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RQ MISCELLANY

"What Happened at Clontarf?"

Williag Tiner's cover depicts St. Patrick's Day at Santa Monica
Beach, with the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society (LASFS) and the
Society for Creative Anachronisms restaging the Norse vs. Brian
Boru title fight. The dinosaur and burning ship are purely fanci-
ful (as is the relation between Patrick and King Brian), but the
three Vikings can be identified as LASFS members, Paul Turner, Dave
Hulan, and Bruce Pelz. Incidentally, Tiner's sketch on P.77 is de-
rived from his new comic strip, "Harry Saurus, Private Detective."

"Oop, I never open momouth but I pack me food in it..."

Last issue I committed the unbelievable blunder of announcing
March '?71 as date for FEurocon I, the s-f convention at Trieste. Of
course, this is one year too early--and so I've been informed, via
de}etion of my name from the first Progress Report, of my own non-
existence. Nonetheless, dilettanti and cognoscenti are urged to
register by sending $4 and §/, respectively (for supporting or at-
tending memberships) to Eurocon I, c/o either Box 40 University
Station, Regina, Canada or CCSF, casella postale 423--30100 Venezia,
Italy. This should be done early so that I can spend that much less
time confined in Limbo.

Blunder #2 was my misnumbering of Jim Harmon's address, which
should have been: Nostalgia Tllustrated, Box 38612, Hollywood,
California 90038. (Pre-publication price is still $9 per year.)
Fortunately, mail still arrived. As Mr. Harmon explained to me,
"Apparently anything with a weird title on it, the clerks in
that post office shove into my box."

"Achdung! Pozor! Attenshune!"

Those roused by Stephen Scobie's Einstein Intersection article
should consult its Nova homologue, by Sandra Miesel, in the current
Extrapolation (Box 3786 Wooster College, Wooster, OH 44691; $3/year).

om Clareson's was consistently the best "heavy" in the U.S. Midwest;
with its new "slick" format (and Mrs. Miesel as regular contributor) it
becomes, as Ring Magazine would say, this year's Logical Contender.

Also recommended are these news magazines:

Check Point (Peter Roberts. The Hawthorns, Keele. Shafts., JK;
5 issues/ 20 new pence--or 8/§1 from U.S. agent, Arnie Katz,
address listed below),

Focal Point (Arnie Katz, 59 Livingston, Apt 6B, Brooklyn,
New York 17207; 6/81),

Sanders N (Dave Nee, 208 Putnam Hall, 2650 Durant, Berkeley,
California 94720; 5/%1).

Just as radiation from either focus of an ellipse converges at
the other, so literary currents between old and new worlds necessari-
ly emerge from either American or British focal (or check) points.
Thus whoever sends Arnie Katz $2--and specifies both publications--
can smell the wind from either direction. Perkeleians (or Newtonians)
amongst us should also send a dollar to David Nee, who easily qual-
ifies (to use baseball terminology) as Rookie of the Year.

(cont. on p.78)



CLICHES IN THE OLD
SUPER-SCIENCE STORY
by
Leland Sapiro

#1 INTRODUCTION

At the start, the editor of Amazing Stories assigned to his
magazine a simple didactic role: to arouse the scientific curi-
o8ity of its readers and so prompt them to become scientists
themselves. In this way, said Hugo Gernsback, science-fiction
"contributes something.to progress that probably no other kind
of literature does.” '

Several years later, another publisher realized the greater
sales value of such a magazine intended primarily to entertain,
80 in 1930 the Clayton Magazine Company,issuea tThe first of
its Astounding Stories of Super-Science. "This new periodical,”
wrote editor Harry Bates, "will anticipate the super-science
achievements of To-morrow," yet its stories "will not only be
accurate in their,science but will be vividly, dramatically and
thrillingly told!”

Vividness (but not the type anticipated) was indeed to be
present; thrill and drama we can evaluate by classifying Bates's
magazine in terms of Theme and Episode.

#2 ABOMINATIONS, HUMAN AND OTHERWISE

A recurring theme was the Invasion, designed to enslave or
exterminate all terrestrial human beings. The invaders themselves,
usually monstrosities of some kind, were described by suitable
negative-connotive terms. Certain of these were supposed to pro-
duce instant dislike, e.g., "sinister," "fiendish," and--worst
of all--"inhuman," while others were supposed to induce physical
revulsion. In this category were such general words as 'loath-
some" and "disgusting" plus those that designated more specific
traits, e.g., mode of locomotion--"slithering" or "crawling"--—
unpleasant odour--"fetid" or "nauseous"--or skin texture--"slimy"
or "viscid."

In each instance, Man was assumed to be the standard of phy-
sical beauty, from which any deviation was reason for fear and
detestation.
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A representative invasion story was Harl Vincent's "Vagabonds
of Space" (Nov. 1930), in which the inhabitants of Ganymede plan
tg subjugate the Solar System. The Ganymedeans possess both
Simian and canine characteristics.

A group of squat, sullen Llotta awaited them...Close-set,
beady eyes; unbelievable flat features of chalky white-
ness; chunky bowed legs, bare and hairy; long arms with
dangling paws--these were the outstanding characteristics
of the Llotta. (260)

In particular, Rapaju, the Ganymedean naval commandant,"looked
the incarnation of all that was evil and vile, a monster among
monsters" (260).

However it was not mandatory that the invaders be extra-terres-
trial. Thus Victor Rousseau's "The Beetle Horde" (Jan. 1930) des-
cribed an army of giant insects released by a scientist at the
South Pole, while his "The Wall of Death" (Nov. 1930) told of ma-
levolent protoplasm, also from the Antarctic:

The Argentine Government had sent a force of twenty
thousand men against them, armed with cannon, machine-guns
...and the new death-ray. And in the night...it had been
overwhelmed and eaten.

But the Argentine expedition had done worse than it at
first dreamed of. It had given the monsters a taste for
human flest., And tEEh_lf'gaa been discovered that by Teed-
ing these devils human flesh, they could be rendered tor-
pid, and their advance stayed...

At first criminals had been supplied them, then natives,
then Chinese...a frenzy of fear had taken...the whole world.

(153)

Here, then, is a well-ordered Hierarchy of Being, starting
with protoplasm, ascending through criminals, then "natives,"
then Chinese, and culminating, presumably, in the white American,
This classification was carried a step further by Nat Schachner
and A,L, Zagat, who explain that in a future slave battalion,

Every language of Earth was there save English. The Anglo-
Saxons had chosen tortured death rather than submission to
the commands of their conquerers.

("The Death Cloud," May 1931, p. 268)
But in such cases minority groups simply lacked qualities of

their betters; in others, e.g., Harl Vincent's "Terrors Unseen"
(March 1931) they demonstrated their inferiority in positive fashion.

He had seen somethingat the window: a face pressed_against
the pane and contorted with unutterable malice. Then it was gone.

"Who is he?" Eddie asked shortly...

"Only Carlos--Carlos Savarino," said Shelton, carelessly.
"A Chilean, I think. He worked for me for two months during
the summer and I fired him for getting fresh with Lina. Good
mechanic but dumb as an ox. Had to tell him every little
detail when he was doing something in the shop..."

The girl looked at Eddie squarely now. She was flushing
hotly. "And I horsewhipped him," she added.

"Yes," Shelton laughed; "it was rich. He sneaked ayay}ike
a whipped puppy, and this is the first time we've ?§2%glm51nceﬂ
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Such stories the editor justified in this way:

After all, for story purposes it is more effective to
make the villain a foreigner than an American. Every
large non-English-speaking country furnishes its quota
of objectionable characters...Somebody must be unsocial

and obstructing. (January 1922, p. 139)

of course,,these sentiments were present in other contempora-
ry Journalg, though Astounding's reader, unlike that of various
pulp magazines or the Saturday Eﬁening Post, could inflate his
self-esteem by viewing an entire universe of inferior creatures
—--8 universe that included the abominations from other planets
in addition to those on his very own.

But there still remains the_.evil physicist, whose nationali-
ty usually was not specified.

) Science-fiction writers of the late Twenties often were obsessed
with the scientist's.guilt in acquiring kmowledge not intended
for men to possess. But in the early Thirties the Gernsback ex-
perimental-science story was partially displaced by the Clayton
science-adventure story--and correspondingly, the "impious scien-
tist" (to use Richard Witter's phrase) was replaced by the well~
known "mad scientist."

"Haven't you guessed the rea-
sons for my interest in your
engines of destruction? I came
down the centuries....so that I
might come back with power....
to wipe out the fools who have
made a mock of me.....I will be
what many men have tried to be
....master of the world! Abso-
lute, unquestioned supreme mas-
ter!"

. He paused, his eyes glaring
into mine -- I knew from the
light that shone behind those
long, narrow slits that.I was
dealing with a madman. f

We ask: what was presupposed, first, by the scientist's ac-
complishments and, secondly, by his mental derangement?

In Bates's magazine it was assumed that coordinated programs
of scientific research--and the manufacture of devices to em-
body the results--could be accomplished by an individual or a
small group of individuals., Thus in Victor Rousseau's "The In-
visible Death" (October 1930) the evil scientists are

...madmen who had escaped from somewhere, obtained posses-
sion of scientific secrets, and banded themselves together
to overcome the world. (57)

Today, after the Manhattan Project--where hundreds of people
sometimes were reanired to manufacture a minor subassemblage--
the concept of Solitary individuals making a fission bomb or any
"secret weapon" appears ludigrous.
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Arthur Cox, in a letter, summarized it this way:

The existence of such men as Thomas Alva Edison and Al-
bert Einstein gave some plausibility to notions of "Master
Scientists" and "mad scientists"--that is, to the idea
that a solitary inventor or thinker might be, because of
his knowledge and intellectual ability, a person of con-
siderable power, benign or sinister. Einstein obviously sat
for such good scientists as Dr. Huer (who once had a large
crop of hair, which later turned out to be a wig), Dr.
Wonmug ("Ein Stein" being German for "one mug") and Dr.
Herzog (in "The Triggered Dimension” by Harry Bates).

The mad scientist was, of course, merely an adaptation
of this potent figure to the needs of certain naive types
of pulp fiction. He gradually disappeared from the main-
stream of science fiction as it became more sophisticated
and as the bureaucratized scientific projects of the war
years, and after, crowded the individual genius out of
our imaginations.

We note in passing that even if the scientist were not insane,
his abnormally large head (for his supposedly big brain) naturally
led to other bodily distortions by what was conceived as dramatic
contrast: the power of scientific inventions versus the physical
impotence of the inventor himself, For example, the scientist in
L.A. Eshbach's "The Gray Plague" (Nov.1930) was a twisted mon-
strosity of a man" (215), while D.W. Hall's Professor Singe was

...8 peculiar gnome-like figure...with hunched, twisted
back and huge over-heavy head. From that ridiculous head
had come the torpedoes arrayed before him, g

But concerning the mad scientist there is still the question:
why was such insanity attributed only to the scientific maldoer?

I'd conjecture that in his normal state the scientist as then
conceived lacked some of the criminal's main prerequisites. The
habitual felon is concerned with sensual rather than intellectual
pleasures. When Malcolm is trying to convince Macduff of his own
wickedness, he says:

..oothere's no bottom, none,
In my voluptuousness; your wives, your daughters,
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up
The cistern of my lust, and my desire
A1l continent impediments would o'erbear,
That did oppose my will...

Other examples of such behavior are sSeen elsewhere:

Rapaju talked, He told of the armament of his vessels,
painting vivid pictures of the destruction to be wrought
in the cities of Terra, of Mars and Venus. His great hairy
paws clutched at imaginary riches when he spoke glowingly
of the plundering to follow. He spoke of the women of the
inner planets and Carr half rose from his seat when he
observed the lecherous glitter in his beady eyes. Ora!

Great God, was she safe here?(Harl Vincent, op. cit.. 261)

Obviously, the "cold, calculating young man of science"9
would not be guilty of such conduct.
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Even if the scientist did plan maliciously he would have
been physically unable to carry out his designs, for he was
reputed to be weak and sickly. This is why Commander John
Hanson, after landing on Sewell Peaslee Wright's "Ghost
World" (April 1931), expresses his gratitude at not being a
"white-skinned, stoop-shouldered laboratory man" (126).

The scientist's continued indoor confinement furnishes
an explanation for his debility. In the words of Commander
(now Captain) Hanson,

I have never seen a laboratory man who could stand the
strain of prolonger physical exertion. Bending over
test-tubes and meters is no life for a man. 10

Of course, these disadvantages would not stop the scien-
tist from constructing death-dealing apparatus within the
laboratory, but they do prevent nefarious activities of a
more virile kind.

Hence the scientist was conceived as an object for ridi-
cule: physically inept, emotionally unadapted, and intellec-
tually disorientated, he made an unacceptable villain unless
he first suffered a psychic derangement that altered his entire
personality.

#3 THE EARTHMAN'S BURDEN

So far, the only theme has been
Catastrophe, natural in the case
of Victor Rousseau's man-eating
protoplasm or artificial when
caused by extra-terrestrial in-
vaders or mad scientists from our
own planet. A second theme is
Exploration, from which we first
note a minor sub-field, designated
as Colonization and Law Enforce-
ment. This type of story concerns
either the problems encountered
by the Earth Man (always synony-
mous with the White Man) in bring-
ing the products of his civiliza-
tion to other planets -- in op-
position to recalcitrant natives
who fail to understand these bene-

pirates, intent on preventing
such commerce from ever getting
started.

fits -- or the activities of space-
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Thus R.F. Starzl's "The Earthman's Burden" (June 1931) des-
cribed how trouble arose at the Mercurian Trading Concession.
An agitator from Pluto has pointed out to the native Frog-men
that by threatening to whthold their "translucene"--to them a
worthless sap, but to the Terrestrials a priceless cancer cure
—-they can seize rulership of Earth. He offers to aid them in
governing the planet:

"My brothers will abide with ye as your guests--shall
see that ye receive a fair reward for the white sap; and
I will convey your commands to the Lords of the Green

n
star. (382)
The 0ld Wise One, a Mercurian tribal leader, protests:

"My people, I like this not! The Lords of the Green
Star have dealt with us fairly...They have brought us the
things we wanted" -- he touched his spear and a few
gaudy ornaments on his otherwise naked body-- "in ex-
change for the worthless white sap of our trees..."(382)

In response to this entirely laudable speech the Lord of the
Outer Orbit strangles the 0ld Wise One and later tries to elimi-
nate the Green Star's trading representative in the same way.
The Plutonian finally is apprehended, and shipped to Earth for
trial and execution.

Another story by Mr. Starzl, "In the Orbit of Saturn" (Oct.
1931), concerns the "Solar Scourge," the buccanneer currently
preying upon the space lanes, and the counter-efforts of the In-
terplanetary Flying Police, the organization that had '"carried
the law of white men to the outermost orbit of the solar system."

Take up the White Man's Burden--
Send forth the best ye breed--
Go bind your sons to exile
To serve your captives' need;
To wait in heavy harness
On fluttered folk and wild--
Your new-caught sullen pecplas,
Half devil and half child

Take up the White Man's Burden--
In patience to abide
To veil the threat of terror
And check the show of pride;
By open speech and simple,
An hundred times made plain
To seek another's profit,
And work another's gain.

Tt was not realized by any of the Clayton writers that this

White Man's Burden (in one reader's phrase, "usually loot")
might contain benefits intended for himself.

(to be continued)
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FOOTNOTES

1) Amazing Stories, Oct. 1926, p.579.

2) The first issue was dated January 1930 and the last, March
1933, In October 1933 publication was resumed by Street & Smith,
whose magazine is discussed in "The Mystic Renaissance," RQ II,
75-88, 156-170, 270-283.

3) Astounding Stories, January 1930, p. 7. Unless specified
otherwise, all quotations are from this magazine.

4) See Bernard Berelson and Patricia J. Salter, "Majority and
Minority Americans: An Analysis of Magazine Fiction," The Public
Opinion Quarterly, X (Summer 1946), 2, pp. 168-196.

5) An exception was Ivan Saranoff, the evil scientist in Capt.
S.P. Meek's "When Caverns Yawned" (May 1931) and later stories
in that series,

6) See "The Faustus Tradition in the Early Science-Fiction Sto-
ry," RQ I, 3-18, 43-57, 118-125.

%) S.P. Wright, "The Man from 2071," June 1931, p. 303. Cf. Victor
Rousseau, "The Atom Smasher," May 1930; Sophie W. Ellis, "Slaves of
the Dust," Dec. 1930; Arthur J. Burks, "Manape the Mighty," May
19%1; Jason Kirby, "The Floating Island of Madness," Jan. 1933.

8) "Werewolves of War," Feb. 1931. Cf. Jerome Siegel's letter in
the Ausust 1931 issue (p.274):"A question Mr. Cummings: shades of
Polter and Tugh!--why must you always have a deformed character
in your stories? Do they appeal to your dramatic sense?"

9) Robert H. Leitfred, "Prisoners on the Electron," Oct. 1930,
P. 81. In this instance the scientist was jolted from his normal
behavior by the half-naked body of his fiance (just rescued from
a gorilla), but such lapses generally required shocks of great-
er magnitude.

10) "The Man from 2071," p.305. By the same argument, bending
over a typewriter is no life for a man; but S.P. Wright, a de-
votee of the Far North, could say he also enjoyed more virile
activities--an excuse denied to Clayton's more sedentary writers.

COMPASS

Lost space curves

under a perimeter of numbers
etched in glass,

The dial clicks, a blur follows,

and feet forget their footprints in the snow.

Consequently, trees
tire of being trees,
become a wall,

and leaves decide to close the holes

where silence threw its fist in.

It is the time infinity wears a hat.

It is the hour always
shrinks to hardly ever;

it is the moment seconds fill a crystal cave

and there's only room for a needle
to lay balanced
on its back.

But the needle spins like a mad propeller

that keeps on turning
after the engine stops.

At a certain speed

it seems to be going

in the opposite direction.

Now it fans between closing walls:
The tired needle, fanning,
like a western pendulum
in an eastern clock.
Gravity shakes the head
within minutes of north,
the steel back shivers,
and feet freeze in the south,
-- R.

W. Stedingh

11
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DIFFERENT MAZES:
Mythology in Samuel R. Delaney’s

“The Einstein Intersection”
by
Stephen Scobie
(University of Alerta)

Samuel R. Delany's The Einstein Intersection is a very rich
and complex novel, packing.an incredible number of themes and
ideas into its 138 pages. ' Indeed, it might be claimed that
there is too much here: that references and analogies are thrown
off almost casually, for the fun of it, without the possibility
of full development. This is true to some extent, though I find
the book on the whole more satisfying and coherent than its suc-
cessor, Nova. The purpose of this article is to show that there
is a great degree of coherence in The Einstein Intersection's
vast range of allusions and concepts, and that this coherence
can best be seen by approaching the book in terms of Delany's
own statement: "The central subject of the book is myth" (71).

"Myth," however, is not a simple or a unified concept. To
start with, we may distinguish between (at least) three distinct
levels of myth which are present. Firstly, there is what might
be called "fictional myth," mainly Greek, the central references
being to Orpheus, Theseus and the maze, and Pan. This is a mytho-
logy to which we do not give any literal belief, though we do ad-
mit that it carries a kind of "truth," in anthropological, social,
or psychological terms. (It has been proposed, to give a fairly
extreme example, that the scarlet thread of Ariadne--worn in the
novel by Friza ZB) —--represents the umbilical cord by which the
baby finds its way out of the labyrinth of the human intestines.)
Whatever historical basis characters such as Orpheus may once
have had is long lost; and the kind of "willing suspension of
disbelief" which we grant them is most similar to that which we
grant fully fictional characters,

Secondly, there is "religious myth." This is a mythology that
is still alive as a religious faith: while few people today be-
lieve in Apollo, a great many do believe in Jesus Christ., Where-
as historical existence has never been claimed for Apollo, it has
been for Jesus; but there is no historical proof of such central
tenets of the faith as the Resurrection. That is a matter of
faith, not factual proof. Thus the references to Green-Eye as
Christ--the Temptation (92-4); Palm Sunday (110); the Crucifixion
(133-126); also the amusing side-reference to Nativia and Io
Angel (43)--are to a level of myth quite distinct from the Orphe-
us story. Occupying an ambivalent position between the two are
the references, which we shall discuss later, to the Grail legend,
the Waste Land and the Fisher King (87, 95, 136).
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Thirdly, there is "historical myth," the main references being
Billy the Kid, Jean Harlow, and Ringo Starr. In these cases, we
have fairly reliable historical information on what these people
actually were: but this has not prevented the formation, around
each, of a mythical image quite distinct from so-called "reality."
This image-making is apparent, among other ways, in the fact that
none of the three is known to us by his or her "real" name. Kent
Ladd Steckmesser, in The Western Hero in History and Legend (Uni-
versity of Oklahoma Press, 1965), gives a Iascinating account of
the changes that Billy the Kid's image has undergone through the
years, starting with the melodramatic depiction of him as a very
paragon of evil, then moving towards a view of him as a misunder-
stood, mixed-up kid, until at last he becomes a hero (as in one
of the most delightfully absurd films I have ever seen, Billy the
Eid vs. Dracula, where Billy is a clean-cut all-American boy,
fighting vampires in the 0ld West). These "historical myths" are
given a further twist by their literary developments, the most
relevant of which is Michael McClure's linking of Billy the Kid
and Jean Harlow in The Beard (Grove Press, 1967). Although, in
The Einstein Intersection, Kid Death and the Dove never actually
meet, the central refrain of McClure's play--"Before you can pry
any secrets from me, you must first find the real me! Which one
will you pursue?"--has a great deal of relevance to Iobey's search
for Friza, and his inability to find the right maze.

Beyond these three levels of mythology, and such minor refer-
ences to comic-book and movie serial mythology as "Spiderman" and
the "cliffhanger" scene, there is one basic over-riding level,
The characters of the book are not human; they are another race
who have assumed the patterns of the human body and soul, and--
as one of my students most concisely put it--they have made myths
out of us. To them, the whole human race is mythological, we are
gods; and this explains their desire to emulate us, to work their
way through our old myths and mazes: a task for which, Phaedra
says, "You're basically not equipped" (35). They are not in con-
trol of this attempt at emulation (far less succeeding); nor is
it at all clear what success might in fact entail. The mythologi-
cal belief is that "the humans had gone somewhere else, to no
world in this continuum" (117). This may be a myth of the journey
to Avalon or the Isles of the Blessed, representing a great leap
in human evolution; or it may be a euphemistic mythical disguise
of the fact that humanity obliterated itself in a nuclear war,
The characters are striving to attain the myth of Paradise; but
for all they know they could be heading straight for Armageddon.

At any rate, the basic characteristic of their society is change;
its controlling myth is metamorphosis. Delany's major image for this
is genetic mutation, but it is apparent also in the language and struc-
ture of the book. The language is replete with metaphor, especially
synaesthetic metaphor, constantly changing one sense experience into
another, describing sound in terms of sight, or touch, etc. (See, for
instance, Lobey's account of the kinds of sound his blade produces,
in the novel's very first paragraph.) In terms of structure, the
changes become greater, and occur faster, as the book progresses
from a fairly stable, slow-paced beginning, to a wild, hectically-
paced ending. The culminating image of change and metamorphosis is
the Dove's ability to transform herself into any desired sexual im-
age--a kind of ironic reversal of the metamorphoses of the many Greek
maidens who used it as a rather primitive and drastic form of con-
traception, by turning into trees, bushes, reeds, etc. The movement
of the book as a whole also reflects ILobey's journey from the idyl-
lic country to the corrupt city, which is itself a versien of the
age-o0ld Pastoral myth.
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In the midst of so much change, one naturally looks for an ele-
ment of stability, something that does not change. Within the book,
this thing that stays the same is, paradoxically, "difference."
"Difference"” and "different" are the key words of the book; they
recur on almost every page. All the major characters are "differ-
ent," and Spider ultimately declares that the world itself is "dif-
ferent." So much so, that the reader is tempted to ask: if every-
body is "different," doesn't this mean that they‘'re all the same?

In a sense they are., "Difference" has many and various manifes-
tations: it involves telepathy and telekinesis as well as creati-
vity and the ability to kill. But these things, we are specifical-
1y told (116), are only attributes of "difference,” not the es-
sence. The essence is mythology. The "different" characters are
those who have a mythological dimension to them. They are not only
themselves. Behind ILobey stand the figures of Orpheus, Ringo, Pan,
Theseus; behind Kid Death stand Pluto, Satan, Billy the Kid; be-
hind Spider stand Minos, Judas, Pat Garrett; behind the Dove stand
Helen of Troy, Jean Harlow; behind Green-Eye stands Christ. What
all these figures represent are recurring patterns in human expe-
rience, archetypes, basic configurations that repeat themselves in
generation after generation. They stay the same. Perhaps the idea
of recurring patterns in exemplary narrative form will serve, for
the moment, a8 a working definition of "myth."

All the patterns of The Einstein Intersection bear upon a par-
ticular complex of ideas and themes, concerning the creative or
spiritual experience in its relation to death. Delanys work shows
a recurring obsession with the destructive potentiality of a sud-
den out-flaring of creative energy, for which his central symbol

(curiously absent from The Einstein Intersection itself) is a no-
va. This is the experience of the genius, the child prodigy, burnt

out and killed at an early age: "Chatterton, Greenburg, Radiguet"”
(107); the 1list could be extended: Fergusson, Keats, Alain-Four-
nier...Delany? Death for Delany is not an old man with a white
beard and a scythe: he is a Kid with a sixgun. Billy the Kid, so
the legend goes, lived 21 years and killed 21 men.

Death is involved in creativity, as it is in any extreme state
of the human consciousness, Walter F, Otto, writing on the myth
and cult of Dionysus, states:

Love and death have welcomed and clung to one another pas-
sionately from the beginning. This eternal bond of existence
i8.../why/ people /always”/ have been aware that the dead
and the powers of the underworld are present at life's central
moments and festivities--that is to say, at birth and puber-
ty...They know more about life than we do. At its great mo-
ments of change they looked death in the eye--because it is
really there., At every type of birth, life is shaken...not by
sickness /or /some external menace but by its most important
function., It is Just in this circumstance that its association
with death becomes clearest. The people who celebrate festi-
vals like this are not just thinking of dangers. They firmly
believe that the presence of the nether world is absolutely
indispensable to the great miracle which takes place at birth.
Is that an empty illusion? Does not each one of us have the
face of one who has died? Does not each one live the death of
those who came before him? Does he not reproduce their fea-
tures, their movements, their thoughts and emotions?...This
is...why the divinities of birth and fertility are so close
to the divinities of death. Indeed, this is...why they of-

ten merge completely. p; ,,5us: Myth and Cult, Indiana Uni-
versity Press, 1965; 137-138)
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This is the experience of Orpheus: he plumbs the myster
death, he descends into hell, he recoverspwhat is 108{, heig:agg
2he face of one who has died. The Dove tells Lobey that he is

close to an 0ld place called Hell...You can enter it through death
or song. You mayneed some help to find your way out"(129)., Other
men also, in the world of myth, have descended into hell. Here the
great heroes came: Odysseus, Aeneas; the poet, Dante; and here al-
so the great religious figures, Christ who descended into hell,
g;:iggd:gilzioizhefﬂéird da{, ;nd all the mystics who went through

o e soul. H i

et o age Attt oot oet, hero, prophet: all are in-

And all share, to some extent, the dual nature of Di i

as Lobey carrieq“a two edge knife that sings"(120). “ggg;:iénggsf
like mythology, is morally neutral; it is continuously ambivalent’
and in the last resort unknowable., Friza is the object of Lobev's'
quest, but he himself admits that "If I reach Friza, I don't know
what I'll have, even if I get her" (122), Spider exists between
two images: that of the guide and counsellor (Virgil to Iobey's
Dante), and that of the traitor.(Pat Garrett, in the earliest ac-
counts, was regarded as a great hero, maintainex-of‘law and order
savior of civilisation, etc.) The Dove exists only in her ability'
to transform herself, literally, into the image of what each man
desires; hermaphrodite, she/he is illusion made real, reality made
illusion, continuous metamorphosis, Green-Eye is Christ with the
face of a Cyclops; he may never come down from his Cross.

(To digress for a paragraph: Green-
Eye's monocularity may be associated
with the Cyclops, who, like Lobey,
was a herdsman; but it is also one
of an admittedly tenuous series of
connexions with Norse mythology. In
speculating on the origins of the
names Delany gives his characters,
Inoticed a resemblance between"Pri-
za" and "Freyja," the Norse fertili-
ty goddess. FreyJja's Greek counter-
part would perhaps be Persephone,
who, like Eurydice, is forcibly seiz-
ed by the king of the underworld.
From Freyja, I proceeded to an even
more doubtful association of "Lobey"
with"Loki." Ioki is a highly ambiv-
alent but ultimately evil trickster
god; he is, however, responsible for
the death of Balder, the Norse god
most closely associated eith Christ.
But it isnot Balder whom Green-Eye
most resembles; it is Odin, the god
of war and death, who, like Green-
Eye, has only one eye and who, like
Green-Eye, was hanged from a tree
and stabbed while hanging. Both
these acts--the hanging and the
loss of the eye-- were performed by
0din voluntarily, in order to gain
wisdom and hidden knowledge, the
type of secret mystery to which the
Orphic religion was also dedicated. )
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At the centre of all these configurations Lobey and Kid Death
confront each other. But even here the contrast is not complete. The
strange attractiveness of absolute evil that has transformed such
characters asMilton's Satan clings also to Kid Death. Delany etches
unforgettably on the reader's mind the flamboyant image of the naked
boy (usually a figure of Cupid) with red hair, gills, and shark's
teeth. The associations with the sea derive, at least in part, from
Lautreamont's Maldoror (quoted onp.12), inwhich the hero acclaims
the sea as "the cradle of thoughtless cruelty" and in one scene "wat-
ches shipwrecked sailors torn‘topieceezby sharks and then mates
with the most dreadful shark of all."” (Death by water could also
derive from T.S. Eliot's The Waste Land, which also provides a one-
eyed man, and a Grail legend, to be discussed shortly.) The whole
movement of the novel is towards the sea, and the Kid achieves one
moment of pure and beautiful poetry when he says of Green-Eye's death,
"I cried beneath the sea where you can't see tears"(138). But of
course Kid Death is an artist too: his forms are the Western, cliff-
hangers, and torture (89). He also has the artist's gift of vicari-
ous experience: he can see through other people's eyes. But he lacks
the attributes of creativity and order; like an irresponsible au-
thor he kills his characters, he closes their eyes.

Lobey is an artist, but it would be a mistake to regard himas
an unambiguous figure. Le Dorik says of him that he is "too self-
centred" (50), and this is shown in all sorts of ways-~such as the very
simple one that Lobey never asks people if they want to hear himplay,
he Just assumes that they wil isten to him, In part, this is the ne-
cessary egoism of any artist:but it blinds Lobey to certain essentials.
Thus, he obsessively pursues his own quesat, but always ends up in the
wrong maze; meanwhile the true centre, Green-Eye, passes by him, ig-
nored until too late. (See especially the exchange with Spider on
P.109.) Although the basic mythological associations for Lobey are
Orpheus and Theseus, the description of his wide, thick-skinned low-
er limbs, together with his music and his occupation as a goatherd,
all combine to suggest also the figure of Pan, who, like Dionysus,
touches on the frightening depths of human consciousness, inspiring
that deep fear to which he gave his name, the primitive experience of
chaos: panic. The ambivalence of Iobey's character and art centres on
his machete, the weapon that creates music. It is first described as
having a "hollow, holey cylinder"(5): the obvious extension is "holy,"
but the holes also fill with blood. And the blade's ultimate victim
is not Kid Death, but Green-Eye. The ambivalence is continued in such
phrases as "axe,"slang for guitar, and repeated references to Spi-
der's whip as "singing"; the motif is pursued even further in Nova.

The creative experience is always potentially destructive, invol-
ving the experience of death, the extinction of personality. Lobey
meets a crisis in his own knowledge of himself and his art when he
first discovers the extent to which his music is derived from other
people through his ability to pick up tunes from other minds. The ar-
tist must value above all else the sense of his own personality as
creatively unique: for this to be obliterated means death. Once ILo-
bey has solved this problem, he is able to accept the fact of his
ndifference" and put it to good use, as in the "linear, arthropod
music” he plays for the appreciative fly (86). He finds this solution
by stating that the melody with which he mourned Friza washis (67):
that is, he defines his own artistic identity by reference to his ex-
perience of loss,just as Orpheus is defined to all succeeding genera-
tions as the man who descended to death, But ILobey, like Orpheus,
is a two-time loser: he learns to live in search of Friza more meaning-
fully than he perhaps could live having found her. With the (usual,
necessary, sublime) egoism of the artist, he puts his art first,
modifying even Green-Eye's formulation, "There is no death, only
love" into "There is no death, only music" (80,86).
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But ?here is death, and facing Green-Eye hanging on his tree,
Lobey finds his music inadequate; instead, he uses his blade to
kill. This blow is not simply that of the Roman soldier who
thru§§ h%ﬁ %agcg inEo Christ’s side, for Delany is careful to
specify a obey "plunged the point in his thigh" (136, m
italics), which is the normal euphemistic phrase for the,cagtra-
tion of the Fisher King. We have already noted the possibility
of Kid Death's "Death by Water" association with Eliot; certain-
ly, there is what seems an obvious set of references to The Waste
Land in the whole scene set in "the broken land" (87) at the
climax of which thunder intervenes (95). The importance of these
references is that they underline the whole theme of resurrection.
The land ruled by the Fisher King becomes infertile (an image
that fits right in with the whole idea of genetic mutation which
obsesses this fictional society) until he is restored and healed
by the Quester, who is, in some versions, also the deliverer of
the original wound. That is, Lobey also has the power to return
to life those whom he himself has slain. He has already, in ef-
fect, resurrected himself (95, 141); he now has the power to re-
store Green-Eye. And Green-Eye, in turn, has the power to restore
Friza. It is, therefore, Lobey's deliberate choice not to do
these things. Orpheus also chose to look back, but his choice
was final. Lobey's isn't; he can wait.

This divergence is important. We have offered, as a rough de-
finition of myth, recurring and unchanging patterns of basic hu-
mar experience, realised in exemplary narrative form. This now
has to be modified.

Lobey, confronted with Spider's demands to define mythology,
comes to the conclusion that "It's fixed!...You're trying to tell
me that these stories tell us just what is going to happen...This
is all schematic for a reality I can't change." But Spider re-
Jects this view: "Lobey, everything changes. The labyrinth today
does not follow the same path it did at Knossos fifty thousand
years ago. You may be Orpheus; you may be someone else, who dares
death and succeeds. Green-Eye may go to the tree this evening,
hang there, rot, and never come down. The world is not the same.
That's what I've been trying to tell you. It's different" (119).

We must, however, be careful to recognise the limits of this
modification: for it is a modification, not a negation. It in-
sists that the individual experience is still individual; that,
for instance, while ILobey-as-Theseus builds his own maze as he
wanders through it (120), it is still a maze. Its pattern is not
that of the Minoan Labyrinth at Knossos: but it is still the pat-
tern of a maze, still the same bewilderment and ambiguity, the
two-edged quality of Lobey's blade or of the double-headed axe,
the Labrys, from which the Labyrinth takes its name. The myth of
Theszus--or Orpheus, Christ, Billy the Kid--is still a valid way
of articulating a continuing human response. "Myths," says Spi-
der, "always lie in the most difficult places to ignore. They
confound all family love and hate. You shy at them on entering
or exiting any endeavour" (120). Spider goes on from this ex-
?osition of myth to talk to Lobey about his capacity for order-
ing things, which Kid Death lacks. Myth also has this capacity.
Mark Schorer writes:

Myths are the instruments by which we continually struggle to
make our experience intelligible to ourselves. A myth is a
large, controlling image that gives philosophical meaning to
the facts of ordinary life; that is , has organizing value

for experience. (yi11iem Blake: The Politics of Vision;
New York: Random House, 1946; 25.)
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Mythology is not produced by individuals, but by peoples.
The artist's job is not to create his own mythology (possible
exceptions are Blake and Tolkien), but to create his own indi-
vidual response to the mythologies of his culture, in order to
utilise their organising power. It is this which Lobey sets
out to do at the end, taking his journey to the stars only be-
cause he is sure that, for him as for Spider, everything will
be waiting when he gets back (142)., It is this also which Delany
sets out to do in the novel as a whole. His myths are the "large,
controlling images" by which he organises his obsessions into a
structure that has the dynamic energy and explosive power of a
nova.

"Endings to be useful must be inconclusive" (125). The ending
of The Einstein Intersection leaves everything still open to
question. The individual response has still to be made: by Lobey,
and by the reader. Mythology also is inconclusive: the pattern
of the maze exists, but you must still create your own as you
walk through it. Myths are images, not answers.

FOOTNOTES

1) All page references are to the Ace Books edition, New York,

2) W. Anderson, "lautreamont," The Penguin Companion to
Literature (London: Penguin Books, 1969), 11, 463.
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Postscrigt.

POEM FOR MUELS ARONLYDE

Poised, burning on starbrink --
8 madness of wings, the sudden scald
of melting wax (from nowhere!) —-

then, plunging, enters the star,
Turrets of light, astonished sentinels
burn out his brain; what remains

is language, power, twisted time;
Keats on his deathbed, as a new Hyperion
hurtles towards a sun gone nova.,

And with some flute or weapon at your hip,
you start again; a universe splits
into whatever pattern you've arranged this time,
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Psychological Symbolism in

Three Early Tales of Invisibility
by
Steven Dimeo

(maym'{ﬁa .ijafr Co//ege)

i ~ficti i hich
. bidden Planet" 1955), a science-fiction movie W .
as K}.ﬁgsfeo; Amis indicates, drew on Shakespeare's The Tempest s
for its story idea, an invisible creature proves to be a manéiz -
tation of the subconscious of a co$pu;e:;a2g§sz§g0§rg§g;£o;torias
i ts a new loo
O e ival OF & ture during the last half of
that first conceived of such & creature ot s
i h century. It is entirely possible tha
ggi ﬁlgggzzg;" (ﬂ859§f "Phe Damned Thing" (1893), and "The Hogla"
(ﬂéB?) respectively by Fitz—Jamg; O'Eg;eg,f%nbgg:g %;egggargillan
nriue
Guy de Maupassant--all writers rectly : 4 e
f the psychological horror
Poe, the recognized progenitor o y L L ially
d as disguised autobiographical accou ’ ifi
ﬁ?yaﬁz zgiters' artistic throes. To explore tgg g::gi?%i:i;egugﬁ
such an interpretation, it will be necessary Lo B -
s svchological association with his main c 3
;;ﬁgoih: Ey;bolicgrole of the monster, and propose & subsequsnt
meaning for the interplay between them.

i t fie-

i n the context of his few other‘pigces of shor
tiogfo?gggziddies seem to project his own artistic 90n391o%§ggss
into many of his characters. It is no great reve;azlon ;or v
that an author has drawn upon his own personal his oiy n? ey
tional details. But Francie Volle 15 108, 0v Y ivolved in recogniz-

i i e ains e v
?gnetgzszhéztzgigfrneﬁgrring specifically to"O'Br1sn'; ;ge gi z
nage from his own ancestry in "The Lost Room (1858), Wolle says,

ipti i in "From Hand to
i description of his own appearance 1n d
agﬁzhfeelike thg details of hﬁs gqn ?ecuni;ring:gzirgiimple
in "The Man about Town this is on 4
ggngﬁelﬁse O'Brien makes of ﬁis personal bagkgrougd ior gﬁf
erary material; and the difficulty for the ;nvestlgatgz
to know how to separate such au?hentlc details from
highly imaginative ones with which they are

i tasies are
iffi can be obviated, however, if those fan -3
gggndzgf:;:%g{ic extensions 9f,0'3§ien;§ autgbi%g:a%gi:gidrgzi;"
ties., H. Bruce Franklin in his explica on g T iy, b
e story on which O'Brien's fame almos 1 %
{lggig'tggt at 1Zast in this case, "Q'Brien is deallngigz u:uch3
with the world of the mind as with the world on the 8 o

frequently mixed.

PSYCHOLOGICAL SYMBOLISM 21

The similar creative experiences of many of his characters
seem to testify that the mind may actually be O'Brien's, and not
simply in this story but in his others, including, in fact, "What
Was It?". In "The Diamond Lens" the narrator, aided by the spirit
of Leeuwenhoek, produces a perfect 240 carat lens for his instru-
ment with which he discovers the fantastic beauty of a microscopic
woman whom he calls Animula., The narrator in "The Iost Room" re-
turns to his o0ld room to find that some creative force has meta-
morphosed the common objects of his past--a piano, a dagger, a
smoking cap, a lithograph, and snowshoes--into their more exotic
counterparts--an organ, a yataghan, a casque, a real and animate
scene, and Turkish slippers, William Blakelock in "The Golden
Ingot" (1858) tries to achieve the alchemist's dream and create
gold from the baser metals. Herr Hippe, the Wondersmith in the sto-
ry of that name (1859), produces living wooden manikins in the
Frankenstein tradition. And the narrator Harry Escott in "What Was
It?" has not only written a story based on a ghost but also expe-
riences the writer-like visions and fantasies under opium,

Some of these stories also reflect O'Brien's sensitive aware-
ness of his own creative limitations (which are often glaringly
considerable). As Wolle observes (op. cit.,44-5), O'Brien here il-
lustrates what proved to be a characteristic habit of self-criti-
cism as well as an inconsistency in style. Apparently recognizing
that he never enjoyed fame or wealth from his writing, O'Brien in
1860 wrote "A Fallen Star,” a poem in which Wolle says, "...he
gracefully and sadly describes himself and much of his own fate"”
(ibid.,185). A representative verse echoes the self-degradation
that marks the last half of the poem:

He wildly flung his wit away
In small retort, in verbal brawls,
And played with words as jugglers play
With hollow brazen balls,

This sense of failure appears most obviously in "The Diamond Lens."
The narrator who loves Animula over and above the earthly beauty of
someone like the famous dancer Signorina Caradolce must watch his
microscopic fantasy shrivel and die with the evaporation of her
water droplet., In "The Lost Room" the narrator, who no longer be-
iieves the transformed room now peopled with sensual and canni-
balistic demons to be his, leaves the place and searches in vain
to find it again. O'Brien here may be suggesting an irrevocable
alienation from his past and even from his ultimately unreal cre-
ations based upon that past. The alchemist Blakelock dies upon dis-
covering that his daughter Marian has deceived him to make him be-
lieve he had created gold. Herr Hippe is of course killed by his
own demonic creations. This sense of failure in "What Was It?"
seems to be bound up in the death of the invisible creature that
profoundly affects the narrator, for afterwards he embarks on a
long journey from which he says he may never return.

This allusion to a potentially disastrous escape assumes greater
meaning when the invisible creature is understood to represent
O'Brien’'s own failing muse. Escott says at one point that in dis-
cussing The Tempest, he and his friend Hammond prefer to linger
over Arial and avoid Caliban. But the invisible creature embodies
both. Much is made of the fact that the unseen being is real. Escott
demonstrates to the sceptical onlookers that it makes an impres-
sion on his bed. It can obviously be felt and a plaster of Paris
impression is even made of the chloroformed creature. The narrator
speculates that it isa spirit, but spirits cannot die as this one
does, This spirit-like reality, however, is only a deformed huma-
noid the weight and size of a fourteen-year-old boy.
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Ambrose Bierce makes a much better case in his fiction for
suggesting that the "King of Terrors" Escott and Hammond discuss
may be the unseen and unknowable aspects of one's own existence
as well as his environment. Bierce persistently dramatizes the
infinite terror his fictional observers suffer over a dead body
or even a stuffed snake when they cannot know what the objects
ultimately are. But in "The Damned Thing" where the terrifying
object remains a tangible but unknown Nothing, Bierce may have
been dramatizing no fictional plight. Many of Bierce's supernat-
ural stories--"A Psychological Shipwreck" a more obvious example
--evince a concern for psychological awareness. Paul Fatout has
already recognized that Bierce's penchant for violence in his writ-
ings ean be azalyzed 88 a masked.expression of his own insecurity
and frustrated desire to be loved? Because "The Damned Thing"
derived directly out of a sensation Bierce himself imagined while
hunting, this particular story may conceal a more conscious psy-
chological revelation.

An autobiographical reading of the tale becomes even more cred-
ible when the two main characters are seen to be dissociated as-
pects of Bierce's ) identity. Hugh Morgan leads an "odd, soli-
tary way of life.'" Bierce, too, plainly rejected his own society.
Even literarily, as C. Harley Grattan explains, he was"a complete
outsider~... He did not accept the novel, realism, local color, or
slang." ‘ The name "Hugh" means "mind" or "spirit" and the patro-
nym recalls the name of King Arthur's fairy sister. In his own
writing Bierce generally stressed intelligence over emotion and
imagination. Perhaps, then, the figure of an ordinarily unexcited
Morgan who seems to go mad at the approach of the invisible crea-
ture represents that imaginary aspect in his fiction or in Bierce
himself. William Harker, who visits his friend Morgan and observes
the encounter, is, like Bierce again, a short story writer as well
as a journalist. Indeed, he accepts Morgan's invitation because he
thinks Morgan would be a good model for a fictional character. His
first name suggests "will" and his last suggests "harken." Perhaps
Harker therefore signifies the side of Bierce that, listening to
his self-imposed writing principles, could observe his existence
more objectively.

To analyze the meaning of the creature that assails Morgan as
Harker looks on, it is essential to note that the creature is real.
Grattan in his interpretation has overemphasized Bierce's sardonic
tone in the story. Bierce does in fact deride the coroner and his
seven jurors. But to suggest, as Grattan does (op. cit.,167-8),
that they fail to suspect the possibility that Harker murdered Mor-
gan seems unwarranted, for no motivation or evidence is ever offer-
ed to support it. It is true that even the titles of the first
three parts evince a tongue-in-cheek attitude. "One Does Not Always
Eat What Is on the Table" refers to the mutilated body before the
coroner and his jurors; "What May Happen in a Field of Wild Oats,"
recalling the cliche about such oats, refers to the "sighting" of
the beast and Morgan's murder; and "A Man Though Naked May Be in
Rags" refers to the ragged skin on Morgan's body. But it should be
remembered that the fourth and last part, an extract from Morgan's
diary, is serious in its effort to build a case for the scientific
credibility of the Damned Thing's existence.
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Furthermore, the story is never seriously passed off as the mere
ravings of madmen in either Harker's or Morgan's case. The coroner
thinks Harker is mad but Harker, recognizing himse}f the incredible
nature of the story, has reported the incident tohis newspaper as
fiction. A madman would have believed more completely in the pne-
nomenon he had perceived, no matter how incredible. Concerning Mor-
gan's sanity, Harker says of his friend, "...he had a reputation
for exceptional coolness. even inmoments of sudden and imminent
peril”(op. cit., II1,285), thus discrediting the conclusion later
reached by the coroner that Morgan merely had fits. The creature
does indeed appear--if I may use that term-~to be real.

As an invisible reality, then, the being comes to represent the
cause of Bierce's failure to be recognized for his art. That gall-'
ure has of course been traditionally cited as the source for Bierce's
bitter cynicism. Chained to a journalistic career he d@d not res-
pect, Bierce was never really recognized for his fiction or ever
encouraged in his artistic pursuits. That neglgct may have been
particularly heavy onhis mind when he wrote tris story around 1895,
for Bierce wrote very little fiction afterwards., Perhaps the crea-
ture depicts the cruelty of a larger kind.ofreal;ty——?ate,'Chagce,
God, or whatever generations have chosen to call it. Bierce's 1life
outside his unfulfilled literary aspirations was marked by an unsuc-
cessful marriage, the death of two sons by suicide and alcoholic
dissolution, and a long-term bout with a severe case of asthma. But
the juxtaposition of two similar incidents'ln'thls story suggest
the Damned Thing is Bierce's paranoic depiction of "the damned hu-
man race'--As Mark Twain called it--that stifled hls_amblt@ona. In
the second part the creature, after killing Morgan, inexplicably
leaves Harker unharmed. In the third part, thoug@ the coroner and
his jury believe Harker to have eﬂcﬂped'from an insane asylum,
they similarly let him go, concluding without evidence thg? Morgan
was clawed to death bya mountain lion. The coroner seems linked
with the creature, too, when he is described as Esv1ng a certain
fellowship with the organisms of his environment"(281).

It is, of course, not Harker but Morgan who is harassed and
mauledAbfthe monste;. Morgan in one capacity'lqdefgateq by a crea-
ture that would otherwise be nothing more than imaginative, perhaps
reflecting Bierce's inner artistic struggles. But the Morgan who
has been normally calm but is suddenly excited also becomfs_the_
Bierce whose artistic existence was utterly quashed by outside tor-
ces. In his diary Morgan recounts an instance when the monster ?
blotted out the stars even inits invisibility. On another level
the event may relate Bierce's failure to keep his admittedly high
literary ideals in sight. When pursued by the beast, Morgan flr?s
ineffectually at it, possibly a symbolic description of Bierce's
cynical counterattacks on the humanity around him, @Et Morgan
fails to prevent his unjustified death as Bierce failed in his
lifetime to escape artistic oblivion.
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It would seem difficult at first to interpret a story by Mau-
passant as a similar allegory of artistic consciousness since he
was a pupil in the school of French naturalism that tried to make
the author an objective reporter. Nonetheless, "The Horla" has
generally been accepted as Maupassant's symbolic confession of
"the mental twilight he knew he was.approaching and which even-
tually did engulf him completely.” Although critics such as
Rene Dumesnil have objected to such an interpretation, the sto-
ry's own complexity renders facile the belief that Maupassant's
sole inSpirationghero was Charcot's experiments with psychologi-
cal disorders,

A similarity between Maupassant and the narrator offers only
one piece of evidence to that effect. Both suffer from a debili-
tating malady. It has already been recognized that the narrator
is sick unto death--to use Kierkegaard's phrase--just as Maupas-
sant felt himself to be, as a result of syphilis or an inherited
neurotic disorder. Furthermore, at the conclusion of the story,
the narrator, believing his effort to burn the Horla has been
fruitless, decides the only way to escape the Horla's will is to
commit suicide. Four years after this story was written, Maupas-
sant twice attempted suicide to avoid the insane asylum. But the
similarities do not end with this mental illness. As the narrator
travels to Paris on account of his illness, so, too, did Maupassant
travel on account of his, The narrator seeks seclusion in his es-
tate just as Maupassant did inhis villa at Etretat. And finally
the narrator shares Maupassant's preoccupation with writing and
perhaps significantly writes in the presence of the Horla later
on in the story.

The link between the narrator and an invisible creature, more
definite than in the other two stories, seems at times to make "The
Horla" another in the tradition of the alter ego tales like Poe's
"William Wilson" or Henry James's "The Jolly Corner."” e narra-
tor believes "that an invisible being dwelt inmy body." ~ Elsewhere
he says of the Horla, "He has become my soul” (ibid., 1326). Then
he fails to see himself in his mirror because the Horla stands in
the way, yet one further suggestion that the beast is somehow in-
trinsic to the narrator's own identity. And it should not be over-
looked that towards the story's end the Horla spends time writing
as the narrator likes todo. It may be significant, then, to the
meaning of the story when Saxe Commins speculates that the Jour-
neys of the narrator and Haupaasant1inand out of seclusion suggest
Maupassant's flight from himself,

But the creature becomes more than just analter ego. If the Hor-
la symbolizes "the mysteriousness of ...the reality thatlies beyond
the reach of our perception," as E.G. Atkin believes, 12 it may
in effect represent that quintessential reality the artist search-
es for to define his own being. Maupassant quotes Flaubert's ad-
vice on creative individuality in terms of this kind of perception:

"In everything there is a proportion of unknown, because we
are accustomed to use our eyes only with the remembrance of
what others before us have thought about what we are looking
at. The minutest thing contains something yet unknown. let us
find it...In that way does a man become an original writor.JB

The Horla does seem to represent art in its harmonious perfection
and in its ascendant mortality. The Horla is the incarnate harmony
not only of body and spirit but also of passion and will. The first
time the narrator senses the creature is while it is plucking a red
rose, the universal symbol of love or passion.
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But it has a will strong enough to dominate the narrator and it
never reacts with passionate hostility towards him as he does
towards it. Juxtaposed to a narrator flawed with such a murder-
ous passion, the Horla emerges finally as a symbol of perfection.

In its perfection it also demonstrates a god-like superiority
that has evolved out of but beyond humanity. A long speech from Dr.
Parent, who hypnotizes the narrator's cousin, suggests the Horla
may be the sum total of supernatural figures from ghosts to gods.

A kind of predetermining force to the narrator, it even controls
emotional changes as the narrator intimates when he says,

Whence come these mysterious influences that change our
happiness to dejection and our self-confidence to discourage-
ment? It is as if the air, the unseen air, were full of
unknowable powers whose mysterious nearness we endure. “1313)

But the creature is not somuch a god as it is an Ubermensch, an ex-
ample of the race that will supplant homo sapiens. As the narrator
elucidates, "Why is he not seen of our eyes as are all the beings
created before us? Because his form is nearer perfection, his body
finer and completer than ours..." (1325-26). He later adds,

Why should this transparent, unknowable body, this body of
the spirit, fear sickmess, wounds, infirmity, premature
destruction?

Premature destruction? The source of all human dread! After
man, the Horla, After him who can die any day, any hour, any
moment, by accidents of all kinds, comes he who can only die
in his appointed day, hour and moment, when he has attained
the limit of his existence. (1328)

From the narrator's attitude towards the Horla, then, the story
becomes Maupassant's expression of failure to shake off both the
bounds of mortal inferiority and the haunting esperance for a kind of
artistic perfection. The narrator fights to destroy the Horla as if
reluctant to know himself and his own imperfections through the crea-
ture. But when he fails to kill it and still feels the pressure of its
will as Maupassant may have felt the relentless impulse to write, he
is forced to admit his own inescapable identity with self-destruc-
tion. But the pessimistic disease-ridden Maupassant--like the simi-
larly crippled Nietzsche--perceived an Ubermensch that might some-
how compensate for his own mortal inferiority. For the Horla that
seemed the Soul of the narrator to which he was forced to submit will
live beyond the narrator as if to complete what hismortal existence
could not. The story at least reflects Maupassant's unfulfilled mor-
tal ambitions for mastery over the immortal. But the recognition of
existential limitations and an aspiration for spiritual perfection
may conceal the story of Maupassant's attitude towards his art:
though he feared he would die before meeting his own standards of ex-
cellence as a writer, he hoped the distinction of past creative ef-
forts would not die with him. The role writing plays in the story
tends to promote that specific an interpretation. And we should
remember as well he lived in an age that had itself begun to ele-
vate art for its own sake.

It is thus possible to see each of these fantasies about invisible
creatures as an allegory of the writer's artistic consciousness that
describes in "What Was It?" the temporary mastery of a parasitic muse,
in "The Damned Thing" the frustrations of literary ambitions, and in
"The Horla" the vain aspiration for artistic immortality.
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It seems H.G. Wells took an ineluctable step in 1897 when he wrote
The Invisible Man in which Griffin, a man who reaches out for
world dominion, actually becomes that invisible Unknown.Yet even
he finds the achievement has not released him from his own mortal-
ity. The artistic consciousness that moved these writers is not
peculiar to the artist alone; it is the very essence of man. But
it remains both the meaning and the despair of his existence.
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International Beach Scene

Don't despise the Mediterranean's
0ily manner: moving around
and hovering over

suntanning Aryans

(dimpled navels kissing
poly-lingually in bikinis
helio-centrically pot-bellied
around the poly-glot sea),

he needs to be fast

as greased lightning

to step on no toes,

win a counterfeit smile,

and find his place in the sun.

-— Frederick Candelaria

QUASIMODO

My child was engendered at Lyons

and I should like to live on the top of its cathedral,

a Lyons Quasimodo,

watching the mists over two streams

and over the maze of highways spreading like spiders,

wake on the monstrous roof among towers and turrets and spires
and bells tolling in the centre of an unknown town

where I would lie alone among the stone,

without an Esmeralda,

deafened by brass and bronze and crows and loneliness.

—- Henny Kleiner

INotes From an Institution

29

in the corner
between concrete,

The space

behind a slammed door
rings deaf.

You sit

stringing glass beads.

0ld fingers --
the long blue rub of steel.

Inmates sing

down the corridor.
Voices bounce back
cold as bed springs.

In shifts of four,
attendants play checkers
below a light screen.

Finger on a switch.

As you fold the night
in your fists
behind your head

a calendar changes dates
into minutes of tap water.

One moves into the black square.

A hard stab into the stomach;
a window covered
with muslin,

Screams float
like hair under water
down the corridor,

in the space
behind the door
shut --

You sit stringing
glass beads.

-- Randy Tomlinson
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OMNIPOTENT CANNIBALS:

Thoughts on Reading Robert Heinlein’s
“Stranger in a Strange Land”

by
Robert Plank

A person: whose judgment I could not easily disregard extolled
to me the importance of Stranger, calling it "probably the most wide-
1y read novel on American campuses today." That did not make me feel
ashamed of never having read the book, but I felt a call of duty.

The clerk at the nearest book store knew at once on which shelf to
reach for it: no doubt it is much in demand at that store--around the
corner froma large high school; this, of course, may be coincidence.
(My copy is a Berkeley Medallion Book, fifth printing, July 1969;
page numbers refer to this edition.)

I read it with only rarely flagging interest. Since many people
evidently got more absorbed by Stranger, I thought I might write
down some thoughts that it caused me to pursue. To use a book as a
starting point for an essay is much more pleasurable than to write a
formal review. I can write as it pleases me, without having to be
complete, informative, and fair. This will be read mostly by people
who already know the book: I donot have to tell them what sort of
novel it is or whether it is worth reading.

I have long contended that much of so-called science-fiction--
and by all accounts, Stranger is so called--affects the reader not
through what is characfer%atic of s-f by any rational definition
--namely, that a scientific or technical innovation is at the core
of the plot--but through an appeal to the reader's unconscious de-
sires, and that the task of scientific study is to find out just
what these unconscious factors are and how they operate. What as-
pects of the book provide direct emotional gratification? What is
the role of the other aspects, those that do not play into the
reader's fantasies? What in particular of the elements of real s-f
in the midst of the so-called?

Now let us see what innovations are found in Stranger. They fall
clearly into two groups: on the one side the rational innovations,
s~-f in the true sense of the word: manned travel to Mars, of course,
improvements in comforts and communications, such as "bounce tubes,"
automatic air taxis under remote control, "stereovision tanks" (an
improved type of TV, apparently), robot kitchens, the ILyle Drive
(idgntified.asindispensable for space travel, but not described at
all).
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None of this is startling. These gadgets, as far as Heinlein says
what they are, have already been invented, though not all of them
have been developed for general use, More important, none of these
is essential to the story. Though they give it a certain flavour,
the events could clearly unfold, with little inconvenience, if
these inventions were never made. The same is true of the parallel
social and political innovations, notably the close federation of
the nations that now form the so-called Free World (11) and
the emergence of the profession of Fair Witness (27).

The really important innovations are of a quite different sort.
The book simply could not have beern written without them. They are
not extrapolations, they do not represent the fruition of ongoing
research or effort. Nothing in the history of science or technology
over the past several thousand years has prepared us to expect them.

Mike, the stranger of the title, was born onMars. His parents
die at his birth and no other human beings are left on Mars, He is
raised by Martians--a breed of intelligent beings totally different
from man--and trained in the exercise of certain faculties common-
place there but unknown on Earth, though it seems to turn out that
more or less any human, with proper instruction, can acquire them.
After 25 years he is discovered by the next Terran expedition and
brought to Earth, the strange land of the book's title. The unfol-
ding and use of Mike's powers is the content of the novel.

Mike can arbitrarily slow his heart rhythm and respiration to
practically zero (14). Though psychologists judge him to be a mo-
ron (394),he reads three volumes of an encyclopedia in one day
(106). His mind can leave his body (144 ff.). He moves objects by
willing them tomove (110 ff,) and is of course schooled inusing
the analogous method of teleportation tomove himself by mere wish-
ing, as is customary on Mars (denoted onp.62 as "apportation"). He
practices levitation (260) and telepathy (265), etc. etc.

In short, Mike has those powers that in the border area between
s-f and fantasy--as well as in the literature of the cults in this
twilight zone--are called PSI powers, and that he possesses them
more completely than elsewhere ascribed to anybody. They can be
defined quite simply: they are the power of achieving any desired
change in the real material world by merely wishing it to be so.

Is is amazing how often these clear and simple facts are misun-
derstood. Peter Marin, for instance, in a recent article "Tripping
the Heavy Fantastic" in the New York Times Book Review (21 Feb.
1971) names the books that to him seem to be the favourites of "the
young." The list includes five novels: Cat's Cradle, Stranger in
a Strange Land, Steppenwolf, Dune, and The lord of the Rings. He
sums up this very mixed lot thus:

...those are all "heady" books: not exactly escapist but some-
thing close to it--verbal and fantastic trips through other
worlds, other realities. Their heroes all possess marvelous
or occult talents, the magical tantric and yogic powers of
self-control and perception. All of them involve exaggerated
but possible states of expanded human "being"--body and soul
harmonized and given dominion over time and space. There is
a dream-like quality to them all, a quality of wish—-fulfill-
ment; each is what Hesse called a "magic theater," and each,
like the images in the Tarot deck, must somehow correspond in
a rough way to what the young feel is actually happening in
themselves,

Faith will move mountains, but it requires a peculiar faith to think
of Mike's capabilities as of "exaggerated but possible states."
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It is nice to know, though, that this is what"the young" feel
is happening in them, especially when we think of the one among
Mike's powers that by far exceeds all others: with a "tiny twist"
(148), or even without such, just by wishing, he makes things dis-
appear. The word "things" here includes men. At crucial times
(e.g., 379) it amounts to mass murder--for to speak of "disappear-
ing" is rather an understatement: what Mike wants to disappear
ceases to exist., This seems so natural to him that he is quite puz-
zled when he is asked whether he can bring a certain box back. Of
course he can't, because "the box is not" (109; the italics are
Heinlein's). During much of the novel Mike and his friends are chas-
ed by police and government thugs, and here this power comes in
most handy. When an enemy draws his gun at Mike's cornered friend,
Mike simply reaches out--and presto, the gunman "is not."

It obviously would often be a great convenience to be able to
overcome an obstacle by simply making it disappear; but Mike,
strangely, uses his power very sparingly on inanimate objects--
with one great exception: clothes, This is his delight; one might
say, his favourite recreation. At the drop of a hat (if this sim-
ile be permitted in this context) he will make clothes disappear,
be it his own or somebody else's. This compulsive desire to strip
is, though not common, often enough associated with certain psy-
chotic states to have acquired a technical name: Mike is denudative.
I should add that he does not have to worry ahout replacing van -
ished clothes. He is a billionaire.

What is his purpose? To unveil the glorious beauty of the human
body? Only at the very end (405). Communion with nature? To have
water, air, sun, caress one's bare skin? Every swimmer knows of
these delights, and so does Mike; but mostly--apart from an oc-
casional prank, such as stripping law enforcement officers to ex-
pose them to ridicule--the purpose of his denudative acts is sexual.

Heinlein does not in this book follow the old traditionof s-f,
to ignore sex. Overt sex is very much present, and indeed explicit.
It is also markedly straightforward and systematized. Promiscuity
would seem to be the model, but what makes promiscuity attractive
is diversity and freedom of choice, and these are so far lacking that
the sex life of Mike and his circle could be expressed in& simple
mathematical formula: the maximum number of possible combinations
are consummated. What an achievement! The only trouble is that the
scheme leaves room neither for love nor for spontaneity. Heinlein
has succeeded in devising a system that to Romeo and to the Marquis
de Sade would be equally repulsive.*

Monotony could be somewhat relieved if homosexual acts were per-
mitted, and this would also considerably increase the number of
possible matings. But this is not within Heinlein's purview. The
truth is that in spite of titilleting hints, sexual performance does
not rise to the level of anything that could be called an orgy--
except once, and then with remarkable results.

We hear about it from Ben, who appears on Jubal's front lawn on
P.306 and presently informs him that he needs to talk to him. He gets
to his point on p.342, and the conversation ends on p.352, having tak-
en up more than a :ninth of the total length of a long and complex
novel. What Ben needs so badly to confess and finds so hard to con-
fess is this: he was sitting with a woman, in circumstances that might
briefly be described as rather sexy. Mike joined them. After a brief
conversation between the three of them, Mike was suddenly naked;
whereupon Ben, seized by nausea, ran.
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Ngw apart from the trick of stripping by will power, there is
nothing unheard-of about such events, In clinical practice (I hap-
pen to be a psychiatric social worker) we occasionally learn of
them, If a patient told me the story that Ben told Jubal, Iwould
neither be very surprised nor would I have the slightest hesita-
tion about interpretingit (to myself; whether I would tell the pa-
tient then and there is a different question): the man has suffer-
ed "homosexual panic." He has been invited to take part ina sexu-
al performance to include both heterozexual and homosexual ele-
ments. Torn between his unconscious homosexual desires and his de-
fense against letting them emerge into consciousness, he flees.

This is not, however, the diagnosis that Jubal
and Ben arrive at., By skilful questioning and
prompting ("dig deeper," 344) Jubal gets Ben to
"admit" his motive: he was jealous. Jealous in-
deed! Jealousy has made men do many things--shoot
their rivals, for instance--but that a man in
the grip of jealousy grabs his clothes and runs,
this is a new one (unless, of course, we "dig
deeper" and view jealousy as a derivative of homo-
sexuality--the implication for the question of
denial of homosexuality would be the same). Does
this mean that if I were asked for a professional
opinion I would disapprove of Jubal's handling of
the case? Not at all. In psychotherapy (end lord
knows that men suffering from homosexual panic
can use psychotherapy) it may be quite legitimate
in certain situations to reinforce a rationaliza-
tion that the patient has worked out for himself
80 as not to have to face a truth that would be
too emotionally upsetting to him. Untruth will
make you free...

Let us go on to another subject, one vaguely connected with nudi-
ty: the very unusual--well, let us say, funeral customs that Mike
imports from Mars,

Martians don't die. They "discorporate." They do this voluntari-
ly apd with the same ease with which they annihilate other people
and occasionally an entire planet (91). It doesn't hurt, and the soul
lives on; assuming, in Heinlein's touching simile, an appearance
somewhat like a TV picture. The body needs to be disposed of; and
this is done by the friends of the departed reverently and festively
eating it . Mike hints at this delightful practice in the very first
chapter ("He knew he was food,"16), It is persistently mentioned
again up to the final scene when he has sacrificed his earthly 1life
and a broth is brewed from part of his remains and drunk by two dis-
ciples who do not fail to appreciate both the honour and the taste:
"It was a calm happiness that didn't bring tears" (411).

I suppose this is meant to shock the reader, and it would have
affected me, but for the fact that I happened tohave been immuniz-
ed by seeing that remarkable film, Fellini's Satyricon. For those
who don't know the work, it ends with a rich man's dying and pro-
viding inhis will that the various hangers-on should share his es-
tate if they would cut pieces from his body and eat them; where-
upon after a brief debate you see those well dressed citizens lift
a leg of the corpse and unwrap it; the next shot shows them sitting
there, glumly chewing.
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This, as most of the film, is adapted from Petronius, a Roman
writer presumably of the time of Nero. My Encyclopedia Britannica,
11th edition, whence my knowledge comes, found itself in a dilem-
ma: facts must be given, but only as they are "fit to print." The
editors cut the knot with such a masterly stroke that I can't
forebear quoting:"...attaches a condition to the inheritance that
even Encolpius might have shrunk from fulfilling...si corpus meum
in partes conciderint et astante populo comederint." To those who
know Latin, this says plainly, "If they will cut my body into
pieces and publicly eat it." As to those who don't know Latin,
they are by that very fact proved to be unready to receive such
choice information. They did not go to the proper schools.

What Petronius was up to seems anybody's guess; it is a little
easier to figure out what Heinlein intends. The Latin writer un-
doubtedly wanted to pillory the nouveaux riches of his time by
showing them stooping to anything for money. Heinlein uses the mo-
tif in a totally different context: with him, it's the "good guys"”
who engage in cannibalism (or, more properly, in necrophagy). He
may have intended to travesty the sacrament of communion--his
choice of words tends to run to the blasphemous, and there are
closer parallels, such as Mike appearing to Jubal after his death
Just as Christ appeared to the disciples at Emmaus., It is not like-
ly that Petronius knew or cared enough about Christianity to have
any such aim, He may have simply wanted to jolt his readers by im-
puting to Roman gentlemen customs of certain barbaric tribes of
which they had read in Herodotus.

Such practices have survived well into the nineteenth century,
if not indeed to our day, in many parts of the world. Since for
us, however, cannibalism is remote, it is peculiar how ubiquitous
it is in Jjokes. For instance, a rhyme for Timbuktu is found by al-
leging that this is where they boil the missiIonary, and hat and
coat and hymnbook, too. Many are the pages of the New Yorker adorn-
ed with cartoons of clergymen sitting serenely in kettles. There is
a short story of cannibalism by Bertrand Russell, and a very Pet-
roniesque scene in the bar of the Nineveh Hotel in The Dog Beneath
the Skin by Auden and Isherwood, etc. On the highest literary lev-
el we have Swift's Modest Proposal.

What makes this theme, so obviously not relevant to our prob-
lems on a practical level, so relevant to our souls? I can but con-
fess that I do not know. It sometimes makes me wonder uneasily
whether Jung may not have had something, after all, with his "col-
lective unconscious," though generally I content myself with Freud's
Totem and Taboo. I think I do know something, though, about the
function assigned to necrophagy in the structure of Heinlein's
book, as I think I do about this structure as a whole. To me the
sense of it seems painfully clear. The conclusions are depressing
but inescapable.

One way inwhich a literary work appeals to the reader is by em-
bodying his daydreams and other fantasies (the same holds, of
course, for other art forms, such as the film). The reader finds
presented to him the experiences that he likes to dream up for him-
self as happening to persons with whom he can identify, so that he
derives vicarious gratification of his desires.

This is, of course, not all there is to it--once we have reviewed
Stranger from this angle, we shall consider what else literature
does., But first, why would a person resort to vicarious gratifica-
tion through literature instead of aiming at more direct gratifica-
tion, in daydreams or deed?
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Well, wish-fulfilment in fan-
tasy may lag from failure of the
imagination. Most of us are unable
to conjure up images of women as
beautiful and sexually stimulating
as the images on the screen. The
possibilities of wish-fulfilment
through acting out are even more
limited. Such attempts are apt to
run head-on against the hard wall
of reality. For instance, for a
man to go around shooting people
as liberally as he might want to
is not practical (though some try);
but it is practical to watch the
Western where the "good guys" can
do so with impunity, or on a more
sophisticated level to read Step-

enwolf where the hero is at least
%ree o massacre in his fantasy
those people whose attitudes he
does not approve.

The desires that literature vicariously satisfies aim normally
at sensual, chiefly sexual, pleasure, and at self-aggrandizement.
Their specific form and content vary with the individual's emo-
tional makeup and with the stage of his development. Therefore,
digferent books appeal to different personality types and differ-
ent ages,

Stranger addresses itself primarily to what is technically
known as the fantasy of omnipotence. Child psychology has shown
the belief that "wishing makes it so," that thoughts change the
external world, that the will is as effective as the deed, to be
a stage of normal development, an early infantile stage. The nor-
mal child discards the idea, albeit reluctantly, when he reaches
the "age of reason," when experience teaches him. As fantasy the
idea of omnipotence may persist., It retains its grip on those who
are so discouraged by the conflicts of later childhood that they
take refuge in their earlier beliefs (which they have learned are
not valid§ and "refuse to grow up."

Next in importance in Heinlein's novel is the fantasy of pro-
miscuity, of indiscriminate, effortless, repetitive sexual inter-
course with an unlimited number of agreeable, healthy, unindividu-
alized members of the opposite sex. This is not quite as primitive
a fantasy, but its emotional emptiness reveals its childishness.
It is hard to imagine a man who has not been tempted by these fan-
tasies. It is just as hard to bestow the name man on a person who
has not overcome these temptations.
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Some works of literature are content to embody the reader's
fantasies. They are often called low-brow, and sometimes bad
books. Then there are books that transcend the reader's fantasy.
They embody it, but they lead farther, by presenting some ex-
periences befalling the hero beyond those that embody the fan-
tasy which cried for vicarious gratification in the first place.
They show a way toward solving the problem of the unsatiability
of the fantasy by an accomodation with other forces within the
individual's character, and with the demands of reality. They
are known as good books. Good books help the reader to grow.
Heinlein's book embodies primitive fantasies. There is no evi=~
dence in it of any attempt to transcend them.

So much for the novel's main emotional thrust. How does it
look from the angle of its thought content? A story that embodies
nothing but primitive sexual fantasies may yet convey valuable
information on the life style of the people it chooses to embody
the fantasy. The teaching value of Stranger is limited, though
you may want to turn to it if you wis ) ow what the proper
table manners are when you consume the body of your departed
friend.

This leads me back to the question, what is the role of nec-
rophagy, anti-Christianity, s-f (in the narrower sense of the
word)--what are all these elements of the book which do not form
an organic part of its basic emotional content really doing there?
The problem is not unimportant, because an answer would presumab-
1y apply not only to Stranger but to any work that is composed
of a fundamental embodied %antasy and of seemingly extraneous ma-
terial.

To come to such an answer, we must penetrate into a different
layer of personality. Technically speaking, we must move from id
psychology to ego psychology. We must assume that the force of
the rather elemental drives which power the daydreams that seek
vicarious fulfilment in literature is not unopposed, does not
have free play; that the emotional life of the individual con-
sists in interaction of a variety of forces, and that some of
them hem in and counteract the basic driving force. As the indi-
vidual matures, he acquires what is known as character--i.e.,
voices, as we might call them, within him which tell him that it
is forbidden, detrimental, shameful to seek the unhampered ful-
filment of his basic drives, be it directly or vicariously, es-
pecially if the basic drives are still in a childish state or
tend to regress to it.

A burglar who wants to get by a watch-dog may throw him a piece
of meat saturated with tranquillizers. A writer who wants to get a
hearing for his embodiment of a primitive fantasy may lull the
countervailing forces into inactivity by throwing them the meat of

the loftier, more realistic, less primitive aspects of his work. He

may say, in substance, to the distrustful ego: Look, I am not pan-
dering to omnipotence or promiscuity. What I really want is to
present a picture of the science of the future, to demonstrate the
shortcomings of Christianity, and to discuss the question of nec-
rophagy, which is interesting and so remote that it can't do harm!
You do not really think that I could corrupt your pupil, seeing
that he isn't going to become a cannibal whatever I say?--This
would be the function of the extraneous material in the works
that do not want truly to transcend the fantasies they embody.
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$tranger presents the id with the sweet gratification of its
de51res! gettlng.license to do so by bribing the ego with pre-
tended.lnterest in nobler things. As it is my almost profession-
al belleg that good books are good for people, I can hardly help
also believing that bad books are bad for people. Is it incon-~

sistent for me, then, to write about Stra
e 22 A i%? o ranger and thus to draw

_Perhaps. I am aware of some of my motives for nevertheless
doing so. As usual in such cases, they are not altogether pure.
However, I think I am writing largely for people who have already
read.the book, and I even flatter myself that conceivably some
who intended to read it may change their minds after reading this.

sEditor's Note: On p.32 Dr. Plank means not the activities usually
associated with the Marquis de Sade but his program as specified
in Aldous Huxley's preface to Brave New World (American edition):
"Sade regarded himself as the apostle of the truly revolutionary
revolution beyond mere politics and economics--the revolution in
individual men, women and children, whose bodies were henceforward
to become the common sexual property of all..."”
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NEW YEAR

outside an o0ld man

bumps into himself on the terrible sidestreets
of alcohol.

in cheap rooms, young girls work delicately
on calendars, but still there are a few days
with names.

one little boy longs to break the last toys of christmas.

i close my eyes,

and ride on the crest of one good year.
i am young yet,

i will stop drinking and hold your head
above water.

we are above this dark city:

because this face i find you in is still proud,
and all the clocks say 12

i give you sons with the strength of 365
revolutions of this earth.,

-- gary thompson
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INFECTION

It is no good to be alone --
out of repair -- living
in an absurd country spaced

within my hands and head. On rainy

days, the rain inhabits me.

I watch flowers drowning, and drink
from rivers running dry, where no fish

spreads its gill or lifts its

fin.

It's easy to be dead -- passing

into custom -- changed by the

quiet

into something less deceptive.

When light moves through me,

I will no longer breed shadows.

-~ Ruth Daigon

POSTERITY

He had a passion for permanence

tattoing wasn't good enough
80 a bone doctor carved his

skeleton

the results not being visible

until a time after death

--Bruton Conners
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Three Insinuations of
Midnight Noon
by
John Shapski

44

The dark room is in use--but unattended. On a wall, proJject-
ed by an enlarger, the image of a life-size self-portrait of the
photographer.

The image-man moves, surprised: tentatively, he tries out
this new-found freedom. A slight hesitation. Then he steps out
of the projection, drawing out into another dimension as he
pulls away from the wall, Full, rounded out, he stands back
and waits.

A hollow space on the wall catches the photographer's eye as
he re-enters the dark room. He leans to investigate. The image-
man moves quickly, pushing the photographer into two-dimensional
emptiness, and shutting off the enlarger. He pins the special
large paper into place and starts the process of printing: ex-
posure, developer, stopper, wash and fix. While the portrait
rinses he systematically destroys all negatives in which the im-
age of the photographer appears. Then he sits back and admires
the drying more-than-portrait of the artist, marvelling at the
haunting air of captivity and horror transfixed on the life-size
face.

II

This world is like a giant dandelion--round, soft, covered
in rich but light vegetation. No brambles, no thickets; all paths
are clear, all points accessible. Nowhere on the globe does the
depth of the cool sweet water exceed five feet. Fruit hang ripe
on the low trees all times. There are no predators: in short,
an ecology of love.

Lithe bronze-coloured people move about here, graceful and
sure from birth: one might postulate perfection. They exist only
to travel the land in small transient groups, marvelling at its
beauty, singing, dancing, and making love.

In a strange garden, I stop alone to inspect a plant with
which I am not familiar, It smells strangely of hemp, has an or-
ange flower, and small berries. The air about it is saturated
with the queer scent--the plant exudes thin whisps like smoke,

I draw in deep breaths. Soon a bland smile spreads slowly acrosas
my face, and I sit down cross-legged before the plant.

A long time I sit and dream. Things I had never imagined be-
fore: large crowded areas where black, white, brown, red, and
yellow people live in crazy boxes. I read speech from processed
tablets, Prolix mad artifacts of transportation by land, water,
and air. There is a managing system named "law" or "Justice." It
is all real: far too real. Twentieth century, I understand. Joy
leaks slowly away.
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JOHN SHAPSKI
My life, uneventful, Drugs are the rage.

I try smoking a different leaf and feel that I have returned
to reality, After a while I notice the plant, before which I
sit cross-legged. But the problem is more complex than I had - ; £ s this morning
thought. I have learned about a plant that lures one into an | Pkl e e BT
idyllic world of unreality, of useless being--only I find it in- and one leg of a pair of pants.
creasingly difficult to remember exactly which plant it was. I cooked a piece of liver
STelols then ate two strawberries

A man is walking in the countryside--just that. A man perhaps and left for class.
a little more curious and contemplative than average, perhaps a
trifle stubborn and also acquisitive. Something--a loose end, a

piece of rope--catches his eye. You were still asleep when I got back.
Compulsively, but disinterestedly, he stoops to pick it up. I try so hard,
It resists his careless grasp. He grips it more firmly, and Why don't you love me anymore?

pulls: smoothly, it slides out of the earth. He continues to
pull. It, whatever it is, continues to extrude, coming without

either particular ease or difficulty. It seems to prefer a speed I counted the number of your old girlfriends
akin to that at which one hauls a sounding line from the water .
and the man takes to piling it in a neat nautical manner. Hand’ then alphabetized th?m
over hand he hauls it out, grasping the coils in one hand and according to their first name,
i:iégg them down when the hand fills up. At times he changes A last inilt a1k
Darkness finds this man pulling steadily, settled into the R B
rhythm. Occasionally he ties the slack to a nearby tree, and I foun
rests. What concerns him most is that in an unguarded moment the named Mary Kay S.
line-—-or whatever it is--might rewind itself into the earth and +£?
leave him with a rather suspect memory. He must, he knows, find How could you tell them apar
the other end, or be faced with the insecurity of self doubt. -- Carla Perry

He adjusts to the dark.

The momentum of a gambler chasing lost money takes him--he
has devoted time and belief, Others might be content to give up,
but some hoard their realities, they cannot accept the equivo-
cal, the dream, possible dream, and the surreal states of dream ° . ° ] V]jll'
and reality inextricably superimposed. They must have their re- I m Afrald Of lmp e lngS
ality even if they are forced to create it. He continues pulling,
hand over hand, and continues piling.

' 3 i i
Different geometries develop, evolve from and into one anoth- \ I'm afraid of simple things,
er as do days and nights. Time loses its meaning, and signifi- spring,
cance. Eventually he feels the ground shake. Occasionally at e e
first, then more frequently. It concerns him little. He plies i
on at his self-assigned task. blood and whipcracks,

i b (¢) sparrow
Then--success. A last shudder wracks the globe as it sudden- gesbiapleibneqbe o u? .
ly spits out its other end. The man stands in space, the unravel- save me seize me.
led world piled neatly beside him. I'm afraid of terrible things.

-= Ruth Daigon
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Science Fiction and the

Revolution
by
Curtis Smith
(State University of Vew York at _Albany)

In his "Science Fiction in the Age of '.l‘:r:ans:i.t:ion,"‘I Arthur
Magline points out the potential usefulness to radicals of both
utopian and dystopian science fiction. The utopia, though, is
very often dull, however socialist; and while dystopias can at
least portray the evils of neofascism or welfare state capital-
ism, they do not open up a radical vision of the future.

The best of science fiction, and that most useful to radi-
cals, cuts through the utopia-dystopia antithesis and shows us
an evolutionary future rather than one in brittle stasis. Arthur
C. Clarke's Childhood's End (New York: Ballantine, 1953), for
example, seems to be moving toward dystopia, when an unexpected
revolution of sorts moves it in precisely the reverse way. The
"Overlords," aliens who control Earth, impose upon men a welfare
state technocracy that strongly resembles what radicals are now
fighting against. Indifferent to political ideology and claim-
ing to have only man's good in mind, these omnipotent adminis-
trators deprive man of self-determination and creativity. Art
and all forms of life-affirmation dwindle. The message to radi-
cals, though, is that the present great power of these techno-
crats is an illusion soon to be dissipated. No violent revolu-
tion will even be necessary. Men possess what the Overlords will
forever lack: the ability to transform the world with the imagi-
nation. Clarke's future moves through and beyond both optimism
and pessimism to a new start for man, a self-re-creation that
can only be glimpsed. The Overlords are impressive. They are
huge and literally capable of blocking the sun. But they are an
evolutionary cul-de-sac. Man's future is his own. Daniel Bell
please note.

What Clarke expresses allegorically, his mentor, W, Olaf 5
Stapledon, expresses literally inhis story, 01d Man in New World.”
In 1970, or thereabouts, the world-wide revolution has been
achieved. It seems to have been more or less 0ld Left, as we
would now say -- centralized to the point of disallowing any
spontaneity, cultural life-affirmation, or mysticism.
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It might seem that Stapledon has created a dystopia. Instead,
he is merely moving one stage beyond a revolution with which

he fundamentally sympathizes. The story is told from the point
of view of the "old man" of the title, an old revolutionary

who cannot understand that the revolution is a living and still
growing thing. The young revolutionary who flies the old man

to a celebration in London expresses a New Left position: he
believes in decentralized self-discipline and the lifestyle re-
volution, and thinks that the revolution is now secure enough
to be libertarian. The President of the World Revolutionary
Government agrees, and at the ceremony he allows a clown to
mock the revolution and to assert the puniness of man in the
universe. The o0ld man is shocked. "Where would it end? But tears
were in his eyes." On a conscious level he cannot accept the
individualism implied in the clown's genius, although his emo-
tional self does accept it. Stapledon's calm assertion that the
revolution will continue to take place is moving, and the ten-
derness with which he presents the old man's flawed vision is
close to tragic. Stapledon may have succeeded in making tragedy
not supportive of aristocratic values but of revolutionary ones.

Radicals, involved in taking man's next enormous step, need
to look beyond that step; they need the calm, imaginative assur-
ance of the best of science fiction that enormous change is
around the next corner, and that through and beyond that change
there will be further change. Although much science fiction is
pecsimistic, there is also science fiction which asserts cosmic
optimism, tempered with a sense of continued mystery, that is
consistent with radicalism,

1) Radical America, 3 (July /August 1969), 4-11.

2) London: G. Allen, 1944; reprinted in Worlds of Wonder,
Los Angeles: Fantasy Publishing Co., 1949.
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FROM A CORNER

TABLE AT ROUGH

HOUSE’S BY BILL
BIACKBEARD

Jim Harmon stacks the deck slightly in the introduction to his
excellent study of "old-time" radio, The Great Radio Heroes, when
he writes, "Each of us found his own escape, his own reassurance in
radio. The world I found will not be identical to yours, but many
compass points will be the same. There may have been musically in-
clined kids who liked little but The Hit Parade or The Voice of
Firestone. Maybe a few other jovial tykes cared only for the comedy
of stingy Jack Benny or the pompous Gildersleeve. As for myself,
and most people I know, the vitally important part of radio was the
afternoon serial heroes, the daytime serial heroines, and the
nighttime killers, crooks, and detectives..."

This whimsical dealing from the bottom makes it sound as if a kid
of the '30s and '40s who frankly preferred the better comedy shows
(Gildersleeve was only infrequently good; Jack Benny usually bet-
ter; Fre en best of a mediocre lot) to the vast majority of the
blood-and-thunder serials and dramas of the period would have to be
part of some curious "jovial" minority of juveniles, by which I sup-
pose Jim to mean kids oddly limited by temperament to an interest in
comedy alone, with action and adventure shows lying beyond the
scope of the poor "tyke's" susceptibilities.

Such a casual put-down and pigeon-holing of a variant attitude
@oward radio just won't wash, of course. I was a kid like Jim dur-
ing those peak radio years, and comedy shows were damn near all I
could stomach of the output of the period. I listened to exactIy one
daily mystery-adventure serial as often as I could, the superlative
I Iove a Mystery (just as all I and my wife can endure of contempo-
rary Tv weekly drama is The Avengers--frequently a delight--and an
occasional Secret Agent rerun). No other radio show I managed to
hear (and I fried almost all of the stuff on the air, with continual
hope) could measure up to the quality of the Carlton E. Morse tales
of Jack, Doc, and Reggie, except for Buck Rogers (a highly imagi-
native daily show, which seemed to follow the comic strip contin-
uity scene for scene, but which my local stations didn't carry),
and a one-season-only weekly half-hour sf serial, Latitude Zero!

During this same period, however--unlike the "jovial" tots fan-
tasied up by Harmon--I was devouring any and all good stuff I could
find in any media about "heroes...heroines...killers, crooks, and
detectives."” As I still do, of course. My only criterion then as
now was that whatever I read, watched, or listened to should measure
up in quality to at least the average of the best material I'd al-
ready encountered. (I could never understand, as akid or an adult,
the point of reading or otherwise pursuing or even ccllecting any-
thing in agiven field, good, bad, and indifferent, just because it
AS &8 work in that field --researchers excented-- although I some-
times admire the hardy souls who do: Forrest Ackerman, for example.)
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My reaction to any work in any media was based onmy assessment of
its intrinsic quality as opposed to its extrinsic content, slant

or gimmickry. (While I loved The Shadow's classic laugh at the
beginning of each Shadow radio show, I found the drama that fol-
lowed clap of the most abysmal trap.j To cut into my adolescence at
random--when I was fourteen, say--I feel I could hardly be expected,
after having discovered Page's Spider or Howard's Conan. in the
pulps, seen Gunga Din, King Solomon's Mines (1934 version), or
Lost Patrol on the screen, looked daily or weekly at Terg, Buck
Rogers, and Red Barry in the comics, and listened reguTarly to ve
a ﬁ stery on the blatbox (as the less ardent among us kids called
It in those days), to cock an eager and enthralled ear toa daily
fifteen minutes of the kind of puling, written-down subliterate
hackwork represented by such shows as Jack Armstronz, The ILone
Ranger, Renfrew of the Mounted (bar-oco0ocoo!) or Little han Annie,
any more than I could be expected to relish bilge like The Shadow
or The Phantom Detective in pulps, most cuff-produced Saturday !
matinee movie serials, or Tim Tyler's TLuck, Don Dixon and Superman in
the comics. It scz>m~ *n me, as tar back as 1 can remember, that the
thing my adolescent imaginative antennae seized upon in any work was
the extent to which a writer, scripter, artist or director was genu-
inely and seriously involved in a self-fulfilling creative effort
(I used toreflect sadly even as a teen-ager on how some of the adults
responsible for the kid radio shows must gag over what they were
spoonfeeding their young listeners, and wonder why more kids could-
n't see how they were being patronized), while my final assessment
was based onmy evaluation of the worth of the creativity involved (I
realized, of course, that some at least of the perpetrators of the
worst pulp, comics, movies, and radio shows must find them, in their
own stunted view, fresh and exciting and original). I learned the
Truth of Sturgeon's Law--that 90% of everything is crud--at an early
age; my difficulty with radio adventure drama lay inmy prompt dis-
covery that 99.9%of it was awful. For relief, todo something with
the radio set Iwas lucky enough to have inmy room, I listened to the
solitary "classic" music station and to some of the better evening
comedy shows shile I read the hours away avidly, communing withthe
richer, thicker gluten of imagination I found more often in litera-
ture than any other media.

My experience with the arts as a kid has benefited me in some ways
as an adult and deprived me in others, Certainly I have never felt
the emotion somany others know as nostalgia (and on the level of which
Harmon's book operates sowell), since virtually everything I enjoy-
ed as a boy I have found enjoyable as an adult and so have made a
point of not being separated from it either physically or in memory by
an intervening "maturity." My good fortune as a kid--and it was ap-
parently a rare bit of good furtune--lay inmy having encountered so
much good work in so many fields so early and so acquiring different
standards of judgement than most of my contemporaries. This was con-
tinually at work; I remember listening with considerable anticipa-
tion and hope to a couple of the first Witch's Tales dramas at about
the same time I was reading through a recently acquired stack of
Weird Tales from the early ‘30s (racing inexhaustibly from Smith

o Howard to Lovecraft), and how grimly disappointed I was with the
show's contrived, second-hand plots and cheap shock effects. A lit-
tle later I listened to the horror program introduced by Raymond
(Your Host) and his creakingly opened door as I was discovering
Unknown, and listened just long enough to retch and slam that door
shut onmy radio for good, and for the same reasons. On a lower level
and at an earlier age, the radio Little Orphan Annie, withits little-
kids-in-trouble plots and its routine Saturday serial villains, had
to compete inmy imagination with the wonderfully bloody, exotic,
and inventive American dream-fable of the same name on the comic page
of the 1930s--and just couldn't make the grade.
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Nor is any of this comparative evaluation a subjective memory.
Thanks to Harmon's extraordinary collection of 0ld radio tapes (made
from surviving records of hundreds of actual shows of radio's "gold-

en age") I was able to listen once more toa number of typical and
remembered shows from the past a year or s8o ago--and found my orgi-
nal judgements perfectly sound. I loathed Jack Armstrong and his
gosh-wowing boy scout pals asmuch as ever, while I grooved at once
with a splendidly grisly series of episodes from I Iove a Mystery.
The experience was particularly intriguing for me, since 1've long
been interested with the apparently unaltered continuity of virtual-
ly all my early value judgements in the arts into my adult life. Vir-
tually nothing I enthused over, or simply enjoyed as a kid--whether
Dickens, James, Conrad, Faulkner, Haggard, Lovecraft, C.L. Moore,
Heinlein, Page, Humphrey Bogart, W.C. Fields, Laurel & Hardy, Se-
gar's Thimble Theatre, Sterrett's Polly and Her Pals, Caniff's
Terry or Tuthall's The Bungle Family—-has failed to bring me renew-
ed imaginative and/or aesthetic pleasure when viewed or read again
in later years., This isnot terribly unusual in itself, of course;
many people have managed through self-confidence and personal good
fortune to carry and nurture their childhood enthusiasms into adult
life largely intact--again, Forry Ackerman comes to mind--but my own
experience seems tome uncommon essentially in the way I eXplored
and enjoyed the broad spectrum of arts from the academic "top"to the
pop art "bottom,"™ as a kid and managed almost unerringly, without
instruction or coaching, to select as personal favourites from all
fields the writers, cartoonists, films, actors, et al, who (even
though at the time I was young may have been in a state of critical
or popular eclipse: Faulkner, Fields, Tuttle, Howard, etc.) I have
later seen lauded bycritics or fellow creative artists as the best
or tops in their various fields. (A simple example of this is found
in the pulp dime novels: as a kid, I kpew Doc Savage was the best
work in the field, although practically all my (mostly older) con-
temporaries were sure The Shadow was. Today Doc Savage is being
reprinted en masse by a major paperback house (62 titles so far)
while The Shadow--which I found literally unreadable when it was
appearing on its unique semi-monthly schedule and selling out is-
sue after issue--is utterly nowhere and becoming rapidly more
obscure and forgotten.)

/ Our columnist now addresses one para-
graph (not reproduced here) directly to
members of CAPA-alpha, an amateur press
association for which his column origin-
ally was written; he explains why so far
he hasn't discussed non-reprint comic books,
an area toward which its members are
"strongly biased." Blackbeard emphasizes
that his preliminary remarks on 0ld Radio
and newspaper comics were to show that he
is not a kidscad maliciously buttending
the bland young Isaacs of CAPA-alpha, but
a critic whose responses in all media are
based on early-acquired tastes he would
not and could not try to repudiate. 7/
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No matter how it may appear from what follows, then, I hope
the fact remains clear: I am not biased toward original comic art
in magazines as such, any more than I was opposed to mystery-adven-
ture serials onradio per se. In the case of comic art, I've simply
found the imaginative concept and maturity of execution I look for
in all media more often in the newspaper strips, old and new, than
in the comic books. let me emphasize, however, that this present
and long-standingly favourable reaction of mine to work in the news-
paper strip area as opposed to comic booka is more the result of pro-
longed research into the newspaper comics of the past than areflec-
tion of my views of current work in that field. The contemporary
newspaper strip is, in my opinion, currently at an excessively low
ebb of inventiveness and graphic impact, with scarcely twenty dai-
1y strips across the whole syndicate range worth more than an in-
stant's bored regard. The bulk of the contents inmost newspaper's
Sunday comic sections seem tome as empty and vapid as the average
comic book, while it takes a very crowded daily comic page to serve
up more than two or three<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>