecles, keep peg-
ging everything that comes along as TERRIFIC, AVERAGE, NOT SCIEN=-
TIFIC, or IT STINKS.

Thie type of criticlam has been going on since 1926, without no-
ticeable change--end as you know 1t 1s largely responeible for the
great progress made in the field by writers who have beneflted and
profited by such verdicts.

Particularly if they never bother to read them.
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On the office door it sa'd in big letters: TED BARLOW, EDITOR, and
in small letters in a lower corner: Stellar Sclence Fictlon Magazine.

Ted Barlow sat at his desk whistlIng the melody from the second
movement of Franck's Thlrd Symphony. He was lsan and saturnine and
a little short of middle age, hollow eyed aznd sallow of complexionm,
and the somber theme sulted his pregent mood,

"Damn 1t," he growled at the charwoman. "I need some new writers.
The same old stuff every lssue--space opera, robots rebelling, time
travell What's the matter with my writers? Don't I do enough to
stimulate thelr imaginations?"

Mrs. Albright nodded and pushed her broom faster. She was new on
the Jjob and a 1little afrald of this probably violent man who printed
strange storles about monsters from apace. She approached a corner
desk on which thick manila envelopes were stacked unopeped and
brushed away cobwebs with her feather duster. Barlow grunted a lit-
tle more pleasantly. This was an improvement over Mrs. Scapinl with
her yakking all morning and never touecning a brush to the dirt.

He scraped his teeth with a thumbnall and scowled agsain at the
proof sheets. Thls 1ssue really needed some corners roynded off.
Too much soggy, overcooked malze. The publishers were weeping nois-
11y now about the sales chart, and another 1ssue such as the lasi
could mean a reorganization. Something must be done.

He unlocked a drawer and took out a bulging vallse. He stood up
and started for the door to the backroom.

"Not" he shouted.

Mrs. Albright snatched her hand from the doorknob and cringed
fearfully. Barlow relaxed, reallzing that she hadn't meant any harm.
"This 1s your first day, Mrs. Albright," he sald. ™ forgot to
tell you that nobody 1s allowed through that door. Nobody! Except,

of course, with my permission."

"Yes, sir." She reached for her broom and brush., "I-- I belleve
I'm finished here. They'll be looking for me in the office across
the hall."

Barlow watched her leave. No doubt she was convinced that the
back room was full of 1little green men from Mars. Barlow chuckled
and went into the room. She wasn't too far from the truth at that.

There were three men seated at typewriters. The three varlied in
size and shape and such detalls, but 211 had a certain look 1n come
mon. All had unhealthily pasty faces and hungry eyes and all were
Jumpy in their movements. hey twitched uneasily as Barlow entered.

'Is 1t time, boss?" asked the first man.

"Yes, Hannegan, 1t's time," sald Barlow, and he drew a long stem=-
med pipe and a leather pouch from the valise. "Although you don't
deserve it with the stuff you've been turning out. At that, you 4id
the best of the three this time." )

He atoked the pipe with grey powder from the pouch, handed 1t to
Hannegen. The writer struck a mateh, steadled his hand against the
bowl with the other hand, and sucked greadily at the stem. When he
had 1t golng, he leaned back, his eyes closed and a happy expression
on his vacant face. Barlow turned to the second man, drew a long
needle from the vallase,

"As for you, Spiros Kohalakos, you should have nothing after what
you gave me. Robots rebelling! You're nothing but a would-~be
Asimov: Have you no imagination at allz"

Spiros rolled back a sleeve and held out a bare arm hopefully.
Barlow grumbled a little longer, then pushed in the needle. . .

The third wrlter was a wisp, an abbreviated bag of bones with the
many twltches of an advanced compulsion neurosls. He held out his
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hand, palm down, and turned pleading eyes to the editor.

Barlow had the bag closed and hadn't intended to open it, But
the big begglng brown eyes touched a soft spot he hsad thought was
burled beyond finding at the time he became an editor. The writer
looked like a starving dog, & faithful dog gazing devotedly at hls
master, And he had done some good work in the past, Well--for old
time's sake, then. He opened the bag, found a packege of white pow=-
der and dropped some on the back of the outstretched hand. The wri-
ter held 1t under his nose and inhaled greedily.

"You don't deserve that, Gordon," Barlow told him. “What did you
glve me this month? A story sbout & man selling his soul to the
devil! A pact with the devil--why nobody uses that any more.
Nobog¥!"

I'11.do better," Gordon promised. "I'm working on a good one
now, boss. Look, this first space shlp to Venus finds the planet
populated with beautiful red headed women with--get this, boss--no
armg: Do you get it, boss--"

"Shaddupl" Barlow roared. “Gordon, you're getting worse all the
time, What you need 1s a change of pace. And I know just what to
do about 1t."

Gordon looked up fearfully., "Boss--you're not going to make me
write the edltorial egain? Not that boss--"

"Better than that!" Barlow pronounced sentence with sadistic
pleasure. "For you-~it's the manuseript pille'"

"No, boss! No! Please!"

Barlow pointed meaningfully to the outer office. Gordon sobbed
and held hls hand out again.

"At least let me have another snifter first, boss."

Gordon dutifully went to work on the manuscripts which had been
plling up for three months. His work became a routine. He would
8llt open the envelope, glance at the first page of the manuscript,
shudder, elip a rejection slip to it, push the manuseript into the
return enveiope and toss 1t into the outgoing mail basket.

Barlow lounged with his feet on the desk, f1l3nf his nalls.

"Might turn up something good at that,"™ he observeds "That's how
I got in touch with Spiros. Anything good yet, Gordon?"

His answer was a dlsgusted head shake. Gordon continued through
the plle. Once in a while he read hopefully past the first page,
but always ended up shaking his head and reaching for the dwindling
stock of rejection slips.

The fact that we are returning your materisl does not
mean that it is wilthout merlt. Please read Stellar
Sciepce Fiction to diseover our needs. We glve Prompt
and careful attention to all manuseripts submitted...
There were only a dozen envelopes left

on the teble when Gordon sllit open
a thick one anda pulled out what was

evidently a novelet. He read the
firet page, begen to look interest-
ed, then the second. Then he set-
tled back and read the entire
story.

“This 1s it, boss,™ he asaig,
turning down the last page. Trou-
ble P, +. by B.E. Muenster.
This at you're arter.”

Barlow grasped the manuseript
eagerly and settled down to read.
He squeaked hepplly as he went
swiftly through the short novel.
When he was flnlshed he took his
fest from the desk and let them
fall decisively to the floor.
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"Why this 1s wonderful, Gordon. Get off a telegram to this B.E.
Muenster--I want him down here as fast as he can come., Whai a style
-~he wrltes about other worlda as 1f he'd been there. 1I'll have Mrs.
Albright clean off that extra desk. And--sh--you and the other two
better take a fow days off. It's a new day that's dawning, Gordon.

A bright brave new day..."

Mr, B. E. Muenster appeared the next morning. He stood before
Barlow's desk and stared out of sunken eyes at the editor. His skin
was pasty and his flesh puffy.

"It's about time," he told Barlow.

"Why, ah--" Barlow revised his plans. He had expected a grateful
individual, awed by his editorisl importance. "We had to talk your
story over vou know., Don't just buy these things like that." He
snapped hls fingers. "And I've been lald up with lumbago, or you
would have heard from me sooner, belleve me."

"I don't," said Muenster,

Barlow grunted. Artlstie temperament. They all hed it at first.

"Rether nice tale," he sald, making 1t sound casual. "I'd like
to buy it for Stellar, and we'd 1ike to get more of the same. We
have a standard contraet here and I'm happy to say the publisher has
authorized me to sign you up." *

He watched hopefully., Muenster's sallow skin and fixed stare
gave him encouragement. This was going to go off easily after all,
He took the vallse from the drawer,

"You'll have your own office," he sald, and started laying the
contents of the valise on the desk. "And a good salary...end what-
ever you need..." T

He looked slyly up at the writer. "wWhich one do you use?"

Muengter glanced contemptuously at the plpe, the needle and the
white powder and shook hls head. He reached into a pocket and took
out a many colored cylinder an inch thick and a foot long. It
looked like a child's kaleidoscope.

He grasped the ends and pulled. The oylinder came apart with a
gharp pop and a small cloud of white vapor appeared. Muenster
poked hls nose into the cloud and inhaled deeply.

"That'e mine," he sald, and put the cylinder together. It was
actually two tubes, one fltiing closely over the other. Barlow
eyed 1t, surprised.

"What 13 that stuff?" he demanded. "Whatever 1t is, I'll supply
it. I have connections."

Muenster's fishy eyes met Barlow's with what might have been
seorn, "Connections with Aldebaran VI?" he asked. He held out the
cylinder. "Try 1t."

Barlow held the cylinder before his face as he had seen Muenster
do. Aldebaran Vi? Thils guy really lived sclence fiction. All the
better of course. And 1t would pay well to humor him. He pulled
hard on the eylinder, pushed hls nose into the vapor and filled hils
lungs.

He was in a spaceshlip. A tremendous spaceshlp with a crew of
thousands, and he was the captain, and his huge space golng vessel
was a small world in itself. They were living the life glamorous,
exploring the galaxy to find the sultable planets for the people
back on earth to colonize. It was the year 4,236 and they had mapped
a hundred star aystems. He looked back at the planet they had Jjust
left. Why, their adventures were llke fiction! Material for a dozen
novels on that world. Telepathie natives who wanted to steal thelr
ship, and the female members of the crew always getting into trouble
and having to be rescued. And the other planets they had vislted--
every one of them different and every one filled with drama and
fascination...

And he wis sltting in hia office, stupldly holding a colored cyl-
inder, and not a thousandth of a second had passed. He was living
on two time scales. He was slowly exhaling the vapor and his mind
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on the other time scale could almost count the molecules that left
hls nostrils.

He pointed to a distant star and said to Ferro, "Try that one
next.

The metallie oreature acknowledged the order with a selute and
pushed a button. A blur of grayness, and the distant star became
a nearby blue white sun. There were planets nearby, and Barlow
looked them over,

"That one," he told Ferro, pointing. "Looks 1like a good oxygen
and water world. And Ferro, be sure to grease yourself well before
we laﬁd. Remember the trouble we had scraping the rust off last
time.

"Yes, master," sald the iron man. Barlow had found him on one
of the planets he had explored. Was Ferro a robot built by some
long forgotten race, or was he a natural life form? Of course, one
couldn't ecome right out and ask such a personal question. But
there wes more immedlate work.

A tenth of a second passed. Barlow lived through a year of ex-
citing adventures on the new planset. Finally all obstacles were
overcome and Captaln Barlow stood in the entrance of hls space ship
and lectured the pacified natlves.

X /ﬁiﬁtw..a
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He lived through years pf thrilling adventures with the faithful
metal ereature and the beautiful Dolora Duren, the ship's nurse.
The rest of the crew remained vague. He never quite saw thelr
thelr faces, somehow.

Finally the thrilling life of space began to dim, and suddenly
1t snapped and he was in his chair holding the cylinder. He knew
that only a few seconds had passed.

:Muenater! What 1s this stuff? Where on Earth did you pilck it

up?

Muenster took the tube from his hands and shoved it into a pook=-
et. "Where on Earth? Can't your primitive little mind understend
that it actually came from Aldebaran VI? It's habit forming, of
course. One shot and you're an addict. So from now on you need
me, Barlow. You'll always need me."

"But why--?" Barlow slumped in his chair, beaten, knowing that
the other was telling the truth. "Why are you doing this to me?"
Hia hand went to hils cheek in sudden horror as he reglized some-
thing. "That B. E.--? Does that mean,..?"

"Exactly."” B. E. Muenster started peeling the flesh from his
face. The putty fell away, leaving a chitinous growth from which
folded antennae straightened out. His eyes bulged out from short
wavering stalks. "I left my home planet in a hurry ang my people
are looking for me--to terminate my existence., A fatewhich I cer-
talnly have coming to me, but which I intent to dodge. From now on
I'11 live in that back room of yours and write storles of space
travel for you. And once a day you can have a whiff of the gloir=-
tube. In return you will conceal me. Call it a symbiosls--you
need my sloJr vapor, and I need you for the safest possible hideout
--a 8cleficd Tiction editor's office. Any report of an extraterres-
trial creature hiding here would be laughed off as a crude publici-
ty gimmick--"

A terrified female scream 1ifted Barlow & foot from the seat of
his chair. Mrs. Albright had walked in with her mop and pall. Her
eyes bulged out almost as much as the alien's when she saw the
creature in the room. With the adrenalin strength of a high order
panic, she lifted the heavy mop and crashed it down on Muenster's
head. The foree of the dlow cracked the mop handie. More of the
M debaran's makeup putty showered to the floor and Muenster hime-
aelf fell heavily., Mrs. Albright ran screaming from the office.

"My eyes!" Muenster moaned. "I'm biinded!"

"It's only temporary,” sald Barlow cheerfully, bending over the
alien. "She uses a strong detergent. Damn good charwoman. I'll
have to get a new one, I'm afrald. She won't be back."

First he made sure the tube was unharmed. He tossed it into a
poeket, then hauled B, E. Muenster into the back room and tled him
to the chair with venetlen blind cords. Thin, but good enough to
encirele the tiny thorax. Muenster couldn't struggle without eut-
ting himself in half,

I'11 send out for chalns and padlocks,” sald Barlow. "And I'1ll
buy your deal--with the what do you call it tube in my pocket. You
Pigured it right. Nobody will pay any attention to what Mrs., Al-
brighﬁtmight say about a creature from outer space being-in thils
place.

He fingered the tube happlily. The Aldebaranlen, subdued, bllink-
ed his aching eyes and moaned some more. Barlow grinned at him.

"This 1s the beginning of a beautiful sumbiosis, B. E., old
partner. Hands across the vold. And maybe someday, when whatever
i1t 1s you did blowe over and the heat's off--"

He shoved the tube into his pocket.

"Maybe then, B. E., you and I can go out and live some space
opera together..."
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Some Remarks on'“the Writings of L. Ron Hubbard

william
blackbeard

AUTHOR'S NOTE: The following article originally
appeared in the Los Angeles' Science-Fantasy
Soclety Jjournal, ihgnﬂfi—Lg. for May, 1950. It
was composed on stencll at the time of publication
and deliberately padded to flesh out the 1ssue,
The editors of Inside have offered me thls oppor-
tunity to revise the article much as I would have
done 1n 1950 had I had the time. I have therefore
cut much verblage from the original and added a
number of observations, 1ncluding a few basged on
eventes which took place after the time of writing,
but I have trled in no way to alter the basle con-
end tone of the original, or its reflection of the
excited, electiric atmosphere which prevaliled in
1950 during the whelping of Dianetics. This 1s,
then, essentially e reprint, not a new article,
end should be read as such.

In Writer's Yearbook for 1941, Steve Fischer
recalls ag outstanding among the fixtures of a
New York editor's office a picture of Lafayette
Ronald Hubbard in a pith helmet. Then one of the
most prolifiec producers of pulp fietlon 2live, and
a quondam member of the Explorers' Club, Hubbard
must have seen to it that his picture was asg basic
a furnishing in many an editorlial ganctum as the
reject box--and that the plth helmet was as integ-
ral a part of each picture as the hearty dedica-
tion and flowing signature.

Nothing we are likely to read in any extenslve
survey of Hubbard's science fiction and fantasy
writing 1s apt to cause us to dlscsard the plth
helmet as a vltel part of our mental image of the
author. As a matter of fact, as the msterial reed
approaches the close of Hubbard's career as a
pulpateer, we seem to see only a grotesquely swol=-
len plth helmet, a plth helmet which has swallowed
up the man,

Ordinarlly, an author deserving of no more than
casuzl attention in the populaer fiction field,
aside from one or two wroks to be epeclfied later,
Hubbard hag taken on a notoriety and eminence in
the thinking world et large with the publicetion
of his universal penecea, Dianetigs. It is not
the purpose of this article to comment directly on
that volume. Hubbard has guarded too well sgainet
frontal assaults on the text of Dlianetics: he
postulates the existence in everyone of "engrams,'
uncongclous memory retentions from p2inful occur=-
rences in the pre-natal, which restreln and hemper
the fulfillment of the individuel, then ingenlous=-
1y points out that anyone criticizing or attacklng
the conclusions reached 1n the book must have been
led to do so by mallgnant engrams--go closing, on
the level of his theory, all refutation and most
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creative debate. Characteristically, however, Hubbard's ego has led
him to overlooke his most obvlously exposed flank: that of his stand-
ing as a creative artist and thinker, He has failed to consider
that his work in Dianstics might be challenged by an examination of
hls work in the fields outside the book, and, by analysis, extended
through that work, of the nature of his qualifications for serious
effort on any high creative or scientific level., Conelusions de-—
rived from such an undertaking, and backed by sufficient evidenece
and example, can hardly be termed engrammatic in origin, inasmuch as
nothing but accepted literary values, a 1llttle insight, and some
known facts need by used as the basls for the analysis.

This study has been limited to Hubbard's science fiction and fan-
tasy, for hls writing in these allied flelds are sufficiently seri-
ous 1in part to quallfy eas vehicles of genuine analytical value.
lothing else he has wrltten, outside of Dlanetics ltself. presents
as relatively naked and accessible a patfern of his thinking,
bellefs, and conscious or subconsclous attltudes, if only because
of the unique distinction held by science fletlon and fantasy in the
challenge they pose to the writer, forcing inate soclal ideas and
philosophic concepts to the forefront of the mind and 1aying them
bare in even the most hackneyed resultant work.

Hubbard- Englehardt- von Rachen- Lafayette's first sglence fletion
story, "The Dangerous Dimension," was a short and appeafed in Agj—
ounding Science Fiction for July, 1938, Editor Campbell‘'s blurb for
the story stated that "a name well known to adventure readers makes
its first appearance in Astounding." esnd 1t was plain that Canmpbell,
casting about for the sort of writer who could "trim" stories to the
"smoothness" he desired, thought he had garnered one such in
Hubbard. This 1initial work, brief though it 13, contains in seed-
ling form nearly every point which needs to be made about Hubbard's
writing, elemente which grew to be ilnordinately evident in his major
sclence fiction and fantasy, as well as Dianetles itself.

These points are of prime import in evaluating Hubbard as a
thinker, a creator, and a sclentist. It is clear, for example that
a man who regularly deplcts 1deas in terms of stereotyped lmages 1s
not likely to be effectual as any of these. Hubbard, sadly, cannot
free his mind from such imeges; they are clearly evidenced in his
first sclence fiction story; they are almost never absent from a
chapter, a page, a paragraph of his writing. The pith helmet's lite
erary talent consists largely of a faclle ability to revamp infin-
itely a small number of standardized characters, plots, and setilngs
which are basic to his creative processes; he has only rarely and usu-
ally clumsily attempted to rige above this level of narrative car-
pentry.*

In "The Dangerous Dimenslon," we find a brilllant, absent-minded,
shy, and unwordly sclentist, Dr. Henry Mudge. W1lth slight varletions
tions, this 1is the character of one of the two hero-stereotypes to
be found throughout Hubbard's subsequent sclence fantasy. The mesek

#It can be argued, of course, that stereotypes are endemlc to most
pulp writing, even of top~-flight writers in the science fantasy fl-
elca, but this 1s not relevant to our point: no other author in pop-
ular fiction has tried to launch a new sclence of the mind, or assert
nimself as & prometheus of enlightenment to the multlitudes-- with the
possible exceptions of John W. Campbell, Jr., and Richard 8. Shaver,
to whor aany of the points made in this article about Hubbard can be
made to apply, and about whom much the same conclusions may be
reached. There are also, 1t may be sald, stereotyped characters in
the science fictlon writings of actusal selentlsts, es Bertrand
Russgell, Fred Hoyle, and J.B.S. Haldane, but these are used deliber-
ately as devices to activate social, seientific and philosophle con-
cepts 1nto narretive delineatlon--and the concepts in the fiction of
these indlviduals are anything but stereotyped, nor are their plots,
settings, or narratlve glmmicks repetlitive or obgesslive. WB
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doctor, of course, 1s endowed by Hubbard with a miraculous power, the
exercise of which wisks him from place to place, a devies which
becomes one of the basiec theme-stereotypes in Hubbard's work. Mudge is
taken care of hv a housekeepers Mrs. Doolin, who mothers him through
the Institutlon of a rigid regimen which he effects to dislike, but
upon which he 1a really dependant; this woman, the mother image, is
one of Hubbard's two fundamental heroine stereotypes. The other, the
sympathetlic prostltute, 1s also to be found in this story, though more
briefly: she 1s the woman on the houseboat in the Martian canal. At
the conclusion of the narrative, a metamorphosis of the housekeeper-
mother stereotype into that of the adoring proastitute is implied in
the sudden fawning of Mrs. Doolin {now referred to by the author,
without reference to any intervening marriage, as Mrs. Mudge!) in the
presence of an eltered, authorative MHudge. The change in Mudge, of
course, is complete: he evolves in a twinkling in the standard falry
tale manner from the decent but helpless prince kept by enchantment in
a lowly state, where he must endure lashings every day, to a position
of proud and respected authority. The latter figure, the masterful and
and intelligent ruler of men, is the second of Hubbard's two hero-
stereotypes. It 1s Mudge and the fulfilled prince, the two antipodes
of stock pulp flction characterization, which dominate Hubbard's sei=-
ence~fantasy wrlting. It 1s only the transition of the meek, humbled,
brow-beaten character into the strong, domlnating, self-sufficient in-
dividual, or his rescue by such an individual, whilch can save him from
himself and his self-created crippling environment, Hubbard's commise
eration 1s reserved for the former figure; his respect and admiration
for the latter.

Delving further into Hubbard's work, we find any number of sterec-
typed means of developing and delineating narrative devices. #&n out=
stending and highly significant example is to be found in "The Danger-
ous Dimension.” This is the stock comic strip "socker" with which
Hubbard wverbally depicts the transition of Mudge from one loceale to

"See, I told you ther could reason"
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the other, in this case, the single word, "whup!". Mudge's own term for
this §peed¥"switching of backgrounds, repeated only slightly less often
than "whup." 1s "zip." The use of similar sockers for like purposes
occurs noticably 1n "The Professor Is a Thief," (in the term,"WHOQoosh'"
and, conversely, "whooOOSH!") and in "The Obsolete Weapon." (in the
word, "BOWIE!"). These sockers are indloatlve of Hubbard's apparent
convietion that all transitions or accomplishments of an essentlally
.mlraculoug or wish-fulfilling nature are, or should be, ebrupt, swiftly
executed, and absolute. The procedures by which Hubbard has his char-
acters achleve a supernormal gosal or transition is almost glways swift
and sudden; the achieved position 1s always irrevocable, unchangesable.
It does become revocable only when, as 1n the case of Mike de Wolf's
physicel immersion in Horace Hackeit's novel in "Typewriter in the sky"
1t is absolutely necessary to give the story a conventionally happy
ending. Thus the inlitlal impression we gain of a mind possessing an
almost rabld partiality for the fixed and definltely-limited conception
1slstrengthened by the nature of certaln of these conceptions them.
selves.

To digress briefly at this point, some considerations might be given
to Hubbard'a own avowed opinion of hls work. He hag frequently and
publicly derided his seience fiction and fantasy, stating that he cares
little or nothing for anything he writes for money and Bhat the bulk of
it is deliberately formula. That thls 1s primarily a pose designed to
escape critlelsm for failings Hubbard must know exist even in those
works to the preparation and composition of which he has probably dire
ected the most consclentlous and careful effort is readily demonstra-
ble, Certalnly the average reader 1s capable of diviulng in a story
that excltement and pleasure communicated by the auther when he has
been sbsorbed by a theme and 1ts delineation, Just as he 1s able to
sense the purely mechanlcal process which produces the hackwork written
to make a buck. That mueh of Hubbard's fietion bears the watermark of
buck-making 1s obvious: this work includes the Unknown novels, "Slaves
of Sleep," "The Ghoul," "Death's Deputy," "The Ultimate Adventure," and
“The Indigestible Triton," as well as the Astounding serials, "The
Tremp," "General Swamp, C.I.C.," and "To The Stars," together with many
short stories, notably the "Doc Methusaleh' series in Astounding. That
certaln other stories by this writer present every sign of an attempt
to produce an outstanding and impressive work, 1s equally evident. Thilg
is the case in the Unknown novels, "Fear," and "Typewriter in the Sky."
and in the Astounding opi, "Final Blackout," and "The End 1s Not Yet."
Yet the fact thet the latter stories are constructed wilth much the
same stereotyped characters and plot devices as the obviously hack ma-
terlal underlines the basic contention of thils article: that Hubbard's
thinking 1s inescapably bound to pre-conceived, unquestioned, and iron-
cald patterns, lmages, and attitudes of thought, whether he 1s cons
gciously aware of all of them or not. Thus the chlef objection Hubbard
might make to a serlous study of his sclence-fantasy is not only lnval-
id in itself, but clearly indicative of a basic aspect of the author's
character: inabllity to accept responsibility for any action or postu-
lated thought in whieh he forcsees the possibility of critical reac-
tion. Rather than face a debate in which something he has produced may
be attacked or analyzed disparagingly, Hubbard prefers to sidestep the
entire lssue either by dismissing 1t as a thing beneath discussion or,
as the case of Dianetics. dlegnosing the eritic in advance as demonstr
strably sick with the very psychoses hls science of the mind has been
calculated to cure.

To return to the body of the discussion, 1t must be stated, to fur-
ther develop our analysis, that Hubbard is not a good writer. This 1s
not a case of mere cerelessness (although 1t is amusing to note, In
this context, that the very first sentence of Hubbard's first sclence
fentasy story, "The Dangerous Dimension,"” contains a startling gramma-
tleal error), nor is it a result of his deliberate pulp orientation,
for there is a highly dlstinctive style of writing which heas been e-
volved by a number of the major pulp writers in the past thirty years:
Dashiel Hammett, Raymond Chandler, Norvell W. Page, Lester Dent,
Frederick Faust, Cornell Woolrich, and John D. MacDonald, to name only
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8 few, The work of all these writers is sllck, swift, and packs a
punch. It is Pirst-rate pulp. The plth helmet's, by contrast, 1s
slovenly 111 -paced, confused, and possesses a tendency to telegraph
what little punch 1t is able to develop. This 1s possibly due in
part to Hubbard's self-admittedly breskneck method of composltion
(although one must compare Faust and Pace, both high-speed writers);
pogsibly 1t is a&lso partly the result of an undue influence on his
work of well-known non-pulp writers, notably Dickens, which brings
about, particularly ln nis more serious sclence fantasy, the intro-
duction of a frequent uncertain style in his work, not quite "liter-
ary," not quite pulp. The followlng passage selected from a maga-
zine at hand is typleal; it is a paragraph from the third install-
ment of "The End 1s Not Yet," page 108. Try to grasp the meaning
expressed in an inltlal reading:

A few days later Martel was seated in the laboratory behind
gome large converted transformers doilng some basic calculations
for additional uses of the magnificent jinni he had dlscovered
and, to some degree, bound to him with mathematicel oaths. The
small desk was rickety and high, its top sloping toward him.
The 1light over it was dim and an o0ld quill pen scretched, in
anclent style over problems well in advence of modern. So deep
was he in his calculations that he did not immediately recog-
nize the bustle and wrangle which was coming to him through his
abstractions and then at last he looked up, peered through two
enormous transformers and stared.

This first-draft glbberish ie par for much of that which passes
for writing 1n the pith helmet's fiction. There are worse passages
(particularly in the book we are not discussing here), but this was
selected for its compact 1llustration of Hubbard's faults. It de-
monstrates partlieularly well the introduction of images and manner=-
isms apparently derived from extraneous reading into his standard
narrative prose. Here, as in much of "The End is Not Yet," the ex-
ternal Influence seems to be Dickens: note the rickety desk and
qulll pen, which have no logicsl place in the story; Martel, in the
highly modern laboratory and factory where he 1s at work, would not
use & qulll or a rickety desk, any more than he would work under a
"d1m" light. It seems a reasonable assumption thet Fubbard's style
18 elumsy,; makeshift and erratie because 1t slmply reflects the au-
thor's thought processes. Uncertain of an idea, uncertaln of a con
conception, sure only that if he pounds long and hard enough at 1t
on his typewriter®*, 1t must, as it always has, emerge in some sort of
of seleable form; he has rarely seemed able to follow a thought to
1ts ultimate and logical concluslon, to plck and worry an ldea un-
411 it yiedds up ite richest and most useful treasures, to dlscard
the obvious and stereotyped aspect of a conceptlion at once and
delves beneath the surface of the apparent. Perhaps--to use the Di=
enetics jabberwocky for a person purged of his engrams--it will be
different with a "cleared" Hubbard; this remains to be seen., Butb
this article 1s gbout the still uncleared pith helmet, the pitn
helmet who wrote Dianetics.

A few words now about trose works of science fantasy in which
Hubbard clearly felt an lnterest and c¢reatliye excltement of a high
order. First, the really quite good "Fear," the almost inexpliea-
bly, unbelleveably effective and well-written""Fear." It 1s poss=-
ible that "Fear" 1s not really as mood as 1t seems to the wrlter of
this artlicle; perhaps the novels 1s only better than averege weira
fietion, complete with standard ghoulies and ghosties but even on
careful rereading this seems a story that not only preceded the

flurry of novels dealling with medness and paychotlc obsession, such

- - -

*Hubbard's machine 1g electriec, with a continuous roll of paper, and
special keys for common words like "and," "the," and "or." The pith
helmet is a great bellever in mechanical (and psychological)
short-cuts. WB
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as Charles Jackson's The Lost Weekend. Carleton Brown's Brainstorm,
and Mary Jane Webb's The Snake Pit, but one that is rather better
than any of them. It presents a plcture of the insane mind that 1s
genuinely chiliing and completely convincing. It abounds in imag-
inative images of the most compelling and halluelnatory kind -- no
stereotypes here -- and bullds to a well-realized climax of harrow-
ing impact., The theme of mental derangement seems to strike a very
sympathetie chord in Hubbard, end one regrets he dildn't gee fit to
pursue 1its orthodox clinical exposition in his fiction, rather than
succumb to a megalomaniac Messishism in the founding of a new sci-
ence of the mind.

“Typewriter in the Sky" takes up the old and amusing theme of a
men trapped in another man's story, and works some really original
varlations on 1t. The wrilting 1s medloere but the exceptional
verve of the comic invention survives it. The characters are ster-
cotypes, but Hubbard has lnvented a story which makes its mejor
polnt of this very fact. The occaslonal satire on writers is, for
the most part, banal and heavy-handed, but the brilefly-seen charac-
ter of Winchester Remington-Colt 1s almost worthy of Waugh. In the
balance, this 13 a rather high-caliber work 1f the imagination;
there 1s an irrepressible feeling of good fun and high comle spir-
its in the novel which works like yeast on the unleavengd dough of
Hubbard's wit, and one even, though infrequently, sense$ a mind a-
roused to curlosity about the nature of the creative process, and
stung to an unexpected poetry of concept--as in the novel's superb
conclusion:

"Up there--
"God? r
"In a dirty bathrobe?"

Hubbard di1d well here, as in "Fear." He was never to do so
well agaln.

"Final Blackout" begins as = sketch, a vivld depiction of mili-
tery life on the blackened battlefields of a world-wide war, rising
in its early scenes to a graphic presentation of thls kind of ex-
perience that has seldom been equalled in popular filction, yet 1t
bloats and fades 1in the mlddle into a polntless rambling 6dyssey in
which a single man, named simply the
Lieutenant, plays God, and, wholly
invincible, carves for himself out
of the hulk of war-devastated Eng~-
land a throne upon which he can re-
celve from the entlire populace the
same homage and worshlp he recelved
from his men on the battlefield,
This is not, of course, the avowed
purpose of the Lleutenant, but 1t
18 subeonsciouely Hubbard's, and
1ts obsessive emergence rulins the
body of the novel, logically and
artistically. We can accept the
invineibllity -- within limits --
cf the Lieutenant on the btattlefi-
eld, where his survival after years
of combat has proven him a capable
soldier, but that this invinclbili-
ty can be turned to the solutlon of
any soclal problem, or the downing
of any moral or economic obstacle,
18, as presented, beyond the read
der's ability to swellow. It is
Doc Savage; it is Superman; 1t 1is
the pith helmet triumphant; but 1t
is not effective fiction. Thils is
a case where the development of a .?‘r:?ﬁ“
truly believable character of su- =
perior mental and moral endowment,
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rather than a soldler-savior-stereotype, would have nade a fundsmen-
tal difference and saved a potentlally powerful novel, but such a
character is beyond Hubbard's ability to create--or understand. "Fi=-
nal Blackout" is a wish-fulfillment fantasy for Hubbard, nothing
more.

In "The End 1s wot Yet," a sloppy, 1lncoherent novel even for Hub-
bard, we find the French elty of Blarritz, a major loecale in the the
story, moved by the pith helmet's inventive genius several hundred
miles from 1ts proper location on the Pay of Biscay and authoritate
ively plopped down on the Mediterrean. We meet Frenchmen, Irishmen,
Russiang, slred by the vaudeville of Bible Belt tent shows. We g-
gain encounter the invincible men, as we have done in "Final Black-
out;" we agaln find him shaping the world he wants to save from cha-
os, and saving 1t. We feel tired. But not the pith helmet., He has
come back from a real war, and in this last long novel, he has obvi-
ously belabored all his stereotypes with redoubled fury, determined
to weld them into something kolossal. to create a sclence fiction
eple to surpass, in his conceptlon, even "Final Blackout.' Sut he
has learned nothing from World War II, Hls hero, Charles Martel--
the signiflcence of the name would hardly be lost on a first semesg=
ter student of European history-- ig, like the Lieutenant, a man who
dominates situations end men, who destroyas Evil and 211 he deems une—
worthy of survival, who solves all problems, heals all wounds, be=-
stows Jjustlcee in Judgement and gives noble quarter, who is loved by
a single good woman and 1s attractive to all bad ones, and who ule
timately receives the honor and respect and admiration which the
people about hlm-- hig people, whom he has proteeted and saved--
come rightfully to realize is his. Martel 1s once azain the dreane
Hubbard in action, an ego-manliacal vislon ideeligzed in Tiction. The
need for an actualizatlon of the vision has become almost overpower=
ing. "The End 1s Not Yet" 1s the pith helmet's last inept srand
geste of fiction; now, except for a few routine bits of hack work,
he will turn such powers as he has to the creation of his magnum
opus, the whup=zip-whooOOSH-BOWIE that will transform himself into a
gsavior and the rest of the world into the saved. In "The End is Not
Yot" -- prophetic title ~- it is apparent that the fun-loving man
who wrote "Typewriter in the Sky," the sensitive, competent writer
who wrote "Fear," 1is gone. The engorged pith helmet alone remains.
And the pith helmet's self-ordained goal is to impose a final, ulti-
mate stereotype upon all humanity--the stereotype of the clear.

The clear, it 1s at once apparent, is foreshadowed 1n Hubbard's
fiction by the Lieutenant.

The authoritarian basis of Dianetic theory may not be immedlately
evident: if all men are to be cleared, to become wholly in command
of themselves and thelr abilitles, to lose their irrational fear and
hatred of their fellows, surely a kind of cooperative anarchy would
prevail, and all men, seelng cleanly and wisely, would agree within
reasonable 1limits on soclal action without partisan turmoil., The
Millenium would have comse.

Perhaps, But Hubbard 1s not interested in the Mlllenium--except
as a remote, glittering bauble of the future he could promise the
nultitudes who must owe him allegliance now., 1In his time, the pro-
cessing of clears 1s the most lmportant thing, and only Hubbard can
be the absolute, final authority on total clarity in anyone. (He
must possess a certaln competence in this: shortly after he announc-
ed his wife to the world as the first complete clear, she dlvorced
him.) This places him automatically in a Dianetic hierarchy of non-
clears, pre-clears, and clears as unassallable Pope. To quote from
& letter of Hubbard's in Astounding for August, 1950: "One sees with
gome sadness that more than three-quarters of the world's population
will become subject to the remalning quarter as a natural conse-
quence (of the early stages of Lianetic audlting and clearing), a-
bout whieh we can do exactly nothing." Curiously, but typlcally, he
has become a Pope in hiding. He has proclalmed a number of people
as complete clears--after they spent enough money on being processed
and, possibly, began to complain--but he has never, even out of
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sight as he 1a now in the depths of the southwest, from whence he dis-
patches on mail order immense volumes of printed cleptrap and gadget-
ted Jjukeboxes called electro psychometers at $98.50 each, sugrested
that he himself has made it as a clear. It seems he 1s too busy get-
ting his message to the world to take time out for the luxury of au-
diting. This 1s stlll the Hubbard that must protect himself from all
the damaging challenges to his ego, who will make the gestures of der-
ring-do and don the paneoply of the hero, but accept no responsibility
for his acts or roles. Here 1s the man who got his feet wet in the
Amazon and lay down with mystics in India so that he could belong to
the Explorers' Club and enthrall wide-eyed wenches with fabulous ac-
counts of Jjungle hardships (1ncluding wrestling matches with pythons)
and tales of gupernatural exploits beyond the pale of the West, who
mastered hypnosis so that he could savor in this cheap and illusory
way the lmpresslon that others were doing his bldding, who lost no op-
portunity to make MajJor Hoople references to past technical acheive-
ments of a largely fletitious nature {see Hubbard's pseudonymous arti-
cle in Campbell's Alr Tralls for April, 1949, in which he names him-
self 1in order to make praising reference to his "considerable" re-
search work in the aeronautical field, work of which there 1s no rec-
ord or knowledge by any competent authority), who tailored certaln as-
pects of Zlenetlc theory to fit the deluslons and fanteslest of men
prominent in the medical and sclence flction field in order to shock
end exclte them 1into introducing his science of the mind with edltori-
gl fanfare and gusty furbeloughs of professional endorsement. Here,
in sum, ls a2 man who hes an overwhelning desire to create a work of
genulne end lasting velue 1iIn the world, of which he ies aware he 1s be~
sicelly incapeble. If he cannot have the substance, he will have the
shadow; 1f he cannot impress witn works,pne will impress with mystery;*
#Hubbard has written a book called "Excalibur," which contains the
gseerets of the universe, but only very select persons can read 1lt--at
a fee of 41500 per gelect person--since he has discovered it drives
ordinary men mad, bJlaneties., of course, 1s described by Hubbard as
the merest forepaw of this submerged beast of a manuseript. WB
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if he cannot be an accepted end revered Measiah, he will be a misun-
derstood and mariyred savior. Like Walter Glbson's Shaaow, a rescuer
of humanity always secure in the folds of night, Hubbard must wrap
himself 1n concealling cloaks-=a cloak within, to obscure the knowledge
of his own mediocrity from himself, and a cloak without, to ward off
and confound all critlcs and dissenters. The Jack Ketch of "Fear" is
self-knowledge, and Hubbard sees self-knowledge as a stalking horror
with a hangman s noose in 1ts hand.

Thus, Dlanetlcs does not, cannot, offer effective therapy to any-
one, least of all its author. It proffers lllusliona. And the great-
est i1llusion implied in this book's psychotle shadow-show, as we have
found through an attentive reading of Hubbard's science fietion and

fantesy, is that 1ts author has a sustained objJectivity of outlook,
an elasticlty of intellect and a disinterested clinlcal detachment
from his own obsessions sufflclent to conceive of any genulnely ef-
fective universal mental therapy, let alone research, analyze, and e-

valuate it psychodynamic ramifications.

You cannot get gold from dross.

KNl chemy 1s a falled sclence.

And you are simply not golng to get

a8 new sclence of the mind from Lafayette Ronald Hubbard.
There ain't no rabbit in that pith helmet,
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a tale of “.

(To be sung by a George O. named Smith)

My boy, you may take 1t from me ‘
That, of all the ambltions acoursed, A
To write sclence flctlon,
The prose of prediction,
Is certalnly one of the worst
For you'll find that you need an M.D.,
An M.S8., a B.S. or two,
For 1f you should break
Down and make a mistake,
It 18 sad what the readers will do!

CHORUS: If, in writing you make a mistake,
(Just a small one 1s all it will take)
You will find you are loaded
With letters, and goaded
By readers who think you're a fake.

Now take, for example, my case:
In a tale, I invented a ray.
Ites Bpeed was terrifio,

And I was specific—
I've regretted that slip to this day.
For, frankly, I fell on my face.
Since then I've been tearing my halr
And here's where I fumbled,

And slipped up and stumbled:
I sald that 1ts speed was C square!

CHORUS: If, in writing you make a mistake,
(Just a small one is 8ll it willl take)
You will find you are loaded
With letters, and goaded
By readers who think you're a fake.

I wrote 1n, and I tried to explain,
But the readers repeated to me:
"It can not be reckoned
That C to the second
Is speed, as you clalm it to bel"
I quarreled and quibbled——in vain,
For the readers heard nary a word—
Till at last, with a scowl,
I threw in the towel;
I wrote in and confessed I had erred!

CHORUS: If, in writing you make a mistake,
(Just a smell one 1s all it will take)
You will find you are loaded
With letters, and goaded
By readeras who think you're a fake,



He certainly will unless thinking Americans
become acqualinted with the democratic alternative
to Marxlst 1nsanity. A1l our technologlcal ad-
vances may be wasted unless we apply sclentific
thinking to the great economic problems of de-
pression, inflation, and unemployment. To eli=-
minate the threat of Big Brother we must discov-
er a method by which free enterprise can elimi-
nate economiec unrest and poverty throughout the
world.

You may find the answer 1in the free adult
classes in Applied Political Keconomy conducted
by the Henry George School of Social Seience
in America and eight foreign nations., Small dis-
cusgion classes are 1led by speclally trained
teachers. Free correspondence courses also are
available,

Read what these thinkers said about the prin-
ciples of Henry George:

LEO TOLSTOY: People do not argue with the
teaching of George. They simply do not know it.
He who becomes acquainted cannot but agree.

FRANKLIN D, ROOSEVELT: Henry GeOrge was one
of the really great thinkers produced by our
country... I wish his writings were better
known and more clearly understood.

ALDOUS HUXLEY: If I were now to rewrite the
book /"Brave Kew World"/, it would offer a third
alternative, the posslbility of sanlty... Econom-
ics would be decentralist and lienry Georglan.

ALBERT LINSTEIL: Men like Henry George are
rare, unfortunately. One cannot lmagine a more
beautiful combination of Intellectual keenness,
artistic form, and fervent love of justice.

International Headquarters, Henry George School,
50 East 69th Street, New York 21, New York, Phone
RH-4-8700., See your telephone dlrectory for tead
quarters in Chicago, Los Angeles, Philadelrhia, &
other major cltlies throughout the United States &
Canada.
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