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LEAD-~IN

The life of a famous publisher in Harrow is, as you might expect,
filled with exoitement. One of the most regular thrills is the
arrival, via the frisndly neighbourhood prostman, of unexpected copies
of books, despatohed by generous publishers. Thus it ip that I Find
myself sitiing here contemplating & pile (well, hardly a pile — more
a small heap) of paperbacks from Tandem Books. Now, I do bave an
arrangement with Tandem Books whereby they send me {when they remem-
ber, which isn't often) their catalogues, and I write to them if
there is any title I wish to review. Since theix most regular sf
author is John Normen whose Gor series, although it is ne doubt
fascinating and excellent and not at ali an attenpt to outdo Ragar
Rice Burroughs in both prolificity and tedium, is not really to my
taste, suck requests are rare. n this instance, this procedure was
bypassed, suggesting that the publishers fee) that these four books
are of exceptional interest and value (I'm not suggesting that sending

copies to me is the key element of a massive publicity drive, but it
way be symptomatic).

Pause for identification. Por those who can oontain thenselves
no longer, the four titles, each at the popular prige of 35p, ares
Flying Ssucers Through The Ages, by Paul Thomas; The Flying Saucer
Story, by Bransley Le Poer Trench; Flying Saucers Frop Outer Space.

by Donald E. Keyhoe; and The Warminster Mystory, by Arthur
Shuttlewood. So now you kmow,

My own attitude to UFOlogy 1s, perhaps, & little ambiguous,
As en open-aminded observer, I do not exclude the poseibility that
Earth may have been visited by members of extra-terrestrial civili-
sations; I even accept that they oould be Up There Now, watching
Over us in a benevolent, or alternatively menacing, fashion. In
Tact, Just to guard against the latter possibility I'm writing this
away from the window so that they can't spy on me with their clever
extra-terrestrial telescopea. On the other hand I don't really
believe this: I'm more prepared to lend oredence to the existence of
salngw Like mea perpents, or the Lock Ness monster (although, regret-
fully, I have to admit that I no longer believe that therels a
tamily of plesiosaurs sunning themselves off Castle Urguhsrt when
hobody's watching). My real diffioulty arises because although I
“&0 accepl Lhw possibility of UFO's I nevertheless believe that any-
one wha claims to have actually Seen one is either mistaken or a
Mt. This pay sound unfaly — ant it probably is -- but whenever I
turn to s fMying seucer book I find oy belief reinforced by their
apparently universsl tondenocy never to be content with just one or
iwo Lnetsnces. Fither the meddling aliens have been dropping in on
Earth throughoul recorded history (excluding, as it happens, the
bresent), oausing religions, building spaceships, glving people rides
in shelr spaceships, leaving behind mysterious artifacts, and gener-
ally kaving a J0lly good time; ox they are out there now, not Just
in onen or twos, but in bloody great fleets., In this latter case,
Teasgon suggesis %o me that Af they were there they would either drop
in and say hells or keep well out of deteotion range; what they
¥ouldn'i do (and please correct me if I'm wrong} is spend their
evenings swooping around buzzing inoffensive Wiltshire towyms. (Un-

——3m
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less —— and here's a thought -- flying saucers are the interatellar
equivalent of Harley-Davidsons, and their pilots the galactic
Hell's Angels, out on & rumble over the Solar System....)

So. The firet of these books -- Flying Saucers Through
-=- ajopts the hictorloal approach. Is there more te the bihlical
tales of pillars of cloud and pillars of fire than ancient legends?
Are ibe cherubim of the 0ld Testement more thaen merely creatures
of fable? The most notable examples of this sub-genre are, of
course, the three books by Erioh von Danikens Cheriots of the
and its seguels. The first of thems, you may romember, wag serial-
ised in one of the Sundey newspapers (I'm not about to boopt ita
circulation and wreck ite rivals with & plug hersa) as "Wap God An
Astronaut? -~ a guestion which immediately gave rise to & whole
host of intriguing aliernatives. Wam God, perhaps, a Pum Driver?
A Chartered Surveyor? A Deptist?

(Daniken, an smiable and reasonable sounding wan somswhat resan—
bling Beb Shaw, resently gave & couple of lectures over here. [ saw
bhin suffering the ultimate ignominy of being interviawsd by Jimmy
Savile on his thankfully short-lived c¢hat eshow, Uavile ctarted by
asking & question: Now, Mr Von Daniken, you balievse, don's you,
that thie Earth wes actuslly visited by like people from athar
worlds in the past, eh? Daniken would then give a fairly leng,
quite interesting anawer, involving perhaps & few slides, When he
finished, Savile's keen mind seized immediately on btha impllostionss
YTes now, Mr D., so what you're saying, ien't ity 1m that like Lheus
people from like, other worlds visited this world, Karth, moas tims
way back in the past, before any of us was born, in that what you're
trying to tell ws? If Daniken sighed 1t wasn't spparanta he launohed
on another explanation. At the end, Savile clloked (or pommibly
clunked) back into top gear: Yes, Erioh, but I moan ure you Vrylog to
say that hundreda of years ago, there wam thene psople from other
planets from thie one.... 4And eo it went. I almout finished g
believing the unfortunate Mr Von Daniken out of sympathy.)

There are undeniably certain cdditfss from this plenet's [Rant
which one might (I suppose) ohocae ta explain in terms of sxtra-
terrestrial visitors., Unfortunately writors on the subjeat alwaya
wreck any case they may have by making severy primitive painting
with a stylised head represent an alien visitor, eany account of
the visit from above of a god symbolio of a spaceship desoending.
Mr Thomes iz ne exception, giving a detailed speceship-by-cpaseship
aocount of the Old Testmment. Wy own favourite is Chapter Five,
with ites intriguing title 'Elijah, Pioncer of Petrol'.

The other three titles deal with happenings nearer the present
day. The book by Le Poer Trenmch is a general survey; the others are
'le and the Flying Ssucers'! aeccounts. They share a common wonderment
that there can still be people who do mot belisve what is 80
obviously true. How can people be so blind? Le Poer Trench marshells {

2 wealth of documentary evidence, incluling eight pages of photegraphs.
Photos ere the mein thing which destroy any vestige of belief I havo
in these things, and this set is no exception., A caption spesks of
‘this amazing photograph', when 21l I see are¢ some white blipa on a
dark background that look more like the evidence of faulty emulsion
than anything else. Others, taken in daylight, ehow diso~ahapad
objects in verying degrees of lousy focus (it looks that muoh botter
ulien you ean't distinguish all the details) which reaemole nothing

so much as decorated frisbees. The caver of this book, ineidentally,

continued on p.43



BRIAN M STABLEFORD

the robot in
science fiction

deus ex machina: science fiction
and technology ~ part one

"Phey stood agein outside the building, three little metgl men.
Out yonder in the wesl the sun was dipping below the horzz?n. A
soft dusk was coming dovn, hiding the barren world, and still the
lonsly wind wag stirring in the shadows.

"Eight saw the statue lying on the ground and vague thoughts
stirred within his mind. ’'They may have eaten grass,' he said.
'Thoy may have eaten the flesh of other animals; they may have
been weaklingss they may have risen out of slime, but somehow I
think there was somsthing fine about them. For they dreamed, and
even if they died --!

"The robot bent over. Tiny, ageleass, atom-fed motors within
him surged with an endless power. The reobot lifted the dream of
an age-dead m2an and set the statue back on its feet.

"The three returned to their ship, and it 1lifted, following
its path out to the stars. The proud, blind eysa of & forgotien
statue seemed to follow it." (1}

So ends the sad story of the "Robots Return", written by Robert
Moore Williams in 1938. They have discovered that their own kind wag
created by Man, and that Man is now dead. The robot herces of the
story, named eimply Seven, Eight and Nine, maintain a wvaliant dignity
in the face of the apparent futility of their guest. Their faces are
metal masks, but Nine "sighs softly", the glean in Eight's eye holds
& touch of awe, and Seven gasps in surprise when he finds the statue
which he mistekes — at first — for a robot. When they discover the
truth the first thing they feel is wonder and then disgust. But the

disguet rapidly gives way to the sentiments expressed at the end of
the story.

There are iwo threads of thought inherent in the theme of this
story:

{2) The robot and the man are intrinsically different.
(v) It doesn't matter.

Exactly the same points emerge from Lester del Rey's “"Helen ¢'Loy®,
published later thet same year. Here, the point of view is reversed —
the protagonist is human —— but the same assumptions hold true.

Helen O'Loy is & besutiful robot — “a 4peam in spun plastics and
metals, something that Keats wmight have seen dimly when he wrote his
sonnet." (2) Her owmer falls 4n love with her, bhut cannot admit it
to himself wuntil his friend announces his intention of redeeming the
tense zituation by replacing the robot's mind, The man marries the
robot. The man grows older, and the Tobot puts lines in her face and

G —
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turns her hair grey. When he dies, che exvresses a wish to be burnt

out by acid end buried with him. Again, the distinetion between man

and robot is basic — it goes without saying., The point of the story
is to supplement that assumption with the statement thet the differ—

ences don't matter.

At first glance, this seems a strange role for the robot to adopt
in science fiction. 4 robot is an anthropomorphous machine. TPhere ie
no reason why it should, ipso facto, be an anthropopathic machine.
Indeed, if science fiction is to be thought of as & product of a
literary tradition, there is every reason to expect that the robot
would be used in quite a different way. Like virtually all of science
fiction's vocabulary of symbols, the robot was inherited from earlier
literature. The word itself originated in Karel fapek's play R.U.R.,
but Capek's robots were simply artificial men, not mechanical arti-
facts, and science fiotion referred to such orsations as androids.
The most notable robot (in the science fiction sense) before Gernsback
was probably the chees-playing automaton in Ambroese Blerce's "Moxon's
Magter”,

Tracing the symbol to its absolute origin iu, however, not impor-
tant. The important thing ias that the rohot was introduced into
literature, and wae uesd in literature, aa part of tho Frankenstein
tradition. The ereation of an artifioisl man, no mattsr what his
conetituent parts might be mede of, was & blaaphamy, and the purpoce
of the story could only be to illustrate the ooneequonocea of much
blasphemy. The robot outside scionce fiotion was a figure of horrox.
Whence, then, came the soienoce fictional robot?

The early days of sf featured & number of storine aarrying titles
like "The Robot Aliens™, "The Robot Tarror", “The Robot Peril”™ and
“Dhe Robot Beasts". But these robota were hardly ever anthrapomorphous,
and in at least one case ("The Robot Aliens* by Eando Binder) the
terror was pursly in the minde of the people and the robots ware, in
fact, peacefully inclined. Onoe the Campbsll era arrived, the robot
menace was virtually extinot.

Binder emphasised his renunciation of the Frankenstein traditlon
in "I, Robot" in 1939, in which Adam Link — a ohildlike and amiuble
robot who wouldn't hurt a fly — relates the atory of bie involvemont
with the Frankenstein tradition. His oreator is killed in an acoident
and he is bunted down by & mob. Happily, he is saved, his inncosnoe
established, and he merches triumphantly on into & serles of asquels.
Once again, the message of the story ls that Adam Link's differences
are gquite irrelevant — he takes his ¢reator's name, and hiz oreator
speaks quite confidently of establishing the robot as an American

citizen.

"Ruet", by Joseph E. Kelleam {1939) demonstrated that it wes
entirely possible to write B sympathetic story about robots without
any reference to Man et 811 — here the point of the gtory is the
tragic failure of the robots to survive after the extinction of

humankind.

nFapewell to the Master” by Herry Bates (1940} used the nev pers-
pective with respect to the Toboet to put = new slant on an old theme.
in alien and & robot visit Easrth. Attempts '!:o conmunicats meet with
little success. At the end of the story it is revesled thet the
attempts were wrongly directel, because the Tobot is the master and
the humanoid the flesb-and-bleed instrument. It is moat interssting
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to note that the purpose of this revelation is pnot to horrify -- vhich
zould only bave been the intention hal the story been a part of any
other nilieu =— but mersly to offer an example of the dangers of
waking assumptions based on one's owm situation. Alreaiy, in 1940,
Bates is working within an intcllectusl climete in which the role of
the robot iz established within a set of precepts for whieh there is
virtually no literary »recedent. It is nonsense to suggest that
"Parewell to the Kaster" worked as & story purcly an simply because
the handful of stories which I have already mentioned prepared its
ground. Obviously, "Farewell to the Haster" was written in accordance
with 2 way of thinking which had far more to support it than a few
short stories. It points inevitably to the conclusion that the robot
had stepped right out of the Frankenstein tradiition into a wholly new
ethos, The symbolic function of the robot had changed,

"Jay Seore® (1941) by Iric Frank Russell was another story which
was built around its final revelation, and it is perhaps this story
more than any other which relied wholly upon a new set of assumptions
regariing the role of the rcbot. The story is a simple account of an
act of heroism by Jay Score abeard a spaceship, and would be a mere
anecdote but for the fact that the information that Jay Score (J20)
is & Tobot is withheld until the punchline. The punchline could
hardly work if it were not assumed that there is an absolute and
basis difference between a man and an anthropomorphous machine, but
the whole purpose of the events which take place is to render that
difference immaterial.

From these ptories there is a definite image of man's relation-
ship with machines which can be distilled., It is an imsge which
involves no conceptual conflict —= there is no hint of the robot's
asctually being 2 man, or of & man's actually being & machine — but
it is an image which stresses more than anything else the harmony of
the relationship. In these =stories the machine is seen &s an
extension of man's ability to deal with his environment. This atti-
tude to the machine derives in no way from previous literary employ-
ment of the robot as a symbol, nor 4id it long remain the prevalent
attitude within science fiction, The role of the robot in science
fiction has, in fact, undergone a considerable evolution which involves
five distinct phases., Undoubtedly, many crities will want to find in
such an evolutionary account a testimony to the influence of certain
stories and to the "maturation" of science fiction as a literature.
This viewpoint seeks to confer upon the ideas which are employed in
seilence fiction some kind of "life" accordiing to an organic or
spiritual 2nalogy similar to the Toymbecan or Spenglerian accounts of
bhistory. 3efore giving my account of tne evolution of sf's use of
the robot as a symbol, I should like to point out that any attempt
to consider the account in the light of a purely ideative heredity is

euite incompetunt to explain the original usage of the symbol that I
have already detailed.

I would like to suggest now that the changing attitude of scicncs
fietion to the anthropomorshous machine is wvoth syrotomatic ant symbol-
ie 9f attitudes founi ir society to the increasing mechanization of
soclety, This suggestion will, of course, be developed further in the
course of this essay.

%* * ?”» * 4 & ° *

The view of the robot 2o an uxiension of man was retionalices by

Izaac :eimov in the carliest of his famous robot storics. Acimov
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introduced the Three Laws of Robotics, which were spocifiocaticns for
the design of robot minds. They comprise & hierarchical system of
ethios.

They are:

1 —= A robot m2y not injure 2 humzn being, or, through inaction,
allow a human being to come to harm,

2 =— A robot must obey the oriers given it by buman bzings except
where such oriers would conflict with the First Law.

3 —= A robot must protect its own exXistence as long as such pro-
tection does not conflict with the First or Second Law. (3)

Asimov bas stated that his Laws were simply safety devices, and
that his stories were a Tebellion against the Frankenstein tradition
(bis stories make occasional refersnce to the 'Frankenstein ¢omplex',
sufferers from which hasi the strange delusion that robots were danger-
oue).

He said: "I begen, in 1940, te write robot stories of my own —
but robol stories of 2 new variety. Naver, never, was one of my
robots to turn stupiily on his creator for no purpose btut to demon-
strate, for one more time, the crime and punishment of Faust." (4)

This statement glosses over the fact that Asimov was a oontributor
to, not the inventor of, a new variety of rohot stery. Hie laws of
robotics merely formalised the attitude slready implicit in Helen
0'Loy, Jay Score, etc. No one oould seriously have guestioned the
moral values of Adam Link. His behaviour weu exemplary. The sthical
robot had zlready arrived in soience fiotlon well befare Asimoyv
published "Strange Playfellow" (better known as "Robvie", firet story
in the ocollection I, Robot,) A1l that Apimov'a laws of robotics did
for the robot in sf was to deny him any choice whloh he might have had
in the matter of deciding ethical prioritles., The laws of robotios
rationalised the fundamentsl difference between man and maohine which
was assumed in ell the stories so far oitod, end which wamp, in faot,
necessary to them, A% the same time, they eotablirhed the robot as =a
thoroughly ueeful cheracter, worthy of replacing the dog as man's
proverbial best friend, At thie ntage of devolopment, in feot, the
robot's role had a lot in common with that of the dog in the sentimental
story of canine heroiem vwhich is one of the ataples of pulp fiotion.
Like the dog, the sarly robot was a little siwmple-ninded, linited in

scope ani in communicative ability, but bis loyalty and devotion weras
unquestionable.

Asimov's "Victory Unintentional® {1942) is & perfect example of
the robot's role as an extension of man's abilities. Three robots
visit Jupiter on an exploratory micsion. The Jovians — previously
implacable hostile to the human race, wita whom they have been commun-—
icating by radio -- lose their aggressive attitude entirely when they
find that the robots are unimpressed by ray guns, are immune to
poisons and drowning, have no need of nicroscopes, and 40 not need to
breethe. They 4o not, of coursc, reslise that the robots are machines

== they beliove that they are the neople with whom they have been
communicating,

] This story makes use of tac funiamentel 4ifference between man
gnu‘robot in much the same way that "Jay zcore" did, only this time
it is the Jovizns, not the rea.crs, vho »ro being deludod.

"Reason', in vwhich 2 rooot “ecides that logio pointe uncguiveeally
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to the fact that robots and men were independently created, stressed
the other part of the attitude of the time ~ that the difference be-
tween man and machine did not matter. GQT-1 continues to serve his
purpose despite the substitution on an entirely new rationale of the
situvation.

"Liarl", whick followed "Rezson" in Astounding in 1941, and "Run-
around" {1%42) explored the problems of Tobot insanity. So d4id "Dead-
lock", by Lewis Padgett (Henry Kuttner), These were the transitional
stories whioch heralded the first significant change in attitude to the
rebot. Though the three laws were still very much in evidence in the
Asimov stories, their literary function was no longer to ensure safety
-=- it was to provide & framework for an investigation into robot
peychology. The change in emphasis from a pragmatic point of view to
a preoccupation with what the robot might be thinking and why, preceded
8 period when the robot was no longer viewed simply as an extension of
man. In the mid-forties there was a distinct trend towards identifying
wan with his anthropomorphous machines and vice verse. Not only was
the difference between man and robot of no importance, it was very
difficult to pin dowm, "Liari", for instance, was about a robot who
tola lles —~ not only in spite of, but in accordance with his built-in
ethics. In "Runaround" & truant robot is recovered by means of a
desperate appeal to that same built-in better nature.,

In "Robot AL-76 Goes Astray" the personification of the robot
goes somewhat further than in these two stories. The rabot here
takes on the role of the absent-minded genius, who builds a device
for moving a mountain powered by two torch batteries by means of
sheer ingenuity, and then forgets how he did it., This is a role which
1s intrinsically different from the faithful servanti-snd-companion
izage projected earlier. This intensification of the humanity of the
robot, and the projection of human failings on to the robot, was to be
a contlnuing theme over the next five Years or so.

The characterisation of the robot as an eccentric wag furthered
by Henry Kuttner's "The Proud Robat® (publishad, like "Deadlock”, under
the psendonym Lewls Padgett) in 1943, Kuttner's Joe — created by the
#gusLly eccentric Gallegher while blind drunk — spends most of his
Sime wdniring himself in the mirsoy, His dialogue is snappy and idie—
syncratic, he singe, and he ¢an hypnotise himself. It transpires that
hie primery function is to be the perfe¢t can-apener.

This is obviously not the same kind of robot that was characteris—
tic of the field during 1938-42, Joe has personality far beyond his
purposa in 1ife, acd his othiias —- though never called into question —
are far from ¢okvious. The implicit difference between men and machine
which wae at the heart of stories like “Helen Q'Loy" and "Jay Score"
has been replaced by 8 kinship between eccentric and eccentrio. Joe
and his oreator are clearly two of a kind,

lattner's wife, C.L. Moore, achieves s more remsrkable synthesis
between the human rolw and the robot role in "Ho Woman Born" (1944),
A dancer, kille! In a theatre fire, is resurrected into a robot body.
She is deternined to €o back to the stage, and does S0,

She Zescribes the fesl of her new body:

Ity — add ,,, beding in here in this ... this ... instead
of & body. But not as odd er elien as you might think.— I've
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begun to realise what & tremenious force the human ego reslly in.
I'm not sure I want to suggest it has any mystical power it can
impress on mechanical things, but it does seem to have a power
of some sort. It does instill its own force into inanimate
objects, and they take on a personality of their own .u.s It'as

as if machinery with complicated moving parte almost simulates
1ife, and does acquire from the men who use it —- well, not
exeotly life, of course -- but a personality." (5)

This statement exemplifies the erosion of the precept which dic-
tated an absolute and unchallengeable iifference between flesh and
metal. "No Women Born" is not an adventure story or a vignette, but
sets out to explore the oconsequences of this premise, Malizer — the
man responsible for the rebirth — has doubts zbout what he has done
which crystallise after Deirdre's stage comeback:

“Itye made a terrible mistake, Deirdre. I've done you irreparable
harm .... 1've wade you vulnerable, and given you no weapons to
fight your enemies with. And the human race is your ememy, my
dear, whether you sdmit it now or later. I think you know that.

I think it's why you're so silent .... They're going to hate you,
after a while, because you are still besutiful, and they're going
t0 persecute you because you are different =~ and helpless." (6}

But Moore's comclusion is that Malitzer 1ls wrong. Delrdre does not
forfeit her humanity in being made into a robot — not in ber own eyes,
nor in the eyes of the world. Instead, Moore represents her as having
geined from the change. She saya:

#I haven't lost contaot with the buman race. I never will,
unless I want to. It's too easy ... too edsy." {7)

The implications of the words "too emsy" olearly suggest that the
identification of the robot with the human has ocome aboul because it !
is too easy for the robot to duplicete bhumanity. It remains an open
gquestion in this story whether the ldentification of man and robot comes

about via the degradation of the human role or the glorification of the
meachanical.

UThough Dreamers Die" (1944) and "Into Thy Hands" (1945) by Lester
del Rey both reflect 2 very different ourrent of thought from the
author’s earlier “"Helen O'Loy™., In both storiea the robote are meen
ag heirs to the human race. "Though Dreamers Die" sees the robota
ostabiished on a new world to fend for themselves, and the man who
leaves them commands them to erase all memory of man and Barth., But
one of the robots = named simply Five == evades the order by preparing
a star map with Barth clearly marked upon it, which will presumably be
sufficient to make the robots return.

The story is, in fact, a prequel o Robert Moore Williams®
"Rotots Return", providing an explanation for the events leading up
to that situation. But the ethos of the story is quite different.
The role of the robot here is quite clearly that of child of the human
race rether than togl of the human race. It would not be in character

for Five to let 4isgust ningle with his wonder when he rediscovered
the race which had built him,.

"Into Thy Hanls" is an account of the robots taking the place of
men in crier to bring about the renaissance of the human race =— to
pass on to the new men the heritage of the 0ld., This ic a robet Adanm
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and Zve story which could not possibly work if the equivalence of mun
an. robot were not assumed by the reader. The ztory demands more of
the reader than sympathy for the robot protagonist — it requires
identification.

There is 2 brief hiztus in Asimov's work 2t the bezinning of this
period, "Catch That Rabbit" (1944) and “Zsoape" (1945) do not deal with
anthropomorphous machines within the narrow sense of the definition —
“Caztech That Rabbit" is about & "multiple-robot" and The Brain in "Es=-
cane™ is only a two=foot globe. Lven so, the theme of "Lscape' fits
into the pattern in that it concerns circumstances under which a
machine i1s forced to develop & sense of humour. Asimov's whole app-
roach to0 the robot story made it impossible for him to take the point
of view implicit in "No Woman Born"™ — his concern was with gadgetry,
and in order to conform to the current trend it would obviously be
necessary for him to approach from the opposite direction — by giving
his robots more and more human characteristics. This he 4id. “"Little
Lost Robot" {1947) involves a robot with 2 modified First Law (with
the "through insction" provieo removed) whe conceals himself among a
numbsr of »hysically identical machines when an exasperated engineer
instructs him to "Get losti" The wayward Tobot is finslly detected
by a stratagem that takes advantage of & failing which seems wholly
human — the robot acts reflexively without thinking fast enough and
betrays bimself.

Asimov's major contribution to this mode of thought, however, was
"Evidence” (1946) which poses the problem of exposing 8 robot posing
as a man. Not only does the robot succeed in convincing all and sundry
that be iz a man, he then goes on and is a more than adequate replace—
ment for the mar (a politician) whose place he is taking. Thus Asimov
had reachsd the c¢onclusion that a robot could do everything a man
could do, and do it well, just as C.L. Moore had reached the conclusion
that a robot could be sverything that a wom2n could be -— and more.

The identification of man with machine in no way implied that he
had to like his machines. Moore was sensitive to the point of view
advanced by Maltzer irn her story, and Asimov included mobs who were
horrified by the thought of their Mayoral candidate being & roboet in
his. This pericd of time slso saw the publication of Rabert Blochls
"It Heppened TomoTrow", where the machines surrounding man in contemp—
orary society suldenly decided that the time was ripe for revolution,
and Theodore Sturgeon produced "Killdezer", & shock-story about a
homicidal bulldozer. Henry Kuttner, in "This is the House", gave a
frightening picture of a fully automated house with a mind of its owm.
Thece stories obviously represent & wholly different train of thought
to the one spparent in the robot stories, and they emphasise the point
that the robot was not symbolic of the machine per se, but was symbolic
of the relationship between man and machine. The machines themselves
Temained amenable to use as instruments for inspiring fear during this
period, but the robot was pot so used. Surely this implies that the
role attributed to the robot in the science fiction story of the time
wag a symptom of & social process, rather thaa simply 2 literary fad.

¥* * * * * * * *

In 1947, the Tole of the Tobot changed again, This %ime the
change was more dramatic, the new mode of thought being incarnated
abruptly in 2 single story: “With Folded Hands", by Jack Williamson.

Williamson called his Tobots "Humanoids" and to all intents &and
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purveoses they are anthropomorphous. They have all the qualities of
the robots who, in previous years, had been repressnted me people.

But Williamson turned his attention back to the empirical difference
between man and meckanism, The humanoids were invented "to serve

men, to obey, ani to guard nen from bharm." This is their Prime
directive, their raison 4'8tre. But the way in which they set abaut
fulfilling this function is completely different from the modus
operandi of the Asimov/del Rey ethical robot. All that the bumanoida
lack is & human sense of proportion. They set about guarding men
from ell barm, including the harm which men seek to do themselves in
the normal course of everyday life. Smoking is harmful. So is drinke-
ing. So is eating anything other than the basic balanced diet. 5S¢ is
fast driving. B5So are a hundred other things. The humanoids ban the
lot. Even mere significant, they ban people from barming themeelves
by worrying about the situation, or being unhappy about it, or being
angry about it. The humancids set out to maske human beings into
perfect robots, like themselves, and Williamson leaves the reader in
abgolutely no doubt the difference beiween man and robot. In a sense,
n"yith Folded Hands" is a reaction agalnat the trend which had domin-
ated sf during the previous few years. It began a five year period
whose signifiocant feature with respect to the anthropomorphous machine
wag the reificstion of the symbeol.

This was not simply a return to the late Thirties atiitude. In
those days, the difference between man and machine had been so basio
that it went completsly without saying -— the idea of confusion had
besn out of the question. But the difference no longer went without
seying. The sf writer now tended to go to great lengths in order to
make the difference c¢lear. The period of identification was now com—
pletsly dead, "Evidence" -- quite appropriate to 1946 == would have
been & total anachronism in the thought of 1943.

Williamson Pollowed up "With Folded Hends” with & sequel ...And
Searching Minds (1948, better known as The Humanoids) which featured
the overthrow of the dictatorial humanoids by the human race.

The way of thinking implicit in “"With Folded Honde" and its
sequel appeared in A.E, van Vogi's "Final Commend" (1949}, where the
robots demand {and get) emancipation, but are prevented from orgunising
a revolution because the sliens who bave been waglng war on Earth turn
out to have been doing so purely and simply beoause they were horrified
by the idea of a robot civilisation, and had only just realised that
men existed. At the heert of this story is the same mistske that was
nade by the Joviane in Asimov's "Vietory Unintentional', but ite sig-
nificance is now totally different., In the earlier story, the mistake
served to point out the usefulness of robots to mankind. In "Final
Command", the mistake has tragic consequences, and is used in the
story to highlight the difference between man and machine., It is
significant, however, that van Vogt's conolusion is that man and robot
must continue to co-exist, but that their relationship must be set on
& new basia., The reification of the robot did not necessarily imply
the renunciation of the robot.

It is slso significant that, in the final analysis, The Humanoids
sevolves into a conflict botween hero and villain -- {the robots them=
selves cease to be the lynch-pin of the story long before the finale,

"Guixote and the Winimill™ (1950) by Poul Anderson reflecis the
same kind of concern, but takes an entirely different point of view.
tere, the suthor points out the folly of trying to duplicate man 1n &
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wachine. His premise is that the antbropomorphous man is 1;*5 faoto
uselese because there is no need for a substitute for men, e logic
of this elaim is extremely suspect, and the only real justiflcation
for the story is that it aoccurastely reflects & contemporary olimate of
thought as regards the rTobov.

Asimov reflected the new direction of concern in "Satisfaction
Guaranteed” (1951), where a woman's love for & robot is made tragic
by the fact that the robot is only & thing. {Yet in different periods
Asimov found nothing amiss in a child's love for Robbie and Susan
Calvin's love for Lenny).

One of ths most significant stories af this era was undoubtedly
"The Quest for St. Aquin” by Anthony Boucher (1951). In an age vwhen
religion is driven underground, the Pope senda an emissary to locate
a preacher named Aquin, whose existence must be established in order
for him tc be canonieed and used by the Church as propaganda. The
emissary, Thomas, is accompanied by & robot ass, which acts throughout
the story as devil's advocate. When Thomas discovers the body of
Aguin and finds that the teacher was & robot, the aes recommends thai
he conceal the tTuth, as the fact that Aquin is a robot can only harm
the Christian cauee. But Thomas sees the situation in a different
light -— Aquin was & roboet, with perfect logle, and that logic had
made him a preascher., Like Thomas Agquinaas, the robot bad discovered
God by Teason alone and had Justified faith.

The reification of the robot iz explicit throughout in the point
of view of the ass, but the reification of the robot in no way mzkes
it necesesary for Thomas to reject the truth about Aquin.

In the period 1947=-52, therefore, the robot survives the indiot-—
ment levelled against it in "With Folded Hands". There is a8 sweeping
change in the attitude to the robot, but it is quite clear in the
assunptions underlying all these stories that we still have to live
with the robot., The new exposure of the difference between man and
maochine does not lsad to 2 reiteration of a Rousseauesque romantioism,
Instead, the next shift in emphasis was to the confrontation between
man and machine — a precocupation which characterised sf throughout
the later Fiftiea., It is difficult to reconcile this unidirectionsl
development of concern in purely literary terma. How else to explain
the failure of sf %o throw up & new Tomanticism except that the
poseibility was ruled out by the circumstances which were determining
the evolution of the whole chzin of thought? Only if we accept that
the use of the robot as a symbol in sf was determined by the changing
reletionship betwsen society and its technology can we explain the
coherence of development cf the symbol. If it had not been absolutely
necessary that scciety should come to terms with mechanisation, then
we would surely have seen a flood of stories showing the easy way out
-« "back to the trees". It is surely clear that sf, in this ohain
of thought, is reflecting social ooncerns rather than purely ideative
ones.

* * * - * * * *

The last story which highlighted the reification of the robot
without incorporating the theme of confrontation was "4 Bad Lay For
Salea" by Fritz Leiber {1953), which described the tioroughly robotic
reactions of & sales rovot to the begimning of a nuclear war.

The Caves of Steel by Isaac :isimaov, in the camc ycar, was an
atiempt to fuse science fiction with the detcctive story, but quite a
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lot of the early part of the book is concerned with Lije Bailey's
having to come to terms with — and later overcome =- his dislike of
robots when a robot is forced upon him as a partner. The sequel to
this novel (The Naked Sun, 1956) featured a more dramatio confrontation
theme, when Asimov and his readers face the idea that even the thorough-
ly ethical and safety-first robot of the Asimovian Laws of Robotics isa
capable of bomicide, 2lbeit in a passive capacity. A& more explicit
exanination of this possibility is featured in the minor Asimov story
"Let's Get Together" (1957) (which forsakes the laws altogether) which
involves seven robois carrying suberitical quantities of nuclesr
figsionables into the United States, intending to join together and
bscoms a bomb. "Galley Slave” (2lso 1957) also has confrontation ae
its theme, featuring an attempt by an anti-roboticist to diseredit
Tobots by means of & law-sult. Asimov's other robot story of this
period was "Lenny", in which & robot with a defective mind reverts

to the status of a human infant. Susan Calvin, Asimov's robot psych-
0logist, wants to educate the robot infant and “bring it up" as one
wight & human child, but before she is allowed to do so she haa to
defend the robot ageinst the charge of being dangercus.

Similar to "Let's Get Together" was "Impostor" by FPhilip K. Dick
== who was later to replace Asimov as the most significant contributer
to robot literature -- in 1953, "Impostor" confronts the robot with
himself in an ingeniows fashion, The protagonist of the story (which
is told in the first person) is pursued because people helieve him ta
be a robot bomb. In evading his pursuers he discovers his own body.
The realisation that he is a robot triggers the bomb.

In the sanms year, Dick produced "Second Variety", which showed
pankind et war witk, and at the mercy of, its robots. The robots
designed as war machines have the capacity to improve their owm design,
and they proceed to evolve in a manner dictated by their purpose as
instruments of war. They produce several humsn archetypes which react

not only to re2l peopls, but also to each other, and whose basic nature
is to destroy.

Thie, however, is confrontation on a crude scale, and extreme in
its implications, and these stories are not really typical of the time
although they do reflect the basic current of theught. Although the
war with the robois seemed to offer far greater scope for adventure
and melodrama than confrontation within a socis) context, it is stories
in the latter milieu which are more typical.

The archetypel story of this era was a brilliant novelette by
Walter M. Miller called "The Darfsteller” (1955}, Virtually no other

story in soience fiction has explored its theme in suoch detail and
with such sensitivity.

Ths Darfsteller is Ryan Thornier, an actor who has been »it out
of a job by robot theatre, ani who now makes a living as a janitor in
one such theatre. After an argument with his employer he is sacked.
As a finml gesture, he sabotages the robaot which is to be the lead
player in the play scheduled to open that evening, carefully arranging
matiters so that in order to get the curtain up at all there will be no
alternative but to put on a2 human 2ctor instead — himself, He knows
that if tkhe audience realises that he is not a robot, then his perform-
ance will become lulicrous simply because of the circumstances, He
plans to cap his gesture with a toueh of high 4rame —— the seript

calls for the lead chareoter to be shot in the final soene, and Thornier
loads the gun with 2 live bullet.
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The robot actors are "directed" by a computer called the Maeatro,
which Ffeeds 2ll the robots their lines and programmes them individually
with "personalities” which have been taped from real actors in the
past. Thornier, as & matter of principle, would not let himself be
taped —= despite the fact that he would make a comfortable living from
the royalties, The tape to be used in the female lead in the play ie
the tape taken from one of Thornier's ex~-leading ladies. It is part
and parcel of his grand gesture that she should be at the opening
nig?t- in person to watch her robot self playing alongside Thormier's
real self.

In the first act, Thornier is very bad., The entire situation is
against bis acting well., Tke Mezesiro, the everpresent director, begins
to compensate for Thornier by subtly altering the way the robots handle
their lines. In the sescond sct, Thornier finds bimself being turned
from the hero into the villain by the way the robots interpret the
seript, He fights back, producing lines ad lib to compenaate for the
¥eestro. The Maesiro im unable to change the lines, and ¢an only
Tepeat statements uncertainly in the face of Thormler's improvisations.
The Maestro's inability to cope threatens the whole of the third act,
and the stage manager has no alternative but to send out the real
actress instead of the robot to play opposite Thornier. At last
Thornier begins to act well, and the experience changes his whole
mood. A%t the beginning of the fourih act his sensation of triuvmph —-
he feecls that he has won & batile against the Maestro -—- leads him to
change his mind about the merbid climex to his scheme, &nd he surrep-
titioualy asks his leading ledy to eject the live cartridge from the
gun. Only after repeating himself several times does he rezlise that
he is no longer playing opposits the real woman, but that the stage
manager has sent out the robot again, because Thornier has already
undone the damage in the %4hird sct. Thornier plays the part to the
end, and is shot, but not fatelly wounded.

Throughout the story, Miller remsins aware of voth sides in his
argument. He states uneguivoocally that the publie wants robot theatre
rather than the real thing, and st no time is Miller's argument
directed against the public. Thornier fighta his hattle in his owm
terms, and he wins in his own terms, and he wins in bis own eyes. The
conflict is purely personsl. Miller never attenpts to reach any sort
of eonclusion in terms of whether the robot or the men is "better” —
he is concerned with snalysing the difference between theu, and his
conflict arises purely from that difference. In Miller's eyes, the
difference between man and robot is akin to the difference between the
darfateller —- the self-directed actor who lives bhis part, and the
stauchspieler — the actor who ¢an put on and take off his part like
% suit of clothes. The theatrical seiting for the story is an analogy
as well as an arena. Miller's point is that outside af hie Tole, the
robot is nothing, whereas the man can gu on to create new rolea. It
matters not that the live theatre beloved of Ryan Thornier 1s dead,
because dramaturgy -— the art of thestre —- cennot die. Thornier
conoludes that the robot actors are true to his time — which he con-
ceives as being ruled by "the Great God Mechanism", but that there &re
other considerations which are timelesa.

Throughout this essay I have attempted $o discover the attitudes
which were iatent in the stories I"have digeussed. Many storiea —
especially those written by Asimov — present attitudes within them-
selves, but these are always attitudes of man to robot, never attit-
ufas of map to man's relationship with the robot - all such perspect-
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ives arc implicit within the story, never expliceted therein. "The
Lerfsteller” is the first story which actually contains a consciousness
of what 1t is telling tke reader sbout the Telationship between man
and nechine. lNiller mew whbat his assumptions were, and he wrote then
diown, and he recognised that hie story is a peflection of social ideas:

"The times came as a result of a partioular human oculture .....
And Cultural Man was a showman., He created display windows of
culture for an audience of men, and paraded his agpirations apd
ideals anc purpeses theron, and the displays were necessary to
the contimwity of the culture, to the purposaful orientetion of
the species.” (8)

These sre Ryan Thornier's thoughta about the theatre (and alsa
about religion). Logically, they should also be Walter Miller's
thoughts about his own writing., “The Darfsteller", therefore, is
direct evidence for the case which I am attempting to present.

w % * * * * * * *

4 different arena for the confrontation of man and rebot — a
simpler and more obvioue arena -- was presented independently by two
authore in 1956. "Title Fight", by Williaw Canopbell Ganlt, and
"Steel™, by Ricbard Matheson, both match man with robet in the boxing
ring, In view of the fact that the conteet here is basically physiecal,
it oomes as no surprise that in both instances the robot wina by a
knockout. Neither story, bowever, is simply conocerned with the resuit
of the contest. In "Tifle Fight™ Alix 1340 represents the self-image
of the robot, and his opponent is the Great White Hope. In the story
the Trobots are analegised to the Amerioan negro — Alix's manager
olaims that the fight is with the white man, end that the black man
knows how the robot feels — and the inspiration for the story might
well have been Jack Johnson's bid for the world heavyweight title.

But in the end, Alix turns out to be a prophet and not a revolutionary.
The ineviteble conclusion is that man and the robois bave to get along
with one another.

"Steel" takes a different viewpoint. The manager of a robot
fighter oanmot afford to get him repaired., In order ito win the necess-
ary money, be bas to take the robot's place in a ¢ontest. While Niok
Nolan of "Title Fight" appeared to have a chance of heating Alix 1340,
the prospsect facing "Steel" Kelly is far more ocut-and-dried. The only
gquestion at issue is how long 1t will take the Maynerd Flash to knock
him out, and whether Kelly can mske it enough of a conteat to collect
a share of the purse. In the end, he ccllects half of it — hardly
enough to put Battling Mexo back on his feet. The ethos of "Sigel”
is far more akin to that of "The Darfsteller" than of "Title Fight".
Kelly ie not fighting against roboits in the ebstract — he only wants
to get his own rebot back in the ring. His fight is personal, the
confrontation arises guite naturally out of hia relationahip with hie
own machine,

The idea of confrontation resulting from the cleseness of the
agsociation between man and machine is also evident in "Rodots Shall
Be Seen” {1957) by Lester del Rey, in which a man baa to prove his
robot senticnt in court in order to export him from one world to
another. The same closeness also provides the plet for Robert F.
Young's "Emily and the Barde” (1956).

The whole thread of thought which runs through the robot atory
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in the wid- and late Fifties is confrontation, but the storiecs Just
mentioned illuetrate a second element in the thread — that the cause
of confrontation is to be found in the sort of relationship which
exiats between man and machine. The story in which the robot and the
nman are pitted against one another as part of the natural order of
things ie very rare. ™"Title Fight" starts out this way, but its
oonclusion oancels its earlier thinking., In wuch the same way, the
robots in Brien Aldiss's "Who Can Replace a Men?" {(1958) start out
with this point of view, but the conclusion shows up the folly of
their attitude in no uncertain terms. The robot is exolusively a
figure of menace in Henry Kuttner and C.L. Moore's "Two-Handed Engine"
(1955}, which introduces the robot Fury to dog the footstepas of
murderers, but in the end the man who can control the Furies finds
that he oan still hear the footsteps behind him, The Fury iz not in
the robot ~= it ie in the human mind,

For a good many years, therefore, the conatruction af robot
storiee appears to have been very narrow-minded. Not enly are the
themes the same, but the manner of presenting the theme falls within
& very narrow apectrud. In terms of the literary imagination there
is no wey to account for thie. It is only explicable with the aid of
the socielogical perspective.

* * * * » * * *

The oonfrontation theme became more-or-less extinet in 1959,
From then on, the robot virtually ceased to be & leading player in the
aclence fistion atery. In the Sixtiea, there ars no more than a hand—
ful of siories whish can be labelled simply "robot atories”. When
this analysis began, the Tobot's meckaniocal nature went without say-
ing. Now, it seeme that the robot himself goes without eaying, He
finds his place as part of the standard baokground material of acience
tictlon -— his role is that of an extra. He ceases to matter.

In terms of man's relationship with his machines, what can this
mean? We bave passed from the phase where man regarded bis machines
as an extension of himself, through the phase where he identified his
naocbines as papt of himself, through & phase where the robot was
Teified again, and finally through & long phase where there was = pPro-
oceupation with defining the exact status of the machine relative to

man, But what did we deoide about that status? ¥Where have we finally
arrived?

Of the bandful of robot stories that post-date the ora of wcon-
frontation, tWo —- Robert F. Young's “"Robet Som" (1959) and Roger
Zelazny's "For a Breath I Tarry" (1966) — deal with robots without
any reference to man whatsoever. "Robot Son" is about the attempt of
a machine god to organise a machine Christ whieh feila, and about the
genuine coning of a machine Christ theresfter., The implication is
that though one machine god was false, this does not negate the
possibility of & real one., "For a Breath I Tarry" is an exeroise in
machine mythology, lese derivative that "Robot Son", but implicitly
eimilar in its view of mechanical Creation.

Othere are throwbacks to earlier periods: "The Critique of
Impure Reeson" (1962) by Poul Anderson recreates the eccentric robot
of Kuttner's 1943 story, "The Proud Robot”., “After a Juigment Day™
by bdmond Hamilton (1963) is a reworking of the theme of “Theugh
Dreamers Die" (del Rey, 1944). Ray Bradbury's "I Sing The Body
Electris" (1963) goes all the vay beck to "Eelen O'Loy" and "Robbie"
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in its presentation of a robot grandmother who is wonderful for the
kids, and who comes back into her own again when they get to her age
and resurrect her from the attic,

The only substantial difference betue¢en these modern stories and
their counterparts in previous ages is in the intensity of their
presentation. Poul Anderson's robot is a literatenr in a world where
the book has gone out of fashion. The humans of "After a Judgment
Day" have not been wiped out by plague and cut off in their prime —
they have destroyed themselves by war, and the survivors on the moon
elect to go back to Earth and die rather then go with the robots to
the stars. Ray Bradbury's robot grandmother accompanies a glut of
sentimentality which makes it quite clear that the only reason
Grandma is & robot is because human Grandmss just aren't goed enough
at being what they are.

In brief, the result of the confrontation between man and robot
was that man lost. The heritage of the Fifties is a whole range of
new poesibilities in terms of extension, identification and reific-
ation. But now it is the man who is the extension of roboty it is
the robot who identifies with the mang and it is man who is reified
relative to the robot. What the evolution of the robot in soience
fiction has achieved is a totally new perspective. The key stories
of the Sixties are the stories which are told from the robot point
of view =— the stories which offer a new idea of what it is to be a
robot. The first of these was Clifford Simak's “All The Traps of
Earth™, in which a robot hero battles for survival agzinast the petty
jealousies of the human race, whose laws forbid his mind to last any
longer than their own., Richard Daniel is a robot butler who has
spent six hundred years serving one family of men, but the story does
not begin until the family is dead and gone. What {the reader is in-
volved with is Richard Danielts fight to establish himself an iden-
tity thereafter. The characters with whiok he is involved are
almost 8ll robots, and the most remarkable feature of bhis conduct
throughout is his tremendous dignity relative to those humans who do
appear, and their humanity relative to the robotls.

The most significant work concerning the role of the robet in
the last decade has been that of FPhilip K. Dick, who makes no
distinetion between robot, android and "simulaorum” — all of which
he oonstantly squates with men, In two of his stories the protago-
nigtas are robotss: in "The Electric Ant™ Garson Poole wakes in
hoepital to be told that he is not a man but an "electric ant”,
He commits suicide. In A, Linocoln — Simulacrum (We Can Build You in
the book version), the narrator does not discover until the end thati
bhe is a simulacrum himself. In the meantime he has suffered a
schizophrenic breakdown beceuse he could not adjust to normal human
life. The whole point of both these stories is that it does not
matter whether either character is robot or man. All that matters is
how the person views himself, The narrator of A, Lincoln —— Simulacrum
does not go insene because he is & robot, but because other peopls lmow
him to be a robot, and ke does not. FPoole, the eleotric ant, does not
not kill himself because he is & robot — he kills himself because he
knows that he is a robot.

The Sixties, then, is the era of confusion. We have searched
hard for the difference between robot and man, and in the end the con-
frontation has served simply to prove that the only difference is one
of perspective. As Hiller concluded in “The Darfsteller”, the robot
theatre is a representation of our times — it is the way we live our
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1ives. “Robot Son" has offered the suggestion that robots are entit-
led to robot souls, but evern if robots do not have souls, it makes no
difference if we oconceive of ourselves as having no souls, and this
is the core of the Dick argument. The difference between man and

nachine ocen only be in the way we see ourselves, whether we be man or
robot or whatever.

The pattern of thought which I have tried to extract from this
evolutionary chain therefore becomes complete as follows:

1938-42, the machine is an extension of man, not part of man.
1942-47, man identifies the machine as & part of himself.

1547-53; man reifies the machine, but retainas it within a
socisl context.

1953-59, man confronts the machine withim & social context in
otder to establish the relative status of man and
machine within that ocontext.

1959-?7, the role of man and the role of the machine are inex-

tricably bound together. Man is mechanized, the machine
humanized.

To the above argument we might add just one last example: In
1971, Bobert Silverberg won a Nebuls award with "Good News From The
Vatican", a atory which describes in simple, matter—of-fact teras, the
elestion of the first zobot Fope.

* * * * ¥* * * *

The guestion Temainm: 1s this svolution an ideative chain of
thought, or is it & representation of the changing attitude of society
throughout the period in which these stories were written.

In other terms: is science fiction the bloodstream of a trans—
condental philosophy which functions only in the abstract, or is it a
literature which is sensitive to society and to the changes in society,
appropriate in particular to a machine society and adapted for the
representation of a machine soclety and changes therein,

I suggest that science fiction is orientative — that it conscepte
ueliges end rationalises attitudes intrinsic to contemporary society.,
It is not, as some people have said, making us think. It is kelping
us to think. It is not providing a route of sscape from the real
worlde. It is helping us to put the real world inte perspective.

The argument I have sot out in this essay establishes & olear
social relevance for a chain of thought in soience fiction. I submit
that it would be ludierous to dismiss this relevance as coincidence.
And surely we ocannot overlook the fact that at least two writers have
been conscious of the presence in society of the trends they have re-
flected in their fiction: Miller in "The Darfsteller” and Philip K.

Dick in his essay “The Android and the Human', from which this final
quotation is taken:

"Ag the exzternal world becomes more animate, we may find that
Ae —=- the so-called humans ~- are becoming, and may to a great
extent always have been, inanimate in the sense that He are led,
directed by inbuilt tropisms, rtather than leading., So we and
our elaborately evolving computers may meet each other half
way. Someday a human being mey shoot 2 Tobot which has come out
of a General Llectrics factory, and to his surprise see it ween
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and bleed. And the dying robot may shoot back and, to its
surprise, sece & wisp of gray smoke arise from the electric
pump that it supposed was the humant's beating heart. It
would be rather a great moment of itruth for both of them." (9)

= Brian M. Stableford
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I mustn't forget to mention (lest he print altermate pages upside
down) that our friendly printer, Jim Diviney, is himself a fan, and
hes produced an Index to the British edition of Astound Analog
from November 1953 (when it adopted & smaller size) to August

1963 (when it ceased). It gives by contents, by title and by author.
It is neatly printed by the man himself, the same size as VYeactor,
and even features & neat Diviney cover. The oriticsl reader would
be forced to point out that a visible division between the three
sections would have been helpful and the abbreviation 'N' for

novel seems to be used throughout to designate novelettes. 4Also
therTe are one or two consistent mis-spellings, e.g. Lester del

Ray and Darrell T. Langhart. However, if you have a run of the
British edition of Astounding, the Index will undoubtedly help you
find your way around it; while for those with a mixed colleotion,
the author entries also give the date of the American edition in
which the story appeared. It runs to 41 peges, costs 45p, and cones
fros Jim Diviney, 28 Manchester Road, Brampton, Huntingdon, FEIU 8QF.

Jim also publishes a very tiny fanzine called Microdot, which
you can get for the price of & 3p stamp. Ko materiasl of lasting
value here, but it's probably the amallest fanzine around, and
certainly the most easily mislaid. (It measures roughly 28" x 2".)




‘ eter roberts
. HE FANNSH NQUSITION

Choosing fanzines for review in this oolumn is becoming & little
difficult, I don't yet want to repeat myself by conaidering the
latest issues of fenzines already dealt with in Vector, though

the temptation to do mc when a Pine new Energumen or Outworlds
appears is atrong. So the field is narrowing. There are plenty of
fanzines out there, of course, but not that many that I feel like
reviewing: only the best for the BSPA, eh?

One new fanzine appeared recently, however, which certainly
looks like becoming one of the best of its kind (if it mensges to
continue); it's called Eangaroo Peathers 1 and ig published by the
Auptralia in *75 Bidding Committee with Bruce Gillespie &8s overall
editor and David Grigg as the issue editor on this occaszion. The
idea behind the magazine is to publloise Australia’s bid for the
1975 world convention (and we &1l hope they'll win, don't we?) and
10 do so by producing an attractive fanzine full of the best of
Australian fan writing, reprinted from sundry sources. For the
firet imsue David has chosen materisl from ANZAPA, the Australian
amateur preep &asociation, which has had little circulation outside
Australis (I'm the only member from the UK, so I assume no one elme
over here will recognise the reprints).

Mot of the pleces are humourous accounts of various incidents,

8 few of them relating te ef and fandom; John Brosman and John
Bangsund, probably the two best current famwriters, are ineluded,
but there's also some fine writing from Leigh Edmonds, Peter House,
Dennip Stocks, and Jobn Foyster. This first issue is fairly thin,
but beauwtifully produced (thanks largely to Noel Kerr) and profusely
illustrated with some fine cartoons. Co-operstive efforts temd to

. be rather unstable and I enly hope Kangaroo Feathers survives for
further issues. Anyway, I'll happily recommend it on the first imsue
slone -— and reacmber to vote for Australia if you're & member of
TORGOH 2.

Another recent arrival was Kratophany 3 from Eli Cohen, one of
the inhabitants of The Avoocado Pit, a New York fannish retreat. The
fanzine 1s somewhat irregular, but always welcome; it's fairly
typical in layout and content, with a mixture of articles and a good
batoh of letters. The first three issues, however, have had as their
centrepiece an unusual and fascinating cartoon serial: "Wepdy and
the Yellow King" drawn by Judy Mitchell end written by Mike Mason.
I'm not an aficionsdo of cemie¢ strips, but this one sppeals %0 me
and I only wish Eratophany might appear more frequemtly just for the
egake of this. Most of the other artwork, incidentally, ie also good,
particularly that by Vincent DiPate and the great cover by Steve
Stiles. 48 for the articles, there's an amsing army tale from Dave

-] e
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Emerson, & rather wretched Peghoot, and a not too esoteric article
on the lapoasibility of FIL travel by the editor, Eli Cohen (almost
PhD). A rather strange misture perbaps, but it's all most readable
and enjoysble: recommended.,

ra ien't exactly large, but the recent issues of the
British fanzine, Les Spinge, have been distinotly small conaidering
that past isesues ran to 100 pages or so. After a variety of editors
and countleas changes of format, the current Les Spinge seens to
have settled down as & personalzine produced largely for OMPA by
Darroll & Rogemary Pardoe. The ten pages of the 26th issue contain
Juat a oouple of letters with the remaining space devoted to an
account of the Pardoes' genealogical investigations, & review of
William Hope Hodgson's %Eq Night Land, and a short piece on the jovs
of Cambridge punting. Not exacily stunning stuff, but pleasant
encugh and neatly produced.

I think I ought to mention Riverside Quarterly, the 20th issue
of which arrived from Cansda recently. It's & sometime Hugo
nominee and likes to think of itself ax a respectable eritical
Journal as well as a fanzine — I note that the Saskatchewan Arts
Board paid for this iseue, for example. Unfortunately, the two
elements in BQ just don't mix; there's no partiocular reason why they
shouldntt, of course ~— it seems to me that it's sinply the editorte
fault in picking poor fannish and poor academic material.

Let me make my usual complaint about the production firat of
all: BQ is printed, yet the result is depressing. I don't object to
& disinterested functional layout (though it's & rejection of
opportunities and abilities*), but this fanzine apparently aitempts
something more since it makes use of illustrations; unfortunately
the latier rangs from the adequate down to the pitiful (or laughable
perhaps -~ Kirsten Cameron's seridbling oould be bettered by & sub-
normal chimpanzee) and these are scattered in any odd spaces that
seem handy.

Occasionally Leland Sapire pute an interesting article in BQs
more often, however, the articles are tedious, ill-written, and
frequently lucidirous. The 20th Riversids Quarterly, for example,
atarts with Wayne Connelly's “Sf & The Mundane Egg", a consideration
of "seience-fiotion sublinmity" (defined at one point as “a form of
'manned intellectual content with excitement'" — eh?) in relation
to "the eighteanth century sublime as introduced by Thomas Burnet"
(in 1681) which "achieves its final maturation” {isn't that what
waris do?) with Edmund Burke. This sort of article strikes me as
absurd: very little sf is fit to withstand an academic glance, let
alone a microscopic study — and Wayne's pisce takes it for granted
that jit's worthwhile to fabricate a possible philesophical background
for non-desoript hack writing. The article is a mock-academic game
and a poorly played one at that.

I don't really want to go through the whole iasue picking at the
articles, but I muat say that the only item I enjoyed was Harry
Warner Jr's look at British fanzinee in hiz regular coluan, 'Opere
Citato'; other than this, there's some wretoched verse, and nine or
ten articles and reviews of varying quality {but none of real
interest), I muet admit that plenty of people have good words to
say about RQ. though wirtually everyone thinks of 1t as ‘heavy's

* In favour, perhaps, of sanity ani occagional leisure...... {MJE)
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=8ny conslder it a worthwhile, serioua magazine about sf i,. I
think they are being conned.

The final fanzine for reoview this time is Hank ani Lesleigh
Luttrallty Starline 24. Nowinally a rock fanzine which used to be
associated with APA-4%, Starling secems to have changed somewhat

2t least a= Par any thiy issue is concerned) amd now has a varied
Tange of sontents with varticular enmphazis on nostalgia, Juanita
Coulson, for example, 1n her column "Jance to the Musie'r, talk=s
aboul the MoCarthy era mnd oocxparees the muslioc and life-style of her
teens with that of the contemporary rocic-gul ture; 1 suppose, in
fact, that thies t» Agtually Anti-postslgic, pince Juanits undernines
the mysh that Thinges Werp Better Toen. The letter column, hovever
is full of people remembering tv sf of the pact {and tv in generals
~= I must say I Pind wuch reninincing anjoyabdle, agtinot ny better
Judgwaent perhnps. Nichael Carlaon bas an sriicle on lsyzopd
Ohandler 40 coincide with Ballantine's reissuing of his novelg -
well-written and interesting, oven though She mubject sconed uniikoly
%0 mppeal 4o 3w, Finally there's n book Twviev, a falrly long

olitorial, ard an articls on 8f (the dafinition thereof) by Angus
Tarlor.

I must adpit that Starling did not look very snticing on firet
might (hence ny conovhat unfavoursble quick review in ¢ t);
but having decided to resl it, I foumd I enjoyed it more than I had
anticipated. The artwork is fairly anod, with Jay Kinney's "Six
Baglc Pan Cartooms" Being particulaxly fina. Only couplaint I
really have is that the redder iw shunted to obscure pages to find
the ends of almest all the articles — annoying habit; otherwise
Tecommended,

=— Peter Roberts

Eangaroo Feathers (Bruce Gillespie, GFQ Box 519544, Mslbourne,
Victoria 3001, Austrelia) 4/83 (us)

Kratoph (E11 Cohen, 417 W.118+¢n St Apt 63, New York, NY 10027,
USAE 508 per issue

Les Spinge (Darroll & Ro Pardoe, 24 Othella Maose, Hartford,
Buntingdon, PELS 750) free

Diversiie Quarterly }geland Sepiro, Box 40, Univ. Station, Regina,
Segk., Canada) 4/%2

Starling (Hank £ Losleigh Luttrell, 525 W.Main 1, Meadison,

Wisconsin
53703, USA) 3/f1

ATl sbould be svallalle fosr contribution, letter of comment, or
trade, as a2lternatives to cach.

At the foot of page 6 of the last igsue there should have apyeared
the inetruotion ‘Continued on D447, Timt it Aid pot was naturelly
an unavoidavle error am! in no ¥ay an overcicht on my pari. So
there.




D. G, COMPTON

an interview

4+ Would you like %o expand your biography? (Fhat happened at

gohool to make you want to be & writer? Khy D,.G. and not Davia
Guy? Your very believable women characters might lead one to
suppose the author was a woman.)

A. What bappened to meke me want to become a writer? The blessed
discovery, I suppose, that there was an ego=boosting activity
available 1o me that didn't demand too wmwuch effort. Other lads had
to toil around the running track to win significance, or be caned
eight times in a week in order to gain noteriety. I Jjust had to
write some drivelly (I didn't think so at the time) verse for the
schocl magezine, or some one-act play for the end-of—term dramatics.

In otber words, I possessed @ faeility guite unhampered by any
sense of discrimination, (I was very lucky that my school put up
with me -- although being as staunchly English Public School as only
a second-line English public school can be, several members of the
staff were surprisingly sympathetic to the arts (tolerated, probably,
because it was wartime and teachers of any persuasion were hard to
come by). Anyway, I was very happy at school, scademically not &
disgrace, and determined (from 2s far back aa I can Temember) t¢ be
a writer.)

In those days I was going to write plays. My mother was an
actress —— ergo, I would write plays. Also, plays were shorter and
would take less time to write than proper books. (That piece of
reasoning really happened, and indeed persisted on inte my thirties.
Even novw, the months ahead of me whea I start a book, that enormous
boulder that has to be pushed up to the top of the mountain, deesn't
bear thinking of.)

Since I was going to write plays, it was reasonable (amd fun) to
work first in the theaire for a bit. This I did, as soon &s my
National Service was over. About that pariticular eighteen monthe
there isn't very much to be said,; except that befors or since I have
never been unhappier. I'm not guite sure why. Put barshly, I sus-
pect that for once in my life I was nobody's darling, and I didn't
like it. Anyway, my brief {nine month) theatre career ended very
abruptly when I got merried, still only 21, and had to think about
supporting a family.

After trying for a short time to fulfil my ambition to be a
writer and discovering that it wasn't enough to have a facility, you
had to bave something to say, I settled down t¢ various undemanding
and uninteresting jobs in London. We lasted like this for ten years,
going nowhere (I sold a couple of matinée—ty-pe radio plays to the
BBC), and then sold up and took the prooeeds of our house down to &
rented cottage in Devon to give us & year's living while I tried my

4 somewhat different version of this interview waa published in
Entropy Negative and is Copyright (c) Daniel Say, 1972.
-2
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writing again. I was ten years older and, wa hoped, ten years wiser.

It was in fact nearer to two years before I sold my first plece,
a play for the BBC's Third Programme., In despair, with some twelve
plays written and rejected, I turned to something novel-length.
When you're very poor in a cottage in Devon you have to do sowething
in the long winter evenings. I produced a thing called Too Many
Murderers and when it sold fairly easily, turned out five more in
quick succession., I wrote them as Guy Compton bescause my publisher
thought it sounded tough. (Guy is my middle name.) But the books
weren't in the least tough, and were very bad, in a 'literary' kind
of way. I would prsfer them ignored, better still, forgotten.

Why D.G.? Well, I'Q happily bave written aa David Compton, but
there's an English radio play writer called David Campton and his
agent wanted to avoid any possible confusion. I didn't inesert the
'Guy' &s I've always hated 1t. Certainly there was never any in-
tention of keeping my sex a mystery. I'm not sure I'm pleased that
reviewers have had their doubts —— shouldn't I feel vaguely
threatensd? I'm sure Hemingway would have.

Q. ¥Why do you write novels rather than short stories? (The only
short story I have found is "It's Smart to Have and English
4ddress" from SE Impulse.)

A. I write novels because I get & usable idea sc seldom that I dare
not fritter it away on anything shorter. Even the one sf short
etory you mention was in fact & pilot atudy for Syathajoy. I c¢laim
short storisg in my credit by reason of five ghost stories I have
written at various times for a friend who edits a couple of ghost
story anthologies. Somehow simple little mechanical ildeas for ghost
stories come much more easily. The framework is s0 muoh closer and

etsier to work in. I can limit myself to the idea rather than to
its human implicationa.

Q. Could you tell us something about your non-sf novel, The Palace?

A. The Palace is indeed 'mainstream' in theme -- all about intrigue

in & little Kremlin somewhere in Eemtral Europe -— dut its
treatment is mmoch the zame as all the others. Above sll, the strong
sense of place (usually imaginary)} without which I can't start
writing at all., 1 very much enjoyed writing it, and still think
it's one of my beiter books — {hough, oddly enough, it waa the
direet result of Hodder & Stoughtonts despair after four of my ef
novele had sunk instantly, without trece. (This was before Ace took
me on in America,) I was wasting my time, and his, with ef — would
I please iry something different? Sa I did, and it sank evem more
quickly -end with even less trace.

Norton were kind enough to pick it up in America later on, where
it 4id slightly —- though not much -~ better. No paperback house
will touch it., There's this odd thing about sf -— you can be as
seTious, 88 sexuvally discreet, as socially aware as you like and
still find a blg readership. I'm sure The Palace was no sillier, no
more ponderous, nc worse written or duller or morTe ill-consiructed
then my others, but not being =f it got itself labelled 'cold* and

'depreesing' and 'cerebral! and unacceptable to any except a few
cranky literati.

Hhict_l is why — though you haven't yet asgked it -~ I write sf,
I oan write about todey, here and now, real people and their relation-
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ships to sach other and the civilisation they are building far more
acoeptably through this simple little distancing mechenism called
ef, 1 can try to be relevant without risking dismissel ae an over-
earnest psmpbleteer. (I bope.} =--—I'm afraid I'm sounding pompous.
Perhaps thet!s because I ap pompous.

8, You mpeem to have more difficuldy with Britiebh publishers than
with American, Have you yet found a new British hardcover
publisher? How about paperbacks?

A. I parted with Hodder on the best of terms — with six commercial

duds behind ne they were guite glad to =2ee me go. They never
disclosed the precise sales figures, but I rarely earned my advance
—= Wwhich meana something in the regien of 2000. Why Michael Joaseph
though they would do better than Hodder I cannot imagine, but in
fact they did very muoch worse. Hutchinson are dithering over nf
Continuous Katherine Mortenhoe. They've been undecided for nearly
three monthe now. Nevertheless, since their paperback subsidiary,
Arrow, bave started taking up my books, I remain hopeful.

S+« The one novel which Michael Jesepk published sank practically
without 4rface. I only ever saw ome review, in the ?ﬁ, and I've

never besen sble to find & copy anywhere. Yot it was well-received

in America, Why should this be? Could it have been anything %o do

with the change of title? Do you think the Britiash title was &
mistake?

4. Certainly the title was a mistake. Nay, a disaster. For some

reason they didn't like the American title, Chronocules, s¢ I
idietically came up with Hot Wireless Sets, Aspirin Tablets,
Sandpoeper Sides of Used Matchboxes, and Something That Might Have
Been Castor 0il. They took it as 8 gimmick, gembled on it, and
lost. Ko boskshop would toush it. Still, it can?t have been the
title's fault that the TL8 so hated the book. 'The Droel of Inven-
tion' the review was headed, and went on for far too many worda in
the same vein. But I've remembered the heading -- I'd like to use
it one day as a title, I%'s a8 grand phrase.

4. Have you had any more success with radio plays?

4. TIronically they were, every one of them, picked up in Germany
some time after I switched %o books. They go on round and round
the various German stations, but moestly nmowhere else. One made the
crossing to Canada once a long time ago, but I don't know if they
ever sotually broadcast it. It was ealled "Bandstand". The plays

were all & bit fey and fantastic -~ though not in the least science-
fantastic.

Q. Have you any new books in the offing?

4. As T mentioned, I've now finished something called The Continuous
Katherine Mortenhoe. I don't think it's the fact that it's my
latest that makes me believe it's the best I've done for gome time,
probably since Synthajoy. Now that I'm back in Londen and with a
Tegular 9-5 job, I aim to start each book over ry week's Christmeas
heliday and finish it in whetever odd moments the next five months
allow., That gives me the rest of the ¥ear in whieh to pray for
another idea and to £ill in with various other literary-ish jobs.

8+ Would you desoribs yourself as 2 novelist wano happened to write



CONPTON 27

sfy, rather than an sf writer?

4. In spits of Terry Carr I etill think of myeelf &s & writer whose

books happen to be sf, rather than an af writer. The latter
implies 2 knowledge of the pgenre and a conacious act of writing
within (even if only just) that genmre. Certainly my firet six
books were written with no knowledge of the genre whatsoever. When
I decided 1o give up orime books, the first adequate theme that
turned up was an af theme. I enjoyed writing it, so did another.
And another... Pitted into my general rezaing at that time had beem
Wells and Wyndhan and Christopher and even dreadful Fred Hoyle, but
nothing elee to give me a firm awarenems of the crowded and talented
field I was entering., If I had had this awaremess I might well have
hesitated, and kept chickens inetead.

So I was «definitely & writer whose books happened to be sf.
More recently, of course, as & reviewer I have come across much
straight sf., Now, therefore, I am aware that once I extrapolate
either socially or scientificslly ir a book I zm become an sf writer.
But I donft think this awarensss puches me into writing the book in
any way differently than I would bave done iwo or three years ago.
The proof of this comes in the letters I sometimes see in fanzines
saylng what & desd mainstreamy bore my hooks are, So if I'm & genre
wrlter now, I'm certainly not a very good one.

8+ Do you know the scientific eatablishments well as =z background

for your novels? You've said that = semse of place is very
important to you. Do you ever visit & background when writing a
story?

A. T bave:never knowingly been within fifty miles of & soientifie

eatablishment, My education was even so ridisculously limited
that I never went into a school lab. We despised the soiertists.
(Perhape I still dol) No, I never visit backgrounds. I often use
Gloucestershire in my books bscavae I know it well. I really do ne
Tesearch at all — if I don't know something I write round it, If
that sounds idle, well I suppose it is. Certainly my books would be
better (different?) if better remearched.

8. Which of your published novels are you most satisfied with?
Which do you like leasi?

A. Synthejoy is far and sway my favourite. The problen is always
Yo mateh the manner, the tone of voice, to the content. In
Synthajoy the intensely subjective way of writing, which obanges as
ihe book progresses, exactly suits the story being told. DBeaides
it's the book most closely written cut of my own direot experience
and observation. My least favourite is The Missionaries. Too many
viewpeints, too many plot creaks, and & moral compromise near the

end, Somehow my idea of how it wes going to be wms never remotely
realiped,

8. I see & (oyclic?) trend in that the intimate personal relation-
ships of the main protagonist with eaeh other get less and less

;s thetnum'ber of peinte of view becomes grester; from The Quality of

iercy to The Silent Multitude and again from Syuthajoy to Chronoc-

cules, Any comments?

4+ Incredibly enough, I!

ve only very recently observed this pattern,
&nd more particularl:

¥ the sticky ends my poor women some to.
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What 1t says about me I'd rather not know.

L« How do you write? Do you do much rewriting?

A. I write very slowly indeed —~ possibly a thousand words in an
aight hour day -- but then I hardly ohange a comma.

8+« Your novels depen? a good deal on strong characterisation, and
this aspect of them has often been praised. Some critics have
aaid that sf doesn't need particularly good characterisation; that
it's unreasonable to expect it im addition io a1l the extrapolation,
innovation and so forth., Is this a reasonable apgument or an excuse?

4. An oxousey and not even & reasonable one. It's this aspect of

some sf that has given the entire gemrs such a bad pame, People
like to read about Peoples. As scon &s people become meTe objeots in
a book it shares the fete of hard-core pornography: it's omly read
by those few who bappen to share that particular kieck,

S+ TYou seem to share the common pessimistic outlook of many English

sf writers. Why do you think this characteristic iz so widespread?

4. Looking through my-shaped hole I'd say that any writer thinking
sociologically must be pessimistic. And yet pessimism provides
a very poor juatification for writing books. If writers are the
modern moralists they ought to find gomething about mankind to cele-
brate. Nihilism is a defensible attitude, but not ome to be evan—
gelised in books. This sspect of my own work concerns me very much,

Q. TYou have said on a number of occasions that the sf labsl should
and must disappear. More recently you seem to have had second
thoughts, Do you mow think the label can be useful (to both readers

and writers)? Is it possible that your books might do better im this
country under an sf imprint?

A. T feel now that I got whooped up quite unnecessarily over the

genre label. Apg a marketing concept it helps us middle range
novellists to reaoh the readers most likely to enjoy our books, yet
it oan easily be discarded by a publisher who feels he has a best-
sellor on his hands — witness The Andromeda Strain et al. Writers
¢an take the label or leave it, as Wyndhem and Christopher did, for
example. So I honestly don't see why I 2ot 8o hot under the collar,
The genre label is wide and getting wider: it will grow out of its
pulp connotetions in due course and meanwhile it helps rather than
hinders those writers and readers who choose to use it,

I think Ace loast a lot of money on me one way or another, so
I don't know if my books would do better under an sf imprint here.
They could hardly do worse. As I've said before, I don't choose my
publishers. They choose -~ or mostly don't choose ~— me.
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oNd new stondads of exalene

Mark Adlard

*
We have now had six sf novels from D.G. Coupton, and it is clear that
he is one of the most important of thoss writers who have been setting
new standards of excellence in the writing of sf.

His first novel, The Quality of Mercy, is set in 1979. Setting
2 novel in the near future can be attractive becsuse it permits the
writer to deal with problems of obvious relevance instead of with a
amenace which has somewhat less immediacy {e.g. the roisoning of Farth
by D.D.T. instead of the predatory habits of six-legged Sirians).
The danger of such a setting is that the fiction might be relegated
prematurely 10 the sub-genre of historical sf (e.g. D.D.T. might
cease to be & threat, while the mix-legged Sirians continue to
flourigh unabated). The near future is attractive to the tliterary*
writer also becsuse it makes fewer demands upon his powers of
scientific® extrapolation, and it avoids the near necessity of
clogging his prose with invented words and of interrupting the action
with detailed desoriptions of an unfamiliar environament.

ity of Merocy exploits both these advantages: it desals
with the continuing problems of internationsl tension ard over-pop-
ulation; end the literary treatment hears comparison with oriteria
drawn from the meinstream. Only in the matter of decimalisation has
the novel been overtaken by history, and it was sheer bad luck that
Compton assumed the ten ehilling note would be the new unit. (Ang
that is a better guess than the yards and inches still &ppearing in
new stories of the far futurs.)

The centre of the action is an American airbase in England.
The crews fly missions over Bussia ot an altitude which precludes
detection by either satellite or radar, and they seed the air with
material which is described &s a device for detecting the departure
of missgiles from Russian soil, Their operations are therefore
thought of as being defensive and morally justified. Mesnwhile
millions of people tiroughout the world are dying from & mew and
horrible disease known as V,P.D.

The action is seen through the eyes of Donald, who is a Special
Duty officer seconied to the American airbase from the R.A.F. A
good deal of the background is an up-dated ireatment of that "inter-
national situation" which Henry James made the staple of his fiction
from Daigy Miller onwards:

"Crass, gum-chewing up into the highest echelons ... They
punched him, and said 'Donnie-boy'. Their fat backsides
worried hia ... Sometimes he wondered what sort of people
these were who one day were going to inherit the earth,"

* Thin article was written before The Missionaries was published. (NJE)
7
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"Four responsibe Americar officers playing the great
American game of Let'!g-2ll-be-sophomores ... " .

"He found baseball loud and vulgar and theastrical, and
he was proud: of being no' good at it ... "

The English point of view .is reinforc¢ed by a,consoiousness of
clags:

“"Donald turned his thoughtsz to Amy Felton-Browne ... He
wondered if he was being fair. He thought of the hyphen
and the final 'e’ and decided he was ... Mummy and Dsddy
would be the Hertfordshire Felton-Browmes, no doubt ..."

Consciousness of class has, of course, been & ¢onstant theme af
Engliah fiotion since the daye of Chaucer's Knight and Prioreas,
although it has asppeared very little in af. One of the excepiione
is Aldiss in such stories as "Basis for Negotiation”.

A publiceschool conditioning produces some typically odd
generalisations?

"Like most Britishers, he rarely visited his father or
mother, or wrote to them ... "

The moral seriousness of the novel ls filtered through the
consciousnesa of Donald, Hia reectien to the death of a girl un-
known to him ia 1ight years removed from the moral blindness of so
many hercic stersotypes, The Tinal, horrifying connection between
the missions over Ruasia {and elsewhers), and the milliuns of deaths
from ¥.P.D., is approached by indireotion and implication. In the
sbsence of any explicit revelation you can continue to beliave, if
you Teally want to, that there isn't any comnection.

The Silent Multitude (1966) is alsc set in the mear future —
in Gloucester during the 1980=z. The buildings of the ¢ity are
eoTumbling, and the inhabitants are evacuated, We are taken over
bhalfway through the novel before we are aciually told that this kind
of disintegration is due to & spore brought back by a planetary
oxpedition. The datum is therefors similar to that of Crichton's
The Andromeda Sirain, but the horrors are wetaphysicel rather than
overtly dramatic.

The action is largely seen through the uncomprehending eyes of
Billie Smith and his oat, who are derelicts in the crumbling.oity.
There are indications that the collapse of the city is merely an
extprnal manifestation of something more essential which is Sollsps-
ing in the human spirit:

nSomewhere inside him reality had -got twisted, and it

needed straightening. Whatever hie fantasies might be, the

framework that supported them waa crumbling.”

Once again there is a sharp eye for social comedy. As the povel
approaches its climax in %be cethedral, Billle ies given some refreshb-

ment:
"The Dean came in with an old brown tespot, obviously

tbe kitchen teapot, on 8 tray. Sim hoped that this and
the thick kitchen cup were the result of sensitivity «.o

The cathedral endures miraculously, justifying the Dean's falth.
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like the faith of Jocelin in CGolding's The Spire. But then in the

last paragraph the oathedral bell “sounded three times and then cut
off",

In Farewsll, Earth's Bliss (1966) the planet Mars has become &
dumping ground for "people who had been found unacceptabtle to a
soclety that they in their turn 4id not acecept®. This is not the
Mars of Burroughs, Bradbury, or Zelazny's "A Rose for Ecclesiastes".
The--hurtling moons of Barscom are & good deal less pretty in this
terrible environment:

"She thought of the two moons cireling above her in the
always cloudless sky. How she had seen them the once
and run and hidden and never wanted to aee them again."

The novel is ooncerned With & new shipload of deportecs.
Compion is primerily interested in their reactiona 1o their new
enviropment., It is symptomatio that in 2001 Clarke should put Floyd
in the 'toilet compartment! so that he could devote slightly more
than 8 page to describing how it works. Compion simply sayaes

"The lavatoriea were ingenious, and Ruth hated them.
They employed a suotion principle to overcome the
squalid effects of weightlessness.”

In the settlement Ruth is trapped in & eituation where the future
holda nothing for her but a continuous re-reading of Dickena, like
rooxr Tony Last in Waugh's 4 Handful of Dust, The novel ands with a
mild hint at religious faith.

It seems to me that at this point Comptonts af can be divided
into twe equal parts. The first three novels have smooth, 'literary!’
titles, with epigraphs drawn from Shakespears, Sylvia Flatk and
Thomae Naghe. This might be a comvenient point, also, to illusirate
Compton'a facllity for indicaiing details which, whilst irrelevant
in themeelves, make one see the things as being indisputably tthere'.

"The Commandant got up from the big leather chair, It
bobbed lightly on its pedestal.” (The Quality of Mercy)

"He stood up gradually, like =z oov, in sections,n
(The Silent Multitude)

"One of the policemen offered her & cigarette and 1it it
from a lighter with & tall clear flame."

(Farewell, Earth's Blies)

The second three novels have abrasive, synthetic titlea, and a
deeper commitment to sf themes., It is the first of these, and the
two subsequent books, which have brought Compton to general notice.

Synthejoy (1968) has as ite backgrownd the work of Edward, a
surgeon, end of Tony, an electronic engineer. Edwsrd has developed
Relaxatape, From thie is developed Seneitape, which records the
thoughts of talented men in such & way that they can be experienced
by others. This makes 1% possible for the untalented to live
through the scstasy of a great musician conducting s first-class
orchestra, and for the dying to face death with the absolute peace
of mind enjoyed by a true believer, To this is added Sexitape,
vhich enables the sexuzlly inadequate to experience the feelings of
a perfectly matched coupls during love-play and copulation. To thie
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is added SynthejoFye...

The novel has more technicel interest (in the literary sense)

than the preceding three books. The story is t0ld by Thea, the

widow of Edward and the lover of Tony. 4t the commencement every-
thing has already happened, and the story emerges through reminiso-
ence and interpolation while Thea is consirained in a nursing hota.

the
the

Techniques of non-linear narration are sometimes bludgeoned in
fanzines, as if they were a bizarre innovation which threatened
pure story-line of E.B. Smith. In fact Conrad was using start-

ling time-shifts in Almayezr's Folly (1895), and deployed such
teshniques with marvellous effect in Lord Jim and Nosiromo. He used
such technigques so consistently that The Hover (1923) was described
as 'a performance on the Conrad'. The film flash-back is usually
little more than a crule derivative.

Compton uses the device very well indeed, and achleves a complex

layering of reality.

the

Also of technical interest is the way the narrator slides from
first to the third person in order to distance her earlier, more

innocent selfs

and

"My memories of her are so vivid, they point the painful
differencen between us, what our eyes see, what our hands
feel soe ™

"I was Thea Cadence, B.C. -- Before Cynicism."
The inpights provided by the Sexitape give Thea 2 sexual trauce,
the horror of what tbey are doing destroye her:

“Opce Beskimo women had softened their husbandm' shoes every
morning by chewing them. Was it rezlly their gain that the
shoes were now synthetic ... Love was so ocerebral now, and
the brief effects of skin on skin.”

It seems to me that this is precisely that kind of horror which

Ballard ia attempting to explore in his different way.

Ag with the three preceding novels, Synthajoy ends on a note of

arbiguity.

The theme of The Steel Crocodile {1970) is the growing menace of

scientific discevery and the technelogicsl innovation and reviged
social bebaviour which grow from it.

The Colindale Institute is unknown to the publie., It ia run by

s handful of clever and high-minded men who are each expert in their
particular fieldm. The discoveries revealed in new scientific papers
and reports are fed to an associative computer, which then gathers
together mrll the other data which is relevant snd extrapolates the
ultimate effeots of the new discovery. If the future effects are
considered to be 'bad' by the wise men (e.g. the effects of sex
diecrimination, of unlipmited organ txansplants) then steps are taken
to ensure that the new discovery is not exploited. The Colindale
Institute thus turns the heai of Kapitza's 'crocodile of science!
which would otherwise continue to 'go forward with all-devouring Jaws',

The near future is plausibly displayed, with its deseried and

cavernous undergrouni car-parks, its post—industrial attitudes, its
vocational workers and the old people unhappily cured of their




ADLARD 33

physical ills., Even future art (the diffioult subject of Blish's
ariicle in Vector 61) comes off reasonably wells

"Gryphon's roob was cool, with reversible wall panels in
green and black ... The picture on the back wall was
responding to the harsh c¢ity sunlight witk & range of
metallic yellows and grays."

But the real problem, as usual with Compton, is that of pecple
facing a moral problem. In particular the novel is about the rela-
tionship between Matthew anil his wife Abigail, and it shows how
their relationship is detroyed by the moral dilemma. The Colindale
Institute is viewed through the eyes of husband and wife alternately,
sodetimes with an overlapping and recapitulation of the same section
of actuality, and their oconflicting viewpoints dramatise the conflict
vetween two kinds of 'good'. As usual, the moral guestion is explo-
red 1n great depth, but not answered.

Chronocules (197C) is Compton's contribution to time-travel
literature, which one might have thought was done to death by
Heinlein's "By Him Bootstraps" (Astounding, 1941) but which Eeems to
go on and on. It ie true, howsver, that Compton's Professor has a
bhorror of cliche egual to his author's, and he scouts all references

to 'time=travel! with hie own plausible gobbedegock about ‘chronomic
unity’.

The action is measured against the conscioustiess of Rases Varca,
a mentally subnormal dereliot who is devoted to his ¢ats. I would
guese thet Roses Varco, and Billie Smith (in The Silent Multitude).
are both inspired by the same prototype. In their stupidity and
ignorance they nevertheless provide moral standards by which the
'scientific' activities can be judged. Roses, rather like an
intellectually inferior Eliot Rosewater, is addicted to 'SP stripst.
Liza, after a sexusl encounter with him, suffers & trauma similar to
that of Thea in Synthajoy.

An intriguing short chapier called 'Interjection' provides an
exanple of 'multi-choiced narrative's. Compton, at slippered ease,
is implying that despite our lack of orientation, the writer must

nevertheless impose his own vision and purpoee upon the amorphous
masg of material at his dispesal:

"Life 1s full enough of unavoidable decisions without —— in
addition to paintings that are blank oanvas and musi¢ that
consists of silence — the creation of multi-ochoice hooks."

Footnotes to the novel poke fun at the futility of any attempt
1o render actuality. The lesson seems to be that the writer has the

obligations of 2 conirolling intelligence, even if he wants to leave
the final issues in doubt.

It is obvious that Compton is a very English writer. The settings
of five of the six novels I have discussed are the Cotswolds, Glou-
¢ester, London (twice) and Cornwall, (The other is set on Mars.)
References to a typicelly English environment abound.

At a less superficial level hic attitudes to class and situation
are English. At the most basic level he is perheps the first sf
writer to continue that tradition of moral seriocusness which runs
f?om Austen to James. His fiction does indeed stem from that traditi-
t19n and not the American pulps. How odd, therefore, how extraordin-
arily odd and praiseworthy, that Ace should have publisghed 21l six
novels while the British paperback houses have done so little,

-— Mark Adlapd
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Bendezvous Witk Rama, by Arthur C, Clarke. Gollanez: 296p.3 £2.00

Reviewed by Malcolm Edwarda

It's been a8 long time since we had & new Clarke novel. Not guite &
hiatus of Asimovian proportions, but if we dismiss 2001 as the
literary byproduct of a f£ilm (which I prefer to do, as it is notice-
ably substandard), we have to go right back to 1961 and 4

Moondust to find the last one. It seemed unlikely that Clarke the

but here he is sgain with & brand-new novel published and at least
two mors to cone.

In the last dozen years ef has changed in & lot of different
vays, and one of the fascinatione of & new work by a writer who has
been largely absent from the field during that time ie to see whether
their work is still vital, or whether time has turned them inte
reliocs. {Despite ite award-winning success, The Gods Themselves, for
example, seemed to this reviewer like a very wsak echo from the
past.) OClarke has the advantage of being a purveyor of a type of
sf where the demarnd has always greatly axceeded the supply -- the
etory of middleweight scientific extrapolation, not so techniecal aa
to deter soientific illiterates like myself, but complicated enough
to keep anyone 2o inclined bappy. In his absence, there has been a
tendency to try to fit Larry Niven into the pigeonhole left vacants
that this hes been an uneatisfactory arrangement starts to become
clear after a very few pages of Rendezvous With Rama.

The plot of this book could hardly be simpler. Rama is detected
by instruments outside the orbit of Jupiter. At first it is thought
to be a wandering asteroid, but when 2 space probe investigates it is
found to be an alien spaceship -- s perfect cylinder fifty kilometres
long and iwenty across. A manned orew is sent to explore it, but
since it is set on a course which will awing it close round the sun

and awey again at high speed, they have & maximum of about three weeks
in which to explere it. They do so.

That's it, Oh, there's 2 little politicking on the sidelines =-
is Rame a threat to mankind? should it be destroyed? — but itts all
fairly perfunctory. The novel belongs to Clarke's new big toy, Rama,

The mechanics of writing such a novel are fairly obvious., Firat,
design your spaceship.... It more or less stands or fzlls at that
stage. Nobody is going to hold the reader's interest through a
novel of the kind unless the hardware is sufficiently complex and
oystifying. The plot is structured like s guided tour, with a new
equivalent of the Niagara Falls every third chapter or so (they are
very short chapters). In this Clarke seems thoroughly successful.
Rema always retains its mysteries; Clarke knows better than to try to

=3
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explein everything. The impression that it 811 hangs together if we
only had the key is conveyed strongly, and it's enough.

Ram& is not physically a particularly vast object; nor 1is its
bapic design very startling (Larry Niven's 'Alternatives to Worlds'
speech in Speculation deals with a more-or-less similar structure).
Neverthelese, the sense of size and strangeneas is always maintained.
Compare this with a book like Ringworld, whers a structure of imcre-
dible size is reduced to almost cosy proportions, and the only (if
you'll pardon the phrase) sense of wonder is an initial and very
shori-lived 'Coo, isn't it bigl’

Certainly, Rendegzvous With Rama has faults. The opening chapters
creak, the characterisation is pretty rudimentary, the sub-plota are
uaconvincing. There are & number of good literary reasens for not
liking it very much, and in most cases I'd plug them as hard as any-
one, However, I can find it in me to forgive Clarke all of this ae
I derived considerable enjoyment from exploring Rama in his company.
To sheow you what to sxpect, here's arn extract from Chapier Eighteen.
Inside Rema, the ship lighte have just ocome on, and the main
character ie trying to find & visual orientation:

"Safest of all was to imagine that heo was at the bowl-shaped
bottom of a giganiic well, sixteen kilometres wide and fifiy
deeps. The advantage of this image was that there could be
no danger of falling further; nevertheless, it had some
serious defects.

"He oculd pretend that the scattered towns and oities, and
the diffsrently coloursd and textured areas, were all seourely
fixed %o the towering waslls. The various c¢omplex structures
that could be seen banging from the dome overhead were perhaps
no more dieconcerting than the pendent candelabra in some
great ¢oncert~hall on Earth. What was quite unaeceptable was
the Cylindrical Se@ssee

"There it was, helf-way up the well-shaft — a band of water,
wrapped completely round it, with no visible means of support.
There ocould be no doubt that it Ras water; it was & wvivid blue,
flecked with brilliant sparkles from the few remaining ice~
floes. But & vertical sea forming a complete oircle twenty
kilometres up in the sky was such an unsettling phenomenon that
after a while he began to seek an alternative.

"Thet was when his mind switched the scene through ninety
degrees. Instently, the deep well beoame 2 long tunnel, capped
a2t either end, 'Down' wae obviouesly in the direction of the
ladder and the stairway he had just ascended ... He was clinging
to the face of & ecurving sixteen-kilometre-high ¢liff, the upper
belf of which overbung completely wuntil it merged into the
arched roof of what was now the sky ... The two other stairways
»»+ slanted up into the sky and then curved far out over his
head. HNorton bai now eoquired enough confidence to lean back

and glance up at them — briefly. Then he tried to forget that
they were theree...

"For too much thinking along those lines evoked yet a8 third
image of Rama, which he was anxious to avoid a% ell cosis. Thie
wae the viewpoint that regarded it once sgein as & vertizal cylin=-
der or well -~ but now he was at the top, not the bottom, like a
fly crawling upaide down on a domed celling, with a fifty-kilo=
metre drop immediately below...."
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That's a taste of it (a2 scene nicely visuslised, incidentally,
on the Bruce Pennington jacket painting -- Gollanez have given this
one a rather more lavish appearance than their standard sf, which is
nice for Clarke; but I can't help wishing that, having been such good
friende to sf over the years and now having an obvious winner on
their handse, Gollancz had plucked up courage and put the magic worda
*science fiotion' somewhere on the book}., If it stirs you at all --
there's plenty more where it came from.

Soylent Green, directed by Richard Fleischer., ABC release; 85 mine.

Reviewed by Chris Fowler

The first thing to be said of Richard Fleischer's direction of
Soylent Green, 'based on a novel by Harry Harrison'y is that as a
representation of the plot of Make Room! Make Room! it is a traveaiy.
ip & presentation of the theme of the novel, however, it is much
better. For although the film utilises only a few elements from the
plot of Make Room! Maske Rooml, it excellently portraye the background
of the hideously over-populated New York of 2022, {Harry Harrisonm,
at the SF Forum at the NFT on June 2nd asked why the date was changed;
well, it's just 50 yeara on from the present, l.e. the 1972 of the
f£ilm's making.,) This portrait I found particularly well-observed
and realistic, with people everywhere, sleeping on every inch of
stairway space, crowding every square foot of & huge church, living
in derelict cars — no longer the status symbola of an affluent,
nobile soeiety, but doing service in 2 more basic role in the mater-
ially exhausted pedestrian society of 2022 — and in shacks. In
this New York, tbe only trees are in & sanctuary in Grammercy Park,
totally enclosed to sbield them from the poisonous atmosphere. 411
exterior scenee in the film are shot through yellow-green filters,

Yo give the impression of fog, ani this device works very well. One
can almost taste and smell the foulnesa of the air; and of the
people, sweltering in a temperature boasted by the greenhouse effect
of air pollution, raticned in their use of water, packed together
like battery mnimals., This simile is curiouely apt, as we shall zee
later. Crowd scenes convey an almost overwhelming sense of the
pressure of human beinge, partisularly the scene of the food rioct.

Well, to the plot. Charlton Beston is & harassed and hopelesely
overworked detective, working douwble shifta on murder investigations
and riot control, detailed to find the mrderer of a rich Soylent
Corporation director. Soylent controls half the world's food supply,
so the mirder of such a high offieisl is an important matter. Yet
pressurs is soon being exerted on Heston's chief via the Mayor to
have him taken off the case., But not soon enough: Heston has dia-
covered disturbing facts which induce him to continue with the case.
He hae come to the conclupion that the director was assassinated,
with the complieity of his bodyguard, possibly to keep him silent.
The detective also discovers two Soylent Corp. oc¢eanographic survey
reports, vhich he passes on to his 'book', Sol, played by Edward G.
Robinson. After consulting the Exchange, a central repository for
information from books, Robinson comes to a conclusion about the new
product Soylent Green so borrifying that he ceases to desire life.
He goes to & uicide Centre (old sf standby) where he is peinlessly
put to sleen after 15 minutes of full-colour movies of the vanished
beauties of Zarth'e past ~— tulip fields, herds of 3decer, clear
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rushing streamss bui not before commaicating the truth to Heston,
who arrives at the last moment. Heston follows Robinson's body from
the Centre, seeing his friend's remains treated like so muchk garbage
throughout (shades of the brutalisation of Buchenwald and Dachau) —
and finds the proof he needs, which the assassination was aimed at
ooverirg up. Heston returns to the Exchange to tell then they are
right, but ig caught by Soylent gunmen and shot dewn in & church.
His ohief arrivee in time to Teoceive the terrible measage from
Heston, and the movie ends — very movingly, I found — with him
being carried out on & stretcher, bloody fingers stabbing to the
skiea, desperately telling what he bhas found,

Anyone familiar with Make Roomi Make Room! will be able to tsll
from this outline that 1ittle of Barrison's plot has survived in
Stanley Greenberg'se screenplay. What especially suffers is the
relationship between Heston and Leigh Taylor-Young, playing the
t purniture® of the murdered man's apartment. This is only skeiched
ins: there iz none of the love between the couple found in the book,
and the relationship ie abruptly terminated by Heston shortly before
the end of the film. The actress has little chance to do anything
with her role, and her performsace suffers thereby. Where the film
does gain over the book is in the performance of Edward G. Robinson.
He is superb in the charaster of Sol, old enough to remember the
times before sosrcity and ertificial foods, an anachronism surviviag
into a hostile age. His death scene is the most moving in the film,
heightened by one's lmowledge that Robinson died of cancer shortly
after the completion of shooting., Charlion Heston's performance is
very ordinary in comparison, though thoroughly competent. Much of
the time, he just doesn't seem tired or harassed enough.

Harry Harrison a% the NFT Forum criticised the film for not
bringing bome forcefully enough the measage o mlation cauaed by
lapk of birth control. I think that this criticism is erroneous,
and indicates 2 failure to unierstand two fectors, Firstly, the
Pact that we are now eight years on from the first publication of
the novel, and everyone is aware of the ecolagical c¢risis, and the
need for birth control — ory &t least, if they aren't now, they
never will be. Thus the movie does not need to spell cut the
message. When Robinson asks 'How have we come to this?! thers is no
need for an answer —- the viewer provides his own. Secondly, the
fact that the cinema ~= the supreme art form produced by ithe 20th
century communicates by a complex variety of visual means. There la
ne necessity for characters to talk about overpepulation; the movie
shows it to us. There are dozens of incidents in Soylent Green high-
lighting the eoologicel orisie: the absence of cars, the lack of
peper, the super-luxury nature of meat and of foodm which we acoept
ag natural, the wonder in Heaton's eyes as he sees the films of deer,
encountere hot running water, ioe — one oculd go on almoat indefine
itely. HNo-one oould be in any doubt that here we have a soolety in

eriels, having exhausted ite raw materiale, ite energy, and at laat
its food supply.

In sum then, Soylent Green stande up well when oconsidered a=z a
@ovie in its own right. Not a great film by any meana, but worthy
of seeing, distinguished by & olear and compelling message: control
population or face this.... Perhape the most horrifying thing ebout
the film is that the pleture of overorowdlng ond poverty in New York
of 2022 is tbat of Calcutta gow. Think about that for s while.
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The Day the Sun Stood Still, by Poul Anderson, Robert Silverberg, and
Gordon R. Dickson. Thomee Nelson: 240p.3 £5.95

Reviewed by Cy Chauvin

The man responsible for putting together this collection of three
original novellas written around & common theme is Robert Silverberg.
This type of anthelogy seems to have been fairly successful, for
Silverberg has put together three others aloang similar lines —
Three for Tomorrow (1969}, Four Futures (1971), and Three Trips in
Time and Spsee (1973). {I wonder who thinks up these incredibly
unimaginative titles?)

The anthology startis out well, with & strikingly originsl theme
suggested by Lester del Rey: "What kind of world might exist were
the basis of faith replaced by certsin knowledge?" Specifically,
how would man react and evolve if & miracle — the stopping of the
sun for & day and & night —— made the existence of God nearly as
certain and obvious &s the existence of gravity? Thie is no idle
trifle, no shallow 'gimmick' that del Rey suggests, but a subject
with real depth. If sf wers truly just '& literature of ideas?,
with the execution of a story being of minor importance, then these
three authora should have had it made. As it ie, you @ight still
expect them to produce some exceptional atories.

The results, I'm afraid, are largely disappointing. In part, I
think thie is because original theme anthologies are inherently
flawed. For a writer to produce 2 truly exceptional story, he has
to feel and care a great deal about what he is writing, and he can't
do that if he is writing hie story around another man's idea. He
may turn ouil & story that mechanically and even intellectually deals
well with his theme, but unless he has had time %o mull it over in
bis nind and feel it in his heart, to make it Rig oWn, the story
will be emotionally empty — and emotion ia, after all, the hesis of
811 good fiction. A more general theme than that suggested by del
Rey would actuslly have been better, since it would have given the
authore more freedor to desl with something they were personally
interested in and felt sirongly about. It's interesting to note
that Silverberg's own suggestion for & theme (in the latest antho-
logyy Three Trips in Time and Space) is much more genersl than those
in the three previous anthologies, for each of which he wrote
stories. Obviously Silverberg realised this difficulty.

The anthology is also disappointing beczuse, strictly sepeaking,
the authors haven't followed del Rey's theme. In his column in the
Februaxy 1973 If, del Rey says that the authors "seized as their
theme the ... miracle itself rether than the eventual world that
have resulted” (my smphasis). The suthora portray the miracle, &nd
ite immedlate effects, but none go beyond that and poriray how
society might evolve thirty or forty years after the event (which is
apparently what del Rey wented). Nor is faith really replaced by
'oertain knowledge' in theee stories, at least not for any longth of
time; men temporarily accept God as fact, but most soon Fall back

into their own beliefs, and 2eny that the stepping of the sun is
God's work at all,

Poul Anderson's “A Chapter of Revelation® is, perhaps, the poorest
story in_the books The story opens with the threat of war with China
hanging in tke air, and the strain ani tension radiates from every
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oharaster. The story focuses on two people: Simon Donaldson, &8 re—
search scientist who works at the lawrence Radiation Laboratery in
San Franoisoo, and Louis Habib, a middle class working man who owne
2n suto repair shop in nearby Oakland. Habib zuggesia (on a loosl
tv talk show) that everyone stop one day and pray for a sign from
God. They dos the sun stops; and Habid is regarded as e near-seint.

Anderson's moral inm this story — his own personal theme, if you
will, ooncealed bebind del Rey's graniiose miracle — is stated near
the end, when Habib appears on nationmal television to addrese the
country., He is pressured by verioua groups into appearing to help
prevent the disintegraticon of the country, but finds he cannot re-
coapend any specifio programme or plan of action. "I can't tell you
what to do," he says. "Can anyone?™ And later, privately: "Psople
don't like being told they bhave to make their own livea and succeas
ien’t guarantesd. The country falls apart soon after this, amd
Habib is killed dy a mob near his home. Jawmes Blish says that
Andareon’s tragic bhere i1s 'a pan who is driven partly by cizoum=
stances, bui moetly by his own conscience, to da the wrong thing for
the right ressons —— and then hag to live wiith the oonsequences® and
Habib fite thim definition perfectly.

Anderson's persistent tendenoy to let him characters’ dialogue
turn into leotures is morse pronounced than usuel in this etory.
Anderson wrote an article for Quiworlds in which he defended this

ractice, snd pointed out that people do leocture ons ancther in real

ife. Thie ie true; bui B person in real life does not stop feeling,
soeing, and hearing everything else when lectured by someone. In a
story, howsver, this is what happens, since the printed page oan
convey only one kind of sensory inpreassion at a time. It is not ao
muck the leotures in themselves that are bad as the way they squeeZe
descripiive detail out of the story. Anmd of all people Poul Andar—
sony wWho has paid that he tries to appeal to at least three of the
Teader's senses in svery scene in a story, should realige the value
of this detail. D¥o element of a story can be autometically justi-
fied mdepely bsosuge it is 'realistic'; it muet be artistically

pleasing as well. I do not think 'lecturing' meets this laiter
requirewent.

Bobert Silverberg's “Thomas the Proclaimer™ is a competent but
bland effort, lacking the originality and emotional depth that make
Silverberg's best work (“Sundance, Downward %o the Earth, etc.)
worth reading and re-reading. The story ie told in Silverberg's
distinotive and sasily Tecognisable style — short clipped santerces,
present tenee, few edjeotives — but lacks ancther of his distinctive
hallmarke, strong sexuslity. I suspeot the story was written more
out of A mense of duty than anything else.

“Thomas the Proolaimer” is divided into seversl asctions, each
told from a different viewpoint. The mein oharaoter, obvioualy, is
Thomas, & former pickpocket and thief turmed good. Thomas becomes
?he fooal point around which an appeal to Qod forme, althoughk he is
in 1o way 'responsible’ for the resulting miracle, any more than
Babib was in Anderson's story. But unlike Habib, Thomae playe the
Tole of the oconfident prophet (urged on, to a large extent, by Kraft,
one of hip underlings), sven though he ie troubled by dombt within.

In the end ke gives up bis role as prophet and is turned on by a
revengeful Kraft,

Many other characters play prominent roles in the story, however,
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and this shifting of viewpoint from character to character enables
Silverdberg to fill in the background of his story without resorting
to extensive lecturing. Silverberg's future society is very similar
to Andersonts, for it is also a time of great turmoil, and men belisve
that the end of the world is near. They have given up hope. And
like Anderason's story — perhaps even more so than Andersonts story —-
the stopping of the sun solves nothing for the people, and if anything
only hastens {their doom.

Gordon Dickeson's "Things Whieh Are Caesar's" is the most interest-
ing story of the three., Dickson takes a somewhat different approach
from that of Silverberg and Anderson; he concentrates on the responses
of six people to the miracle, and largely ignores the reaction of
soclety as a whole. The story takes place in the countryside, where
everyone hag gathered after hearing the rumour of the miracle., They
gather Tound campfiresy 8t one is Dave, who was orphaned at an early
age and wears a chain round his leg representing his debt to God;
Walt, a former preacher whose faith in God is stained by the sin of
doubts Leity and Rob, two young people searching themselves; Ranald,
an immorial who has witnessed the stopping of the sun 1000 years
before; and Maybeth, a young woman from the city who Ranald- finds
laying in the pasture where they are oamped, alone and afraid.
Dickeon’s story revolves around theee six.

Much of the richness of the story comes from Dickson's deserip-
tive detail. For instance, "“Like Ranald, he wap besrded; but the
dark—browm hair on his face was sparse and fine, so thai when the
wind blew this way and that it seemed he was only bearded in patches.
Above hiz beard and narrow cheekbones his brown eyes had the dark
openness of a suffering, nev-born animal ... His body was thickened
by layers of clothing.”

Dickson is the only writer of the three to view the piracle with
puch hope, and even for him this hope is only a small, slim ray.
Man will not change, he says. Ranald's attitude toward the miracle
reflects this view, and he describes his experience thusly: “The sun
was there, unmoving as it was %this time ... But afterward, there was
no difference. Just as there was no difference a little later after
the gentlefolk ... wept at the chapel at hearing Piers the Flowman
wag closer to God than they.™

I atill felt dissatiafied with Dickson's story when I finished
reading it. I believe an sf story's worth is in large part determined
by the extent to which is exploits the unique imaginative possidili-
ties offered by sf. "Things Which Are Caesar's" is a disappointing
story beceuse it exploits these possibilities only to a relatively
small degree.

It is a shame that such en interesting and original theme couldn't
bave had better treatment. But as I have said, I think this is a
rosult of an inherent flaw in the concept of the original theme anth-
ology, rather than the fault of the authors. You can't write a great
atory using another man's idea. Del Rey is the man who should have
written this book.
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REVIEWS 1

A Werewolf Among Us, by Dean R. Koontz. Ballantiney 211p.3 $1.25

Reviewed by Malcols Edwards

To anyone who has sver wondered what the result would be of a oross
between Ten Little Niggers and the Three laws of Robotics, I can
address two remarks. First, you ¢an find about by reading this
books Second, youtll wish you hadn't bothered.

Although I'm far from being a completist in my sf reading (God
forbidl) 1 do hate to feel I'm missing anyome potentially worthwhils.,
When broweing recently in Bram Stokes' chop I discovered a complaete
Five-Foot Shelf of Dean R. XKoontz titlesz, and realised I had never
Te&d =- or even aocquired —— a single one of them. Flushed with
sudden guilt, I selected the two most recent (reasoning that he ought
to have hit his stride by now) and dashed off home with them. Thia

was the one I ohomse t0 resd first, which mey be unfortunate for the
other.

Baker St Cyr, a oyberdetective, comes to the planet Darma to
investigate & oouple of mysterious murders out at the Alderban
mansion. (The bodles are nestily mutilated, and local legend positz
& oreature akin to s werewolf...) And there are further murders,
and everyone is trapped together overnight in the house (apart from
the robot butler and St Cyr'e bilo-ocomputer, it might as well be on

the Isle of Wight), and they know that one of them must be the
murdererl Bc who...7?

Oh deary I suppose 1t must have seemed like & good idea, but the
ond result is pratty dire. Perhaps it would have been better played
for laughs. (Horrible thought: msybe it wagi) Even the writing
sufferst I had the impremsion that Koontz was & *‘oolourful? writer,
but reading thim is lilke chewing cardboard.

Vall nd Time Robert Silverberg. Dells 223p, o
Reviewed by Maloolm Edwards

I suppome any professional writer would be foolish to turn up an
opportunlty to put together a collection of old stories. However,
vhen the writer has changed as much =28 Robert Silverberg has, one
foele he does himeelf e dimservice by presenting as 38 new colleotion
four stories which would have been undistingwished on firat public-
ation, fifteen or more years sgo, &nd which have not improved in

the interim. Admittedly Silverberg's Introduction drawe sttention
to their age, but not umnaturally he adds: "I offer that fact here as
an explanation, not an apology, for if the stories needed apologies,
they would not be asgsin appearing in print." Uould that it were so.

In "Valley Beyond Time" a group of men, women and aliens are
kir}napped from various parts of the gelaxy and find themselves im-
Prisoned in a valley on a planet somewhere by an alien who tells thenm
that while they remain they will not die, but if any of them succeeds
in escaping they must all leave. Haturelly, factions form. Some want
to leave; others -refer %o accent this naralise at face value. o=
vhere is there any caxnlenation of their cantor's behaviour, or of why
1t shoul? iunose such arbitrary coniiiions. There's no logic behind

the story: it'z just & set of wen ene wonmcn {and elienc) against a
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Situation, set up for the sole purpose of oocupying 60~cdd pages of
prose.

"The Flame and the Hammer" is a tale of far-future galactio
intrigue, redolent with Emperors and Imperial Proconsuls, Basicelly,
it's the story of the young man who overthrows the Empire because
his weapon ias bigger than anyone elss's. What is the nature of thisp
wonderful weapon? Well, judge for yourself:

"The snout of the antique weapon jutted menacingly from the
parapet of the Temple of the Suns ... It was of symbolic
value. It had not been Pired im twelve hundred years.

"Ritual prescribed that it be peointed at the pkies each
night «e.

"He orouched in the firing bucket ... His fingers played
over the impotent control panel ...

"Tuyeir reddened. 'Ever since the age of fifteen, lLugaur,
I've raised that cannon to the skies at nightfall, Once a
day for eight years.t'"

You oan well imagine that when he eventually manages to five
it, it goes off with quite a bang!

The other two stories are of similar quality. In “The Wages of
Death" a men is caught in a cleft stick of absurd conflicting loyal-
t1es (any normal person would have shrugged off one of them). Whooos,
SOXrys that was "Spacerogue"! (I really should do rough ATafts... )
Ho, "The Wages of Death” is about a group of dissidents attempting to
escape a planet taken over by & diotator, and one of their number
who realises that he can't accept their easy way out.{which they
camouflage as & stand on & point of prineiple). But here agein, as
in "Spacerogue", the point at ismue geems a phoney one. Silververg
tries to make it convineing, but he oan't do it. Indeed the nain
failure of all these stories is a failure of plausibility. This one
is for diehard Silverberg freaks only,

Books received (may be reviewsd in future issues)

From Gollanozs Tdime Out Of Mind, by Richard Cowper (£1.90 - intriguing
dew nmavel, for reviaw next time)y Ihe Gold at the Starbow's y by
Frederik Pohl (£1.80 — five stories, mostly surprisingly gv%; A Time
oL Changes, by Robert Silverberg (£2.10 — hardly hig best, but won

41z 8 long-overdue Nebula); To Here And The Easel, by Theodore Sturgeon
{£2.05 — pullished by Aow 4s Ihe Norlds of TS); The Embedding, by Ian
Watson (£2,20 — now Bagliub auy y 100k promiaing, Teview noxt tiso).
Prom Vebars Jook of Baglen, Uy James Bliuhs (£2.10); Towy Hale, Sonoe

Dotective, by Hugh Walters (£1.60, by gosh): The Doors of His Fao, ihe
~333e of His Mouth, the Windows of Hig Nose, by Roger Zelazny (£7.25),

Yron Sidgwick & J.: of Miracles, by John Irunner (£21.75) Fin-
guinsan Conwpiracy, Ly Jahn Hancine Zu.?'}h Thg Threq Elma;.'%fb oy
;.:. Tan Yout (£3.9%); BF Gpesinl T (RE.50).

ron Fwngaing | S§ 8y, e3. Brinn Aldiew (60p) Ngicn Hoom|
Make Booml, by ry larrinon E 5 ‘

Hake 35p)1 Jhe Puonle: Uiffarent Ly
senua Benderson (19}, A Flamip of xxthr,!g‘b_.j%—h&%n?g’zﬁd‘_( 3 Jl'mm
—22p Jerohante, by foll & Rorabluth (30p). 11 Pras Arrows The Yinds of
{lash, Dgrsi, ypan, all by N.0. fuks (35p eachg. 3+ Prom Pan: liny Hil—
Lion, by Foml (35p); Zindgean, by Ubeekley (10p

P2 .Y e %% ron Caronot:
Uxtieznia, Wy Loa Ganeron (Wpje lade 181
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cont from p.6/ proclaime in large letters: 'With new material
specially written for thie edition'. On inspection, this new muteriul
turns out to consist of one ohapter of roughly seven pages.

Keyhoe is much more peraongls hie aocount, full of breathleonn
conversations, reads like a thrilling novel. It's a plez for the
American people to be glvon the fnots — facts which include the
faot thet the Comot whioh orached at Calcutta in 1953 was either
shot down by or ocllided with a UFO, The proof? Well, the Aix
Miniatry statemont anid 3t had o0ollided with an unidentified flying
body. UPO, ap evoryone knows, etands for unidentified flying odbjeot.
The Infarence la pltain.

If Koyhoe'n hook rewls like a novel, Shuttlewoodis might easily
bavo been 2 garis) 1n a 1930'¢g af pulp magazine. Just listen to some
of the ohapter hosdingss “Pinned By Invisible Fingers Of Sound",
"Curdous Aml Durniahal Amber Growth™, "Cylindrical Cobwebs Coiled
Into Cirola", "Vaninlied In Cloud Of Yellow Smoke". Ky own favourite
segquence is “I'lgaonm Are Killed In Flight", followed by "Viear's
Wife Uresthiens on [fhwne", while Chapter 23 — "Nightmare Of A
Nurse™ == raipen a howt of interesting possibilities. The pigeons,
inoidentslly, were found in a field, and Mr Shuttlewood tells us they
died am & renult of "fatal contact with paralyzing sound beama", He
has expert opinlon on hie side: a Mr David Holton opined thet they
were killed "Ly sound waves of a quality to which earth creatures
are not acoumtosml”. Mr Holton is a surgical chiropodist.

Mx Shuttlewoud's book is undoubtedly the most exciting of the
four (in cass you wars wondering which to buy first}. It has ite
share of smaming photographs, and has grester appesl in that it
contres on thia innocoent Wiltshire town memaced by 211 kinds of
weird things. The apparent explanation for this is that Warminster's
site ia & moating of loys — not & gei-together of the family of
the 1ats molanoe oolumniet of Galaxy, it seems, but a mysterious set
of lines connevtling various spots, am lines have a tendency to do.
The moral sssus to be that if you don't want your sleep ruined by
the thunder of UFOs overhead, make sure your home is nowhers near a
nexus of leys, in the pame way that you would avoid & house at the
and of an alrport runway or beneath s motorway imterchange.

* 4 X 4 X X ¥

At this point I have the option of either extending this ismme for
four more pages — whioch I am disinclined to do for varioue reasons —-
or of bringing it to & olose in the next few lines, which means defer-
ring lettern until next iswue. I don't went to do this eitber, tut I
will anyway., et me quiokly mention, then, & weckend ecourse in Science
Fiation and Puturology on 9th-11th Novomber at the Arvon Foundation,
Totleigh Burton Manor, “hmepwanh, DBeaworthy, Devon. The course is to
be tutored by John Drunner and Professor John Taylor, and inolusive
cost im just £9. Write to the Adminintretor, Petor Mason. And let
me mention thosse who wroto» Jean Gromun, with some germane oomments
on fandom as a social inatltution whioch I°'l]l oomment on next time,
Graham Poole, Dan Mor, s Chris Prisst, Joanna Ruse (twioe), Archis
Meroer, Keith Walker, Bric Lindsay, Roy Gray (who asks how Newoastle
can have bid successfully for the 1974 Convention when Bram Stokes's
London bid had already been accepted. Well, I understand they ohecked
carefully first and were perfectly entitled 0 bid), Cy Chauvin,
Edwerd Aldous, Barry Gillam, Brisn Aldiss and George Hay {who tells
me gleefully that he's managed to get some English publisher to buy
some awful Perry Chapielaine novel, I can't walt, George.)} More
next time.
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These titles are available from your bookshop or, in
case of difficulty, can be ordered by post from

J. Barnicoat, PO Box 11, Falmouth, Cornwall. Please
enclose the price of books required plus 7p per
volume for postage.




