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AUSTLALILN FANZINES - TOO SERCON?

It has been the custcm in the past that to have a zine
have the lable 'Sercon' stuck on it is its detriment; at least
the general feeling was that for your zine to be called Sexrcon was

no at all that good. Even now the title is not welcomed by much
of Australian fandom. A fanzine described as 'fannish'! has usually
a better reputation than one which is 'Sercon' .

Why ?

Well, some of this is undoubtedly a carry over from the
Feuding #ifties of Australian Fandom, when most of the activities
were centered around Serious Constructive {Dest..) activities -
whose practicioners are mostly out of current fandom. It is a
peculiar thing that with the almost worshipful attitude to 'fannish'
orientated writings Lactivities of various fen - their trials and
tribulations; humorous writing slanted to comic strip-like activit-
ies/ the majority of fanzines in this country are Sercon.

Below are listed fourteen fanzines which have been pub-

lished this year in Australia. I have noted alongside each one
whether is is mostly Sercon (S), partly Sercon (%S) or nil Sercon
(). I have taken the discussion of science fiction as prereqguisite
for Sercon.

A.S.F.M. (S) THE MENTOR (S)

AUST. IN '75. (S) NORSTRILIAN NEWS (S)

BOY'S OWN FANZINE (F) SCYTHROP (%S)

ENIGMA (S) S i COMMENTARY (S)

THE FANARCHIST (F) TOLKIEN BULLETIN (S)
GEGENSCHEIN (%) TERRAN TIMES (3S)

CHAO (S) SOMERSET GAZETTE (£S)

Which gives us 8 S's, 4 %8's and 2 F's - both Victorian.
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Further figures that may be of interest to overscas fans:
8 are Victorian,(though 1 - ASFM - is now defunct), five are from
New South Wales and one is from Tasmania. 'Carandaith' is nominally
from Tassie, but most of the work done on it is Stateside.

The SF clubs in Australia have 1ittle or no influence on
the zines. Three are clubzines (Enigma, Somerset Gazette and Terrgp
Times) but mostly do not show it. g .

The clubs themselves are a mixed bunch. Victoria has
four - I don't know all that much-about the University omnes (Monash
and Melbourne) but I think that these are more social gatherings
than hard core sf. Brisbane and the Sydney Uni crowd on the other
hand, seem to have hard core sf as their main occupations at meet-
ings (discuss books and have lectures, etc). The SSFF is a mixture
of both and it is only when the meeting is actually underway can
one know just what is going to follow. DUSK is something in itself.
I have almost nothing on Adelaide Uni's activities, but 1 suppose
it too is mostly social at the moment. :

I think the main reason that the fanzines are Sercon in
the main is that there is so little organised discussion of sf
going on. And the luke warm reception of 'fannish! zines from the
vast m ss of readers (potential and otherwise) is because most of
the fans are sf orientated. After all, interstate fans, unless
they have a fannish interest beforehand (1ike, have met the fellows
who write the stuff - it is surprising how many potential fans are
turned off when they read the so-called 'feuds' that fly back and
forth between fans everywhere. It is also surprising the untruc
picture readers get from criticism of other fans whose true attit-
ude is different from their image that is created from their /too
often nasﬁx/ comments to each other. At least they always seem to
be token the wrong (worst) way. So much for communication.) would
not notice some of the nuances in fan writings. On the other hand,
articles, reviews and discussions of sf hawe a common ground with
the sf reader. '

Australian fandom has always consisted of individuals
who seem to resist organisation, or who at least resent it - as
can be seen in the breakup every so often of relations between )
interstate fans and fan clubs. Another thing about the individual-
ity rit is that I don't think, in the history of Australian fandom
(some 50 years) than any fans have married each other.

The whole history of fandom in Australia is or has beén
Sercon orientated - from the early Cons to the publishing of biblio-
graphical material by various clubs. It is high time that some
less serious approach was taken to sf in this country. Too much
moaning about the sudden demise of the prozines and the current
insidtence of the literary worth (or worthlessness) of sf - sf is
what it is - entertainment. It .started out as Scientific Romances,
and still continues in the entertainment busincss. I don't say that
sf can be literary, but first and formost it's entertainment. And
so are fanzines. Its time for a change in direction - too dry and
you lose entertainment and readers and enjoyment. Which I, for one,
don't want. - Ron. '
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THE  EXPEETION

sy ROBERT BOWDEN

They beached their three wooden vessels at the high tide
on a barren and windy cove. The seamen plummetcd from the bows into
the bitter sting of the salt surf and drew up thie black ships until
they lay, heeled slightly over on the sand with their grey sails
furled. Then they began the wait for dawn and let the tide cringe
back like a wounded and frighteded animal from the deadly shore.
Later they drew the two longshins and thc bulkier transport further
up to where the dunes began, far above the high-water mwari, to make
them secure with ropes like stranded, air-choked kraken from the
great ocean deep.

And so with the beginnings of the dawn that glcamed bright
off the ships' propellers, had come the sea creatures to feed on
the ebb; many strange sea birds and other, unrecognisable living
things, with no names the simple seamen could remember. And so the
all encompassing and often inaccurate label, Tfor many such organisms
were much the same as before the Holocaust:

The Changed Ones. For the shifting post-nuclear eccological
balance had brought once rare species into profusiomn. Much of their
former competition, including to a large degrec, nan, had been
exterminated.

When every+thing else was stowed, the scal was broken on
the transport's horse-hold. The horses wcre stirred from their
hibernation and once they were fully awake, urged and goaded down
the ramp by sweating men-at-arms.

Soon the landing-bcach was black with steaming horscs,
scraggy sheep, men-at-arms, seamen and one or two thralls; loud
with curses and laughter and shouted orders, and over all, the

wheeling, crying clouds of disturbed gulls. Supervising the chaos
of activity was a tall warrior, who despite his youth had the
bearing of innatc confidence. His features were strong, yct

sensitive, with a thin boyish beard, and a gleaming, chiming suit
of chain-mail that seemed out of place hanging on his shoulders.
His kite-shield bore the Winged Chariot device of the House of
Copenhagen, whilst all the men-at-arms carried unadorned, round
bucklers,

Then there was a sudden pause in the bustle. A ragged
band of warriors drew itself together, buckled ready and moved
out over the dunes with the young aristocrat at its head, pushing
tattered horses through the scraggy thin scrub and into the desert.
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With morning, the fearful ball of the Sun was tossed skyward. The
expedition moved out from the narrow coastal strip and into the .
central wilderness, guiding the sleepy horses out over the great

flats of dry earth. Turbulent curtains of heat and dust wavered

in the middle distance, and occasional washed-out and steep gulleys,
etched away like the pox infected wrinkles on the face of an old

crone, barred their way. But they pushed their reluctant animals

down into them, through the waterless bowls of clogging powder at

the bottom and up the crumbling steep at the far edge. So they

pushed the horses on through the arid oceans of heat.

"How far in are the places of death, Harald Ottarson?"
asked a_thick-set warrior.

"Many lengths yet, friend archer.," replied the young leader.
They were Northerners, large and muscular, hardened with ;
many voyages and many raids, brutal in their bland barharism with

the finely wrought swords and the skilled ship-~building technology

of Northern Europe behind them, They were feared for their ferocity
throughout the 0ld World from the negroid kingdoms at Romeburg and
Gyptus to the mongoloid empire of Southern Siberia which even still
possessed a rudimentary firearm technology.

The legends concerning the New World had drawn them to
this coast, .across the Burning Ocean with its endless days without
sight of land, with hunger and thirst. But a craving far stronger
than actual hunger or thirst had drawn them; a craving for gold.
Like the ancient warlords of distant Gyptus, the ancient ones of
the New World had their tombs. This land was said to be laden with
the treasures of the ancient ones, who had almost attained the
level of gods in their limitless power. Such tales had been started
by the return of the greatest of seafarers, Ragnar Dragonsbane,
who was almost a demi-god now among the peasant folk and the simple
warriors, and had been confirmed: by other wanderers. So this band
had skirted the immense seas of black obksidian and the flowing
rains whose ethereal glow had illuminated the bright shore, to beach
their ships on the desert of gold.

But Harald Ottarson was a good deal more learned man than
any during the first great upsurge of Nordic barbarism except
perhaps Charlcmagne and very many in the second such upsurge. ‘ .
While these simple House-earls had made the arduous transoceanic
trek for the .loot of the new continent; the gold and other trinkets
and as many of whatever native girls there were ready for rape, =
Ottarson had made the journey to gain whatever of the science and
technology of the ancient ones there was to retrieve from the
irradiated ashes of their antique empires and the residue of the
subsequently departed centuries. And the irreverent plundering and
vandalism of other Northmen.

He was one of the few that knew what had happened to
Dragonsbane and his comrades. In the great stone-built fortress of
Copenhagen, in which he had been brought up and which had ac tually
overlaid the remains of some ancient city, he had seen the only
remaining radio receiver in Northern Europe. A thrall technician
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from Middle Siberia had been coerced into repairing it. Soon after,
Njal Fairhair, the shrewd old Warlord of Copenhagen, had blocd-
eagled that slant-eyed thrall. The thrall's transient usefulness
had been finished and aristocrats had no liking for yellow Marxists.

The peasant legends told of Woden's chariot which had
come to take up Dragonsbane and his lieutenent Ottar Haroldson,
Harald's own father. But listening to the strange mcssages that
crossed the sky unseen, had revealed that the "chariot" had been-
the winged vessel of a great skyfolk who were skilful shamans but
no gods. There had been trouble in the sky. Which was to be expected,
considering they had taken Northmen. There had been trouble and
some strange and terrible calamity.

But it was never clear. What was clear was that the sky-
folk had gained the knowledge of the building of winged vehicles
from the learmning of the ancient ones. That knowledge might still
remain in the ashes, :

And so the bastard son of Ottar Haroldson and Helga
Heimirsdottir had been brought up in the alien court of the Lord of
Copenhagen with the study of what meagre ancient writings were there,
and once old enough and experienced with expeditions down past the
forests of the Danube to the Middle Ocean and Romeburg, he had led
his enterprise in the footsteps of his father, across the Burning
Ocean.

The series of ragged horsemen trekked on across the crack-
ed face of the desert. In the evening, their lances were black
needles pressed against the inflamed red wound of the dying sun.
Ottarson called a halt for the meagre evening meal of sakted ship
rations. :

With very little warning the second day opened out like
a square cut blazing jewel on the slouching line of riders, holding
the expeditoon almost stationary in the oppressive prison of infin-
itely blue brilliance. Bearded and gaunt, Ottarson pushed his horse
through the gusts of gritty sand, leading his motley cavalcade
through a tunnel of red light. Each day during the very worst of
the midday heat they rested themselves and tihe horses and shared
some water. The daytime extreme, more than the severe night cold,
wore at them.

_ There seemed to be no natives, although some of the earl-
ier mariners had been said to have seen them.

That evening, a sheep was made to offer up its throbbing
throat to Ottarson in sacrifice and surrender its life to his dirk
as it drank into a thickly resigned spurt of blood. The friesh mecat
seemed to give them 21l strength. Some warriors sat by the evening
fire and polished their equipment to pass the time. Some of the
bucklers soon reflected the flame brilliantly and later caught the
morning Sun blindingly. Others played chess on a board that one
had brought in a saddle bag. Many just slept.

On the fourth morning Ottarson and his retinue moved into
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the graveyard of the ancient ones. from the distance the sprawl of
cylinders appeared like an expanse of insect eggs laied by the old
civilisation like some huge dying butterfly.

As they had moved nearer, it was seen that the great
cylindrical metallic cocoons had been set at respectful distances
from each other in neat and orderly rows. They had all once been
antiseptic white, but now the purity of their clinical exteriors
was marred by dirty scabs of irreverent rust.

As the warriors dismounted and walked down, leading their
horses between the rows, the whole area .took the appeanrance of the
dying place of some strange huge variety of elephant with the ivory
clutter of its skeletal remains all round.

Lying on the sand, before the first of the cylinders,
there had remained the dilapidated message boarding of the sign
that would have once stood before them. It was inscribed in the
ancient runes, reading:

GREEN PASTURES FREEZATORIUM

Medical marvels march on, and between the time when your loved one:

passes on, the discovery by those marvelous doctors of the cure and

your lofed one's inevitable rebirth, why not have your loved one

accomodated in the idyllic, pastorél and scientifical;y guaranteed
surroundings of GREEN PASTURES FREEZATORIUM.

Ottarson noticed that many cylinders had been broken into
long ago, the valuable contents stolen and the perishable contents
left to thaw in a steaming puddle of liquid nitregen until they
either were scavanged by the mountain wolves or rotted to the point
where they finally disappeared in the gusty clouds of radioactive
dust. -

The remainder had been broken into more recently....

The odor was all-pervading and the warriors were happy to
move from this outer region and up to the beginning of the catacombs.

During the age before, it had been said by many that you
could not take it with you. But the proprieitors of Green Pastures
Freezatorium had shown otherwise. Even in their earliest capsule
prototypes they had made provision for the storage of any material
the deceased might have hoped to be valuable to him in the Second
Life. Though the economists pointed out that it had very little
intrinsic value and probably would be worthless to a futuristic
society, gold was the most popular choice. Platinum was the alter-
native usually chosen if the customer did not want his tomb interior
gilded. One or two had enough faith to include stocks and bonds.
A very few took out insurance policies.

Thus the gravest problem, even long before the Freezator-
ium was abandoned, was with tomb robbers. Initially the proprietors
had installed the most modern security system available to them, but

0),
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the incentive proved so great to the plunderers that often their
ingenuity managed to overcome these mere mechanical devices and get
themselves through. As a result of such systems the pillaging and
willful destruction only abated temporarily, and then was talken up
again on even a larger scale as large criminal organisations took

up the challenge.

So deep beneath the Freezatorium area the cryonics company
began to construct the most modern capsules; each designed to
resemble some marvelously science-fictional spaceship so the occun-
ant would not be ashamed of his cubicle when he woke in the twenty-
fifth century. Each of these was housed in a cooling unit large
enough to contain two hundred Loved Ones, and the finest IBM
computer was permanently hired to co-ordinate the security-defense
system. It had been found that human guards could be bribed, or
even do some pilfering themselves. All this was placed deep beneath
the earth behind the defensive screcen of a number of laser units
and a maze of corridors. The key to the computer release mech:znism
of the defensive system had been known only to the proprietors of
the freezatorium and a copy had been placed in the vault of" the
U.S. National Bank, to be held in trust and relcased only when it
was certain that the individuals enclosed in the capsules could be
revived and cured.

But of course all that had gone up in the Holocaust.

"It would seem," said Ottarson, "that there is a major
cache of ancient gold and artifacts hidden within these passages.
However the former parties only sent tentative expeditions down
into them. Nothing was found and several men did not return from



8.

the labyrinth."
There was a murmer among the assemblage of warriors.

"But we shall not be lost in the maze. The party will
keep together and like Theseus we'll attach a length of twine out-
side the catacombs. It will be unwound as we pass down the corrid-
ors and thus we will be able to trace our path out."

The idea surprised the warriors and gave them confidence.
However Ottarson, the only one among them who would decipher the
ancient script, failed to inform them that the warning notice
posted above the entrance spoke of laser defense units. He had the
very <implest idea of the laser principle, knowing only that the
ancient ones were able to manipulate the forces of light, but he
was well aware of the awesome power of the ancient weapons. Even
the most distorted of the peasant legends could give an accurate
account of the ancient armament capabilities.

And so they moved silently and with swift efficiency
into the yawning entrance and down a sloping ramp into the first
corridor that seemed like ah artist's exercise in perspective
stretching toward infinity. The string caught on the corner as they
passed down into the passage from which there branched a number of
ahonymous side-galleries. There were light-fixtures set at regular
intervals on the ceiling. Most were still operative, but many had
long ago imploded in a dying burst of incandescence. And there had
been no repairs.

The warriors stalked warily, rings of mail jarring and
chiming faintly as they moved. Some held their swords, stark and
ready. Some of the corridors were thrown out of plumb with the main
artery, collapsed downward and disjointed by up to six inches. Some-
time in the past, Ottarson reasoned, there had been an earthquake.

The party turned into the. thirteenth entrance on their
left, through that passage past six more ingresses; into the seventh.
Then they found themselves in total darkness. Every fixture in the
passage was fused and useless. They passed. feelingly down that
corridor. Armour chinked in fear. There was a dry cough. The faint
arch of entrance light was gone. Without realisation they had passed
beyond that catacomb section. The string trailed behind them like
a bedraggled reminder of the sunlight they had left.

Then they were on a slight downward incline. One of the
fixtures was giving out its friendly emissions. It was a welcome
sight. Its light glinted on the sweat on men's faces. It was soon
left behind, but fixture beacons appeared with increasing regular-
ity in the sweating wildermness of darkness. As the party advanced
further through the maze, the lights suddenly became very abundant.
Fear evaporated and jubilant archers began to practice their mark-
manship on selected fixtures. '

Then there was more ¢f the night. But up ahead was yect '
another oasis of light. This time, only a few warriors moved ahead
in jubilation. Most were becoming accustomed to black arecas.
Suddenly, as a warrior stepped beyond the light, a voice issued
from the sentient darkness beyond:

N,
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"Halt; All personel pass beyond this point at their own
risk. Passage beyond this point is prohibited. Trespassers will
encounter a laser defense unit.

"Repeat. Trespassers will encounter 2 laser defense unit.
"You have been warned."

The warrior's sword whipped out instantly. He moved out
to make it drink blood. Parallel bolts of liquid light-intensity
lanced in from the walls and the warrior dissolved in a pink fount-
ain-spray of blood and flesh.

Only the light-fixture remained to transform the corridor
into a perfect luminous egg. An archer remembered that the warrior
had Been standing silhouetted in front. His arrow sliced out and
fractured the fixture in a violet splatter of albumecn light and
glass shell. Blackness clapped in. '

The voice echoed hollowly: "You have neen warned." across
the darkness and the ignorance.

Ottarson moved the men back. They were cowed‘by such
terrible magic and easily directed. Silently, he assessed the sit-
uation for a few moments. He could not afford to lose more warriors.

So he called forward the thick-set archer and commanded:
"Erik, I want you to fire arrows through the barrier, shooting high
and low in succession." :

He did so, and at no matter what levels they wcre fired
the lasers sliced out as they reached that certain point. Apparent-
ly there was a detection screen that encompassed the whole corridor.
In breaking that screen the arrows activated the lasers. And there
was no way to avoid the detection beams. '

So somehow they had to pass through the screen of laser
fire. Qttarson knew some of the simple properties of light: he
knew that no matter how intense a light the ancients could create,
it was still subject to reflection.

: '"Eric," he snapped with urgent command,"bringibrwérd some
of those bucklers" .

The simple archer moved to fulfill the command,
"Not those. The highly polished ones only."

He accepted the mass of shields and carrying them awkward-
ly under his arm, moved forward gingerly toward the grey singed
puddle-mess that had once becen the warrior. He then carefully placed
the shields on the floor, slowly, so he did not lose his balance
forward; retaining one. Then he extended that one forward parallel
to the walls. The grid of light burnt blindingly in front of his
face. .

- The buckler was punched through instantly. Then it began
to melt and fuse. Ottarson screamed and dropped it, now a molten
mass, to the floor. He staggered. A band of warriors rushed forward
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and dragged him back, his hands raw.

As they sat in the corridor huddled and resting, he thought
of the mistake. He had faced his mirror away from the source of
the beam, which was on the steering oar side, and the terrific heat
had been quickly absorbed by the unpolished interior metal and
leather of the shield hollow. They ate of the rations and slept,
before Ottarson decided he could move forward again. He came up to
his pile of shields and took another. Again, he edged it in, and
the laser grid sprang outward.

But there was a black gap behind the buckler that grew
larger as the shield continued through to its full diameter. The
reflected beams played on the wall as Ottarson's hands wobbled in
the red webb of pain. More often than they did not, these reflected
beams struck the generating unit., Within instants it was a burnt
out case ond each one in succession up and down shorted in billows
of putrid black vapour. The grid was eventually shorted right out
and the units a blackened, smoky, cratered column of circuitry
that fizzled and crackled occasionally.

The line of warriors rose behind, took up their bucklers
and movad through silently. A voice echoed stupidly in the passage
behind them:

"Halt, All personcl pass beyond this point at their own

-

risk..."

Although they moved ahead with care, shooting arrows
ahead every few hundred yards down the passage, they encounted no
further laser grids. :

Finally they came through into a huge and cavernous -
passage stretching into a distance. In a row through the hollow
were lofty capsules crowding the ceiling and leading away down the
tunnel.

There: was a click in a mechanism on the wall beside the
entrance. A voice broke the dusty silence:

"Welcome ladies and gentlemen to our freezatorium. If you
understand the language please depress the red button on your right."

One of the warriors casually stretched over and pressed
the button. 4

"Ah, it's good to see that English is still the major
language. If you had failed to depress the red button I would have
continued through any number of languages until I established comm-
unication." ' : :

There was a satisfied pause.

"On your left gentlemen is a computer console into which
we hope you will type any questions you may have., It too is now set
to reply in English, but if you prefer any other language, type
your request in and if possiblé the computer will handle it. The
computer contains the information on the thawing apparatus we have
on hand for any set of patients. If your revival techniques arc more

)):
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advanced please do not hesitate to go ahead."
Ottarson smiled at that.

"The computer also has on hand any data you may require
on our culture, science, technolagy, customs, social structure,
history, 1iterature, and almost anything else you may need. No doubt
you are far ahead in all these fields, but some of what we have may
be useful to you especially in any problems you may have in reorien-
tating the patients.

"Well gentlcmen, I won't keep you any longer, but before
you go, please consider that reawakening will be a traumatic exper-
ience for many of our patients. Please treat them carefully."

And with that, the barbarians proceeded with their looting.

Ottarson turned to the computer console, and selected a
random question which he tapped onto the key board: "What year is dt?"

Barely before he lifted his finger from the last letter
the machine was printing out its answer:

n2985 A.D."

It was later than he thought. The best estimates of their
Copenhagen scholars had placed it as in the 2800s on the old scale.
The age of tribalism had lasted longer than they had 1mag1ned He
gave his next question a good deal more thought:

"How does one construct a Winged Chariot?"

"The terms of the question are unclear. Please specify.
If by a 'Winged Chariot!' you are referring to any variety of flying
vehicle, which type of vehicle do you mean?"

"One which enables the skyfolk to traverse the distance
between the heavenly orbs."

"Spacecraft: Chemical. Atlas, Saturn, Nova.

"Spacecraft: Nuclear., Nerva, Phoebus, Advanced Ion Prop-
ulsion,"

Then the computer fed out an amount of information,
specifications and mathematical equations that quickly left Ottarson
far behind. On the basis of his queries, it then fed him the banks
on 4Lstronomy and Astronautics; then to clarify further matters it
gave him General Science and Mathematics. Soon it was printing out
the work on Advanced Maths and Engineering; then Astronautical
Engineering and Advancasd Construction. If it had heen sentient it
might have began to wonder whether he was as highly developed as
its designers had imagined he would be. Ile had long ceased even
attempting to understand what the computer printed out, merely fed
it leading questions and gathered up the bundles of material that
provided the answers. They would be taken back across the occan.

Then he asked for information on the unseen messages of
the skyfolk that were known to cross the heavens. It gave him



Telecommunications: Theory and Practice, making reference to the
material on General Science and Mathematics. Ottarson began to gain
sonc understanding of what was going on. On the basis of some of

the material in General Science, he asked some exploratory questions.
As a response he was given Scientific Method: Its History and Applic-
ations; Basic Scientific Experiments; Biclogy: Geolegy and Geo-
physics; Physics; Chemistry; Cosmology. Biology interested him,

and so in further response he gained Medicine; Medical Technology;
Surgery; Pathology; Anatomy; Biochemistry; Genetics and Dvolutiocn;j
Cryonics.

The roles of paper were beginning tc swathe his kiices.
He realised that soon he would have to pack all the material into
his shoulder bag and move away. Meanwhile the warriors wecre at woris;
breaking through the outer husks, prodding out the brittle corpses
in their pools of fast evaporating coolant, hacking their way down
into the ancient treasures. Alreandy they had broken out more than
they could possibly transport back across the wilderness or cven
fit into the storage holds of their wooden ships. And still therc
was nc sign of their activity abating. Ottarson could imagine the
pattern. They would leave a trail of loot out back across the desert
and huge piles of it on the beaches where it would be found that
the ships could not carry it all. lle knew too that some would die
of the radiation sickness on the returm trek. To lingei longer was
dangerous.

Erik the archer was breaking into a tomb nearby, despite
the hoard of booty he already had. Ottarson lcoked over and saw
that it was the tomb of a young maiden. Her hooded eyes stared st
him in silent accusation from a face that was like an exquisite
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porcelain mask. He became fascinated by her strange and vividly
deathless beauty; the long copper hair streaming out along the floor
as if an entrained time-wind. He imagined in the past life, in the
age before, she may have swept past him on a rainy street outside

a library; her long, delicate fingers holding back her hair in the
silver rain: her love like a finely shaped urn holding the warmth

of .a Flower-Sun.

But now the hope of Sun was gone in steaming vapour of
burst nitrogen: the Sun which would have warmed the world in warm-
ing their bed and found their walls its sphere. Darkness of hope-
lessness clapped in on him. ‘

The morning brought with it a realisation that while
ever the ancients, in their age past, had considered there was a
chance of life-~giving warmth of such a Sun being rekindled, of their
loved ones being resurrected, the northerners were committing
murder every time they robbed a tomb. Even it if had only been. one
chance in a million as the ancients themselves might have bargained
on. His mowrning mixed with revulsion at his own blighted age. He
felt suddenly sick, up from his stomach and across the glistening
floor. He gathered up the imprinted rolls of paper into his bag
and then rushed out through the covridor into the darkness, past

the burnt out laser unit, following the path of twine. Aftecr eternity,

he reached the clean light and air.

And so he waited for his warriors to dribble back in ones
and twos. He wept as he sat looking out at the bones of antique
elephants stretching toward a murky horizon. A sickness gathered

'in him to rise and mix with the disgust.

When the warriors returned to the nightsky they found
Ottarson dead of radiation poison. In respect of his stated wishes
they gathered up his booty to be carried back across the Burning
Ocean, even though they saw little value in sheets of paper. They
built his pyre on the hill above the labyrinth, and under the
direction of Erik the archer, gave him a warrior's funeral. Then
they fled away from his muddy flame and back across the desert.

- Robert Bowden.

000000000000000

The above story is a sequel to "After Ragnarok" (Vision
of Tomorrow no.5) and has not been printed previously. There is a
third story in the series, some twice the length of the above,
called "Impasse", and which is.lined up for a future issue of The
Mentor, unless it is sold first, of course.
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RUNE

Baby ivory and black elephants

swaddled in the grey winding sheets of afternoon dust,
heavyscented and thick goldengloom;

Quivers of bluegray light, blobs of sportsflame,
soft pantyhose mesh of romance '

explode in soft yellow mothflame,-

even the hard redleaves of sunlight

browncurl and die, .

float onto glassyfire black asphalt.

Pianomold, gelatinous, tellyjelly, faunleaf

all faunleaving death, dullpain suburbane.

lt’/‘

Craggy edges of broken eggshell mix,
conglomerate sandochre sharp

shapes twisted, gnarled desire root
tufts of brownblack steelwool fur
scratch and scrape,

claw and serrate cut blood deep
chaotic broken smiles, branding
stabbing at the rawred sky;

Jagged root clump defying,

‘erect oldiron cold, stark

sliver of singeing piercing night.

Bird, whiteflash in the blacknight :
delicate white featherstroking the soft bluesilt
spuming with cloudfroth o :
swooping gaily through all colours

blueballoon bursting, air puff-buffeting.
Scraggle of pubebush, blackwiry

twisting, light seizing, parallel wire humming,
jangle of blackthreads, throttle the sky

and the bird.

Hangs, sways flat golded black eyedisk

alone.

.o Leith Moxrton.
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By Jack WODHAMS

A basket, as every Pommie knows, is an Engiish euphcmism
for bastard. Thus the title, a play on words -~ very clever. Just
mentioned in case you'd like to know.

Now - after an extended period of bovine rumination,
absorbing considerable sf, sf comment and opinion and denunciation,
and after mentally chewing over, as it were, the sf cud - CUD, sir!
there is no 'r* in the month - it ... Oh, I don't know though.

We do begin to wonder which is the greater crap, sf, or what is
written about sf. But to continue -~ thus as stated, after a few
years sf contact and experience, and much inner debate, there is
here prompting from within to deliver a preliminary draft upon .
SF: WHAT IT MEANS TO YOU, ME, AND HUMANITY, and SF: WHY PEOPLE READ
IT, and SF: IS IT LITERATURE? and SF: QUO VADIS? and Si#: PROPHETS
FOR PROFIT, and SF: SYMBOLIC SYMBOLLIX, and SF: I HAVE NO SCREAM
BUT A MOUTHFUL OF FALSE TEETH, and....

SF was probably invented to supply an unconscious need.
Or maybe the need of henceto unconscious people. For SF is indeed
God's gift to critics.

Where, we might well ask, would we be if it were not for
SF? Is there, amywhere in the pantheon (or pantheoff) of written
work, material to be found so vulnerable, so openly naive, so
incautiously venturesome and begging a bugging, as SF? By the very
nature of its labelled content an SF yarn meets scepticism before
its first page is turned. At the outset it is known that the cred-
ulity of the reader is going to be stretched somewhat - it is just
by how much, and how well, that decided between unanimous condemn-
ation, and condemnation with a percentage of dissenters.

As literature, ST is basically farthest out on the limb.
A contemporay western, thriller, romance, or suchlike non-SF trash,
deals largely with readily comprehensible situations that impose
no real strain upon the intellect of the mutt reader.
X "You dad-blamed clalm-Jumpln' son~-of-a-gun!" and Zeke clawed for
‘his Colt .45 and....

X James Bond whipped out his Walther PPK, which she thought was

quite a change, and sald'hllright 'Belle Bayre, where have you
hidden the Goldfinger?"

She fluttered her eyelashes. "You'll never guess..."
X "Oh, Marsha!" - "Oh, John!":
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And then she... and he tenderly.. and she passionately... and
he ripped... and she had tears in her cyes... and a lump in her
throat - a pill. And she coughed and choked, alarmingly, and he
had to send for the doctor, and, really, it quite spoilt his
whole night.

This kind of fiction entertains, sometimes passably well,
but in the main its authors shy from that which is implausible, and
they make great effort, often in vain, to abide by the kmown in
order to achieve conceptual veracity. This,. what = mainstream? -
stuff does not give reviewers a great deal to work on - characters,
characters, nothing but characters, in everyday conditions that a a
reader can appreciate without sweat. Such mainstream story may be
poor, but what intrinsically does it have that can be grasped,
nakedly exposed and nailed, to be gleefully flogged and derided? h"

Friends, the mainstreamer plays it safe, stays within
1imits and postulates nothing unbelievable. There may be fanzines
covering the fictional spy - love - crime - or western fields, but
if such exist they can be but anaemic sisters in comparison to those
that flourish on the SF scene. :

: ~ SF is so criticisable! The SF writer, with her/his tiny
brain, tries to conceive of the world of the future, of human meet-
ing alien, of the impact of a weird invention, of a society beyond
our ken, of monsters and Time-bombs and brains scrambled for break-
fast. And SF writers - oh, ha-ha-ha, oh fat innocent lambs -
present some of their wildest ideas with the utmost sobriety. Oh,
joy!. Oh, Blish! This is not JANE EYRE, or THE BIOGRAPHY OF BALDWIN.
This is DOOMWORLD TOMORROW, and THE GLOXENSPIEL WALKS AGAIN. "My

oh my, mannn from heaven, what lovely, lovely rubbish," the vultures
crow. "What glorious gorging on gaffs and gone-astray gumption to
do, what holes to pick, what faults to find, what delicious gripes,
grouses, grumbles, groans and grouching this S¥ permits us to
indulge."

Is so. SF cries out to have its nits piéked, its flaws
flailed, its boo-boos booed, its dubious dogma of doom disparaged.

SF, as declared, is so criticisable. It's an open slather
for anybody. Folk who cannot tell a Tolstory from a Blytale feel
enough qualified to pass judgement upon any SF that they might
peruse. Why, any fool can see that - would know that - preposterous:
- and for another thing -

L]
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The people who criticise Picasso most harshly are those
whose painting knowledge is limited to house, persons who could
not tell the difference anyway between a Renoir and a Degas.
Picasso is simply not understood by the majority. SF is in similar
casc, and of current literature,is the most annoying, aggravating,
irritating and fulmination-worthy. '

What is wrong with SF is that it is SF. The malaise, if
malaise it is, is inherent and inescapable. Of necessity the farth-
er afield an SF writer may roam in time and space, the less is his/
her speculation likely to add up to score 100. The Super Beings,
the futuristic city, the 1,000 I.Q. mind, the conquest of planets -



N

nd
<, 0

for any visualisation to be anywhere near correct in detail and
transpiring actuality, would require not merely a vivid imaginat-
ion but a superlatively prodigious imagination,; and supportcd by
a reliable crystal-ball. And at that, truth being stranger than
fiction, a trouble could be that no-one would believe it, and it
probably wouldn't sell, baby.

The SF writcer ponders facets, what might be, could be,
partially, perhaps. So he's off-base, forgets this, doesn't allow
for that, fluffs in physics, and falls flat-faced while juggling
chromosomes. She/he is got to be ominipotent? Hell. He/she thinks
it is better to dream in error than never to dream at all. And
critics seize the outstretched neck, gladly and with pleasure,
like every day is Xmas with a turkey to be despatched.

This is why the people who read SF read SF¥ - for the dis-
satisfaction they get out ot it. No other literature dissatisfies
so consistently. To read SF is to see shortcomings, (shoes have
laces in 23047 Will there be shoes? Will there be feet? If so -
why? If not - why: not? Every damn little thing) and any Percy
Lippsup can find meat for his white-man's forked tongue. The
average happily steaming critic does not get paid for her/his
elegant and - erudite discoursings upon the demcrits of SF - and
that the producers of their subject matter do get monies for such
congenitally adulterated verbiage does, quite possibly, add fuel
to their scorn.

There is protest and lament and disenchantment, and
complaint that SF writers are a bunch of meatheads. The quality of
SF is bemoaned. This, we are asked, is literature? What literature
has to do with SF is highly problematical. The SF tag places the
SF work for judgement in an exclusive class of its own. SI is not
read for its literary merit. Any fan who wants to suck up 'good'
literature will find his local library chock-a-block with it. Alas,
the  .SF addict finds that 'good! literature tends to be somewhat
pedestrian in the concepts it expounds and the imagery that it
conjures.

We can decry the SF writers that we have, but they are,
after all, the only ones we've got. We can't create a new batch
overnight. The SF fraternity is an ideas crowd more than anything,
and is conscious of being on the Outer Limits of the writing arts.

. No other section is so bold, so brash, so downright cheeky in

presenting codswallop. It is this nerve, this colossal gall, that
fogs the glasses of its critical readership. And yet - the reader-
reads on, despite everything.

It could be that SF is more interesting in spots than
other literature is in its entirety. What could tickle the curios-
ity buds more tham to leern that a modification to a disintegrator has
changed it to become merely a time-lapse dematerialiser? Is there
a reader who would not want to know what happens when 'annihilated!
enemy, armed and unharmed, begin to reappear all over the place a
couple months or so later? Again, the fertility rights of the
Ubangi might be very intriguing to an anthropologist, but the SF
imbiber can get much more wrapped in the mating customs of the
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concave-titted humanoid femmes on Riga's 121lst planet. And the
Riga-121 males, with no, uh, aw, you know, thing... ah - how do
they do.it? And will our lone and stranded space Crusoe find out?
and manage to get his chop? and what it will be like, and what
happens, and... '

But above all, the core, the heart, the best in SF dis-
seminates thoughts that otherwise might not be thunk. By portraying
the extremity, we can be given to conjecture the consequences of
certain lines of development - BRAVE NEW WORLD - MAKE ROOM! MAKE
ROOM! - NO FLOWERS FOR ALGERNON -~ ON THE BEACH - 1984, and all that.
Paradise or Purgatory, SF warns and suggests and proposes and points .
out and supposes like no other brachh of literature. Si¥ draws
pictures of things that haven't happened yet, things that will

never happen - ridiculous, some of them. But as a warning system D4
it is the most popular one that there is - because even puerile
forecasts stimulate us to use our minds to shoot holes in the

author's created fabric, that we can jeer and say "Nonsensel!l" -

and end up with an opinion on something that we had never thought

to have an opinion on before. '

It is not the answers that are important, so much as the
questions. SF has no answers, but it can sure pop out tihose quest-
ions. It is the dearth of answers that makes SF so aggravating and
frustrating. Which enables us to repeat : SF is the most satisfy-
ing dissatisfying literature that there is.

One safe prediction is that there will be plenty to moan
about in SF in the future. v

' - Jack Wodhams.
THE MOMENT OF WAKENING by Leith Morton.
White twists of swan
in~tHe black pool of mind,
dappled-yellow straw light branches -
.into the cold water clecxr as glass. -

Thought is a taut water-~line o

(the ripe black skin of water .
composed in cool deep pools) )
stagnating in calcified bone,

Golden in the groy light

glinting ivory flesh decays,

rots the sweet black leaf ,
parturating the silver sbelly of night,

Sense erupts into hot yellow
cracks the egg of time,
blood~-red yolk gushing,

and blasts the black night white.
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By A.BertauM CHANDLER

It was a cold night, and dark, with wind and driving rain.

The refugees, sheltering in the old barn with its leaky
roof, had 1lit a fire. This was risky, but not too risky. It was
unlikely that They would be out in force in this kind of weather.
They did not like water in any shape or form. They never had liked
water.

The two men and the three women huddled around the flick-
ering flame, grateful for its feeble warmth. They were in rags, all
of them, with broken, disintegrating shoes. Their clothing, when
new, had been of good quality, but not suitable for life on the run.
Two of the women were young and might once have been pretty, the
other one was middle-aged, as were the men. All five of them looked
0ld - and all of them looked as though they had known better days.
The girls, perhaps, had once worked in an office. The womegn must
have been a comfortably off, bridge-playing housewife. One of the
men - a shopkeeper? - had been fat once; his skin was now as poor
a fit as his clothing. The other one was in better condition phy-
sically and by his speech and bearing suggested that he was accust-
omed to command. Whatever it was that he had commanded was irret-
rievably lost in the past. Perhaps, if this little band survived,
he would become their leader; its members had come together, quite
by chance, only a few hours prior to their takihg shelter.

Ready to hand was their scant weaponry - a .22 rifle, a
shotgun, a small axe, two kitchen knives. Of them all the shotgun,
belonging to the ex-shopkeeper, was the most useful - but only five
cartridges remained for it.

The woman, hugging her still ample breasts, complained,
"It's cold..."

"We daren't build a bigger fire," the tall man, the one
who had never been fat, told her.

"L don't see why not..." grumbled one of the girls rebell-
iously. ,

The tall man, speaking slowly and carefully, said, "They
have sharp eyes..." '

"It's more than their eyes that are sharp!" exclaimed the
other girl. ' ‘
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"T miss the News..." whined the ex-shopkeeper. "On the
radio, on the TV... What's happening? What's the Army doing?"

"How did it happen?" demanded the woman. "And why are-
n't the Americans doing something about it?"

"They'll be having their own troubles," said the girl
who had wanted a bigger fire. "And the Russians, too. I heard
something about it on the radio before They killed everybody in
the town. Almost everybody."

"I thought They were only here," said the woman. "How
could They get to other countries?"

"They're small," said the tall man. "And they've been
stowing away cboard ships ever since there were ships. And now
they have the intelligence to stow away aboard aircraft..."

"But how did it start?'" asked the ex-shopkeeper.

"A mutation, I suppose... One of them born with superior
intelligence, and other improvements... Tom-catting around and
spreading his seed over the entire country... It's possible.. It
must be. It happened." ' '

"But why do they hate us so much?" almost wept the woman.
"I was always good to them, to the ones I had. The best food, and
expensive, no scraps... Their own baskets to slcep in..."

"Why shouldn't they hate us?" countered the more intell-
igent of the two girls. "I've been thinking about it quite a lot -
when I've had time to think, that .ss. We did give the bastards
rather a rough spin. Having them doctored, mcles and females.
Drowning their young ones..."

The tall man laughed bitterly. "That's what I should
have done - but I was too soft hearted. You know..." he laughed
again... "I'm inclined to think that this is 21l my fault..."

"What the hell do you mean?" growled the ex-shopkeeper.
"How the hell can it be?"

"I may as well tell you, " was the reply.
+ + : +

It all started, I suppose (said the tall man) =z long tinc
ago. Not so long really, but it seems centuries. Ve, my wife and
I, lived in an old house in a quiet side street... I don't know
what happened to her, to my wife. I'm still trying to find her.
But... '

Anyhow, this street was infested with cats. ©She hated
cats, although I liked the brutes. I used to like the brutes, that
is. My wife'd raise Cain if ever I talked to one, and she used to
keep the high walls around our garden sprayed with some muck that
was supposed to keep them off.

Well, at the time I was Master of a small ship on a nice
coastial run - about a week away from home and then about three days
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in port. At times, though, I used to run late; I was having a bad
spell with head winds. My wife had arranged to go away for a week
at. a holidday resort, her booking coinciding with my absence. I
should have been in and out before she left - as it was, I got in
just before she left. '

About the first thing she said to me when I walked intb
the house was, "You will do something about the cats." :

"What cats?" I asked.

She told me. During my last voyage one of the local
females had given birth to no less than eight kittens in our car-
port. It wouldn't have been at all hard to dispose of them when
they were newborn - just a bucket of water and a fairly hard heart.
But she not only hated cats, she couldn't bear to touch them.

There were other jobs lined up for me as well (he said
reminiscently). Some inside painting, the chandeliers to clean, a
few minor repairs around the place, a spot a gardening. But the
cats had priority.

They were rather charming kittens; although their mother
was grey they were black and white. They were lively - and they
were full of fight. My first intention was to drown them. I half
filled the garbage can with water, caught one and dropped him in.
But he was a good swimmer and put up such a fight, trying to Jjump
out, that . I hadn't the heart to go through with it. I rescued
him and turned him loose - and, naturally cnough, he and all his
cobbers bolted for cover. That was the first day. :

The next day I decided to get the R.S.P.C.A, to do the
job. I rang them up, and was told that they collected unwanted
animals in our district only on Mondays - and I was sailing at
midnight on Sunday. The alternative would be to take them round
to the Dogs' Home in persomn. So, on Saturday afternoon, I had a
large empty carton ready and had a lively time catching kittens.
By this time they realised that I bore them ill will, Finally I
had five in the carton - I was covered with sweat and scratches

‘and stinking of cat - and decided that this was at least a start.

I went back into the house to shower and change. When I was clean-
ed up I didn't ring at once for a taxi but went back outside, hop-
ing that I'd be able to catch the remaining threce kittens., I saw
their mother leading four kittens up the drive. Then I saw that
she had overturned the carton, freeing her offspring. One remained
inside the box. He swore at me. I swore back and left him there,
deciding to make a big effort the following day.

Now you have to visualise the lay-out. There was the
carport, with a shed at the end of it. There was no room under
the shed, but there was a space at the back, between it and the
back fence of our property. This apace was too small for me to
squeeze into, but there was ample room for cats. After I'd started
my attack on them the kittens had taken refuge there.

I didn't like having.to do whatAI‘did do, but I'd prom-
ised my wife that the place would be clear of cats on her return.
I used the garden hose to flush them out, onc by one. They were
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stubborn. I could feel them hating me, and by this time I was
rather hating myself. Their mother was hovering around, not daring
to intervene - but if looks could have killed I'd have dropped decad

on the spot.

But, one by one, I caught the poor, half drowned little
wretches, opened the front gate just a crack and threw them out
into the street. They were yelling blue murder. The last one of
all was more than just half drowned when he finally gave up the
struggle and crawled from behind the shed. Even so, he gave me a
nasty scratch.

I went outside to make a last check, to make sure that
I'd evicted all eight of them. I had. Their mother was lying cn
her side in the gutter, giving suck. She looked at me very reproa-
chfully.

B Hg o

But that wasn't what warried me. It was something that
I saw, something that I heard - although I didn't remember it prop-
erly until They came out from hiding and started to take over the

world. I suppose that He, even then, had powers, although they were
yet to be developed. He must have inhibited my memory somchow -

although, then, nobody would have believed my story.

As I picked Him up I saw that his front paws were more
like little hands than paws - and it is the hands of His children
that, with their brains, have enabled them to Tight us with their
acts of sabotage.

And I heard in my mind a voice, not a hugan voicc, saying,
"You will pay for this..."

gity
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"You will! You will!" screamed the woman, reaching for
the shotgun.

The ex-shopkeeper snatched it from her beiore she could
use it. He said slowly, "Leave him for Them to deal with. Then,
almost whispering, "I'd have drowned the little bastards..."

- A, Bertrum Chandler.
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I WILL FEAR NO EVIL Reviewed by G .

By Robert A, Heinlein.
Galaxy magazine. July/December, 1970.

This was a very interesting story, if you like o believe
that women will all be inclined to nymphomania in the future!

The idea of a brain transplant is not so very farfetched
now as it might have. been before the heart transplant occurred. Main
organs can and are being transplanted successfully in our j&isfiestdine s,
So I can go along with that part of the story easily. The problems
that arose due to the body being a young womans and the brain that
of an old man were as one would imagine. That part was also very
well done, the lessons in make-up, dressing, etc were well done.
Enough conflict between the mind and the body's natural instincts
to make it believable, although I do not think that women will be
quite so casual about sexual matters even then.

The living conditions are also quite possible; we see
some hint of it today in the big cities. That was well done and I
found that the story held my interest. One thing struck me though,
that Heinlein was not gquite as good as I have always found him. 1t
is very difficult,mostly, for a man to write from a woman'd point
of view. Some men come close and this he has done, with the except-
ion that women no matter how emancipated they like to think them-
selves, are basically shy of being fully emancipated when it comes
to sex. They do not indulge in bi-sexual rclations and hetero at
the same time, It is one or the other.

The sperm bank donations for future use by donsors or
others is feasible and the use is was put to in the story was in
line with the character: although, this man wanted to live longer
in order to continue with his multiple business interests and that
being the case, he would not have gone on to have a child without
(a) checking to sece the risks involved, and (b) thinking logically
of how it would affect his business. A man such as he was Jjust
wouldn't have done it. There are several points like this that
pulled down the level of the story. It could have been excellent,
but I found it hard to think that the ego or whatever that remained
in the donor's body could rule his emotions to the extent that
they did. I always have been under the impression that the brain
ruled the body.

Apart from the sexual behavior of the people of that time,
Heinlein gave very little background of the socicty as a whole. A
bit here and there,but so much was clouded and left me confused as
to how the country was really run.
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B During the trial to prove his identity there was again a
great play .about how she/he was thinking of bed games again. Oh
sure, they were discussing the case but it seemed to me that the
main..interest was sex. This as a woman made me quite cross. Women,
unlike men, are not thinking of sex all the time, especially under
those circumstances, they would be very concerned about the money
angle, as witness the behavior of his women heirs. Apart from that,
there was very little about Johann Smith, his thoughts and person-
ality; it got swamped by Eunice. Now, he didn't strike me as being
that weak a character. He had made a fortune, built up an empire -
that took strength, mental and physical, so all of a sudden he

stops thinking of all that and runs around trying to seduce every
available male in sight, including the domors husband. Really....

Smith also runs about doing good deeds, not in his former
character would he have dreamt of doing that. So once again the
tale fell flat. I will admit that his characterization of a rampant
nymph with a heart of gold was very good; he must have known one
or two. I also thought that bringing Jake into his/her mind was
bad. Eunice was at least reasonably acceptable. But Jake??¢

Frankly the story as a whole disappointed me; gven the
ending was trite. Giving their life up for a child. Oh boy, in
True Love or mags of that kind yes, but in Si? Really Mr Heinlein.

The idea was good but somewhere along the line it fell
by the wayside. Which was a pity. Of course I am looking at it from
a woman's angle, which Ron wanted, but apart from that side of it,
what I have said still stands and many SF readers will agrec with
me. I do think, however, that it had its moments, although I would
have thought that there would have been further advances by that
time in space travel, rather than just a colony on the moon, espec-
ially one where one took nothing in the way of worldly wealth. In
order to advance, money, etc, is necessary. Idealism is all very
nice but impractical in the extreme. OK, so Earth was supporting
it, but there were those against the project too, and the colony
woilld nee. resources that were .purely orientated to the needs and its
well-being. %

. . & . - PR - .

All in aiI, it struck mé that the story was written as an
exercise, to bring a sexy yarn into the field : wrap it around a
brain transplant and call it S¥. :

Why bother?

“There are those who brobubly.lilked it. I like icinlein,.
but I tidink he could have done better. - S

0000006600000
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BEAUTY
Beauty is in the eye of the beholder:
how true,
I see that
every time I see you;
no matter what others think,
no matter what they do,
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