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| MUST BE TALKING TO MY FRIENDS

Talking to people at recent meetings of the Nova Mob (Melbourne’s sf discussion group) I realised the publication of the
new edition of the Clute/Nicholls Encyclopedia of Science Fiction is the major sf event of 1993,

I've bought the encyclopedia (having failed to gain a review copy), but find that anything I would want to say about it has been
best said in the following piece published in The Age, 24 July 1993:

GUEST EDITORIAL:

Signposts back to the future

by Damien Broderick

Reviewed:
The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction

edited by John Clute and Peter Nicholls

(Orbit 1-85723-124-4; 1993; 1370 pp.; £45/A$100)

‘We are the smart alecks,” declared
Australian science fiction scholar
Peter Nicholls nearly two decades
ago, in a feisty lecture at London’s
Institute of Contemporary Arts. ‘We
take our metaphors from all over,
from geology, design, traditional lit-
erature or relativity physics. We feel
free to mix our fundamentally aca-
demic observations with an ironic
raciness of manner.’

To thealert ear, cocked atan ICA do
in 1975, that admission might not be
alien or offensive. But to the haughty
academic world of criticism and
theory, science fiction smacked of acne
cures and lonely Saturday nights. That
estimate was not altogether wrong
then, and has become more apt since
the triumph of Star Wars, Terminator
and groaning bookshelves of lucrative
consumer fantasy fodder. ‘Academic
readers dislike us for our vulgarity,
while ordinary readers dislike us for
our constant display of our own clev-
erness.’

Wishing to advance the prospects
of his genre, Nicholls sought ways to
cut through prejudice and self-erected
hazard alike. Everyone would benefit,
he decided, if he and his smart-aleck
mates made their judgments ‘in a level,
friendly tone, veering neither towards
condescension on the one hand nor
obscurantism on the other’.

He had in mind espedcially his terri-
fyingly dithyrambic Canadian
colleague, John Clute, who had written
previously, with resigned contempt, of
genre science fiction’s ‘mild ignorant
readership’. Weary of spilling their
esoteric seed on barren ground,
Nicholls and Clute joined forces at the
end of the "70s (together with 31 others

of like mind, age and gender, plus one
woman) to produce the first edition of
The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction.
This weighty, delightful volume ran to
672 close-packed pages and won gen-
eral editor Nicholls a Hugo Award
(science fiction’s Oscar), which struck
me as only fair: I had reviewed it in
1980 as ‘the most spectacular, well-re-
searched, balanced, amusing, compel-
ling work of reference I've ever seen’.
Since then, I've reviewed the Britan-
nica, and it’s still true.

A decade and a half on, its eagerly
awaited revision is at hand. If the first
edition contained some 730,000 words,
mostly written by its principal editors,
this hernia-inducing volume is more
remarkable still: 1.3 million words, an
extra 1500 entries, more than 200 theme
entries comprising a quarter of the
monstrous thing, 27 detailed entries on
sf from individual countries as diverse
and unlikely as Albania, Finland,
Israel, Romania and Australia, 544
science fiction movies listed and dis-
cussed.

The writing is tighter, the critical
poise of co-editors Clute and Nicholls
accomplished and compelling. I hardly
need revise a word of my previous
encomium, except to note how impres-
sively this edition meets the challenge
of a mode of writing (and film and
music-making) that has expanded so
enormously.

I have two problems in conveying
my pleasure in this book. The first is
inherent in its title. We think of ency-
clopedias as tools for scholars: dry,
concise, accurate but remote. Here,
though, Clute and Nicholls (and their
contributing editor Dr Brian Stable-
ford) invite us into a conversation.

It's hard to stop reading because
one entry draws you irresistibly to an-
other half-dozen. Not just snacking.
Major thematic discussions, such as the
entries on ‘Genre Sf’, ‘Definitions of Sf’
and ‘Sense of Wonder’, twine in a poly-
phonic discussion between Clute,
Nicholls and their contributors, invit-
ing thereader into the discursive space.
Indeed, the debates frequently reach
back into echoes of the previous edi-
tion, so we get some sense of the cease-
less evolution of current thinking
about this most protean of genres.

If the very word ‘encyclopedia’
does the book a disservice, masking its
engaging delight, the topic itself re-
mains a problem for many sophisti-
cated adult readers. SF — not the vile
‘sci fi", for reasons spelt out by Nicholls
— continues to be ignored or disliked
by readers trained to enjoy literary or
‘canonical’ texts while detesting any-
thing else.

I'm indlined to view this disdain as
a kind of learned incompetence, a big-
otry that wounds its practitioners as
much as its victims. More than one lit-
erary journalist has asked me, in genu-
ine puzzlement, ‘Why do you like
science fiction when everyone else
hates it?" This strange claim flies in the
face of solid sales of sf and fantasy at a
time when literary fiction struggles to
survive. Worse, it ignores the striking
realities of popular culture. Of the 11
top-earning movies of all time, nine are
science fiction or fantasy. Of the top 33,
17 can be included under that heading.
True, this is largely ‘product’ tailored
for unreflecting and sentimental teen
consumers. But it can hardly be said
that everyone hates sf when there’s
scarcely anything that viewers love




more.

Sf's delight in sheer imagination
blends magical escapism with an all-
too-realistic awareness of the impact
on our world of incessant technological
upheaval. Mass-media versions of sf
inevitably debase any subtle play with
either component, so it is not surpris-
ing that huge success at the box office
fails to translate into fame, fortune or
even critical esteem for sf’s best artists.
After all, periods when the whole fam-
ily routinely settled down to watch the
latest western did not produce a surge
of nuanced novels about existential
cowboys.

With sf, it's more complicated.
Despite spectacular epiphanies of
shaped light, no Spielberg movie of
UFOs or dinosaurs can approach the
cognitive delights of print sf, from A. E.
Van Vogt’s baffling super-intelligent
protagonists to William Gibson’s
cyberspace virtual realities.

As a result, Clute hardly needed to
alter his melancholy entry on Thomas
M. Disch: ‘Because of his intellectual
audacity, the chillingly distanced man-
nerism of his narrative art, the austerity
of the pleasure he affords, and the fine
cruelty of his wit, TMD has been per-
haps the most respected, least trusted,
most envied and least read of all mod-
ern first-rank sf writers.” Despite a
single award, Disch has ‘gone rela-
tively unhonored by a field normally

over-generous with its kudos’.

Similarly, of the prodigious Gene
Wolfe (whose four-volume ‘Book of
the New Sun’ is a repeated exemplar in
the encyclopedia), Clute notes:
‘Though neither the most popular nor
the most influential author in the sf
field, GW is today quite possibly the
most important.” In such dear sign-
posts, Clute directs readers new to the
genre toward texts that transform sf's
comic-book tropes: ‘A musical analogy
might be the Baroque technique of the
parody cantata, in which a secular
composition is transformed by rever-
ent parody into a sacred work (or vice
versa).’

Naturally, some errors have
slipped past a formidable sieve of edi-
tors, and I believe an errata list is avail-
able on request from the publisher.
Mistakes I noted in my own entries are
typical. The piece on me, by Russell
Blackford, mysteriously notes that my
“first professionally published sf, “The
Sea’s Farthest End” . . . can be found
in his early collection A Man Re-
turned . . It can’t, and the adjective
is ‘Furthest’, despite its outrage against
grammatical purity. The book of the
same name, from Aphelion (1993), is
not listed as a ‘ghost’ or projected title
— as many others are — which is a
minor irritation. Blackford was not
responsible for the blooper, which

creptin further up the food chain. More
annoying is the misspelling of film
theorist Vivian Sobchack’s name, inmy
entry on POSTMODERNISM. Oddly,
she is also incorrectly listed as SOB-
CHAK in her own bio/biblio entry. But
such errors are trifling when we con-
sider the magnitude of the whole
effort.

The most conspicuous failing of the
first edition was its exclusion of
women scholars. It was utterly jarring
to find that the thematic entry on
‘Women’ was by the ubiquitous
Nicholls. In this edition, Lisa Tuttle
writes not only on ‘Women Sf Writers’
from Mary Shelley to Ursula Le Guin,
Joanna Russ and Connie Willis, but on
‘Feminism’ and ‘Woman as Portrayed
in Science Fiction’. ‘The old stereotypes
are still around’, she notes, ‘although
women writers more often give them a
subversive twist: the Good Wife is mar-
ried to a lesbian star-pilot, the Spinster
Sdentist has a rich and satisfying sex
life.”

In justsuch subversive twists, Clute
and Nicholls have renovated their pio-
neering encyclopedia, fetched it into
the 1990s, and gifted us with a map not
just of futures past but of those many
roads which the surprising artistry of
the twenty-first century is bound to
explore.

Pinlighters

Scott Campbell,
11 Roma Avenue,
Kensington NSW 2033

Boy, am I pissed off. I'm
appalled at the hatchet job of
editing you did on my reviews. |
realise that editors need to
sometimes change things
around a bit, and remove
redundancies and tidy up the
grammar and so on, but you've
gone way too far. You've
mangled a lot of what I said,
completely rewriting sections in
your own way, so that what
remains does not even sound
like me, and often says
something very different to
what I originally wrote.
Sometimes your rewriting is,
embarrassingly for me, more
obscure and ungrammatical
than what I had written. You've
chopped out important chunks,
including a lot of the humorous

lines (which you probably felt
were not relevant; they were)
and kept in parts that I had
clearly crossed out. All of this
was done without even
informing me, and I regard this
as way beyond the pale.

Now I know you are going to
say that all the reviews you get
need work, and you have the
responsibility, as editor, of
doing this, and I accept this to
a degree. I did have some really
crummy parts which I was glad
to see you dropped or changed.
I do have sympathies for
editors, especially in Australia
where the local writers do seem
to be especially sensitive to
editorial control. But I draw the
line at complete rewrites of
what I say by someone who's
not very sympathetic to me.
Imagine David Stratton trying
to rewrite Robin Pen's Eidolon
column in his own words. Or

Tipper Gore rewriting P. J.
O'Rourke. That's what it felt
like reading some of your
changes.

In addition to the changes in
meaning, you've often changed
the way I said something, and
part of what I say is the way |
say it. When this is changed,
often the whole point of my
saying something is lost. As
clumsy and as badly written as
some of my paragraphs were,
they were intended to be
humorously put. When you
change the words, the humour
goes, and what I'm left with is
often just a nasty, sometimes
banal comment (which
sometimes no longer makes
much sense) with no humorous
style to protect it. Sometimes
the way of putting something,
the attitude and humour
revealed in the style, is more
important than what is said.




Let me give some examples
of where your unfortunate
editing left me with dumb (or at
least dumber) statements that |
never wrote.

On page 64 (second column)
of SF Commentary 71/72 1
apparently wrote the bald and
somewhat pompous paragraph
‘Characters in novels should be
interesting people, with plenty
of faults, not role models’
(which doesn't really square
with the sarcastic comments of
the previous paragraph). What [
actually wrote was:

Being that sort of person
may well be admirable (I
must apologise for harping
on about such characters),
but when authors make so
much of it, it becomes
distracting (especially when
the authors think they're
presenting subtle character
portraits). I don’'t want role
models, I want characters
who are interesting. And to
achieve this, characters are
allowed to have more than
just the sort of minor flaws
which only make them more
lovable. (Nothing wrong with
this sort of writing, but it
has to be done well, and it's
typically done better out of
the sf field.)

No one can seriously
maintain that Bruce's
replacement sentence does
justice to what I wrote. If Bruce
thought my original paragraph
was long-winded, he would
have done better to have cut it
out altogether. I can’t believe
such a highly competent and
distinguished editor as Bruce
(himself an award-winning
critic) did this, and didn’t even
have the courtesy to inform me
that he was making such
changes. (No, I do not take it as
read that editors have the right
to distort copy to that degree
without notice.)

Another example is on page
64 (first column) where 1
supposedly say: ‘I don't want
an essay.’ This replaces the
original:

I'd be very interested in
reading an essay on the
topic, but for a novel of this
sort to be worth your while,
the other elements have to
be interesting in themselves.

The characters, the plot, the
execution, or anything else
that may maintain interest
are what will make any such
work a good novel, rather
than just an essay.

‘I don’t want an essay’ sounds a
bit dumb, and is clearly not
what [ meant. And Bruce put in
a paragraph where I do say
that I am interested in reading
essays of this sort, and this
doesn’t make sense.

I would also expect, after
waiting over 18 months for
publication, that the reviews
wouldn’t have dreadful typos in
them that throw the reader.

For example, on pp. 60-1
there should have appeared
‘Morrow's main characters
seem to be the same as you'd
find in any standard American
Sterling-suckled cyberwimp
book.’ You replace
‘Sterling-suckled’ for
‘Sterling-sucked’, leaving the
reader wondering what the hell
is going on in my mind.

On page 63 I say that
Sterling's prose has an
‘impassive face’. You render
this as ‘impressive'.

On page 64, ‘tat’ becomes
‘tatty’, which means something
completely different. I can send
you a very long list of similar
mistakes if you want.

You even leave off half a
sentence. On page 63 I wrote: ‘]
expected something
mind-blowing, something
surreal and dangerous; that
certain something that ticks off
many an older reader.” You left
off ‘that ticks off many an older
reader’, leaving a fairly dumb
sentence.

I had enough of this sort of
thing as a student magazine
writer, but at least the editor
and typist often had an excuse;
they had little time to proof
stuff. When I was later editor, I
was always conscious of
making time to check stuff
before putting it out. I know
you're very busy, Bruce, and
I've said many times to you
what a great job you do putting
out this excellent and
necessary magazine, but you
can't excuse mistakes like that.
Send my copy to me, Bruce. I'll
gladly proofread my own stuff.

I'm conscious about giving
Damien Broderick a bit of an
undeserved bagging. I should

qualify what I wrote here,
because even though I don't
like a lot of his fiction (though I
still have much of his work to
read; maybe I'll like the rest of
his stuff), and I don't like some
of his non-fiction, I think some
of his other writing is superb,
and I feel I like the guy. I think
he’s just about the most
imaginative and intelligent sf
writer in Australia, along with
Egan and Dowling. He had an
excellent review of Daniel
Dennett's Consciousness
Explained in The Australian
recently, which revealed that he
has a first-rate understanding
of modern philosophy of mind
and cognitive science.

I make no other apologies for
my nasty comments, even
though rereading them in
September '92, two years after |
wrote them, I see that I've
sometimes been harsher than I
needed to be. While I, and to a
lesser extent other critics. do
sometimes call a spade a
fucking shovel, it's time
Australian sf writers became
less touchy about vigorous
criticism. Whenever I read
some writer or critic replying to
criticism in the fan mags, it
seems that what really
motivates them is not the
issues, but the fact that they've
been personally hurt by
criticism (and this is why most
fan mags are not worthy of
serious attention, or any
attention at all really). This is
understandable: no one, not
even me, likes criticism, and we
all take it personally. But we
have to expect it, and take it in
our stride. I would hope that
any critics of my work doesn’'t
hold back from saying what
they think. This doesn’t mean I
will take any notice of what
they say. A writer has no
obligation to put store by what
any critic says. But if you stick
your bare ass out in public,
you've got to expect people to
mock and throw things at it.

Note to the readers: Even
though I'm fucked off at Bruce,
he still has my admiration for
the job he does putting out SFC
and TMR, and I hope we can
continue to see them regularly,
even if Bruce obviously doesn't
want me to do any more
reviews for him. (He keeps
saying, ‘I'm not sure which
books to send you.’) I'm




obviously not real keen on
writing anything more for
Bruce, but I do think he's a
good guy. (I'm sure he doesn't
treat his other nice reviews like
he did nasty old mine.) I
suppose I can't really believe
that Bruce wasn't as sincere as
ever in editing my stuff. We're
probably just too different for
Bruce to preserve the spirit of
my writing when he edits it.

[ was bemused about Bruce
saying that I seem ‘imbued with
the spirit of the 1980s’, when
I've always been regarded as a
seventies fan who despised the
eighties. (The only good thing
about the eighties was that
they were more fun, a lot more,
than the nineties are.) I hope
Bruce isn't supposing that my
ironic use of modern slang to
mock trendy modern writers
and modern fashions in general
isn't the way I seriously speak.
If I call something ‘radical
(meaning ‘great’), my tongue is
firmly planted in my cheek,
even if I say it with a poker
face. Or is it my insensitive and
disrespectful attitude to issues
and beliefs the baby boomers
hold dear that leads Bruce to
his conclusion.

PS: My records show that ]
called James Morrow a ‘hack’
on the first sentence on page
59, not a ‘wimp'. Did I change
this at the last moment, or is
this another of your changes? I
don't remember making any
such change. I suppose Morrow
might be very offended by being
called a hack, but a hack is
what he is, in my opinion.

(15 September 1992)

This is the answer I wrote to Scott
Campbell:

Dear Scott

You must have thought that I had re-
ceived your letter and retired in high
dudgeon. Not so! I simply haven’t had
time to answer any letters since last
June.

Of course I meant to write as soon
as I received your letter. My reaction
remains the same: you found me out!
After all these years of copy-edit-
ing/rewriting contributions without
anybody objecting (or, as far as I can
tell, noticing), suddenly somebody ob-
jects strongly. And if I publish your
letter, which I will, suddenly my other
contributors will begin to wonder: ‘I
wonder what he did to my stuff.” Pity
help us if Colin Steele or Alan Stewart
checks too closely my versions of their
columns from the most recent issue of
SFC!

Okay, I realise I did not follow
Proper Procedure. But, as I say, I've
never needed to for SF Commentary or
The Metaphysical Review. There are
some people whose work I do not alter
because they write in complete sen-
tences. George Turner is the obvious
example. He even speaks in complete
sentences. (I know this, because I've
transcribed his impromptu statements
from several convention panels.)
Damien Broderick’s sentences seemed
undisciplined until I tried to improve
them; only then did I realise that he
writes his essays with considerable
skill and forethought.

Proper Procedure would have been
to mark all my intended changes on
your manuscript, then send it straight
back to you. That's standard editorial
practice in publishing houses, and I did
not follow it. (That's because I never
follow it when working for Macmillan;
since the books I work on are text-
books, I savage them just as much and
as often as I like. Nobody’s complained
yet.) Sorry. If ever you choose to con-
tribute to my magazines again, I will do
this.

As to your letter, I don’t agree with

much of it. I don’t agree that I've man-
gled your meaning, because often you
have given no idea of your meaning.
Your sentences are all over the place.
They don’t say things clearly. If you
were living in the same town, I would
say the same thing that I used to say to
one of my employers: ‘What were you
trying to say? Decoding his impossi-
bly prolix sentences, he would tell me
what he intended to say. I would write
this down as the correct version. Even-
tually this bloke took the hint and
stopped writing gobbledegook.

If I cut out the ‘humorous lines’, it’s
probably because I didn’t find them
humorous. The essence of humour is
simplicity and clarity.

I'llreprint your other points, and let
readers decide whether or not my ver-
sion is better than yours. However, I
did have to change ‘hack’. I once called
a writer a ‘hack’. In the very first issue
of SF Commentary. Never again. That's
as close as I've come to being sued. The
meaning I used was non-pejorative:
simply ‘an author who writes a great
deal for money’. Butany sf writer takes
this word as the worst kind of insult,
and I simply won’t use it again in my
magazines.

Apologies, however, for any typos.
In the case of the one you mention first,
‘Sterling-sucked /suckled’, I suspect
that slipped through because I hadn’t
worked out exactly what youmeant by
the phrase in the first place.

The real problem with your re-
views, apart from the impossibly over-
loaded sentences (and yes, I admit I
commit the same crime from time to
time), is that the reader gains no idea of
where you are coming from. You use a
wide range of emotionally loaded
phrases and sentences. You seem to
assume that the reader will react in a
certain way to these phrases and sen-
tences, but the reader gains little idea
of your literary and philosophical
stance. | suppose it would help if I had
been able to send you any books you
liked. If 1 knew what you liked, and
why, I would gain some idea of why
you don’t like the books I've sent you.
Until that happens, I see no point in
sending any more.

A pity. Ireally need somebody who
can read a lot of review copies and
cover them in 1000-2000-word re-
views.

We'll have to leave this as a truce.
I'll publish your letter; but I can’t see
any point sending any more books for
review until I have some faint idea of
what you might find suitable. Mean-
while, I will send you the next issue of
my magazine.

(17 February 1993)




SYDNEY J. BOUNDS,
27 Borough Road,
Kingston on Thames,
Surrey KT2 6BD,
England

I'm glad to learn you have some
small press sf still going. After
the boom of the past few years,
sf magazines seem to be going
to the wall here. I had assumed
this to be the result of (a) the
recession; (b) the high prices
publishers stick on books; (c)
the fact that most people find it
easier to watch the small
screen. (My library reports a
falling off of fiction readers
during the past year, and these
are free books.)

However, SFC blows the gaff.
Now I know the truth behind
the slump. The University of
Tasmania pays Scott Campbell
to discourage reading, no doubt
planning to take over a totally
illiterate world. Tasmania rules,
okay?

The interviews are mildly
interesting; but your article on
Carroll was the star item this
issue. One of your best pieces
of writing. But sell it? | have a
feeling you've left it too late;
reading, and books, are going
down the drain.

What I find baffling is that
with fewer readers, more people
want to write. The school is
finally going ahead with the
crime course; I've just read the
proof and now hope to get paid.

I've just read Pratchett’s
Guards! Guards! and he gets
better. I see you like Martha
Grimes too; I've read most of
her books and am tickled that
an American can beat most
English whodunit writers at
their own game.

No mention of the cats? I
trust they're keeping you both
in order.

(31 May 1992)

I've saved up cat news for the next
TMR but some has slipped into this
issue of SFC (p. 16). Neither you nor
Sally Yeoland would forgive me if I
left out the annual catalogue.

People in Australia seem to be still
reading, although we can detect little
evidence of this among our teenage
friends. Lawrence Smith, remembered
by some as a staff member many years
ago at Space Age Books, has been hav-
ing great success running Smith’s
Books, a secondhand book shop in
Smith Street, Collingwood. Bookshops

of new and used books seem to be
opening all the time, and few (that I
know of) closing.

Scott Campbell, who moves often,
and is no longer at the University of
Tasmania (I presume), was the star re-
viewer of SFC 71/72. Damien
Broderick liked his style, and others,
while not liking what he said, thought
him worth responding to:

LUCY SUSSEX,
430 Dryburgh Street,
North Melbourne Vic. 3051

I don't particularly wish to
respond to Scott Campbell’s ‘No
More Mr Nice Guy'. Reviewing
is a thankless task, and one of
the more unenviable aspects of
it is sniping letters from parties
who don't agree with the
review. As a reviewer, I find this
mildly irritating, and react by
muttering the c-word
(curmudgeon) a bit.

That said. the review of
Rosaleen Love's The Total
Devotion Machine did make me
want to write a few words in
the book’s defence.

Firstly, perceiving Love's
fiction as representative of the
past decade, which is described
as full of ‘caring-sharing,
concerned-about-everything
types who made the 1980s so
balls-achingly redundant’ (gee,
I must have been moving in the
wrong circles for ten years, as |
don’t remember encountering
anyone who fitted that
description) is overly reductive.
Love was born in 1940, but
unlike many writers of that
generation, she does not adhere
tediously to the values of the
1960s. Instead I perceive her as
articulating a range of social
issues from the past thirty or
so years but primarily the
debate about feminism — to
borrow a phrase from the
1880s, the ‘new Woman' —
which began in the early 1970s
and continued to the present.

Other themes get a look in,
namely ecology and science,
which I don’t see as presented
overly in terms of its potential
for harm, as is implied in ‘No
More Mr Nice Guy". Is the Total
Devotion machine, that
cunning babyminder, harmful?
Not unless you believe in the
divine right of paterfamilias to
leave somebody else clutching
the baby. However, I will admit
that the (possibly) harmful

effects of male scientific vanity
are satirised most wickedly in
stories such as ‘Tamani Drift’,
with its theme of male
pregnancy. ‘We did it because it
was therel’ cries Love's
researcher, although to me the
most delectably evil aspect of
this story is what he has done
with ‘Mrs Schiller and the
Balinese shrieking tree-frog'.
We never know exactly — and
therein lies the joy of it.

Incidentally, this particular
tale was reprinted in Spinifex
Press's Angels of Power, an
anthology of responses to
reproductive technology. When
Angels of Power was reviewed
both from a pro-and anti-IVF
standpoint in Australian
Women'’s Book Review, ‘Tamani
Drift’ found favour in both
camps — a tribute, perhaps, to
the evenhandedness of the
story.

Which leads me to another
point, about Love as satirist, of
the feminist ilk. Here is another
thankless task, where the
writer ends up in a no-win
situation. If she goes for the
bearded throat, the response is
gruff cries of ‘shrill’ and
‘strident” — two words which
immediately identify the
reviewer as a fuddy-daddy. But
eschewing the bludgeon
approach in favour of the claw
in a furry mitt, as I think Love
does exceedingly well, can lead
to accusations of being
‘lily-livered’ and ‘timid’. At least
the buzz word ‘delicate’ doesn't
recur.

Maybe it depends on your
particular palate. If Love is
being described as fare for
‘caring-sharing etcs.’, say a
bowl of brown rice and tofu,
then I detect amongst that food
hot peppers, onions, garlic, and
plenty of spice. Others might
not, and that is, I think, a pity.
I rather enjoyed the stories,
particularly ‘The Total Devotion
Machine’. And I adored
‘Batmania’. Later stories, such
as ‘Evolution Annie’, the title
story from Love's forthcoming
collection, her second from the
Women's Press, are even better.

To another matter entirely. 1
don't intend to defend Van
Ikin's anthology Glass Reptile
Breakout, for the simple reason
that I haven’t got around to
reading it. Most of the stories I
know already, that's one




reason, and the other is that I
have philosophical differences
with arranging an anthology by
alphabetical order of surname.
Having sweated a good deal
over pacing My Lady Tongue
and the nineteenth-century
crime collection (currently the
subject of screaming
arguments with a publisher
who shall be nameless), I do
think books of short fiction
benefit from having the stories
arranged in a fashion so that
they complement each other,
and the overall design.
Anthology editing considered as
a helix of semi-precious stonesl!
Actually, it is rather like
stringing a necklace.

The for-school aspect of the
anthology was noticed early on
by one contributor, who thus
felt obliged to omit details of
her political activism in the
bios. Teenage fiction being the
sort of minefield it is, with
shock-horror reactions to a few
bad words used by Gillian
Rubinstein, I suppose the
thought of parents’ committees
and teacher librarians
influenced the selection
somewhat, with nothing too
dangerous/depressing
included, like George Turner's
‘The Fittest’ or Pip Maddern’s
‘Inhabiting the Interspaces’. |
didn't notice much feminism in
the anthology, either. And while
I haven't investigated the
matter closely, I would bet
there aren't many swear words.

Re the WA Ink, one-third
written in WA aspect of GRB. |
haven't checked, but this may
have been a precondition of
publishing with the UWA
Centre for Studies in Australian
Literature. [ am informed,
though, that the cover does
relate to WA parochialism in a
jokey fashion. For those who
haven't seen the book, it shows
a pair of bright red legs in a
desert landscape, with atop the
legs a slightly distorted
silhouette of Australia. As the
legs are facing west, this means
that the figure appears to have
an erection in the area of North
West Cape, while its bum is the
eastern states. Melbourne
would be thus at anus position.
Tasmania is invisible between
the legs of the figure, which
would make it a bollock. Does
it ache, I wonder?

All that apart, it was this

anthology that was read by a
WA radio producer, who thus
encountered ‘Lipton Village
Society’, in its third printing,
almost ten years after I wrote
the damn thing. As a result the
story will be aired on ABC's
‘Fictions’ program late in 1992,
for the which, many thanks to
Van Ikin.

(9 June 1992)

GEORGE TURNER,
Flat 4, 296 Inkerman Street,
East St Kilda Vic. 3183

Re your comments on Brain
Child in SFC 71/72: Let me set
the record straight as to how
much influence you exerted on
the final text of the book, and
also on its successor The
Destiny Makers (then called The
Falling Axe). Perhaps more than
you imagine.

I recall that you complained
of the first chapter of Brain
Child that it left you a little
uncertain of precisely what was
going on, so I added 500-600
words of clarification to pin
down the intention of Arthur
Hazard towards his son David.
Then, as you point out, I did a
little cutting at the end to bring
about the sharper conclusion
you considered necessary — as
I did also on thinking it over.

For the next book, The
Destiny Makers, you had three
criticisms, one of which
concerned my original title (I
forget now what it was) and I
settled for a quote you had
indicated somewhere in the
text. Alas, the Avon editor
didn't like that either. Hence
The Destiny Makers.

More to the point, you
objected to a chapter in the
middle of the book, dealing
with newscasts and trivid
interviews, as breaking the
tension of the rapid-action
story. This bothered me
because some essential
information was buried there,
but in the end I dropped the
chapter altogether and found
means of inserting the
information painlessly in other
places. Again you felt that the
long post-climactic section at
the end let down the tension
too flabbily. As I recall, I
dropped about 1000 words to
bring up the conclusion more
rapidly.

So you will see that I agreed

with your stricture on all
occasions (after a certain
amount of carpet-chewing).
Both sets of advice dealt with
technical aspects of
presentation, the kind of
information you do not get from
reviewers or from the casual
reader who knows something is
wrong but can’t quite put his
finger on it, whereas you have
had enough editorial experience
to be conscious of what bothers
you. Non-writers probably
think that the publisher’s
editor will give this sort of
critical helping hand, but it just
ain't so in an industry where
there are enough good mss to
hand without wasting time on
the imperfect ones, particularly
where extensive rewrites are
concerned.

This kind of disinterested
assistance is invaluable to the
writer who is prepared to take
the advice he asks for rather
than defend his precious prose
to the death (and also prepared
not to take it when he feels he
shouldn't).

All sorts of people, notably
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