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RIVERSIDE MISCELLANY

AT THE ROUND EARTHS IMAGIN'D OURNENS . BLOW
YOUR TRUMPETS,..

After sending the last RU to the printer I received a
netice, from Larry Farsace, concerning a World Poetry Day in
llochester, New York. deing unable to print the current issue
before Mr, Farsace's deadline, October 8th, I shall atone hy
calling attention te a related literary event, POETRY
AUSTRALIA's overseas issue, to be published in June 1967,
This number will consist of works by Canadian poets, i.e.,
poets born or living in Canada, and eligible writers are
requested to submit M55 to either the editor, Grace Perry,
350 Lyons Road, Five Dack, NSW, Australia, or Professor
A.J.M, Smith of Dalhousie University, Nova Scotia.

Hegidents in the {Jueen's other dominions should take note
of RQ's new poetry editor, Jim Sallis, RFD 3, Iowa City 52240,
Mr, 3allis, who is now teaching at the State University, has
proved himself resoluie indeed in the Defente of Poetry; zll
such compasitions now should be sent directly to him.

The final event in this context is Sanford Sternlicht's
return to New tngland after a year's duty as Viziting Profes-
sor of American Literature at York University. The current
"York Engravings" arise from Dr, Sternlicht’'s cohabitation
with the ghosts of Yorkshire's past; except for Nun at Walm-w
-cate Bar, published simultaneously in Manifold Juarterly
(London), these compositions are printed here for the first
time anywhere,

KEEP THY FOOT OUT OF BROTHELS,
THY HAND OUT OF PLACKETS, THY PEN FROM LENDERS' BOOKS,
AND UEFY THE FGUL FIEND. (Tom o' Bedlam)

RU readers will be gratified to learn that they can obey the
first and last of Tom's injunctions simultaneously, for in the
present instance the brothel keepers and foul fiends are iden-
tieal, Uur account begins at the Stardust Motor Hotel (of the
Handlery c¢hain) in San Diego, site of the 1966 regional science-
fiction convention ("Westercon"). Guests at thiz event were
treated with contempt by the hotel management, which cancelled
individual reservations, ¢alled the police (once at 9 P,M.)
to disperse night meetings, and charged scandalous and illegal
prices for rooms--one, e.g., being posted at 315, 320, and
325 on three consecutive days, It eventually tranmspired that
the reason for such discourtesy was the fans' naivete in
assuming that the Stardust was gnly a hotel.

Later on we learned from San Diego natives that the Star-
dust is one of the better known bordellos and the management
was,...peeved hecause we weren't patronizing the girls.

(Bill Donaho, "Two Westercons," llabakkuk, August 1966, p,25.)

Ordinarily it would be none of the RJ's concern that Handelry
& Co. operates a bawdy-house, But when this institution is adver-
tised as a hotel and its guests ahused because they take it to be
one, then the situation deserves public attention. An even tem-
pered report is difficult here, so I shall just request RQ sub-
scrribers to abstain from all relationships with members of the
Handlery chain,
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Be Mystic Renais
sance::+A sSurvey
of'> F:Orlin: Tre-
maines “Astound-
ing Stories #+by Le
land SavirospartL

SECTION IV -- Some Religiouys Difficultigs

Thus far, we have considered only the more direct examples.,
wherehmysticism was expressed as a unification of some kind ==
either conveyed directly or implied by the oceult notion of
nsympathy,” But for reasons just indlcated we also might ex-
peet the doctrine to be conveyed indirectly by a minimising
or a derision of man's raticnal faculties.

Such views fregquently were expressed in an unfounded_relx-
ance on instinct, tha first such story was T.,C, McClary's
"Rebirth" [February 1934), in which a scientist obllterate?
the memory of everybedy in the world, Following this eveg -
men are emabled by instinct alone to recognise sickness, dis
Tike rats and corpses, and to perform complex actions llK: 5
the gauging of relative velocities and the apprehending ot a
adulterous mate,

Another advertisement for instinct was J, Harvey Haggard's
"Lost g: Space" (August 1933), This story, like Harl Vlncegt 4
"Cpsmic Rhythm," describes a space-liner seized by an 1nex? L=
cable force == but in this instance the ship 1sfthriwﬂ s0 far
off course that the very constellations look unfamiliar,
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The ship appears lost =-- and this news is accompanied by
a radical change in the behavior of everybody on board, The
chief pilot resumes biting his finger-nails, explalnina to
the captain that "I had trouble with the hablit when a boy";
a previously reticent matron kisses a strange man who passes
her in the corridor; a c¢rew-member, explaining that "I've
always wanted to do this," robs the safe where "most of the
ship's currency" 1s stored {where he proposes to spend the
money the author does not specifyl.

No self-consistent explanation is given;20 50 let us just
say that there is a release of inhibitions caused by each per-
son's belief that he will never be held to account for his
actions. In any case, the ship eventually finds its bearings
with the aid of a canine passenger. Even while the ship was
floundering, the dog always ran to that side facing the
Earth; so by using the dog as a guide the Captain is able to
re-corient his ship, "You can't lose a dog," explains a (human)
passenger, "They'we got a sense of orientation which is utter-
ly unexplainable even by the most complicated of scientific
equations,"

And so what began as an interesting psychological study
of behavior under stress culminates by a trite cbservation on
the instincts of Man's Best Friend.

Now, a statement that science or intelligence is "not
enough" can be construed in several ways. If it is taken as
a reference to behavior patterns which are "instinctive,"
i.e.s not lﬂizﬂﬁiv then the sentence is a biclogical truism,
A similar remark applies to the frequentlI heard statement
that intelligence and c¢ompassion do not always occur together,
But sometimes the inference 1Is that intelligence pregclydes
emotion, Such a statement also is a ¢liche, but unlike the
other two =- which are facts of common obgservation -- it
originates from sentiments which are centuries old,

In the "scientific" universe of the 18th Century there
was no soul, no Deity, no human values -- but only a multitude
of atoms, with motions specified by the laws of MNewtonian
mechanics. Such a universe was not conceived as a fit habi-
tation for human beings; and the widespread resentment was
conveyed by the Romantie emphasis on emotion and those gquali-
ties which distinguish a human being from a mechanical think-
ing machine, On another level, this resentment eventually
was expressed by the popular conception of the scientist him-
self, who was represented as a being without sentiment, a
human emboediment of the Newtonian World-Machine,

This stereotype was encountered many times in Hugo Gerns~-

back's Amazing Storjes, nor was It entirely absent frem
Orlin Tremalne's magazine.

"S¢ience does not admit love or pity,” asserts J.R,Fearn's
chemist-astronomer ("Before Earth Came," July 1934}, "three
thousand vears of scientific proaress have drilled such senti-
ments out of us," Similar unconcern is manifested by the
sclentists of Harl Vincent's "Rex" {June 1934), who "immersed
in their work and gblivious of all else,,.,gave little thought
to the plight of their fellow men,"



158 LELAND SAPTRO

"
Finally, there are Nat Schachner's "Saprophyte Men of Venus
(égzobZ; 1936), who plan to enslave the Earth, "what fright-
ful things these Venusians are," cries the heroine, "with
all their intellect and scientific knowledge,®

From the wickedness of scientists 1t seems a natural
transition to the wickedness of science itself, ActuallI,
the concept of science as "forbidden" knowledge 1s an abiding
part of the Christian tfadition -= as is seen by the meﬁi-
aeval Faustus legends 2l -- and antedated New@on%an mec¢hanics
by many centuries. Nevertheless, this "Faustian notion was
conveyed to Tremalne's readers by the same trio cited above.

Thus we learn in Mat Schachner's "Isotope Men" (January
1636) that many chemical substances =- in particular, those
in the human body -- are comprised of "mixed" elements, or
isotopes, with non-integral atomic weights: and the story des-
¢ribes an attempt to create two human beings from one, with
each man's body made of "pure" elements instead of isotopes.

But the experiment has
avil consequences because,
to gquote scientist Malecolm
Stubbs, "in our scientific
arrogance we tampered with
forces beyond our control.®”
Such “arrogance" was demon-
strated in the experiment~
er's earlier ¢laim that
*Itve dene what nature has
merely fumbled at doing.®”
"Nature," of course, is a
auphemism for Deity, and
later Stubbs is properly
chastised for his impiety.

A similar allusion occurs

in Harl Vincent's Prowl

of the Wastelands (Aprif
935), where somebody medi-
tates: "...it was sacrile-
gious to do a thing like
this, to tamper with nature's
law,"

But the most outrageous implety is committed by John Rus-
sell Fearn's experimen%ers {op.,cit,) on the doomed planet Jir,
who plan to c¢reate an artificial solar system and found a
new race on its third planet, This experiment, too, is not
entirely successful. "I might have known it,” exclaims ths22
scientist-in-charge, "we are usurping the Creator's power,

Thus a writer can express by a stereotyped portrayal of
scientists the notion that science is "not enough® or he can
portray a superstitious fear of knowledge, with its allied
notion that certain things are "not meant™ for humans 1o
know. Both these sentiments are trite and outworn, so that
an author who repeats either one is simply anaestbetisipg

(in George Orwell's phrase) a part of the reader's brain,
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By contrast, notice how the "Faustian® notieon was treated
bI another writer, RAussell Winterbotham. Mr. Winterbotham
also exhibited mystical tendencies, but his perceptions were
of a different order than those just cited.

Riker looked at the father and daughter, "I suppose,"
he saids that I should object. I should say that I will
have nothing to do with it, 1 should accuse you of tam~
pering with nature and declare that I will have nothing
to do with such an unholy venture.® He smjled broadly,
but nervously, "I confess that I do feel like a bad boy
stealing apples from an orchard, But I was never so
interested in anything in my life, Dr, Von Shuler,

I am keenly anxious to witness the experiment.”

("Specialization," August 1937)

This author is sensitive to what he “ought” to feel, but
at the same time he exhibits such proper sentiment in a new
perspective, thus enlarging the perceptions of his reader.

Recall now the original train of thought: we discussed
mysticism and the distrust of intellect; this led, by a
loegical pon seguitur, to the concept of the inhuman scientist
and thence to the impiety of science itself,

These last sentiments have no girect connexion with
mysticism =-- but they will help us to frame an answer to
a general question: what relationship exists between mysticism
and literary ability? More specifically, what mystical
stories in Tremaine's magazine exhibited literary merit, and
how was such merit determined by the author's mysticism?
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SECTION V -- An Important Distinctjon

Before proceeding, we
must say a word about the mys-
tical experience itseli, as
distinct from the creed to
which it gives rise.

According to the Upani-
shads there are four types of
awareness or "aspects of the
Self." The first two corres-
pond to waking consciousness
and to the conscicusness in
dreams; the third, to what we
should call dreamless sleep.
The last state is what interests us here, since it corres-~
ponds to what is ordinarily regarded as the mystic "trance"
or mystic state of consciousness. "Beyond the senses,..
beyond all expression is the Fourth, It is pure unitary con-
sciousness, wherein awareness of multiplicity is completely
ebliterated,"

Te quote a modern authority,

Mystical experience is marked by the emergence of a
new type of consciousness which is not sharply foecalized,
or clearly differentiated into a subject-object state,
The "subject” and "object®™ are fused into an undivided
gne...Deep-lving powers,.,seem suddenly liberated. The
usual insulatieons, which sunder ocur inner life into
something like compartments. seem shot through,.,.
transcendent energies from beyond the margin appear
to "invade" the individual self, a larger, environing
consciousness, an enfolding presence, makes itself felt.

{("Mysticism,® Hastings Encyclopedia, 83-4)

Thus the individual self 1s diffused into a more inclusive
enveloping consciocusness, and so experiences (in the words of
W.B, Yeats} "that union with created things which assuredly
must precede the soul's union with the created spirit."

But to be coextensive with all living things is to ex-
perience the perceptions of others as one's own: the true
disciple, states the Bhagayag-Gita, is one

¥ho burns with the bliss
And suffers the sorrow
Of every creature
Within his own heart,
Making his own
Each bliss and each sorrow,
{op. cit.,67)
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It must be emphasised that the mystical experience need
not be articulated in a specifie doctrine. Therefore we must
distinguish between mysticism as a metaphysical ¢reed and
mysticism as a particular kingd f experience. The first is a
corpus of beliefs -- in my opinion, false -~ about the nature
of "reality"; the second is a special kind of consciousness,
te which is associated an attitude of universal compassion =~
and whatever else is desirable in mysticism.

Related to bothlof these are two similar modes of per-
ception, which I call the Q°g§i§ and mystic sensibilities.
The alliance between them will furnish the required informa-
tion about the literary implications of mysticism,

The relationship between these types of sensibility may
be clarified through an analogy.

Imaginey first, a drug addict who can recall in exact
detail his last night's opium dream, with all the sensations,
visual, auditory, and olfactory, which he then experienced.
This individual need not possess what is ordinarily classi-
fied as "memory," but only an acute sensitiveness,

Hext conceive somebody who via his imagination aleone can
specify the manifold of sights and sounds and smells which
constituted the dream. Such a person -- who can recreate an
opium dream without taking opium -- would exemplify what
I call the poetitc sensibility,

As a rough approximation, we ¢an say that the mystic
sensibility bears the same relationship to the mystical
trance that the poet's imaginative recreation of an opium
dream has to the dream-experience itself. Just as a poet,
without the use of drugs, can specify the events of an
opium dream {(cf. Clark Ashton Smith's Hashish Eater). so a
mystically sensitive person can approximate at will that
particular ramifying consciousness associated with the
mystical trance,

Now let us approach the subject in a more analytic
fashion.

The poet {(more exactly, the poetic writer) may be des-
cribed as a person who percelves ¢orrespondences between
external events and his own inward states -- and who uses
such correspoendence to translate his emotions into sense-
-data. (The reader, by "decoding” these data, then can ap-
proximate within himself the poet's original emotions.)

An elementary example is Paul Verlaine's

I1 pleure dans mon coeur
Comme il pleut sur le wille

{It weeps in my heart/ As it rains on the town), which conveys
a structural similarity between rain and the physical expres-
sion of grief.
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A more complicated example is Conrad Aiken's “Wipter For
a Moment Takes the Mind":

Winter is there, outside, is here in me;

Drapes the planet with snow, deepens the ice on the moon,
Darkens the darkness that was already darkness

The mind too has its snows, its slippery paths,

Walls bayonetted with ice, leaves ice-encased.

I leave detailed exegesis to the reader; he will notice
that this passage expresses (among many other things) a simi-
larity between lunar gradients and cerebral dispositions,
and in particular between "bayonets” and unpleasant memories.

A poets then, is somebody who expresses correspondence
between internal and external events -- or who relates exter-
nal events to one-another by mediation of his own consciocus-
ness,

Now imagine that the poet experiences not just corres-
pondence, but gontinuity -=- that he feels the rain in the
town and the weeping in his heart to be correlated not accidan-
tally, but necessarily. Anybody with perceptions of this or-
der we can designate as an example of the mystic sensibility.
"The mystic is a man who kn ¥ immediate experxﬁgce the or-
ganic continuity between his self and the cosmos" == and
such an attitude is merely an extension of the poetic sensi-
bility just described. The mystic and poetic sensibilities
gradually merge into one another, and (as shown, e,g.. by
William Blake and W,B, Yeats) frequently co-exist in the same
person. gy

Any sensitively written story, therefore, exemplifies Fhe
poetic sensibility; it also represents the mystic variety if
it expounds some phase of occult doctrine,

In the present context the most
relevant example is Harry Bates.
“Astounding's" former editor. The
following account is necessarily
brief; for a more complete discus-
sion the student should consult
Arthur J, Cox's essayees

Mr, Bates's early theme is the
Failure of Intelligence. From
"A Matter of Size (April 1934),
this author's first contribution to
the new "Astounding." the reader in-
fers that excessive intelligence is
repulsive in the indivicual and de=-
bilitating for the species =- a
viewpoint stated more explicitly in
Pates's next story, “Alas, All
Thinking!™ (June 1935}, where intelligence, as opposed to
instinct, is represented as an evolutionary dead-end,
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Of courses thnis theme had been expressed before in tha
magazine, but [in the editor's words) "never like this,"

The story is told by Harlan Frick, playboy and one-time
physicist, who explains that he has glimpsed the "horrible
cerebral future" which awaits humanity, The initlal event
was a materialisation, in Frick's laboratorys of a machine,
whose passenger is described as "a barogque out of a far
future time,®

I was surprised, but somehow I wasn't much frightened.
The person of my visitor was not intimidating, She was
just a barefooted young woman.,.clad in a,,.black shift
which reached her kneas...she was miles from being pret-
ty, Her hair and eyes were all right,,.but her face was
plain and flat, with an extraordinary and forbidding
expression of dry intellectuality.

The scientist asks the girl -- whom he calls "Peari®™ --
if he may visit her own civilisation, several million years
in the future, and she assents. But on arrival, Frick sees
no material signs of progress; there iIs only a field,
"tenanted with a square block of large metarlic boxes,,."

In eazch cell there is exactly one human being, whose
every instant is deveted to meditation, Frick is assured
that the thinkers will not be disturbed by his visit; in fact
“they,..,will be able neither to see nor hear you,"

I saw a man; or some
kind of a man,..

«..he was all one glgan-
tic head, or at least a
great mass on whose parch-
ment surface appeared a
little round two-holed
knoll, where the nose cus=-
tomarily is, lidded cav-

By not the slightest
movement,,,did the monster
show he knew I was there.
He sat on a2 high dias; his
arms were only bkones con-
verging downward; his body
.»showed every rib,,.and
his pipe of a neck, unable
alone to support his head.
gave most of that job to
two curved metal pieces
that came out of the wall,

He had a musty smell

And, final horror, the
stuff that covered him to
the waist was dust; and
there were two inches of
dust on the top of his
head and lesser piles...on every little upper surface!

erns where the eyes belong,..
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Later, Pearl "listens" to the cogitations of one such
thinker, and relays them to her visitor:

"Mind force...How powerful =-- mm -- yes, powerful --
Basis of everything living...Mm, yes, everything is rela-
tive, but everything together makes unity -- therefore
we have a relative unit -- or, since the reverse is the
other half of the obverses the two together equal another
unity,..Sounds as if it might mean something. Einstein
was a primitive..."

Frick eventually exterminates these last human represen-
tatives; then he journeys back to the present, where he re-
solves to exercise his brain no more than absclutely necessary.

Certain aspects of this story -- e.g.» the thinkers' mean-
ingless cerebrations =-- pught not to be interpreted literally;
rather, they must be conslidered as expressions of the author's
own distaste toward the purely cognitive existence, with its
substitution of concepts in pIate of direct acquaintance, The
shallowness of the purely intellectual life is acknowledged,
near the end, by Pearl herself, who expres:es regret that
', .her poor contemporaries.,.had died without dreaming life
could hold such wealth of emotlional experience,"

Harry Bates is especially interesting because of his prog-
ression through the entire range of mystical beliefs, his
next-to-last story, “"Death of a Sensitive® {(Scjence Fiction
ELP, May 1953), depicting with unforgettable clarify the oc-
cult oneness of all lifes and his Iriggered Dimensien (ibid.,
December 1953) depicting the psychic ocean literally as a

body of water inte which the individual self is subwerged.

Of course, neither of these was printed by "Astounding®;
but the first, "Death of a Sensitive,” nevertheless will pro-
vide us with a standard by which the Astoupnding story can
be judged,

Here, the mystic sensibility is expressed by and jp the
storys with its two "sensitives," John Inglis and his brother,
each finding that his multiplicity of awareness makes exis-
tence almost intolerable:

"We were sensitive, but much too sensitive, The nor-
mal person lives within a shell which gives a measure of
protection from the disharmonic waves of the psychic
Mother Ocean; we seemed to lack that shell, We could
be bruised by a look, wounded by a thought; we tould be
lifted and tossed and battered and half-drowned in the
great swells and riptides of animal emot;on from the
great submerged herd. With increasing divergence we
more and more sought guiet and seclusion,..”

Strange reports are being circulated about John, who is

behaving like a friend to the insects descending into hig apart-

ment. "The people upstairs are doing something which drives
them down,.," he states, "I think they are poisoning them..."
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Inglis explains how he had onee spilled flour an the
kitchen floor; afterwards, while preparing to sweep it up,
he notices samething. As described later, by the narrater:

Near one edge of the whited area lay a large
cockroach, dead. Backward from it lay the trail it
had made in its passace from the other side. The
trail twisted and doubled; it locked like writing,
Suddenly I saw that it was writing. Four words lay
spelled out there in a wandering schoolboey hand..,
They read, "do not kill us," The last "s" was not
quite finished, and the writer lay on its back, its
legs folded symmetrically inward.,.

I was frightened. The air around me seemed charaed
with unknown potential, Somewhere in space-time --
somehow == an intelligence could conceive this --will
this =~ possessed the undetectable force to effect this,

The reader will recall similar concepts in an earlier
story, "Fractlonal Ego,” by Clifton Kruse ( pp.78-79],
Ihis auther, however. presented no "theme" in the proper
senses but merely a recitation of shocking incidents, start-
ing with a transposition of salesman and Tibetan priest,
ending with an exchange of soldiers and sc¢hoolgirls -- and
containing somewhere in between an explanation by Dr., Eckert,
scientist, about the psychic ocean,

By contrast to Mr. Bates, whose mysticism expresses a
specific polnt of view, Mr. Kruse introduces his mystical
theory solely as a convenient way to explain irrational hap-
penings. The makeshift character of Kruse's theery is attest-
ed, €.9.r by his failure to conform with common-sense nations
of probability: with several billion people in the world and
with the transpositions being (in Eckert's words) by "mere
chances" it is improbable that any of the exchanges would
concern the iInventor's own employees,

Now let us return to our original question, which {stated
more preciselY) is this: Does there exist a positive correla-
tion between literary merit and the fictional expression of
the mystical creed? The answer is yes. provided that the
doctrine represents (as for Harry Bates) a mystic sensibility;
in such a case, the mysticism informs the story and gives
relevance to each of its components.

It was the mystical doctrine Withoft the corresponding
sensibility that so often resulted in literary catastrophe;
for then the mysticism was extraneous: it represented not 2
special mode of perception but merely a quick (and sometimes
contradictory) solution to a problem. Thus when the doctrine
was stated "conceptually” through an occult union or sym-
pathy, it often was expressed stylistically by incoherence

in the narrative itself.
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SECTION VI -~ Qn "Ihouaht-Variants"

OQur previous toplc was a type of
sensibility belenging to the mystic
and the poet; we next discuss a
characteristic which poet and mystic
both share with the child, namely,
the ipability to distinguish be-
tween one's self and the external
world,

Such naivet; it regarded by some
writers as implying a general methed
of composition, W,B, Yeats, for
example, quoted with approval a pas-
sage from Shelley, who urges us to
"recollect our sensations as child-
ren," during which time "...we less
habitually distinguished all that we
say and felt from ourselves,..”

Consider the following statement by Paul Valery:

Let us imagine that the sight of things that surround
us is not familiar, that it ie allowed us as an exceptions
and that we only obtain by a miraele, knowledge of the
day, of human beings, of the heavens, of the sun, and of
fates. What would we say about these revelations, and
in what terms would we speak of thls infinity of wonder-
fully adjusted data? What would we say...if the world
only appeared very occasionally, to cross, to dazzle,
and to erush the unstable, ingcoherent world ef the
solitary soul? .

Mysticism consists perhaps, in rediscovering an
elementary and in some ways primitive sensation... 26

The term "primitive sensation” conveys precisely what is
experienced by the ¢hild, for he has not yet organised this
"infinity of data" into recurrent perceptions, Te a child,
for example, John Peale Bishop's lines ==

Upon that road a man who goes
Dragging a shadow by its toces

--might express a literal truth, since he possesses no empiri-
cal knowledge about the optical behavior of objects in sun-

light,

But the child's naiveté must be lost in order teo be
recaptured: it can serve as a literary method onlylfor a
writer who, in the meantime, has acquired an adult's know-
ledge and technique and awareness of complexity,

Ferhaps the reader has anticipated my next statement -~
that many writers of the Astounding story displayed child-
-like naivet&, not as something deliberately recaptured but
as something which never had been outgrown,
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She told herself: Thia can't have changed for years and
Years. And she gniffed at Tthe breath of coal smoke in the gir,

"Yes, that's the way wa are,” he said. "When murder's done,
the mur&erer's self-hatred lives on, He must bequeath it, To
his sona, his friends, to strangers in the gtreet..."

S5he let the meaning of his words escape, hearing his voice,
taking falgse refuge in the sound of it,

"We carry with us those we've killed in war, and those
we've robbed, and those we've worked to death. Century by
evil century passes on, The debt accumulates, The compound
interest'a ours, the world's, Yours, 4Anne, and mine..."

"It's ours?” she echoed, but paying little heed, her eyes
on a vessel moored stern-foremost to the share, its narrow
stack just vigible in darkness, Those logok like paddle-wheels,
she thought, amd sails tgg. Perhaps they use it up and down
the river, or along the coast’,

"We didn't ask for it-- not we! Yet we must pay-- in mercy
quenched, in our compassion twisted, in strangled love's de-
tested other face-- in hatred, cruelty, greed, S$So I said, 1
will not-- and, searching always, ran through our fearful
night until I found the road, I found this younger land, this
younger world, Where guilt's atonement is a penny-price,
where comipg anguish does not taint the air, where sleep
brings rest, and where a Father God abides fur any man to un=-
derstand. That is my England, Anne,"

It'e all absurd, whispered her mind, and I wish, I wish it

wepen’t, It's gueer frightening, Her fingers, making sure,
eIt lor the so r%ggness o 1s arm. =

"It's green and fresh, that land,” he said. “The promise
of each morning is a day, and every spring assures a coming
year. Ooe can believe, when I am dead, these children will
g:gg old. Courage avails, and atrength's no futile thing.
A brave old world!" Loudly he laupghed, "How did I find it?
Deareat, I don't know. A miracle, perhaps-- or power of will--
or my desire, Each one of us may have a thread to follow,
bent or atraight, like in a carpet's pattern, Well! For us
the carpet has rolled up, Pattern meets pattern, thread loops
back on thread. We're slipping through easy as bug through
bed-sheet."

He paused a moment, "l've been there, Anne. I've seen
those Englishmen, and spoken to them. Ch, not for long-- I
knew the bridge might close-~ but long enough to know that
there'snour land, There's our escape from madness and our-
selves,

Once more the wall of houses was broken by a street; and
here again a miat stood, as though the sea had given up its
ghoet. They passed through it, and on the other side she saw
the houses looming darker now that there were no street lamps,
faint light from a window here and there touching cobbles that
reached almost to the door sills. And here, too, masta stood
againset a bright-starred sky, showlng yards with canvas
furled; and a fresh breeze coming from the sea set them sing=-
log above the gentle sound of the sea itself,
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I can't have come this way before, she thought, I'd v
remembered it, IEF silYy, bu those houses, There's
& pamenegs to them,,.., Half conscilously aBe quelieé the thought
that came upon her. She forced herself to breathe the clean,
clear air, and her eyes to view the darknesa.

"Oh, it was hard,"” he told her, "having crossed once, and
safely there, te turn about and risk the bridge again. And
1'd have stayed had it not been for you, Because the bridge
extends-- extends the other way. A little bit toe far, and--"

She clutched at him, "You-- you went beyond?"
"Not I! Don't we know well enough what's still to come?

His wvoice had flattened, thipning out with fear; and fear
gseized into her, 5She stopped stock-still. "Nol" she eried out,
"Oh, Christ! It's nonsense! Beyond-- and-- here! It's all
a joke, Ien't it? 1Isn't it, Ralph?"

He said no word; and she was silent, her breathing quick
and shallow, Slouiy he shook his head, and they stood there
while the night throbbed like a slowing heart, They stoed
there until it atilled, leaving a void of gilence; and into
that void ghe said, with a strange deliberation, "The houses. .
looked alike, They..looked the same, Because they are.
They're the same houses we passed before. This 13 the past
Ralph! The past, It's long ago! I have no business here!l

They stood there, far past the turn of the corner, the turn
of the century. Again the side street was fifty fee{ away.
She stepped back a pace, tight knuckleg at her lips. "The
past}”™ she screamed. "The past is dead! Why, I'll go back!
I-- I've got to get back!”

His arms found her as she turned to run; held her there,
"Listeni" he eriled, "Listen to me! You can return, There is
still time, First listen'”

She ceased to fight; stood rigid suddenly,

"You can return,” he said, "You can go back te that same
day and year. DBut remember this-- once there, you can not
stand still, Once there, there will be one way for you to
go~-- the other way,”

The other way, The payment of the debt, The mountain-
welight of blood-gullt's osury.

"No== it is pot your way-=" She said that =lowly, "Oh
but Ralph, it's mine! If there's a debt, and if I must, 1'11
pay." Fierce strength ran through her body to her arms, and
she broke free,

"It is my time, my place, my legacy," she cried, "Stay
here apnd add to itl"
Then, as the guick contemptucus tears came, she turned

and fled, over the brulsing stones, back to the side street
where the mist was waiting,
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With two exceptions, then, the "thought-variants® were
"hollew and absurd" =- or simply lacked any noticable charac-
terlstic, Only a minority contained specigic o¢ceult notions
("Galactie Circle," Iime Entity, "Before Earth Came"}; but
nearly all displayed 2 child-like naivet®, akin to mysticism,

At this point we must distinguish between Orlin Tremaine's
actual and his ostensible editorial policies. From his print-
ed remarks about “"thought-variants® -- that they were "blazing
a,,.new trail® (February 1934) or that they "have in%ected new
life into a field,..rutted by habitedriven vehicles (April
1934) -- the reader might have inferred that they were impor-
tant; but the success, literary and financial, of Tremaine's
magazine was mostly the result of superior editorial dis-
crimination,

It was by virtue of his literary discernment that this
editor acquired his two most important writers, "Don A, Stuart"
and Stanley Weinbaum., Mr, Weinbaum's regular contributions
to the magazine were initiated by its acceptance of his "Flight
on Titan" (January 1935}, but this work was submitteq to
Astounding Stories only after it had been rejected elsewhere,
The rejection itself also can be regarded as an indirect result
of Tremaine's ostensible "thoughtevariant" policy, which had
induced a competitor, Charles Hornig, to Initiate his own "new
story” poalicy, Fors unlike his Astounding ceounterpart, to whom
"thought-variants" were only a facade, Mr. Hornig conceived
"idea® (rather than literary merit) as an end in itself,

Many will recall Wonder Stories' "new story” policy
of 1934, when every tale had to embody a new ldea or an
original twist of an c¢ld one, When "Flight on Titan"
arrived...the most careful perusal falled to reveal even
a miecroscopic fragment of a new idea...50 it was reject-
ed. Anyone could have recegnized a great story such as
"A Martian Odyssey,” but it teok Orlin Tremaine to
recognize a fine writing style in an ordinary adventure
YaTrf...

So it was,,,that Wopder Stories lost what might have
been an exclusive option on Weinbaum's imagination and
the reader-appeal that went with it,32

Similar remarks apply to "Don A, Stuart,™ whose classic

story, "Twilight" {November 1934), was accepted by Tremaine's
maaazine after being rejected by both its competitors,

{ to be concluded ]
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FUOTNOTES

20) According to the captain, "This shunting of the ship,...
seems to bring the primeval, more degenerate characteristics
to the fore"-=but the pilot's nail-biting appears toc be a re-
verslon to a childhood habit rather than anIthing "degenerate"
in the racial sense. Also, the sexual by-play in the corridor
seems not quite the "mental lassitude” noted elsewhere in the
story., Ewven the explanatieon in this paper is contradicted by
the author's final diagnosis, that the strange behavior was
taused by malfunctioning of the air purifier.

21) See "The Faustus Tradition in the Early Science Fiction
Story," RQ I (1964-5), 3-18, 43-57, 118-125, where it is ar-
gued that the wickedness of science and sclentists was the
central netion of Hugo Gernsback's ing Sto o

22) A similar rationalisation--"1 have 2 feeling that one
cannot lock inte the gulf without being destroxed ==appears
in John R, Fearn's "He Never Slept" (June 1934},

23] Waldo Frank, "Forward," Ihe Complete Poems of Hart
Crane, xiii,

24) The poetic¢ and mystic sensibilities merge inte a third
variety, the maniacal, in which causation is perceived in
nearly everything. All three modes were exemplified simulta-
neoust by the French symbelist poet, Gerard de Nerval, who
believed that the moon's orbit was determined by the path he
traversed in the garden., Not only this, but "I attributed a
mystic meaning te the conversations of the guards and of my
companions. It seemed to me that,..we were t0 arrange a new
movement of the stars®(Aurelia, Richard Aldington, trans.,50).

25) "A Question of Identity,” RQ I, 88-109,

26) "On Painting,” Selected Writings (Mew York, 1950}, 224,

27) "Born of the Sun” resulted from a dispute, between Mr,
Williamson and another wrlter, in which it was maintained
that "no idea was too Impossible to make convincing in a
story” (The Fantasy Fan, I (1934}, 152),

28) John R. Carroll, September 1936, p.l57.

29) Marginalia (Sauk City: Arkham House, 1944), 142,

30} Also enjoying a reputation as satirist was Stanton Cob-
lentz, but so far as I can determine thils reputation was based
entirely on his work in the earlier magazine of Huge Gernsback.

31) Cf, Robert Lowndes: “Tremaine was willing to go aleong
with almost any sort of mystical nonsense for the sake of what
he ¢alled "thought variants' " (Discord, January 1962, 12),

32) Sam Moskewitz, "Stanley G, Weinbaum: A Comprehensive
Appraisal," Fantasy Commentater, III ({1451-2), 137.
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the other way
> R. BRETNOR

Not a dozen paces paat the turn of the corner, her step
faltered and she stopped stock-still, letting her arm drop
from the crook of his elbow to touch his aleeve with detain-
ing fingers., Instantly, as they halted there, the night
touched her with its terror; the harbour air, as she breathed
it, seemed raw and chill. b5he caught her breath; looked up,
searching for his eyes, and saw only a deeper darkness beneasth
his brows, Very low, almost whispering, she said, "Where are
we going?"

She knew already. And yet she knew that the knowledge was
not real, becaunse it could net be,

He lauvghed, "Where? Where else but England?”

"But, HRalph,,." She made the words a shield against his
reassurance. "Ralph, this jis England.”

He faced her sguarely, took her by the shoulders, held her
at arms' length. "This is not my England,” he said. "No, nor
yours. My England is a fair young land, not grown so great,
Ifll take you there. We'll live there together,™ He paused,
"Since I first found the way, a month ago, I knew you'd come,
1'd not have dared the crossing otherwise. You sald you
would. You promised, didn't you?"

"I-- I auppoae I did," she said,
"Then why are you afraid?*

She did not answer, but she thought: because that EnEland's

gggii Ralph; gecause there is no way: because after a while

we ¥ goodnight jugt as we slwavys have, and 1'11 take t

EEET_QEE?-- we slways have, and 1'1] take the
_ "Come," he said, "let's be on our way. Soon the bridge

will close.” And ahe let his arm enfold her, and she let this

small security lull her conflicting fears as they walked on.

All along the waterfront, behind her and as far ahead as
she could see, dark red brick heouses leaned out over pools of
muddy light in which street lamps atood, The houses were tall
and narrow, and their steep roofa crowded together over many
small black windows. Their shop doors, sunken below street
level, sent stealthy footsteps echoing after passers-by. Illere
and there, a window shade glowed sickly yellow; here and
there, veatibule gigns told of rooma for rent or of beds for
the night, The atink of o0ily bilge ruat drifted over the
pavement [rom steamers bulging between dingy covered wharvea.
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He gestured at the vesmels. "All this.,. It shouldn't be
like this..."” And she listened while he talked, agreeing si-
lently tbat there should have been bowsprits jutting out over
the cobbles, and carven figureheads eavesdropping on the busi-
ness of the shore—- with the smell of tar, the whisper of taut
rigging, the creak of wooden hulls and hempen hawsers.

Perhaps that is yo England, shetghouglg;é E%£t$3 %gg
vanished, Ralph, a isg 5% g;g - is, what 's _2_cg¥ .
Her memory, casting back intoc the war years, framed a single
day, a very ordinary day during the last of winter. There
had been the usual serry queues waiting in the celd street,
and an army lorry drawn up by the curb, and a delivery boy
pumping along on a bicycle. She had had to wipe the steam
from the window before she could lock out, because the flst
was 8o warm. Dad had just come home; he was laughiog in the
hall, Uut of the corner of her eye, she saw the cat jumping
down from a chair-arm-- and then-- and then somehow she was
standing in the street watching them dig. Her brain was numb
with a leaden, pressing numbness, She was standing in the
rain, watching the ARP men pry up timbers in the rubble as
the rain fell,

She remembered the days that follewed. 5he remewbered
brief weeks of surcease; then V-2 following ¥-1. It had hap-
pened not to her alone, but to ac many, many others. That
had accentuated the horror of it in a way, making it a cer-
tainty-- like winter thunder, like the fall of night. And
new there were the new things, infinitely more terrible,
waiting..,

Momentarily, as though he'd caught some faint reflection
of that day, his arm tightened—- turning memory's keen edge,
bringing her back to actuamlity, 5he looked ahead, at the
pavement, the wharves, the houses, at the road to that other
England, If only-- if only it were so, Very slowly she said,
"Tell me about it, Halph,"

"I've told you, Anne,"

"Tell me again, Tell me it all again," So I'll remember
afterwards, s¢ perhaps scmeday I'll believe_iz frue,

"Why, it's a different world," he said. "Do you remember
old John Garnisher? [low he went mad and ran in ecircles all
around his room, and wouldn't reat? Like his own ghost, self-
haunting, self-pursuing, self-pursued-- fagter and faster
though the house burned down? Oh, we're like that! Our guilt
purgues us, and we pursue our guilt, Our heritage, Our 0ld
Man of the Sea. Driving us to destroy each other and our-
selves.”

Breathless, he paused; and she saw that here a side atreet
cut darkly through the tall houses, and that a mist ateod in
it, thin and gray, and vaguely luminous where its ragged
edges brushed the curb, Seoftly it enveloped them, and for a
poment, isolated in itm graynesa, they seemed suspended ip
intangibility. Then it relemsed them. She saw that the
street lamps here were few and far between, low and flicker-
ing, The esmpty wharves were smaller, dingier; and the fami-
liar red brick houses seemed higher thao before, casting
longer ehadows. Now, too, there were boards under her feet.
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She told herself: This can't have changed for years and
Years. And she gniffed at the treath of coal amoke in the air.

"Yes, that's the way we are," he said. “When murder's done,
the murderer's self-hatred lives on. He musat bequeath it. To
his soens, his friends, to atrangers in the street...”

She let the meaning of his words egcape, hearing his voice,
taking false refuge in the sound of it,

I“He carry with us those we've killed in war, and those
we ve robbed, and those we've worked to death. Century by
evil century passes on. The debt accumulates. The caompound
interest's ours, the world's, Yours, Anne, and mine,,."

"It's oura?" she echoed, but paying little heed, her eyes
on a vessel moored atern-foremost to the shore, its narrow
stack juat vislble in darkness., Those logk like paddle-wheels,
she thought, a sails tog, Perhaps they use it up and down
the river, or along the coast, T

"We didn't ask for it-- not we! Yet we must pay-- in mercy
quenched, in our compassion twisted, in strangled love's de-
tested other face-- in hatred, cruelty, greed. So I said, I
will not-- and, searching always, ran through our fearful
night until I found the road. I found this younger land, this
younger world. Where gullt's atonement 1s a penny-price,
where coming anguish does not taint the air, where aleep
brings rest, and where a Father God abides tor any man to un-
derstand. That is wmy England, Anne,”

It:’ all absurd, whispered her mind, I wish, I wish it
weren't. It's gueer and frightening, Her [ingers, making sure
Telt Tor the so reainess o 9 arm. ’ '

"It's green and fresh, that land," he said. "The promise
of each morning is a day, and every spring assures a coming
year, OUne can believe, when I dead, these children will
grow old, Courage avails, and %%reng h's no futile thing,
A"brave old world!" Loudly ke laughed, “How did I find it?
UDearest, I don't know. A miracle, perhaps-- or power of will--
or my deslre. Each one of us may have a thread to follow,
bent or atraight, like in a carpet's pattern, Well! For us
the carpet has rolled up, VYattern neets pattern, thread loops
gagk ;n :hread. We're alipping through easy as bug through

ed-aheet,”

He paused a moment., "I've been there, Anne. I've seen
those Englishmen, and spoken to them. Oh, not for long-- I
knew the bridge might close-- but leng enough to know that
th:re's our land. There's our escape from madnese and our-
selves,”

Once more the wall of houses was broken by a street; and
here again a mist stood, as though the sea had given up ita
gbost, They passed through it, and on the other side she saw
the houses looming darker now that there were no atreet lamps,
faint light from a window here and there touching cobbles that
reached almost to the door sills. And here, too, masts stood
against a bright-starred sky, showing yards with canvas
furled; and a freah breeze coming from the sea set them sing-
ing above the gentle sound of the sea itself.
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can't "4 ome this way before, she thought, I'd have
: EE. i{' Eu ; ere'a

remembered B ;TTT: those houses.

a pameness to thew... Ha T conaclous y she qualled the Thought
That came upon her, She forced herself to breathe the clean,
clear air, and her eyes to view the darkness,

*Oh, it was hard,” he told her. “"having croseed once, and
safely there, to turn sbout and risk the bridge again. And
I'd have stayed had it not been for you, BDBecause the bridge .
extends—- extends the other way. A little bit teo far, and—-

She clutched at him. "You-~ you went beyond?”
"Not I! Uon't we know well enough what's still to come?

His voice had flattened, thinning out with fear; and fear
aelzed into her. She stopped stock-still, "Nol" she cried out,
"Oh, Christ} It's nonsense} Beyond-- and—- here! It's all
& joke, Isn't it? Isn't jt, Ralph?”

He said no word; and she was silent, her breathing quick
and shallow, Slowiy he shook hie head, and they stood there
while the night throbbed like s slowing heart. They stood
there until 1t stilled, leaving & voad of silence; and inte
that void she ssid, with a strange deliberation, "The houses, .,
loocked alike. They..looked the same, Because they are,
They're the same houses we passed before. This 1s the pas%a
Ralph! The past. It's long ago! I have no business here,

They stood there, far past the turn of the cormer, the turn
of the century. Again the side atreet was [ifty feet away.
She stepped back a pace, tight knuckles at her lips. "The
papt!l" she screamed, "The past is dead! Why, I'll go back!
I-- 1've got to get backl"

His arms found her as she turned te run; held her there.
"Ligtenl" he ¢ried. "Listen to me! You can return, There is
still time. Firat listen!"

She ceased to fight; stood rigid suddenly.

"You can return,” he said, “You can go back to that same
day and year. But remewber this-- once there, you can not
stand still. OUnce there, there will be one way for you to
go-- ithe other way."

The other way. The payment of the debt. The mountain-
weight of blood-guilt'ae usury.

"No-- it is not your way--" She said that slowly. "Oh
but Relph, it's mine! If there's a debt, and if I muet, I'11
pay." Fierce strength ran through her body to her arms, and
she broke free,

"It is my time, my place, my legacy,” ahe cried., "Stay
here and add to itl"

Then, as the quick contemptuous tears came, she turned
and fled, over the bruising stones, back to the side street
where the mist was waiting,
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SCIENCE FICTION IN RUSSIA TODAY
BY
ROBERT MILCH

The leading form of popular light reading in the Soviet
Unlon today is Priluchenchesko Fantasticheskays Li

r
a tongue-twisting mouthful that Russian scienge-fiction fans
shorten to a more easily pronounced PFL, 1Its widespread ac-
ceptance by Russian readers of all agyes and backgrounds is
rivaled only, perhaps; by the recent flood of James Bondian
spy novelsy mipus most of the sex and luxury, and, like FFL,
with a somewhat more serious attitude than their western
models to pelitical ideology and their mythical Americanm or
British villains,

FFL is dear to the ideclogues of the Communist Party as
a medium for propaganda on the utopian Marxist future and as
a means of propounding such soclally desirable doctrines as
the value of collective effort and the faith in man's ability
to control and harness nature. In addition, PFL gives ordts
jary Russian readers an entertaining respite from the anxieties
and frustrations of humdrum everyday reality by introducing
them to a fantasy world where all problems are solved or near
solution, where science and technology, guided by humane and
moral men, are creating that greatest of human dreams -- a per-
fect society where want, inequality, and war have disappeared
and where everyone lives together im harmony and love.

Needless to say, this visionary picture is painted in
classical Marxist colours and is seen as the result only of a
radical transformation of the world order in which the reac-
tionary powers of the decadent West are supplanted by the
progressive, altruistic forces of Russian Communism, It is
likely that this vision appeals so much t¢ the average Rus-
slan because of his disappointment at the obvious failure of
the Communists really to have reformed or democratized Rus-
sian society since the Revolutjon of 1917. The younger gener=
atlon especially, many of whom are avid PFL readers: does not
remember Czars and landlords and it finds vicarious fulfil-
ment of its desire for consumer goods, modern conveniences,
and some kind of purpese and individuallty only in science-
fictlon, One might say with great acecuracy that it is really
a2 special kind of popular messianic literature.
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And popular it is, too, The Central Reglster of Authors
at the Lenin Library in Moscow lists more than two hundred
writers of PFL books and stories, most of whom seem to be earn-
ing an adequate living, Publication is harder to achleve there
than here, because in addition to satisfylng all literary cri-
teria a work also must satisfy the censors: but the audience
for FFL is blg enough to guarantee a minimum circulatlon of
fifty thousand copies for any book that gets into print, and
that's an appreciable number even in this country. Moreover,
authors profit because royalties in the Soviet Union are paid
on the number of books printed rather than the number scld.,
Thus. a writsr whe pleases the censor and the director of a
publishin? house c¢an sometimes do well, even Iif the public is
not exactly enchanted by his work.

As a form of peolitical allegory set in the future, science
fiction has existed in Russis for nearly a century. In 1919,
for instance, Valerii Yakovlevich Bryusov, a war correspondent,
peet, and scholar, published a well-received novella called
I S « Bryusov's story takes
place in Star City, the capital ef a technocratic republic in
Antarctica and describes, in veiled language, the breakdown of
Russian society during and after the 1917 Revelution and warns
against the worst weaknesses and failings of the new Bolshevik
secial order. Though Bryusov was a member of the Communist
Party, his story was critical of many recent developments and
offended some high-ranking officials; but its technique in-
fluenced many younger writers and helped establish the vogue
of a new genre In Russian fiction, PFL,

Real scienge-fiction in the more conventional sense, that
is to saI, still with political undertones (which were now more
acceptable to the Party) and concentrating mere on science and
technology, began to appear in Russia about thirty five or
forty years ago. Like almost everything else written durin
the Stalin era, though, it fell into neat formulary categories
of little literary merit -- boy and gir! meet tracter [read
rocket ship), fall in love, and exceed their productien quotas
to the great joy of the other members of their collective,

With the beginnings of interest in rocketr¥ and the explo-
ration of space in the decade after World War Il, and particu-

larlg after the first sputniks went into orbit in the mid 1950's,
a

Russ experienced heightened public concern with science, This
was partly satisfied by an officially sanctioned upsurge of

PFL, which dramatised its science in a palatable form while
still serving its old propagandistic purpose,

Russia's best-selling PFL author today is, ironically, a
Pole, Stanislaw Lem, all of whose books are available in Russian
translatien and many of which sell in the hundreds of thousands,
His most popular novels include The Cosmonauts, published in

1957, Invasion from Algfbiggn. published in 1959, and Ihe In=-
vincible, published in 1964,

Lem's great success is to be explained by many factors,
not the least of which is his avoidance of any explicit discus-
sion or mention of party propaganda or the official Communlst
line { a revealing commentary on the political attitudes of
the typical Russian and Pelish reader),
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In addition, Lem's stories are not based on formulas or scien-
tific gimmickry and do not include abstruse technical discus~
sions that might confuse or bore the average reader., In all
his books he cencentrates on the human element and his stories
contain real drama, characterisation, arnd insight. Lem builds
his stories arcund problems that the ordinary man might wonder
about =- the physical and emotiocnal stresses of space fli?ht
or settlement on other worlds, the moral and psyc¢hologica
problems of contact and communication with alien forms of in-
telligent life, the tensions of responsibilitI for highly
sophisticated kinds of machinery and scientific equipment, the
nature and organisation of an advanced society on Earth.

Second most popular PfL writer in the Soviet Union is Ivan
i

Yefremov, author of Razor's Edaes, The Mist of Andromeda, and
I art of the § + a Communist "answer" to Murray Lein-

ster's First Cc?tgg;. efremov is another writer more in-
terested in philosophical and psycholeogical questions than in
technology, and he has the gift of being able to explain com-
plicated scientific matters in simple language, Yefremov dif~
fers from Lem, however, in that he sings the praises of Com-
munism and the Communist vision of the future in all his
booksy a tendency which makes him a far more typical PFL writer
gnd which endears him to the Writers' Unien and the Communist
artY;

However, some of the other writers of science fiction
in the Snviet Union today are not full-time authors. In
most cases their books depend more on simple formula-ridden
plots and stereotyped characters than on real originality
and ingenuity, but nearly all are well written and organised.
Among the foremost of these writers are Anatol Dneiprov, a
physicist, Alexel Belayev, Anatol Kazantsev, Victor Sgparin,
a newspaperman, Valentina Zhuravleva, a doctor, and the
Strugatsky brothers, Arkady and Boris, one of whom is an
astronomer and the other a linguistle scholar,

Thougly the works of Lem are probably the best, a more ac-
curate ldea of the tyoical PFL story can be gotten from a
brief summary of Kazantsev's Eg;%iﬂg_gglaﬂg, published in 1962,
In this novel an "International Breathing Syndicate," run by
a group of half-mad Nazi sclentists led by a Professor Bern-
stein and financed by the First National City Bank of New York
and a few other Wall Street bad men, plote to destroy the
earth's atmosphere and kill everyone in the world except those
whe buy stock in the syndicate, Fortunately, at the eleventh
hour a Soviet State Security Colonel named Volkov and a unie
verigty professor named Bakov unearth the plot and save the
world,

As this summary shows, the typlcal PFL epic, except for
the books of Lem or Yefremov, has little to offer In the way
of real insight into human affalrs or world problems, but
readers abound nonetheless, partly because there is little of
better quality to read. Sustained popular interest in space
exploration, rocketry, astronomy, and a better future guaran-
tees that PFL will continue to thrive in the Soviet Union,
but there is no guarantee, short of complete freedom of
thought for all Russlans, that its literary quality will im~
prove,
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Due to the censorship of PFL writers, Russian science
fiction 1ls markedly inferlor to that published im the United
States or Britaln, though lts best works possess more than
occasional interest, At least a few sample storles by al-
mest all the above mentioned authors are avallable in English
thanks to Isaac Asimov, who has compiled two representative
anthologles, Soyiet Sgi Figtiop and More Soviet Science
Eiction, and Robert Magidoff, who has edited the ccllection,
Ru Sclien Fictjon,

If nothing else, PFL can provide western readers with a
new insight into an almost hidden area of the Russian per-
sonality at a time when every added bit of understanding is
essential, An American science fiction fan will probably
find most of PFL dull, predictable, and, because of its dis-
torted view of the world, a little frightening, but he would
do well to remember Isaac Asimov's astute observation about
the utepian future it looks forward to: "If only we could
believe it is what they really want, and if only they could
believe it is what we really want, then perhaps things
would yet end well,”
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FABLE AND FANGY

sy JULIAN BROWN
TRANQUILITY

(nce there was a bustling little village.
Just outside the willage smouldered a volcano,

Although the volcano ordinarily made its presence known
with a gentle rumble, sometimes it would emit growls and a
shower of sparks, and occasionally a huge tongue of flame

would shoot forth and light the entire countryslde.

Late one evening a stranger entered the village. He saw
an artist frenziedly at work in a meadow, "Why must you paint
by moonlight," he asked, "when your vision would be enhanced
by tomorrow's sun?h

"I have many pictures in mind," replied the painter, "and
I fear the velcanc may erupt before I paint them all,"

The stranger walked on and saw a poet wearily writing by
a dim candle. "Why do you not wait until morning when the day-
light will facilitate your work?" asked the stranger.

"I have many poems yet unwritten,” replied the poet, "and
I fear the volcano may erupt before my work is done,”

"I may be of help in stamping out these fears and
anxieties of your people,® the stranger said. "Can a meeting
be called tcomorrow, on yon ¢liff, of all the townsfolk?"

"Yes," answered the poet.

The entire populace turned out for the meetings and the
stranger told them he happened to have with him a magic pel~-
let, compounded by his grandfather, for extingulshing volcanoces.

The painter and the poet and & few of the elders warned,
"Pay no heedy, this man 1s a fraud."

The majority, however, pald no heed to the elders, Each
ran and got his life's savings and forced it inte the stranger's
hand. "Hurl the pellet Into the volcanol!® they cried,

He did. And lo, the elders had been wrong and the
majority right!

Now a great calm settled over the people, for in a very
few minutes the fiery roar had expired completely...

And in a very few years soc had the village.
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WHAT IS THIS THING CALLED SIZE?

The theory that our world is just a cell

Afloat inside of some colossal human

Is not entirely implausible to me.

The fellow, granted, would be rather large.

But by letting his imaginatien roam

Cne ¢an picture such a creature,

The planets being atoms twirling in this giant's veins,
Too, while we are using our imagination,

It's feasible this vast fellow's just a fellow
In some cranny in another who's much vaster,
And though admittedly it takes some doing,

One can envisage the fellow fhe's inside of . . .

Of course, this is another way of stating
That every human is himself a world,

Thus peering through the telescope reversely,
We can easily perceive the corpuscles

Abuzz inside of us as peopled planets,
Undoubtedly these people would be wee=--

Say a billicnth of a billionth of an inch=--
But if we call on really fancy fancy,

They're not beyond imagination's realm,

The only thing which rather gets one is:

The size of the people inside of the people in them,

==Julian Brown
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THE SEASONAL FAN

of Beveracde .fﬁ#;frn{r Cedeesmm
by JIM HARMON

THE OLD UNDERGROUND MOVIES

New "underground” movies, I understand, are those experi-
mental films, desirous of Art, that are filmed on the gtreets
of New York City., I am more familiar with the old "under~
ground” films being produced still in Hollywood, Many of the
space and monster films that aspire, at least, to be science
fiction are such Hollywood "underground™ products.

These pictures, which often would be flattered by being
designated "B" productions, are filmed by earneat, eternally
hopeful preoducers with almost no money, no equipment, no es-
tablished actors, and all too often, no talent or taste,
These undergroun& leaders are not interested in the inventive
new; they are in love with Hollywood's old, Their idea of
soclial commentary is restricted to trying te reproduce frame
by frame a Werner Brothers gangster film of the 'Thirtiea on
one-hundreth of the budget, and without Humphrey Bogart or
Edward G, Robinson, Their ideal Western is not Shane or
High Noon, but literally any Buck Jones picture of the 'Thir-
ties. "Landmark" atars such as william S, Hart (who cine-
matically representa "realism" by a fantastic stylisation
that appeared subdued only in contrast to his contemporaries)
and Tom Mix ("showmenabip,”in critical shorthand) seem too
"gerious” for them--Buck Jones they can cope with and imitate.
Johnny Carpenter, "star" of his own productions, has made
many such old underground Westerns, Some of these have been
ehown in theatresa because Carpenter, unlike many of his con-
temporaries, alse tries to imitate certain aapects of modern
"adult" Weaterns, not merely the choreography of the aold
"program" cowboy pictures of the 'Thirties and 'Forties,
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It is the "science fiction™ picture that attracts the old
underground more than any other, largely because film dia-
tributora have auch a low opinion of SF movie-goeras that they
will accept so-called SF pictures with silly stories, aloppy
production, and bad acting that would be aghastly rejected in
any gangster, western, or sex guickie. Posaibly only the
Nudie films have a lower budget and cheaper production values
than the monster films that make the theatres and eventually
(or immediately)} television,

While most SF readers have a generally low opinicon of all
current 5F movies, please note that I am not referring to big
budget films of someone like Irwin Allen (["Voyage to the Bot-
tom of the Sea" movie and TV meriex), which achieve at least a
mean level of prcofeesilonalism, or the films of a conacien-
tious professicnal "B" plcture producer like Alex Gordon
("Atomic Submarine”). I certainly am oot talking about the
glieck Viacent Price-Edgar Allan Foe pictures from American-
~International., I am referring to films like Eegah!, Attack

of the Giant Leech Women, and Billy the Kid vg, Dracula (all
real Eif!es, all real pictures),

4nd while I am talking, de I what I'm talking about?
I admit my screen credits are not as impressive as thoae of
Ben Hecht or Harlan Ellimon, but that is precissly why I feel
qualified to write of these fringes of film-making. Scme
years ago, when Charles Beaumont began a short-lived column
for Fantasy & Science Fiction called "The Science Screen,”
he maintained that you n have to be a hen to know a
good egg from a bad one, but it helped to have once made an
omlet, At that time he had worked on o¢ne horror film, but
had seen nothing of his reach the screen, On and off, for
five years since I first moved to Les Angeles, I have been
dragged into the camp of the borderline, what I call "old
upderground,” film-makers,

Shortly after my arrival, my then agent got me a job with
Jack H, Harris, producer of The Blob, Dinasaurus, end various
other legitimate "B" pictures, This was not precisely the
"old underground.” I reported for work at Producer's Studio
{acroass from Paramount), worked with Mr, Harris on several
scripts, and received payment for my services. Through what
I like to think was no fault of my own, none of these scripts
was ever produced. (In fact, I'm not sure that Jack Harris
has produced further pictures, after several rather suc-
cessful ones.%nxThe best script I came up with, suitably
copyrighted I presume, was a kind of low-budget spectacular
in whicth a strange, unseen monster was prowling through Vig-
torian London and crossed the paths of Sherlock Holmes, plu
Jack the Ripper Dr. Jekyll, plus Dr, Frankenstein ITT.
plus Buffalo Bill and his Wild West Show, then on tour in
England.
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After producing two other scripts, almost as good as the
one above, I turned down doing a fourth for the going rate
of payment, not exceedingly high.

For aome years thereafter, I turned down offers of several
producers to do scripts for them on “spec.” That is, I was to
apeculate on ever getting paid, on whether or not the picture
was ever made and sold.

However, I ncsed about enough to see how such films were
made, or not made, and to offer a few free suggestions.

A few years ago, Ron Haydock, with whom I worked on a short-
-lived competitor to Ackerman's Famous Monsters Magazine,
called Fantastic Monsters (Ackerman never appreciated the flat-
tery of imitation), introduced me to a young man named Ray
Denis Steckler, Steckler looks remarkably like Huntz Hall, the
big nosed boob of the old Dead End Kids and Bowery Boys riims,
a resemblance he glories in, Steckler is also a director and
co-groducer (0sually with George Morgan) of very low budget
mavies,

The Morgan-Steckler organisation produced a horror film
called The Incredibly Strange Crestureg for almost no money,
with everybedy contyributing his art or eraft for a share of
the picture, and eventually managed to sell it to television,
ironically for the "Million Dollar Movie." Haydock bhecame in-
volved with several of their later efforts as hoth a writer
and actor, in Thrill Killers, a criminal picture, and in
Rat Pfink, a satire on Batman and Robin made before the cur-
rent satirical Batman TV series,

While all this was going on, I did some work for Morgan-
=5teckler. I wrote parts of several Western movies, which
never actually got before the cameras. Une of these films
was to feature a masked Robin flaod, somewhat similar to the
Lone ianger. The character was to be called, I understood,
the Black Raven. However, when I last heard of the project
this had been changed on careful consideration to the Black
Buzzard. There was some talk at one time that I might dub
in my “"famous" Lone Ranger imitation for the masked man, but
then it was finally decided that the Black Buzzard would
keep the rather high-pitched voice of the screen actor, Ray
Steckler himself--screen name: Cash Flagg.

Finally, late in 1965, I dropped in at the offices of
Morgan-Steckler and, thanks to Haydock, was offered an oppor-
tunity to co-author the script and appear in a picture called
"The Lemon Grove Kids," With their fingers on the publiec
pulse, the Morgan-iteckler organisation decided that the time
was ripe for a new picture somewhat like the old Bowery Boys
tilms. Steckler would play the big-nosed boob with the gang;
apd to we fell the juicy part of the fat kid with the gang.
When not working on the acript, I donned sweatshirt and beanie
and with all the skill at my command I impersonated a fat
dumb oaf,
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Naturally, as an 5F fan from way back, I had rather hoped
that my firset film as either an actor or writer would be
gclence fiction. And I need not have worried, With the
introduction of the indominable Rat Pfink and the rappaging
giant ape, Kogar, the film turned into fantasy.

The picture 1s now "released,” I understand, and while
it may not be playing your friendly neighborhood theatre,
it is being shown in the se-called "State's Rights" market,
which means, pot for the apparent reasen, the South,

The filp makers of the "old undergreund” have learned
somethiog from Tennessee Williams and Erskine Caldwell, If
a book is too unbelievable, move it further 3South; if a
movie is toe unbelievable, book 1t further South,

Advertisement Advertisement
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just for kicks
sy JANET FOX

khen tne phone rang, Jodie pushed the "one-moment-please”
button and flew to the &reSSing table to rake a comb through
her dandelion-cut red hair and put on a tou¢h of copper lip-
stick. The vid-phone was a nuisance, hut she was glad to see
Ty's sun-tanned face appear on the flickering screer.

"Ty, it's been ages," she szaid,

:Sorry, kid, but it took me a while to get over my lasat
one,"

"Four whole days?"
"Yeah, say, are you glad to see me or not?"

"Sure I am, Ty. It's just that I've been sitting around
the house being bored to death and -- "

"And that's the worst way to go,” kidded Ty. "I called to
ask you out tonight. The pang's going off the top of Salva-
tion Mountain and I wanted you to go with me, okay?"

“Ukay, The usual time.,"

"Yeah.," The screen blanked out, and Jodie awitched on
the interphone to the rec-rcom, UWhen the npale, deep-eyed
face of the latest gigolo anpeared, she snapned impatiently,
"I want to talk to my mother."

"Yes, dear,” Jodie's mother smoothed down her disheveled
mustard-coloured hair,

"I just wanted to tell you, I'm going ocut -=-
“Again?"

"I've got to have some fun, don't I? You always manage
to have yours,"

"I suppose so, 4ell, I'll see you and have fun,"

"lfhanks." 3he snapped off the interphone, then busjed her-
self petting dressed for the evening, She finally decided
upon a skin=tight golden jump suit, "Four days of doing noth-
ing," she told herself. "Now maybe 1 can get rid of these
wicked moods and have a good time for once,"

The ¢hime sounded; Ty was at the drive-up window, It
was one easy step out of the window and into the car, Jodie
snuggled up next to Ty's shoulder, and the ear's motor opened
a raw wound in the silence of the night,

As the steel=blue hullet-shaped car sned along the
streets, it was joined by others, all filled with young ¢tou-
ples, "oy, look at ‘em, This is going to be fum," said Ty,
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They reached Salvation Mountain after about ten minutes
of hard driving, and Ty put the savage little car onto the
narrow winding gravel road that led to the summit. A hlack
and silver car pulled up c¢lose behind them, then attempted
to go around, its powerful motor screaming.

"Look outl" squealed Jodie,

Ty feinted to the left. Metal clashed on metal. but the
other driver only waved and grinned,

“lle's going around,” wailed Jodie,

"No he's not,” The blue car swung crazily, crowding the
other, Lith a shrieking of tires the black car left the road
and shot over the side of the gorge, It bounced downward
lightly as a toy, bursting inte a tiny match-spark of fire as
it struck, far below,

"doy," said Jodie, “that was close,"

*Nobody's going to beat me to the top,"” said Ty stubborn-
1y. The car sped faster, throwinz behind it white spirals of
gravel dust, The engine complained shrilly about the steep-
ness of the climb, but Ty's foot punished the accelerator.
"Glad you came?"” he asked into her ear.,

Jodie nodded and watched the dark forest fly by the win-
dows, At the summit there was a wide space overlooking a
sheer cliff. A white rail fence marked the edge; Jodie
screamed as it ballooned toward her, luminous in the dusk,
"Here we gol" shouted Ty as the c¢ar crashed through and hung
suspended for a brief second above the chasm. There was
nothing like the thrill of falling, Jodie's scalp prickled,
and she threw her arms around Ty in a convulsion of fear and
pleasure, Locked together, thev fell through space, then
with the momentum of their long fall they were pounded into
the mountainside, crumpled as in a gigantic invisible fist,
Jodie saw the steel dashboard leaning for her face,

She opened her eyes, seeing as a first sight a crystal
pitcher full of water and a vase of white roses, A4
intern was scanning a chart at the foot of the bed,
she said, pulling herself to a sitting position,

"llello., You didn't waste any time coming out of it.,"
"It's my ninth,” said Jodie proudly.
YA veteran and at your age, too, Let me call Ur. May."

Jodie pulled back the sheet and examined her body, .She
didn't really exnect any scars, still,,.

"llere's my lavourite patient.,"
“Hello, or, May., Good to see you again."

"she came around sooner than we expected,” exnlained the
intern.

*Why not?" grinned Dr, May, "She's a healthy young
specimen,”

oung
i,

"1l saw you when they brought you in,” said the intern.

"He's new,” chuckled Dr May, "Just hecause you had a
fractured spine, crushed skull, severed femur--"
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"lleck, that wasn't as bad as last time," said Jodie,
"That was really a mess."

"There's no mess that we doctors can't take care of,"
smiled Dr, May serenely,

"where's Ty and the rest of the gang?”

“%till under, They don't have your resiliency, young
lady,

when they had gone out, Jodie rose and dressed, too rest-
less to stay in bed a moment longer. She looked into the mir-
ror to put on some make-up, MHer face was the same one, Funny
how dying didn't change you at all, even when you set yourself
afire and ran through the wind like a flaming torch or went
high in a building to jump and flatten yourself on the con-
crete far below. "There's no thrill like the thrill of dying,"
she told herself, but she still felt restless and she wished
Ty and the rest would wake up.

When the rest had come around, Jodie joined them for a
resurrection party in the hospltﬂi lounge, "To all my young
friends and patients,” said Jr. May, draining his glass.
Jodie's mind mischievously substituted the words, "guinea
pigs and experiments." Long ago she had seen the cold clini-
cal mind behind that jolly exterior, What greater challenge
for a medical man than reviving the dead? "It must really
give him a kick to do the Lazurus bit," thought Jodie,

After leavimg the hospital, the gamg split up into
couples and drifted off in separate directions, "Well Baby,
what do you want to do now?"

"I don't know, Ty, let's de it again.”

"Die? But we just got through., Frankly, I was thinking
of spending some time alome with you in your rec¢-room and -="

Jodie gripped his arm fiercely, digging in with her
nails, "No, let's die. I want to die. Please?"

"well, okoay kid, you sure do like your kicks."
“"Sure, come on,"

Jodie dragged him toward the main walkway, "fke'll go to
the river,"” she said, “ue've never drowned before. It'll be
fun," Jodle's hair blew back as the walkway belt carried them
across town toward the stecl bridge that arched across the
skyline like a metal spider web, At last they left the walk-
way and stood on one of the suicide decks that overlooked the
deep black water. They all said that drowning was a special
kind of death. "uh, I hope so," prayed Jodie,

"Ready?" asked Ty, putting an arm arcund her waist. "This
is going to be funi” Together they fell through space, but the
shock of hitting the water tore Jodie from Ty's grasp. The
river was icy cold; Jodie could feel it bubbling inte her nos-
trils and open mouth. “No use,” she said to herself auite
calmly. “I'm still bored." Consciousness began to slip away
and she felt her limbs go lLax, "What will I do tomorrow?"
she wondered. "What will I ever do?"
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yo Y4 engrarings: catoured ﬁy harnd
SANFORD STERNLICHT

A NUN AT WALMGATE BAR, YCRK

Leanings like a rodeo hand, against the cattle stalls,

I rested and waited, camera cocked, for a showdown,

really wanting to be stampeded by the dead.

Then outqpf the barbican floated a blackbird without feet.

A shadow and a dreaming dream.

Cars and bikes stomped to halt,

the traffic light, a frustrated drill cadre,
shrieked rainbows to the unheeding.

The shadow passed beyond the yellow walls,

the sun eased beneath chevrons of blue clouds,
Then I heard armies trumpeting at the moat,

and, with a stone lariat, I roped all the seas,

AT CLIFFORD'S TOWER (Site of the massacre of York's

Jewish population in
It is the law of history:

In time men pralse the persecutors,

The brochures and the handbooks speak

of "Jewish Ricts® not persecutions nor pogroms,
when the just in anguish slew their Isaacs

and slowly groaned to smoke,

S0 now they sully the good name

of ancient tourist York.

Come, honest men, where is their monument,
to let the spade of truth root evil
squirming under the stone hearts of men,
s0 we may burn it with new light%

Or shall Buchenwald become

"that old-age home for wayward Jews"?

1190 A.D, )

AT THE MERCHANT ADVENTURERS' HALL, YORK

O0ld bones, wherever resting --

in my youth

those with whom you traded wool for goods
rose to gut the Western World

and later rolled screaming in their own offal;
but you could not know that,

Somehow, in this York of yours

time 1s not tragedy;

perhaps because you did not have to skim

the thinnest cream of hope,

and then we live with rotting flesh

whereas the ribs of your black days are ¢lean,
This tome of wood and stone

sings to me of timbered ship

beached but for the moment by the Foss,

I'm sorry that

the Word lies bleeding in my day

and we share no minor truths,

Still fleets salute the royal wind and wave,

and God ends all in Angel song.
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SANFORD STERNLICHT
AT YORKMINSTER CATHEDRAL

After midnight

watching with stone soldiers of the Boer War
now guarding some breken benches

in a postage stamp park

vainly 1 tried to conjure

sld Yorkists from the mitred, aproned past.
Out of tomorrow's dawn stole

a boy and girl

beneath gargoyles with broken mouths

by arch-eyebrowed windows far above

into the tomb-scented shadows of the grest 3outh Door
where they entwined te a column.

Then she leaned backe-

slow buttress to his body...

A man of York

Old or New

finds no perspective hill

te see the pile of centuries,

Perhaps this Cardinal of churches

needs commitment to the ground

heaping over wlth the Conquerer's earth,
saving in an anonymous mound

as Stonehenge for tomorrow's Bethlehem,

YORK ENGRAVINGS
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THE SHAMBLES. YORK

Once Street of Butchers--

the reeking flesh of fowl and sheep and ox

hung for flies and men and more flies

swinging as if in memory of thelr headless agonies

and the blood ran down to the Foss,
Yets, for the honest butcher I have no cutting remark,

Now cleansed by the rains and sanrds of time,
a4 jewelled and restauranted street
for Tourist York and British Rail.
One almost forgets until a wall recalls
another butchery:
Blessed Margaret Clitheroce
25th March 1586
Ch God of Butchers
let hands really reach across the houses
and the river of blood;
and save us only from those
who wish to save us,
{destroyed by air-
THE GUILDHALL, YORK raid, 1%42, rebuilt,
The dogefaced furies rededicated, 1960)
wearing the black cross of broken amms
believed mere bombs alone
could break through stones
into the fabric of tradition,
belied, gave you the gift of phoenix
and were themselves but the cough

of a passing plague.
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ON THE TOW PATH. YORK

VWalking beside the Cuse

over the dead, echo=-less tracks of rivermen, I

watching boats pride by-- I EIN
I came to a landscape of beasts

feeding softly by the waterside, '

Qur heads pointed and trained IN DI ME NS I ON

and then slowly fell to order arms--

the password passed, P&I‘tm 4 ExecuthI l 2 s

it wag "peace" to living things,

Sl v Alexei Panshin.

on the fire of black-faced cattle,
their great coal eyes only reflecting
my love for the portion of life,

for the single breath we shared,

Like other flies I floated b GFailes oo -Brole
To an extent, any divieion between the conamtruction
and tha execution of & stary (s artificial, juat as (t {i=s
artificinl to diacusmsa the context, characters and problema
of & story outalde their relatlion to one anather. Neo atory
exigts uyntil 1t 1s actually told, and by then conatructian
and executian Bre so interwoven that a clear separation of
them ia na longer passlble, Stlll, realizing that the
distinction lm an artificiasl one, ['m going te go ahead and
make tt, melnly because it ie convenient. For ane thing,
it seamsa to me that the most pertinent criticlawe of Heln-
lein'e staries can be made of the things he has done with
his baesjic materials rather than of the materiala themeelves.
When leinlein hae taken time out in hia most recent stories
for an irrelevant canversatlon on sexual morallty, for
instance, the flaw iam not in the framework of hia story but
in the tale built upon the framewark.

on the sweetness of sweat and feces.
Beyond us, the Cross of 5t. George

limped over the Archbishop's hovel,

In this chapter, I'm firat going to diecuss the waords
in which Heinlein tells him stories, in other worda, hia
atyle in parrative and dialogue. I suppase that thias could
be regarded as a part of hle basic materiales, but there
seems to be this difference, that the author's style is not
necesaary to a particular story in the same manper that a
partlicular person, problem and getting me scen from a
partlcular point of view are; style 1s & persconal embellieh-
ment,
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For an analogy, though the Gothlc etyle of architecture may
e baelc to an mrchltect, it lan't necessary to hlia bullding
in the same way that bricks and wood and glaem are, Style
is always a matter of execution.

Next I'm going to take up Heinlein's handliedg of
gexual relatione in him stories. Thiae hams itam Intrinslc
interest, of couree, but 1t seems paArticularly worth diecuma-
ing both becausne Helnlein suddenly etarted writing about aex
after nearly Ilgnoring it for yeare and because hla origln-
Glity lapaes badly whenever he putm a man and a woman in the
same bed, or the aame bedroom,

Helnleln's plotting has probably been the maoet sharply
criticized area of his writing through the years. For
instance, Damon Knight sald in ln_Search of Wonder that weak
plote waa one of the two adverse criticlame of Heinlein that
he could meke (the othar was Helnlein's ume of slangl.
Heinleln's plotting la the third major theme of the chapter.

Finaily, I memn to mbandon the dietinction between
conatructlon and execution completaly and examine three of
Heinlein's storles in the light of the points Jdlecumsed In
theae two chaptera, Thia time, however, instead of belng
criticized ap examplesa of fietion In general, as before, the
storles wlll be examined for what they ehow of Heinleln as
an individuml writer.

2, Stylae

Every writer has his aown individual way of putting
thinga, his own atyle. ©Given a camputer and half-a-dozen
factars--average length of word, number of worda per pars-
graph, length of mentences, proportlon of variouws parts of
ppeech to the whole, and mo on, and identifyling any writer
should be a aimple matter of comparidon. The personal
atanp of & wan le on the things he aaya and the way that he

says them.

Moat writers would just Aam eoon have thingas this way.
They write because they want to he heard aa individuala,
However.’sona don’'t Aapund individual at all to the ordinary
reader, which 1s their perponal miafortune, A man who
sounda individually himself 1la going to appeal to more
readers than a man who sounds Iike & thousand othar people.
I*m not talking, of course, of the man who pounda like
himpelf nat because he aeps and exproeames himeselt more
clearly than other people, but hecause he is a0 lacking In
powera of observatlon and expreaslon that nobody could he
quite e bhad as he 1a Iip him awn apeclal way. I'm speaking
of writere of ablllty.

Liaten to these two paasagea, both from heavily
aonaual writera. Firat Jack Vancae:
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Through the dim forests ceme Liane the Wayfarer,
passing along tha shadowed glades with & prancing
lightfooted galt., He whietled, he carcled, he waa
plainly in high apirita, Around him finger he
twirled a bit of wrought bronze--a clirclet graved
wlith angular crabbed characters, now atained black.

Then Ray Bradbury:

It nad been ralning for meven yeare; thousands upon
thousanda of days compounded and filled from one and
to the other with rain, with the drum and gush of
water, with the aweet cryestal fall of showers and

the concudelion of ptorms ao heavy they mers tildnal
waves come over the islande., A thousand foremts had
been crueshed under the rain and grown up a thousand
times to be crushed again, And this was the way 1lifs
waa forever onm the planet Venus, and thle wae the
achoolroam of the children of the rocket men and women
who had come to & raining world to mset up civillzation
and liva cut thelr lives.

o

N

For s11 the eensuality they have in common, thesa ara
diatinctly different writers. l don't see how a page from
one could poaslbly ba mistaken for a page from the other,

A goodly portlon of what makea atyle 1a bound up In the

devicea 8 writer chaases to make hle work vivid, For inatanca,

Poul Anderaon says of & pollicy that he follows: ™A useful
device--] think 1t was firet enunciated by Flaubert--ia to
invoke at least three senpna in every amcene, rememhering that
we have much more than five sensesa.” In the apenlng acene of
Anderson's Hugo-wimning novelette, "No Truca with Kingae, "
there are the following bita of mensual data: ehouts, mAtamp-
Iing boote, the thump of fists on tablea, clashing cups,
ahadowa, stirring bannera, winking light, wind and raim oot-
olde, a lagmened collar, eslnging, & chill feesling, & dark
rasaageway, and clattering footetepew--all of these and athers
in a matter of maix hundred wards or so.
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They tie you to what 1s happening. This i not a bad
pollicy, but nelther is it an esasy one to follow, malnly
becAuse no matter what a writer may determine to set down,
what he actually puta on paper la not completely controlled
by hie consclousnesa, This policy ie also, ae Andermeon
eays, not the only solution to the problem of making
writing real and vivid,

Theodore Sturgeon has & good eense of the nuances of
apeech and of ehades of meaning., He draws delicate por-
trakte. This, I think, 1m the key to hie work: he draws
word portraits, Hies writimg, even to hie similes and
metaphore, le vleually orilented. He has the artlat's eve
and it marks his work as something different than Vance's,
or Bradbury's, or Anderson'se:

The idlot lived in B black and gray world,
punctuated by the white llghtning of hunger and
the [llckering of fear. lis clothea were ecild

and many windowed . Here peeped a shinbone, aharp
a8 B cold chisel, and there in the torn coat were
ribs ilka the flngerm of a fiat, He wae tmll and
flat Hia eyes were calm and hls face was dead.

The common element that links Vance, Bradbury,
Anderaon, and Sturgeon 1e thelr use of senae impresalons
to make thelr writing vivid, Robert lleinlein, however,
le 8n alwost extreme opposite, Him writing 1la not mensual
In any degree. Ingtesd, he depends on other thinga--
depgeriptlon of people and things in actlion and clever
turns of phrase--to catch and hold attention.

No matter what policy he wauld llke to follow, a
writer in practlce tells what he wseea. The impresslons
that are important ta him are the ones he paspes on.
Sturgean lingera over visual impresalona. Andermon tleka
tham off and then gaes an tn record thumps, clashes and
the feel of a loosened collar, Heinleiln glives only a
minimum of viAual description, never lingers with 1t at
all, and glves even less of ather sepswal impresslions.

In apeaking of Helnleln's characterieatiaon, I
mentloned that he hardly bethera wlth the laake of his
characters. Here are the three pecretarles of Jubal
Harshaw in Stranger in_a_Strange Land: ™"Anne was blonde,
Miriam red-headed, and Dorcas dark; they ranged reapect -
ively, from pleasantly plump to deliciously slender.,
Thatr Bages apread over fifteen years but 1t waam hard tao
tell which waag the eldest.” (It alac seems difficult to
keep them separate, eince this la all the descriptinn you
ever get of these maderately important charactern.)

lleiniein'a beekgrounds, althcugh they are well-

developed, are alan featureless, Glary Road, an open-air
mdventure much like the Vance atory quoted aAbove, ls aana
color, aana elghts, sana esounds, Roans, landacapea,

c¢itiea—~microcosn to macrocosm--all In llainlein are given
only in outlins, never 1in detail,
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Even so, Helnlein's writing La vivid. MHie eolutiona
are aimply different. Since hia contlnuing intereat 1s in
process --how thingas both physical and eociel work - Helnlein

doesn't tell what things look 1ike, he tella what they dno,
For an example, Iln Beyond Thin Harlzan, Heinleln haa one of
hie characters introduce a Colt .15 automatic, Phyeically,
1t 1s "novel," "odd,” "“uncouth,” Aand has a Btud on lts side
which when preaasd lets a long, flat container sllide out.
That'a it., That*'s all you get. If you had never scen a
.45 mutcmatic, you would be no better oif for Heinlein's
descrlptian of 1t. You might mistake 1t for a gum machine
(novel, odd, uncouth; hae a stud op ita elde which when
presaed leta n long, flat contalner--your gum--gllde out},
On the other hand, In dialague llelnlein lete us know wore
about 1t and he demonetrates how Lt workes very nicely. You
#1111l don't know what the damned thing looks llke, but you
know very well what 1t does.

“*Y¥alue'" --says Unlonel ubols of Starahip Teoapara--
“has two Pactore for 8 human belng: flret, what he can do
with a thing, ite wae to him... and second, what he nust do
to get 1t, lta caat to him." This 1la very much Heinleiln's
attitude in writing. He wants to work out how hie characters
can uge & thing and what it will cost them, He doesn‘'t
really care whether 1t looks llke a gum machine or a .45
sutomatic, He wants to know 1f you have to put a nickel into
It baefore the long, fliat container allides out, and whether
what you get ia a magazine of bulleta or a pack of guw.
Thia ia not & bad attitude to have in writing sclence flctlon
where po much encountersd in strange. Does Lt matter what
the monatar looke like? The question 1s whethar or not he
biten. loes it matter what tha machine lcaoks like? The gues-
tion i2 whoether or nat 1t works, Does 1t matter what the
character looks 1ike? The questian--for Helinlain in particu-
lar--i8s whether or not he is capable of doing the right
thing at the proper moment.

Of courae, 1t does matter what these things lock Like., Not
describad at all, thay beceome tricks proaduced from a hat., Sowme
degeription 13 alwaYas necessary. Bayond winimum description,
however, definition by demonstration can be effective. Proper-
ly speaking, it isn’t an abandonment of detail, bhut the cholce
of a different mort of detall to repart,

Heinlein reliss heavfly on clever phrasing to carry hin
storiesa, He has an sar fnr briak, bright metaphor, In hiwe
early writing, thia brightness appeared more in narrative than
in dialogue, Hare 18 a descriptiaon nf a situation fram Beyond
Thisa Horizon: "The poor degenerate starveling deacendantas of
the once-mighty Builders of Mars can hardly be deacribed as
intelligent--excapt in charity, A half-witted dog could cheat
them at cards.”

Helinlein daoes nat have a particularly acute ear for indivi-
dualities of apaech--hls characrtera have always sounded very
much alika, In his aarly stories at moat one character was
bleaaed with the ability tc speak In brisek, bright, clever
wetaphor., The reat spoke a aimple, utilitarian Engliah., The
one character (usually a Heinlein Individual of the competent
or wise old man staga) was thus snabled to atand out a bit
from the crowd.


aa.ua
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"Well, it could be that she elmply became shocked at
cverhearing a rather worldly and cynical discusalon
between the Holy One and, oh, say the liigh Bursar-——
taxes and tithes Bnd the beat way to esqueeze them out
of the peamantas, It might he something like that,
although the scribe for =uch & conference would hardly
be & grasa-green Virgiln on her flrst serviece.”

{1t This Goan On___0

"'You broke? Shucka, I've been there myself. [Relax. '
The man waggled his flngera at the waltreaa, 'Come
here, hohey ehile, My partner end I w111 each have a
breakfast steak with & fried egg =2itting on top and
this and that on the side, | want that egg to be just
barely dead, It 1t ts cooked solid, 1'11 nail 1t teo
the wall asm a warning to others, '™

(Starman_Jonea)

"Un, Star, I've got a sti1ll better idea, Why don’t we
high-tail 1t back the way we came and homeatead that
spot where we caught the filsh? In five yeara we'll
have & nlee 1ittle farm, ln ten vears, after the word
gets around, we'll have a nlee little motel, teoo, with
a frae~form awimming pool and a putting green.”

{(Giary Roadl

There ias enough of a cumulatlve effect 1in both
narrative and dialogue that Heinlein's writing scon becomes
easlly recognlzable. Unfortunately, howsver, In Hetnlein'se
third pertod etories there has been a three-fold change.
There are now more characters using brisk, bright metaphor
in dialogue, those characters speak plthily more often, and
the tatal amount of dialogue in Heilnlein's stories hae in-
creased, This is not good, first boeuwuse storles need
action to earry them along, not atatic campflre pow-wows,
and second because the more one hears of people who all
talk in the mame unueual way, the less individual they he-
came, Brlek, bright cleverness in narrative 13 acceptable
gince it gan be accepted A8 the authoer's pereonal etyle,

As dlaiogue, !t seems mannered and ariifieial. This may be
a contributing tactor in the falling off in quality of
Heinlein's most recent storlees.

3. HBelatlons

There was a story some years ago by Walter M, Miller
and Lincoln Boone about a particularly unplessant comedian
named Martin Snyder. Snyder had a trademark--at the punch-
1ine of one of hlia jokes he would remove a menocle he wore,
breathe on it, end then peliah it whlle the audience laughed.
One night, just to demonetrate the control he had over his
audience, and to justify his contempt for 1t, he removed
the moncele withcut eaying anvthing, breathed on 1t, and
polished §t. He eti111 got his laugh, The comedian was
glvern as thinking of thia as A came of conditloned reaponse,
but I don't think 1t was,., It etrikee me ms & case of baslc
copmunisation,
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Communication 1s a process of symbolizatlan; a person
codes a megasage In aueh a way that hils meaning can be under-
stoad by aaomecone else. I speak in a code called Engliah,
for inatance, and write English in a Latin alphabet. A
request for a hamburger in Swah!ii in the average Amerlecan
restaurant would do me little good, and & message in
Bratlle--althaugh 1t 18 written in Lnglish--would hardly he
engugh to persuade the milkman to leave me an extre bottle
of @11k, Communication le an art, Some poapla are more
adept than others at coding and uncodiog meesages. Howaver,
the basls af cosmunication im always in terms of eymbols
held in common,

In the caaw of the comcdlan, Snyder, that removal aof
the monocle was a common symbol signallling somethlng funny,
When the monocle waa removed with no Jjoke, this was un-
expected and funny--the mono¢le changed from a elgnal to
samething funny in itselfl, If the laughter had been a
conditioned response, the peaple wguld have laughed a@ often
aam Snyder yanked the monacle out of his eya, whereas I rather
think that 1f he had done 1t twice wlthaut a jakae he would
have last hia audience,

Our culture La fllled with aymbala that are held in
common aa part aof our tradition, sceme of wmhich are hidden
aa deeply that they are not even wildely underatood, but
merely felt, as for tnetance the ritual cannibalism in our
Christian churches. Scme symbole are dead, though atill
obsarved generally, like walking on the gutter eside af a
lady or tha ritual of hat-tipping. Some are still alive
and full of meaning.

Thege eymbole, both alive and dead, appear in flectlon.
Any good writer always deals in terma of eymbola, The
search for the rlghit word !a no more than the asarch far a
proper and effective aymbol. The dlfference between a good
writer and a bad one can be described, 1 think, in the res-
pective percentages of llve and dead aymbols they use. We
can no longer accept "close-set crlminal eyea™ ams a liva
aymbol of a man's charactar, for lnetance, and a writer wha
aticks close-eset criainal eyes into a story is llkely to be
& bad writer. A good writer tinds freah ways af handlling
eynbols, rather than presenting us with ald eymbole like so
oaany gall stonae preserved for pasterity,
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In general, through his career, lobert lleinlein has
used and presented 1ldeas freshly, but there 1a one whole
area of his fiction in which he has never used anything but
long ~dead aymhols, I'm speaking of his treatment of sex,

In more than seventy stories Heinlein hae presented uncoy,
uncllehed inter-sexual relations no more than twice, the

two cases being thoroughly married couples in The Uppleasant
Prateaslen nt Jonathan Hoag and "It'a Great to be Back.,”

I auspect thet Heinlein isn’'t comfortable with the subject,

At first glance, if would seem that Heinlein almost
lgnored sex completely for years, mentioning it only when
he had to and then obliguely, and then in his third period
became absessed by 1t, making a complete about-face. There
1s some truth in this, but in actuml fact the old Heilnlein
and the new one arée not ae separate as that firet glance
makesa them seem to be.

The tirst Heinleln story with a female character was
'1f This Gors On.._'. In the eriginal version, the hero,
dohn Lyle, falle 1in love at fitet sight wlth a aweast, young,
innocent, profeasieonal Yirgin. Damon Knight quite accurately
calls 1t a "story-book ramance™ -- a tag for the sort of dead
gymboliem I*m trying to point to., With the romance establish-
ed, Helnletn (and mpparently Lyle, too) forgets about the
girl unti1l the eénd of the stery when she and her marriage to
Lyie are menticoned 1n passing.

In the expanded verslon of the novel, Heinlein tried
to make Lyla's relatlonships mare likely. e replaced the
atory-book romance with another invelving Lyle and a diff-
erent handmaiden of the Prophet. 7The odd thing ia that the
new romance s right out of a story-book, too,

In both verslone, Lyle ia naive, but his naivete is
more ocbvious in the expanded story, partly because the added
length gives him more of &n apportunity to display himeelf.
Evearybody else knowa there are all sorts of backstairs
asgignations going on in the Palace. Lyle doesn't. Zeb
Jonea, Lyle and two girls go on a nude swimming party, Lyle
cbjecte when he findes out what he is involved in, Zeb takes
one of the twe girle off te a prtvate beach and until he 1im
restrained, Lyle wants to go join them,...

The heroine of the new version 1s as much a stoek

character as the heroine of the original. This new one 1@
the Good Bad Girl, Snhe 1s one of the Prophet’s gsexual
cagtoffa, Zeb's ex-mlatress, and has alept around, T &

scone rewritten and used again as recently as Glary Read,
she offara her fair body to the hero on a sleep-in basig
and then bocomes fluetered when the hero lneists on marriage
firset. In this ¢amse, the last you sea of Lyle end his love
together 1s in a story-book poae: "We had a twenty-minute
honeymoon, holding hands on the fire escape cutside oy
oftice...” This ls typical of Heinlein'e representatlons
of inter-sexual relatlons. Hie heroes are pure and never
have asex without marriage even when women offer themsalvesn
openly--and Heinlein adda purity insurance by making all
his young herces sexually naive,

EXECUTION 201

Alsa typical of Heinlein is the banter he assigns the
central characters In "Let There Be Light,” the secend of
his steorizs te lncluda a eentral female character, The hero
and hie girl are represented as being aclentiata at the very
top of thelr reapeative filelda. Hawever, they aspond their
time calllng each other "kid,” "mama," "ape," "lug," "stster, ”
"weneh," "chum," and "son," When the hero actually gets up
the nerve tao kiss the girl, she pushes him away, seaying,
"Arenla, you remind me of the A, G, Barnas Circus; ‘'Every
Act an Animal Act,'" The banter ang shying around covers
acute discomfort, and the discomfaort belonge ta Helnleln aa
muc¢h as to his charagters,

There are two romances 1in Bexand This llarizaen One 14s
a cage of mutual love at first sight {harking back to lf Thia
Qacs fd..ol, In the other, the two call sach ather "Filthy"

and “Flutterbrain," and the heroc has to get Inta & phyeical
fight with the girl aa an excuse tou touch and klss her far
the firast time,

By the time af The Duppet Hamters, thete lg some
advance: peliher the hero nor herolne is nalve, But the
advancea ia limited. The girl invlites the hero to her apart -
mant, mentloning her bed in the invitatlion, and then locks
her badraom door. The hero eslzeps on the living-ream couch.
Defore they sleep togather, they get themeelves sa flrmly,
tightly marriad that the marriage clerk flnds thelr contract
something to comment on,

In Helnlein®s juvenile novela, there are a numhber of
examples of sympathetically drawn marrlagea, but always
between adults, always long-established, always seen at a
diatance., I'ne marriages are glven as facta, not ase processcs
belng estahbllahaed.

The central characters of the Juvenile novels are
alwaya protectod fram the facte of lifu by thelr nalvats.
The hera of Luone)l ipn the Sky, for inatance, 1s pure and
ignorant., The peaple araund him are all gatting marrlaed
and having chlldren but not the hero, Ile quite literally
can't even recognize a gir]l as a girl even when he mcats
one. 1l1e best friend comes out af an extended period of
dalirium, and Rad, the hero (why Rod? -- 1t doean't seem
appropriate somehow), introduces him to another person
approximately as follows:

"Meat my friend Jack with wham l've been in elose
contact for, lo, these many moons, lle's a good bay."

Delirious friend, rateing head from plllow: “You
nut--Jack la a glr1,"”

ilgd (wanderingly) "Goah. Are you certain?"

Thia business 1s Heinlein's own c¢holee, It is not
impased by story requirements ar sven by tha fact that the
hook la B juvenile, Helnleln aimply ratses sex as a subject
and then has hls here blind to it and uninvalved.
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Ll imun i:_thu,GaLax; wiffers even more reason for
wonder., The hern 18 an ex-slava, ex-beggar, ralssd in a

gutter environment, exactly the sort of perasn one would
think would be sexually knowladpeable if not acxually
cxperienced. llovever, on two separate occasions in the
story he 1s pursued by attractive girle sa openly that
everybody else realizes what is goilng on, and in neither
case ¢an he see beyvond the end of hia nose.

The Dear ioto Supmer dates from the end of Hetnlein's
middl=* perled, after he had bheen writing for more than
iifteen years; 1t i3 not a juvenlle, The romantic situation
in this story lg a very interesting, very odd one: 1t la
nathlrg less than a muytual sexual interest between an
enginaar of thirty and a girl of twelve (Madorable" ia
Heinlein's word for her), that culminates In marriage after
some hop-scotchling arcund in time to adjust their ages a
bit. It puts me 1n mind of the popular singer, Jerry Lea
Lewis, who marriesd am elaven-year-old glirl, saying, acecord-
itng to Lime, "She may be young, but she's all woman."

Tt seems to me that the sum of the examples ] have
given so far, typleal of Heinlein before his third period,
is that all are naive, cliched, sentimental, uncrlitical,
implausible, and life-not -ag-experienced. I wauld say they
wara the result of an interpalization of romantiec ideala
that we mouth but don'’t really observe.

The suprems pnpular example of the romantic fidealist
in our culture is the Doy Scout. When I was a Doy Scout,
we spent & good deal of time on camping tripa and @ach night
of each camping trip we would lie awake Iin our tents and tell
fililhy storles, In the last ten years | haven't heard one-
tenth, or even one-fiftieth, of the fllthy storles that I
heard and teld in two yearsof Scout activity. Those stories
are a normal reaction. ‘They are a way of sayling that you're
really grown-up, that you're a man, an analogue of the gmecret
cigarette, They are a way of asaying that although you are a
Boy Scout you really know what ia golng on. And they are
daring.

These stories I'm talking about all seemed to rely on
w1ld props: watermelons, Chinese bells, sledgehammors, flash-
lights, and motorcycles, It wag ocne of their two common
elements, the other being Imprssible exaggeration, otherwlae
known as plain unlikellhood.

In 1959, in ".,.A11l You Zombies,” lletnleln wrote a
story ebout sex. It amounts to & boy seduclng himsalf and
getting himself pregnant, with a time mochine for a wild
prop. #And not only dld Helpleln gat the story printed, but
the atory has beén reprinted, too. Ttts a dirty joke-—-fun,
daring, and i1t shows the whole world that lleinlein really
knows what ls going on. Sinee then, Stranger .lo.a Strange
Land, Glory Road, and Farnhan's Freechold have been offered
as additlenal proof to &n unbelieving world that Heinluin
really does know what is golng on, But a Doy Scout la no
lees the romantlc 1dealist for him dirty Jokes, and neither
ia Heinlein,
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Stranger_in a_ otranpgs. lagd 19 a partleularly difficult
book to dlscuss because It 1s so long, 3an complicated, and
about se many different things. Sex la not treated as a
slngle subject, but as an adjunct to Heinletin's rellgigon,

S0 far as the way the story constructlion goes, the sexual
relatlons are beyond criticlam, self-justified. Within the
atory, anyone incapabla of accepting the religlon along with
ita sexual concomitants ia not a real perscon; anybody capable
of agcapting the religion (or, more properly, belng accepted
by the religton) 1s autamatically beyond damage., 1his sart
of bullt-in self-protectlon far the author Le no more than a
way of writing arcund a anbjoct without sver coming to grips
with 1t

I have addsd reason for thla oplnlan, In none of the
thres novels hamed above doca Heilnlein describe sexual rel-
atioans directly, For all the processes that Helnlein concarns
himself with, ssx 1a never handled aw a process in being,

The closest Hleinleiln ever allows himself to come is dialogue
of the "Yes, unow" echool, without deseription, It secema &
cage of delihorately blinding oneself to avold aseelng what
is belng set on papar,

N mare cepotral eriticiam of Stranpger io . a Strange Land
ls that in the real world wilthaut henefit of a deflnad-as-
right religlon, aa in the Onetlda Community, what Heinlstin
has given 1s 2n unstabls way of 1lving. It ls ancther
romantic ldeal,” unwarkabile in practice.

The aituation of Glory Road 1s much simpler. The hero,
Evelyn Cyril, will go to bed with anybody, or so he says.
But then he finde excuses, Not with those Vietnameose: they're
too childlike (incredible after The Daar inta Summar: incred-
ibla to anybody who has saen a Yietnameace plrlld, Not with
the old girl friend who sent him off to the wars in the
traditlonal way--he assuresa us Lt ian't becausea she 13 married
now; he just daesn't feel 1like 1t, that'as all. And the haroine,
the Lmpress of the Twenty Universes, she, too, will go to bed
with anybady, but when the moment of truth for her and for
Heinlein comes she has this convenlent wound in her side and
Jjust dlamn't up to it,

Evelyn Cyril 1s as naive ag any foarmer lleinlein here,
any atatement In the book to the contrary notwithatanding,.
It might be claimed for him on ather evidence than his
sexual oddities that he lsn't even half-bright, but I am
willing to glve him the banefit of the doubt and call him
aimply another Boy Scout. Just as in Lf This Gaea Qn... .,
when the hero's True Love indicetes her willingness and
polnts to a clump of grags {I mean thim literally), the herg
insistes on marriage as his price for asubmitting,

Glory Road 1s tn same ways the Boy Scout's dream.
Imagine waking on a bheach ta find a beautlful naked glrl
standing and pointing- "You, you c¢lod, you're the only man
for me," But the Haoy Scout wauldn't know what to da with
his dream 1f he had lt, and Svelyn Cyril's reactian lea ta
atammar of marriage, <The diffcrence between an old leinlein
hero and this new gne la that Cvolyn wears a badgs saying,
“I*m really not ao pure." Only he is,
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Farnham of Farnlap's Freehald dors sleep with the
hercine the first time he meocts her, which does seem a
departure, but llelnlein can only let him do 1t by having
Farnbam rejeect both his wife and the pretty llttle bed-
warmar he 1a asalgned by his owner when he hecomes a slave,
Beyond thia, the conventlons ramain ae tired and unexamined
as ever, Heinlein's marrierd couples are not notably fruit-
ful, but in Farobam's Freeshald, as in ",,.A11 You Zombieas,"
conception is the reault of one ispvlated night of love; on
that basia, you would think Heiniein's Jjuvenile herces
would have many more brothers and eilstere than they dou.

The point, of eocurse, 1s that once Heinletn gets even
one ineh away from a direcet concern with men and women to-
gether, hia maturity, realiam, and ability to thlnk re-assert
themaelves. As an example, in bethuawdah'a Childean there
is a situation that L. Sprague de Camp descriheas as follawa:
“the long-llved hero is enonfronted with the problem of
whether to marry his great-great-great-great-grand-daughter,
Genetlcally fTheir relationshlp 1s negliglble, but such a
union Btill seema semehow incestuous and wrong." De Camp
15 mistaken, however, The union seems lncestuous and wrong
only te the hero, not to the other characters, and not to
Hetlnlein: "'1 know ['m old-fashloned," he sald uncomfortably,
"but 1 mocaked up some of my ideas a long time ago. Geneties
or no genetics, I Jjust wmouldn‘t fecl rlght marrying one of
my own grandehildren,*'” In Tion far the Stars, as though to
demonatrate tha exact limltz of his abllity te look at man
and women together (and ta refute de Camp), MHeilnlein has his
hero come home from journeying among the stara to fall quite
happily in love, at first meeting, of ¢ourmas, with his great-
grand-niece and marry her.

EXECUT ION 208
4, DIlat

lelnletn's plotting has probably been the memat con-
tinuajly ecriticized element Iin his wrlting, and there scems
ta be justice 1In the criticlam, It alsa seams to mo thet
there are at least two aeparaete factors involved, that we
use the word "plot™ to cover a multitude of thinge, and that
the separateneess of Helnleln's brushea with plot weakneas
is not always reallzod.

The thing that is usually mecant by the word "plaot' 1la
the plan of actlon of a stary, the thing that I dtacussed
earllier aes "structure." lelnlein haed hls problems with
this when he flrst atarted wrlting. Stories like "Life-Line,®
*Migfit," "Elgewhen" and 'Jlf_This Goua Qn are maverely
flawed becauss they aren't tald crisply, They begin with
an end 1n mind and eventually get there, but the raute they
take ia a wandering one, ©Overcoming thia ie in part a
matter of decidlng what the story is really about and lesarn-
ing to plck anly significant detalls, and in part m matter
of planning in advance,

By the end of his first poriod, Heinlein was no laonger
troubled by thiae kind of plot wecakneas, as "By Hia Bootstraps”

amply demonstrates. A man who couldn’t plan the structure
of a atory could not have written "By His Bootatraps,™
", AL You Zombles,” or Lhe Doar siote Summnr, to name just

three that are extremely lnvolved but which dao take the
ahortest routes to thelr destlnations,

However, by the end of his flrst period, another and
very gdlfferent sort of "plot meakneas" had become apparent
in Heinlein'a writing, This was not a fallure in structure
but a faillure in providing all the details that the structure
demande. DBoucher and McComas, for instance, had this to say
Lp reviewing "Walde": ",,.'Waldo,' while being his best
concept, itllustrates the basic weakness in most of Heinlein‘s
work, a tendency to rush the ending and te shirk flnal
develapments,” The fallure, in other warde, ls ocne of
executlan, pot of plat strugture per_se.

This has been a continulng prablem with Heinlein, It
hasn't been present in every story, but 1t has beoen preasnt
often encugh to make it obvlous that Helnlein can, it he
doesn't keep ¢loss control, let his atories traill away, in
de Camp's words, "ms 1t the suthor had slmply grown tired."

In "Guit," for inmtance, Heinlein spendas ane day in
time and thirty-slx pages 1n enralling an agent. He then
spends alx monthe, skilmmed over in another thirty-add peges,
in tralning the agent, Then, jfuet to end the ataory, ha killa
his agent off in & job that takes him ane day, buzzed over in
a mere tfour pages, The gradual loss of control is chvioua.

FTarmer 4o _the Sky hegina in closc foeus and then
gradually alipe away until large amounts of time are cavered
in sentences, Helnlein then tries to recover his story with
a large chunk of eclosely detaiied action. The asme thing
exactliy ia true af Batmsan Planeta, and true agsin of Time

far. the Siarzs.



206 ALEXET PANSHIN EXECUT EON 207

As another aspeet of this same problem, lleinlein has There are two story problems. One ariees primarily
elsa trled to force hies stories to go on farther than thelr from the context of the story, and the other primarily from
plots willl carry them. DBeyond This ilazizon !s one example, the nature of the protageoniat, The contextual problem is a
but slnce the extra wnorde are apont on a very interesting planned breakout by the dissident llttle states wlthin
scciety in action, the flaw 13 a mlinor one. Glary Boad la Coventry of which the United States must be warned. The
another example: however since the extra words are spent ather problem ia the rehabllitatlon ot MacKinnan, Unfort-
malnly in discussing the queation of sexual and political unately, Heinlein salves thia swcond problem twlce, Ha doca
merality In theory, the flaw 1§ more than the book can it once by demonstrating to acKinnon that the sort of rugged
stand, individualism he dreams of just doesn't exist, and that tar

better or for worse he 1s a member of socclety. He shows that

It Heinleln were conalstently troubled by his plots, even the crippled perescnalltles withln Caventry find govorn-
he would be relatively easy to dlscuss and to sum up, but mant necassary and thet their government 1ia a meas hecauge
the trouble is that he has shown such a wide varlance in af their slckness. However, Heinleln then givee MacKinnoen
his pleots that he bacomes very difficult to categorize. On a flamboyant chance to demonstrate hia new anlt by sending
the one hand there is5 a story llke Pndkagnn.ot Mars that him off to warn the United States of the potantial revolt.
cemes dangerously close to belng without any structure at
all, let alone a flawed onRe, and on the other there 1s a Since Heinleln's two prohlems are not really claaely
story llke Ztarman Jonesa that 1a more than adequately built related, his structure is a divided one and he has ta cloas
and one like Have Spaece Supit--Will Trav~l that ie beauntt- with an attempt to pull them together. This he does by
fully bullt, The only thing that I can say 1s that given a MacKinnon's flamboyant gesture, IThla lsn't quite satis-
lletnlein story and asked te gueaa before reading it what itas factory, howevar, hecause Helnlein'’e realism insists that
meat serlous problem might be, I mould guess that Hetnlain tha potential revelution cannot be a eerlous threat, that
had had some troubls with hia plet. And about sixty per cent the Unlted States would be well aware of the attuation, and
of the time [ would be wreng. that therefore MacKinnon's Jjourney la not aa important as

he belimved it was. He refocuses attentlon on Mackinngn'a
rehabillitation by throwing away the revolution, but the cost

5. Somc_lLxasplaa of the adjustiment 1s that the rehabilltation seems like an

anticlimax.
In this section, I intend to discuss brinfly three of

Heinlein's stories, “Coventry,” Havo Space Suit--W111 Travel, There i3 a mild romantic interest, lightly sketched,
and Farnbam's Freehnld, one from each of hils three periods, in which MacKinnon moons after a fifteen-year-ald girl, but
in light of what I have had to¢ say about Heinlein's conse- little ts made of thias. The story 1tself is told briskly
truction and execution, and etraightfarwardly., What clever wisecracks are included
are restricted tao the appropriate character--the middle

The context of "Cowventry” t{s the libaertarian soclety stage Helnlein Indjvidual eecret agent,
developed in the laat half of the Future liestery. One of
the advantages of using a general background in saveral In gum, the context of the story and the problum of
stories la that & complicated context c¢an be gilven in a the would-be anarchlist are the best thinga about "Covontzy.”
short length without noed for great explanatlon. Having Heinleln's biggest problem is with declding what the atory
established his new soclety !n lf This Gors Qp.»., Heinlein 1a really about--in other worda, plot structure.
i= here free to treat Lt as a given and then show what - e e = = o om e o= =
happens te those who are unwillling to aceept it, He has I'he framing context of [laws Space Suit--Will Travel
them placed in an area kept woparate by a force field and is a mesar future Earth in which there la 8 human colany on
left to themeelves, and allows that any man who carea to the doon but in which haot rods, malted nilks, soap slogan
can rejoin the United States by acceptance of Lts aocclal conteets, and high achools with empty curricula stil] figure,
contract . The story begins with this &nd returns to it at the end,

and lt pute parenthesecs arcund the novel, but Heinlein

There are only itwo developod characters in the atory, conearna himself with a larger cantext, toe, & confederation
baoth aspects of the Hetnlein Individual. Ope i1s the that unites various races throughout thls galaxy and the tma
protagonist, David MacKinnon, a literary critic who answers Magellanie Clouds,
erlticiam of himself with punches In the nose, and who is
sent to Coventry when he refuses paychologlecal treatment, 'here are three central charactera in the atory, One
he other 1s an agent of the United States cporating secretly is the Mother Thing, parhaps the most charming of Heinlein's
in Coventry who takes MacKinnon under hia wing and keeps him aliene, and a representstive of the confederation., Heinlein
out of trouble, MacKinnen 1s the naive young Heinlein characterlizes her as “the cop an the beat,” the epltome af
Indgividual. The agent 1a the slightiy clder, more know- the poali¢eman, The second la an eleven-year -old female
ledgeable and meore cynicel veralon, genius, perhaps a little too koowlng to be qulta healjleveble,

but good fun, The third 1s the narrator, a typlcal young
exanpls of the Heinlein Individual, though porhapa not as
nalyve as some, LThe rest of the characters are background
flzures, either competentes or caricaturea.
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The main story problem is really handled gquite subtly,
It 1s, in fact, nothing legs than the determination of the
nature of the contact between Earth and the confedaration,
somothing to be settled by the thoughts and actiene of the
littlse genius and the narrator, Stateq flatly, this would
be Just teoo much to swallow, but Heinlein leads up to 1t by
very neatly misdirecting his readers with immediate problems
and adventures that only in retrospect are geen to be nec-
gsgary predicates to the central problem,

The story 1s beautifully plotted. Starting from a
mundane tomorrow morning, Heinlein begins a series of little
adventures, each one carrying the charactere a 11ttle farther
from that mundane tomorrow, untll hardly knowlng how one has
gotten there, one 1s set face-to-face with the confederation
and accepts 1t, The etructurs onm which this plot 1s bullt,
returning full circle to exactly the point at which it left
Earth, is very neatly done, too.

There 15 a hint of romantic interest to come betwesn
the l1ittle genius and the hero, but it is again very mildly
steated, Just as one might expsct,

Heinlein's taste for the pithy remark is conflned for
the most part to desceription; not inappropriate since his
narrator ig a Heinlein Individual. (".,.] was 1ike the Army
mule at ¥West Point: an honorary member of the student hody
but net prepared for the curclculum.” '"We lived 1ike that
'Happy Family' you scometimea see In traveling Zooe: a llon
caged with a lamb, It 1a a startling exhiblit but the lamb
has to be replaced frequently.") At times, of course, this
doea sound like svmathling more sophistlcated than cne would
expect from an elghteen-year-old boy, but that i3 a minor
point,

In Have Space Suit--Wil) Travel, there is probably aa
close to an even balance between characters and background
as lleinleln has ever managed. Though the contlnuing lamport
of the background 1s greater, the lmport of the characters
within the story is re-emphasized by the return to Earth and
1o the eriginal context, The eteory 1s theirs, What comes
after belonge to the context,

EXECUTION 209
One of the major flaws of Farnbham'a Freechold 1a that
it lacks a clearly-defined context., The present-day world
is destroayezd by bomba by the and of the secand chapter.
The woods-1dyll context 1s ehown to be an illusien, The
alave soclaety to which the ¢haracters are taken 1las not seen
in detail; all that is seen 1Is one portian af one houaehold,
This leavas vary little far the main charactera to function
agalnst,

Only one character is dwelt on at length and that 1is
Faernham himself. He ia a Heinlein Individual somewhers in
hetwzen the stage that knows shat-le-what and the stage that
knows why. Strangely, however, hla competence 13 queation-
able, although Heinlein assarts 1ta presence.,

There 1s no story problem in Farnham's Frechold
except that of mere survival: survival fram the bombs,
survival in the waods, survival in & slave socliety, sur-
vival from the aftermath of the bombs when Farnham and his
wife return to thelr own tims., For some reason, Hetnlein
has always regarded sheer aurvival, as a8 thing in itaalf
regardleas of any ather factars, asg a comforting and
sufficlent end, Farnham'sa survival, however, 1s an accident
and nothing that he himself causes and a0 on an avert level
the story meems paintless,

Part of the problem, of course, 1s that lleinlein uasas
the better part of his space in formal little debates an
the subjects of freedam and race and famlly relatlons and
these tangential things substitute for & story inatead of
adding to 1t,

Houwever, 1f cone wants ta earry a search far meaning
in Farnham®s Frephold beyond the overt level, another idea
of context and story problem does emerge., If the context
of the etory 1s really an unheeding universe that treats
Farnham like & bemused bay toying with s grasshopper and
making it “spit tobacco,” then Farnham's futility takes on
new meaning. The atory may be Heinlein's unconscious way
af saying that competence ia not enough. The palnt of the
story then becomes the peralstent attempt by Farnheam to
egcape from whatever 1t 1s that 1la mistreating him ao
caeually and to find a haven for himself,

In fact, the taok may even be tamken @s the aearch of
a solipsiet for a univeree !n which ta be God. If this
aeens far-fetched, perhaps the following chapter will make
i1t eeem lewa ac,

(to be concluded)
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critique of
“the once - ™
, an%fugure kll\g

* barbara flopo

4: candle in the wino

"The Candle in the Wind" is the last movement of the four
part song of life that White entitled "The Once and Future
King," Here we find the first really complete characterisa-
tion of the antagonist, Mordred, the author remarks, is a
"cold wisp of a man," cconsumed with outrage for his ancestry,
bitter about his deformed body, and intelligent and critical
in a society too straightforward for intellectual eriticism,.

Socially he is cornered, for Arthur has seen fit to hush
up the whole history and ac¢cept Mordred, with love, into the
court, The bastard son hardly can raise his illegitimacy as
a banner under which to overthrow his father.

Yet he burns to ruin the old king, for revenge, and his
brothers provide him with the avenue for his vendetta, "Every-
one knows Gwen and Lauwncelot have been lovers since before the
deluge," says Agravaine, "and the king has been told so many
times, but in roundabout ways. Wwhat would happen if we were
to denounce Launcelot in open court, under these new-fashioned
laws? Arthur would have to investigate,..,it would cause &
split between the commander in ¢hief and the king...then would
be a time for new policy, for discontented people...for revenge."

There follows ¥hite's hashed-up version of history. It is
the Lark Ages now, he explains. He mentions "legendary" kings
like "king John, King Philip" and the bitter cruelties or the
Middle Ages. It was the "age of individuals,” White notes,
when everyone wag buay fulfilling the vagaries of human nature,
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From there White launches into one of his favourite pas-
times, the lengthy descriptiona or persone and occupationa
one might observe at "that period” in time, with every peculi-
arity of dress and behavior. His penchant for this sort of
thing, while delightfully mood-creating, definitely brakes
the movement of the action.

Shortly, the hard core of the whole story is put bluntly
before the three main characters. The King, knowing for go
long about the affair between his wife and his commanding of-
ficer, accidently finds them together; he has himself announced
and makes a point of explaining Mordred's origin and motives.
He plainly states that he will be forced to behead his wife or
Launcelot if he 1s ghown any cause, and explains that Merdred
1s looking fer cause. "Don't do anything te give him a asort of
handle,” Arthur pleads.

But the time lg at hand, and Arthur finds the Scottish clan
gathered in the court, arguing.

Agravaipne and Mordred are the only two to stand and make
thelr accusation of the lovera, A trial is requested, with evi-
dence under the new law, the plan being ta catch the pair in
bed and produce witnesses. Arthur has to agree,

So the fairness and le§a11ty which Arthur had fought all his
life to achleve is now 1o bring about the end of hie kingdom,

Although Gareth trieas to convince Launcelot that he is go-
ing to a trap, the old general does not believe his King would
leave the castle if it were not safe for him to visit the
Queen. By the time the lovers have decided, between themselves,
that Arthur’'s sense of justice might force him te undo them,
it is too late and a horde of yelling knights are poundinog on
Guenever's bedroom door, Launcelot opens the door and kills
the entire crew except for Mordred, who runs away,

Abruptly, we find the queen at the stake, and the remainder
of the Orkpey clan still arguing in the courtroom, overlooking
the burning site. Of course, Launcelot, who has escaped, re-
turnx to save Guenever, but in the process he is obliged to
kill two Orkpey friends, including the faithful Gareth,

But the slaughter necessitated by the rescue means that Ar-
thur must take an army and lay seige to the castle of Launcelot,
in France, to which he and Guepever have escaped, Launcelot,
after sparing every knight sent against him, finally prevaills
upon the Pope to call a truce hetween the two camps,

Arthur's is "a tired veoice" in the ensuing ceremony, in
which Launcelot restores the Queen to her throme. Bitterly,
Gawaine speaks for the King., "What cauged you to slay my
brother, who loved you more than all his kin?"

The question now turns to that fateful evening. "I had just
entered her chamber upon a royal summons when fourteen knights
fell upon me, The lady is without shame,” Launcelot argues.
He begs the King for mercy and re-admiesion to the court, but
Arthur is beyond hope. The procession of hideous events has
left him speechless, No one will accept Launcelot's offer of
penitance for the death of the Orkney brothera,.

Gawaine, stil) speaking for the King, banishes Launcelot
from England forever, while Arthur himself sits silent,
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Launcelot is given his fifteen day tour to get out of
Englend, then Gawaine and the King set after him with an army,
Guenever is left with Mordred, who has gone quite mad.

Mordred's tragedy is emphasised by White as stemming from
his mother's trailning. "It is the mother's, not the lover's
lust that rots the mind,"” the author explains. Mordred had
taken on all of Morguase's characteristies and personal whims,
lHe dabbles in magic, keeps lap doge, and maintains a continual
pretence. Guenever I3 uneasy, but being so close to him, she
can not discern that he has lost his sanity,

She is aghast when he comes to her room and tells her his
plan to announce to the country that both Arthur and Launcelot
are dead, and that he ias the new ruler.

"How could you do that!®™ Guemever exclaims. "Arthur has al-
ways been so geood to you, he has gone out of his way to be just,”

"1 have never been asked to be treated with juastice. It 1=
something he does to people to amuse himself," Mordred observes,
He then explains that to bring the pleot full circle, he will
marry Guenever,

The King, in France with his army, is stunned by the news,
Dut Guenever has fled to Londen, where she is besieged in the
Tower, and so Arthur has no choice of action. The Engligh de-
part at once, leaving the Frentch to wonder why the hills and
plains were so suddenly vacated.

A week later Launcelot receives from Gawaine a letter which
forgives him for killing the Orkney brothers and beseeches him
the Queen's defender, to save Guenever from Mordred, Launcelo
takes apn army and sets ovut,

50 the whole system is back where it started, There is no
Hound Table any longer, no Camelot, and almost no King Arthur,

The elderly king Arthur sits in his pavilion, trying to
think, but everything is muddled, He had been taught by Merlyn
that there was no such a thing as original sin, that man is
perfectible, but all of Arthur's efforts along thege lines have
failed, Total war has brought total hatred, and his whele life
appears to have been in vain., "Perhaps man was neither good mor
evil...just a mechanical donkey led on by the iron carrot eof
love through the pointiess treadmill of reproduction.” He con-
siders many causes, many results, many origins and remedies,
but always ends in the same confusion.

Giving up in despair, Arthur summons a page to carry a note
to the bighop. He is touched by the boy's youth and innocence,

"1 want to talk to somebody," Arthur tells the boy.
"Sit down,"

Slowly and labourously the 0ld monerch passes on the his-
tory of his reign and the Round Table,

"I think it was a good idea, my lord," said the page.

"No. It was, and it was not, Things went wromng, the Table
aplit into fact{ons, a bitter war began and they all were killed,”

“No, not you sir, the King will win."

"They all were killed,"” repeated Arthur. "Except a certain
page.

EXECUT ION 207
There are two astory prablema, One arises primarily

from the context of the story, and the other primarlly from

the pature of the protagonist. The contextual problem ia a

planned breakout by the diasident lhttle states within
Coventry af which the United States must he warncd. The
other problam ka the rehabilitation of MaeKinnon, Unfort-
unately, Heinlein solves this second problem twice. He does
it once by demonstrating to “aclinnon that the sort of rugged
individualism he dreams of just daesn't exlst, and that for
battar or for worae he is a membher of amociety. le shows that
even the crippled personalitlea within Coventry find govoern*-
ment necessary and that thelir governmoant 1is a mess because

of their sickness. However, Heinlein then gives dacKinnon

a flamboyant chance to demonstrate his new anlf by sending
him off tp warn the United States of the potantlial revolt,

Since Heinlein's two problema are not really closely
related, his atructure 18 a dlvided cne and he has to ¢loae
with an attempt to pull them together. Thia he doecas by
MacKinnon's flamboyant geature, This 1an't guite aatis-
factory, however, because Heinlein'a reamllam insists that
the potential revepluticon ¢annat be a serlous threat, that
the United States would be well aware of the situation, and
that therafore MacKinnon'a journey ia not as important as
he believed Lt was. He refaocuses attention on MacKinnon'sa
rebabilitation by throwling away the revolutlon, but the coet
of the adjustment is that the rehabilitation ssems like an
anticlimax,

There 158 a mild romantic intereat, 1ightly sketched,
in which HacKinnen moons after a fifteen-year-old girl, but
little 15 made of thies. The story iteelf 1s told briskly
and straightforwardly. “hat clever wlaecracks are ilncluded
are restricted to the appropriate character--the middla
stage Heinlein Individual secret agent,

In gum, the context of the story and the problem of
the would-be anarchist are the best thinge about "Coventry."
Heinlein'a biggest problem is with declding what the atory
is really about--in other words, plot atructure.

The framing eontext of Hawe Jpase Suis -Wi11 Travel
is a near future Earth in whieh there 1p & human colony on
tha Moon but in which hot Tads, malted milks, socap slagan
contesta, and high schoola wlth empty curvicula still figure.
‘Ihe story begine with this and returns to 1t at tha end,
and it pute parenthemes around the mnoval, but Heinlein
concerng himself with a larger context, too, a confederation
that unites various races throughout thla galaxy and the twa
Magellanie Ciouds,

'hare are three central charactars in the story, One
1s the Mother Thing, perhapa the most charming of lleinlein's
aliens, and & representative of the confederatlion, Hainletin
characterizes her as “"the cop on the heat," the epitame of
the policeman, The second is an eleven-year -ald famale
genlua, perhaps a little too kpowing to be qulte believahla,
but gaod fun., Tha third i3 the narrater, a typlcal young
example of the lleinlein Individual, though perhaps not as
naive aa aome, The rest of the characters are background
figurea, elther competents or caricatures,
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The maln story prohlom 1!s re=ally handled gquites subtly,
It is, in fact, nothing less than the determlpatlion of the
nature of the contact between Larth and the confederation,

something to be settled by the thoughts and acticons of the As implied at the lazt, Mr, Warner's commenta on'hQ 5 ar-
little genius and the narrater. Stated flatly, this would rived too late for inclusion in the last (sixth) issue.// &n-
be just too much to swallow, but Heinleln leads up to it by other Work in Progress, by Kris Neville, is scheduled for RQ 8,

very neatly misdlreciing his readers with lmmecdiate problema
and adventures that only in retrospect are seen to be nec-
eggary predicetesg to the ccntral problem,

2443 Moreno Drive
Los Angeles 90039

Dear lLeland,

I admired your article in the current RY, I wonder, however,
if you may not have overlooked the influence of Charles Fort on
the writers of the period, His monism is expressed: "I think
we're all bugs and mice, and are only different expressions of
an all-inclusive cheese,”

Interestinglvy——to me at least--is that the mystical la get-
ting a conaiderable push recently by the acid heads, who con-
ceive LSD as being something which somehow nssoclates them with
the univerae and makes them one with all of life,

The dangerous thing about all this, which Fort nicely avoida,
is that & person hung wp on this oneness crap ls very likely to
structure quite absurd universes, The quote from Weinbaum was
most apt. Take a true fact and project it. All other true facts
should fit inte the projected universe., Teke a false fact, such
ag this silly idea of oneness, and project it, and you get a

The story is beauvtifully plotted. Starting from a msort of paranoid universe, into which nothing quite fita right,
mundane tomarrow morning, Heinlein beglns a serles of little This is the universe of the mystic, the universe of the crack-
adventures, each one carrylng the charactera a 1ittle farther pot, the universe of the fanatic. i think they should be lam-
from that mundane tomerrow, until hardly knowlng how one has basted, aince they're capable of doing us much unintentional
gotten there, one 1a set facc-to-facer with the confederation harm.
and accepts 1t, The atructures on which this plot 1@ bullt, Of all of the mystics, currently practicing, and the one,
Teturning full clrecle te ecxactly the point at which 1t laft to my mind, who is the most interesting, and who, like Fort,
Fartn, is very neatly done, toa. avoids the pitfalls of the genre, is P.K, Uick, His world of

ever changing universes seems to me to llluminate our own real

There is a hint of romantic Iinterest to came betwean universe in a way that the former mystice—-other than Fort,
the littla genius and tha herco, but 1t 4= again very mildly perhaps--were unable to accomplish.

stated, Just as one might expect,
Basiecally, it comes down to this, I think you developed a

very serious theme in your article that has implications con-
siderably beyond the immediate subject matter. The world is
atill full of outs of one sort or another, and it is nice to

liclnleln*s tamte for the pithy remark ia conflned for
the most part to description; net inappropriate slnece hta

narrator ia a licsnlein Individual. ("...] was 11ke the Army . q

mule at Weat Point: an honorary member nf the student hady have a touch stone by which they can be identified.

but not prepared for the curriculum.," “We lived iike that Best,

'Happy Famlly' you sometimea aee in travellng zoop: a lion Krin Nevilla
caged with a lamb, It 1s a startling exhibit but the lamb

has to be replaced frequently.") At times, of courss, this
does sound like eomething more sophlaticated than one would

expect from an eighteen-year-old boy, but that is a minor Strangely enough, by the criterion of Independence--that
peint, our world-picture be independent of where we start-—Sharleas
Fort belongs in the scientific rather than the mystical

I'n Have Space Suit-:-Wi111 Travel, there is prabahbly aa category, To quote Fort's own aphorism, "One mearures a
close to an even balance between charmcters and backgraund circle, beginning anywhere." // Phil Dick'em aygticigm daes
as lleinlein has ever managed. Though the continuing ilmport indeed illuminate the “real™ world--im a way not duplicated,
of the background is greater, the import of the charactera I think, since the fantasies of Charles Williams,
within the story is re-emphasized by the return to Earth and
to the original context., The atgry i3 theira, What ecomes —===

after belonga to the context.
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Dear Lelapd:

RQ Vol, 2 No, 2 is very much appreciated--and this time
around, I think you edge sveryone else out with The Mystic
Renaissance., To be perfectly truthful, the mest impressive

tem of a is the footnotes on pp. 85-88-—comprising as they
do a most revelatory and impressive tribute to the wide range
of your interests and.,,your scholarship, Everything from

Lucretius to Shangri-L'Affaires, forsoothl All in all, a most
enjoyable issue an [ ank you for it.

Best,

_____________________ Robert Bloch

With an apology to Mr, Bloch for outbalancing his brief
informal remarks with a display of irrelevant scholarship, I
list one fan whoage reading (or memory, at least) is more exten-
sive than mioe, In RQ One, while noting the "Faustian" at-
titudes of the early Church Fathera, I cited a guery of
Arnobjius:

¥hat business of yours...to inquire whether the sun is
larger than the earth, or measures only a foot in breadth:
whether the moon shines with borrowed light, or from her
owh brightness,,.? Leave these things to God...

Ed Clinton pointed out to me that this, in turn, also de-
rives from Lucretics' De Rerum Natura (Pook ¥, lines 564 ff,),
which in James Mantiband's translaticn reads thus:

The bright disc of the sun cannot be very much larger
or its fire less, than it appears to our senses,

dpd the moon, whether she shines with borrowed light,
or whether she radiates her own light from her body,
however it may be, her shape ag she moves along
cannot be any larger than it seems to our eyes,

2141 Baxter 3t
Los Angeles 90039
Dear Leland,

»sudn interesting note, which I see you don't miss, is the
frequency with which science fiction writers,,.have used mys-
tie principles or derivatives as physical gimmicks, missing
the essence for a game of musical chairs with bedies--as in
Kruse's story, Or is this to be explained as an attempt to
translate these ideas (always considered as really inexpres-
sible in a conceptual sense, and therefore deucedly hard to
talk about at all) into mechanistic terme that would be ac-
ceptable in the then-canoans of stf?

Sincerely,
Jim Kepner

I'd arcept the {irst hypothesie as correct--and as showing
real inaight, aince it anticipates exactly the conclusions
reached in the present iassue,
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5020 Goodridge Ava.
New York 71, N.Y,
Dear Lee:

Thanks very much for ¥2 N2 of RIVERSIDE QUARTERLY. It's
a worthy successor to Ron Smith's old INSIDE, I'm particularly
impressed with Panshin's comments on Heinlein, not so much
for the light they shed on RAH as for the revelation of Pan-
shin's grasp of narrative technique.,,

I'm afraid your own piece on mystic thought in the Tremailne
Astounding provoked more irritation here than illumination,
T don't quarrel with your scholarship, nor with your inter-
pretation; but after many years of foilowing your exegesis of
1935 pulp s=-f, I finally feel conatrained to say that I'd
rather see you devoting your insight and skill to the modern
item, Surely Jack Vance or Theodore Sturgeon or even Hein-
lein would be a more fertile agubject for your examinatiom than
Clifton Kruse and Donald Wandrei. It aeems almost grotesque
to examine Kruse's waeful pulp hackery in terma of Plotinus!

Begt,
Bob Silverberg

Although a writer like Kruse or Dooald Wandrei has little
intrinsic interest, he may be worth studying for the insight
he pives into genuinely mystical writers, Campare' E.Bey
Bates's "Death of a Senmitive" with a story like "Fractional
Ego,"” in which mystic principles are used only as "physical
gimmickn” (to re-quote Mr. Kepner), with the essentials of
ﬂyggicism being missed "for a game of musical chaira with

odies,”

O B

English Oept., Chico State College
Chico, California 95926
Dear Leland,

«»sl think you do a number of things that are invalid,
First, you shift the meaning of mystical, Early in the chap-
ter you use it in connection with religilous thought: later,
in connection with magic and the occult, But these aren't
the same thing, You can, obviously, make a good case out for
the idea that much Astounding s-~f mekes use of the mystical
in the sense of the mysterious, occult, or inexplicable, But
the other case is pretty weak, At any rate, you're tonsider-
ing two varieties of the mystical, not onme,

Second, early in the chapter, you seem to mistake a meta-
phor ("Mystic Renaissance") for a fact; as a result, you push
the metaphor too far, That mystice and a-f writera do analo-
goug thinga (i.e., eliminate categories, work toward the One),
does not make the s-f writer a mystic or his atory mystical,
except in the sense of dealing with what cannot be explained
satisfactorily, The romantics such as Burns or Rousseau may
wieah to eliminate social categories for the unity of the broth-
erhood of wmankind, but this desire and this idea de not make
them mystics, nor are they writing stories about religious
oysticism,

I hope these comments are of some use,

Sincerely
Edgar Glenn



218 SELECTED LETTERS

I'11 concede Dr, Glenn's first point--that rejection of
{say)} a temporal category does not make a writer a mystic--
and a month agoe I'd have conceded hig secend, But since read-
ing W,H,G, Armytage's Heavens Below (on utopian socilalistic
communities) I think there is a particular mentality that
starts by abolishing social distinctions and eventually cen-
verges toward mysticism, with its abolition of material cate-
gories, See, 8.g., the remarks on Kenworthy (p.354) and W.T,
5tead {p.358), two utepian planners whose terminating
interests were Spiritualism and paychie research,

139 Joralemon 5t
Brooklyn, N,Y., 11201
Dear Leland:

Franz lRettensteiner is correct in thinking that I have been
writing technical criticism in my Heilnlein criticue. 1 have
been interested in trying to discover what lieinlein is saying,
what devices he has used, and how effective he has been,
disagree completely with Mr. Hottensteiner when he says that
purely technical criticism is shallow, If Farnham's Freehold
has passages that are vulgar, annoying, and dirty, as Mr.
Rottensteiner says, that is between him and Heinlein, or pos-
sibly between him and Heinleln's publisher. I don't regard
it as my business as a eritic to tell Mr, Rottensteiner or
anybody else that a book is vulgar, annoying, and dirty unless
it has some bearing on technical problems, Moral judgmenta
are not in my province--they would merely reflect the state
of my mind, not the significance of a book,

If T have complained of unfairness (again to use Van den
Broek's phrase) in Heinlein's books, this is not a moral
Judgment, as you, Leland, have said, but a technical one,

In 1947, lleinlein gave a five-point defimition of science fic-
tion in which the last point read:

And lastly, no established fact shall be violated, and,
furthermere, when the story renquires that a theory con-
trary to present accepted theory be used, the new theory
should be rendered reasonably plausible and it must in-
¢lude and explain established facts as satisfactorily as
the one the auther saw fit to junk,

Heinlein has not been establishing his personal view of
the world in terms of action in recent years, but instead has
been labeling his personal theories as "fact” and continuing
without any attempt to give them plausibilitiy in story terms,
He has been substituting assertion fer development, and in
technical terms you can c¢all that "unfair" or "inadequate"” or
what you will., And Van den Broek has misread my example of a
story in which Heaven was open to mass murderers only. I was
saying that the premise would be unarguable, not that it
would be a poor one for a story,
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And to comment on one last point, Farnham's inaction, I
don't see that he had any chance to avert the atomic war the
second time around. And I never asked of him that he topple
governments, oppose galactic civilization, or influence the
course of ail history. It simply seems a sad commentary on
the competent man that the only thing ke does in the face of
an on=cowing nuclear war is dig a competent hole.

Yours,
Alexei Panshin

Although little is gained by criticising "nastiness,”
critical judgements are sometimes inseparable from moral
judgements--as with Walt Willis's remarks (in the old
Rhodomagnetic Digest) on the me-for-mysell ethics exempli-
fied by an-current s.f. heroes or my own comments
(unprinted because unprintable) on racjal bias in the
Clayton Astounding. Alsoe, I think it "unfair"--in the
technical sense--%o cite that particular Heinlein quotation,
which is an interdict pet on "personal theories” but on
theoriea of Physics,

2762 Ortmann, Quarb 38
Austria
Dear Leland:

The latest Riverside Quarterly was up to its usual stan-
dard of excellence; enjoyed especially your book reviews...
and the lively letter column, Alexei Panshin's piece proved
less interesting than that in the last-but-one issue, although
I will not go as far as Moskowitz in Zenith and suggest that
he [ hasa nothing to sell but the interest in the name Hein-
lein..,But I think that C.S5. Lewis has expounded the difference
between realism of content and realism of content and realism
of presentation more ¢learly {in An Experiment in Criticism)
than Alexei Panshin does in,..his present installment.

Your editorial is sensible, but I have a few minor quib-
bles with you: it is impossible to buy an old Amazing or Fap-
taatic "at a fraction of the price." FEither dealer you nigg
asks at least 50¢ a copy...sod you sound unconscientiously
{is it the right word?) funny when vou suggeat "that the
reader do it at the magazine stand without making a purchase,"”
if he feels obliged to read the one pew story per issue. Ap-
parently you aren't aware that the one story is either a leng
novelette or short novel or an inatallment of a serial, When
I imagine readers trying to do as you suggest,,.

I was of course eager to see what changea you would think
necessary in my letter, It would appear that you do not make
apy changes in the grammar,,.By the way, is it now permis-
gible in American English to say "justest" as you do? Or is
it a case of curioser and curloser?

1 do object to only one deletion you have made: it should
be "a firm moral and eathetical standpoint."” "A firm moral
standpoint” alone makes me only sound more of a moralist than
I really am,



220 SELECTED LETTERS

I agres with your remarks concerning Farpham's inactivity
the second time; but that's quite a different sitvation from
that "one-man-stope-atomic-war” I reoarked upon.

Oh, I did not suggest that Farnham thinks evil of his daugh-
ter, and neither do I believe that she thinks evil of him, She
fears that he might disapprove of her conduct when he learns
that she is expecting a child: but then her behavior is silly
and quite unfounded, as you say, in anything that has gone
before, And Farnham reacts as if she had said nothing more
than "I have just bought some pounds of groceries.” And it
is my impression that Helnlein expects us to accept this be-
havior of father and daughter as & perfectly rational and nor-
mal copduct. Not that I object to the father—daughter situa-
tion per se—-1 liked Ward Moore's "“Lot" and Marghanita Laski's
“The Offshore Island”--but I do object to this pseudo-rational-
ity and the use of the word "wmarry® and that "you have known
it for years"...

I am sorry to say that I miesed Al Lewis's piece in Zenith,
but of course he is right: there is another acene which has no
function in the novel and which seems merely to be there to
repulse the reader. Karen and Barbara are watching the cat
eating its afterbirth and Barbara, who is a student of bieology,
cries: "Have we to do 1t also? I won't, I won't!" Are there
really American students that stupld? Perhaps now you under-
stand why I am sorry that you left out that “esthetical.”

Sincerely,
Franz Rottensteiner

Concerning my suggestion about Amazing Storieg--the time
wasted in reading this magazine is less at the news-stand than
at home, since the necessity of standing makes you read faster.
Nnturaliy, any reader courageous enough to read a novel in

Amazing Stories would not be intimidated by threats from the
Angry news-stand proprietor.

3412 Ruby Street
Franklin Park, Illinois 60131
Dear Leland,

Enclosed is $1.25 for a year of R, Although the inveat-
ment is somewhat dubicus, I am "flush" ...and am willing to
risk it. The Panshin article seems definitely worthwhile, even
if it did strain for c¢ollege-boy unification at times, because
it was well-written and had some valuable insighta., Floyd's
"Critique" did not impress me; plot-suamary book reports have
a very limited value--they are poor substitutes fer their sub-
jecta, and useless additions, "Kwa Wenderling”--that is, the
segment 1 got-—does create an interest of sorts and is com—
petently written,,(The RQY could use more genius in place of
competency, but as Mahbubali ruefully remarked to Kim, “That
is the need of all of us,"
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~ Oh, Almost forgot. The advertisement at the end,
Bisclaimer! There are really no such things as basic facts
about economics, and I am suspiclous of anyone who wants to
teach them to me free...Henry George never struck me as

being the end-nll of economic theory., The
shifted since then... % PEISPRSLIVG as

Regards,
Lee H, Carson

This is the only hona fide letter received in response
to a skeleton RQ--a set of sample pages sent to prospective
subscribers--and so is a "first,” not only for this magazine
but possibly for s.[. fanzines in general, // If Mr, Carson
doubts the existence of facts about Economics, I suggest he
try to re-purchase Manhettan Island for its {alleged) origi-
nal selling price of 324,

77 Davis Avenue

Cookeville, Tennessee 18501
Dear Leland: ’

«..Twenty-one twenty-one gun salutes and a standing ovation
for the book reviews! You can’t imagine how wonderful it is
to see someone who doesn’t dreol over Judith Merril's hope-

lessly bad, unbelievably pretentious, non-science-fiction
anthologies, ..

«+.The Nashville Banner ran the following interesting
piece in the book review section recently:

lelacorte has paid aix figures for the rights to
"Space Udyssey 2001"” by Arthur Clarke and Stanley
(Dr, Strangelove) Kubrick, Publication: November,
The purchase price includes hard-cover and paper rights,
Kubrick's movie will be released in late 1967,

The review also held the following jewel:

sSays Donald Fine of Delacorte, "It'a much vore than
science fiction., It's importan{ literature.”

Sincerely,
teece Morehead

The above paragraphs represent only a fraction of Mr, More-
head's letter, which Qiscusses the new man-machine syntheses
called Cyborgs (plus reactions thereto by Campbell, lleinlein,
et. al.}, since this correspondent is planning a more exten-
sive essay on the subject--an essay which (I hope) he will
submit to the R{.
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Box 516 Radie City Statioen
New York, N,Y. 10019
Dear Leland,

Thank you for the latest issue of RIVERSIDE NUARTERLY,
In Yol. 2, No., 1 Jim Harmon says,

In the line of drawings, Wallace Wood's illustrations
for Pussyfoot are almost as good ma the ones he is cur-
rently doing for Marvel Comics' "Captain America.”

In Yol 2, No, 2 Ted White says,

wally ¥ood has never drawn "Captain America" for
Marvel Comice. Secondly, while Wood (or someone in his
studio) did some work briefly on The Avengersa, which
includes Capt. America as a character, he never drew
the Captain America feature, which is 1n Tales of Sus-
%ense. Wood's main Marvel feature was Daredevil. He

e Marvel a year or so age, I might add, and ig now
doing Thunder Agents and Dyname for Tower Comica. Final-
1y, most of the drawings appearing in the last year in
GALAXY and companions signed by Wood were, as are most
of his comics work, by his assistant, Dan Adkins.

Jim llarmon was speaking of the Oct. 1965 issue of GALAXY
MAGAZINE and the f{irst instalment of Puasyfogt, illustrated
by Wally Wood, Ted White's comments would lend one to believe
I 1llustrated the serial under Wood's name, I assure you that
those illustrations were done completely by Wally Wood alone,
in that CGct, issue. I have helped Wally on some of hig stf
illustrations,.,.helped. I{ would be wrong to say they were
done by me, since they were done by Wally and me, DBut, not
by wally and me for the Oet. issue, just Wally,.

Ted 35 also incorrect in saying Wally never worked on
Captain America in Tales of Suaspencse, He worked on a story
called "The Sleeper Shall Awake,! The credit was given to
George Tuska, but Wally helped on it. It's true that I am
wally's agsistant and I have worked on every iasaue of Thun-

der Agents but #2 and all the issues of Dxnamu. no matter
was given credit or not. On the stories that Wally and

Y do, 1 do most of the penclling and Wally does most of

the inking.

Best,
Dan Adkins

Herewith, for publie edification, a recent letter from Jim
Harmon:

"I'm taking the rap for your punctuation, Lee, You put it:
Marve)l Comics' "Captain America.” I wrote: Marvel Comics'
Captain America, I knew very well that Wood illustratea rhe
Avengers, a magazine of the Marvel Comice group, featuring a
group of crime fighters including the good captain, However
I was not sure that the typical RQ reader would be as familiar
with this comic book as White and myself, but might remeamber
Captain America from his youth. Therefore, I used a shorthand,
but accurate, reference,”

Filnally, a letter, to a younger fan, from RQ's editor:

"Yea, Virginia, there is a Captain America, a gang-buster
in The Avengers and Tales of Suspense, but whether there is a
comic—sirip by that name your Uncle Leland eannot say. No, Vir-
ginia, Unele Leland will not go mad if he is obliged to pur-
sue this matter any furthee,®
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423 Summit Avenue
Hageratown, Maryland 21740
tear Leland:

+++Kkwa Wenderling was an interesting story, both for its
content and for the puzzle that it presents: why didn't I en-
Jjoy it more? Tentatively, I suspect that the fault lies in the
writer's failure to get across strong emotion to the reader.
The emotions that do emerge are moatly those that would he
felt during an adventure in mundane circumatances, like uncer-
tainty in a strange place and a girl's excitement at meeting
the hero, If I were & woman writing this particular story, I
think I would try to express somehow an intolerable senae of
futility and yearning from beginning to end, intimating at
firat and later confirming to the reader the doomed nature of
the relationship. I can't think of any real criticism of what
is in the story, in distinction to this criticism of what
isn't there, because the story is refreshingly free from ob-
vious imitation of this or that fantasy writer, it haas lots
of novel bits of business, and a rarely used basic theme.

Your article on the Tremaine Astounding begins promisingly,
although it's not completely clear if you mean "renaisszance"
to refer te a reappearance of mysticism that had previously
pervaded science fiction, I suppose you could equate this in-
terest in "blending" and monotrona and the like to the obses-
gion with simplification and unification that always seems to
bob up in sclence and art once the field of study begins to
receive thorough investigation, but before the students re-
alize its full complexity. There was the old belief that all
matter could be reduced to one basic thing called the atom,
before we began to understand something quite different by the
word atom; the searches for the universal catalyst or the phi-
losopher's stone; Wagner's atiempt to merge all the arta into
one gesamtkunstwerk followed by Scriabin's effort to end the
universe as we know it through a specific type of performance
of one of these all-embracing compositions; the old pathetic
assumption that all a nation's troubles would end if the com-
mon man got the right to vote, Even good sclence fiction seeams
to run from fifty to a hundred years behind the times, aa far
as its literary aspects and philosophy are concerned, so quite
possibly the Tremaine Astounding appeared at just the right
time to sop up the product of science fiction's sudden catching
up with much older concepts from other fields,

Alexei Panshin sent me to a couple of antholoagies to tey to
figure out if Heinlein really does fail to describe the charac-
ters that seem so firmly outlined, Without taking the time for
a thorough reaearch project, Ifve tentatively decided that
Heinlein does tell in words many things about the physical ap-
pearance of his main characters, but he doean't do it c¢lumsily
by devoting three paragraphe to a rundown of physical appear-
ance the firgt time a character appeara on the seene. He worke
in little hints and partial facts unobtrusively and saomewhere
in the reader's mind these odds and ends of information are
pieced together unconsciously until the reader thinks he's cre-
ated the mental image himself.
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Harriman in Reruiem, for instance: the [irst thing we learn
is that he wears glasses and squints when he looks at some-
thing closeup, then that he's very old, in fact and appear-
ance, a couple of pages [urther on we are allowed to know
that llarriman is thin, little, and narrow-shouldered, later
still that his voice is also {hin, and so it goes: something
like an element that is necessary to life but is tasteless
when you get it in your food, Curiously, lleinlein seems to

be in the habit of describing plainly the minor characters
and supers whom he won't have time to handle the more asubtle
way, The argument that starts The Roads Must Roll has such
speakers as "a sallow little man with protruding upper teeth,”
Sometimes a character in Heinlein is major and described ful-
ly because of his apecial function:

He was softly fat, with double chin, dimples, smooth
skin; he looked like a great, pink cherub, floating at-
tendance on a saint, But the eyes were not cherubic,
and the forehead and skull were those of a man,

That's part of the outright description of Waldo, 1 alao
feel quite differently from Alexei about Heinlein's skill with
creating convincing women, Perhaps I'm wnique in the world,
because I think Podkayne is a fully alive and reasonably com-
plex character, something far more skillful than the Gidget
that everyone else thinka of her as., The cat in The Door into
Summer is the only cat I can remember from any tupe of litera-
ture, science fiction or mundane, with the possible exception
of the one that got the painkiller in Tom Sawyer.

Considerable pelief that you are diverted from fanzines and
satisfaction that your new target is dishonest prodom were my
main reactions to the editorial this time. I think that cne
way to breaik up the outrageous prices asked for rarities would
consist of cooperation among the reliable dealers to compile
and publish a listing at regular intervals of recent sales of
special interest: just the title of the item in question, the
name of the dealer who sold it, and the price it brought. I
imagine that the overly inflated prices you quote in your edi-
torial are really the equivalent of the "3125,95 value” line
you see in discount house advertisementa.,.the dealer doesn't
really have great hope of selling at that price, but uses it
as a starting point for bargaining...Une menace you don't men-
tion: the American dealer who buya British books at retail
price, adds postage costs, adds a large profit markup, and
sells them at the reswlting sum. This gives new collectors a
distorted notion of what it costs to buy the fine things pub-
lished in England,..

Yrs,, &e., i
Harry Wwarner, Jr,

30 Mp. Warner, with two letters in this ilssue, establishes
another R} "first,” but fails to equal Forrest Ackerman's world
record {in a professional magazine) of three.// It wonld be
strange if a writer like Heinlein, so skilful at iandirect con-
veyance of background, were not comparably adept in this mat-
ter of charactera.// The inflated prices guoted were not bluff:
I learn from the dealer himself (Malcolm Willits of Collectors
Book Store, Hollywood) that the Amazing Annual was sold for
its asking price, thirty seven dollars, one week after pub-
lication of the advertisement,

ON LEGALIZED THEFT (epimoriaL)

Last time, I indicated how Sol Cohen's non-payment policy
for reprints in Amazing Stories and Fantastic Vll! make it dif-
ficult--and, perﬁaps, impossible--for a science-fiction writer
1o earh a living. S5ince then I have received twe letyers‘of
protest, Une writer claims that the Ultimate Publishing Com-
pany will reform once it is financially secure--5¢l Cohen al-
ready having "doubled the circulation”--so that “mutual recri-
minations" are not in order, The second pontificates likewise
that "gcience fiction writers would do well to hold their tem-
pers..,it might mean more money lor them in the [uture.”

These particular arguments--which condone theft on grounds
that it will stop after the thief has accumulated more money--
I need not answer. However, 1t will be instructive to examine
the writera' other claims,

Correspondent "A" alludes to information "glven to me con-
fidentially"” about a new editor for "Amazing”--the implication
being that a chanﬁe in payments will accompany this change in
peraonnel--while "B asserts that "...Cohen does pay f[or re-
printe pow,” and ¢ites as reference the current bulletin of
the SFHI_TScience Fiction Writers of America),

But "A* is unaware that "Amazing's" editor does not deter-
mine the magazine's finamcial policy, which is the prerogative
of S0l Cohen, the publisher, while e saimply failed to read
the SFWA notice closely, For, Damon Knight, SFWA president,
emphasises that Ultimate's current flat rate of $25--which
relative to a 25,000 word story amounts to a tenth of a cent
per word——is only a fraction of a minimal decent payment. The
sum now offered can be regarded only as a palliative to some-
body's conscience——in the sense that a holdup man might diminish
his guilt by giving his victim twenty five centa carefare home.

Two concluding remarks are neceaaary about the defendant's
legality and the plaintiff's wotivation.

1 must concede, first, that the present thefts are legal.
Whether an author's money is stolen directly or he is simply
prevented from earning any more money, the fipal result is the
same; but only the first variety of theft is within the cog-
nigance of the law, Ultimate bought the copyrights from Ziff
Davis and therefore can dispose of the stories as it pleases,
even when such dispesition cuts the circulation of paying
magazines and hence the incomea of their anthors.

The second point is stated most aptly by Riah, in Uur
Mutual Friend:

"For it is not, in Christian countries, with the Jews as
with other peoples, Man gays, 'This 1s a bad Greek, but
there are good Greeks. Thia is a bad Turk, but there are
good Turka,® Net so with the Jewa. Men find the bad among
us easily enough--among what peoples are the bad not easily
found? But they take the worat of uas as presentations of
the highest; and they say 'All Jews are alike.'"

Prejudice being what it is, one morally reprehensible act
by a Jew injures the entire Jewish community, of which the
present writer, like Sol €ohen, 13 a member.
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5till available:
AUSTRALIAN SCIENCE-FICTION INDEX, 19539-19%62

This 113 page half-foclscap slze mimeographed book lists
the full contents of -

—41l Australisn SF magazines-——

Fantasy & Science Fiction (Austr. ed.)
Thrills Incorporated
Future Science Fiction

Popular Science Fiction
Urbit Science Fiction

S5elected Science Fiction Selence Fiction Monthly

{ 73 issues in all)

-=The Paperback Series—-

Science Fiction Library
Fantasy Fiction American Science Fiction

{104 issues of thease)}

——and another 30 paperbackg--

It does pot include hard covered editions, prewar items,
a few British paperbacks reissued with new covers, the few
books published since 1962, worka of Australians published
abroad, or isolated stories in general media, #4ll these will
be covered in some [uture supplement.

It does give information on most of the science fiction
published as such in Australia. Of this only half is actually

written locally, the rest coming from such sources as the U.5,A.

and Great Britain. {(There are also two items from New Zealand
and the U,5,3,R,)
For sale at $3.30 (U,S, currency},
1/4/- {British}, or $3.00 (Australian},
Urder from:

Australian Science Fiction Association
Bax 852, P.0., Canberra City, A.C.T,, Australia
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ALAS, ALL SHRINKING! -- or A MATTER OF SIZE

"Six inches tall] Professor Goniffl, you must be joking!"

"Dr, Golew, I have never been more serious in my life,.
With my new process I can reduce every human being to a
height of six inches! Thus I will save the world from the
deadly consequences of the Malthusian theory. No longer
will there be starvation due to overpopulation. ¢ne section
of farm land will be able to feed a million people! Now
wateh closely, Golem, while I demonstrate my special tissue
diminution 3oiution, Calaphrastadiasulphasuperchlorophoxide.”

"It's actually working! Look at him shrink —- four feet
high, two feet, one foot, six inches,,.Professor Goniff, you
are making scientific history! But I forgot,..Where is the
height-restoring linuid? Goniff, can you hear me? VWhers is
the restorative? Professor, I can no longer see you! Where
are you?"

And 8¢ the professor's secret ia lost in the domain of
the microscopic, lowever, to solve social and economic
problemg you need not be reatricted by the Malthusian theory;
nor do you have to ahrink to a height of six inches. In
its adult discussion classea the llenry George School of
Social Science enables you to see the important relationships
i: §¥nh problema as unenployment, rural decay, and urban
atrife,

The Henry George School has classea in the United States,
Canada, Great Britain, Australia -- and even in those remote
places where the RQ has no subscribers, Consult your phone
book, and if no lenry George School is listed, inquire about
free correspondence courses from International Headquarters,
30 E. 64th 5t,, New York, New York 1002L,






