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LEAD-—IN

AUARD 1IML

You may have seen then listed clse-
where by now, but on the assunption
that ceny of you <will not heave, here
are the results of the 1971 Nebula
Awards, and the final nominees for
the Hugos. [first the Kebulae:

Kovel

1. & PIis OF CILUGES ~- Robert Silver=-

berg

2+ The Lathe Of Hesven =~ Ursule X.
Le Guin

3, The Devil is Dead == R.d.Lafferty

4+ wargsret and I —— Kate Vilhelm
5+ The Byworlder — Poul Anderson
6, Half Past Human -- T.J.3ass

liovella
1, TAE MISSING LAN -— Kztherine
icLean
2. The Infinity Box ~~ Kate 'iilhelm

3+ Being There =- Jerzy Kosinski
4. The God House -~ Keith Robertes
5. The flastic Abyss — Kate Uilhelm

Novelette
1. QUEEL OF AIR ALUD LARKIESS — Poul
Anderson
2. iount Charity -- Eigaer Pungborn

3. Poor lian, Begpar lan —- Joanna
Russ
4. Snecial Kind of lorning —-
Gerdner Tozois
4, The Lncounter — Kate ilhelm

Chort Story
1. GUGD IwE FROY THE VATICAL ==
Rotert silverberg
2. The Lost Guost =~ “tevhen Goliin

)
3. Horce of fAir — QGariner JozZols
Lo Gcnthen Gold =— Geonge 4ebrousled

———— = — —

Cf tiu novels, only The Lathe of
Heaver his so far aspeared in thise
country (Gollencz); all tihc otners
are avoileble in imported US paver-
back editions vith the excention of
Largaret apg I, vhich I've never
neard of. FHany of the shorter
nieces will of course annear in the
annual anthology, vbhich will obe
edited by Lloyd Bigsle. Kosinski's
Being There is also evailable,
published by The Bodley Head.

The Hugo list is somevhat diff-
erent, as follows:

fove

Dragoncuest — Anne kcCaffrey
Jack of Shadows — Roger Zelazny
Lathe of Heaven — Ursula Le Guin
4 Time of Changes -- Robert Silverberg
To Your 3oettered Bodies Go —-
Philip Jose Farmer

Novella
Lread bmpire == John Brunrer

Fourth Frofession — Larry Niven
ecting with liedusa =~ Arthur Clarke

Gueen of Air and Darkness — Poul
Anderson
Special Kind of lorning -- Gardner
Dozois

Short Story

All the Last liars &t Once -— Geo,
Alec Effinger

Autumn Land -- Clifford Simak

Beer vith a Knot in his Tail -
Stephen Tall

Inconstent Moon — Larry Niven

S5ky == R.A.Lafferty

Vaster than kmpires and llore Slow -

Ursula K.Le Guin

Once more many, if not wost, of
the nominees in the short fiction
categories of both awerds come from
the original antholegies — QOrbit,
Quark, liey LDimensions, Universe,
Protostars —-- rather then from the
nagazines. Robert Silverberg's
The uorld Iaside also mede the final
nuge ballat for best novel, out was
vithlrain Ly the author. 1It's nice
to see Zilverberg winning a Nebula
for 4 Time of Changes, though it
izn't onc of hiz Dbest novels, after




having been runner-up in that cate- famo). No Goubt we'll be seeing the
gory in 1967, 1968 and 1970, and film in London in due course. It
4th in 1969, 3F's answer to Leeds may te & lot longer before we get
United! the Ruszian film of Solaris, direct-—
ed by Tarkovsky from the novel by
Stanislaw Lem (who, you may remem—
ber, was mentioned in passing in
Vector 5). The film doesn't seem
to have gone down too well with

some of the English orities, vho
found it slow, not to say boring.
Uthers were much more impressed,

end from the reviews it would anpear
that the film follows the book resas-—
onably faithfully, not least in dem-
anding zn offort from the reader/
viewer. I look forward very much to
seeing it, but dread the poasibility
that someone will seige upon it as
the Russian 2001 end promote it as
such, complete with the usual awful
dubbed American dizlogue.

It*s probably not too late if you
want to have your say in the dispos~
ition of the Hugos to join the LACon.
UK supporting membership used to
cost £2,00 — I assume it sti1ll does
—- for which you get all the prog-
ress reports, plus the programme
book; vlus the final report which
they svear they're going to produce
this year (the same oath has been
sworn in the past by other Worldocon
committees without ever coming to
anything; still, let's be optimist-
ie and say that it would be a good
thing to have if it comes off), plus
a vote for the Hugo. If you're in-
terested, you can get details from
the conveation's trusty U.K. agent
Peter Robverts (87 ¥est Town Lane,
Bristol BS4 SDZ).

If you have a club or society to keep
amuged, or even if you just like to
sbov films to yoursclf in the orivacy
of your own home, a series of films
about sf is now available from

Visual Programme Systems Ltd (send
enguirtes to 21 Great Titchficld St.,
London WIP 7AD). There are 5 films
University of Birmingham on in the series, all in léumm and
Saturday 24th June, starting at colour, running between 20 and 30

10 a.m, and ending 2t 6 pem. You minutes, Poul Anderson discusses
should find a flyer advertising ploty Forry Ackerman talks about

the conference somewhere in with filos; Asimov on the history of sfj
this issue. If you can't attend, Harlan 1llison conducting 2 seminayr

An event which sounds well worth
attending is Speculation III, the
third annual one-day conference on
ef, which takes place at the

woll, some of the vroceedings may
appear in a future Vector. But
that isn't settled yet. Adnission
price is 70p; full-time students
and vensioners 35p. I was intend-
ing to try and get in half-price
as one of the former (after all,

1 will be at .college full time
next year); locking in the mirror
lately, thcugh, nerhavs I'd stand
more ¢chence of nassing myself off
as one of the latter.

Some suocess at the Cannes Film

Festival for sf films, I noticc. The
Jury Prize went to the smericen fila

of Slzughtcrhouse Five, -irccied by
George Roy 1iill (of Zutch Cossci

on nev directions in sf; a John W.
Campbell working lunch, with Harry
Harrison and Gordon Dickson. All
of these can be borroved, at sbout
£5 2 throw.

Of course, Vector alvays neceds
material of all kinds -- articles,
reviews, that sort of thing —

but one thing I'm particularly
short of at present is artuork.
Dave Rowe an. Ardrew stephenson
heve kindly oprovided some for this
issue, at rather short notice, but
more is needed. Lo if you Jo any
of that kind of thing, vleasc ido
send cone in. Two restrictions:

it must be black-on-whito {or v.v.)
and it muct be donz to a full-page
gize of 44 (the magezine being nhoto-
cremnically relucced from that size).



JONN Brunnenr

Through a
Glass Darkly

Science fiction, it seems to me, 1s like
& mirror -~ a distorting mirror, edmitt-
edly, yet one vhich like all mirrors re~
flects what is sct before it: our hopes
and fears, our aspirations and our
doubts.,

Although, octensibly, it deals with
the future, vhen I am iriting I am al-
vays conccious of toe fact that I an
thinking in the osresent and by the time
ny reader seec vhat I heve written it
will btelong to his nast. Already, in
the twenty yeare or co I've been writing
5F, I have secn many, meny of my imagin-
ary futures overtaken by events, so that
they belong ncither to the future nor to
the past, but to a limbo of unrcalisable
possibilities.

Yet the commonest rew naterial for SF
is speculation about what's to come, and
here I am confining myself to that as-
pect of it.

Has it ever occurred to you how very
recent is the idea that the future will
be significantly different frem the pre—
sent? It's as nev as the Industrial
Revolutions in other words it's only tuwe
centuries old. According to I.PF.Clarke
in Voices Prophesying sar, im 1763 there
appeared in lngland a bock cntitled The
Reimm of George VI, 1900-1925. (You may
note that we did in fact have a Ying
George VI in this century.) That king
is nortrayed leading his troops into

battle on horseback z2nd inspiring thcm
to rout thc encmy before the gates of
Vienna. Hies navy consists of seiling
ships, built of wood. The anonymous
author seemingly could not conceive of
any major chenge in the type of warfare
he was aoccustomed to.

Yet it's highly likely that he may
have lived long enough to bear about
liontgolfierfs hot=air balloon and even
of Charles's hyarogen balloon, which
ovened up the third dimension to man-
kind.

There folloued the perfection of the
steam~engine, the decvelopment of rail-
vaysy, the invention of the cleetric
telegraph... 411 of a sudden, new dev—
ices were appearing =o thiek and fast
thet it was no longer tenable to picture
the future as essentially an unaltcred
extension of the present.

It was not that technology, prior to
the industriel revolution, did not
exlist. Consider the extreme sovhistic-
ation attained by the windmill just be-
fore the steam-engine took over. Not
only did it face the .ind automatically,
regardless of what direction it was
blouing from; it itz ultimate form it
could — also automatieally — feather
its sails to arevent thea being danaged
by a gule, employing a fueduack syctem
as mo.ern as any yau can finé teday even
though ite coss, shafts and gears were

Guest of Honour Speech at the 1972 Swedish Sf Con



forged by the locel blacksmith or carved
out of timber!}

No, the point was rather that innova-
tion, up to that time, had produced its
effects slowly, a2s it were by diffusion
and not by imposition, and often the
impact of an invention was not reccg-
niped as stemming from that actual
cause. The horse=collar is frequently
oited as an example. By putting the
load on the animal's foregquarters in-
steed of its neck, that enabled heavier
loads to be drawvn. The stirrup is 2
similar case; not only did it improve
the rider'ts control and make his pos=-
ture more secure, but it elso permitted
archers to rise in the saddle and shoot
on the move. One nust likewise bear in
mind the windmill, as I mentioned, and
tbe watermill, and wire-draving =-- and
here's one of my favourite stories, by
the way. It seems that in the fif-
teenth century the craftsmen of Augs-
burg were desperately attempting to draw
iron inte wire. They knew it bad been
done elsewhbsTs, but every time they
tried it the iron proved so brittle that
it snapped. One day, a particularly
exaeperated experimenter grew so sick
of failure that he gathered up his stogk
of iron rod, carried it along the pass—~
age and ceremoniously duzped it in the
privy. Thinking better of his rash im=-
vulse the next day, he retrieved the
rods and had another go. 7To his amaze-
ment, this time they drew into good=-
quality wvire.

Which is why, for a long vhile after-
vards, you could see the wire-drawers
of Augsburg going to work with a yoke
aoross their shoulders and 8 pail at
each end. One contained their lunch.
The ether contained -~ zh == itz exact
opposite.

Kkat had happened, of course, was
that carbon had peneirated and temp=
ered the surface of the rods, reducing
the risk of brittle fracture and imp=
roving the mechanical cualities of the
metal. At that time, however, it did
not apparently occur t$o anyone to try
and discover = basic uniorlying rin-
ciple to account for this cheunge in the
iron. The habit of loovking lcliter-
ately for nev tochnirucs was not sys—
tematised.

~
That is not to s&y there was no
taste for novelty. Cn the centrory.
It's my opinion, I should remsrk in

nassing, that in stuiying the history
of scicnece fiction one can draw nore
pertinent and valid conclusions by ex-
amining the continuity of the audience
than by looking for a direset line of
literary descent, -ith one asuthor in-
flucneing a successor or severzl cuce-—
essors. Until the estaolishnent on &
universal basis of an awarepess that
the future is going to be different,
there was no vossibility of SF arising
as a recognisable and iictinet cate-
gory of literature. Therefore those
veople vho enjoy 3F today are the
counterparts of those vho in late med-
ieval times avidly read such fantastie
travellers'! tales as those attributed
to Sir Jobn Mandeville....or indeed who
listened to the bard and skald singing
about Beowulf!

But a liking for novelty, marvels,
new sensations, ic not by any means the
same as an intcrest in invention end
innovation. It was not until a suffic=
ient number of pecople had been cuffic-
iently affected vithin the span of a
single lifetime by the impact of new
inventions that SF could come into ex—
istence in a form w¢ can identify as &
precursor of i‘hat is being written tod=
ay. hen the climate of public oyinion
wae ripe, it emcrged. .

Such pre-industrial works as Kep-
ler's Somniumy or Bishop Godvwin's and
Cyrano de Bergerac's accounts of voy-
ages to the moon, 2lthough ~mnloying a
few devices which forschadowed SP, Te—
flected a tradition harking back to the
days of alchemy rather than forvwerd to
what we would now regard as sgelence.

Once this vatershed had been crose-
ed, however, it is possible to zrpuc
that for each successive generation
there has been & view of the future
vhich carries wmore than tmere nlzusibil-
ity. You +il) anpreciate that I am
throughout talking in terms of gur
highly literate and hichly techglogical
western cultures I hove no intention
here of getting embreiled in oricntal
vievs of the relctionchin botioon pest
and future or man and the universe.

Eere wlausibility is womething that
even a nmecioere uriter can acheive ithe=
in the confincs of a story, or cven a
novel, 3Beyond this lies vhat you might
call conviction. OCne aight illustrate
it this way: peonle not accuctomed to
the vide=ranging and free=vhocling deg-



rece of speculation we ere used to in SF
eight say, "Yees, the future is going to
be different -- but it's most likely 1o
be of the general foru such-and-such,
and Lny riter -ho nrojects sonething
comzlctely out of line is geing to have
a lot of explaining tc o bofore ho can
convince mel"

Tauws, at the ctage vhere it becomes
nocsible to izolate SF for the first
time in its modern guise, at the stage
vhere it became reasonable for a writer
to specizlise in it (Jules Verne being
of course thc obvious examole), the pro-
Jection common to the great mejority of
litcrate and intcllectual persons was
the one reflected by the majority of 3F:
a cunhoric view conditioned by the succ-
ces of the Jurovesn iniustrial nowers in
exnploring unitnorn territory, carving
cuoires aznd nations out of them, and
immensely increzcing their material
weelths Lot me give an instaner from
Verne, one of hunareds. In The Clinper
of the Clouds Robur is flying over Lah=
omey vhen his lookout cspots o tribe tor-
turing captives in preparation for a
cannibal feast. Using the flying-nach-
ine end the ovouwer of “uromnezn guns, he
drivers the rnetives away and frces the
captives.

The attitude unucrlying thic eni-
sode¢ is nrecisely that of the White lian's
Durden philosophy, the arrunent that the
Luronean is obliged to civilise the non=-
vhite raecs, vy foree if necd be. I

know of no mare =5t and elocucnt exvress—
ion of this belief, vhich curvived well
into thc nrescnt century and in a few
backuard arcas such as Alabama and Cane
Town still docs= survive, than vhat ilin-
wood Reade sald in The Martyrdom of lan,
the book vhich insoired i{.G.iells to
write his Qutline of History. Here's a-
vagsage from it:

"The negroes z2re imitative in an ex=
traordinary degree, and imitation is
the first princinle of progress.s.it
wiil, I believe, be found that when
they enjoy the same inducements to
vork as other men, vhen they can hove
to distinguish themselves in the par—
lianent, the »ulpit, or in zocial
life, they will becomec ae st are, the
slaves of an idea, and will sork day
and night to obtain something which
they degire but .lo not pocitively
necd."

In pacsing, you will loubtless note
the imnlied zgreemcnt uith the zo=gzlled
"iuritan cthic", vhich helé thet work
waz holy and rest --= if not ezzctly sin-
ful — at least sonething to be worked
for.

liow I have elsevhere summed up this
picture of the future as scen from the
19th century ac “the nalive Victorian
belief in man'c ability ta cancuer the
universe by the nover of steam." Per-
havs I should 2dd cunwovder, for uimmood
Xeadey on the vory next nage after the
extract I quoted above, foresaw -uropcan-




ised negroes opening up the ccntre of
Africa "with Bible and muskct"!l

However that may be, we do have here
the first very widespread, the first
conviction=carrying idea of what the fut-
ure was most likely soing to be. It was
the one thich sank roots zo deep into
our collective unconscious that traces
of it still linger; one could avnly it
very aptly to the world's most famous
and highest-paid SP writer today, Arthur
Clarke, with thke crucizl qualification
that in such books as Childhood's Znd
Arthur has envisaged radically contrast-
ing alternatives, inclucing the possib~-
ility (in that novel) that our concern
for the individual and his rvights may be
a blind alley in our evolution to
another stage of intelligence. Perhape
Laryy Niven would be a more preciece in-
stence of coneone vho has inkerited the
same »rinciplec.

Yhen somebody propoced a future vhich
was absolutely at variance with this
general conception, like William korris
in Kews from Nowhere with its plea for &
voluntary return to 2 craftsman-znd-
peasant culturc, the audience wes limit-
ed and the response minimzl. It wae the
engineer's future which was most aceepi-
able....and the entreprenewr's. That of
course did not prevent such elicrnative
views being voiced. Iior uid it prevent
the cuthors from being more correct than
their contemporaries. 4 feu of them hzd
cxceptional insight. One of the most
remarkeble was Rudyard Kinling, ~ho in
Hith the Kight Meil and Jagy ag AEC
forecav.an end to denocrac; ~— begcuse
of ite unfortunate tendency fo lapce
into mob-rule, ith its conconitant
riots and lynchingz -= znd the rise of a
managerisl form of government besed on
the »ower to control trade and communic-
ations, net te mention the necd to re—
verce the porulation explosion! (aote:

"The Flanet bos taken all osrecautions
against Crowde for the naet hundred
years. uvhat is our teotal nopulation
today? Six buncred nillion, we¢ hode;
five hundreé, we thinley but if next
year's census shows wore than four
bundred and fifty, I nyoelf vill eat
cll the extra little babiec. ‘ie
hzve cut the birth-retc out — right
out! For a long timc we have gaid
to almighty God, 'Thanl: You, Zir,

but we Go not much likc Your gome of
of life, so we will not rlay.'"

And a line or two later: “I zm rich

== yOu ar¢ rich =~ e cre all ricn crd
baspy because vc are o few and we live
o long."

Concidcring that that was vritien in
1612, I find it most imvresczivc.

The traditiom of llorris's Jews frou
Lovherc continueds it rcached nerhaps
its must ¢loguent exnression in (Gravee's
novel Scven Days in Hew Crete {(other-
vise Jatch The lorth wind Rice), but by
and large the popular image of the fut-
ure remained that of mast SP writerc,
whether snecialists or not. =nxnansion
ccuzlled vrogress, and orogress was all,

The tarnich, however, hiéd anpecred
carly on this romantic steomedrive), fute
urce., Kizling, in the story referved to
ebove, revealed @ fundamental ootimism.
“ells, in whose lang shedow we SF writ—
erz still for the most part heve to
wverk, was inclined by his Jifferent
background and unbringing tovaerds pess—
imism, =zecurely founded on the incights
af liarx, Dar.in, tayhew and other clears
cighted critics of the industrialized
vorld., MNot only in The Time lizchine
but also in The Shape of Things to
Come and neny other works he emphaciscd
the cost at which progrcss waz being
bought, th: »rice in huwmenity and hu-
maneness. ile also stressed the ways in
vhich so=called progress could backfire,
through misuse of our new diczcoveries,
2nd cltoough like many propagsncists he
exageerated his case in boaks like The
#&T in the Adr, he was zbsolutely right
in ~rincivle. Thie w2s borne in on the
comfortable —-- indeed zmug —— zghool of
naive nwrogrescivists by the anpalling
slaughter of the Firet torlc War. For
four yeors the vroud heirs of that glo-
rious Age of Steam a-lied tho achieve-
uents of zcience tuo the iectruction of
their fellow humzne, breciting 211 rec=
orac far battle-cazualties. The nre-
vious greatest macs-murdcrers, such ac
sttile, Gengbis Than and Chaka zulu,
arobably 2id rat kill ac mony neonle in
their :ntire liver ar the oriticzh,
¥rench cni Gerisan gen.rals vere hanpy
to iae out in 2 ringle weoK.

It wa: hardily to be cxweeted that
this trounatic erverince  oull be folle
oued by & comnlstc cuiteh to & nessime
ictic view of the future. It ie tTue
that 'z2llo'c attitulc, the cynieal one,
became the reonectable ne omong in=
t-llcectualc, zmrd ,uch cutberitics ac



Frofessor J.B.S5.Haldane, when they made
projections of man's future, spoke in
terms of millions of years before any
significant =oc¢ial difference twould be
perceived. He also referred to two
partly-successful moon lendings having
been achieved by the year 5,000,200....
though in neither case did the crew
nmanage to return to Eerth.)

Let me quote from Haldane's‘E%g_ngi
Judgment, vritten in %be 1930's (I'n
afraid my copy of the collection it
appears in provides no date):

“"For the human race on Earth was
never greatly influenced by an en-
vizaged future. After physiology
vas diseovered primitive men long
continued to eat and drink substan—
ces which they kmew would shorten
and spoil their livee. Mineral fuels
vere 2lso oxidised vithout much fore-
thought. The less nigmented of ths
primitive races exhauszted the fuel
supply under the continents on ihich
they lived with such cpeed that for
some conturies the olanet was dom-—
inated by the yellow variety resid-
ent in eestern Asiag....The unpigment-
ed men appear to have foreseen this
event, but did little or nothing to
prevent it, even vhen it was clearly
only a few generationc ahead. Yet
they had before them the history of
an island in the North Atlantic, on
which Newton and Darwin are said to
have lived, and ihose inhabitants
were the first to extract mineral
fuel and the first to exhaust it,
after vhich they dicappeared from

the stage of history, although at

one time they had controlled large
portions of the ecarth's land sur-
face.”

For 2 oconteuporary Lriton that has
an uncomfortably correct ring tc it...

But we human beings zare incapable of
living <ith the belief that our best
efforts are doomed to failure, that sur
children’s lot will inevitably be worse
than our own. Besides, the macs of the
publi¢ — 2nd in thet mass I ineclude the
readership of the SF magazines vhich
appeared late in the 1%20's ag a spec-
ielist cetegory =- arc not chiefly ex-
poged to the vicws of peovle like Wells,
Haldene, or Alucus Huxley, hose eynical
orojection of en anticentic future vorld
wiiere God kas becn replaced by Ford re-
maincs as alarmingly velid os it ever
AL,

io, on the contziry, what chepes the
mags opinion of the nublic¢ is the cont-
inual hammer-hamper-hammer of advertis=-
ing, and of propaganda in 2ll its forms.
bven during the Depreesion years, a
belief persisted in the power of applied
technology to make the world a para-
dise. Given thet the slump was being
cured by czuch projects as the Tennescee
Valley Autbority, bringing electricity
to the remotest villages and farms;
given that Ford's lodel T and Kodel A
had endowed even the poorest of the
poor ith unarecedented mobility -
and, inciientally, revoluiionised AmeTie
¢an sexwal babits end later those of
other countries because in & car a court-
ing counle could get away from the sharp
cye of their parcnts == given all this,
plus & wistful envy of other and hyovo-
thetically happier times and places, it
vas not surprising that the Sf magazines
nepsisted in the obzolescent attitude
towards the future which had been in-
herited from the last century.

However, it's notable that an in-
¢reasing degree of interest in social
cansecucncet becomes discernible at
thic time. We begin to move away from
the stock figures of the twenties, the
handsome rich hero who builds a gtar-
shin in his private laboratory and nro-
vides three cabins, one for himself, one
for his fiancee and one for the elderly
scientist vho goes along as ohaperone.

Jith the advent of YWorld War II, and
ultimately of the atomic bomb, we rcach
a stage where disillusionment begins to
coexist with optimism. I have said
elsevhere thet thc chief atiribute of
the science fiction hero ig thet he
knows what he's doing -— an é¢nviable
talent — but, faced with the possi-
bility that we might destroy curselves,
the irriteting question arose unavoid-
ably: "How the hell dii we get into
this mess?"

Luring the Pirst World War, unless
you were unlucky enough to live in
Flanders or Western Russia or some
other actual field of combat, the war
came to you second=hand; the few Zepp-
elin and Gotha raids on Britain were
terrifying, but they ceused no actual
di. wu-tion == that was occasioned at a
digstince, by submarine blockade or
your brother's receipt of & conseripe
tion rotice. The Second lorld War
abolishel rrontiers aver much of
Europes no one who covered listening



to a V-1 or the nightly drone of
Lancacter bombers could fzil to be
avare that the finecst achcivements of
modern science weTe being perverted to
monstrous ends.

That knowledge perciste today, of
course; cwitching on the YV nevws is
encugh to inform us of the way in
which c=till more modern advances have
been similarly misanplied. DBut in the
last gencration we have learned some=
thing which is yet more disturbing.
Even when we are doing something innoc-
uous, or actively beneficial, =uch ag
inventing penicillin or DDT, we now
realise we are screwing ourselves up.
We are more and more often discovering
that the cure is worse than the dis-
ease. Reduce the infant-mortality
rate; inevitably you increase the
scale — and the likelihood — of fam-
ine. Cleanse the orchards of insect-
pestsy unexpectedly you find birds?
nests full of broken eggs because their
shells crushed under the mother's
weight. hake the weekly washing less
of a chore; next time you go to the
river, intending to spend the time
you've saved fishing, there are no
fish to be caught. And so on.

ie are, in consequence, on thc
verge of a2 complete reversal of our
former vopulsr picture of the future.
Unless something is done to prevent
it, very cuickly, the image of tom-
orrow vhich carries the greatest power
1o convince is going to be that of
yvorld-wide starvation, disease and
probably senseless warfars. One can
see this view spreading. One can
tell by the way the younger SF writers
are concentrating on stories of dises-
ter and c¢ollapse; as I said at the
start of this article, SF functions
as 2 distorting mirror of the vresent.
Norman Spinrad hae written all his
most powerful stories on themes of
disaster and destruction: "The Big
Flash" and "The Lost Continent" are
probably his finest work. James
Tiptree Jr. (vho I prediet will coll=-
ect & liebule very soon, and nrobably a
Hugo too) similarly produces his most
imyresecive work in a2 doymbeat moods
his recent F4SF story is an examdle,
“iAnd I Awoke 2nd Found Me on the Cold
Hillside”, Samuel Delany's best novel,
Ihe Einstein Intersection, is laid in a
post—disaster world. What wes only
natural against the background of WHWII's
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devasiation seems incongruous a quarter
of & century after thet war's end, yet
the fact stands: it is here that the
most convietion-laden sf is emerzing.

It is true that the old future-vis-
ion continues to inenire many vriters;
I've earlier mentioned Larry Niven, and
there are several older authors who
have simply continued to express views
which they held in their younger days
and don't feel inclined to change.

Poul Anderczon is one of them; Gordon
Dicison is anotherj Robert a.Heinlein
must also be included in this class, I
feel, despite his unconvincing bows to
"permizsivencss' and "“withitness" in
{Thet's & curious
novel, because desnite the lawlessness
and violence, not tv mention the noll-
ution of the larger world, its action
is nlayed out in an enclosed area nro=-
tected by the power of meney., One
thinks of larie Antoinette and her court
playing and shepherds end cheoherdecces
iwhile the real veacants were listening
to the call of revolution,)

But it'cs becoming more end more ess=
ential for a uriter of SF who wants to
nroject an aptimistic future to chow, op
at least hint, how we got there from
here, In other words, it's no longer
permissible to take for granted a bright
future of internlanetary and inter-
stellar travel, where dirt and digease
are unknowm and racial nrejudice is a
forgotten aberration; on the contrary,
the dirt, disease, »rejudice and so
forth must be taken for granted, and
the alternative depicted as cstemming
from come smecial cause vhich inter-
fered with the foreseeable course of
events,

Altcrnatively one may revert to
Haldane's view, and iegice thet it may
indeed take millions of years for us to
evolve into fit commany for each ather...

In the distorting mirror of uF, we have
seen many facets of our successive pre=-
sents reflected. At each stage we have
seen & loss of confidence. It is as
though the future, of which we had such
high hoves, has let us down when it
actually arrived., bach etage of this
loss of confidence can be matched with
a pattern of present-time events. The
Firet World Wary the Sceond; the Dep-
ression; all the other little ware —
so=called — from Algeria to Viet-famj



andy on our own doorstevps, the terrify-
ing rice in drug-addiction in the States
and elsevhere, not to mention the brutal
religious war in Ulster and the racial
conflietc in the US and in Jouthern
Africa... It iz only too tynieal that
the firzt nracticel asnlicetion of a
rocket-design intended to launch men
into space vaz to deliver a ton of high
explosive a2t a time on a great city.

Along .ith all thece great disapp~
dintments, ther are the =muller and more
nagging ones. Consider the city of
stoekholn: it uced to be the custom of
liberals to noint to the enlightened
nolicies of Sweden, itz publiely—fin-
anced houcing, itz excellent education-
zl and meiical cyetens, an so forih,
og a vieble and zinmireble alternative
to the communist ideal....it being
taken for sranted that unbricdlud oazpit-
alism was going to rane thc planct
sooner or later and leave us starving
in the @idst of luxury.

Yet it's notorious that thcre is oan
eantiness in the lives of meny young
agonle therc, «hich leads them to waste
their tine driving around aimlexsly,
nicking un ~irls for casuwzl sex, drink-
ing too =uch ond e¢xnerinenting vith
drugs even more dangerous than alcohol.
It is »erhans not the least sobering
{referencn inteutional) discovery of
cur tine that there arc a great many
neonle vhore ehief anbition is to ren-
ounce the wvucr of reacon that's sunpor=
ed to mark uz out ivoun thr brute ereet-
lon, enc uith tas 1oy of L.5 or othcir
artifieicl aids to r.dtc. off their
conseclousnecs for rood.

v

Phatts & far cry from the old ideal
of the TF hcero, isn't it? In nlace of
the man who knous vhout he's doing, we
find wore an. nors the man -ho woren't
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carc vhat he's doing. Or even vhether
he's doing anything at all.

In tke distorting mirror vhieh EF
holde up to us in the present, what sie
see¢ — you must never forget this —
is actuzlly here. It may not be hcre
in the same urovortion, but precisely
because the writers are working in the
vresent and their readerc are reacting
in the prezent vhet ctrikes bhardest,
what ic most lilely to touch & nerve,
is what irfluenccs the changing view
of the future that carriec more than
slausibility, that carries conviction.,

By thet standard of measuremcnt, a
£ilm such as 2001 dic not gain its
massive audience because it nortrayed
an in:piring view of a probable future.

Its apneal war founded on nostalgia and
ro ted in cseeniem. Just 2y during
the Depression yearc, ncople crovded to
¢inemas to s¢e lush Hollywood nusicals;
just 2z todey people in Hong Kong go
dazx after day to see &n endlecss suocesg-
ion of violent and fantactic historical
navies: so the customers for 2001 came,
and keep coming, in scarch of the last
¢xvression of the future-view vhich has
been dominant fro: the very beginning
of £F. HNo matter that man has had "a
little helr from my fricnds"; he's
going to the sters onec way or unother!
..ho cares thet the odd comruter here
and there may go crazy? we'Tre ured to
that — did you hea: vhzt hanpencd

laet week at my bank?

It may seem conevwhat noradoxical to
cleim that 2 film supposedly about the
future cen drev audiences because it'c
nostalgic. 3But the naradox recolves
here: that now=outdated view of the
future whkich I've redeatecly, alluded to
it:¢lf belongs to the past. Comscloudly,
the mejority of neonle ¥ho bother to




think about the future at all, includ-
ing specialist SF writers, are compell-
ed to admit that the trends detectable
in the vresent vhich will give rise to
our future offer little encouragement
for optimism, Time after time, the
most hopeful-seoming develooments have
foundered in the midst of war, and

now — this cannot be cmphasised too
often == those which have escaped being
migapplied to killing are entraining
subtler but ne less fearful consequences.

It's small wonder that people veguc=~
ly aware of this state of affairs lock
back with regret to that simplistic
idealised future whioch never actually
havppened

Does it follow from this that SF writ-
ers must resign thonselves to becoming
the modern countervart of fabulists,
and spin mere technologicel fairy-tales
without foundation in reality? Does it
follow that they must pack uv and go
home? I don't think so. While it is
true that SF has regularly and routine-
ly reflected the oresent in 2 distort-
ing mirror, let us not forget that
those digtortions are under the control
of the vriter. He is free to choose
whoethexr he makes a straightforward pro-
Jeotion of foresecable tendencies, or
whether he hypothesizZes some new—ase
yet imaginary influence that may slter
those tendencies, or even abort ther.
SF has been around for quite a long
time now. Not only does it now reflect
the present, as it hes always done; it
bas to some extent at least conditioned
it. It's notorious that the director
of HASA dedicated a photograch of an
Apollo team to Arthur Clarke, saying he
had given the team the necessary intell-
actual drive to get to the moon. Now
that not only secicntists and techniei-
ans, but ordinary people, c&n see and
oceasionally somprehend the impact of
science on our livec, SF is regarded
with a repvect it formerly did not
enjoy among academics, intellectuals
and influenti2l »erzons gencrally. It
would be nice teo think that it wiil re-
main vorthy of that respect; that its
themes will be substanticl, that itc
scope %ill grow wider, that the fresh
approaches and the resources of imeg-
ery which it has develoned will be wmore
end more freguently apnlied in general
fiotion, drama and the other arts.
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For talking about the future as seen
from & given moment in time tells us
things about the present which we nmight
not othervise be able to appreciate.

There are cigns that this has begun
to happen. To cite just one relevant
example, the opera Aniara is olearly
SF. Hore and more young writers have
come into the field — more and more
young artists have made their appearance
in the galleriec =—— more and more crea-—
tive personalities bave been emerging
vho acknovledge openly that SP had =
determining influence on their think-
ing in childhood. Onc must have res-
ervations about some of the conzequen-
ces; enaless resuns of the Flash Gordon
movie sexrials do not exactly open up
new vistas for us! bBut on balance the
effect must surcly be healthy. After
all, at least part of the remson why we
are in such 2 mess today can be found
in the fact that the people who led the
vay here imagined the future was going
to takc care of itself, that any amount
of rubbish could be left behind for
their children to clear away, that any
quantity of resources could be scuand-
ered, any number of trees cut dowm,
mines exhausted, rivers fouled, and the
future would still be bright and glor-
ious! A1 any rate we're learning better.

And people who throughout their lives
hove been encouraged — thanks to sf «—
to worry about fomorrow, are that mich
more likely to guestion destructive
obsolete principles, such as the sacrede=
ness of hard work, the obligation to
make a lot of moncy, the cquation of
greed uith progress, the idemtification
of material comfort with nsychologiarl
happiness. Ue are geing to have to
throw away & lot of our old misconcept-
ions, and ag I've said our conviction-
carrying vicw of the future is currently
being turned topsy-turvy. Bui although
I'm rationally a pessimist, I'm congen-
itally an optimist. Ve can find a way
out. Even if it means postponing the
rcalisation of our stock SF dreams to
the third millenium, that's a minor
hardchiy compared with drowning in our
oun waste products.

The digtorting mirror is at present
reflecting the sores ond scabs on our
body politic. That may, eventually,
help us to pluck up our courage and
call the doctor.

John Brunner



Science Fiction
and the Cinema

A COLUMN BY

Philip Strick

It was a »leasure to see Fahrenheit 451
again at Chester, even though uny film
you care about looks impotent on 16mm
in a swoke-filled Convention hall where
the acoustics are bad and everyone's
fidgeting to get avey to the bar, and
there are interruptions for the reel-
changes. The print hed seratches 2ll
over it, of course, and vas printed
with chunks of piocture missing on
either side; cltogether it was rather
like trying to read a book through a
gas-mask with the lights out — :2lnost
as bad, in fact, as watching films on
television. But plenty of peonle stuck
with i%, and they were all 2isposed to
discuss it afterwards, so it served its
purvosee I hope we cen all see it
again under perfect conditions one day,
but meanwhile =11 praise to Harry
ladler and his lot for leying it on.

All Truffaut's films qre about lon—
eliness, in my view, &nd Fzohrenheit
one of his bleakest. Like his delln—
guent (in Leg Guatre Cents Coups), his
musician (in Shoot the Planlst}. his
fenme fatale {in Ji Jules ot Jim =nd wmany
wore), znd his married m=n (in La Peau
Douce}. Truffaut's fircman is on a hunt

Philip Strick is a man of many parts:
film ¢ritic for Monthly Film Bulletini
columist in Films anc Filming; chair-
men of this yearf's Speculation Con-
ference; lecturer for the University
vi London Lepartment of bxtra-lursl
Studies vith a course of lectures
entitled 'Worlds of Science Fiction!
coemencing this Sevtember. I've
probably omitted 2 few things, but
can nov 2dd one: columnist for
Vectar. The column's title doesn’t
mean that Philip will zlways be
talking zbout sf films, not by any
neanss this first installment stems
in nart from a di.cussion at Chester
on the merits of Fazhrenheit 451,
vhich scemed to srovide an anprop—
riate startins doint....
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for a real self, a2 hunt of vhich he
only grzivally becomes swaro, through
his encounters with other people making
similar journeys. On the onc hand is
his wife Linda, imnersing herself in
the television 'fanmily' vhich. even
addresses her by name. OUn the other is
Clarisse, the anpesling girl from next
door vho parallels his wife's narcissisn
by wondering why society won't accept
her. Logically enough they are both
played by Julie Christie, looking gor-
geous as the wife but very awkward as
the neighbour, a picce of oasting which
at one stroke reveals and emphasises one
of the most important puztterns of the
Sradbury original. 3Sadly, the balance
is missed by the film's deletion of
Faber, the¢ 0ld man vho is liontag's elly
in the second kalf of the book, and wvho
is Bracbury's toutsider' couivalent to
the fire chief., The paternalistic
aspects of the chizf, on omniscient
bantam vho consigns lLgip Xampf to the
flemes witk honsyed reassurences but

is also nervously degendent on the
loyelty of his zteff, -re however well
brought out by the film -— and they're
in keening vith one of Bradbury's ner-
sistrnt themes, the adore? but elusive
fether. Truffout uses a tiny scene




near the end of the film to ackmowledge
this, with an old man dying as his son
bheltingly recites the words his father
has taught him.

The following of instructions from
a higher autbority: Fontag is simply
exchanging one authority for another
when he takes to reading bBooks instead
of burning them, which is no doubt
why Truffaut gives him the air of &
monkish pedant rather than that of an
enthusiastic convert (and bhow is it,
they all asked at Chester, that he
knews how to read anyway? And why ie
it, T ask, that we don't se¢e his
first momentous gesture of revolt by
preserving the first book from burn-
ing?). But if there is an ultimate
irony in that blontag 'becomes' some-
one elee — &nd it could only be Poel
-- 2t least he is better off, Truff-
aut suggests, than are his previous
co—-zombies, who have neo identity at
all save that stemped upon them by
the ultra-Platonic city-state, I{'s
a8 chilly message, particularly in its
snowbound final scenes where the
muted landecape colours are approp—
riately more easy on the eye than the
superbly strident shades of earlier
sequences. Ny assumption has alweys
been that its intention wae psssi-
mistie, but when I checked this with
Truffaut himself, meeting him for the
firat time just @ couple of weeks
2go, he mainitained that he is always
the optimist; the snow just happened
to fall st the right moment, and he
regards the ending as one of beauty
and contentment, Well, I stick to
oy eritical guns. As the bookmen
tramp with purposeful aimlessness
along the lakeside, muttering to them~
selves 1llke medmen, it seems to me
that they may well bave all the di-
versity of books in a very public
library but there seems little chance
of their ever being read. Bradbury's
ending blew the ¢ity sky-high on the
horizon, but Truffaut leaves the
ateinless mausocleum intact, and with
it renains, in my view, the inference
that the bookmen may never cease to
be soecizlly redundant., Their self-
sacrifice would seem to have only
freoetionally more purvose =—— in thet
it is at least a matter of personal
choice — than that of their city
cousins,

Even so, Fahrenheit has toc much
exhilaration, polish and humour ever
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to become as depressing as its theme,
Nicolas Roeg, since become a film
director in his own righty gives
splendour to the photography, while
Bernard Herrpann's music has a rich
and zounding excitement tkat almeost
makes you want {0 take up book-
burning for the bell of it. Herr-
mann, of course, has done the muaic
for many of Hitchcock's films, which
is a reminder of Truffaut's admira-
tion for the great man; seeing

NN ‘-7/”7

Fabrenheit once more, I notioced thet

it had more of Hitcheock in it,
however, than the soundtrack. lon-
tag!'s nightmere, for exanmple, has
something of the mood of Vertigo ==
and there are indeed (as John Ramsey
Capnbell pointel out at the Con-
vention) some subtle rezermblances to
that film in the story. Whether or
nat you go in for influence-spotting,
mast of Fahrenheit is counulsive
watching in its owm rirht —= nartic-
ularly trne punctuating shot of the
minl fire-engine, scooting through
the countryside lilie a8 child's 4dream
come true, or the book-burning
scencs, in which tho flanes pore



fascinatedly over the pages in hyp—
notic¢c close-up. A timely reference
to La Religieuse (Rivette's film was
being martyred in France at the time
Truffaut was making Fahrenheit at
Pinewood}, an obligatory "Cahiers du
-Cinema" (tribute to Truffaut's days
as & critic), but otherwise Truffsut
wisely lets the books speak for
themselves. And they are marvellous=-
ly eloguent.

Turning to more Teeent sereen ex-
ploits, I was sad to see ‘hat they'd
done to Richar? letheson, coven if few
would rate I Am Legend as greater in
importance than Fahrenheit. It's a
brutal novel, like all of Matheson'e
work, but to my mind bis best (yes,
despite Incredible Shrinking Man),
and it's the only thing on vampirism
that doesn't leave mc stone cold
bored., I've always thought it could
make 2 really tremendous movie, and
so have plenty of scrinturiters; the
first attempt at it wac The Last Map
on Earth, made in Italy in 1664 with
Vincent “rice, with a good beginning
and not much clse, ith The Cmeza
Xan, Boris Sagal directs and Charl-
ton Hecton mekes quite a decent stab
at being Richerd Xevilley only to be
deprived, right at the start, of the
eseentially Mathesonian naranoia
vhich ::ould have bad him pursuing
his victims with gerlic and sharpen—
ed stakes. Instead, he grasps a
matter-of=fact machine=-gun, and his
opponents are little mere than
albino psychotics in modish dark
glasses, srrinting inovishly about
like Chaucerian friars.

Forgivable as it may be to sin-
nlify the tcchnology-versus—bumanity
debate in this feshion, The Omega
Lian reveals its true colours depress—
ingly cuickly with Heston's screening
of his favourite movie (Hoodstoqg,
no less) in which the garbled hooes
of the -»eace-lovers are evidently in-
tended to encapsulate both the inno-
cence and the naivete of the comrzon
man. The seri-turiters, John and
Joyce Corrington, clso Tote Von
dichthofen apd Srowm (the Corman
povie releassG as Thc Red Daron},
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and would seem on this evidence much
drawn to the theme of a foredoomed
herc who insists on outliving bis
usefulness, But the potential iron-
ies in the film have cither been so
overemphasised as to become beanal,
or have been subverted by the intro-
duction of blatantly 'loaded' fac-
tors like the child vho wonders if
Heston 1s God {(not yet, dear, not
yet), and the irresistible heroine,
coolly played by Roealind Cash, who
provides Heston for no very good
reason other than that it hasn't
been done before and might just en-
sure a bigger audience, with his
first black bhedfellow.

The film is often as gerish in
its appearance as in its script,
with lurid sets, unhelpfully stark
lighting, and a great deal of uncert-
ainty in the editing (notably in the
scenes of the escape on the motor-
cycle, rather obviously ridden by a
stuntnan, and of Heston's sluggish
demolition of an intruder who bas
¢limbed bis outside wall while he's
been fiddling in the basement). Yet
it would be unfzir not to sa8y that
the film has somehow managed to re-
tain at least an echo of the compul-
siveness of Matheson's original, even
while upturning its ending so thzat
the survival of Heston's blood-
brothers is promised. The customery
garbage of disaster is ae fascinat-
ing as ever: the empty city, the un=-
tended houses, the corpse=filled
hospitel beds, the eerie menace of
torch-bearers in the streets at night
== sometimes, if nowhere near oftsn
enough, The Omega Man has an authen-
tie chill to offer. Sad that it
could all have been so much better,
but then tkat's what katheson's
navel was all about in the first
vlaceqss.

--~ Philip Strick

Cover and cartoon strip are
by &Andrew Stephenson; £l
other artvork is by Lave
Rowe



Daowniard to the Barth

by Robert Silverberg
Signet, 75¢

Saon of Man

by Robert Silverberg
Ballantine, #1.25

Reviewed by Terry Crooks

Un second reading == following

some months after the first «= 1
found myself enjoying Downward

¢ the Earth, Robert Silverberg's
good colonial novel, even more, if
anything, than I had the first time
round. Well, no: to call it a
colonial novel, =hile partly accur-
ate, is misleading. Its the story
of an ex-administrator vho returns
to the colony be formerly governed,
where the native creatures sroved
to be intelligent, and were there-
fore given back tueir autonomy.

But more than anything, it is a
religious book. It is the story of
a nilgrimage: the journsy bdmund
Gundersen undertakes to expiate his
feelings of fFuilt; to find spiritual
fulfillment; and, ultinately, to be
reborn.

The concern is one shared by other
Silverberg novels. The paperback
blurk for Nightwings, for exampdle,
describes 1t 23 2 novel of 'redem~
tion and renewal': this might anply
equslly well to Dovmuard t¢ the Barth.
There are ocloser corresvondences
with Silverberg's more recent novel
A Time of Changes: both books attemot
to deniet in prose a transcendent
exnerience, & kind of religious ec~-
3tesys a2nd both adont much the same
avproach, It made the later novel
seem to me 2 darker alternate to
Dovmward to the Barth; but in both

cases I felt the attempt was success=
ful,.

DOOK reviews| ..re i o v e ol

it is excellent: the vorld of DBelzag-

or is suverbly Jrawn: the journey is
cotted vith nany moments of real
becuty and horror: the serious »oints

about colonizlism, its attitules and

its aftermath, z2re¢ vell made, -ithout

being over—insiztent = onc cffective
touch is the way in vhich Silverberg

contrasts Gundersen's journey -ith
the nilloror — the native b ings ~—
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with the guided tour on which the
party of tourists with whom he arriv-
ed are conducted. Bven the rather
Ava Gardner-esque figure of Seena,
waiting not—quite-alone in her house
a2t the head of the huge Shangri-Lae
falls comes off in context. It is a
book well worth attention on each of
its three main levels, and to my
mind it is Silverberg's best to date,
despite being less ambitious in
technique tban much of his other
recent work.

One such bock is Sgp of Mam., a

book which seems to have received
practically no attention in the fan
press, nossibly because nobody dared
to commit themselves. This may be
partly because Ballantine's packaging
and advertising maintains that the
book isn't sf; it is, very definitely,
but not sf of a kind to casily fit
within established gemnre limitations.
In fact, onc of its notable achieve—
ments is in its return to first prin-
ciples. It anproaches its idea with-—
out any eyparent reference to what
has been done within the genre with
the same kind of concept, to the
various traditions which nowadays
restrict our ineginings while ¢laim-
ing to disecinline them.

It is also a book which »ractic-
ally defies the eritic to interpret
it without making a fool of himself,
and in all honesty I didm't actually
enjoy it nearly as much as some of
3ilverberg?s other books. Very
basically, it's about a man vho
avakens in the distant future, vhen
men have become much like goda —
or some of them have, since man bas
swlit into & nunber of separate
soecies. The symbolic note is str-
uck at thie outset: when first asked
what was his name, he thinks for a
vhile and renlies, "I was Clay".
Tith one of the tjyves of man, the
Skimners, Clay verioras the Five
Rites nccessary to keeo the world
in balance. The idea seens closely
analogous with the cosnological ideas
of some North aAmerican Indian tribes
{ny fuess that this pay ve the snec-
ific infiuence is Silverberg’s use
of matcrial from the same source in
hie short story "3undance"): the
iéea that the world i3 like & mach-
ine ‘hich slowly runs do'm a2nd must,
from tiome to tinme, be 'vouni u-' hy
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ceremonizl means; and the conocurrent
ides that that the energy vhich pow~
ers the world is the same as sexual
energy, so that th: rites are gener-
ally of a sexuzl nature.

This is one aspect of the books;
the other main strut is tronscendence
again. The various sorts of huoan-
ity eech represant, rether obviously,
Asvects of Man. Clay becomes each,
in turn, in an attemnt to ¢mbrace
and understand each and therefore be
able to become somcthing more.

By the nature of this book, as
described above, 1t contains a great
deal of sex. I pust confess that I
find Silverberg's writing about sex
rather ugly: {oo harshly lighted,
like pornogravhic photos. But at
the same time one should recognise
that he doem at least write about it
in an individual style; an achieve-
ment in itself in a world where the
merest mention of a2 hardening nip-
ple seems sufficient to reduce most
writers, whatever their abilities,
to an ldentical state of quivering
mediocrity.

I've shied away from assessing
this book very much; it's too open
for that, I feel. I think it's a
novel you should try to read, but I
don't guarantee your enjoyment.

I'm still not really cure how much
I enjoyed it.

Mutent 59 — The lastic cater

by Kit Pedler and Gerry Lavis
Souvenir Press; 21.80

Revieved by halcolm cdwards

The creators of "loomvatch" here
turn their tolents to the literzry
ficld. The characters are diff.rent
from those of tae TV gories, btut the
situation itself coull be tzaken
straight from it -- and indeed, if

I rem:2mber covroctly vhet 1 heard
chout the firsi  ver ¢oisode, which
I didn't see, it is. Two scientifie
liscoveries orecinitoate the “isaster
at the core of this novel. The first,
oceurring sone tine bcYore the ovente
of tho booizy is the eveloaat of a




bacteria which will attack certain
plastics. The socientist who disocovers
it dies without ever revealing his
secret, but spores of the bacteria
remagin. Things start to happen when
the dormant bacteria come into con-
tact with a2 new form of »lastic de-
veloped by a commercial scientific
group, the Kramer Consultancy. This
plastic provides just the food the
bacteria needs and it eate, and grows,
and mutates, and spreads, becoming
able to digest a wider and wider
range of plastics — and soon, 2ll
over London, nlastiec is dripring
uselessly from a thousand insulat-
ione., As short circuits occur every-
where planes c¢rash, submarines sink,
the London Underground grinds to 2
halt.

A nice set-un for a disaster novel,
but unfortunately the central events
gren't the only disastrous thing
about Mutant 59. It is regrettably
clear that neither of the authors
knows much about writing & novel, let
alone about prewriting one. The book
stretches for 265 pages, perkaps 50
over its ontimum length. Tension is
lost over vages and pages of clumsy
action and dialogue. The physical
aspects of disaster =-- generally the
post fascinating part of such a book
-=- seel lacking, except for material
relating to the London Underground,
with which the authors seem peculiar-
1y cbsessed. The cheracters are so
artificial that one cannot helnp but
wonder why the bacteria didn't get
to them as well. Lectures are seat-
tered through the text, most uncon-
vincingly dramatised. To give just
one example of the general ham-banded-
ness of the book: towards the end,
while research on the antidote is in
full swing, the authors introduce one
Professor Kendall, who is supervising
the experiments. They discuss the
situation to kim, but they donft get
very far: as soon as they mention
polymer cbains and photosensitive
links the Professor interrupts,
saying, "Sorry, I'm a2 bit lost".
Pause for expvlanation. Then, when
the discussion later turns to voly-
peptides, the Professor is again et
sea: "Polypeptides, sorry I don't
really see...". ore exolanation,
and the ignorant Professor and the
ignorant reader are equelly enlight-
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ened.

The prose is didreseingly wooden
and frequently ungrammstical., In
fact, the anly snark of life comes
when the authors are desceribing some
of the disasters caused by the bac=
teria, which they do with a rather
unpleasant relish:

"The severed nose section, turn-
ing over and over like a giant
bullet, bounced once at the end
of the road and, in one final
gigantic ricochet, spiralled
into a tightly packed mass of
bousing, pulverising walls and
ceilings.

"The remaining fuselage began to
shatter, turning ead over end
like & ragged metal stick flung
through the air.

“The lives af the forty-eight
passengers and ¢rew ceased almost
simultaenecously as collapsing
bulkbeads and jagged panelling
slashed their bodies into a
terrible carrion which rained
down on the street below..."

In the end, of course, our hera
finds the answer (they voison it,
but it takes them 250-add pages to
think of 1t) and the bacteria is
defeated, while he gets the girl and
the chairmanship of the comprany.

4 dull, amateurish novel; yet one
which seems destined for a popularity
which eludes practically all decent
sf, having been sold to hook clubs,
films ete for huge sums. It's rather
depressing to me, but I expeect the
authors can cry all the way to the
bank over that.

Science Apainst blan

edited by Anthony Cheetham
Macdenald, £1.753 Avon, 75¢

Revieved by John Boleg

First, a vord from the editors

"Ten years ago, a collection
cuch es this rould have been a
collection of technological
nightmares — crazy robots,
noisoned wactclands, megalo-



maniac computers, fiendish
subliminal advertising tech-
niques, mega-death dealing
microbes and warhea@ssseas
Today these nightmares are no
longer the oreserve of the
scicnce fiction writer. They
are vart of our daily lives."

Horr what do you suppose he meant
by that? I mean, I don't know about
you, but my daily life (admittedly
nundane) is rarely disrupted by
so0 much as a single orazy robot or
megalomeniao computer; and while I
bow to no one in my mastery of fiend-
ish subliminal adveriising techniques
(such o= the nearly-invisilble intor-
lineations in thio review reading
"Johp Dowles iz & great critic") I
must confess thet I haven't seen a
nega~ieath ¢ealing microbe since last
Thursday. AnyweY«..e

Perhans the authors were eouvally
baffled by the conditions set, for
desnite Lr Cheetham's ascurances there
are several stories vhich feature
computers, one of shich could be des—
cribed as mcgalomaniac and another of
vhich is crazy. Furthermore, the best
story in thc collection is a poisoned-
wasteland story nure and simole. The

cuestion --hich the best of the stories .

seek to ansuver is one mosed by Kr Cheet-
ham lzter in his introduction: "How
vill (man) meet the challenge of his
new environment?"

The commuter stories are generally
uninnressive.y werhans beoause, of all
lir Cheethan's 'technological nightmares!,
computers have truly become part of our
deily lives — so much zo that it's no
longcr nossible to aceent the tradition-
&l Luddite anproach, or to resard them
as other than comnlex, cfficiont, and
totally inanimate lumps of machinery.
So Paul Ableman'’s "Han's Lstate" (only
veripherally in this group, admit-
tedly) is oclever but emoty, vhile
John Brumner's "The Invisible
fdiot™ is merely dull. Bob Shaw's
coniribution is good-humoured and
entertaining, but unmemorable,
iichael HMoorcock!s "Sea tolves" ige
(you gucssed) a Jerry Cornelius
story, onc of the best of that
ubicuitous gentleman's shorter ad-
venturcs to my mind, but that's
about all I dare say.

Bafflingly, there are also two
stories vhich are 1ittle more than
fictionalized nalaeontelogical/evol~
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utionary lectures. Piers Anthony
and Harry Harrison are the culprits,
ana while the former is quite in-
structive and the latter (dealing
with more familiar material) is
very vivid, neither =tory seems
particularly relevant to this an-
thology, or narticularly good as a
story.

Four stories, hovever, arg rele-
vant, Jamos Blish's "Statistician's
Day" is en effective short about the
necessity for maintaining & balance
between the various sections of a
stable society. GSince you can't
control the number of peonle that are
born of a given kind... It's not a
likely s=olution, but the siory does
exnlore what would be a real prob-
lem, (But Jim: vhere did you get
tic idea that middle-class Britons
refer to thc bathroom as the ward-
robe?) "The lunter =t Bis Ease™,
by Prien .ldiss is a telling extra-
nolation of the technological imp-—
erialism of the industrialized count-
ries, channeling their aggressive
tendencies against their less-—fortu-
nate neighbours, having no outlet
for them at home...vhile at the
sanc time this »rovides the stim—
ulus for industriel develonment,
vthich is the only solution to the
ponulation nroblems faced by the
under—eveloved sountriea. It's a
comnlex roblem, and makes for a
vorthvhile nicce of fiction,

Robert silverderg's "In The
Begimning" is one of his Urbmon
stories; others have anpecred in
Calaxy, ~nd some of them at least
form the background of his novel
!the orld Inside. The premicse is
that by the mid-24th century the
~arth vill be able to accommodste
a population of 75 billion. Seven—eig-
hths of cultivable land is turned over
to food wvroduction; the remainder is
given over to the urban constellations
vhich houge the vast pooulation. A
tyvical constellation, Chinitts, con-
sists of fifty urban monads, colossal
anartment bloecks, 1000 storeys highs
self-contained worlds housing 800,000
neaople each — peaple vho would no more
step outside their monad than you or I
vould visit another planet. The stor-
ies, as a series, offer a soclution to
the population problem zo effective
that breeding is once more encouraged,
but at vhet cost? In such closely
crovwded 1living conditions violence



must be eliminated. Simee repression
breeds violence there must be no re-
pression; since tensions lead to vio-
lence there must be no tension. The
result is Silverberg's 'post-orivacyt
culture, and a horrifying, pouverful
vigion it is. This seid, this par-
ticular story is not one of the best,
having a tendency to excessive pat-—
ness, particularly in one of the best
ordered ‘dream sequences' I've ever
encountered, in vhich one of the
characters conveniently dreamg all
zbout the background of the story.
It's undeniably relevant, but should
be assessed in the contexi of the rest
of the series.

The best story in the ook, though,
much the best story, which is also the
author's best story to my knowledge,
is "The Lost Continent" by Norman
Spinrad. This poisoned-wasteland
epic gives us an unforgettable picture
of America a couple of centuries
hence: entire seaboards blanketed in
smog banks; deserted cities; sub=
human survivors in the New York
subwayss the surface inhebiteants,
lucky to live to 50 even if they
change their breathing filters every
day, such is the virulence of the at-
mosphere. Spinrad knows the power of
his material, and mogtly just lets it
apeak for itself, which it does elo-
quently in a series of carefully
described landscapes. The story
is simply that of a prosperocus
tourist perty from flourishing
Africa, come to marvel at the
ruins of the greatest civilization
the world has known — 2 journey
counterpointed by the ritual nlay-
ing-out of the old racial con-
fliets. It's an old cliche to
say that it's worth getting a
book for one story alone, but I
think it's true here (it does in
any case account for about a
quarter of the book's length).

Not that the rest are worthless;
they'll keep you entertained, and
three of them are pretty worth-
while in themselves anyway. But
it's Spinrad's boolk.

In the next Vector, we will
feature reviews of, among others,
The Tombs of Atuan by Ursula Le

Guin, Pugme for a Darkening
Island by Christonher Priest,
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Stonehenge by Harry Harrison
and Leon Stover.

Books received (may be reviewed
in future issues)

From Gollancz: Repori on Planet
Three, Arthur Clarke {(£2.20)3
Kuldesak, Richard Cowper (£1.80)3
Holding Vonder, Zenna Henderson
£2,00)s Patterns of Chaos, Colin
Kapp (£1.90): Tombg of Atuan,

Ursula Le Guin {£1.25}; Can You
Feel Anything Hhen I Lo This?,

Robert Sheckley (41.80

From Paber: The Day after Judg-
ment, James Blish £1.60)) Fugue

for a Darkening Island, Christopber
Priest (£1.75)s Nine Princes in
Amber, Roger Zelazny (£1.75

From Sidgwiock & Jackson: Timescoop,

John Brunner (£150); lihat's Become

of Screwloose, Ron Goulart (£1.75)3

Nightwings, Robert Silverberg (£1.60)1

131 of)'l'heir Minds, Clifford Simak
£1.60

From Peter Davies: Stonehe + Leon
Stover and Harry Harrison 522.10)
Frow Pen/Ballantine: R ig for Rocket
and S 13 for Space, Ray Bradbury {25p
each)s 100 Years o 52, Damon Knight
{2 vols, 30p each); A Voyage to Arg-
turus, David Lindsay - (400); Hater of
%hg Uondrous Isles, Williem Morris
40p); The Palace of Eternity, Bob

Shaw (30p); The People Irap, Robert
Sheckley (30p1.

From Tendem: The T Mercenaries,

Philip E.High (250v); Confessions of
Vestchester County, Barry Halzberg

(Clyupia Press, 60p); Priest-Kings

of Gor, John Formam (30p

From Arrows The Jagred Orbit, John
Brunner (50n)}




Chester
Song at
Twilight

from QOur Man at

the Convention

Peter
Roberts

A walking tribute to the destructive
sower of Guinness, Peter Roberts is
well-knovn as Britain's fannish fan
par excellence. He's just completed
a four-year course at Keele in — I
think it was — American Studies,
and is all set to join the dole
gueue. YWhich should allow plenty
of time over to write Veotor's sec=
ond new regular feazture, & column
of fanzine reviews. First, bowever,
a report on the Chester convention,
at wvhich Bram Stokes thought he was
me. ¥hich of usg do you think

should feel insulted, Peter?
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Last year at the Worgester Bastercon
everyone tald me how good & time
they'd bad on the Thursday evening
before the official start of the
convention, 36 I arrived happily and
expectantly on Thursday aftermoon,
found no one in the Blossoms, and
walked the mile and a half to my
overspill hotel, the notoriocus
Peacocks This bustling place wes &
glant Twenties pub and was closed
until the landlord arrived at 6 p.m.
"We generally go to bed at eleven
o'clock," seid his wife. "But I
daresay you'll be back before then?"

Looks like a really good con, I
thought.

However, things became somewhat
brighter with the arrival of Greg
Pickeragill, famed Pouler editor,
an exr-Australian comic fan John
Brosnan. We kept the poor land-
lady up till balf past one waiting
for Roy Kettle who, 23 it happened,
was still sleeping peacefully in
London. She had her own back the
next morming, though, and charged
John £4 for the double=room...

We made our way over to the
Bloesgoms, where Greg and 1 found
we'd bean double-booked. Great.
Last straw, and all that, Anyway,
much of Friday was spent in long
and tedious arguments and & grest
deal of trudging arcund; the mon-
soon came to Chester, the Peacock
opened en hour late, and the police
waited watching us, whilst we waited
watching hamsters in a rat-race. If
Greg and I looked sour and more than
usually dishevelled on Friday, you
now know why. The con committee
later cleared things up and we part-
ed fairly amicably, but the first
two days of the con turmed out to
Ye a dismal and unlovely introduct-
ion to Chester.

Enough of my general woes, how-
ever., I shall nov turn briefly to
science fiction, the sub-literary
genre to which, I'm told, the con-
vention was dedicated. Professional
writers in attendance were: larry
Niven, the Guest=—of-Hanour, from
America; Brian Aldiss, fine British
author; Harry Harrison, Anglo-Amer-
ican author and fan, currently

plugeging Stonehenge, an historical
novel of sorts; Fred Pahl, well=-



known American writer, now editing
Ace Books' sf line; Jobn Brunner)

Bob Shaw and James White, Irish fans
and authorss Ted Tubb and Ken Bulmer,
famed auctioneers and writers; Anne
MoCaffrey and James Blish, ex-Americ-
ans now in residence in Britaing and
many more whom I should doubtleas
have mentioned. The programme wWas
not an appealing one to a trufan, and
I'm afraid I was not tempted by the
various films and talks on science
fiction., Such & gross neglect of
fannish topics may well reenlt in o
backlash of sorts at future cons, I
fear, to thz obvious detriment of sf
addicts and casual visitoeras. It
should be possible to produce a bal-
anced programme — last year's Easter-
con, for example, kad a fine range of
itemaj even a couple of serious
things worth listening to, instead of
"Sf in the Past, at Present, in the
Future™ (delete as applicable) and
sundry other well-worn themes, Never~
theless one remarkable event ccourred,
I'm told: Brian Aldiss did a little
Pohl-vaulting and a genuine argument
was heard during a panel disocussion}

The Blossoms Hotel itself was far
too small for the con, but had the
most gocd-natured and extravagantly
helpful staff I've ever encountered.
The cocktail bar stayed open from
9 a.m. to 6 2.m. {bhence, incidentally,
the lack of room-parties) and was the
setting for late-night singing, the
(fool Jhardier fans being supplemented
by early breakfast-eaters. Have you
ever heard Pete "Speculation” Weston
singing “Danny Boy"“...? Could make
it a regular programme item.

The Buttery Bar downstazirs was the
watering-place of Chester's gay pop-
ulaiion, despite the presence of the
Oddfellows pub nearby. Apart from
one or two minor incidents, the reg-
ulars kept to themselves, although
provoked by some idiot who persisted
in carrying a whip around.

I did actually enter the con-hall
faor the auctions. A mass of fanzines
were to be sold, part of the BSFA
collection which had beem rotting
away ungeen for many years (despite
the gallant efforts of Charlie Win-
stone); these were unsorted, and Rog
Peyton and I spent a frantic half-
hour just before the auction trying
1o sift out some of the hideously
rare items that had been mixed in

uith the general crud and chaff. It
was a mark of the unfannish nature
of the con that no one seemed to ¥mow
anything about fanzines and none
were in fact auctioned at the major
sale. An unscheduled auction, how-
ever, grudgingly allowed a few of
the things to be sold and, lo and
bzhold, they fetched higher prices
than the rare books and artwork put
together. 4 set of Hyphens went for
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£27, 1 beliave..., Visiting Texan fan,
Joanne Burger, bought & large number
of items against my bidding, and
there wes a loud, chauvinistic oheer
when I fipally managed to secure

some pre-war stuff, MNind you, I
could hardly have afforded sall that
I'd set my eyes on — my fannish
exuberance almost had me welking
home as it was, Goed Job my bus
fare was only six bob.

Despite some setbacks, 1 finally
found myself enjoying the con as
usual; plenty of people were around,
including the newly-degafiated Tony
and Simone %alsh, German fans Gerd
Hallenberger, Tom Schluck, Waldemar
Kumming, Mario Bosnyak, and others,
Rat and Gannet fandom en masse, and
many more, all of whon will be
rightfully annoyed that I failed to
mention them. &l1 I can do iz yxite
a longer conrev in Egg and cease %o
exhaust the patience of the massed



readers of the BSFA who are probably
bemused at the moment and are now
wondering if they dare risk being
seen at 8 ocon. Well, vhy not, eh?
After all, did you do something
better over Easter?

--= Peter Roberts

first installment of
the column nobody

expects — - — -

The Fannish
Inquisition

Having written fanzine reviews for
some time, I'm well aware that the
audience for these ¢olumns is some~
what small: a select coterie of you,
me, and the fanzine editor in fact.
Fanzines come im various shapes and
sizes and range widely in content,
the two norms being the serious or
sercon magazine vhich comments on
science fiction and the fennich fan-
zine vhich deals with science fietion
fandom. In this column I hope to
cover a wide selection of material,
both sercon and fannish, and 1o in-
clude at least one fanzine from the
British Isles, not an easy task since
almost every fanzine published here
is irregular and issues appear infre-
quently. Most of the material comes
from the United States, needless to
say; but there is also 2 strong band
of Australisn and Canadian publich-
ers, plus those in Eurave {moatly
German}, and an isolated few else~
vhere, I'1l limit reviews to those
fanzines which are at least partially
in English.

That nroviso may seem obscure, but
it applies to the first fanzine I
intend looking at, namely Antares

1 which is half in Turkish,

half in English, The arrival of this
newszine surprised me, I must admit;
I1t'd heard that Turkey had discovered
both soience fiction and fandom, but
I hadn't realised they'd become suff-
iciently organized to produce any-
thing. This first issue, written in
very fair English by the way, serves
as an introduction to Turkish fandom
and is invaluable for anyone wishing
to contact foreign faans. 4 list, for
exswple, notes thirteen Turkish fans
looking for correspondents (although
only five require British ones) and
& brief letter colusn shows the re-
sults of the editor's first contact
vith Continental fandom and thus pro-
vides more names and addresses for
potential letter writers. Antares
Yews is published by the SF Fan Club
and an information sheet is provided
for foreign members who will receive
il and their journal, Antares, as
»art of the subscription. The con-
tente of this issue are largely con-
cerned with film news and notes
t "Parzantin Oglu" sounds rather
fine), sf publishing -- aside from
comics -— being rather sparse ir
Turkey. There are also some short
fanzine reviews and some intriguing
letters in Turkish which stioulate
my notable tendencies to linguamania
{a futile attempt to learm several
bundred languages at once).

The above might best be classified
as a newszine, so 1'd better turn to
something more specifically sercon as
I promised earlier and look at & new
Britigh publication, Macrocosm, edited
by Rob Holdstock. Thiz is almost en—
tirely devoted to amateur fiction,
though I use the adjective with some
hesitation, since nearly all the con-
tributors have sold stories profession-
ally. I wouldn't normally read some-
thing like this, but in the interests
of unbiased reviewing I did and my ded-
ication was not without reward, for the
collection proved better than I had
eXpected.

Unlike the majority of fiction fan=-
zines, liacrocosm contains nothing that
ie so bad that itts pitiful or laugh-
able. Andrew Stephenson and Alistair
Noyle both write pastichea whieh are
predictable and somewhat clumsy sty-



listically, whilst Jack lMarsh attempts
an American setting which is too blat-
ant (and also inconsistent) and which
therefore spoils and interesting shori
story. Hob Holdstock himself con-
tributes an indulgent piece: no sin in
itself if his indulgence hadn't taken
the form of mimicking a second-rate
author's love of words in an opulent
and whimsical mess {and a2 startlingly
inappropriate ending didn't help
either). This still leaves a fine,
striaghtforwvard Roy Ketile story, writ-
ten without pretension and relying on
& fluid narrative style to highlight
the content, and a piece by Matthew
Hatch, suspiciously full of Tucker~-
isms, but 2gain successful with its
linguistic ease and straight depend-
ence on content, Two out of six isn't
too bad an average and as I said in-
itially nene of the fiction is exe=-
crable or too wretched to print. An
sf panel discussion from the 1971
Eastercon is an additional, though
rather non-descriot, item and liacro-
gogm 2 also has & letter column and

a brilliant editorial which I must
confese I enjoyed more than anything
else. The vpresentation is excellent,
an extreme rarity for a British fan-
zine, and the a2bundent artwork is
generally fair, There are few fan-
zines dealing with serious attempts

at amateur sf and most of the others
I've seen are a lot worse than Macro-
Losil.

To ¢lose this first column I think
It11 choose a fanmish fanzinec, in my
opinion the most consistently success-
ful and entertaining species of fan=-
zine yet oroduced. This one is Terry
Hughes' Motz 4, an American sroduction
which looks something like a New York
fanzine, but actually comes from Miss-
ouri. As with nost fannish zines, the
editorial and the letter column are
two strong pointsy the first is ramb-
ling and well-written, interlineations
being used to advantage. Terry seems
to have 2 tendency to over-urite, 2
common pitfall I fear, though mostly
it's channelled off into exclamation
marks and capitels and the reader can
thus become acclimnatized without nuch
trouble. The other half of ligta has
a fannish {three-subject column by
Creath Tkorne which is entirely read-
able, if not ocutstanding, and en 'Cpen
Letter to Alvin Toffler' (z2uthor of
Future Shock} by Ray lelson which
seews a 1ittle out of nlace. Jim

Turner bas some more idiot recipes and
advice for drinkers and the Luttrells
review fanzines in wbat strikes me as
a rather miserable and prejudiced way.
Tearry's layout and printing are adeq=-
uate, though-with less cartooning
than would be ideal. NMota 4, there-
fore, is an enjoyable fanzine, and one
that seems typical of the fennish
genre; the reliance on the editorial
and letter column weans that it enjoys
a stability of content that article~
oriented fznsines often lack, though
it's still building up, of course,
after only four issues.

Rext ¢ime I intend to look at an-
other three or four fanzines chosen
at random, but with an eye to mixing
countries and tyves. I am, however,
open to suggestions for this column,
though not to requests or demands
thet I review & specific fanzine,
The information given below is rather
mercenaryy most faneds will trade fan-
zines and send free coples to letter-
writers and contrilbutors (fannisk fan-—
eds prefer this and tend to discourage
subseribers).

Anteres News 1 (187p): Sezar Erkin

Ergin, Bakaniiklar, 0 Box 53, An-
kara (G-10), Turkey. Tuplicated/
10 Int'l Reply Coupons for one year.

lacrocosm 2 {48pp): Rob Holdstock, 15

Highbury Grange, London KS.
licated/15» per cony.

Mota 4 (27np}: Terry Hughes, 407
College fve, Columbia, kissouri
65201, USA. Dup./25¢ per cony.

Dup-

—— Peter Roberts

Continued from page 39

Jegesy and feztures an amazing 55
nage editorizl-cun-letter-colurm,
with lons letters from, among
athers, Joun Jrunner, zamon knight,
Stenislawv Lemy Ursula Le Guin,
David CGerrold, rraonz liottensteiner,
wilson Tueier, cnd yours truly,
us the firet of three articles

by 2ruce on the novels of Erian
Aldiss, and articles by rof.larke
Suvin and athcrs, SIC comes very
chean, considering vh: ¢ize of

some issues (averasecs 50911 Hol.l$
was 2nother monster, aver 130qn) =t
21.50 far @ surfrec mail, 24 for

wip wail.




The Frenzied
Living Thing:
Kobo Abe’s Future

Soene: the Institute for Computer Tech-
nique, in Jepan.

Dramatis versonae: Tanomogi, Wzda,
and Katsuko, uworkers in the Institute,
Tomuyasu, of the Programming Committee,
Professor Yamomote of Yamomoto Lab-
oratories; and Professor Katsumi, head
of the Institute of Computer Technique,
who tells the story. This is his lab-
oratory.

The other peovle in the laborstory
are many of EKateumi's old friends and
confreres. Perhaps they are also his
enemies. Tanomogi has assisted Prof-
essor Katsumi in developing the Inst-
itute's reoison d'etre, the vredicting
nachine. 4&s soon as Katsumi steps
inside the door, Tenomogi takes com-—
nand of the situation. 'ie've been
expeoting you," he says. Katsumi does
not bridle at this imnertinence; Tano-
nogi already knows more about thie
mycsterious situation than hatsumi does.
Why shouldn't Katsumi expect some more
impertinence?

The group has entirely taken command
of the Institute. Wada, XKatsumi's
quiet, efficient assistant, tells him
that they have gathered to soreen his
application for a visiting permit to
Yamomoto's experimental farms on the
comtinental sea floor. "The formal
designation of this gathering," saye
Tanomogl, "might be called the Admin~
istrative Committee of the Society for
the Exploitation of the Sea Floor ==
Regular Meeting of the ICT branch.™
This is the first time that Katsumi
hears of the existence of the branch.

"Who gave you permission
to use this place?"” I murmured
softly.

At once the soeaker of the
forecesting machine began to
talks: *I did."™

"Your second self, Professor,”
said Tomoyasuy looking up 2pol=-
ogetiaally at the loudsvneaker.

The meeting develovs inte a trial.
The loudsieaker of the forecasting
machine "“says" in Katsumi's voioce,
"There is danger that the Professor,
with malice aforethought, will commit
the heinous orime of infanticide."
Certainly, Katsumi already believes
that he should kill his “son" as soon as
pogsible, but he does not realise that
anybody could guess why he wanis to
visit Yamomoto's farms.

Bruce R. Gillespie
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The preceedings catch Katsumi more
and more off his guard. Enough mucking
around; the committee bas made its dec-
ision: "“You're going to have to dis.”
Tanomeogi adds comfortingly, "We intend
to exert all our efforts to save you,
sir. What we're hoping for is that now
you know the conelusion, you yourself
will find premises which might ohkange
the conolusion.”

What sort of game are they playing?
If this secret organisation wants to des-
troy Kateumi, why don't the membere
shoot him on the epot? UWhy doesn't
Tanomegi say, “"We will kill you.“? Why
does he say instead, “You're going to
have to die."? The latter statement is
s prediction about the Suture, not &
threat. The only person who can change
that future is Katsumi himself,

&5 the metbers of the Committee point
out to Katsumi, be knows nothing of his
own future, and, acting upon government
ordere, he carefully aveoids making vre=-
diotions about political events. “Let
me remind you that I'm a2 mere technician,
not a philosopher,™ he tells the assemn-
bled company. At this point the Commwit-
tee most firmly disagrees vwith him.

"You manifestly didn't even try to con-
sider the posasibility thet the future
night be at odds with the present,” says
tiada, "You see, siyr, you were & lot
more interested in the machine than con-
cerned about the future." A4nd because
Kateuni has invented & machine that can
oredict the future accurately and min-
utely, and because he sees none of the
conseguences of his invention, the mach-
ine predicts that its maker cannot take
part in the future.

* * L R L3 *

Haven't I just given away the answers
to a number of the bool's mysteries?
True, kobo Abe constructs Inter Ice ige
4 eo that sunerficially it resembles any
number of other mystery booke. At the
beginning of the boolk, Professor Hat=-
suni’s forecasting machine has just
begun to omerate. The government iells
Katsumi that he mst not make any vol-
itical orediections. They night rock the
boat. (hoscow's machine sjredicts a
completely Communist vorld by the year
20001) Tanomogi suggest to Katsumi that
they snould vredict the destiny of some
individual instead. They should nick |
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some verson at random in the street,
collect as much information as poss-
ible esbout the individual, and “exer-
cise" their new toy with the inform-
ation. Tanomogi and Katsumi find a
seemingly average man in a cafe and
follow him back to 2 block of apartment
buildings. Tanomogi follows the man up
to his room and finds him murdered.
Katsuni becomes frightened that a casual
bystander might have scen the two of
then following the ctranger; shortly
afterwvards a mysterious voice calle
Katsumi on the telephone znd tells hims:
"You'd better not go too far with us.
The police already suudect the two fell=-
ows that were shadowing that dead Roweo.*
Katsumits wife, three months pregnant,
is drugged and taken from & hospital and
glven an abortion. The man they shadow-
ed yas murdered in the flat of & pros-
titute who, among her many activities,
"bought" three-veck—ovld foetuses frowm
expectant mothers., For awhile it scenms
as if Kobo Abe hes invented more myster-
ious killers, strange machines, and sec—
ret organisations than any Ien Fleming.

Stanislaw Lem hss described the mys—
tery story as a “"mechanistic, determin-
istic" type of literature. I take this
to mean that & mystery novel unrolls
towards & prediscovered con¢lusion. A
mystery story's raison d'ctre is its
conclusiony once you have discovered
whadunit or howxhedunit, you need not
show any further interest in the story.
The mysterious gadgets of its »nlot may
lead the reader of Inter Ice ige 4 to
finish the book in a hurry —- znd then
read it a second time to find out vhat
it's reslly 211 about. The provlem of
"knoving the ending in order to know the
beginning® ic so acute that I cannot
even tall about the book witzout reveal-
ing =ome of the answers to its suverfic-
ial mysteries, for only after thc reader
knore thesge ancvers can he essess the
questions that abe raises iuring the
boolis first few chapters. The author
urites cuch lean, concise »rose that he
cen moke the meaning of any sentence
hzrmonise ith the meaning of any other
sentence elsevhere in the baook. hen I
rcad the book agein, I found that Kabo
Abe loes not perticularly vant to baffle
the reader, but he narticularly vants to
baffle Eatsuri. The rcader wust out-
fuess Katsuni in order to judge both hin
ané tho situation, but he needs to read
the book tiice in order to form his




Judgment.

®* # * ¥ ® =» &

Katsumi receives the last infuristing
phone call from the mysterious siranger
vho seems to keep permanent watch on
him., The voice can anticipate Katsumi's
every move, Often Katsumi is on the
point of guessing the identity of the
mysterious stranger, but he emn never
quite find the answer. DIyring the last
call, the stranger teases Katsumi with
an eerie Alice-in-llonderland-type ocon-
versation:

“But surely, Professor, you've
noticed how exactly my voiee re-
gembles your own. MNaybe 1t's some
accidental likenese to that of a
total stranger, you're thinking,
Professor. No, it's all right.
Your not trying to learn, your not
bending ¢vory effort to fimd out
vho I really am, and my bYeing ob-
liged to telephone you like this
now are after all two seides of the
same ooin, so to speak.”

I realised that I must take care.
That my adversary could comm&nd at
will vords worthy of a gangster
and the expressions of a govern~
ment official meant that he was
not an ordinary individual.

Again, Katsumi faces the sawe alleg-
ation that several committee members
make during different parts of the
novel -— that Katsumi hes missed a vital
part of some overriding message about
the future, becsuse he deliberately
chooses blindness. Katsuni is worried
sick about the eituation in which he
finds hinself, yet the voice dares to
berate "your not trying to learn, your
not bvenéing every effort to find out vho
I am."

Katsumi tries to bargain with the
stranger. Ilo cannot see that the voice
is trying to teach hin, not mensce him.
The stranger's cloak-and—dagger tactics
bring down his defences and at last he
surrenders to the attack:

*This is the crucial noint,”
said the voice. "I can see every-

thing.
TAnd 8077
"limy¢ You don't get it, ao you."

The threetening voice gave a deep
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gigh. “Even though I've said this
much, you still don't have any idea?
This isn't me, It's you yourself.

I am youl™

This revelation illuminates the mean-
ing of all the novel's previous chapters.
and dominates the long last scene in the
ICT oontrol centre. In chapters 29 and
30 Kobe Abe seeka to illunjinate this een—
tral mystery of the novel. The forecast-
ing machine, speaking with Katsumi's
voice, and programmed to precisely pre-
dict his every movement, conducts a “con-
versation” with his original self. "I'm
merely & prerecorded tape," says the
voioe., "Of course I wouldn't have any-
thing so fine ap perception.” The mach-
ine speaks on:

«eo"But I poessess reliability and
certainty that go beyond perception.
I know what's going on in your
thoughte long before you think them.
No matter how you may try to behave
independently, you can't take a
eingle step outside the prearranged
progran in me... My volition is
your volition. DBut you still baven't
realised it. I am only doing as you
probably would if you lmew your own
fut“re - »

Kobo Abe makes real a concept that
most novelists merely fool with, for
Ketsumi learns about himself from “him~
self", or, if we want to use such terms
{and Abe doesn't) his ego learns from his
SuUperego.

But vhy doee the predicting machine
knov Katsumi’s motives while Katsumi has
50 little self-kmovledge? The volce says,
"All Tanogomi's actions up till now have
been at my request. And my comsands are
nothing more than your commands.®™ ‘This
idea includes several assumptions, ar
c¢lues, which Abe does not describe at the
beginning of the novel. When he built
the machine, Xatszumi must have built it
so that its capabilities reflected his
ovn personality, or perhavc his possible
personality. Also the author assumes
thet a programmer can codify enough in-
formation about the human mind or behev-
iour patterns so thet the machine could
nrediet to the snlit second the actions
of any narticular nerson. .estern phil-
osophors, at least, rouli say that
"mind" and “aschine" zre cntities of
such different kinie that no maclinc
could ever duplicate huaan behaviour in
so orecise a vay.




But, you might say, Abe has already
explained that the machine is not sent-
tent, that it does not think for itself.
In that cage, I am not satisfied that
the prediocting machine would not simply
ape Katsumi's behaviour rather than ooun
ter it. Kobo Abe has dropped e few
specks of magic into his machine, I
think. However, if Abe cheate at this
point, he doesn't cheat when he delin-
eates the main philosophical confliet of
his novel. The voice from the telephone
continues 1o taunt Ketsumi. *You're
your own enemy, there's no way out of
{t. We've all exerted ap much effort as
we c¢an for you." When Katsumi reaches
his last destination, Weda admonishes
bim further, "You were a lot more inter-
ested in the machine than concerned
about the future. You're able to en—

visage the future only as a continuation
of day-in, day-out life."

The Sooiety bas learned that a global
disaster will take place within a few
years. As a result, the sea will rise,
and will ocover most of Barth's land,
including Japan. The Soclety, financed
by unnamed Japanese industirialists,
geeks to create & completely new form of
underwater civilisation (the aquans)
before the disaster strikes. At the
same time, they seek to justify their
expenditure in the most satisfactory
possible way: members of the Society
Join Katsumi's staff, Tanogomi feeds all
the relevant information into the pre-
diocting wachine, and the machine gives
then a precise picture of the vworld's
future,
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certain knowledge that the future would

When Katsumi accuses the Society of
sooial amorality on a grand scale, the
members agree, and they let the "certain
future" justify their actions. As
Katsumi realises during one brief moment
of illumination, the predicting machine
mekes the future into "some frenzied
living thing thet possessed a will inde-
pendent of the vyresent". In Inter Ice
Age 4 the Puture becomes an independent
entity. The concept of freec will loses
ite reslity. Hitler used the same argu-
ment as the Society'ss but neither Hit-
ler nor any other despot has ever had

vindicate his actions.

The final chapters of Kobo Abe's
novel provide very sombre reading. I
leave them to your verusal. However,
even during the last pages, the writer
gtill cracks ironic Jokes at the expense
of Katsumi, but although the Soclety is
factually right, the author doesn't
sympathise with their peosition either.
Time after time, Eatsumi shows his
moral stupidity. Even at the last
moment, when he “knows everything", he
makes a futile attenpt to escape the
room, Several times he admits that he
would much rather hide somewhere and
immerse himself in® the trivie of com-
puter programsing, although he has
found out the vhole strange future of
man.

The grim joke of Inter Ice Age 4 is
that Katsuni never does realise the
power of his “wet" predicting macaine,
In making the future certain, he denies
himself choice in the present moment.

* %X % K K ¥ ¥

After the reader discovers the mean—
ing of the book's ending, he mey return
to the book's begineping and marvel at
the way in vhich abe infuses every pass-
age with the desperate spirit of the
whole. BEven during the novel's first
nagsaege, Abe shows how moral ignorance
combines with intellectusl passivity in
Katsumi®s neture. "Don't throv' things
around like that," he snaps at his
agsistants. (liis “assistentc" already
know the predicting machine's full
notential, have begun to program it, and
have effectively talen over conitrol of
the centre.) Katsumi opens a page of
his seranbook. Thc nopular scientist of
a nevspaper writes, "ie stand now at &
nev turning noint in the history of



civilisation." "As far as I was con—
cerned,"” Katsumi sumbles to himself,

"the c¢ritic hadn't geen the future at
all but merely witnessed an inconseq-—
uential newsreel."
dismisses) Tancmogi as a “somewhat 1ll-
rapnered but very efficient assistant.”

Given that A&be scorns Katsumi at
times, he still makes this novel into 2
moving account of & man'’s battle with
the ipnevitable. '"ihat if the determin-
iste were ontologlcally as well as
metaphysically correct?"
to say. ™In that ocase we couldn’t sub-
merge ourselves in illusiona of free
choice. But we couldn't surrender our
wills to the people who renresented the
future. e would need to meet our in-
tolerable futures in the best vossible
vay."

Katsumi praises (and

Kobo Abe seens

However, the future will not contain
an omninotent Soclety for the Explolt-
ation of the Sea Floor which will pre-
pare for man's fate. The predicting
wachine doesn't exist, and Kobo Abe's
particular invention »robably never
will. Abe shows that we have no one to
vraotect us against the future, that
“frenzied living thing", except our own
wisdom. The world mainly contains Dr
Katsumis, who, when faced by the futurs,
will say, "The question had nothing to
do with natural phenomena or social
phenomena." Or, as the world dies or
changes beyond recognition, will we
Finally ask Katsumi's last question,
"Could man be made to assume Tespons-
ibility just by existing®™

~-— Brugce R.Gillespie

news department

edited by archie mercer

llews oonoerning the Association and
its members, members' small ads, and
the like should be sent in the first
instance to the News Tdaitor. This
denartment iz in effect the old Bull-
etin in a new shapec.
NO NEWS IS GOOD NEWS says the say-
ings The lack
of news on this occasion, hovever, is,
if not exactly "bad", c.rtizinly no
more than mediocre, being entircly

duc to the fact that the final Bullet-
in ves sent away weeks ago for dup-
licating and distribution anu as I
write is definitely overdue. So the
baok news hae been covered, and until
the mcmbers sze it they won't bother
to make any more! Hence this feeble
c¢ollection. Better next time, 1
cincerely hove.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED Peter C,Hill:
22 South Spr-
*Cther" interests:
Pre-

ing, Sidcun, Kent.
Aztronomy, mytholegy, chemistry.
ferred location of corresoondcnts:
USA and generally.
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John %W.Ellison (16): 93 Gorsedale
Rd,, Wallasey, Ches, L44 4AL. Surre-
alism, socieclogy, music.

KEMBERS WANTED By the Tolkien Soc-

iety, Britain's own
answer to lkordor. Two regular pub-
lications, The Mallorn (a serious,
but not oo serious, magazine} and
Anduril (more of a2 nevwsletter). Soo-
izl meetings for those who are with~
in range, Subsecription is £1.00,
covering four issues of The Mallorm
plus any Andurils that appear among
them. Treasurer is Archie liercer,
whose address anpears on the con-
tents page of this Vector. Ckeques
and vostal orders should be payable
to THE TOLKILN SOCIETY.

BEW AND REJOINED MEMBERS

907 Ullison, John ¥.: 93 Gorsedsle
Rd., Yallaszey, Ches, L44 4AL
1053 Gielgud, Christopher H.: 8
Rutland Park lMensions, Valm
Lene, London, NW2 48B
1246 Hill, Peter C.:; 22 South Snr—
ing, Sidcup, Kent
1247 Lawrence, Gerald G.: 55 Oakley
Drive, London, SEY 24J
961 Vilde, Peter J.: $8 Church 3TP

Road, Sheldon, Birmingham, B26/
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Edward John Carnell
1912~1972

Harry
Harrison

(The following article first appeared,
in a alightly diffcrent form, in
“Seience Fantasy" No.68, as "h.J.Car-—
nell — A Quick Look". It is reprinted
here by sermission of the author, who
has addeG a new postseript.)

If the Things from outer space landed in
Regent's Park tomorrow, there is no
doubt thzt the authorities would turn
first to bBdward John Carnell for advice
on how to handle the situation.

I firnly bdieve this to be true: he
has not been oalled the 0ld honopolist
for nothing. For ysars now he has been
cerrying on the most complicated cereer
imaginable, 2 polydactyl mastermind vho
has a finger in every science—fictional
pie. It is a lucky thing for us all
that he has been the benevolent desnot,
menzging to be impartial while at the
sane time acting as literary agent, art
agent, magazine editor, book editor,
anthologist, book club selector, pub-
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lisher's representative....ny nowers of
expression fail me, ac docg iy nemoTy.
The recult of this hos becn thet whon-
ever someone such as a publicher, movie
producer or television cirector has

made a request for science-fictional
information or aid anyuhere in the Jrit—
ich Icsles, the recuert has sooner or
later becn droppec onto the C.di.'s

desk.

It is important ito remember — if
you doutt the benevolent nart =-- that
*Ped" Carnell started life as an sf fan
and has remained true to thet dedicated
calling ever sinece. le likes sf and
this affection hae zlwvays been his prime
motivationy he bas had monopoly thrust

unon him., In the primitive days of
194G .hen “New Jorlus™ vac first found-
ed — and again in 1992 when it was re-

founded -~ there werc ne other Zritish
sf magazines nor editors nor agents vho
handled this cnecialiged material: Ted
had t9 take them on one by one for him-
zelf. Only dedication coulil have moti-
vatel him to acssume cll this resvonsib-
ility, while at the some time editing
"hew Lorlds" and "“Zeienc¢s Fantasy™,
through all the black ycars of awiicnoe
indifference into the “resent sunlisht
of acceptance. It cheers ne to see
that other oditors arc nov 2t ork on




these journals: I waps afraid that the
O.N. would explode from overrork. He
still has entirely too much to do, but
apparently that is the only way that he
can opcrate.

For one thing, he avpear to have
gained some sort of global control of
sf. For a long time he has had northern
buroove within his empire, channeling
Iritish and American sf to the nmerkctis
there, and now he hag ajpropriated
Spain, Portugal and Japan, snd ip intro-
ducing them to the glories of zcience
fiction. All of this 1s a very good
thing — remember the benevolency —-
and the only ones with cause to grumble
are shoestring forcign publishers, since
he insists alwayz on a fair price for
the authors he handles. But agenting is
not all, he s5till keeps his hand in the
creative pool as editor of "New Writings
in SFv.

The man vho carries these meny vort-—
folics is a dedicated Londoner, born in
Plunmstead in 1912 he still has his home
there. He sports a netty moustache and
o fino ruddy complexion that only years
of exposure to the rigours of the Eng—
lish climate ~= voth indoors and out ——
can produce. I have many times tucked
my lcgs under the fanily table and cone-
sumed ithe immense and satisfying teas
his wife Irene uncomplainingly produces
for all the flotsam of science fiction
that wash up on the Carnell doorstep-
Aftcr tea, and with a little prodding,
the O.KE. will shovw some of the films he
has made of historical science~fictional
gatherings and one can sip a drink and
wallow in nostalgia. The firc crackles
in the grate and forgotten faces are re-
called with enthusia=m and amusement. T
think, perhans, this ic the secret of
Ted Carnell’s succese and his ability to
nlay fair to 2ll in his many roles. He
enjoys science fiction and, since he has
made it his 1life's work, he feels con—
tent wuith every passing day.

His is an enviable nosition

When I wrote the preceding a few years
aga for “iscience Fantasy" I meant exact-
ly what T said. I still do. Ted was
all these thingc and more; a man of most
obvious honesty and honor in & field not
noted at times for eitier of those att-
ributes. That I can add now is that Ted
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wags always the beost of friends, someone
whom I shall aiss very much. He be-
friended me in 1957, vhen I c¢ame to Lon-
don for the first Yorldcom there and
stayed on to make my freclance fortune
on Britain'e hospitable shores. That
wen 8 cold vinter, you will romember,
and we ran out of pixpencesc for the
fire in our bedsittor on Camden Town
Road while food — not to mention
drink — wan in very short supply.

Ted, friond of & few months, was far
nmore concerned for my and my family's
welfare than the miserable New York
agent I had at that time. Mot only
did he have us over for the already
mentioned teas, but he commissioned
storirs froam me, cash on the barrcle
head or in advance, and found ways to
reprint some of my siories from little—
seen US magazinecs. He h-=d to 4o none
of these things; he just wanted to.
This was the beginning of a friendship
and a business relatlonship that last-—
ed down through the years.

Ted, I am going to miss yon, we are
all going to miss you.

The world is a diminished place since
wou have gonc.

—— Harry llarrison

Dan NMorgan

I first met Ted Carnell at 2 convention
held in the Royal Hotel, Joburn Flace
back in 1951. He was, as I reoall it,
Chzirman and iKaster of Ccremonies on

that occasion, and mcmories of my first
S5F Con will always be associated with

his wit, charm end enthusiasm. The most
vivid of those memories ure his welcoming
smile and handshake when I nervouely in-
troduced mycself as the neo—writer vhose
first SF story he bhad recently bought for
oublication in New Worlds.

The vay he greeted me was typical of
the Ted I was to know for the next twenty
years —= a man comdletely without false
vride, who despite his outetanding per-
sonality was capable of the self-efface-
ment which is one of tha most necessary
cuelities of a great editor. And he was



that, make npo mistake about its; the un=-
guestionably dominant force of British SF
in the fifties, who acted es guide,

friend and father confessor to most of
the writers of my generation. The list
of those whose first stories he pub-
lished must be a tremendous onej the
amount of encouragsment and advice above
and beyond the call of duty which bhe hand-
ed out wWAB enormous.

Writing is an odd sort of introverted
affair with its own specisl agonies.
Quite frequently when & writer aske, for
¢riticism what he really wants is the
kKind of praise that will ease his self-
doubts and make him believe he really is
the genius he would like to be. Ted
understood the dangers of this kind of
self-delusion. Hies praise was given only
when be considered that it was truly
merited, and never as & sop to pride. It
wag thue & rare and treasured thing, He
was honest about & writer's work, even if
be knew that sometimes such honesty would
burt -- becsuse he kmew that in the long
run his frankness would be for the good
of all concerned. For all thc ivory tow-
er legends, writing is not & job for
those vhose egos bruise easily, and in
his wisdom he knew this.

I reomember one occasion in particular
vwhen I disagreed violently with his ass-
essment of & story of mine which he had
rejected, I wrote him a long diatribe
attacking his editorial poliey, and he
replied with typical mildness and humour,
saying that meybe I wae right, and could
he print my broadside in the letter col-
umn of New Worlds? The story wes afteT—
wards published in another of the British
zines, but in retrospect I underetand
that he was right in saying that it was
not suitable for hig magazine. The key-
stone of hie policy at that time, and
indeed right through his editorship of
the "New Vritings" series, was that he
would not publish anything that he con-
sidered might oorrurt the young people
he looked upon as his averege readers,
or offend their perents. With him this
was a matter of srinciple, & princinle
adhered to in later years in the face
of attacks a great deal more vicious
than my owm.

Ted went on publishing my stories in
Hew Horlds until he left the role of
editeor for the new one of egent, when I
wag privileged to become one of his
firet clients. The relationship betveen
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a writer and his agent is a delicete
one. Very few writers are gble to re-
gard their own work vwith a sufficiently
impersonal eye ta z2pprecciate that if a
piece doesn't sell they have only them-
selves to blame, It's far casier on

the ego 1o assume that the man whose job
it is to sell the stuff isn't wvorking
hard cnough, That kind of face-saving
exsuse could never apply vhen your agent
was Ted Carnell. A book completed, I
would send it to Ted and wait gnawing
my nails down to the elbows until I
heard his assesament of its quality and
saleability. In my experience, over the
dozen or so novels he handled for me, he
was never vrong. I respected his judge-
ment, and he continued to represent ge
until he died, even though latterly he
was battling sgainst a cripoling and
painful illnees.

Just how ill he was I only realised
for the first time in September 1971,
when Georgie and I stayed with bim and
Irene for a night on our way back from
Spain. Even then it seemed impossible
that his everlastingly cheerful spirit
could ever yield, and as recently as
the beginning of this year my phone
would ring every week or so and we would
¢hat about what was nevw and plan for the
future. Now alas, that future is no
more for Ted. DBut bkis is assured of the
only immortality any buman being can
expect — he will live on in the men=-
ories of his many, many friends.

Vaya con L10S, muy buen anigo.

- Dan ..orgen

Ted Tubb

Edward John Carnell is dead and if the
achievement of & man can be measured by
the hole he lesves behind then Ted's
achievement ves great indeed. [His rec-
ord speaks for itrelf, but not all
things are 2 matter of record. There
sre other things, »ersonal noments and,
for me, they stretch almost forty years
into the past., I remember kim in the
rears before the war, the carly yesrs




vhen the Science Fi~tion Ascneiation
consisted of a few devotees of & frown—
ed—on literary melium, and Ted was
there, tall, cu3sve, kind and, above
all, lmovledgeable. U knew the science
fiction :orld probably better than any
man in the British Iclecz and became
such an integral sart of it that he was
r¢garded as being the »rime source of
infornation. 4&nd he was alwvays vith
usy a2t Conventiong, in the \Vhite lorse
and 1later the Globe, at meetings, in
his office, 2% ais home, 2lways there
end alvays readwv to help, to advise,

to guide.

So vhat <o you do vhen such & nun
rocs?  hat elce is thore to do but to
remember?

The carly daye vhen ue Were young
topether and science fiction was open~
ing into a bright new way of life in
which we wrote and sold and aegazines
flovered and there wags a eccnse of
shared interect and comvenionship.

The patherings =nd enthusinsms and
alvays Ted, the man vho knew, vho
could answer eny cuestion, who wac al-
vays good=humoured, always fooé comp=
zny. Ted vho ves the mainspring be-
hind the PFestival of Britain Convention
vhich set the nace aznd begen the series
of Conventionc 2« we know them today.
Ted ibe impecceble ..C, the toastmaster,
the choairmer vwho knew everyone ond
coul: introduce thea 2ll.

and othexr thingz, nore rercoral and
werhane, becouse of that, the wore
individually imnortant. lie wac the
editor who accernted ny first nublished
~tory anl vwho later, 2= iy agent, cold
my novels all over the vorlé. L kindly
asent who was reluetast to 22zn on bad
nevs out who weo zlweryo cuiclk to give
a neeied voost to ezse dewrcosion.  ho
vould take @ daslicsht in mivins ne good
news and vho wse 2luwtye cheerfol,
“lvaye netient.

Anc there wa¢ the viciting, the
chering of “inc, the tcliing of the
nast, of old {riends an! nutual sce-
wzintzncec, the obnerving of 2 changing
reenee  The reminicecnecs of a znen of
years (neonmdosing renerations.  and
no- he has gone. A fricnd, 2 bucinecs
angsociate, obutl cven more thin thet. A
mzr who vae 2 stzr in ny serconal cky.

As I caid ot the beginning -— the
holc he hes left i: very pgreet.

—— Tel Pubbd

Brian Aldiss

Arundel Street is one of those little
London streets that trail steenly dowm
1o the Cobankment. Derwent House 1b on
the right as you go down. It's digni-
fied but slightly seedy, smelling of
last week's disinfectant.

Nove Publications livod in the base-
mont of this maneion. Ae you hurried
dovn the street, you could leok through
the area railings and soe Ted Carnell
down there, working with hisz jacket
off, ehirt alwaye clean &nd unoresscd,
sleeves elwayo down. TYou oould elpo
cee plles of unsold liova magazines,
“liew worlde" and "Soience Fantsey™.
There were girlie calendars on the
wall, for Ted, that most respectablo
end retiring man, liked to think of
himself as 's bit of & lad'. So bhe was,
in his way.

vhen I first vent into that basement,
a8 & slender and callow youth, my inner
feelings vere that this bardly seemed
the lair for the sort of ovoetical-emo-
tional sentimental-intellectual fiction
I wisheé to write. I wee not entirely
at ease —- in those days I often wasn't.
sut Ted was his own man, and he and I
got on very well together.

tie yas never anything but kind. He
never ha¢ any facade against the world;
and as far as I could observe he was
alvays exactly the same verson o cvery-
onc he met (a trait of which, glven my
ovn cheracter, I stand in some ave ).
Un the rare oeccasions when I cauld aff-
ord to visit London, Ted would take mo
out to lunch in truly awful genteel
cafes, often subterranecan, where it
would be 'hello, Ted, dcari", and
“lielle, Zosel" between hin enc the wait-
ress, He scemed to like wy ctories —
though I 1'ished he could b¢ maore nrecise
in stating what it was he liked about
them: beryond saying thet their style wvaw
‘nice and {resh' — Lut at least he sald
that several times — he hatd no other
critioal oommnent. All the samc, ho knew
vhat he likedy and hed a oulet and un-
chakceble detcrmination to orublish it.




My first sf story was published in
"Science Fantasy", and my second; after
which, I was promoted to “"lew Worlds”.
Amnouncing the story in the nrevious
issue, Ted remarked that ™it »romised
to be the gem of the issue”, a comment
I cherished dearly, as cne should the
first word of praise in print. (The
story was "Outside", appearing in issue
31 in 1955; that I still recall without
having to look it up.}

The remarkable tale of how the Rova
magazines werc born has been told else-
where. Or it would be a remarkable
tale to these who cannot understand the
strange devoltion that sf arouses in the
manly bearts of those vho read the
stuff. The battle went on for years,
the issues appeared irregularly, and
often had awfui rubbisk in them {(as
well as some nice John Christophers and
John Wyndbams}. ihen Ted and I first
corresponded, he was just getting out
of hisg difficulties, and prouvdly ann-—
ounced a monthly schedule in 1954. To
that schedule he stuck tenaciously.

“New Worlds" never fziled to come ouf
on time == or to pay its writers re-
1iably, however little the vay wes (it
was two guineas ner thou then, and so

it remained for many a long year, where—
as the unreliable hut enthusiastic Petsr
Hamilton, publishing “Hebula" up in
Glasgow, paid five guineas ver thou;.

Ted Carnell was not a literary man,
but he had a sort of permanence about
him which caused literature to gei born.
By that I meen that he was not a shifty
character, and that his inclination was
for regular habits. ince writers are
shifty characters, and generally irreg-
ulsr, Ted was a good and stabtle man to
have around.

The contrast between his quiet way
of editorialising and the brash drum-
beeting that went on in american sf
magezines at that time ("Jim Harmon —-
a pulsating new volcaro-load of erunting
talentt") was marked, I oreferred Ted's
way intellectually, but emotionclly I
believed that it vould do a lot of
good —= to us if not to him! — if he
had stood u) and zaid, “wook at my new
authors, aldiss anéd Ballard, two pulc-
ating new valcano-loads of erunting
talenti™

Here arc some of tihc things he &id do
in his quiet way. Ilc¢ began his literary
agency, almost forced into it by press-
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ure from authors, who in those days had
no way of selling their stories, or no
other oublishers to sell them to, or no
other lit.rary agents vho knew what the
hell =f vast! To give you some idea =—

I wac lucky in that my first book was
ordinary fiction, and PFeber anoroached
me rather than viece versa; also the book
+8s5 & success, just, so that Faber were
glad to nublisn “aon-Stoo™, znd would
havc done so vhether 1 had had an agent
or not:; but 1t took Ted over a year,
maybe over twoe, to sell to paperback...
to Higit, the lowest form of life. They
vaid L£75. Yet only taree years later, 1
was editing the Penguin Science Fiction
veries, vhere we actually managed 1o ex—
tract sums of up to £500 for authors,
inoluding darry Uarrison — for his mas=-
terly "lake Room, lMake Room!™ and Ball-
ard and Budrys. 350 rapidly did things
change.

Jith other fans 1like Les Flood and
Ken Chav»men, Ted launched the Internat-
ional Fantasy Award, vhich was born be-
fore dhe hugos. The Award went to
"rarth Abides" and, a little later, to
Tolkien's "Lord of the Rings"; pretty
eminent choices. I'm still pleased to
think that "tarth Abides" was singled
out.

The Science Piction Book Club called
on Ted's services at an early stage.
Somehor oxr other, he smuggled all my
carly books into it. He also helped in
the organisation of the Horld Conven-
tion in London in 1957 — its near-
disastrous first venture away froa the
States, insnired by that fine Anglo-
phile expatrizte, Jave Kyle. It wes
okay for Dave — he managed to nake the
ocecacsion a honeymoon as well, but Ted
Carnell almost had 2 breakdowm with all
the etress snd strain behind the
SCenese.

Seiencefictioneers —= to use an old
torm == arce orone to srandiose dreaas,
insoired by reading too much van Vogt
and aslinov, no doubt. Ted could have
built lLincelf an emnire, cnmeshing all
the British «writcrs in his agenting and
vublishing net, and building up outer
bactions with the excellcnt overseas
cysteme he grodually acouired. He could
have noved froi Pluastead and conducted
ths vhole business {rom the South of
Prance. 3ut he stayed vhere he wac,
never nourishing any territorial amb-
itions, beyond vorking in order that =f



should not vanish from the face of the
Earth!

When Maclean's closed down the Nova
magazines and they were bought by Roberts
and Vintner at the last moment, Ted app-
ointed Bonfiglioli and lKike Moorocock as
his successors and storted his “"New

. Viritings in SP*', vwhere he quietly did
in paperback form exactly what ho had
been doing in wagazine form. Whereas
Nova magazines had begun, in their last
monthe of Ted'a reign, to show lower
and lower preturns, “"NWSF* do better and
batter with sach number. Ted's modest

NEWS (cont. from p.29)

1110 Bertin, Eddy C.: Residentie
Wuri)le, Dr. van Booxstaele- '
straat, 80-B.9002, Ledeberg,
Belgium

CHANGE OF ADDRESS

1070 Horrell, Mike: now 1 Piccadilly
Square, Caerphilly, Glam, CF8
1PB, S.Yales

1082 Horsman, P.Z.: now dol. Sld.
Horsman, P.E., 3tst Cie TRIS,
NAPC 5700, Utrecht-Veldpost,
Holland

1239 Edwards, leloolm: add HAl 1RF

ST ATISTICS
STATISTICS

Members with inland addresses

(including BF?C) 223
Members with overseas addresses 22
Total 245

Foundation _ .. __.

Everyone seens to have boon ox-

sceting the SF Foundation's mega-

zine Foundation for an awful long

time now, so it came as z bit of

a surnrise to actuwally age it,

although there had been & number

of rumours to the effect that it

had apveared but the Foundation i5

recipe was a suocess at last.

In a nutshell, Ted's puccescs story
wvas thias that, through a lifetime of
devotion ta sf, he made it & success
story for a number of other people ap
well. He prepared the ground, he pro-
vided a stable environment in which we
writcre could do our stuff, He was
entirely honest, entirely without envy,
entirely niocey I like to believe that
gome of his virtues have rubbed off
onto British fandom, and onto us.

= Brian ¥.Aldiss
people hadn't been able to get

copies from the publisher. All
completely untrue, no doubt; but

"here it is, and a handsome prod-

uction too, though scarcely cheap
at 50p. The mein content, sur-—
prisingly for & journal vhose
statement of intent specifieslly
says how sholarly it is, consists
of revrints from various fanzines,
rlus pseudonymous stories by
George Hay. Thore's & slightly
different verzion of the Pamela
Pulmer article from Vector 59,
with Famela thinly disguised as
Kathryn Buokley. Then there's

& Larry Niven article from the
last Speculation and a rathor
mediccre John Bosrdman piece
from Science Fietion Review.

Stir in an interesting piece of
John Brunner's sutobiography,
vhich says little one hasn't

read before but does have the
virtue of saying it sll in one
piece, and yet another long re-
view of Solaris, and a couple of
other pieces and you have am odd
hybrid, hzlf academic journal

and half fanzine. Charles Barren
and co clearly take this project
very seriously, and good luck to
them; but I can’t heip thinking
that only in an sf scholarly
publication could you come across
srords like *tafficianados?'! and
'antecedants'.

( Foundation i1, from The Science
Fiction Poundation, lorth Sast
London Polytechnic, Barking Pre-
cinet, Longbridge Road, Dagenham,
Lszex RM8 243.)



The Mail
Response

Dan Morgan

Almeria

Dear rialeolm,

Bven at the risk of creating a
precedent I feel myself iampelled to
write a L.0.C, about the last issue
of Vector.

Pam Bulmer is beautiful, and I
love her very dearly. Ken Harker
is not beautiful, but I happen to
haeve met him a number of times at
the Writers' Summer School and found
him to be & pleasant and undoubtedly
sincere verson vwho takes his SF
writing seriously.

I bave never read any of Ken
Harker's books (he has writien sev-
eral), but then — with a few not-
able excentions — I am not an afic-
ionado of British SF. This may be
unpatricotic of mey but my tastes
were formed early, in the days when
there was no British SF to speak of,
and I have found no convincing
reason to change them, pseudo-iiells
and camp Edwardian jollity notuith-
standing. The Flowers of February
may indeed be as bad as Pam makes
it sound - although it should be
borne in mind that quotations out
of context and plot summaries inter-
spersed with hostile comment are
hardly the best wey of forming an

LETTERS FROM READERS

BESjm CONTRIBS _
FOR t1y glom zivelll )

4/




orinion on a work of fiction.

A great dezl of labour and ded-
ication is required in the writing
of even a bad novel == much more
worTk than is involved in demolioh-
ing one in a critical ecsay. I
question very seriously Pam's ideap
about the wvurpeses of critloism, in
particular her suggestion thaot orit-
icism is of some help to tho writer.
In the case of Ken Harker I oan only
hope that he isn't B membor of the
BSFA and that he dvesa't evor reed
Vector 59. Should he do 30 he may
very well be so bedly discouraged
that he will find himsclf unable
to summon the eelf-confidence needed
to wxrite at all for some time after—
wards, Pam might reply that this
itould be 2 good thing, but I'm afraid
I don't see it that way.

Criticiem is a sterile occupation.
light I suggest that Panm would be
better employed in the production of
her own novel —= vhiech would no doubt
orovide & yardetick of excellence
against which we would be able to
mneasure all future work in the field.

++ Do I detect a note of sarcasm?
Obviously you find criticism of
your work ro hzlp to you, but 1
don't believe cvery writer tould
shzre that opinion {see, to auote

a relevant examole, Samuel Dglany's

letter in Spceulation concerning
famela Bulmer's review of liova).
However, even if criticism is no
nositive help, surely accurate

critieism should not harm 2 writer?

I ean't comment in the sqecific
instance of The Flowers of Feb-
Tuary, not having read the book —-
porhaps Pam would lilze to renly
to your woints in a2 future Vector.
But I ould pugrest that if a
writer is that bully upszt by
accurztz erliticicm, then vhat you
term self-confldencz is actually
gel f-irlusgion, uvhich is no good
to anyonc. ++

Bruce Gillespie
Melbourne

Loar Maloolm,

Yootor 59, a magazine which looks
nearly as bad as SF Commentary, reads
nearly as well, Good stuff. Franz's
article makes an interesting comple-
ment to his Stanislaw Lem: A Profile,
in Lune Monthly 31. However both
articles raise certain real problens
vhich I'm not sure Franz has consid-
ered completelys

{i} Franz has made a conaistent
effort since 1965 (or even earlier;
i remember his review of The Invin-
cible in Australian 3F Review 19,

April 1969; the review was written
some time before that issue appeared)
to promote the works and reputation
of Stanislaw Lem. His moatives seem
fairly obvious ta me: having become
commletely disillusioned with the
thud-and-blunder sf that he loved in
his cnildhoeod and teens, Franz looked
around for am author who fulfilled
the potential that he saw in the
field. Hes found this author in Stan—
islav Lem, vwhose works were mainly
unknown in the West. After writing
to Len, at some time or another
Franz offered to become Lem's agent,
and in the last few years Franz has
turned that notentially wvestigial

job into what seems liko a whirl-
wind of activity. lhat's more, it
looks as if Lem might even achieve
some or 2ll of the success that he
has achieved in Eastern Burone.

{ii) when one considers Lem's
views about present Western sf
(views as set out in magazines like
SF Commentary 2nd . SFA Journal, in
the Lnglish-speocking world; and in
all the literary journzls in Europe)
and Lem's aosnroach to sf uriting,
as revezled in Solaris aad in
Franz's articles, it appears that
Lem hazn't a hope in Hades of win-
ning any readers from among orescnt
af realers. Fan reactions to
solaric tend to bear this out.

++ Lot all reactions thowgh, Druce,
and not all fans. ++) Therefore vhy
coes Franz bothsr to sromote Lem'z
vork in »resent Western of circles:



Welly, I haven't a c¢clue. Loubtless
Franz was greatly encouraged by the
kind of discussion of sf taat he
found in Auctrzlian Seience Fiction
Beview, later in John Foyster's
Exnloding Madonna, and (I hope)

later still in 3F Commentary.

However =~ and this is what I really
meant to say =-- the resnonse to Lem's
work and criticism from readers of
SFC, although tumultiuous, should not
give Franz any illusicn thet Lem is
going to vin asoceptance among readers
of genre sf, 1 like vnublishing Lea's
stuff, but I get the idea that Franz
should never have worried about the
fanzines, or the sf magazines, or

the sf pudblishers. He should have
trumpeied about Lem in The Listener,
Times Literary Bupplement, in the
"little magazines", in The New York
Review of Books: in rea2l magazines
which are worried about real liter—
ary problems. If the si vorld ever
takes kindly to Lem, I'll count it

as one more triumph for Franz
Rottensteiner; if it doesn't, I don't
think Franz should be very surprised
or disaopointed. On the other hand,
if the literary world of New York
ignores lem, then I would have to
blame Franz for not vlugging Lem in
the right places.

(ii1) I should remind Franz again
that so far he has precious little
of Lem to promote: one novel, five
short stories (does the one in
VYector count as a sixth?) and the
fanzine.,articles, about siz or scvea
of which bave appeared in SFC, twe or
three more in WSFA Journal, another
one in a recent Moebius Trip, and an
interview with lLem in the most recent
Seythrop. I think Franz could have
restrained himself from whetting our
appetites for Lem's novels until more
of them were translated, printed,
and aotuelly in our hot little hande.
I want to go out and buy The Invinci-
ble, and Nemoirs Found in a2 Bathiub,
and The Cyberiad, and all those other
marvellously evocative names. Now I
know from georresocondence with Franz
just why he cannot ooen this treasure
casket in a short time, but most of
the readers of our magezines don't
know that. I hone that they haven't
all forgotten Lem by the time these
books enpear. W.ouins soncthing
about Franz, I don't ¢ otaat's

likely to happen,

(++ I look foruard with very
slightly mix:d feclingz to the forth-
coming Lem ex~wlosion. I can't heln
vondering sometimes: what if they're
no good? Juiging by Solaris, there
should be nothing to iorry about; but
there nust always be a considerable
unccertainty about twige-translated
novels. I know somebody who has
read the transletion of The Invinci=-
ble, and he said it was dreadful.

The wori is being donc, I understand,
by Vendayne Ackerman, whose chief
claim to fame is as the translator
of Perry Rhodan., I may be doing the
lady & great injustice, but I'm
filled with foreboding, ++)

Everything else in Vegtor is very
interesting. Pamela Bulmer's SF
Criticism in Tiricory and Practice is
of course well worth »rinting, but I
can't help fesling that she's missed
the »oint of ecriticism, for all the
very sensible and helpful remerks
she makes about it. I don't think
thet she says anywhere in the article
that most of the problems of criti-
¢ism in the sf field exist because
nost sf is lousy by any standards
(and especially by the standards that
sf readers raise vhen they talk in
abgtract terms about the field) and
that mest fans and sf readers prefer
one of the varieties of the lousy st
to any of the few brands of the good
stuff. Thercfore, in John Foyster's
erchetyval example, the sf critic
often dges have to explain to his
fanzine readers (or orozine readers;
it makes little difference) just vhy
Yan Vogt is not a better writer than
Tolstoy.

Roger Waddington
Malton

Dear Malcolm,

I was zctually pleased to see
(Vector's) reaspearance in duplicat—
ed form...ilt probably means more
voTk for some groun of fen, but I
saw the dunered Vector as having




nore warmth in it, something to
show that i1 had been prapared with
loving toil and swea$ hy intersmted
parties, rather than Juut mnotlicr
Job for the lithopresa that the
orinted Vector seomed. It 1'm
veiting to see the nazt Veator with
interest and hope that {t oan pettle
down to some sntandard Pormaty !
think that'as half? the bhattlel

++ Well, yen, if only (from my
point of view) because 4 bi=
monthly mngazine necedc neme ooro
on whioh it oan roly. This lsauo
in an exneriment for me, being
printed rathor than duplioated,
and the way 1t turns out may
dotormine vhat format Vector
will adopt in future. My fond
belief that typing copy for
vasting-up would be less oner-
ous than typing stencils hasg
already been shattered — this
issue hes taken ouch longer to
complete than I expected., ++

The other half being content, of
course; vhich was why I found the
Dick Howett piece especially wel=-
come, not so much for its writing,
but for the fact that he sould find
a home in Vector at all. The latter
isgues seem to have boen determined
to make it & leernecd sercon Journal
veollow, I'd say most of the people
who join the B3FA do it more to find
out about sf rether than any oontaoip
they may meke in the fandoem thoy fin-
ally reach, but gouldn'’t their load
be lightenad?,...There’o maybe a place
for feanishness az well. Which ip
vhy you needn't apologiee for tha
Dick Howett pleoce, but proolsim it ac
& much neoded stop forvmrd in tho
concept of Vootorl

++ I waon't apologlolng for
Liek's pleoc = 1t wem, after
all, my own favourlte in tho
last ipsue == but wondering
about how it did fit in with
the way people esaw Veotor.
I only reocived very few lot-—
ters, but the reactions wore
strongly favourable, whioh
has encoureged me in 2 policy
vhich I'd already deoided on,
namely to widen the range of
material in Vector. Recent
issues of Vector never seem
to have been very interesting,
however worthy, and this must
curely be a major reason why

the BiFA, whilo attraoting o
steady flow of new momberw,
seomn 0 havo an equally stoady
outflow. I don't olaim to be
able to alter the wituation
single-handed, but if I oan
meko Vootor into a mogazine
poople look forward to reading,
inutead of just looking through
boogune 1t arrivea every now and
then, it must be a step in the
right direotion. ++

S50 much for evangelism. This is

a very short letter column, largely
because of the dearth of letters
received, My thanks to the three
people whose letters are printed,
and Yo David Lewis, Terry Jeeves,
John Piggott, Audrey Walton, and
Andrew Stephenson, all of whom
commented at greater or lesser
length. EHowever, I think it

should be obvicus that eight
letters from & membership of

more than 200 (seven, rather, as
Bruce Gillespie isn't a member)

is not a great number. I']11l con-
tent myself with pointing out that
a magezine like this depends heavily
on feedback from its readers; and if
it doesn*t get it, then it is not
particularly likely to improve.

Room for a mention of two items which
you can obtain from me., The first is
Loous, a bi-weskly newszine edited by
Charlie and Dona Brown, late of New
York tut currently, as far as I know,
of no fixed abode, being in transit
to tho Weat Coazt. Locus won the
1671 Hugo for best fanzine, and must
bo favourito again this year. It
oontains comorehensive coverage of
all sf nevs, announoecments of forth-
oowming books, comventions, book and
fanzine reviews, market reporis for
uritors and anything else relevant.
Comoe airmail ané is sent first-oclass,
0o it's current vhen you get it.
£1.50 for 103 £3.50 for 26.

The second item is SF Commentary,
algo on the final ballot for the
llugo this year, and the only con-
tender from outside North America.
Its editor is Bruce Gilleavie,
Vector's Australian agent, whose
article on Kobo Abe avpears in this
issue., Lcotest SEC to hand, number
26, runs to 118 (res, 118) lergoe

Continued on page 24
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