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ONRAD AN D CRITTICTISHI

The first in a serics of Fun Articles
00000000NOO0000OGCO0O00O0O0O0000O0O0O0000O0000O0O00N000O000000000O0O0O0ODNOODOOOOOOOOOO

Critigism of litcrature is a subject sufficiently interesting to
attract the attention of a large array of very intcilligent thinkers
over the spacec of many years. Samuel Johnson started the ball
rolling with his unfair inclusion of vcry sharp rumarks about the
poetry in a vg%ypc called LIVES OF THE POETS. Othcrs have followed

5 R I C - . .
suit = somg havd Becn crcative artistsy; mest, mercifully, uwerc
not. Henry James wrotc novels and criticism with equal facility,

but Cambridge doyen F R Luavis, has not, to my knowledge,
published a novcl in his life, Neither is ne knouwn as a poct,

Which all gogs to show that criticism is not just the activity of

the idle madmen, &s some would have you belizvao. Some of thess nay
saysrs are authors themselves, and they just don't like the damn
interfering critics, Others arc s f fans who dc not rcply to
editorials about revicwing and criticism, =2nd thercfore get the

sort of fiction they decserve. (The connection bectwcen these state-
ments is rather mbscure, I admit, but the observant may sec a link
between the s f fan's attitude to criticism and conscgquent mediocrity
of his reading matter, =nd the Austrealian public's attitude to
politicians, and the consequent mediocrity on that score). There
are pecple like George Turncr who write monumental articles like

ON WRITIKNG ABOUT S F, and receive back about two lettcrs from that
vast creative fraternity that secmed so intellisent when Halan Ellison
described them in DANGEROUS VISIONS,

My argument all along has been that Criticism is fun. If that puts
it somewhere in thec pigcon hole that contains maths puzzles, having
children, and otherunlikgly pastimes, then I really cannot apologize.,.
There are English Departmcnts at Universitics for those who can see
their way clcar to Criticizing professionally, and I often wish I

was among their numbcr, In the mcantime, onc can gain some plcasant
mental cxorcise by rcviecwing for publications such as S F COMMENTARY.

And... one can reminiscc., For instance, I can rcmember the time
when thcre was time for sitting in the Baillku Library at Mzlbourne
University and, when not dozing, time to read books, and time to read
books about books. Bccause of the unfortunate circumstance that
I could gain incrediblc marks on cssays like the ong you _are about to
read, but did rotten English exam papcrs, I am not/§€fffn9n Baillieu
Library, but flinging round grcat clods of intellectual nonscnse in
the classrooms of Ararat Technical School. I'm not sure that the
Education Dupartment would have allowcd me time off to bc an
intellcectual anyuway.

The cxcuse for presenting this erticle, and those that follow, then,
is that Criticism Is Fun {1 must have something of the tcachcr in
me - that's justanother slogan) and that Criticism is Natalgia,
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Eccause it is zon ectivity in which I can no longer indulge at leisure,
In this spirit, I want to talk about NOSTROMO, a novel by Joseph
Conrad.

0o oo (a)a] [a)s]

Opinion is typically divided q{g8ﬂéa?mportant Pecopls do not like
Joseph Conrad or NOSTROMO, but that Very Important People like

F R Leavis and his friends liked both very much indeed. The trouble
is that Conrad himself wasn't a Revolutionary like D H Lawrence (yes,
there were Harlan Ellisons in mainstream, as well) nor did he pretcnd
to be. The turn of the century, when Conrad's novels appeared, was
not the time for inflammatory talk or revolutionary writing. By
training, Conrad was British to the, core (although he was born in
Poland) and many of his shorter stories, such as N----- OF THE
MARCISSUS, have a nauseating stiff-upper-lip quality., To be more
precise; if I had not rcad NOSTROMO, and had only read Conrad's
shorter stories,. then I would be an anti-Conrad critic,

Conrad has « reputation for sea stories; his works still appear on
schoal book lists, Conrad has all the morc obvious marks of a first
class bore. What's so special, then, about NOSTROMOY

For a start, it has an cxtremely complex story, which doesn't concern
me here. It doos mean howsver, that some of Conrad's stories have
the reputation for being "difficult", which is a murderous reputation
to have in Australia, The story cuts backwards and forwards over
the time of a revolution in Costaguana, archetypal Central American
reputlic, The colonial representatives appear to lose for awhile,
the yokel Latin Americans bungle tho whole thing, and both the

author and characters obscrve the fracas with commendable equanimity.
On the surface, nobody comes out toao badly, except one poor sap who
drowns himself., The Nostromo of the title is a mysterious figure

who goes about savino pcople, and puts people In Contact With Each
Other. Does that sound slightly more moderm thanm 1904, H G Wells
and all that? It should.

NOSTROMC is an important novel for its times, and for its author,
because it is such a recmarkably dry, unpompous book for both its

ora and writer, It's a Realist novel: it's one of those few novels
that really tries to see Things As They Are.

But that cliche, as you may be amware, is the sort of thing revolu-
tionary writerz, or self-styled revolutionaries, say about their
works. Come 1800, it's Blake, and later Coleridge who call the
Country Parson Sct of the 1700s a collection of - —country parsons.
"Spe things as they arel” Comec passion, herocs, excitement, wars
and the assorted catastrophes of the 19th century. Becthoven also
dicd Seeing Things As They Arc. Come the 1930s, and - "Boyoboy,
the 19th century was stupid -and melodrametic -, lct's Sece Things As
They Arc." Since the fFrench never do anything elsc, the British,
who ar: always behind the timegs in thesc things, jazzed up some
Symbolist tcchniques, nircd some propagandists at SURVEY magazine,
and got back to the rcal nitty-gritty. People are still complaining
about That Modcrn Poetry.... ind you all know about Hippies, and
science fiction, and all that,

3 METRZV I &



Haviny left litcrery history blscdingontothe pages of this magazine,
and having libglled countless worthy gentlemen, I return to NOSTROMO.
The important thing is that NOSTROMO does not shout z2bout its
regvolutionary qualitics. As I have said, it's plot is conventional
enough, except that Conrad rearrenges time scquences in a very
sophisticated manner in order tec gain some precise effects that have
nothing to do with RLterary dogma. The important thing, indeed,
is that NOSTROMO does not shout at all - it is a novel of enormaus
verbal range, much of it pianissimo.

Why then is NOSTROMO one of thc most important novels in the English
language? The answer lies someuhere in the summary that "NOSTROMO
is a profoundly sceptical novel". The recvolutionary books of the
world are presumcd to be sceptical by definition - to guestion all
is a sceptical activity. However, the revolutionaries of any time’
claim for themselves an entirely new perccption of reality, one that
has nothing to do with what has gone before. How then does Conrad
manage to be truly realistic without trying to arep away the past?
How does Conrad managc to be a "comfortable" absorbing writer, and
at the same time disturb his rcaders as much as any other

writer who has ever lived?

It's been a cliche during the last few ycars to call a novel a
"scoptical" piece of fiction. "Deeply disturbing" novzls sell

in their millions, and this may say a good deal about today's reading
public, but little about the state of modern literature, For one
thing, "scepticism" is often confuscd with "pessimism", The Oxford
Dictionary defines a "sceptic" as a person who either is .a person

who "questions the possibility of knowledge", or is "indisposed in
general, or on a particuler subject, to accept currency or authority

as proving the truth: of opinions." Sccpticism does not necessarily
involve hopelessness, although the trend since the First World UWar
has bezn to confusc the two terms, How then does Conrad, in NC5TROMO,

contrive to be truly sceptical, i.c. committed entirely to the attempt
to see past falschood, but at the same time not overcome with horror

at thc sights his scarch revgals? Sccpticism has brought paranoia

to many other authors, remember. :

On the surface, as I have said, NOSTROMO docs not necessarily
entail scepticism, We arc told an unusually complex story about

a minor rcvolution, in which the forces of order seem to win convin-
cingly, and establish a [Libcral Rcpublic of prosperity and political
stability.

But thz time-jumps involvec in the story are puzzling, andif one
investigates thc main characters at all, onc immediately faces the
proclem of the complexity of their motives, and the stress iaid on
individual persnnal problcms and thoughts, Furthermore, Conrad
guys the traditional good-solid-yarn medium with Part III of the
novel, the last section, The comfortably stupid Captain flitchell
narratecs the superficial triumph af the Republic, but Conrad has
aircady shown us the privete view of Nostromo's tragedy, and the
disturbing decath of DOon Martin Dccoud,.

A sceptical novelist makes the reader ask "Why?" in cvcry sentence.
I want to investigate how Conrad uses every complex relationship of
plot, charactcrization, decscription and abstraction, to press for
that only important guestion: "Why?"
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The most penetrating insights occur in the long passage of the book
in which flostromo (Capataz of the Cargadores), after whom the novel
is named, and young nobleman Don Martin Jecoud, drift on the Golfo
Placido in a lighter laden with silver from the Gould mine,

This passage can be examined from a number of viewpoints (for its
cinematic directness, as one line of attack), but scepticism is
perhaps the most useful.

Nostromo and Decoud sct out on the lighter immediately after a
disturbing interview between Nostromo and Italianmatmach Teresa Viola,.
The extract flows as a continuous whole, and then flows back into

the texture of the novel. To slice it is to maim the passage, To
leave it unexamined is injustice, and to look carefully at more than
one of the important passagzs of this novel, is impossible,

As the voyage commences, fNostromo end Decoud seem to have the same,
or very similar goals. At any rate, they keep a common face to
each other. Several times, Nostromo seems to speak for them both
in saying:

"I spoke to you openly as to a man as desperate as myself,"

explained the Capataz, "The silver must be saved from the

Monteristseae"

(Pp234-235, Penguin edn)

However, as Decoud and Nostromo lie in the darkness at the mercy of
the Gulf and a steamer that nudges close to them during a very thick
fog, Contrad demonstrates an ambiguous connection between Nostromo
and the silver loaded in thc middle of the lighter, The previous
cvents of theo same night are. recalled by Nostromo; that is, the
strange conversation at Teresa Viola's deathbed. It is early in
the journey - Nostromo's mind is shown in an unusually reflective
states

"L ook here, senor," Nostromo went on. "I never even
remonstrated about this affair. Directly I heard what was
wanted I saw what a desperate affair it must be, =2nd I made up

my mind to see it out. Fvery minute was of importance... Later
on, that poor dying woman wanted to see me, as you knouw,

Senor, I was reluctant to go. I fel. already this cursed silver

growing heavy upon my back, and I was afraid that, krowing her-
self to be dying, she would ask me to ride off again for a

prist.e... I pretended I did not belicve she was going to die.
Senor, I refused to fetch a priest for a dying woman... The
thing sticks in my throat. Sh€ may be dead already, and
here we are floating helpless, with no wind at all. Curse on
all superstition. She died thinking 1 deprived her of Para-
dise, I suppose. It shall be the most desperate affair of my
3 13}
Ly (Page 225)

Conrad shows us a man prcvented from taking any positive action for
onc of the few times in his life, as the boat drifts in near '
complete stiliness. He secs his own will as the most important

part of the whole affair, "Every minute was of importance" rings
through this whole passage, bccause Mostromo can use every minute
profitably, when circumstances allow him to. Nostromo's sincerity
in this reference to that "poor dying woman" contrasts with the
ruthlessness he latcr shows, both towards Hirsch, the cringing figure
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found on thc boest, and even in fiis more despcerate statements to
Decoud.,

Nostromo is afraid of nothing within his ordinary experience, Yyet

the writer makes us fgel the *"cursed silver growing heavy " on his
back, and his fear of being forced to ride for a priest. Nostromo's
mind grapples with his reasons for not aiding Teresa. These
reasons, spoken in a flat, sullen tone, contrast with the rising
passion of "I refused to fetch a priest for a dying woman", and
culminate in the self-revcaling, crisp and haunting statement: "The
thing sticks in my throat". Nostromo adds, with an explanation that
lacks the emphasis and feeling of the prcvious statement, but is
concerned more with his own physical vulnerability: '"She may bo dead
already, and here we arc floating heclpless, with no wind at all”.
Conrad then demonstrates that Nostromo will not face up to the
implications of the statement he has just made. Nostromo facilely
blames the whole problem on "all superstition", and adds the
emotionally blank, almost cruel, statement that ¥She died
thinking I deprived her of Paradise, I suppose. It shall be the
most despcrate affair of my life." The silver is again all-
important, Several tines later, we see that Hostromo's practicality
again controls his aspirations: "Now, Don Martin, let us take up
the sweeps and try to find the Isabels". Jhatever the possibilities
of fog-bound contemplation, the silver must be hidden from the
Monterist revolutionaries,

Every aspect of the lighter's journey rcesounds to the influence of

the silver: its preciousness, its proximity, its power to dull
creative thought and generate heroic cnergy. Niastromo and Don

flartin discover thc pearanoic Hirsch hiding terror-stricken on the
barge as it drifts through the fog. Hirsch is a living symbol of
other men's fears, as ha jumps over and around the silver and Nostromo
and Don Martin clamber aftcr him,.

The writer also reminds us that the silver is an objecctive represen-
tation of the political strife that Causes the journey in the first
place. In particular, the reader is shouwn the contrasting
reminiscenscs of both men concerning Charles Gould, silver mine
manager and political entrepeneur, around whaon the revolutionary
situation rcvolves. At the same time, a steamer contsining
carousing Recvolutionaries crecps towards them through the fog, and
threcatcns both their lives and purposc:

Decoud stood as if paralysed; only his thoughts were wildly
activeses He rcmembercd the Casa Gould on his last visit, the
arguments, the toncs of his voice, the impenetrable attitude

of Charlcs, Mrs Gould's face so blanched with anxiety and
fatigque that her eycs scemed to have changed colour, appearing
nesrly black by contrast. Even wholc sentences of thac
proclamation which he meant to make Zarrios issue from his
headquarters at Cayta as soon as got ktherec passed through his
mind; the very germ of thec ncw State, thc Separationist
proclamation which he had tried befors he left to read hurricdly
to Don Jose, strctchecd out on his bcd under the fixed gzze of
his daughter... Decoud had that very draft in his pockot,
written in gpencil on scveral loosc shceute of paper, with the
hecavily printed heading, "Acministration of the San Tome
Silver Mine, Sulaco, Republic of Costaguana". He had written
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it furiously, enatching page after page oun Charles Gould's table.
“irs Gould had looked several times over his shoulder as he wrote;
but the 3enior Administrador, standing straddle-legged, would
not evan glance at it when it was finished. He had waved it
away firmly. It must have been scorn, and not caution... And
trhat showed his disdain, the true English disdain of common
prudecnce, as if everything outside the range of their own thoughts
and feelings were unuworthy of serious recognition.
(Pages 233-234, underlining mine)
The reader remembers from earlier in the novel, that on previous
visits to the Goulds, Dcecoud was the rather arrogant young political
journalist who thought he understood the whole Costaguanan
situation and all thc pcople involved, and simultaneously separated
himself from any direct action.

Howcver, for this onc occasion, he 1s committed to full involvement
in the political l1ife of the country. Conrad's scepticism about
Decoud's (or anyons's) capacity for such involvement, and indeed
whether such is ever justified, is revcaled in the passage above.
Wle are shown that Decoucd ncver recally understood the-Goulds, the

manipulators/iﬂose interests hc works. His impressions are a
pastiche of isolated images that appear with confusing swiftness
across the reflccting screen of his mind. It is not a pleasant

picturc , especially the images ccnnected with Decoud's main
intercst: the "whole sentences of the proclemations". The "secd”
of a hope in a Separationist Statc scoms planted in gloom ("Mrs
Gould's face...") and a generally upsetting confusion., Conrad's
irony can be seen in the passage underlined above. All the
importance of the Proclamation is wasted on "loose sheets of pger®
upon which the *"heavily printed heading" is imposed inevitably and
ominously. We are made to feel Decoud’s increasing bitternessas
he crouches cn the raft, and remembers the scorn of Gould, a scorn
that did not strike him at the time.

Conrad and the reader want to ask Decoud the question he is
Nimself not prepared to face -~ why expend so much passion and energy
on a man who regards "everything outside the range of (his) own
thoughts and feeling..." as ",,.unworthy of serious recognition®?

In a passage several pages later, Nostromo's complementary memories
«of the Goulds, (this time voiced aloud), include the thought that
"Those gentlefolk do not seem to have sense enough to understand

what they are giving cne to do... It was as if they had been deaf ."
And this from the man who must save their silver!

Noctromo does not lighten the g3loom, when he comments that the tuwo
of them will be '"as safe as the silver”.

And for the reader perusing the novel for the second time , there is
the knowledge that the silver remains safe -~ forever buried in a
gully in the middle of a small island in the middle of the Golfo
Placidoy while its two protecctors die under its influence.

II

Scepticism about the characters' motives turns into scepticism about
knowledge in general. How far can men understand and actually
communicate about each other? This theme of NOSTROMO is nothing if

)
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r mugzrT. .nan there is tihe tneme that is just as univer al, and
modern =~ how far can we understand the structure of nature within
which men must live and think? NOSTRO/10 ostensibly deals with
politics, but the first chapter describes the Eolfo Placido in almost
mystical terms, so that the mysterious and all-consuming stretch of
water flows through the novel, while the human adversaries bob over
its surface. i

Conrad does not fall into the trap of delivering'a philosophy lecture
(this he leaves to innumerable ANALOG story-writers). The whole
experience of "knowing® and "not knowing" is created in the reader's
mind, drawing it closer and closer to Conrad's own scepticism which
informs and enlightens. Conrad's literary technique is so finely
wrought that thes framework of scepticism becomes essential to the
novel. Conrad does not just adorn a quite neutral plot, as in
"pnsychological thrillers",f or instance. bhat better way to examine
the relationship between people and their universe, than to have
three highly individual examples of humanity flocating on a silver-
laden lighter in the middle of a gulf at the dead of a very dark
night? Their backgrounds and purposes may be disparate, but they
stay toget her for thc whole of the journey.

In addition, Conrad describes the voyage in such a way that the

reader experiences the duration of every minute. This is accaom-
plished through a brilliantly sustained technique, in which Conrad
uses as far as possible the stability, power anc duration of
monosyllabic words, He varies theo effect so that the most time-
consuming events on the lighter are the longest events in the reader's
mind. The reader is engaged in the business of survival and intro-
spection as much as Decoud and  ostromo. Compared with many novels,
the element of suspense during the steamer-lighter encounter is not
used to speed up the reader's reactions, but to slow them down.

Two strands of thought are separated - in the Golfo Placido passage.
Nostromo becomes increasingly involved with his purpose, while Decoud
becomes increasingly detached., This effect arises not only from

the separate natures of the men themselves, uwut also the effect each
has on the other, and, very importantly, the effect the Gulf and

the uncontrollable element of Hirsch has on them bothg

He heard Nostromo mutter again, "No! there is no room for fear
on this lighter. Courage itself does not seem good cnough,.

I have a good eye and a steady hand; no man can say he ever sauw
me tired or uncertain what to do; but por Dios, Don Martin,

I have becn sent out into this black calm on a business uwhere
neither a good eye, nor a steady hand, nor Jjudgment are any use.."
He swore a string of oaths in Spanish and Italian under his
breath, "Nothing but sheer desperation will do for this affair."

These words were in strange contrast to the prevailing peace =
to this almost stolid stillness of the g.ulf, A shower fell
with an abrupt whispering sound all around the boat, and Decoud
took off his hat, and, letting his head get wet, felt greatly
refreshed. Prescntly a steady little draught of air caressed
his cheek. The lighter begen to move, but the shower distanced
bl 1l The drops ceasced to fall upon his head and hands, the

wh igpering died out in the distance. Nostromo emitted a grunt
of satisfaction, and grasping thc tiller, chirruped softly, as
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sallors do, to cncourege the wind. Never for the last three days
had Dccoud felt lesc the need for whet the Capataz would call
desperation,

"1 fancy I ncar, another shower on the water", ht obscrved in
a tonc of quict contznt. #1 hope it will catch us up".

Mostromo ceased chirruping at once. "You hear another shower?"

he said, doubtfullVecoes The sound which Becoud had detected

came elong the weter harshly. Nostroma recognized that noise

parta king of a hiss and a rustle wnich spreads out on all sides

of a steamer making hcr way through a smooth water on a guiet

night.

(Pages 231-232)

In the incident quoted above, Conrad tries to examine knowledge in
three aspects, and thcrefore show how tantalizingly closc people may
come in their understanding of one another. tvents are scen through
the eyes of Descoud, Hz continually attempts to, and fails to,
understand his companion, becausc, shortly beforehand, he thought he
had nearly ceught the essencec of the man from his treatment of Hirsch,
Nostrome is shown through Dccoud's, and omr, cyecs attemgting to
account for Hirsch in his own plans, “"No! there is no room for
fear on this lightcr¥ seems uttered as a dcfence against the tactile
symbol of fear reprcsented by Hirsch. In gcneral the novel shouws
that Nostromo is incapable of fear, but on the other hand: Courage
itself does not seem good enough.” ffostromo is complctely aware of
and able to use his powers to ensure his ghysical courage.
All his life his "good eye® and "stcady hand® have been sufficient
for his purposas. Howecver, the threatening darkness of the ulf
arouses the most pressing frustration he has esver folt, Nostromo's
use of the negative words '"hlack calm" and "neither® and the string
of "nmors",cffectively cancel in his own mind the pouwer of his phy-
sical advantagcs.,. Such is his frustration that he can only explede
into a string of complctely uscless oaths. Nostromo then utters
one of his rare abstract stetemcnts: "'Nothing but desperation will
do for this affair'." Conred crzates two effects in this monologue.
Vostromo has achieved much by guesticoning his total rcliance on his
owun physical and mcntal powcrs in any situation. At the same time
we and BCccoud realize that the only practical strength and enginuity
on the lighter is Nostromo's. Conrad has already derived quite some
humour from Dzcoud's notabl. incapacity to perform any but the
simplest tasks on the lightuir,

It scems for thc moment that Dccoud may havc achicvzd some under-
standing of Nostromo. Much of the sntire novel concerns itsclf with
the attempt, and failurc, of pecople to understand cach other, and the
difficulty is the same in time of stress or in time of social easc,
Paoplc such as Gould arc ncarly blinded by thcir ideals and aimsg
while others such as Mrs Gould and Dr Menygham understand cach other
well, but lack the pouwer to make such an understanding meaningful in
the light of Sulaco lifc and pelitics, The incident under dis-
cussion is so vital to Conrad's examination because it providcs the
closcs nccessary proximity of tuwo people in the whole novel, For
practical purposcs alone, Nostromo and Decoud must nearly act and
think as one, Howcver, evcn in this situation, Conrad does not
find a relationship one could call understanding, or mutual self-
knowledgc .
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e practicalities,; the business at hand, d.minates the thoughts of
poth participants. Conversation is restricted by the nececsity for
silence. Always there is the mocking "“prevailing peace... this
almost stolid stiliness of the gqulf.” The qQulf is a living barrier
to understanding, a tangible equivalent of the limiting role of
politics in the rest .of the novel. The Gulf reassures its own at
times = we share-in Decoud's refresinment as the shower passes.

We share the sights and sounds of the gulf - the "abrupt whispering
sound" and the wet hair.,

However, the stillness always returns. Nostromo, however, has
ceased to wonder about fear and courage. Now we hear a "grunt of
satisfaction" from him and his soft chirruping is the sound of a
"man on the job", His self-sufficiency covers him again.

Decoud has also become oversatisfied - no longer is he concerned
about Nostromo. His reliably unreliable sense of the practical
breaks the bond of understanding with Nostromo as he disturbs him at
his work., JThe satisfying *chirruping" stops. The f'hiss and a
rumble that spreads out on all sides?, and the necessity for rapid
thought &nd action as the steamer approaches, completely destroys the
quietly exultant mood of the previous passage. During the rest of
the journey , the two men's experiences do not so clocely approach
each other again. They are compared and contrasted, and their
parting is accompanied by some ill-feeling and blatant irrespcnsibiligpy
on the part of Nostromo. Conrad asks all the questions of this
relationship that need to be asked, then leaves thes reader to
experience the grinding process triggered by these questions.

In many ways, Decoud spiritually wastes away during the whole novel.
Only at its end does he face up to his strange physical death. In
the passage below, two forms of scepticism cling closely together,
although the passage is not as well-written as the passage just
discussed. The reader is most closely involved witi: Nostromo's
reactions to the probable death of Decoud:

That empty boat, coming out to meet him mysteriously, as if
rowed by an invisible spectre, exercised the fascination of some
sign, of some warning, seemed to answer in a startling and
enigmatic way the persistent thought of a treasure and of & man's
fates.s In the distance the transports, more in a ©2unch nouw,
held on straight for Sulaco, with their air of friendly contest,
of nautical sport, of a regatta; and the united smoke of their
funnels drove like a thin, sulphurous fogbank right over his
head., It was his daring, his courage, his act that had set
these ships in motion upon the sea.
(Page 404)
Conrad "builds in" his effect by ensuring within the story that
ilostromo never meets ODecoud again after he leaves the young man to
guard the treasure on an island in the middle of the Gulf, This
failure of enterprise is itself an unprecedented rebuke to Nostromo's
POWETrS. It brings him to his closest point towards examination of
his own motives. His quilt appears to him in thought as an
"invisiblec spectre" presenting the "sigh" and "warning® he has felt
for the last feuw uweeks. Both.his positions as keeper of the silver
and the man who placed another man on an island to wait, are recalled
in his "persistent thought of a treasure and a man's fate". The
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transports mocl« Nostromo with their gay complacency. They eask no
guestions =~ all is & "friendly contest®, a "mautical sport”,

a “regatta” to them, as they represent all that is most mechanical
and efficient in Gould's regime. MNostromo is haunted by the "thin,
sulphurous fogbank right over 'his head". Later, as he stares out
into the gulf, the responsioility that Nostromo never felt before
appears visibly as "e living expression came upon the still features,
deep thought crept into the empty stare = as if a2n outcast soul,

a quiet, brooding soul, finding thet untenanted body in its uway,

had come in steelthily to take possession'. However, again the
knowledge that will forever eluce Nostromo evades him. He fagain
surrendered himself to the universal repose of all visible things".

Is this ‘however a cause for ultimate pessimism? Scepticism and
pessimism nearly become the one term, in the passage that deals
with Decoud's fate, Does Conrad say that all honest sceptical
guestioning must lead to ultimate negativism? Conrad tries to
ansuer this by showing us the death of a man openly committed to
scepticism as a way of thought and life. In the gulf episode
Decoud only looked silly in the practical situations of the trip,
and his attempted analysis of Nostromo also looked naive,

There is something annoying about the passage dealing with Decoud's
death, The best prose of NOSTROfO deals with descriptions of the

two objective 'standards® of the novel - ths Gulf itself, and the
frustrations of the political situation - or with interpersonal
scenes in which one or more characters are contrasted with the other
characters. Without the latter type of drama, Conrad turns

moralist in some passages, such as:

In our activity alone do we find th sustaining illusion of an
independent existence as against the whole scheme of things of
wvhich we form a helpless part, Uecoud lost all belief in the
reglity in the reality of his action past and to come.

in which we are not sure whether these really are Decoud's experiences
or part of some vague wider experience of Conrad's that he could

not pin down legitimately any other way within the novel's structure,
Tne vague sweep of a lecturer's pointing finger dozs not measure up

to the sustained horror of Occoud's lastﬂfem days of life.

Jut Conrad, and the reader, and maybe even Uecoud, see clearly for
all that:

After a clear daybreak, the sun appeared splendidly above the
peaks of the range. The gresat gulf burst into a glitter all
around the boat; and in this glory of merciless solitude the
silence eppeared again before him, stretched taut like a dark,
thin string.

(Decoud) unbuttoned the flap of the leather case, drew the
revolver, cocked it, brought it forward pointing at his breast,
pulled the trigger, and, with convulsive force, sent the still-
smoking weapon hurtling through the air.

"It is done,” he stammered out, in a sudden flouw of blood.
His last thought was: "I wonder how that Capataz died."” The
stiffness of the fingers rclaxed, and the lover of Antonia
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Avgllanss ralled oicrboard without hoving heard the cord of
silenece snap in the solitude of the Placid Gulf, whose glittering
surface remained untroubled by the fall of his body.
(Page 411)
At the end of the Gulf incident, iostromo sought the sunlight, but

Dacoud had liked the protection of darkness, The sun, the giver
of life, mocks the solitary Deccoud, who is madiiened by constant
lassitude and lack of sleep. Mow his entire stock of thought and

exporiences vanish before the spectre cf the physically felt entity
of "the silence". The sceptic who doubted all, and c¢specially the
raison d'etre of tHose closest to him, makes his last positive action
one of vidlent self-destructiom., The reader sees and feels the
last exercises of death, but not the moment of de ath. We cannot
remain within Decoud's mind, becausc he has no mind left at this
stage., During the novel he slouwly rejects the world, until finally
he throws himself owt of his own consciousness., The Gulf that
mocked him most alarmingly, "recmains untroubled by the fall of his
body"™ =~ eurely an ultimate statement of tho negative cffects of
scepticism, and the most horrifying scntence in the novel.

Why then does Conrad avoid falling into the void that Decoud embraced?
For a start, Conrad's style concerns itself with the business of
living, no matter how objectionable thc motives, Living may not be
worthwhile, existence may not be worthuhile, but they may be
approached and examined, and the examining process itself enriches

the life of the examiner. Conrad's scepticism is that of a man who
gmioraces life and then examines it: Decoud's was that of a person

who rejects life and then wonders why it didn't make sense, Conrads
prose introduces a life that is far more exactly and deceply felt

than the superfitial "life® that hurtles past our daily vicuscreens.
At the same time, it is life of the same order, and after reading
NOSTROMO we may have the means to look in the face of our own Golfo
Placidos,

~-.ruce R gGillespie.
April 1966 (revised).

Gonod rcferences on novels are scarce, compared with the
suffocating zvalanche of material on Shakespeare and the
English poets. The only book I found of much usé on
NOSTROMO was Arnold Kettle's AN INTRODUCTION TQ THE ENGLISH
NOVEL, Volume ii. It is a good book on most of the central
tnglish novecls, and there is nothing much to complement it.

NOTE

ers

The edition of the novel that I used was that of

PENGUIN MOGCERN CLASSICS:s 463 pagessy the novel was first
published in 1584; and the cdition cost 7/6 when I bought
it, which shows how long ago that was,

NEXT ISSUE & Some more ambiguity - this time thg¢ weird and wonderful
mind of A{DREY MARVELL, a 17th cecntury poct with a
Philip Dick tyse of mind (or is it the other way
around?)
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What can you say to a plumber who believes alcohol is good for you,
that we should all go marching off to war - "Stop the Communistsi"
- and who kecgps mumbling things undor inflammable breath like

"For the communityl", “"What about the community?" when holding a
malicious looking wrench in one hand, and cradling his cl:nched

fist (other hand) 1like a necw born baby? How swect,

I mentionad that I belicved there was more to the news than Lionel
Rose spraining an ankle while dancing the fox-trote.

Sacrilege is a very interesting thing, and it occurred to me that
hers was an extremely tecligious man. Mot only did he once send a
prayer up tc heaven "to help me find the bloody spanner... and it
worked" (he added confidently), but apparently any view which
conflicted with that of his own (in itself debatable) was obviously
the work of the dcvil, presuming that the devil does put in his

eight hours per day - with nvcrtime on Sundays.

And he told me so, with an ambivalcnt mixture of disgust and pure
pity intertwining within his alcohol laden travels. Ho also
nrocceded to tell me that he was a "believer" (I couldn't have
gucssed) and about the joy he had experienced upon reading the
dible.

Now I'm normally preparcd to listen to anything for a certain amount
of time. But this particular guy had now been talking for over
half an hour and it was.getting rather ridiculous,. A guarter of an
hour earlicr I had decided to give up, and show him that I was
bored. Every time I tuned in he would be talking about another act
of God or so. I kept nodding while he rambled on, then finally
began interchanging betwgen "yes® and "no'", "hmm" and "ahmmm®,

He wouldn't stop. I was desperate, I tried a wholc series of
exclamations, ranging from "Incrcdiblel!" #You're joking!" right
through "Sensationall" "Colossall" to "Really?" It was to no avail,

I tricd disagresing with cverything hec said, but that was no good,
as half thc time he couldn't differentiate what I was saying, and
the other half of the time he wanted to know why I disagrecd with
tho word of God.

I was Jjust about aslcep, when sudden ly he stoppad. He must have
thought that I was closing my eyes from intznse concentration, trying
to picture it, as it were - ©but he asked: *"Are you all right?"

The time had come. I needed a good quéstion. I asked him what
13 METRZV I 13



would happen if hes missed.
Missed what?"

"Well, if you are csending a prayer right up tso heaven, what happens
if you miss?®

It was an innfocent gquestion, and he accepted it as such. An angelic
look seeped through a blood-shot face, his hands closed on an
imaginary 3ible in front of him, and his gravel voice now contained
an element of wise passiveness, althoygh the suppressed wonder was
deeply sincerec.

He said "It is guided by Benign Providence!l®
I asked: ¥It's divine, isn't it?"
"Jh yesi!" heg replied, nodding towards his boots., "It's marvellous!i™"

At this point I escaped, leaving him in privacy.

- Bernie Bernhouse
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M UD G LORTIGOGCUS M UD

To paraphrase Harry Harrison: "Bruce never realized that Harlan
Ellison was the cause of it all." You sece, I was reading DANGEROUS
VISIONS when Jbhn Foystcr's STRAIGHT TALK arrived in the mail like
any other piece of Jjunk mail, Now Harlan E£llison is a pretty sharp
guy, and a very loquacious writer (You can confuse the terms here -
much of Ellison's part of DV rcads like the transcription from

a couple of nights with a tapc-recorder), and he is America's Number
One Exponent of Loud Insult and the Indignant Rejoinder. I don't knouw
which award fans should give him for that. Suffice to say that
"Ellison's influence is so pervasive that, after sufficient exposure
to his prose, onc could casily gct intc the habit of shouting insults
at thc flies that walk across tha ceciling.

Mow STRAIGHT TALK had morec impact than the average jay-walking fly,
and in ansuer to it I wrote a strange document called MUCK MAN, which
madec a lot of scnsc but sounded awful. In fact, some pcople actually
fecared that I had a feud with Foyster, :

But nuver fTear, John scnt mec a letter in reply to MUCK MAN (so
that we could cut down the postage cxpcnses somehow) in which he
morc or less demonstratcd that we could agrece to disagrec on most
points. John says: "I further point out that I didn't indulge in
mud-slinging (had I donc so you would havc rcsigned, from the apa),"
This I belicvec. John still thinks we have a holy duty to protect
Leigh Edmonds, which sounds all right to m&, except that Leigh dousn't
seem to worry too much about proteccting himself. Somchow that takcs
the point out of all this hoo hah. John also secms to think, dcspite
gverything I have said, that I was covering up Btephen Campbell's

agc before hec joined the apa. It is true that I did not tell any-
onc officially (although I think that I told both Leigh and Paul

in at thc club sevcral wecks before Stephen submittod the first
ARMAGEDDGN) but this was only because I saw no real reason to. John
Foystcr segcs differently. ::: Thecrefore, both of us must lcavc any
action etc, to the rost of you. Good luck. I'm going back to s f.
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SERPTFM3ER Iiv  THE .SNOW The whisper skittered around the
Thursday morning asscmblys: "Snouwl"
" pokadit!i® It was the first time
I had secn snow since it last fgll in Melbourne suburbs in 1953, and
therefore found interlacing curtains of what looked like floating
hail, more interesting than the boys, who see snow nearly every
year., lyjith September's snow cemu 2 complementary blizzard of
odd-colourcd paper, heating the air with cross-firc and fiery blast,
In other words, among fiessrs Bangsund's and Foyster's major
achicvemints must rank theocir successful attempts to get ANZAPA mcmbers
really stirrcd up about the association. I was prctty stirred
up mysaelf. (Scc Page 14). Hothing scems to have actually been
decided about the AMNZAPA constitution, but I presume the hard
negotiation will occupy numecrous boring pages in future issuecs.
I'm not apologizing for anything, 2and I certainly did not make a
"bloody silly mistake®, as John Bangsund so suweetly expresses it.
Aftcr a yecar of this typc of wrangling, I could fecel otherwisc, but
things still scem flairly normal at Ararat,

Re the matter of insults: I felt for awhile that John fFoyster had
insulted mec becausc he was accusing me specifically of something

that was pot true. 3ohn 3runner, as it turned out, felt that he was
insulted in S F-CUMMENTARY 3 by Jack Wodhams, and he wrotc &

very angry letter to me, He felt that Jack had called him a "hack",
I wrote back to John Brunner saying something likec: we'll take your
word that you arc not a hack, but what's so bad about making money
from s f anyuway? And Brunner wrote back, gquite rightly inferring
that I was pretty stupid, and that "hack'" means "a litcrary drudge"
and it is the most insulting word in the writer's vocabulary,

But (and herc's the exciting. part) thc way Lee Harding and others

of my acquaintance use the word, it is not thc lowcst word in the
writer's vocabulary. For instance, 1 have hcard the word used about
Brunncr, inferring only that he wrote too much in too short a time.
Well - thosc that have read S F C 5 will have heard all that before.
My long-windcd point is that Brunner felt insulted for the samc reason
that I felt insulted by Foystcr's sheet. WYec both saw as insulting
that which was merely incorrcct. So? I'1ll learn to shut up another
time,

Mcanwhile - Happy dirthday ANZAPA. We've had our First Brithday
Celebrations alrecady, so there's no reason to go on. All I hope

is that this makes the mailing in time, and thet there are 200 pagcs
this time, ¢: METAPHYSICAL REVIEY was ome of thc original names for
S F COMMENTARY - I still like thu name, but nobody did then. Fair
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enough = but this isaympa where you can publish what you like. Or
had you forgotten that during the last two months?

LEIGH EDIMONDS Somehow I think it would be a mistake
MECHANISM 6 to pgt Mozart irm the light classical
section. True, there is a constant
purity in Mozart's music which sounds
like naivety sometimes, but this socms
to spring from Mozart's absensec of musical eccentricity. Play
records like the later symphonies, the later violin concertos, and
the piano concertos and all you hear are the traditional forms. But
kaep playing them and slowly you can separate the individual themes
and effects, But it tzkes time and cffort, and I get far more for
my time and effort if I listen to Beethoven. Mozart is, I am
informed, a "musician's musician", whatever that means. :$3: VYour
picture of the groovers of 300 years time is one of tthe best ideas

in the Mailing. While XA m and Joan take their Ph Ds in Twentieth
Century Rocknroll, the Miniminibopper Record Company will gain its
first billion seller -~ Wolfgang Amadcus on the 5000~watt Pars Pipe.
Not to mention the musical instruments that may come from downtown
Betelgeuse,

PAUL STEVENS "BGC YOU DRINK? Then drink clear,

HOT=-DAMN 1 sparkling, health qﬁying mMubDD."

LSD 10 At least you can claim proph?cy as one
of your talents. ::: O0OPUS will no
doubt arrive in the same envelope as
SCYTHROP. I will have been dead a

number of years, but as I said... prophecy is one of your developing

talents.,

"One good thing about having your own fanzine is that you can talk
about anything you like". Your prophetic gland wasn't working so well
the day you did LSD, Paul. Better luck next timc. Try the Melbourne
Cup and help finance some good films for the next Convention,

HALIFORD HOUSE was nasty, siy, vulgar and completely accuratec.

I hadn't laughed so much for months, and I certainly haven't done much
laughing over the last two months, I would offer to reprint it, but

- Leigh Edmonds must already have it on stcncil, Oh well...might as
well lcave overseas fans with their pleasant fantasy that Australian
fans actually talk about science fiction.,

FILMS SEEN RECENTLY? This is as good an excusg for not writing film
revieuws for Leigh £dmonds as I can think of, THE FIXER wasn't bad,
but it wasn't grcat either., As Colin Bonnctt said about MAN FOR

ALL SEASONS, which wasn't very different, real saints are dramatically
dull pecople. What dogs it matter if the state hangs them and the
Church burns them, and the Czarist government tortures them? They

are right anyway, and all we can do is sit thcre and feel indignant
about those ratty torturcrs who are Them, The saint picturcd 1is
always Us., Alan Batcs was superb, the colour photography was good,
but should have been black and white (no matter what Lee Harding
says) the Russian cruclty secmed authentic cnough. But in the

long run the viewer remains fascinated only bucausc he wants to

knows "Do they knock him off, or don't they?® I lcave the answer

to the vast mob of ANZAPANS now surging away from the Palladium,
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MERVY e SIMNS Merv would pcrhaps rightly say that

I have no right to talk atout the
Melocournc 5 F Club, btcause [ sce
thc placc so infrecquently. Howcver
I have some right to talk about next
ycar's Conventiony, as I will be onc of the pcople who will sit
throurh it. The Club still has thc most extraordinary atmosphcm,
and it would bc a pity to movc to anothor venuc. Howcver, our
movc to Murrumbecna on the Suncday this year gave us plenty of spaco
to move around in, limitod kitchen facilities which wore still
better than the Club's, and a supper room. Why not make a tcntative
booking? Rlso, Leigh Edmonds was moro than pessimistic aoout

next Convention - not bccausc hc doesn't think you will run it
welly, o t beccausae he thinksg, like mysclf, that it will bc run
traditionally. I'm still trying to think of ways to brcak away
from the traditional format, but brecak away wz must, With more
room, wc might bec able to run simultanccous items = auction going on
whilc some film shown the preovious night is  rcerun, for instancec,
flor. radically, wo¢ necd far morc serious discussions that rcally
look at th. various subjects of thc Con in depth =~ an all-stops
out discussion botwecen pcopleo rcally intcrostod in s f or films,
but don't sgc cach othecr from once nd of the ycar to othere.. or
elsz a comics jam scssion uwhich is structurcd so that pcople may
gcnuinely swap ideas instcad of just doodling around. Ory may I
sungest that all items from all previous conventionshbe scrappad,
and thc proorem built up from scratch, with an item included only
if thcere is anm organizer for the item itsculf, and if that organizer
knows wherc he is going and why. In this way we may gct scctions
of the Confcrence far moro light-hcartcd thanm any we could have
arranged in tho club. There mre still sorc basic Amcrican tra-
ditions that we have not cven tried, c.g. @ true Convention
banguct. Wc have not roally tried to intcrost ovcrseas fans in
our national Convcntions, 4t necd an alrcady-cstablished style

if we arc to obtain the World Convention in 1975. Via ASFR, wc
havc the kind of support that could gain us that Convention, e
must think about cur '7% offcrirgs now,

<R P gt In{Hs)

Excuze the table-thumping, flcrve. It's the best offcring in 1 izu
of non-atiendancc at Committes moc' ivgs  (if Committco mectings
tharc may bo).

Total switch of subjects: could you find out all the Doubl.day s f
rcleascs, Mzru? They rav.. somu Good Stuff, cven if it is
expansiéve, and I've miss.d out on somn of it bccause you'vec not
put it on the MeGills list., ¢ 27 the way, woelcomc to ANZAPA,
Mervl

WOEL KERN The intcrview with Mrs Gurney was
SUEST WOTHINGS No 4 Fhe best i?am in the Ma%ling, Nocl.
You arc not only a continual namc-
droppcr, but an intcresting onc as
411, fven thouth it is mainly poor
journalism, I still have uite some affcction for THE SUN, if only
for LI'L ABNER and tho 30E Top Forty cviry fFriday. Dilutced pcrhaps,
the important nouws sneaks into THE SUN, but their popular journalism
still remains much bcttor tham thosc Sydnry papurs I've scoen. The
ads for NEWGDAY wecren't vcry cncouraging = their biggest star
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st ms to be Damc Zara Eatc cooing about "pour babics®, Nevcr have
T scerm one puilication so obscencly poud of being lowbrouw.

STEPHEN CAMITZELL Rottcn typist and print r you've qot
P thecre. Hopc hec improves soon.
ARIAREIDEE 1L You causcd quitc a riot with
ARMAGEDGON 1, didn't you? Very
good = the natives had been getting
too quict, Whst could you do for an cncorey, I wondcr? Send
your Mailing to thc Police Departmcnt? Rcvecal that all the Sydney
fans erc really Customs officcers in purplc ditto disguises?
Don't look now, but Foyster and Bangsund :rc having a mutual hcart
attackes :1:: You've mnvinccd me that I should at least look at
somec MARVEL comics, Stephcn, but sincc you can't bcar to takec them
out of your room, lct alont carry thum through the violent badlands
of Ararat strecots, somehow 1 don't think I will sce too many of
those comics.

REDD 30GGS 1'm not sure uwhy lcgcndary Amcrican
ON THE CONTRARY 1 Féns a}ways comg in bl%n@ing sh?das
of orrible orangc or bilious beigc.
White paper scums to have followed
virginity into an all-Amcrican
obscurity that rcmains only on this side of thg Pacific. In other
words, wclcome to thc fight-ring. San Francisco, ecarthquakcs and
ally, is probably safer. s s I was so surpriscd at discussion of
scicnce fiction in thec apa, that I didn't have the courage to recad
any further, Accordingly, thecse comments arc brief (for mc).

GARY WOODMAN This is uwhcrc Foyster's ¥measurably
WOODMAN'S AXE o 3.14182 dirticr® thormomotir.glows brightly.
That's probably unfair, but your
vocabulary sccms to bce more the sort
of thing that constipatcs constables
than Nocl Kerr's necking sossions; or anybody vlsc's brilliant
quotes from TIME magazinc. However, I don't supposc you care, and
I don't care much, so lct's skip it, huh? Don't look now, but
isn't there a majecstic becarded figurc ov r© in that shadouwy corncr
who won't let us skip it? 2 3 It's 9,30 pm and deadline snuffles
closer, so I can't be bothered reading WA right through, so herc
arc my answcrs to your points on my articlcs. (They have a word
for this sort of thing - inccst?).

Emphatically do I dcny that I am attracted to " quict; gentle,
almost sidling light~hcartod classics". No recorc is fully
acceptud in my flat unless it can make at lcast onc wall tremblec,
and the floor must thud palpably. Since the walls arc doublc-
brick, you can scc that my classical rccord range has a ccrtain same-
ncss of decibel range. Aids thc digestion at tea-timc, though.
Listening to classical music on the ABC, by thec way, is like putting
pillows ovcr thc spcakers on the sterow. All the important noises
are left out. I agrcue that music is morc abstract than most of the
other arts,y; and that tho scientist/mathematician often responds to
music wherc he dislikes cthcor arts, Psychological studics scum to
support this analysis. As onc lccturer told us: "There are child
prodigies in only threc fields: mathematics, choss and music# and
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concluded that these three activities are much the same. 532 I had
consldered “oonversation,; specielly bstween old biddies over tga
and cookies". The small talk of the Australian race seems to/ifs
most dismal, objectionable featurc. Raised in an atmosphere of
small talk, that's about 311 I can cmit while among real talkers.
However, Gtaclk among small talk, I can only think about the real
talk that should be in its place. In other words, I try to talk
as little as possible, which makes it very hard being a teachcr,
{I've wonrked out fairly clearly this year most of the reasons why

I don't like teaching, and that one seems the most satisfactory,
all-zncompassihg reason: I don't like talking nonsense, and that's
about all I can talx about while toaching. To talk about anything
interesting to me would invitc disaster. And the only time I'm
really merry is.in front of a typewriter pounding incoherent notes
for ANZAPA). In other words, very few people ever communicate
with their mouths, or they Zo so only if they stop talking long
enough.

PETER RBOBERTS Still no sign of PMOR-FACH, or
o o , - o whatever you call your rag. I've
50/ BRAN (WITH RAISINS) 3 sent SFC - you are warnad.

Gian Paolo Cossato sent me an old
copy of BADINAGE from Birmingham
- has that folded? Thanks for the checklist of English fanzines.

Anothcr country blues fani I have five tapes full of the stuff

2 x 5 = 15 hours), with a lot of Dave Ray, John Koerner, Leadbelly,
Doc Watson, Tom Rush, Snooks Eaglin, and other superb stuff,
They were taped from the collection of a friend of minc. Tbe tapes
romain with me, but my friend had the records stolen. Anybody
who can help wvith the early Dave Ray albums or the 3LUES RAGS AND
HOLLERS anthologiss (Elcktra Records) should writs to me, and I'll
pass on tic message. ly pop collection is quite different again:
8 Rolling Stanes, 7 Rightcous Eros, 3 Roy Orbison, 3 Lovin's Spoon-
ful, 2 Ray Charles, 2 Shadous, and so on. I now have 80 classical
lps. Since I had about tecn this time last year, I think it 1is

truc to say that I've spent altogether too much money during the
last year.

RO. CLARKE |, Driving around Gacchus Marsh is
£05 gnough to give me the willies, and
I hate travelling by car, train or
: anything else that travels for morec
than a few hours, In other words, I admire your courage but have
no wish to follow your example. $3: You did write after all.
Thanks. But I still haven't written about M13. Warning to all:
My corroespondecnce is in a comnlecto shambles at the moment, and it
will takc.at lgast a fortnight to sort outy; cven longer, if SFC 6
appears so0ns never fear = anything worth answering always comes
to, thc top of thc pile. somcuhere.

HLERnMDER HUBE Your story wasn't much, but no -ncrgy

. - at the moment to tell you uwhy. It's

r? ESIFS f g

EEIE "ROLENE £ a Campbell-type story: if the e&nding

is inevitable, why bother writing the rest?
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I'm not sure that your revivw of NEW MAPS OF HELL would necessarily
have bec¢n rejecctecd from 5 F COMMENTARY as well - but we will look
intoc that later maybe? ;3 Kingsley Amis lcft an incredible
amount unsaid. Chapter I is STARTING PUINTS which covers the pre-
Gernsback days fairly uwell. At laa st it is an introduction. This
is more than can bte said for the review of the forties and early
fifties. Amis jumps straight from carly AMAZING STORIES to Cliff
Simak and fred Pohl without as much as an apolrgy. ~ The rest of
the book concerns itself with a few of the themes of s f, and then
. refers mainly to the work of the fiftics. More importantly, there
is little discussion of style in s f, which, as you may sec from
the first article in METAPHYSICAL REVIEW, is the ccntral issue of
literary criticism. It is not enough to say that the style became
slicker during the forties and fiftics =~ why? were the storics
themselves genuinely more sophisticated? If they were not, has
scicnce fiction rcally como far eince its origins? There would be
a good ncneral volume available if anybody had the time and the
money to sit down an. answer thosec threc questions alonc. I don't
think Amis even startcd asking the right qusstions, so nc wonder
his book reads more like Sam Moskowitz's plot-summary volumcs than
anybody has yet admittced. Besides 211 those doubts about the
worth of Amis' book,; then onc must say that it is hopelessly bchind

the times; Mike Moorcock had not cven started writing sword-and-
sorcery in those days, and &rian Aldiss had only publishcd a cougle
of novels. No merks to Mr Amis. ::: Nevcrtheoless, Alex, this is

a reasonable revicw which only points out the faults of WEW MAPS OF
HELL. ¢2s If you rez=lly think Hocinlcin is good, then I suggest you
borrow from Gary fason (for one) an articlc by FRANZ ROTTEWSTEINER
called CHEWING-GUM FOR THE VULGAR, uwhich appearcd in T«E JOURNAL OF
OMPHALISTIC EBISTEMOLOGY number 1. It will be roprinted socon in
Dick Geis's SFR, so you might 1likc to wait for it.

JdH.s 8ROS AN No comment possible,. If you think
o - you art paranoic alrcady, don't
i =Tty takce up school-tcaching at all. 1It's
not knives-in-the-back up this way
(all right, T will touch wood) but
somc of our young innocents have some very intcresting friends who
periodically visit the local gaol for scveral months at a time.

MICHAEL JOLLY e Rolling Stones fans must stick
| A = . together, I say. Jelcomo tc ANZAPA.
BPGIEEL SORLY ' SfAlCINE 1 Joén Foystcr tells me that I met you
at the Convention - sorry for not
rsmembering. Maybu you will be at
Syncon; in fact, sverybody had better bec at Syncon. I hopc you
received the copy of & F COMMENTARY [ sent you. s:: wot hecard
3lind Faith, but tho supergroup that performs WATURAL 80RN BUGIE
sounds cood to me. Gincu we arc exchanging hit charts and other
things that nobody /cxcept culturedLeigh Edmonds is interested in,
ihere is my weckly Top Tcn Fevourites for 2nd Octobers 1.H00KY TONK
. WOEN, 2.NATURAL “ORN BUGIE (Humble Pic). Jo1E & 30-3Y McGEE
(Rogcr Miller). 4,00R'T FORGET TO REMEMGER (Becc Goes). 545ALTY
DOG (Procol Harum). 6.SHE'S MY SABY (Johnny OiKecefe)s 7.SOMETHING
IN THE AIR (Thunderclap Ncwman). 8.GI7L THAT I LOVE (Russell Morris)
9, ROMEOQ & JULIZT (Henry “ancini). 10. ST PAUL (Shane). SrelR
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sport really would bring out the wrathful tiarlan Ellisaon in &e.

SUFTic

to say that I havs fought a life-long hattle against people

who think that sport is good for me, good for my soul , even good

for my body.,.

How can anything so carnestly detested be anything

morc than a source for a stomach ulcer?

soHli FOYSTER
SPUNDS 1
B,

then

John and myseclf could probably coexist
in the same apa if he were 0E, but

I could certainly coexist better with
feter Darling as Ot. And I'm not
going to be idiot enough to run for

On the other hand, if Lecigh Edmonds shows the slightest sign
of running ANZAPA, instead of letting it run itself into the ground,

I will vote

troubles in last
yet anoth.r list
has now rclcasad

will

didn'

probably be
t ,ive myse

for him. And tho Yanks thought they had voting
year's Presidential electionse  s: Thanks for

of books I should have rcad but haven't, fFaber
THC ALEXAMDRIA QUARTET in paperback for $3, so that
first rcad., :: And, apart from the fact that I

1f timz to work ogut how to do it, that A APOPOLL

sgems unnecessary. You seem to likc lists as much as I do, out
I joincd AMZAPA only to publish & froce-form genzine into which I
could put any rubbish 1 1lik:.d. Trying to be popular as well secms

too much altogetner. @
vecrsation that

JUHN

EARGSUND

CHRONUNHOTONTHULOGICAL REVIEW 1

¢ You nmay remcmber another part of our con-

day. I zeid I would try fiction for this issue. Sorry.

le you may have noticed, these
Mailing Comments havc become more
and mort garblcd, less and less
interesting, and altogshter a uwaste
of cxpensivc paper. dut John

Bangsund being what he is, and CROG weing what it iz, I may nced a
little cpace with winich to finish, My auntic, who suggested some

of the

: W
wihy /Teverc John
{Not too upturned - wu:'d miss the top of your hcad altogether).

You
anda

SCC,

TEmMEemtaTS

imorovemonts in € F COMMENTARY 5, is vcery curious to know

jangsund in hushed voicus and with upturned eyes.

my auntie =2lso bolongs tc the: ubiguitous Church of Christ,

ing you at lcast once as a ctudent minister. And

any student minister who is now running fanzines is not... how shall

I say itﬁ’ e o e
never mind).

ncrsona bona fides {that's probably rotten Latin, but

Anynne, if gou wnnt/&gnvinco my auntic that being

e fanzine editor is far more interesting (though not very rewarding
financially) than ocing @ student ministir, or a student anything

clse,
23 Wlld

then =sond

a copy of ASFR or «MH or CROG to Mrs I Gillespic,

Cherry Read, Carnegle, ond you will probably get bacik a very

intcresting lettcr. Come to think ef it, there are probably a
large numbsr of my friends and rclatives who think they should be
John Gangsund fans but have ncv © secn one af his magazines, so
haven't made up thcir minds. An article for & F COMMENTARY would
heclp clear up this untidy situation g Thanks for thc further
material on music. I must be improvimg a bit.,.. heard an esxciting
piecc of music at 11.30C thc other night, thought it sounded Russian,
out it wasn't Shostakovitch or Frokofficv , so it might be Sibelius.

And it was Sibclius. Geo whiz. 1 ¢ n tell the Rolling Stones in
three seconds, 2o maybe ther. wasn't anything wonderful about such a
fcat,

Anc nothing for Ken 8uLll. Enjoysd A LA CARTE. Always do. (Nouw
that's the kind of MC that should havc dottcd the rest of the zine).
METREV I Finis = 5th October 1569, 2.30 am, au rcvoir
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