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LEAD-~IN

lou, before you go any further, please move your eyes back to the
Previous vag: and pote my change of addrsss. This applies to the
BSR. votiere—that-bey to corrempond-ntsy and even, God willing, to
zlert publishara' publicity depariments.

Given the circumatances, it is smomething of a airacle that you
have this iseue at el), (So plesse don't complain that it's unbalanced.
w1tk e proportion of reviews that excaeode sanity. I kmow, I know.
But apart fromw my upheavals, I believe Bob Shaw is sivilariy placed at
presgnt, and Peter Roberte bas bean busy finishing his Het, dissart-
ation, to name but two, Thie is the spacial Dunkirk Spirit isasue of
VI:C'I'DR.) that the future holds at present T don't know. I do know
that our notice at this plave expiree at the end of the week, a2nd
that our new flat currently features such deeirable featurea ae laose
viring trailing from every aoeket, and a loos¢ fireplace casually
scattearad around the living raom floorboards. XNot to mention no
furniture, Do eleotricity, end faulty olumbing. But 1t'e all good
fun (I mean that, oddly enough), despite the iopeniing necesaity of
bivouacking with relatives for a while. Hbatever the invonvenience,
it beate paying rent,

504 you can expect some changep in futura VECTOUw. Most of my
spare time recently has been taken up with such fun activity ae
ripping dovn old tiling (great, except vhen you hit your kmuekle with
the havmer, an action for which I proved to bave a debilitating
oropeneity}, painting, and cutting six-monthe-grown greee with a
nair of shears {lems elevating, I found)., Wow, if Pete Weaton can
turn SPECULATION into a paediastriciante fanzipe (not feet, ignoramua —
babies}, T soe mo resson why VECTOR shouldn't henceforth conoentrate
on garid:ning, howe decorating, and generel domestic stuff. Unfortun-
ately, I waen't able to get a photo of our new home to go on the
front cover —- but this can be remedied in Puture. I have a whole
sat of faeoinating articles lined up for next time, inoluding the
firet of a ssriesa by John Brosnan on zkin cere; Rob Holdetook (whosa
nape 1 a type wrong) on 'Household Fatst a Guide to Domestio
Turturcrﬁaﬁrh Frieet on *Twenty Four Waye of Baving Fun with
Lyary Conifers') Leroy Kettle on chooaing your first colour tvy apnd
many others, 'ateh foxr it.

® *  F ¥ ¥ *

Laat issue I innocently poked a 1little fun at some Ilying saucer
books, thus arousing the ire of Brien Stebleford, wbo thought I was
wleying into their hands by publicising the books -- any wublicity is
rood npublioity, eto sto — end of Gerg Pickerszill (there's a typo
there, but I rather like it) and Fater Roberts who thought I should
devote the editorial space to more important tovios, szuch os thap.

I don*t cares though -- I'm going to 20 it again. Dut thia tioe 1i's
o rither better book that I heve to review. This is Christopber
tvana's Culis of Unreaeon {Hirrap, £3.00, 264p., ISBY O 245 51870 3).

S=q==
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This is 3 study of a cross-section of cults and beliefs {eelected,
pAYs LUr Evans —- reasonably enough — so ae to keen the book Jowvm to
reasgnable rize), The overall theory which Dr ivans eevke to cstablish
ie that as we¢ g2in more information about the nature of the universe
our actual underatanding of it diminisbes, and that these variouws
baliefs serve to nlug this widcning gep, acting as & kind of
peychological Iolyfilla. In faet, hia book <oes no moerc than establish
the groudwork for this hypothgsis —~ but this is no reason to miss it,
benause instead it giwes a mugnificently entertoining account of the
choren cults and their nractices.

At laost h3lf the hook is devoted to ihe most succmesful af writer
of all tima, our old friemdi L. Ron Hubbard. Lvans provides & concise
and very informative biogravhy of this most inventive man, and his
adventuree with first Dianetics and later Seientolagy. #lthough ho
never miscece an opportunity to point out the abpurdities of these
culte (though with marvelloun self-rsotraint he rssists, throughout
the book, the temptation to mock), one cannot help feeling that Evane
has cansiderable admiration for Hubbard. /nd one can ses vhy, for he
epergas as & figure of great resourcefulnese and panaohe, and when one
assen him becoming apparently trapped late in his career by bis
tediously earnest diesiples at a tide when he seems 2nxioue to throv
it all up and enjoy his fortune, one tannot help fesling sorry for
bim. Ong hae onlty to glance at some of the literature of Diaoetics
and Scientolngy to undersatand the admirable job Lr ivane bae dous
ip ocutting bis way through the jargon of tho cults and exnlalning it
in ae reaponable and oonsietent a way as it is capable af supporting,
Aleo, he has performed & oonsiderable feat in niecing together a true
aooount of Hubbard*s career froo the nass of contradictery statemontis
available.

The rest af the book ie divided into threc sectiona: “The Saviaurs
Prom The Skies™ — UFOs, the .oetheriue Sooicty, ctcy "Bleck Roxes" —
Wilbalm Reich, and eo forth; and “The liystic crai (or Thereabouts}" —
furd jieff, Lubub, Lobeang Rampa, andi othcra. Hot all of thia ie
light-heartedy it’p bard to laugh, for excmple, 2t what bappened to
Wilhelm Reich. But tho material on the A therius Seciety, at lenst,
ic nuite hilarioue, ap is much aof the reet.

mt, ae I say, Jr Cvans resists the temptetion to ooke fun, Ho
adopts the role of neutral observes, desoribing tbe inanities but
refuping to aotiwely oriticiee then. (Some of this roads a litile
like a careful defence againet possidle lawsuitc, adeptings the well-
tried FRIVATE YE !some neople misht be led to believa that...®
technique.) I falt the book loct & little of ite early fascination
in these more fragmented zccounts. ievertheless, I comnend it to
your atteotien ae a wonlerfully diepassionzte survey of rome of the
most fascinating fringe beliefs of our time.

» 3 " L] *

I bave in front of me {courtesy of Cerald Dishep) a complete licting
of the Dugo resulta, 80 I*11 usc them ta fill out the romcining
apeee. It aceurs to me that I nover gave the fincl llebule resultis
hera either, Ao I*11 glip themw in, in porentbhecest

Bost Novels 'Phe Cods Themeelvea {izimov)(lebula iwarg dinner)
21 Hhen Horlie das One (Cerreld) (UHebula Znd)
32 Thers ¥ill Be Time (/ndersen)

continued on n.



three vieas of
tolkien

1. the staring eye
arsdla le gdin

They were displayed on the new acquipitions rack of the university librarys
three bandsome books, in the Houghton Bifflin edition, with baige and black
dupt jackets, each centersd with a staring black ard red Eye.

Sometimes oney, or two, or all three of them were out; sometimegs all
three wore there togetber. I wag aware of them every time¢ I was im the
library, which waa aften. I was uneasily awvare of them. They starsd at
oe.

Th: Saturday Revje¢w had run a special notice upon the yublicetion aof
the last volume, praiging the work with uncharacteristic vigor znd convic-
tion. 1 had thought then, I must have a look &t this. But when it sppear-
ed in the library, I shied awey froow it. I was afraid of i1t. It looks
401, I thought -- like the Saturday Hoview, It's probably affectad. It's
probably &llegorical. Onoa I went eo far s to pick up Volume IT, when it
zlone waa on the rack, and look at the firat page. "The Two Towers”.
People werTe zueshing ar und on a hill, looking for one another, The language
looked @ bit stilted. I put it back, The Eye atared through ma.

1 was (for reasons now obecure to me) reading all of Gissing., I think
I had gong to the library to return Born in Exile, when I stopped to cirocle
waerily about the new aocquisitions rack, &nd there tbey ware sgsin, all
three volumes, staring. I had had about enough of the Grud Street Blues.
Oh well, why not? I chacked out Volume I and want haome with it.

Next morning I wae there at nine, and cbecked out the others. 1 raead
the three volumes in three daye, Three weeks later I waes gtill, at timea,
imhebiting Hiddle Barth: walking, like the Elves, ip dreams waking, seelng
both worlds ot onoe, the perishing and the imperimheble,

Tonigbt, eighteen years later, just before sitting dowm to write this,
I wap reading aloud to our nine—yoar—old. ile have just arrived at the
ruined gates of Izengard, and found Werry and Pippin sitting amenget the
Tuing having & snaock &nd 8 amcke. The nine-ye'r-oid likes Rerry, but
doeen*t much like Pippin. I never could tall thew apert to that extent.

This iz the thizd time I have recd the book aloud —- the nine-year-old
hee eldsr sintere, who read it now for themselves, Ve seem to have acquired

-5
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three editions of it. I have no idoa bow meny timee I beve read it myself.
I re-read a great deal, but have lost count only with wickens, Tolatoy, and
Tolkien.

Tot I believe that my hesitation, my instinctive distrust of those three
volumes in the university library, waz well-foundsd. To put it in tho
book"s oym terme: Something of great inheremt power, even if whally good
in itself, moy work destruction if ueed in ignorance, or at the wrong time.
One must be ready; one cuet be strong enough,

I envy thooe who, born later thén I, Tead Tolkien aE ohildrcn — my ovm
chillren emong them. I certsinly bave h8d no scruples about exvoeing them
to it at a tendcr age, vhen their resistance is minimal. To bave kmowm,
at age ten or tbirteen, of the exietance of Entn, ani of Lothlorisn —
whet luckl

But very feu children (fortunately) are going to grow up to write
fantestic novelsy and despite my envy, I count it luoky that I, porsonally,
did not, apd could not have, Teal Tolkien before I was twenty-five. Because
I reeally wonder if I could bave hamiled it.

Froa the aga of nine, I was writing fantasy, and I never wrote anytbing
elre. It wapn't in the least like anyboly else's fantasy. I reed whatever
imaginative fiction I could got hold of then — Astounding Stories, nnd
this ond thats Dunsany waas the master, the man with the koys to the gates
of horn and jvory, ec far Be I knew. But I read everything else tooy &nd
by tuenty-five, if I had any adumitted mastere or models in the art of
fiction, in the craft of writing, they were Tolstoy and Dickens. But oy
immodesty wae equalled by my evaeivenesa, for I had kept my imagination
quita to mysslf. I had no modele thare. I nmever tried to write like
Duneany, oar even like fstounding, once I was oldsr than twvelva. I bad
somevhera to go and, as I saw it, I bad to get there by myself.

If I bhad known thet ane was there before me, one very wuch greater
than oayself, I wonder if I would bhave had the witless courage to go ona

By the tive I read Talkien, hawever, though I bad not yet written any-—
thing of marit, I was old enough, and had vorked long and hard enough at
oy oraft, to be eet in my ways: to kmow my own way. Even the sweep and
farne af that incredible imagination could not dislodge me from my own
1ittle Tut ani carry me, like GCollum, scottling and whincering alang
behind. — So far ap writing is concerned, I mean. Uhen it comes to
reading, thera's a different matter. I open the book, the groat wim
blowva, the {ruast begine, I follow. « . .

It is no motter of wonder that so many people are bored by, or detesat,
The Lord the Ringa. Foar ane thing, there was the faddisw of & fen gesrs
ago — Go Go Gandalf — enough to turn anybody againat it. Judzed hy amy
of the Seven Types of anbiguity that haunt the groves of Academse, it ia
totally inadequate. For thoec who asak allegory, it must be madd..ning.
{It muzt be an allegoryl Of courae Frodo is Chriett — Or is Gallum
Chriet?) For those whose grasp an reality is eo tenuoue that they crave
ever-—increaging domses of 'reulisw’ in their re&ding, it offers nothing —
unleas, parbaps, & sharteut to tbe looney bin. And thers 2re many subtler
reaeone for disliking it; for instance thc pecullar rhythm eof the book, its
continual altervatian of 4istrese apd relief, threat and reassurance,
tencion and relarationt this racking-horse gait {vhich is vreciscly vhat
wakes ths huge baok rasdable to a child of nine or ten) say well not zuit
a jet—age adult. And there'e Aragorn, whe 15 a atuffed sbirt; and Sam,
who keepm saying '=2ir* to Frade until one begivne to bave ®ad vicions af
founding a Hobbit Socialist Peorty; &nd there isn't any sex. And there 16
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the FProblem of Evil, wbich cowe people think Tolkien muffe completely.
Their argumente are superficially very goed. They sre the same argumenta
which Tolkien completely exnloded, thereby frering Beowulf farever froom
the dmad hande of the pedant=z, in his brilliant 1934 article, "The Honaters
and the Critios" — an article which anyone wha sees Tolkien ma a Swaet
€14 Dear, by the way, would do well to reazd,

Those who fault Tolkien an the Protlew of Evil are uvmually thozme who
have an anawar to the I'roblem of Evil — which he did not. What kind of
anewer, after all, ie it to 4rop & magic ring into an imaginary velecano?
Ho ideolopues, not oven religious ones, are going to be bappy with
Tolkien, unleas they menage it by wiarealing him. For like all grest
ertiats he mecapes idoalogy by baing taa quick for its nets, too camplax
for ite prand sionlicities, too fentsstic for 1te rationality, too real
for ite generalisations. They will no more keep Tolkien labelled and
pickled in 8 bottla than they will Beowulf, or tho Elder Bddm, or the
Odycoey-

It doee not seen right to grisve at the end of =a fulfilled a life.
Only, when we get to tha end of the boak, I lmow I will heve ta put oo e
atiff frown so ihat little Ted will not notice thet T am in tears when I
read the last linas:

"®.sss He went ony and thers waas yellow light, and
fire withing and the evening meal was ready, and he
wae expected. And Hose drew him in, and set bhim in
him chai®, and put 1ittle Elanar upon his lap.

"He drew a desp breath. ‘Vell, I'm back,' hs
epid."

— reuls B, Lo weia

2. the tolkiern toll-
ree rifties freecvoay
TO MOROOR CC pPOINts
Beyorno hurray!

gene woolfe

tiay out comevhere couth of Mare think of a flat, haot country and a amall,
dirty boy who Jmows nothing. (iho i1e Richard Yagner?)

One-eyed lloden with his spear and long beard ruaning. Thor. The
rainbow-Bifroet bridge to Yalhalla. But much msare than thati ewerdes and
helmete and vine treen; totemic wolvea, women in armur, apaars, dragona,
triected little men hammering forbidden gold in the mouth af & cave.

At ane polnt lernlas seys1 "Graan ere thoze field=s in the songs of oy
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people; but they werm dark then, grey wasteam in tha blackness before us,
find over the wide land, trampling unhesded the grass and the {lowers, we
bouniad our foes through a day and & night, until we come at the bitter
end to the Creat liver at lest.

"Then I thought in my heart that we drew near to the Sea; for wide was
the water in the dariness, and sea=birds ignumerible eried on 1tz shoTes.
ALlas for the wailing of the gullel Did not the Lady teil oc to beware
of then? And pov I cannot forget thew."

Thue Legolas.

Earlier far, there vaw Oz, Oz wag a plece you could gu ta; tbis was
the great and striking fact about it, I epent a guod deal of time for
twepty years oT a0 in trying to figure out bow ta 4o 1t, and found the
apewsr at laet,

{Today, while I still bad wy pajamas on, one of the ¢hildren came
Tunning into the boues sbouting, “Balloons!"™ ani ae I always do I Tan cut
into the yard to see them — there were three of them; all lovely -~ go
overs A red, wbite, and blue one spangled with stare and sagles came
¢lopeat, and Just while it wvae over our house let out e roar and & flash
of flame az the pllnt plowed his descsnt with 2 blast fram bis burner.
Far highsr thean the balleope 3 =ilver 707 flaated, em it seamed, ailently
by, on ita way to O'Hare.)

1 bought The Lord gf the Ringe in bardcaver, in the firat Aperican
edition, ip 1956, the year 1 graduated from college (Jume) and was
sarried (Novembar). Tbe purchase took place aomewhere between thece two
pivotal evente. I was living at the L. B. Baprison Club in Cinecinatts,
wbich vaes & let like living in a YHCA; and I wus @ young engineer with e
Jjob st a time when a goung sngineer could get & jab in any copvany in
Aoprice by walking inte the personnel affice and amnouncing bhis willing-
nese to get on the payroll. If I'd had the braine of a gnat I'd bave
sterted soonlighting, but 1 didn't, aepd mobody over told me.

I believe I read of 1% in the review column in P&SF, but I oan't
regmember for su?s now, If it vas F&SF, ithep MLSF had a deal then (I
think) by whlch you oould order books through the waga:ine, For the first
time in oy life I wae making enough money to order bardcover booke new —
you know you've got it wude when the caoiain of the other tsam says, "lia
get two guye if you take bip", when your girl picke you up in a plokug
truck vith a mattress in the back, when you can buy deluxe ¢ditions new,
for cesh, bscause you waAnt to Tead them, and not worry sbout it. (ind
wbile I'nm on this, when the hell ir scmebady going to bring out a real
deluze sdition of with Tim Kirk platae? fove you seen the duat
Jaoket on Poster's ide 1o liddle-Carth? And why the bell couldn't
our civilisation — spd it i2 a civilisation for ap long & it produces
wen like Tolkien, though no lopger — which spews out tone of 4rek, have
dpne that tiny 25000 thing for bim while the old tapter aof Middla-Eerth
wag 8111l slive?)

1 rationed the books: one chanter a day. I =till remember. »mnd I
wrots bim and he wrote back. ut that (I have juat loaked it up; I keep
bis letter tipped into my originel old hardbacked coapy of The Return of
the Xing) ues ouch later, in 1966, Hie letter is postmarked Jxford,
7:15 pm, 7 Nov 1966, Whatever, whenaver, the text of any letter of hia
should not be kept private. Lot because it ia valuable, but becouse it
is dear to ve. In 1966 be wrote me:
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Tth hovexber, 1566,

Dear ¥r. Wolfe,

Tharx very muar for your letter. The
etyrolesy ¢ words and pates 1n my siory aas two
sidee: (i) iheir eismolo<y within the story; and
(2) the sources frca which 1, zs an sutbor, derived
then. T expect you mesu the letter. Gre I derived
£rem Arslo=-S&axén, o word meaciss a dauaon, usus;ll;.‘
zuppeeed to be ferived from the Latin Oreus - Hell.
put I doubt this, thoarn <he masier is too lavoiveud
to set cut here. war- is sicple. It is an cld
word for wolf, whicn aleo had the aense of an
outlaw or aunted criminsl. This is its usual
sense in surviving texts3¥ I adopled the word,
which had a scod sound for the meening, &5 & hase
for this garticular brand of demonic wolf in the
story.

Youra eincerely,

_//
Gone solfe, ¥aq.,
27 Betty Drive
Henilton, ! * OF. iaaa
Ctaio, O Hogl Genraoas Wavy™
U.S5.4, O.Nowvit Yovg-v (-t~
ZGolf! apac oF
logeodmnsy > )

So you see I have been called 'Esquire’ by J.R.E. Tolkien. It makes me
feel amall and sturdyy and though I aftenm feoel emall in other connections,
feeling stiurdy is a rure expsrienca.

“While thay were halted, the wind died down, and the enow alackened
until it almoet ceased. They tramped om again., But they bad not gane morg
than a furlong when the storm returned with fresh fury. The wind vhiatled
and the enow became & blinding blizzard. Soon even Boromir found it bard
to kaep going. The hobbita, bent nearly double, toiled salong behind the
taller falk, but it was plain that they oculd not go much further, if the
snow continued... Bren Ginli, as stout as eny dwarf ¢ould be, was grumdling
&8 he truiged.”

Wbhere was I? 1In the fiftiee, those good old deyas when you could buy &n
eight-inch ewitchblate in any pawnabop, shen cankind was wWholly confined
to the planet Earth {Tolkien's Widdle-Earth, @ direct translation of tbe
Norse Hidgard — but bow 4id the Horsemen, who thought the aky the skull
of Yoir and the sun Freyr riding & golden boar, kngw that }i1d4le-Barth
atood between luapellheim the fire and Niflhelm the land of endlees dark?),
when meaories of the Second Horld War were ptronger tban now assoms possible,
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and every pbape of life, without excoption, woe Jdominoted by the veterans
of that war. I want, am the late politician used to say, to make one
tbing perfectly clear. Vordor ig not Hazi Gormany. If it were, I, realing
Lot 2t that timo nould certzinly have caught it. Sauron does, in some
respeote, Tenind ue of Hitler — particulerly in oo far mp hi= great intell-
igenge would ceco to correspond to Aitler’s claims to genius {1t is per-
siatently forgotten that Hitler wam ths Marx, am well zm the Stalin, of
bis movement). DBut Sauron is kingly in a terrible way {(aa certain of the
Boman Empernra were, for example) while Hitler alwaye renained the leader
of a parsmilitary gang. Sieilarly, Sruron's seemingly tami-independent
barons may reoind ue of Nazi chieftaine like Himmler and Goring (just as
the Hazgul euggest the very namc of Namzi)y but they prove upon sxamination
to be captured and now—tributary kings, an origin quite different from the
Garman lover middlaclass begionings of most of the leading Nazim. More—
aver, and for me most convincingly of sll, the orce arc not in the least
like the GCerman poldiers of thg second Horld War, and still lese like those
of the firat. They ars in fact strikingly siwilar to the sorat Americen
ooldiers.

St1ll lasa, of courpe, ie Mordor thg USSR, Bloodstained ae it may be,
the USSR profTeeees an idealistic and demooratiu philomophy — or at least
an ideslisztic And dewccratic rationale. Hordor ie flercely and unashamedly
evil, and witbovt being ariestocratic, elitipt. In the fifties the cold
wAr was at its height, &nd, believe me, if was B reflection of that
unr f{ubioh historically it oould not have bamen, since most of it wap writ-
ten befurs the oneet) I would bave caught it,

Wbat, then, ie Hordor? 4ind much more important, what ie 'the West'?

Clearly and obviously, Mordor im a subdivizion of Bell, No one acquaint-
ed with infermal traditian will require ta have thim painted aut to them,
and I dare to point it out only because so many people today asem never to
have bothered ta learn what Hell is like. (The best modern fictionmlized
look inside ies The Screwtape Letters by C.S. Lawis. It is dwdicated to
J.R.B. Tolkien.)

But thera 1s more then that. Laok and lieten to the shire aes Frodo
finde it when he returns f'row the ware: “And looking with diemey up the
raad toawsrd Bag End they eaw B tall chimney of brick in the dietance. It
wap pouring out blaok emoke into the evening air... The great chimney
raae up before thew; and as they drew near the old villaege across the later,
througb rows of new mean houses slong each side of the rosd, they saw the
new mill in al) its frowning end dirty uglinees: a great brick building
atraddling tbe streawm, which it fouled with a cteaming and stinking out-
flow. 41l along the Bywoter Roed every treec bad heen felled,.. ‘'lan’t
‘ea like it, Sam?' he ((Ted Sandyman)) sncered. 'Jut you always waa
soft.',.. ‘Yes, this is fordor,' Froda said.”

&nd Uordor ie America. Apd Englamd. (It i= not & soincidence that

ths trolls in Tha Habbit speak cockmey; artistically it is a pictake —
but it is a oistake besaume it ia toe near the truth.)

But if Mardor ie England/Aperiea, the lest is (paradoxically) czactly
what Tolkien seys 1t ie1 tbe Yectern Furape of the pazt. Yau will find
the Bome of the late Empire in Condar, the middle ages in Dol 2wroth, Olde
Englend in the shire, Bronze ige lake dwelleres in Emgnrath, even the old
etone age among the Woses. Thie 13 the foroe thet Talkien eought to raise
agoinst Mordor: the memary of what we anoe wera, hecause we bave becooe
sonsthing alien to cureelves.

Ybathar or not this endeavour can aucceed no one can now esy, Nor even
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if it ctends the best ehance of omocens, or 3 Letter chance than the other
creat 1inc af attack, the Utopitn. Bul surely it ie a fight worth fight-
ing, ani Tolkien, in fighting it, stood sbouldor to shoulder with Morris
and Uagnor (vhuse oneras I found in illustrated children'c books when I
wae too young to know what they — or anything — were) and kalory {as
Lufferty today stands shoulder to shoulder with Tolkien).

— Genc ¥olfe

anatormy OofF a
rormarace

peter nicholls

He never knew 1i, but I had a love affair with J.N.R. Tolkisn, end I‘m
srorry that be's dmad.

Like all love affairs, especially those that begin adelescence, 1t went
through mony stages — passion, jealousy, eventually petering out into a
wors affection which may bove lacked the first, fTine careless rapturs, but
which remained one of the sotiditiecs of my literary life.

Your young Tolkien fam of today has it too easy- 411 eorts af booka of
conpentary are available (mostly unuttorsble fatuous, it's true). But
pricarily, what he mieses iz that originzl brcathlera gap that took place
hetvren tha publication of wolumes one, tuo and three of Lord af the Ringm.

1 may well huve been the firet persan in Sustraliz to resd Pallowship
af the Ring. It was 1954, I wae 15 yeara old, and my father was fiction
critic of The lLiolbourne Age, a morning newspoper. Fellawship af the Ring
wae one af a pile of baoke thot arrived one day, prior to publication.

I pulled it out at random, began to read, and didn't get to eleep until
about 3 in the worning. 19 ie a hell of an exciting age to meet Tolkico
for the Tirst time — probably the best age.

But there I was, smotionally ldentified with Frodo sotting off the
Enyn Huil towards Lordor, and it took montha, HONTHS — slmost a year, aam
I ropesbar -- before I found out wha2t happened to bim. Even longer,
because Frola's etory is mat picked up until balf way through Tho ?
Towerg. llorac still, a paralyeed, Shelab—stung Frode was captured by ores
at the end of The Two Tovera, and again, that dreadful wait. I awear T
alnost went mri. The final volums was naot publiched until 1955. That wae
the year the other boya found girle, but wine was a lanelier and a nobler
fate. /lona, unarmed, I mentally airods foruard into lordor aver the
intarvening montha. Ly brow became &0 set in what I took to be an expresa-
ion af grim datermination that my mothber thought wy farehead had begun ta
shrink.
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That was the poriod of paerionm — total, uncritical nassion. There
weare no flawe in the book. Am eoon 85 I finizhed the third volume, I read
the other two again. Back in the real world I wos discovering Found and
Eliot, Mt tecnagers hava little pence of inoongruity. Hy literary
sophietiontion wae rapidly increaeing in gome areas, but, thenk Cod, it
left my parcion for Tolkicn untouched.

In thosa daye, of course, there was alogst no one to share the paselion
with. The three volumes were burd to come by, and rxpensive. Tolkien's
ripe to bestsellerlom wae a remirkably slow busineass. the Ringe
wap what ie kmown in the trade as 8 'sleeper'. But I 11 at. It was
a private thing vith me. It's hard to descride the sense of violation I
felt in later yeers, when Tolkien had bacome & pampus fad in the Statos.
The first lapel button I gaw with *Frodo lives' inscriboed on it roally
durt. [Oow dare thesc Johnny-come-latclies take my book?

However, jealounsy 1t & paesion which affeots the potential adulterer
more satrongly than the abgolutely pure. And by the zixtieo, I wae no
longer as true to Tolkien oe I bad been. In nome waye ny enjoyment of
the books wae even =tronger. It was certainly better informed, bheceuse
oy own academio training, after ¢ brief ond unconsummated liaison with
pcionoe and wedicine, had reverted to 3 wholly traditional Arts course,
with Englisb Language and Literiturs ae the véjor *honours' clements,
The Englizh Language section of the course involved 3 stuly of Niddle
Engliob, 0ld Englioch, and Icelandio. Tolkien's name kent popping up in
these contexts. There he was in liiddle English, with & gloseary to the
Gordon edition of Sir Cawain and the Creen Knight. Turning to anglo-
Saxan, there was Tolkien's famous essay, "Heowulf, tho Woncticre and the
Critios", Lven in Icelandin, there were Christopber Tolkien's editions
of sevoral of the eagap — Chriptopher being J.R.A.'s som.

And, too, there was the bistoriecal and linguietic kmowledge that I had
laoked before, which showed me many of the sovrces of Tolkicn*s Hiddle
Earth, and gave the book itself a more far-reaching resonance. Anglo-
Saxon for the Robhirrim, Celtic languages for the olvaa, and 50 far aa one
gould tell (and with a certain amaunt of prajudice implicit?) Turkish for
tha orcs. Mot real Celtic or reul Turlirh, of course,

Thia wag where my uncle’s anecdotcs begen to Fit in, I wea thirety for
informetion ahout Tolklen at thie time, and my uncle spemed a likely
nourpe. Uncle Hoss {whoge mame 1 mart racently sawe to my borror, am ane
aof the four judgem for a mew fustralian Mational Anthew) bad won & Rhodes
Scholarahip to Oxford in the late thirties. Ile was at Hegd=len, and hisa
tutor wae C.S5. Lewis (1ho found bls written nork !jejune' — he had to
look it up 4n the diationary). Ross had many gtoriom about Lewin, and
alsa sooe about Tolkien. Tolkien wag known to Roas ae the don who could
be seen striding acrogs quadrangles muttering to bhimaelf in no knowvn
lanpuages Hindeight abous us that thia visible sign of eccentricity was
not oo eccentric after all. There was no doubt tbat my uncle was one of
the first people, in this Age of tliddle Carth at least, to heer Llvish —
and that froo the lips of ites ereator. Ross couldn't t211 me whother the
language he beard was Quenys or Sindarin, but that was a detail. The
significonce was that thic wvap fiftcen yesrs before Lord of the Rings waa
pubiiahed.

The significance is thie. FEven the critice hastile to Telkien usually
aduwit that one exiraordinary thing atout Lord of the Rings is ite detail
and eclf-consietencyy especially extraordinary are the 103 pages of
appendices 4t the end. Ucually a writer thinks of a plot, end builda up
ita background ag he goea. There is no doubt that Tolkien fourdl hir warld
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Zirsty and in that world, it was language that he Firot dimcovered. He
invented Elvisb yearc before he wrote Lord of ihe Aings. Thie method of
creation is leee literary, perhaps -- rt ap altogether more vrimal lavel
~= than the ueuzl. I a@ reoinded of the caee in Lindner’e book, The Jat-
Propelled Couch, whore one of the peychiatric case studies is that of am
ajolesccnt who invented a science fictional vorld 9o real to him, that he
wag under the delusion that it yag the real world. Ubat we think of as
tbe real world wae no more than & gerial nighimare he cuffered every
nigbt, when in tbat freer and corc¢ romantio plage ho lzid dowm o ploep.
So detailed and compelling was this conviction, pupported by eugh a weight
of ovidcnce, that for a time the psyobiatriet, Lindnor, began to share tbs
dclusion himeolP. (Brian Aldiso saye in Billion Jear Spree that thip
cage —- which had haunted him for ysare, &s it had haunted me — wae a
tTue onc, actually based on the boy af Paul Linek (*Cordwainer
Smith?)). I'm eure, intuitively and without agtual proaf, thet Hiddle
Farth wae like that for Tolkion. Thers ie ample evidence that the roal
world wae antipathetic to biom.

Widdle Earth ie presented with such conviotion, I believe, bechuse it
come boiling up out of the deaapest desires in Tolkien's enbconecious.
Lord of the Bings is mot a conacioualy crafted piede of literary artifios,
He ie deerribing what for bim ie actual. This dichotomy, which is prab-
&ble ouch eimpler than what rmally hippened, is 1 hopm, just a piace
of plick lay-psychologiring. I believe it has profound impliocatiena for
our understanding of the creative procese generally, if true. 1 don't
know if Jung ever commented onm Tallisn. I's sure he would have been
interested.

But I was speaking of oy potential infidelity to Tolkien. It happsned
for a variety of reapons. Onc was that I was going through a very mild
crisis of faith. T had mot been reiped as a Chrietian — wy father, a
renegade Fresbyterian lay-proacher turnmed journalist, was mare interested
in socialisn than in Gad. Dut many of my friende at univereity (an
unuzual number, Y naw rezlige — it was one of the social phenamena of
the lato fiftiess) were undergeing eome scort of religious conversion.
This wao partly lLeceause some of the moet charismatio teaohers an ogmpuam
ware Cetholice, and others were Anglicana of the highest. I became inter—
osted in all sorte of religicus aubtleties, &nd my friends {romde of thew
clergymen hy now) recoumended me to resd the novels and sesays of Charles
W1lliama and C.S. Lawias. I faund a sort of pre—Haph&elite flatulense in
Uiliiane' myeticism, self—indulgent snd over—precicus. It turned me off.
1 1iked Lewia much better — bhis hearty style seemed immenaely full of
common sense by comprrison, but it, teo, began to pall quite swiftly. Re
bhed a sort of sort-winish Bellocian nostalgia, an insictent platonism
whereby he invested objects in the real world with a gloving religious
zignificonce vwhich sometipes seamed to rob tham of their simpler human
valusa. He nagged, 2nd there wac something a little teoo comfortable,
effete ond intellectuili=ed about it =11. Uaoe of these fealings rubbed
off —- perhaps unfairly — on Tolkien, whu, as I learned about this iima,
was a great friend af J4lliaas ond Lewis, and (very much te my sururise)
u Raman Catholic.

kore ioportant than this mild idenlogicel 4distrust of Telkien, though,
was the extent to vhich T vas left unmoved by hic other writings, wbioch I
esgorly rought out. The Ilobbit, interesting =2s an introduction to Bq
of the Mingw, in very obviously for quite young children: it haas A so
af old-faghiongl jollinese about it thet comee to amem downright twee.
Former Giles of Uam ie only & flve-finper exercise.
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My vague doubts about Tolkien coalesced and took shape when I read the
easay "On Fairy Stories", which had juet been reprinted as part of & thin
volume, Tree and Leaf. Thim Teally was e disappointment, Tolkien had
written such & comvelling fairy story himself, yet be spoke about them in
such simplistic terms, placing an uncomfortably C,5, Lewiswlike ewphaeis
on & vague, abstract *joy*, which I found begped all the guestions I
wanted to ask. The es=ay mhed little light on Tolkien's own creation.

But the spectecle of 2n artiet not wholly articulate about his art ie
nothing new, Uhat vas reslly saddening, espacially eince this essay was
not the work of an old man (it was written in the 1930s) was the whole—
hearted revuleion from all things twentieth ventury -~ & vision of a
wodern ugliness which eeemed for Tolkien to have no redesming feature,
but was something to be escaped from. I disliked this -— it meemed mych
an Oxonian shrinking from exverience, It reminded me of my unole Roma's
stoTy sbout C.5. Lewds ending & lecture with the worda, "And then the
Benaiseanoe oamey, mnd spoiled everything."

Thus began my disillusionment, my infidelity. Iy next realing of Lord
of ihe Rings was my last for some time. The femtures of the heloved
auddanly sesmed, ib an sggressively literary-critioal young aan‘s harsber
light, to have flawa. The poetry was the first thing to make e wince,
eapecially thzt of the elves. The dying falls — the, somehow, nineteenth
conturinesa of it all. The elves, when they sing, no longer scemed
anoient, dignified, other—wordly oreatures to me; thay sounded like Viotor-
ien aesthetes pretending to be medieval — Romsetti or lorris or George
Naodanald,

Then there were the women, The Oxford donnish attitude towarda women
that ssemed to be shared by Tolkien, Lewis and Charles Hillians, wae to
Bge them ap ayubolp rather than people — to put then» on an enbarrzesing
&nd debumenising Petrarchan pedeatel. Dut here, ceditating on Tollkden, I
began to Tealise that my disencbantment was beginning to go ggo fer.

True, bhis women aren*t vary well done, but he had the gocd sense to leave
them wary muoch on the fringe of things. 1In this respact, at least, he knew
bis limitations,

Coming beck to the present, I leava you to imagine those difficult
yeoars of schieopbrenis, when I Telt unhappy about Tolkian's writing, while
#1111 recognieing that it was something I cared ubout deeplyj and when,
deapite oy own infidelity, I fuolt jealousy abaut his appropriztion by s
generation of realers who had found bim 2 decads after I bad.

On Tolkien's death, I read of the Ringe again. My view has changed
once mors. The raiioml flaws poemed to bave found in Tolkien {smd it
would be churliah apd out of place to enumerate them all) are still very
vizible to ae, but they 4o not, any more, destroy the central anlidity
of the story. Again, there is no place here for more than the briefest
analysie.

T wrote in Foundstion 5%, "Tolkien tends towarda ... imaces of & nore
2bstract and general kind ... 8 language ilmpreocice, but sufficiently
charged with emation that the less experienced reader automatically
fleshas out the details aocording to his own fontasies (or nightn;res),
and then innoocently assumes the eirfact to be Tolkien's ckill rather than
the vividoess of bis own imeginings.* Ursula L+ Cuin (%o vhom I had sent
a omrbon af the article) wrote to me, “the point is dead-centar correct,

I tbink, and quite important; only I interpret it the other way round. It
is a sign of Tolkien's fundewental superiority — bis genuinrg, timeleez

* Dua BNy year now. (MWL}
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powear."

I remain & 1little confueed, now, about this central queetion. I
belirve that in Lord of the Rings Tolkien — quite unselfconsciously —
revivod the primel strength of narrative fg- It is a ghopy rather
than a novel, and it taps euch poworful feelinge about life and duath,
about courage, nobility and foar, nbout a iime when science and ruligion
could be ano and be called magic, tnat it romainc one of the great
stories. I am moved by it stilly amd I an moved, %oo, that a whole

gneration of young readcrs, eapecially in amarica, cen find — why not
uge an old-fashioned word for an old—fashioned phenomenon? — inepirution
from it. (I sees to bave racavered Trom my earllier ‘bande off' policy.)

Naybe Ursula Le Guin {(vho I understsnd iw contributing to thiws issue
of VECTOR on the same topic) is right. Maybe Tolkien's geniue lay in
providing an entrance and s route to potent foroec that lie in everybody's
imagination, but which, witbout & Tolkien o hclp, mey never be given a
conscioun shape. Thia ie tho fundamontzl strength of the great story-
teller,

Tolkien was unbkappy in the twentieth oentury, but not crushed by it.
Ne treatad 8 world in which cammon people aowdd find & ohannel for their
agpirations, where the action of individuals could overthrow the forces
of evil. Ue all wish, living as we do in & world that offers tha most
lipited ooportunities for clear—cut action, and vhore the enemy bimself
cannot 2lwaye be identified, that thie were so still, That im why young
left-wing radicela can find inepiration in tbe writings of a deeply Tory
old man. I have written clgewbere about why I believe that there are
greater writere of fairy storios than Tolkien. (I msan nothing pejora-
tive by ‘fairy story'.} But no other, I imaginc, will ever give me tbe
pleasure that Tolkien once gave a youngar, and perhape bettar and more
resnaneive self,

I 414 love him. I bave read his booke mare often than bagks wbioch I
consalously consider much greater, lhen he died I was not deeply saddenad
—- I should live so long and eo euccesafully} — but I wae moved to
recallection. It wae no longar a passionate feeling I bad about hie
baoke {and therofore him — in & primitive way I identify books with their
writers), but it was = lapting and warm affeotion.

— Feter Nichells

THIS ISSUE IS LiTE (as you may have noticed) for a varicty of reasona,
vhich I wrzlly hoven't the heart to go into in detail. Suffice it to

roy that VECTOR #7 uag comnleted 2nd cant te the printer towarde the end
of Sentumber, whereafier things went wrong. The eni regult is this double
igzue. Inevitably, some of it ie a litile out of date: the sditorial,
boolk reviewa anZ lettor column are the onec T did for ne.b7, without &ny
elterations, ‘fhings whioh would have been said in the editorial of no.f8
muet go ungeids various lettors will be A long time secing the light of
day; the books for review (and the reviews om band) are multiplying
greatly. On this lntter topic, Chrie Prieet noints aut that his raview
of THE J-.0} U0 FOLOLS SIILSELF bze vartly been supersedod by ovents: the
nreliminary Nebula recommeniations have closed, nnd guese which book war
leading the ficld! VECTON 69 will prabably not onpear until after Tynecone
and will be the lazt unler the nresent management, Two years ia ¢nough.
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LETTERS FROM
ANERIKA

1.

INVISIBLE {JURE 6th 1

Thia lottor dgela with e moet melancholy subject, but one which is becoming
brightert tho Watargate diaclosurea. 4&n srticle in the June 11th NENSYEEK
let the American public in on what may be the wosnt dismsl and horrifying
apeot of 41l this: that ip the years 1970, 1971 and 1972 (spd poseibly nov)
a seoret pational police, operating outside the law, sxisted in this
country, probably under the jurisdiction of the Internal Security Division
of the Justice Dspartment; it aoted sgainst the so—omlled "radiocale®, tbat
ia, the lert, the anti-war people; it struck them agein and again, eovartlx
evaryvhere, in s variety of ugly ways: break-ins, wire-t

+as 811 with the ides of getting or forging evidenmce which uould. sond thase
anti-war radicals to priasom. The basic H.0. was of ocoursa the typicsl
Watergate wsort» a2 orude jackboot night burglary of looked files, carried
out with no olses and muoh arrogance, as if they felt they oould not be
caught,

What I myself find personally frigbtening in all thia is tbat the
Bovenber 1971 burglary of my bouae in 5an Rafael, California, whiab I've
written & numher of lettere to friende abouty fitted thie MN.0. My looked
files wers blowm apsn and all my busines¢ lettars, documents, all eanoelled
oheoks evarywhars in the houses, corrasponience, ato., ell were aystamatic-
8lly tsken — an enormovs job that must bave taken eitbear & long time or
many people. It waa a passive commando-type hit, and it seemed to baffle
the polive {many objeote of financial walue, for example, such &» gold
oufflinks, wera not taken; it seemed obvious to me at the time that money
van not the gozl of the hit, ae ons finds in regular burglaries, but
rather information on me or information that I had, informstion supposed ta
be in my house, in particular in my locked fireproof tiles). I was an
anti-ver "redicel” end quite cutspoken against the governwent in this
regard. I bave alwaye believed that the motivation for thie bit vae
politioal, But that it might have been carried out by a paramilitary
oxtenaion 0f the U.S. Govarnment itself — thet never reslly seemsd
pleuaidle to me. Now I realise bow naive I wea| bow naive we all are.

Lapt night a reporter came to visit oe, to digousg this bit on my
hous¢, this mmpaive burglary back in Novesbher aof 1971, with an idea of
trying to get the cmee recpened in connection with the emerging mationwiie
pattern af Watergate atrikes going on witb partiocular ferocity at thet
time of that particular year. I fesl very frightened, thinking that my
own gavernaent might well have done this to me, dut as I say, the clouda
are clearing at last — I guass, anyhov — and we are eseing these
manatera, this nocturnal Gastapo that actually tried to take out the
domeptic left, dbrought finally to juetice,

Tohere bod alvays baen many binte that some branch of the 2uthorities
was involved in the burglary on my house, and perhaps in the two that
followed during the period of February-H-rch 1972 while I was in Canada,

16—
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in whioch the rest of my papers were taken; for exnople, a psouliar reluct-
anoe by regular legsl inveatigutory agencies to get involvedj tbey would
look into it snd then — silence. For wopoths I bave wriiten, for example,
agaip and again, to tbe police up there o agk if any arrests or convictions
have been msade, if any nev evidence hag come to light, if any of my possesse-
ions have been recovered. Mo answer. None, not even s printed farm, 4ip
if a blaock curtain of eilence had set down — the day after the burglary,
after which Bt laast six policemen ceme out, there wes no racord at ell =zt
the Harin County Sheriff'e Lepartmont of a burglary having been reported
thet night in that erea. Even my own phonecall waes not on the polics log-
book. And mo forth ... plus the then-perplexing acousation that I had

done the burglary myself.

I e¢nsod that thay 4id not went to loock into it and were seizing on any
pratext not to that they could. bBut they esemed personally to like mej it
waen't based on any real or imaginary hoatility toward osa. In fact, ona
police sergeant warned me that I was in axtrema danger in staying on there
in the bouse, that much mora could bappen, that I hed cnemigs as he maid
to me 'who sooe night might very wvell shoot you in the back while you'ra
aslesp. Or worse.' 1 ihen aaked hio whbat the 'or worse' might mesn, but
he said I really would pot want to know. Be suggested baoause of thia
threat to ma, this invisible danger that had culwinated im the hit on my
house Mut whioh was not over, that I leave Morin County. EHe also said,
thia police t, in the p of other police, 'Rarin County
doeen't need u crusader. So I left} thie is why, aotually, I did bot
return to the Bay Ares froo Capada, and why I was so depressed up thers,
wanting to come back to tbe U.S5. but fearing to. At last I oame down here
1o Fullertop where I bad naver heen hefore, 600 milea ta the gouth ¢f the
Bay Area, and eort of laid lov for montha, ay tie¢ cut, my trail cut,
frigbtened and confused and depr d, not und anding what hed heppened
but fearing it would bappen again,

Whon I was in Canada I applied for Canadian oitizenship, and I think
with good reason, I eenged — ap I say -— that the federal authorities or
anyhow some weird siok branch of them hed been bebind the hit on my bouae,
and I wag disgusted and demoralized and did not went ever to return to my
o country. As perhaps you know, I tried suicide in Canada, but was
helped out of it by ths Venoouver Crisis Center. ClHren Bengtson of
Swediah TV wrote ms asking if I would fly back o San Pranciscc, &t thair
axpenas, for an interview witbk biw for part of & TV documeniary on the
elgctions, in which I would desoribe what had happened to ae io full; he
thought it reemed & meaningfut experience in terma of whet the US politicel
climate was decoming. Being efraid, I refused. Now I wieh I bad flown
back and been interviewed snd told wll this, but vould anyone have believed
me then, back in March of 1972, before the Watergate disclosuree? 1
hardly believe it myself. 4ind yet now — I wonder if the terror, the
invigible police strikes and assaulis on us, on the "rudical" anti-war
lefty Will begin again someday or have aven ended. Are ve sufe? 1Is it
over at lagt? It hag been two full years of fear for ae, waiting for the
jackboots in the nicht to come apgain,

I oigbt also mention anothsr aspsct of the ugly methads used by the
seoret pelitical police againat the left: politioal e¢ntrapment, an analeog
of the sort of entrapment oftan used by 4 tice agent Only
in the area of politice it iz =iecker by far ,,., I found myself up against
what appcared £o be & true Nazi¥, warped and vicious and pathologioal, who

* Be was 8 formsl mesber of an organization, under its direction evidently,
but I bed no inkling of it until the night of the bit on my house — on

the phone he blew his cover &nd gave me & code resvonse. Later ba desoribed
hie organigation to me at length, without identifying it.
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wag in the complioated process of blaecknziling we into committing mn
indiotsble mot: far exanple he wanted me to murder someons ... well, this
pert is too grugsams to go into, but tonight oo TV on the news we learned
that those under scrutiny in the Watergate West affair having zdmitted
biring Nazia, actual American Nazi Party members, to wipe out in illegsl
ways the political opposition to Nixon here in California, using ae alwaye
campaign contridbutions. So¢ this, too, is coming out, their use of such
oreatures, certainly the worst types alive,

Ab, what this republio has come to, and eo ewiftly. I hepe the tide
bas turmed. But 1 wonder — I reslly feel that the right-wing feecists
will make mnother attempt before they give up. 1 still liaten for the
jackboote, &nd waybe always will.

..o
IX. MOB HDLE (SEPTEMBER 15T 1

Since I last wrote, the magnitude of the deapotiec gang of professional,
orgeniced oriminals who came to power legally (as did Hitler in Germany)
is inereasingly ravealed to the US publie. We Americans &re now faced
precisely with the situation the German peopla of the 19303 faceds we
elscted @ oriminsl government to 'save ne from Communienm', and are stuok
with thet government. It bap the power to destroy those who would over-
throw it, whather 1sgally or illegally. I mysalf feel that when you dis-
covar you have a government committing an elmoet endlsap liet of crimes,
and which when caught will not owm up and resign, then whatever erimg you
coonit against this govarnment to avarthrow it ia onty in e legal eense &
orime, mot in & moral sensa.

On the sutbority of Nizon we hava secretly (to ug, anyhow) been bombing
a neutral country. Thie alone, especially aince furged documents Were
produced for Congrese and the peaple, makes the ¢xecutive branoh party to
a felony of the highest order; there ia ne law, no legal mandate, allowing
them to da thie, and every dead end injured man in Cambadia destroyed by
thesns bombings iz as much a viotim of orimipal ection as if hs had beon a
US citizen shot on the strsets of New York. Are their livee less valuvable
than ours? W¥hat we do, under statuts law, when we apprebend the man who
shot an inncoent person on the streets of 4 US oity ie to try him and then
most likely send hin to jail., A« I see it, of all the crimes tbe Nixon
orowd has done, this bombing seocretly year after year af a neutral country
is the worst.

Thie brings up the question of the proper moral response and attituie
of tha US citizen who did not know tbis — like Germans who, after Yorld
Wer Two, discoverad, and I think on the most part sincerely for the first
time, the existence of the exterwmination camps. Suppose be, the average
Germen, had found out about it when Hitler and his crowd were still in
office? Uhat loyalty did he, this citigen, owe his Fuhrer? Of course,
one thinks at once, what gguld h¢ do in any effectual sense? trite to
the pewapepsrs? Tell his friepds? Hire s lawyer and inatruct bim to
indict Hitler? Well, what can wa 4o hers, we Americans? Individually?
Certeinly, the nracticel issue printe cut the anawer: nothing. But
®worally < thip ie another queztion. The two must be smeparated. Ofien inm
1life these two iasguea oonfront each other. "I feel amorally,” a men saays,
“that I should or should not do this, but they can mako wa 4o it, or as
the saying goea, they can't make me do it but they can make me wish I had,”
Under these ¢ircumctances, the normal person, understandably, capitulates.
And yet —= there is the fundamental philozophical dictum that goea, “I
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sbould behave in such e way that if everyone did it, good would ocome of
it, rather than evil.” I believe this rmupercedee all other wise sayings
such ap, "Don't etick your neck out" or, "Nathing will come of it &nd
you'll be in a hsap of troubls.”

I think that we Americane muet now faos tha fact that although the
Nixon government cume to power legally, this fact is oot ioportant, any
more than 1t wae regarding Hitler, WNe omuat face tha fzot that we have &
oriminal =ob running tbie country, doing an incredible number af thinge
all tha way wup to murder, and, thie being oo, we owe them nothing, nothing
at all, in the way of oomplying with their laws. When you digcavar you
bave thic sort of syndicate government, then you must (ons) withdraw all
suppert, and (two) fight it in any way you can. I do not mean meraly
through the ballot boxy thie oriminal aob bap something like three and u
helf years to go, and tharo is no reaml difficulty im creating & dynasty»
they simply get onc of their numbtsr in as the next tyrant. Hhat I
advocate is anything thet will pull tbem dowm. Thoy are not our leaderps
they Bare our tormentors and they are mow and have been for some tide
blegding us ond rippibg us off and using ua and oppremeing us. Their
great nationzl political mecret police is probably poverful beyond our
abllity to imagine, &od by their own admieeion they infiltrated —— and
beguiled into overt 1llegal aocts — every anti-war group in this country,
They baguiled the anti-war left, whioh 1e to eay the Opposition, into
breaking the law so that the membere of the left could then be arrested
and the left destroyed. Ae I understand it, oo single oonviotion bas yot
been obtained in court against anti-war agltators becausc again and again
it come out in testivony that these undercover infiltrators were not
morely police informern but wers in fact B ants provocateurs. (And earning
good money for tbip, tooj maoy wers paid z & wagky which would méke
euch activity an enticing profepsion, at leaat to thome lacking in any
genge of bonour.)

To be enticed inte breaking the law by an undercover agent of the US
governsent posing ae your friand, and then, when you have been acnvinoed
end do so break the 2aw, to find him no longer wearing a bsard and jeans
but with A tie znd suit, testifying againet you in court ... Thie turns a
netion into B paranaid oxmp of frightened hostility, becauze tha girl you
love, tha friend you trust — who ¥mows which, how many of thems —- mayba
everyone you knmow — is being pald not anly ta wateh you but te egg you
inta breaking the law. This disaolves the cement that binde men togethar.
And I euppose thia fact ia favourable to goverument policy, toa. This
sids in dissolving political opposition, and haptens the setting—up of the
totalitarian gtate, which, as with Hitler, is the final goal.

Well, when I read my Yancouver mpesech, printed in VRCTOH, I mee that I
wag right in at least one appertion: the tyranny of the 1984-type is here.
I may be wrong that the kida are our best bot in combatting it (look what
happened at Kent Stater flowers agrinet guns, aud the guns won), but then
1et me alter oy originml spesach and ssy thie: let ue all, here in the VS,
of whatever age, adont the view, thas behaviour of the kida whioh I
deseribed. In oy speesh I tald of & bright-syed girl who Atole several
canas of Coca Cola from a truck and then after she and her friende had
irunk all the foke, she took the empties back ani traded them in for the
deposit. A nuaber of lettere criticised my lauding the girl for this act,
but T lsud her still and would eay, let ua all da thias in 2 Aenee, not &
literal erense but in the aense that we will not to boneat buriness with a
mob symiisate that hae taken aver our government, I bave mo apecific act
in mind. What I 4¢ have in mind, though, may ched light on why T ssw in
that girl, and in the bigarre rip—offe che got into, a quality of trans-
cendent value. Beoouso of my anti-war vicwr, cixproesions, and activities,



20 VECTOR 67/6

the suthorities decided tbey could do witbout me, and aftcr spending e
long {and probably guite axpensive) time trying to ¢atch me hreaking the
law, they st leat went to this girl, who they knew to he my tlosest
friend, and asked har to give verjured teetimony ag2inst ma. They — the
polioe — pointed out to her thai, my house baving just been robbed, they
could put together & good case amd indict her for that, were she not to
comply with vhat they wanted. "Ho," she esid, *1 won't gay Phil did
angthing he didp*t do.™ Tbe police inspector said, “Then may go to
juil.™ The girl thought it over and then ¢noe more said, "Ho, I wouldn't
be telling the truth." And, I found out later, she waited for weeks in
fear of baing arraigned.

Ry point is obviousi you cen't lean on that sort af pereonj you can't
convinos them that atesling orates of Coca Cola is wrong ani you can't
convinge them that giving perjured testimony sgainet & Friend in order to
save themaslves ie right. She decides inside, an immerdirected person,
and that 1s thet. Even if the contequences to her are guite serious.
And — she 4id not even tell we mbout this at all, volunterily, this esot
ob her part which I would call heroin, until monthas later by ohance I
found out.

Se I am sayings okmy, the kids cen't overthrow ths tyranny. But the
tyraany is there, snd far oore ireadful than we bad ever imagipes. But I
o8y, let us sabotage that tyranny in whatever msmer, legal or illegal,
tbet seeme viable. We owe nothing to the Rixon deapotias; they are
adnitted ¢riminales I am not tryinmg to lay forth a blueprint for revolu-
tion. But that ie the key word, unless the courts tura the bastards sut,
wbich is not likely. WNe may bove to revolt; we should, if tbey remain in
office. Thisx may not be, in an individual gense, practical) they will
mov us down. But I think they are mowing us down now, not anly tha ‘us'
here ias the US but Asien people who are aleo 'ua’. I would hate to think
that =y woney bought & bomb that & B=52 dropped on & hospital or village
in a neutral countryj would this not oake ®e culpable? Just as oulpable
sz the pilot who dropped it?7 After all, bhe was only following orders.
How are we distinot? I bought ity be dropped it. Lnd thbe paople are
doad, Peaple who in no aensa vhatsoever harmed us,

—- Philip K, DLiok

WERSE VOHSE (the editor accepts mo responcibility for thic bit)

A vaulter named Nonsieur Renzult
AJtteapted the vorld's higheat vault

Ha cane dovn on a Simca

Parked next to the YHCA —
I'm afroid that bie vavlt was no gault.

— John Brunner
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Breakfast of Champions

by Eurt Vomnegut, Jr. Reviewed by
Jemathan Cape; 296p.¢ £2.25 Nalcolm Edwerds
ISEN O 224 00088 9

Kurt Vonnegut is big tusinees these daya. Breakfast Championa

hae spent a couple of months at the head of the FUBLI S WEEKLY
beateeller liet (though it has now been displaced by the latest novel
by the author of Velley of the Uolla, Jacgueline Susasn: a haok
entitles — either with sel f-oonscious irony or total iamppropriateness
- 1 Mot Enough.) Accorling to the figures, thiz novel has

sold nigh on 150,800 oopies in the U,S.i ., apd no doubt it is enjoying
eimiler suocens — on an infinttely smaller stale — in thie country.
How many of theee people, one wonders, are going o sei anxide the
predipposition to search out the good qualities in & book op which
they have inmvested a not-inconsiderable sum, are going to aee thraugh
the squirmingly aduletory promotional flak, and raalises {it'e easisr
%0 do, helieve me, with a book you got free) that what its 296 pages
smount to 1o (to borrow ane of the boak's recurring expressions)
doodlsy-aquat.

¥oll, maybe Vonnegut reslises it, at least. Readers of THE NEW

YOBE TIMES MAGAZINE, or, failing that, of Agein, Dangerous Vigione
will bave snoountered this quote:

vafter Slaughterhoves-Five, Vonnegut began work on & novel
¢alled Brankfant Championg .... Ae geve it up, however, and
it remaine unfinished. I asked bim why, and he etid, 'Becanze
it was & piece of —=—0""

Breakfast Chaspions ia ostensibly the tcle of the destiny-
lsdeo weeting of two men. Kilgore Trout ie the author of innumerabdle
paparbaock science fistion novels, alwaya packaged and sold as porno-
graphy. The first indication of literary aocentanca in hie lifs is
bis invitation (et the bebest of an ¢1d admirer, one Eliot Rosewater)
to tbe opening of the Mildred Barry Yemorial Arts Center +s.. Here he
will meet Dwayne Hoovar, & deranged Pontiac dealer whose encounter
with one of Trout’s novels will convince him that he is the onmly
man in a world of robots, iopelling him to & series of aots of
appropriataly cosmic eiznifioance, Be Tuns somewhat apok, ani bites
off Trout's finger.

I'a sorry — I hope I diin't give away too much of the plot thare.
But anyway, the story, szuch as it is, is only a thin connective threaid
in thie literary junk heap. Thet'e wbat it ie:1 Vonnegut, again, eaye
ze much hipeelf:

"I think I em trying to olear my head of all the junk in there —
the assholes, the flags, the underpants .... I'm throwing out
ch racters from my other books, %oo. I's not going to put on any

22—
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®mOre puppot ShoWwe eeee

"So this boock is A eidewalk =trewn with junk, trash which I
throw over my eshoulders as I travel in time bavk to Novewber
elaventh, nineteen hunired and twenty-two."

All right, then, it isn't such of a book. Vonnegut H
well enough — God knows you won’t have any irouble reading thix.
But the =tory lacks inspiration, the usual Vonnegut 4drallary tegetsrs
dimsstrously on the adge of Bll-Amerioan folksinesa {left—wing
folksiness, admittedly, but folkeinese nevcrthaless). It isn't long
before one etarts ta realise that bebind the facade of easy wit
tbera’s notbing tbere. crhaps the key woment comes when one starts
to skim ahesi of the text, looking for the next of the many drawings
which litter the book {some of them, actually, not too bed at all).

But it'e essy, Teally, to forgive Vonnagut ihis one lapne. Aflter
all, ag Stanizleyv Lem saye: “Cvery author 1z free to produce work of
different value| there i1s no law ogainst & great epic master allowing
himpelf a novel of pure entertainment.* Having cleared the junk from
his head, one vould louk Fforward to tha first work of the new,
reinvigorated Vonnegui. The trouble is that in tbs attitudes he
expresses in this novel, Vonnegut sasms to be doing bis best to deny
himself any future as a novelist. Coneider this paseags:

"... I though Beatrice Ksedsler ({a noveiipt)} had joined hands
with other old-rashioned storytellers tc make people believe tbat
life had leading charaoters, minor characters, pignificant details,
insignificant details, that it had leasons to be learned, tepts to
be papeed, and a beginning, a middle, and an end.

"Ag I approachei my fiftieth birthday, I bad bscome more a&nd
more enraged and mystified by the 1diot decisiong made by
ocountrynen. And then T had cowe guddenly to pity them, for I
undarstood how inmpcent and natural it was for them ta bebave so
abominably, and with esuch abominable resulist They were doing
thelr beet to live like peopla invented in story books. Thie waa
the reasan Americang ghot each other mo oftens It was & convenient
literary device for ending short etories and books.

"hy ware a0 many Amsricans treated by their guvernmant as though
their lives were aa diaspossble ap paper tiagues? Becouase that was
the wvay authora customarily treated bit-part players in their made-
up tales.

"ese T resolved to shun storytelling. I would write about life.
Every parson would be exactly as important az any other. &ll fasts
would also be given equnl weightineme. Kothing would be left cut.
Let others bring order tao chbaoce. I would bring chace 1o order,
ingtead, which T think I have 4dons."

That'e an effective and seeningly hesrt-fali statement (and ae euch
stande aut only too claarly in this book). But where does it lenve
Yonnegut? Any novel, any work of fiction, is an artifieal ecebario
irawm from some combination of clemcnts in extermal reality and in the
suthor'e imagination) as evch it is comnitted to differentinting between
things, ropreaenting gome ar more impoertant to ite purpose than others.
Abendoning this, relinquishing any form of novelist's contreol, the resnlt
ie likely to be formlessness, chscs — ae this book sbowe all too olear-—
ly. Vonmegut bas even evalved a charactaristic phrase to deseribe the
process. In Slaughterbouse—Five, you will remembar, the raocurrent
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phraee vz 'so it goes' — an expression of fatalism, perbeps,

but in any case an eipression of sowetbing, some attitude., In Breakfast
of Chaopiope, on the other hand, the sections of narrative conclude
time and again with the worde ‘and ee on' — no ettitude at all, just

® vague, alry wave of the hani.

Of course, he ney well prove de entiregly wrong (after all, the
pedple in Breskfaet of Chsmpiona — one msy detect a subtlelty bere —
act as much like storydook charactere s eny storybook characters ever
have) and come back as sirongly ee ever in his next book, Nobody could
wish it more devoutly tham I, As it etands, though, it looks -danger=
ounly ae if VYonnegut hes written bimself straight down a cul-de=aic,

So it goes.
Tolteface
by Rark Adlard
Sidgwick & Juckzony 210p.3y £1.60 govttgﬁbby
ISBN 0 283 51832 5 g oTF

"Birth, and copulmtion, and death," orancunced Eliat brutaily,
"That's 8ll the facte when you come to brass tacke." uith a obange
in tbe emphasie, thie wummsry is echoed by one of the charactars
early ip Hark Adlard's pew novel., "Birth, ocopulation and deatd,™ he
ories despairingly, "Is there anything elze®" An he speake, this
character appears ac & skeleton; he is sitting in & pool of light that
han eotripped his flesbh sway into inviaibility. The bar which fesaturea
this ghouligh ginmiok onmea at the ond of a pub-cravl that has
powerfully syabolised the "futile oirele™ of birth, sopyletion and
dentd, making a brilliant preparatiop for the prooesasl to intraoduce a
fourth element into lifst work.

Eliot's thres slenents quite fuirly exhavst life as it ia meen in
most of llteraturs. Only the grestest novels — Middlsmarch,
Keranins, psrhaps The Rainbow and & few othere — w@ake an axplieit
theme of pan'e pDsed 10 be involved with mamething autpide¢ himeelf, i.e.
to work. It ie one of the virtues of the science fiction genxe that
thie thems im often ioplicitly present, but again it ia arly in ane of
tbe genre's wactsrpieces, Kurt Vonnegut's Flayer Pisno, that the theoe
ie exApined explicitly, Fglteface im quite clearly an the same race-
track as flaser Plano, and constently demands comparisom with it.

The world of Volteface — the Bape vorld that Mark Adtard deseribed
in bis earlier novel Interface —— inm one that has no natural place for
anyone to work but tbe hapdful of Eyecutiveam wha, with their artifiecially
enbenced intelligencey ¢an easily cope witb the few <emanda for humen
oontrol precented by the fully auvtoncted economy. For this madicum of
work, and for their high intelligsnce, they are rewarded with status,
virtuelly unlimited luxury, end, moet nrecious of all, witk cpace.

The rest of humanity, herded together in the nightcarishly crowled
¢ities, bave nothing to 4o but be born, copulste and die (often by
trampling), filling in between times with pub—craviing and tri-di
viewing, There is no productlon for them to work et {~utomation hazs
ssen to that), no politics (socisty im static, beving reachad an opti-
oo organisation), no art {creetivity has been extinot for towe time),
no soienoe, exploration or scbolarship. To ber surarise, tbe Chief
Executive of Tcity finds thet the quality of life in these circupstances
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leaves romething to be desired) it ig thie diascovery which lgads her
to propoea that the CitiZene szhould be provided with work.

The Chief Exscutive has a joylese, puritanioal attitude to wark.
It is not to be work that anyone might want to do, or think worth
4oing =~ not the sort of thing that people today choope to do in their
leizyre time. HRather than atiempt te rewive cultural, scademic ar
hobbyist activity, which would =eem to be the mitural form of work for
thia society, the Chief Executivs inatesd revives an artificial type
of commerce, concerned with sslling trinkeis, assentially & sort of
game (incidentally, vhy in there no sport in Tcity?). By sxplaiting
the poseibilitiees of automation and the enbhanced intelligence af the
Executives, the number of jobe is narroved dowm still furthors: in
thie oommercial set-up tbere is no production, no advertising, no
design, no reeearch and dovelopment, only a little distributien and a
lot of manegement. (Sinoe Mark Adlard, as critio, never faile to
sheke B stiok at authors who devote to technical matters which are
certainly no lese interesting than his bueiness mattere, I fesl I must
peint out that the management details of the trinket project are
described at nome length.)

411 this ie B 1little hard to ewallow by itsslf, but it ie quite
paletable if ragaried sioply ap 8 devioce to focue attention on
management, for there follows a brilliant satirz on pressni-day
business. The project 1o organised along tweptioth-oentury lines
s0 a8 1o minimise its efficiency and oaximime the mumber of Jobs it
creates. In further pursuit of this end, the computor's personnel
spreifications are deliberately shuffled, so that nmo job ie held by
tha right person for it. Mark Adlard gleafully points out how thie
faithfully pimice present—day metbode of appointing eteff, and gets
great sport froo tha results. én aptly-names Sales Mansger, Feather-
atgne—Brainleigh, pravides a partiocularly rewarding target, whigh
Adtard hita sa often and go hard that I can't help suppecting eome
pargonal aniwug ntrengthening hie arm,

Thin ie evory bit as funny as the eimilar satire an businesemen in
Player Pianoj in fact Mark fdlard*s writing bas a suggestian of bitter-
nees whiob gives it m aharper edige than Vomnegut's more goad-humoured
fon. But the satire, though 1t is in the middls of Flayar Planc, is
not at ita centre, and the szme perious aonoerns Are present in
Yoltaface. At this deeper lsvel the contrast between the twa writers
beoomes more marked, end I muat oonfess that I find Adlerd's misanthropy.
He pressnts an Bopallingly arid vision of the passivity and sterility
of buman nature when mankind no longer has to work for its colleotive
living, whereas Vonnagut gives ne 8 picture of ivrepressible human
inventivenean, facing tbe cruel logic that says it ie bound to defent
itself but still fighting an even after its defest. It is a mark of
the difference botween the twoe attitudes that the peaple in Vannegut's
world rise up and demand work, vbereaa im Adlard‘s warld it is given to
them from on high.

Hisely, Mark Adlard nevor gives ue any reasobe for the dsath of
erectivity, but simply prescnte it quito convimningly am a fact. (1t
is sunported, for example, by bhis portrayal of the Citizens ss a
renarkably vell-bebaved lot; vendaliew, the signal of frustrated ecreat-
ive Arives, sceme 10 be unknown in 'l'ci.ty.) However, I feel it wuet be
related to the lnck of serious purpose in the Citizene' lives, both ae
an effact (for Lf there is nothing serious to do, then there is no
chance for eeriaur hyman relationships to form, and se nothing for
serious art to be about) and as & cause (for if people knew how to be
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oreative, thers would be creative work to do). This is juet speoculation,
and I have an uneaey suspicion ihat there woy be dseper reasons for
believing Mark Adlard'a ploomy vision.

Hawever, in making their lives sc empty, Adlard hes deprived hia
people of more thau the sconomio riresses and oreative drivea whose
abgence he notesy he has also removed curioeity, and with it the pasasi-~
bility of scientifio or academio wark. Evidently he ae¢s sciemce and
sIploration not as qultural activities but merely as parts of teckmology
and trade, which will sutomatically cease when teohnological am
aconomic develooRent Are no longer required. This depreasing denial of
any indepenient spirit of inquiry is opade easier to reject by ite
being unconscicus; epperently Mork Ldlard juet doesntt mise it. This
can be saen in the very first scene of the book, the first of three
which take place in the bars of Teity and are intended ae & tripiych
reapressnting the futile progression of birth, copulation and death,

The picturee of oopulstion and desth ere pretty dirsot: but the first
scens ie aet in a bar whose theme is the Hoon, with drawings of the
early Apollo spacecraft and a film af the first Moon lamding, It e
only by an esvteric argument inwvolving Diapa, gouddess of the moon and
also patrongss of obildbirth, that this can be taken to eymboliee
birth; ite main funation ip as a symbol of futility. But moet directly,
it aymbolisen exploration, and hence man's involvement with sowething
outside himself, i.e. work. The rest of the novel procesdis to try t
persuade us that work cannot bhelp the futility of huwan life; but to me
there is & kKind of philfiatinisp in equating the futility of lunar
exploration with that of menaging the trinket business.

The amateur philosephising in thig review ip an atteapt to ration-
slise my instinotive rejedtion of the bdleaknese of Hazk idlami's
vision. It i»s & werk of the meriousnsas of his writing that, setiing
out frow @ criticiam of his novel, one ends up aArguing about fundemental
queations of human life. Other strawe to ¢lutch at are provided by the
eparka of spirit in bis main character, James Twynne, who regards him-
self ag a pecker sfter truth — this being manifested chiefly in on
inexhaustibles ability tc quote Dante in Itealian, thus giving &
commentary on his world which, alea, I cannot Pfollowy and in his glum
reovgnition of the futility of life. But Twynne's nrogress offera
little comfort: although he i the only character vho ahows any
ability at the tusiness game, he novertheleas loses ta the other
playern, and the message of futility ie ramned bome again. Eventually
one is left with the spark of life in the two Shakeenearssn rude
meachanicals, Tosh snd Wal, who, bored with their task of suverviaing a
robot building labourer, start to tinker with ite controla. The robot
geta out of control, slits Tosh's throat unier the impression that he
ie a bag of cemeni, ani dunps him in the concrete-mixer. I don't lmow
what poor Tosh has done to deserve this, unlees it's dropring hia
ajtches (I would have loved to ses Peatherstone-Srainleigh in that
concrete-mizer), but there, says Mark Adlard, is the fate of buman
initiatives to be swothered in concrete. (Again, the contrast with
Kurt Vonnsgsuti this soene occupies the same place near the end of the
baok es tha marvellous scene in Flayer Piano. ithere the robot heli-
¢opter, incapacitated by a rifle bullet, "flounders off clumsily,
still haranguing the town. "Baseby dee botble dee ba:zlel Koozle ah
resble becjee ...'") The nearest thing to a hapny ending is in the
story of emotionelly-crippled Ventrix, terrified of aex after a slip-
up in her automated educstion, and physically=cripnled iilkine, mangled
by Toity's autowatic refuse disposal eystem, who find true love 2s 4ie-
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enbogdied brains suepended in & cowputer. The final scene =bowe another
of tho Executives sbout to esbark on some MOYe copuletion,

I hope I have given soue ldesa of the complexity of Voltefaos, with
itse proliferation of eub-plots, and of the vividhess and complstensss
with which Mark Adlard deecribes bie futura world, fie writing ie
generally very accurate and immediate (80 muclh so that tbe oceazional
czrelenenese ebowp up to an unfair extent — one otubo onc's toe on
the oild unconsidered cliche which would paer unnoticed in a leseer
wxriter). But his nessioiem is contagious. Like much of the best sf,
like Jomge Twynne's businsss ability, Yoltefacs will doubtlese be
ignorad,

¥hen Harlie liae Ona

by David Gerrold Revienad by
Ballantine; £1.25; 247p. Ly Cheuvin
SBN 345 02885 6 125

I may have read this book at the wrong times since just bofare starting
it T rerenl J2mes Blizh's clmesic critical work, The Issue at Hand.
Hith oy critical seneibilities thus sharpened, all the flawe in

Barlie Has One stood out much morc glaringly. James Plish remarks at
one point in hie book that every new generation of writcers needs to be
reminded of verious basic technigues of fiction writing, and the truib
of that becawe painfully apparent 8s I read Gerrold'e novel,

Portione of When Harlie Wae One have appeared in GALAXY over the
lapt four years, and the completa novel bae baen nominated for the
Hugo and Hehula awarde thip year. David Gerrold has written a number
of other novela (though he ig perbaps beat known &s a writer for -- and
about -- Star Trek}t the only other one of hia navels I've read is
The Man Bho Folded Bimself, whioch T found shallow but with pretensions
towarde eignificance. The same could probably be said of ﬁiflll' In
votl books, Garrold has taken well-worn sf ideas (time travel paradoxes
in The Mrn Who Folded Himsolf, and oomputers/artificial intelligenoe
in I]arlm and revorked them, attemoting to explere all the implications
and ramific:tione of' the idca in order to produce what might be celled
the 'ultimate! wark on each. A worthy goal, and Gerrold hae parbaps
derived mare gupplementary muterial frow there twa basic ideas than ang
other writer; bui in both casos he has fatled to tranglate thip material
inta cempetant fiction.

The plot of the novel is fairly simple: there ie a conflict between
David Aubersen, one of the men who hag halped to bumild and develop
HuAoR.L I,Es (Auman Analegue Robet, Life Input Equivalent), end the
hoard of directars of the company which has financad the RSRLIE project,
whe want it diocontinued eince they see mo immediats economic prafit
for the company in maintaining BARLIE. Otber plot threade invelve
Auberson'e problems with his lovae lifs, BARLIZ's questione about his
existenoe and purpoce, and various dirputes and misunderstaniinge
between BARLIE and Auberson. The plot is invelving, btut only on A
superficial levels there is neme of thp real dramatic guality that is
found in the begt novela and short =ztoriee.

The reasen for this ia tied up with iwo major flawe in the novel:
the lack of reel, individualised characters, snd the exceseive lacturing
dislogue. There is little physieal description of any of the
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characters in the novel, or of their onvironmunt; I guess that it'g
around Les Angeles, California, mwainly because tbat's where Gerrold
Tives. There is no attompt that I can eee at wiking the charactors
dlatinct individuals, or at making one pereon's conversation differcnt
from another’s — let onc oharacter swipe another's line of dialoguc
in the endless lecturcs/diocussions, and I doubt if anyoneg would notice.
They 311 talk 2like. Instead of injecting genuine characteriszation and
epotion into his novel, Gerrold substitutes what Blich would oall

' phony realism' — i.eé., *the minute desoriptian of the entirely
irreievant'. In The Iesue at s+ Blish mentiane a number of exesnmples
of thir failing, the mo=t prominent of which is *the munipulation of
cigarettes', In the Tirst scene of the novel, thie is precisely all
that Cerrgld dascribes (although be 1e elightly original, in that he
substitutes marijuanz cigarettes for tobacoo onesl). At 2 number of
other points in the novel (particulzrly the scene in which Auberson
talks privately with the chairman of the board, betwcen pages 56-62),
Gerrold alpo spenda gonsidsrable time {comparatively) deseribing the
smoking rituaml. Gerrold doee hint at one point that Aubereon'a
dependence vpon marijuana ia related in part to come of his emotional
diffioulties, but that meews like an afterthought,

A fault of cqual importance iz the exeessive lecturing in
Harlie Hap One. I"ve couplained about thie previouzly in VECTOR in
reference to stories by Foul Anderson; but Anderson'e lpcture-snouting
oharacters look tongue-tied when compared to Gerrold's. In fact, When
Barlie Way One elmost rivals Ueinlein's I Will Fear No Evil in its
percentage af dialogue vs. etraight narration.

Ta & certlin extent, Nerrold bas an excuges it is difficult to
dramatise & novel in which one of the main charactera iz a computer.
Computers c¢annot *aot® in the sense that men {ar robots, or alicng)
cangy they can only talk. 35a there is goning to bave to be an unugual
amount of dislagve in the novel. DBut only rarely da ony of the ather
bupan charactere ast, eithery the 'drama‘ in When Harlie Has One rrems
to coneiet almost entirely of people sitting around and arguing with
each other on variovs profound, or semi-profound subjects. Considering
the craze for basing af novels on Greok nyths, by the end of the haak
I couldn't help but wander if Cerrold drew hie inepiratien from Plato's
Dislogues.

The wroblem with Hhon Rarlie Mam One is cxactly that: 3 ic pore a
collection of Aialogues and geparate 2iscuasiong than a novel. liuberson
and HARLIL become involved in a lengthy disecussiom on love, but little
of that emotion ia Aramatiged in the novel. Therc are leoturen/4iscus-
siona on fiwidies and computer systems in imerica that read as if they
were adapted frem some article on the subject — hut in a pood cf =fory
we went noet only the 'science'! but alao the 'fiction', the characters!
reactioans to the ecience. /find there is too little genulne effert on
Gerrold*e nart to poriray this realic-ticzlly, in ny opiniong he is
caught up insteed in wnravellin; the story af a power wtruggle in an
electronice commany {which is 211 the novel's plet bailc down to), aed
in cxperimenting vith a novel in which £ll the cheracters are infected
vith verbal diarthoea —— and it iz a shame thet Gerrold did not lcarn
from I Will Fear Mo Fwil that the result of this, wore often than not,
is shit. Talk, talk, telk — at onc¢ point in the book, aubercon and
HAKLIw even begin using 'Hhhemm' and 'Humnmn' in their typewritten
convereations.

Gerrold algo clipe up cceasionally in the novel on point of vieu.
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At one point be jumpe from telling tho reader wbat Aubersgn is thinking
to telling what Annie 5Stimson {Auberson'e lover) ie thinking and then
back again, 211 in the course of only iwo pages. Elsewhere, Cerrold
suddenly jusps from Aubereon's oind to that of Carl Elzer, treasurer
of the compeny. Except for these instances, the novel ie told antirely
from Avberaon's point of view. As Jases Blish says, it is perfectly
acceptable to writs 2 novel froo several points af view, moc lang as
each im strictly esparated from the others, But flitting from one
charaater's mind to snother's, in the way Cerrold does, in the amiddle
of a scene and without even m break in the text, ie simply ocareless
craftsoanpbip on the author's nart.

On the evidence of this book I'm tempted to say that I'11 be gled
to eeo Star Trek revived, mo Gerrold can go back to writing for it and
stop pelluting the printed page. But hia short etory “In Tha (eadlande*
{in ¥ith A Finger In My I, Ballantine, 1972}, flawed though it was,
exhibited consiierable origimality and ekill, and makes me think that
there just may be & real writer lurking heneatb Gerrold's thick layer
of dull pross. 1 only hops Gerrold lete him go fres before he (and hie
potential readers) suffocate.

The Man Who Folded Rimpelf

by David Gerrold Reviewed by
Bandon Housey $4.955 148p, Christopher Priest

Q. Uhat's that you're reading?

Ao I"vo Juet finiebed, actually. It's David Carrold'e nex pavel, The
Kap Who Folded Himself.

€. But ii"e not avamilable in England, is 1t?%

4. Hot yat, although Faber & Faber will be publisbhing it here in
Novamber. I got bold of a copy beoauee ibe Ameriasn publisbers
sent me ona. They think it's going to win the Nebula thia yeer.

Q. Sp it'e been mominated?

A. MNat yet, as far ae I know.

Q. hot even by Hexlan?

. HNot even by Harlan.

Q. ¥“hat's the book about?

4. Do you mean what ia ite plot? Or do you memn whet 1s it about?

Qe Well ... both.

A. To anawer the second part first, it i» not about anything ...
unlsas, that ia, you're prepared to count narciseiep ae a literary
theaa. As for the plot ... I kept remembering Robert A. Heinlein,
and how well he'd written the plot & few years ago. Put then 1
{elt aura that Gerrold couldn't possibly have bacn influencct by
either "By His Beotstraps™ or "Al1 Yau Zomsbies—“, because 1
rapeabered bow sensitive he was when peopnls thaught he'd barrowed
the idea aof the Tribbles from Heinlein, and he's hardly likely ta
lay himself open to that charge again. Noy, be must bave mads up
thie plot froo sorateh ... or at lesst, he thought bhe 4id.

Q. So it's aa gooid ms Heinlein?
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I 4idn*t say that.

But iz 1t a gaol book?

Without being any more evasive than + it all depends on
how you define & ‘good' book. IZ you mean, ia it 3 poligbed,
Teadable, clever book .. then, yes, it ie an absolutely excallent
book. On the other bamd, if your <emande of & book are marginally
moTe sophieticsted, ther you might find it lacking. FPor inetance,
if you expsct a bogk t0 Gontain sven ihe most rudimentary forme of
characterieation, subtlety, deseription or originality ... then
perbans you should look ¢lsewhers.

You maen it hsen't any of thoss qualities?

ot ae far as I ocould eee.

That'e & rather damning thing to say.

1 suppose it is.

You!d better atart subastantiating it.
OK. Let's take them one at a time. Which would you like first?

Let!s ptart with originality. Youlve mentioned “All You Zombise—=".
You don’t mean that there ie only one¢ character, who —?

I'm afreid so. One charaater who is effectively the gply cbaracter.
He is himsel?, and his own father, and his own mother, and he
insetinates, and ...

I thought "All You Zombies—" wan & pretty good story.
Sa did I,
$0 how about subilety?

Thet's rather more difficult. You sse, subtlety i a popitive
quelity which exiztes in a negative way. Subtlety dsopendp on what
is stated, or what is tated. It ien't something that
exista in a hak by being pu eTe +++ but a Writer like Gerrold
thinke of a reasonably subtle idea, deseribers every laet possibility
with great relish, and renders the idea unsmbtle by eo doing. For
inatance, in & book of this sort, it strikes me a2 rather 3 subtle
notion that becaume the oharactar's life 1s wholly determiniet, and
that that character existes simultagnsously in nany different forms,
then the concept of his own impending de¢sth would be one which
would run es o leitmotiv throughout. But not Gerrold, evan though
hie book actually etarts — in @ sense — with his central charazc-
terts owvn death: when Gerrold starts realising that hie character
is going to die he brings in aged versions of the character to make
varnings about attending bie own funeral ,.. gomething like that.
inyway, whatever subtlety he might have wrought iz loet.

How about the characterisation?

Considering Gerrold has only one cheracter to desacriba, he doemn’t
make too good a ehowing of it. Considering alse that one character
iz mgen through his whole life, ani continues to t=lk, mot and
think: 1n cxactly the same way from beginning to end, the showing
is even pourer. There isn't really much in the book on this sub-
Jeet that I can guote from to Aemoncirate, but try acking me about
the doseriptions,

How sbout his desoriptions?
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A&, Good questisn, My Cerxreld's charaster ie about to bave semual
interarurye with hismelf. Pirxt, he does it in a hososexnal way:

"So this ix love.

"The giviag. The taking.

“The alanicrment of roles. The opening
of the zalf. And the resaltant senouality
of it all. Tha dalight. The laughing joy.*

Q. Tocen't he write short sewtemces?
L. Yom o4» but wait for the coblimity af heterocemual itys
®— nlid ipto me.

"He wan arcwsl me apd Spside me, his
arax and lags and pming we rocked and aovesd
togother, e fitted 2ike ams permon. He
Tilled me 2ill I owvarflawed, Kindled and
inflamed —

“Be gaspad axd gligwisd and cighet and
sared sl mxng amd langhesl and criad and
leaped and fMax aad —

" dawxled and burst, amploliag firesarks,
marging fire —

“Se Tostled end cighed. And died. And
bugynd =i hald on.®

Qs Hs writas short paregraphs tas,
1. 4ll the way through.

Qe e one thing you haven't mmtioned wo far ix the writing-atyls.
Cooting omt of eowtext ia all wary well, but asn the
mmn write or ean®t he?

Ao Cam I et tiom with i tine?
Qs If you wish.
A, 411 right ... what do you thisk of this review oo far?

Q. Thix ane? The one occtemsdhly ky Christoph Prisst sheut a book
=y David Gerrald?

4, Yes.

Q. T'11 hxve to be hrotally frenk.

4, Help yourself.

f« I thimk 1i stinks. Do you waot %o know wig?

Ae TYem oop but I think I'a ahsed of yom.
Q. It'= & bed review becouse you're beimg al a$ David 1d*s
expanse.

4o Tou're taking sides with Cerrolda
Q. I'm trying to be impertial.

4, 5o was I vhen T started this.

Ge IR docan't phow,

Ae OK au. hare's the to your q t1 ahout his writing-etyle.
Cerrol? ia clever at hia erpenge. 1've mat here with you for
half an hour, amwl I've tr to ba serioua mnd I've mnde s fow
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wisascracks. But I cought the method from the book. There is
hardly 2 page in the novel where Gerrold doeen't write at laast
one too—clever paragrépb, or make a quip, or eay somcthing
autragoous to draw aticntion to himeolf. It is, like tbhise review,
trading on cheap offectr.

Qs So you admit it"e a nartial review.
L. Youlve talked me into it.
&.+ So what bave you got agminet David Garrold?

A. Not & thing in the »orld., I don't like to eer o writer showing
off, when, with & little more cara, thought and love for his croft,
he oould probably oroluce & halfway decent book. That's all.

Q. Talking of ove, how 10 you kmow that Gerrold doosn't love tdis
book, tbat when he reads thic review it ien't going to cut him %o
the quick?

A. I don't.

Qs Tou wouldn't like anyone to do i} to you.
Aw T know.

Q. How'e your conscience?

A. Huorting. But then it hurt me to read the book, becauee, you bdee,
for 811 its exeruciating faults i1t i1s st111 & poeitive book. It
ien't eomething you can ignerej I suppoee that's in ite favour.

Q. Piniebsd?

A. Almost.

Q. You're atill doing it.

L. T know. Tit'a 80 ezay I could pa on and fill & book like thisa
G« Ip be going to get & Nebula?

4. 1 expcot ea.

The Anoms

by Jack Vance

Delly 95c; 224p.

Trullians Alastor 7262 Reviewed by
Malcole Edwaris

by Jack Vance
Bellentiney £1.25p 247p.

In scicnee fiction we bave, if nothing clae, our fuir chare of reaslily-
identiTiable individualista. One thinks of Philip Ko Diclyy, repeatedly
pulling the carnet of verlity from under hic readiers' Tact;

of R.A. Lafforty and bia pirilated metephysioas of J.G. Rallerd, and the
bloed spurting from the angle between twe crashed cars and Elizabeth
Tayler's thighs. Yet there ie curely no odder character than Jack
Venee.

Vhan you get Tight dowm to it, Vanee is a pulp writer who hes
survivad and nroppered in a more sophictlecated age, not by abandoning
any of the elementa of his 01d STARTLING STORIFS material, but by
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refining amd boning them 20 the paint where, when he is iopelled by a
worthwhile idea, they provide him with a eubtle and successful sat of
tools. 4w a pulp writer — the man vho wrote, for ezample, Big Planat Planat
-= there were itwo thinge whicvh set Vance apart from the ruok.

was bis style, exotic end sirangely mannerad, though nwarthelen

prone ta cliches and there was hisg fecundity of invention, hie seemingly
inexhauetible ability to devime add, attractive cultural milisux. The
banality of noest af hia plote was thups cleverly dieguined.

The basis of bhis succems it, apparently, a lively interest in
anthropology. It is hard to believe that the wajarity of Vence's
2llen societies 40 not have their gounterparte sosawhere on this
worlds but equally, it ir very hard to pin him down 50 that one can say
with certainty thatapg Vanoe culture 1s based on terrentrisl
example. There Lo always the possibility that he might really bave
invented it all, wbich makee bim @ good dsal more elusive than, for
example, Robert Silverberg, who bas made recognisable use of imerican
Iniian sources, or Ursula Le Guin, who may indoed be makipg it all up,
but i9 nevertheleas prejudiged by her background.

The reason for this ie probably tied up with his atyle. Vance
hay made increasingly intelligent use of his extensive vooabulary ea
that in hie worlde even commonplace cbjecta can scem sirange and new,
Thig is particularly apparent in Emphyrio, a nowel vwhich cen quits
¢asily be read without realiaming that its setting ia easontially a
mean Northern industrial 2owm.

Yet Vance rareily puts his talents fully in barneess it say be
that there ara only two stories in which they are quintessentially
expreseed — The Biue Horld and “The Moonm Moth”. Ganerally speaking,
he ¢an be meen at bim best when hie protagoniat is a menber of the
society being desoribed, and he is disappointing when the protagonist
is an puteider (and yes, 1 kvow that the protagonist in "The Moon Moth™
is an outsider; tbe difference here is that ke 1w trying to get on the
inpide). In the latter ingtanoes — typified by Big Flanet aud the
Tgohai quartet, in both of which the story is that of a man
escape from a planet orn which be bas unwillingly been dumped =— the
books, although entertaining, are not much more than incident-packed
exatie travelogues.

When bhe decides ta work from inmide one of hie creationa, Vance
habitually tells the story of a eingle individual being borm and
growing wp to f£iad hie place in society -— a hildungpronman, if that
ien't to¢ pretentious a term, Further, it ig inevitable tbat thie
man will come into conflict with authority, because the culfure is
stratified, highly institutionaliced, hedged about with rigid codes
and arbitrary juigevents, and hie personal goale ¢annot be fulfilled
by folloving the path set out for bim. He is deetined to become
proscribed in sops way, to escmpe apprebension apd death, and to
eventually vlay a key part in overthrowing the system. In sociological
terma, these are classical studisam of anomie.

It1» pertiocularly appropriete, then, that Vanoe's lateat vovel in
this mode should be titled The Anome (it certsinly suggests that he
Jnows what he's at). This Tits squa aquarely into thes patiern outlined
above (vhich hea previously maintained The Blug World, Eophyrio and
To Live Popever) with an additional promise of vATiety.

On the plamet Durdane are four continentsy the chief of these,
Shant, is @ colleotion of 62 cantons with little in comron 'save
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language, music, color zymbology and submission to the rule of the
Anome (pomctimen known sz the Faceleas Man]'. The ohild itar, later to
become Gartel Ciftuane, in born in a commnity ocalled the Chilites.
Thems are an autbaritarian rzligious cossunity worshipping 8 divine
female sntity, Calexis. The women of the society are held to be
inferior: their taske in life &re to bear cbildrenm and to perforo
wmeninl tagks (under harsh coniitfjons). Halea enter the service of
Galexim, worshipping under the influence of an halluolnogenic 4drug.
They are required to maintain an exnggerated etate of ritual varity
whioh precludes any physical contact with women, This createg a
certain jifficulty in continuing the species, which ia golved by an
cetablishment called Rhadodendron Ways & road mlong whiob the young
women have their cottages, whers wayfarers can stop and stay (for a
fee) —- institutionalimed prostitution, in fact.

Here Vance is pursuing one of hie favourite segondary themes —
waking fun of religion. The Ifrequency und relish with which he
asmsults thie target makes it obwigus tbat thim is & pet obmesmion.
I'w not sure that the inetitution of the Chilites is quite s absurd
8e the Temple of Finuka in Emphyric, but it ls sertainly memrably
ridiculoue.

The young Etzwang rebels against the siricturcs of this community,
end manages to esvapes bis mather, not so lucky, is taken from her
cottage and est ta work in the hareh comiitiona of the tannery {i.e,
workhouse). Again, there is a similarity to Bmphyrio in that it is
the parent (the sole parent — Vance's youths rarely heve two) who
euffers for tho ohilde pake, hawing instilled in him, by more or lees
subtla wsans, the cpirit af rebellion. Howevgr, The Anome differs
from the earlier movel in that Etewane still hee the possibility af
legal recouree; he has vot yet been forced into illegal action. He
setn off to enter an appeal with the Anome.

The authority af the Anome derives from the uce af torca: collarp
containing @n axploaive ubich are fastened araund the neaka of sll
adulte of Shant. The Faceless Man and his gesinrtents, the Benevolences,
are able to detonate the exploeive, and thus 'take tbe heai' af any
1rongioer. Sinoe thay retain mnonymity, nobody can ever be oure that
loose talk will not reach the Faccleer Map's eara and thus result in
the epeaker's deeth. The justioc of tbe Anomc is suvposedily impartial
andi availzble to 211. In tbe city of Gerwiy, vhere he aupposediy
reaides, are hoaotbes where, for 3 fes, anyonas may pstition tbe nome.
It is to Cerwiy thot Ltswene comes to seek a discensation fram the
Anope to free his cother.

aa in marst af bir atories, Vance ie here nrecenting r static
rociety. We do not lomow sxysctly how lang the Anome has been the suprcme
authority of 5hont, but it is certainly more than a thousind ycarc.
Thua the creatiaon of this rociety becones vssentially "given' — it is
ae it alvays bae beeanj there iz mo need to cxplain bor it came to be =o.
Thie im fortuncte, becruze it io Aifficult to enviszpe how such a
cociety could have come nbout; how the wholesele adoption af the torcr
could have been accoisplizhed. The mechanica of thc syctem in operation
nre aimilarly unlikely. It omergea that there ave only three people
eble o detonate the toras {the .inave and tvo Benevolenceg) -- a
situetion revinlecent of the often—ridiculed sci-up of Fohl’e 4 Elasue
of fythonz.

.hys then, does Vance avoid being merely ridiculous, vhere Pohl
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¢learly did not? Here wg rTeturn to the ntamis in which Yauce's
societies are fixed. NWNe 90 not take his culture seriously an culiuresy
rathar, ue sit back and admire the ingenuity with wbich tbey are
constructed. Vance doer make an occasional gesture towsrde fitling in
the bistory, but thip tende to bo volourful rather than convincing,
deseribing a few uousual evenis without giving eny real cense of tbe
world®’s history ae a continuing process:

“Jhen at last Flagafiume was aspassinated, the plotters
vere immediately apprehendsd, sealed into glass balle, and
suspended on a ceble runving betwsen & pair of spires. For s
thouszand years the balle hung like baublee until one by one
they weres atruok by lightning and destroyed."

'For a thousand years ..." —-- how easily Vance ckips an inoonvenient
nilleniual

The reason vhy the mystele are never dynamic is ssesntially that
they are elaborate card-houeasd, poieed dslicately on the shakiest
foundations: 1t only takea a bredath of wind to eend the whole thing
toppling. (When Vance has one of his characters refer to the Chilite
community in The Anome as 'a marvelous effrontary'; he ssems to be
recognising thie artificiality.) Much of the fascination of resding
Yanoca lies in the baroque embroidary with which he decorates hie
ersations. Bie time—locked societiem develop slaborate, dscadant
arte, rituals 8nd inmtitutione. Vance tekmsm graat delight in carefully
desoribing thess, &and othor odd empects of his worldey one suspects
that, for bim, the mein pleasur=me are over before he ever aotually
etarts vriting & story. Tbe petting is the chief foous of his
interest {and this exnisins why Vance stories which begin witb every
sign of the author lavishing great care on his work too often begin
to look, wall before the emd, ae¢ if the writing wvas bucoming an
vnwelcoge chora).

In The Anomg, Vanoa has devised a continent-wide ayrtem of
ballon-povered railways -- an improbable (though not imposaible)
ooncept, whoee workinge are dolinested with loving care. 4&nd, as
alwveye, ha excelm in devising 0dd musical inatruments and describing
their workings and rangs, both im the small Instrumente played by the
wandering musiciane of the book, and on a muoh larger acale:

"He came te the Aeolian Hall, a musioal instrument of pearl-
gray glage three hunired feet long. Hind collected by mcoopa
wag oolleoted inte a plenum. The operator worked rode amd keys
to let pent air wmove one, tun, & dofen ar a hundred frow among
tha ten thousand mete of glape chimea. A peracn who wvaniered
the ball exverienced audible dimennion, with pounds coming from
various directlionss tinkling chordm, whispere of vaguely heard
melody, tbin planpsy shiverings, the cryctal-pure tones of the
center gongsi hurriad guats raocing the ceiling like ripplee
aeross a vond; fateful chines, vervagive and melancholy as a
sea bel) heard through the fog.™

As & novel, The Anoms iz perhapa a littlc disappointing, though
its virtues beavily outweigh its faulis. After Eirzwane fails %o get
satinfaction fras the Anome, the nlot becomea (as one could bave
praijicted from the cutset) a eearch to dimcover the identity of the
Freclecs Man. In thia, Ctzwone is aided by the mysterious Ifnasss
{¥eznce's talent for naming occasionally bardere on geniue), who has
been acconpanyings Etewane for hie o:m unexplained purposes. Ifness ie
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eapily the most interasting character in tbo book, but unfortunately
the revelation of who ho is falls rathor flat Ani cduses a lapee in
the book’s mood from which it 4oes not fully recover. Loter, he ise
arbitrarily removad from the scene in a2 rather uneatiefactory menner,
leaving Ettwane alone &t & crucial point. Tho anome is unmasked —
2ccording to the book — through the application of Ifhroe's special-
isad knowledge, tut in fact the method by which he is traced iould
bave vorked equally wall without many euch aid, end ites simnlicity
nckes the long-term survival of the systes even sore inplaunible.
The trouble with cerd-houses ie the muspicious ease with which they
collapse.

The novel endp on a point of unresolved crisis, obviouscly set
up for ite sequelc. It is the Iirst part of = trilogy: the other two
parts (The Brave Free Hem and The Azutra) have been serialised in FESF
(as wae thie book, then oslled The Prceleas Man), but have not yet
appeared in book fors. 1 therefore raseYve comment on them, s FESF
are knmown to extend their unkimlest cuts to the novels they publish.
One of Vance's worst babits is to start more periss “han he can
ugefully finieh (it's an infuriating habit in a writer who tends to
loge interest). Perbaps in this case — unlike the incomplate Star
Kings series ani the so-perfunctorily enied Teobai quartet — he will
pee it through, exploring his world in full detail. Let us hope so:
if he does, The Anome ie going to be the first book of a very fine
Vance trilogy indesd.

Trullion: Alastor 2262 (a complicated title, which AVAZING STORIES
managed to get wrong six times out of meven when they serislised it
(nice one, Ted)) 1s alro mominally the first book of & seriea, though
in this case the apparent avergll etructure is much laoser. The Adastor
Clunter ie & group of same thirty thousapi etars witk three thousand
inbabited planots. Trullion iz numbered 2262 amons; theme., The five
trillion inhahitante 8)1 submit to the authority of one wan, the
Connetio, vho is given ta wandering anonywously from warld to vorld
(any resemblance between the Comnatic ani the Anpuwe wuet be put dowm
to their eimilarity). 1 suspest that future volumes will bave nothing
1o do with Trullion, and their only connention with this bosk will
be their supposed looalc, plua the accaeianal fleating appearance of
the Connatic. Hopefully, theme future volumes will alzo be rather
pors successfuly Trullion (as I shall ¢all it, for brevity's aake) is
one of ¥ence's weaker novels, though not without maments of interest.

Part of the trouble, I think, ia that Clinnea Hulden, our bero, bas
nothing to rebel ageinst. Trullion is an eeay going world, with minimal
governmcntj its people nursue ® friendly, loey life on & world where
everything thay meed 1s easily available. The neople seen to he based
on everyone'a idea of the Zouth Jcve Iclanders, though their geatle
habitat of fens and ielands is wore original. OGlinnes iz & concervitive
cbaracter, for a chengey otbers want to force ’progracs' on Trullion,
while be vants te maintain the traditional ways of life. 5o, like
many enother Yonee hero, he ic opparing recimentation, limitations on
freedowu. But unlike his preiecessors, he is net un against an
egtabliched myrtem, =0 he never guite serme ta ¥nau vhere to mush.

He is in conflict with various cets of individvale in thie novels, but
=1though 4hese individual conflicts threaten to cobere into acme overzll
theme they never actvally do za. The rezult is & fuzzy te~ture to the
novel,

Jorse, baving no Uysteb to deseribe, Vance scens at a loss for
comethins to irite sbout. He eventudlly rcemz to settle for the geme
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which he has dgvised for this book: huseade, seeningly eomewhat deri-
vative of Amorican football (though I don't know emough sbout that gume
10 be sure —= perhape an American realder could confire or deny the
supposition). For long stretches, Trullion bids fair to become perhaps
the first fully-flediged ecienve fiotion sports novel — a somewhat
doubtful 4istinction, it wust be sdmitted. But then, quite suddenly —
it happens on page 1661 it's that sudden — Vanoe loees intereet, and
buesade is forgotien, For the remainder of tbe novel, Vance's coolly
exotio style cennot mask the faot that ha is fulling back on some
rather poor cliohea, The plot bacomes a mixture of intrigues amd
bostilities, involving peaple like the nomadic Trevenyi (who are not s
little Teminiscent of gypsies) and the starmenters — space pirates,
black beards npd all. There are aome good moments, tut really this ia
very rToutine stuff. Vance faps will find some things to like in thip
disappointing novel,; but anyone seeking an introduction to hix work
would be well advised to stear cleur of Trullion: Alaator 2262, and to
give The Anome a try.

Rew ¥ritinge in SF 22

editad by Kenneth Bulwer Revieued by
Sidgwick & Jacksonp £1.75; 189p. Tony Sudbery

Kannath Bulmer ie John Carnsll's succemsor in the job of providing a
s01lid baokbone to the body of British sf short stories in the
Writings in SP series. Tou can pgneer at thia geriea as pcrulangg an
outworn oode past ite time, or weloows it As evidemce of hesalth in a
living traditiont tbat seems to be a matter of parsonality and mood.
Pereanally, and at the time of writing, I feal inclined tc do the
latter.

I am therefore glad to report that Kenneth Bulmer's editing seeme
to ba following the same lines as John Carnell's. His first voluoe
bhas a substantial core of compatent and enjoyadle iraditionsl ef.

He givea us Harry Harrison beimg very funny sbout military and civilien
inflexivility, James White being ingenious and intriguing in bie Sector
General format, and Chriatopher Prieat, Britain's answer to

Niven, building a weird world which doeen't quite hang togethear, I
think, but is fun to think sbout and makes a satimfying hard=core
finale. (You may bave thought that {hristopher Prieet vas a long-
haired, avani.garde layabout, but that oust he a sacurity cover.) As
Full Supporting Programme we bave, ip descending order, Sydney J.
Bounda telling an unoriginal but acceptabls quarantine story, E.C.
Tubd doing eomething boriugly Freudian with a female life support
eystem, Donald A. Wollheim pushing Velikoveky, John Kippax cracking a
£i1ly joke snd Laurgnce Jemes just being silly. We also get Arthur C.
Clarke and Kenneih Bulmer conspiring ta cheat the readsr by reprinting
the introduction to Bendezvous Yith Rama, which ls worthlees ocut of
context and Joesn't juztify the use of Clarke's name as a lure on the
oover. This isn't even supporting programme, but a trailer.

Which leaven Brien Aldiss's "Three Enigeas™. Well, there are three
of them, and they are enigmatic. They bave to be read several times,
and two of thep at leaat ars well worth it. They are quite different
from anygthing elee in the book — different from anything else in of -
Yut they recognisable ariece from the tradition repreeented by the other
etories, As you con meg, I'm flourndering. The besi thing T can do is
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to reproduce Aldiep's inciruction in hiz introductien: "Consider them
25 paintingr, ae Tiepolo"s engravinge crossed bith de Chiricots comvae-
ee”. Yes, do that, if you know vho Tiepolo and de Chirico are; out at
any rata pleise read them. Slowly. And then read thom again. These
chort piecep sbouv the sf tredition justifying itself by generating
romething new and strange and beautiful. It etrikes me 28 somehow
appropriate that vben I went to pget out my History gf the kiorld's Art
to try to find what Tiewoclo apd de Chirico were mnpoaed to suggeat to
oe, my Iinger slipped on the shelf of Spring Booksa bargains and L
found mysell settling into my armchzir with 4 Pictorial History of
dazz. Thesze plecesn shift in that sort of way.

OTHER BOOKS WECEIVED FOR REVIEM

(Peing an axpanded version of the 'Books Redsived' column, aimed in
vain pureuit of comprehensive coverage.)

From Gollancs:
The Soience Fiction Ball of Fame, Voluwme Twoj edited Ben Bovs
072D.y £2.90 ISHN O 515 01735 X
This is the first of two volucee of {80 it claiose) novellam, staries
of these lengths having been excluded from the first anthology. The
editor arrived at a Tinal 1ipt of 24 etories, of which 4 bad to be
omitted for various ressoms (sliphtly odd in the cape of The Time
Hachine, wbich is murely out of copyright). Ten of the remaining
storiem ars in this book, with the other ten to follov in a later
volums. Long time sf readers are sures to be familier with most af
theases "Call Me Joe™, “Who Goom There?”, "Rarves”, "Univeree®, “The
Harching Morone", "Vintage Seaeon", ™...ind Then There Were Hone",
"The Ballad af Laat C*'Mell”, "Haby is Three”, and “With Polded Handa—",
Heverthelena, I think the Del Bey and ¥illiamaon storiee are making
their firet appearance in thia cauntry, Like ite predeosssor, thia ia
clearly deetined to becouwe & basin itew in sny ef collention. But I
wish the SFWA would show a little coneietenay {just B litiley I don*t
2gk much). Robert Silverbarg'e introduction to the first book stated
that stories over 15,000 words were excludedy logicslly, therefores, all
the stories in thia new volume mbould exceed that length. But “The
Narching Morona™ certainly doean'ti and if "Call Me Joe" doem itle a
_*1 eloge thing, 211 right, word lengths are tricky things — but
ody can get away from the fact that “The Ballad of lost C’Mell"™, at
around 9,000 words im not only far toa short to bs in this baok but is
aleo clearly ehorter than “Spanners Live in Vain", the Cordwainer
Smith atory in the first volusel It peems to me that if you're going
to evbark an a project like this you might at least dn it right.

Nirror Image, by Michael G. Coney: 223p., £2.20 ISBE O 57% 01726 O

This received a rather perbled review io VECTOR 64. Our reviewer (a1l
right, wa) said: "exrtremely well ploited and well thought out ... B
very impreasive debut”. 3 most enjoysble piece of =0lid sf story-
telling, Don't piss it.

Time Out Of Kind, by Richara Cowper; 159pa, £1.90 ISEN 0 575 01697 3

Por lang stretchea thie looks as if it way davelop into romething very
apecial, but unfartunately when the big climex arrives it*e rather
rarbled, ae if lr Couper wep making it up as be went along, and wam
better at setting uo mysteries than exnlcining them. Worth reading,
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though, for the nicely mounting penco of uneasc which permeates the
book.

Beritage of the Star, by Sylvia Engdabl; 746p., £1.60 ISAN O 575 01669 8

When this book appeared in America last year the title was This Star
Sbhall Abide and the author was Sylvia Louise Engdehl. Somehow the two
coombined to give 8 quite off-putting eura of =pinalessnasa. Now, with
&z comewhat better title and an abbraviated autbor's nape it's a good
40al less unatiractive — wbich is just as well, ap thie actually ien't
baj at all. HNoren ie n young lad whose world is an odd, mysterious
place. Noren's people are @ largely agrarian people) the Scholars

and Tochniciana, who live in the City (where no villager may enter),
have an a:vanced technology which they keep to thsmselvea, apart from
treating the grain every year, providing fertile egge to breed fowl,
and giving the wvillagers drinkable water. Why is the umireated soil
poisonous? Uhy will drinking untreated watar drive you mad? Why ia
herssy such a helnous orime {convicted heretice being handed over to
the tcholars, never to be seen ajain)? Worem, ae you may bave guessed,
wanto to know all theee thinge, and eventvally he finde out. The
experianced ef readsr will be & couple of steps mhead of him ail the
way, but the trip ie nonetheless antertaining. MHiss Engdshl bas worked
out her situation well, and construated ber plot wery ably about it,
Reminiscent of some of Heinlein's juveniles, which can't he bad.

The Crystal Gryphon, by Andre Nortons 234p., £1.50 ISHM O 575 01616 7

1 read gomewhbere that this delonge in the *Witch World' meries, which
may explain why I didn’t get on with it, (An alternative sxplanation
might invelve the fact that I never get on with apy of Mims Norton'es
boaks, which I find turgid in the ertreme.) Thia caems to be a eword
and sorcery atory, and ae such is written in a everd and sarcery Style,
a dreadful thing based, like most such efforta, on misguided attewpts
to be like Tolkian, and a pad belief that thir can he acseomplished by
conetructing your zentences backwarde. Opened I the book at a random
page, and -- "Hinsman, you forgei yourself. Such spsech ia unseemly,
and I imov shame that yau could think ae sa poor & thing as te liasten
to it", Et cetera, intermimably, S5till, if you like boaks whera
peopl= oall ane another 'kingman' and ‘knev shame’, thia may he for
you. 1t'a quite cheap. {¥hy, incidentally, are childran's books sc
muoch chsaper than adult buoks? They'rse no mora cheaply produced —
in faet Gollancz's children'r baoks often look a goad bhit betier than
their adult titlee. Explonation anyene?)

Pram Paber & Fabert
Hidsunter Century, by James Hlishy 106p., £1.60 ISEN O 571 10330 8

Zven Blish nods. This seemn to be an attempt at a 1930%e-ntyle sf
adventure — an Znglish-language equivalent of Stanten A. Coblentz,
perhaps. Tt'e enjoyable 3in a trivial sort of way, thie story of an
English agtranomer ac¢cidentally eatapulied 25,000 yearas into a future
wherc the remnante of mankind struggle for survivel againet the regime
of the Birds. But this sort of thing isn'it really Blish's forte — itta
ro far beneath hig umial 2im, The real Blisb is glimpeed in an sttempt
{not really succeseful) to graft on come philoecophical discuasion of
lcevels of coneciousneas and e.e.p. The opening ohaptor is m strange
affair — for al) that be now lives aver here, Janes Blish seema to
entertein sone funny ideea zbout this country, not least in giving &
native of Uoncaster e Hidlands accent. Another real and valid
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objeotion to this book is its size: those 106 pnges inplwic guito a
lot of white space. I'm not sure that there's eny real distipction
that ¢sn be drawn around this borderline length, but I woyld have
called this B novella rather then a novel. I would bave thought that
a couple of short stories, at least, might have boon added to flesh
it out a bit, Ilot exactly 3 Dest Buy as it stands.

The Stainlepp Steel Rat Sawes The ¥World Har, flarrison; 191p.,
£1.90 ISEN O 571 09958 4

This only errived the day before yesterdsy, s0 I haven’t had the
chance to do more than glance at it. Wore adventures of Slippery Jio
dicrig, of course, co oo vapt cxperience one c¢xpects & very enjofable,
if forgettahle, read. Like the previous volume, this hae a magnifi-—
cently eilly oaver illuatration, which im credited this tise ... and
turns out to be by llarry Horrison bimselfl Hice one, Harry.

From Stdgwick & Jacksons
The Invinoible, by Stanislew Lem; 221p., £1.95 ISHN O 283 971962 3

This resde a bit wooden to me, though I've only skimmed 1t. The
translator ie not nemad, but ber previous main elaim te fame was as
the translator of Perry Hhodan. Like Scolaris, this ie a second-
atage translations Polish to Cerman to English. Tomy Sulbery will
be reviewing this in a future isoue, if I prompt him often enough.

The Fingmlnan Conepiracy, by John Rankine; 190p., £1.75 1SE8 Q 283
97954 2

Oh well, I suppoee &t lepaest it makes the raet of the Sidgwick list
ehine by compsrisan. The firet sentence is: "Flogging the laet erg
from & failing powsr pack, York reckoned he might atill do 1t." fnd
it geta worssl

The Thres Lyes of Bvil A.E. ¥an Vogt: 21Bp., £1.95 ISBN O 283
97983

Reprints two 01d Van Vegt hce Doublec — "Siege of the Unsecn" and
“Larth’s Laet Fortresa™ (also kmewn as "Reoruiting Station"). 1In the
farmer, A nN8n has an Aaceident whioh Toveals a third cye bidden in hie
forehpad; noon ¢nough, he finde that with the aid of this new eye ha
oan gee, and pass into, a different world existing contiguously with
our own. Yhen he wrote this, I Lelieve Van Vogt was under the
influgnce of the Dates systen of improving cycsight by chucking zway
your glassea., Tlaybe he was baving trouble sceing the tymeuriter
keys, “rarth's Last Fortress” is a lot more fun, a typical large-
acale Van Vogt farragn, dating from hig most praductive period in the
early 40a.

Frod Sphere Dooks:

Deathvworlda 1-3, bs Hurrx Harrisans 157, 160, 15Tp., 3Op. each

ISBNs O 7221 4350 8, 0 7221 4351 %, © 7221 4352 4

Phese three novels sre almost the epitome of good medern sf advunture,
fast apd furious and immensely entertaining. 4lso, each is & good bit
better written than the last, Uarrison baving zatured inte & very
considerable craftaman, Definitely not to be migssd. There's an air

of finelity about the 1ast valume, but one oan'i help hoping for
another. Any chance, Harty?



BOOK_REVIEWS 41

Conan the Adventurer n the Haprior, by Robtert E. Howardj 19Z2p.,
30p. eack  ISBNe O 7221 4800 4, O 1221 40L9 2

although wirtually the entire s¢ries has now been mublished in the
U.Sen.y Sphere eeen t0 be planning to issue them in the same cook-eyed
meauence aa 4id Lancer Booke over there. These two come fourib and
fifth, ae I recoll {I nay be wrong, but I can'i be bothered to go and
ohtuk)‘ though it'e alweys possible that Lin Carter and L. Sprague de
Canp may bave more of their egregioue pastiches in the works (I euspect
that vbhen they bave finished with it the saga will cover Conan's
entire life, starting with Conan the Toddler and ending with Conan the
Uctogenarian). Conan igy af courss, one af the legendary heroes of
pufp fantasy, lurching hia bloody way through a patchwork prehistoric
world, clawing hie way up the zocial Ladder until he eventvally
becomee king of iquilonia. Modarn readers (even acoepting that Howard
was writing some 40 yesre ago) will find the white cupremacist
attitude which they =mbody rather bard to stomack. They may aleo
wonder at the varvellous restraint which Boward's narrative displays.
Eere'n a guod bit, from "The Slithering Shadow* (in Conan the Adwenturer )4

“Three men confronted him At the Toot of the marble steps,
and be etruck them with a deafening cxash of etesl. Thers was
a frenzied inastant when the blades flamed like pmummer lightnings
then the group fell apart apd Conan aprang up the staie, The
oncoming borde tripped over three writhing forms at ita foot:
one lay face—dawn in a siokening welter of blood and breinsy
another propped himself on his bands, bloed spurting blackly
froo hie seversd throat veinsj the other bowied like a dying dog
ac he claved at the crimson estuap that had bean an arm.

“"4a Conan rushed up the marble steir, the man sbove ... drew
2 sword.... He thrust downward as the barbarian surged upon him.
But aa the point sang towards his throat, Conan ducked deeply.
The blade plit the skin of bis dack, and Conan straightened,
Ariving bis eaber upward as & man pight wield 2 butcher-knife....

"So terrific was his headlong drive thet the einking of the
saber to the hilt into the belly of his eneay did not check bim.
He caromed againat the wretoh's body ... the cther, the saber
torn through his body, fell headlong down the stair, ripped open
to the enine from groin to broken breastbons. In 2 ghastly uess
of streeming entrails the body tunbled....”

Good etuff, eh? I must say I rather like the inage in the first
»aragraph, of 2 ome-legged hord= falling over {not altogether sur-
orieingly)! Granted, sote of these =2torice have a coneiderable,
primitive 4rive — but really, their survival says little for the
sophictication of the auvdience (oh, I enjoyed them a faw years ago,
I 2dmit — but at least I had the excuse of ueing an immature iteen-
egar). Conan is bardly an edifying charaoter, not leaat in bis
venchsnt for nonosyllables, Rob:urt E. Eoward would surely have con—
curred with Jeaes Blieh in hie dislike for said-bookisms — but in
keening with hiz hero's intelleotual cavecity, bis standard nhraeey
from wbich he meldom deviates, im not 'he seid’ btut *he grunied'.

In the American editiom, these books at least boasted superbly-
exeouted Fratzetta covers, but although these paintings are reproduced
in theee editions, ronmething very nasty hae bappenet to them in the
bande of Ae¢orn Litho, of Peltham, Niddlesex {(an obscene place-nase if
ever theta was one) and they are almost unrecognisable.
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Rey Worlde 6, sdited by Micbael Moorcack ani Charlga Platt) 263p., 4Jp.
ISER O 7221 6201 4

With the addition of Charles Flatt as U,3. editor, lew sorlde nav
boastas an even more impressive list of names on the title-page,
althougb cynioa night be impelled %o comment on the remarkable con-
tribution to thie issue from tbe Art Lditor. T baven't yet remd the
bulk of the stories, but thie is a salid leoking ¢ollection which will
doubtleaa repay your attention. [owever, eince '‘ichael tooreock's
Introduction 4rawe narticular attention to the oriticel caterfel, it
egens apnropriste to look at that instead. de can rule out, of course,
Charles Flatt's brisf "Introduction to New Beaisrs" (which ie aotuslly
an introduction to Mew Morlde, for new resders], a puff which might
have carried more convistion if, baving invoked his name, he had
checked up on how Jerezy Kosinski gpellg it.

John Clutets critical vocabulary is certainly extensive. f(lim
contribution, an elogecis of Blish'e work peculiarly entitled “Icholia,
Seasoned With Crabe, Blish Is" (which reske of some clever anagraas),
begins well enough, with a little psrody of Ulysses, nat inanpropriate
in this context. Unfortunataly, succees seews to go to bis bead, and,
scribbling wedly awey with & psnoil in one hand, and the microprint
edition of the Cxford English Dictisnazy (eomplets With handy magni-
fier) in the other, is soon handing dawn sentences like:

"Difficulties of gist apprehension, and general fidrillation
of the affect, are not in this cape intempified by any dalirium
paratagzis from the pen of Donald A. dollheio e he wields it
with his thumb throughout The Universe Makers, that iniwitable
fante vads mecun for the enifiing out of security rieke and for
the ilentification of echt-af on the high raad af ‘Future
Predictions’, through hie expvedient refusal to oention James
Blish at all."

A Tew pagee of this gete hard on anyone, nat just thoae wha
thought parataxis were a fleet of minicaba. The subetance of this
article (s2beit 4rmwn orimarily from Northrop Frye) is nost inter-
eating; unfortunately Clute's prose, genarally favered, her: often
deteriorates into terminel logorrhoea. Incidentally, anyone led ta
wopder why Clute introduces & totally irrelevant plug for E.C. Tubb'e
Jumarset series may find it relevant ta know that Clute works (or
worked) aw & reader for srrow Booksy the publishara.

M. John Harrison, on the cther band, ie guite comprehencible Lut
pone too interceting. "Filling Us Up", his contribution, soacks too
much of 8 mwan faithfully toeing the party line — in this case, tbat
laid 4own by Meorcock in hie contentious and ill-thought—out Intro-—
duction to liew dorlds 1. Thua, Barrison includew the obligatery
aneer at saf fene tba.ed, in his cage, more on prejuilce then firat-
hand Ymowiedgi), the suggestion that the sf label is & hindrone
rather than a help (here baeed on & daynright untruth, when he olames
the lack of success of .Mseh';p} 4 on its pudlicetien aa af, whereas in
fact the bock's dust jaclet e citly 4enied that it could be thought
of as mcience fiction), Hoorcack's editorial included an inexplicacle
¢ondemmation of criticiam In =f fan circles because of its reluctance
to be ingulting; in apparent resnonse to this, Harrison is as insulting
as anyone could wish. Readers wbo Teel that there is a vital 4distinc-
tien betxeen criticiso and 2buee should take note, Barrizan's actual
thesis cancerns poar thinving in ef — an arruaent for which =3 gwod
oese oould be majs out, but nat by using (as Harriaon doas) quotes
out of context from actioneaiventure af navela. In the case of Coney's
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Hirrar Image, 2t least, the book ia completoly misrepresented.

There ie a susoicion about 21l of thim that the criticiszv in Jiew
derlds is playing favourites. It wouldn't be alone in this, by any
means, but that certainly doesn't excuse it, rarticularly in view of
the superior and, yes, patronising attitude it takee., Consider the
tediously persistent attacks an Donzld A, Wollheim, dragged in quite
irrelevently by both Clute and Harrimon, Ie it unjustified for the
reader to recall the animosity which has exiated between Maorcook and
Wollheim?

Bota Hoorcook and Harrison write like dimai'feoted fanmj they
wey have dofected froo sf fandom, but they bave retsined iis rather
unadmirebtle propensity to review booke by attaoking people. In both
¢asea it'e a waste of ability —= and a waste of oppartunity, because
Cod kmows the sf field could etand a good dosze of strong oriticiew.
But it ebould be criticism of fiction, not anesring at attitudes.
Is thie really your new oritical vocsbulary, Mike? Thers used to be
®m lot of it in SCICNCE FICTICON REVIEN, you know.

From Arrow Books:
Kalin E.C. Tubby 192p., 35p, ISBN O 09 907640 3

Part of what Jobn Clute desoribed as a "fine, sudast, rounded, pro-
fescianal queat—foreloat—Farth sequence®. Oh, I've no argument with
with his asag¢eamsnt, only with its acntaxt.

From Psnther Booka»
fhe Stess-Driven Boy, by John Slsdeky 189p., 35p. ISBN O 586 03802 9

Sladek has given us two of the besi funny af movels sver. His short
ctoriss don't show the saoe degree of comic inventiveness, unfortunate-
1y. 1 found this collection 2 little thin. It's eaved by the

ip lusion of his complete wet of parodies of af writera, Not all areg
guccecaful — be doesn't catoh the flavour of Cordwainer Smith at all
{desnite aome fine in¢idcmtale, euoh ap the family of fox people,
F'Red, F'Annie and tboir 1ittle boy Ftart), ooz dose he have any
succens with artbur C. Clarke, beyond the brilljant anagremsatising
of hiec name into Carl Twubacker., Bowever, he is superd with Thilip
K. Dick, bilarious with Isaasc Asinov and tho Three Lawa, and oruel
with Robert Heinlein, And on¢ wuetn't forget the abwious target,
Ballard, with whom he daala effectively, if not with the same concise
brilliencs af Jamea Cawthorn'a parody of a fow years back. The best
thing in Sladek'r ocondensed novel ic the title of the first section.

WEXT ISSUE will aleo have a lot of reviews, though not quite the
excees in this one. HKHark Adlard will be reviewing Brian Aldiss'a
tremcndoug new novel Frankenstein Unbound, undoubtedly the best thing
to emerge from lary Shelley's novel yet, "Monster Mash™ notwithstanding.
Definitely a graveyard pmash. Urabsm Charmock,; a niddle-aged book-
seller, vill be looking at Bellard's Cragh from & safe dietance, 1
heve oarried over from this issue a Teviw of Anderason's There :iill

Be Time by Rob Holdetock, and one of s by Cy Cbhauvin. Also
Tevicua of 3 oounle of Rob.rt Hale books by Vio Hezllett. Chris Rorgan
hes got the latesat New dritings volume, and. somethlns eloe, And I
hope to have rwieﬂs from Prmels S N & i, and otb:re,




PERIOD OF TRANSITION
MICHAEL G CONEY

The late £. J. Carnells It cpuld be tbat you aren't out out
1o be a noveliet. I bave known it
happen. Brilliant short storiee
but the long material not quite
jelling. (letter May 6, 1971)

Kicbael G. Conaey1 This I am confident enough to
refutes I am probably the beet of
novelinst naver to have sold a novel,
Ky tiove will come. (letter June 1,
1971)

It wae wortb hunting through the rejection alipsto unearth that pearl.
Reading further in my letiter I find that I diecupsed two writers whose
povele, I felt, did not afford me the same anjoyment wbich Y obtained
from their sbort storieaj tbese being Bradbury and Ballard., In both
inrtancen the reapon was ths eame; the author's novel wes parely an
extension of his typical short etory, linear development with no convolu-
tione of plote; a straight aeries of eventn with very little suspenae
element, There waa no climax at the finich hecause there were na prob-
lewe ta aolve, no aub—plote to knit together. Inctead the hero walked
aff into tbe sun, or the rain, and tbe book bad finisbed before the
story. Ballard hae since realisad the favlte inherent in thie style af
navel writing and has chellenged the principle of linear narretive, even
the principle of plot itself — bhut this 1ls something of =n evacion. He
is still reeponsible for THI CRYSTAL WORLL, which wae vividly bering, and
“The Cloud-Sculptors of Coral L", which waa vividly fascinating., Dradbury
has realised bis limitations and moetly confines hi elf to ihe sbort
ptories ao admirably guited to his mtyle.

To a @an accustooed to turning out shart stories the thought of 60,000
worda provekes apprabension. How to find encush to say? How ta suetgin
the pmoe, the intereat? Hou to aurtain the to prevent the aeriaus
condeanation of our ocivilisation frow degenerating inta farcicsl satire,
or vice versa? How toc rememsber what happened ten chaptere dack, to remem-
ber that Aeta is due west of Paliahaxi as the grummet flies, ta rcmember
that Sueanna‘e eyes are blue? How to justify ooending the tima on the
tbing in the first placa, when rejection will mean wenka, poesibly mantha
of waeted work?

The late E. J. Carneli: It im oertainly not the warat navel
I bave ever read, although five
winutes after putting it dowr. I wa=
unable to recall the nawmes of the
characters ar, indeasd, the plat.
{(letter circa 1968, destroyed in-
etently therefore exaot date not
available, tollowing eubmission aof

i
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THE TREE iVNDRED YEARS' INSAMITY.)
liichsel G. Coney1 {5ilence laating eix months.)

SYZYGY wes my next novel, three years later, and I war awere of all
the problems -- but by then I had noticed a recent tendenocy for my short
stories grosely to overrun their length due to excepe plotting, I vae
baving to dieposze of socnes, oroblems, philosophies briefly, when I wanted
to dwell. T waes vwriting sequels to stories and sequels to mequela. Se
the novel was the next step, and I took no ohances. SYZICT was one of the
most carefully-written novels of all time — which was itself a danger.

I re-resad my favourite novels by Wyndher, Simsk, Fleming, #4mpis, Stein-
beok &nd othere objeotively, to soe how it wag s oataloguing where the
olimaxes omme. In order that the locale should be oconvinoing I set the
etory around wy ex—home in Ashprington, Devon, thinly disguised as the
planet Arcadia. I used acqueintances ss charsoters. I wrote notes end
drev maps ani compiled dictionaries end charaoter doseiers. I wrots out
the main nlot in nreois 2nd divided it into twenty ohaptere of 3000 words
cach, oonetructed a vas} number of eub-plots and tied them all tagether
into one etupendoup ¢limax, with pub-olimexes speced equally sleng the
way.

Then I wrotes SYZYGY. On re-reading it, it ceemed, you know, not bdad
at all. Quite good. Certainly not as laboured as I had expected. This
wag probably becsuse the story depvarted from the original synopeis around
chapter 4, only returning at rare intervels end at the climax. I had
learned my first leseon: it ie iopossible to tell a story based on too
rigid a synopeis. A mipor facet of a person!s characier revealed in
ohapter 5 might totslly invalidate & major incident in ohapter 15.

The 1ate E. J. Carmellys I l.l.li:sd SYZYCT. (letter Movember 5,
1370

¥ichael G« Lonays {folloving problems in selling

SYZYGY) The publishers are fools.
The tims has cowe for what I beliave
is called an egorising reapproisal.
1 will rewrite it before the pub-
lishers get siok of the sight of it
in its preegent form. {letter Aprid
3, 1971) (See pubmequent lettera
2t the head of this article.)

laneging & hotel in the West Indies can be & relaxing occupation, pate
ticularly when the staff are on strike. Hith the hote) eupty I was at
aomething of a 1083 —~ 50 I plunged straight into KIRROR IMAGE.

Around chapter 10 I foumd that I had, ineredibly, aver-eatimated my
ability as a novelizt, I have always caongtructed the endinge of my stories
first, 50 that I know what I am eiming st. I bad no ending for MIRROR
TH'GE, and woree, I had no ides whet bappened after chaptar 10. The imp—
lications of the bacic opremise had been so numerocus and interesting that
maybe I'd looked on tbe book as a lifetime oroject —= I don't know, I
penicked and threw it mside, anl became fascinated by a Jigsaw-puzcle
piece of plotting whiob needed charte and timetablas and Tinally emerged
&8s a satisfaotory novel-length o0ddity called FRIZNDS COME IN BOXES.

dere, them, is the pripeipal difference between the novel and the
short story from the writer's point of view: the novel must bs more
crrefully vlanned -- unlesa the writer has a mind se devious that he cen
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retain every detail of future dsvelopment, while writing always a fow
chapters bebind bis tboughts... Ny pistoke realised, I plotted ocut the
ramainder 9f KIRROR IKAGE on peper and finisbed writing it, edding e
couple of chaptere at the start for good messure, The tecond lesson:
despite lesson ome, some sort of rough eynopsis is necensary. 1In
addition to iie obvious purpose it bas the paychologiosl benafit of
persuading the writer that the novel is wirtually finished, even though
he ia struggling through chapter 3 at the time.

One of the biggest problem: facing a part-time writer 4p ti particua
larly es ragards the novel because, no matter how thorough the gymopeis,
if the writing drags on for monthe, the tbresd will be lost. I racently
read an artiole in Uaniel Say's Vancouver fanzine by L. G. Compton.
4pparently it takes Compton several monthe of spare time to complete a
novel. I could never write on that basiz - I don't have the patience —
and I bave the greatest sdairation for Cozpton, to be able to produce
such excellent booka in that manper.

Shaken by wy experience with MIRROR IMAGE, I wrote » few mhorts unti2
the mext Caribbean labour dispute gave me the chance of & new expsrience:
the pomeibility of devating myself to 8 phort period of full-time writing.
I had my plot all ready ami, very approximately, I nated 40vm the major
incident in each of twenty-odd chapters of 3000 words each, and sat down —
in a borroved cottage overlooking the €es — to vrite & chepter a day.

At the beginning of eech day I wrote & rough precis of what today's chep-
ter wag to be about. Three veecks later A LEGEND OF DOMHVAYS® was complet-
od —— painlemsly, saeily, in about faur hours writing time daily. This
was the pilestone. The meshanics of novel writing had heen mastered;

with the confidence derived from thies I was able to teckle more ambitious
projects. Apd to me, confidence ia sll-ioporiant.

Tae lets E. J. Carnell: Happy to be able to send you here—
with three copies of the Ballamtine
agresment for SYZYGY. (letter
November 4, 1971,)

Leelia Floods I have pleasure in sending you
herewith the contreocts im respeoct
of the American sale of MIRROR
INAGE. (letter april 11, 1972.)

1 I am bappy to report sele of A LECEMD
OF DOWNWAYS to DAV Booke Ino.
(lettor Septeuder 18, 19272,)

3 Encloged are contracts for A further
eale to DAN Books, FRIERDS COKE IN
BOXES. (lettsr Septeeder 26, 1972,)

Michael (. Coney: A merry Chrictnae and happy New Yaar
to you and youre. {letter Dacambar
6, 1972.)

In the world of acience fiotion it is a peculiar faat that our finest
writers ar¢ never satisfied, sre conetantly ctriving to develop; waybe
thie desire for new direotions is wby they are scisnce Tiction writers in
the first place. It is a orelitable trait, but Jangerous in that it osn
1lead to frustration for the writer when he ocannot sobieve what he atiemuts,
because the pripted word oan only convey just o much meaning. Thiz in
turn can result in loss of entertaipment value to the reader, us the

“ Retitled THE HLRO OF DOVNVAYS by DAW Books (RJE)

contioued on p.67



BRIAN W ALDISS
AFTER THE

RENAISSANCE

Iy mentality is fogped by vhz? Sam logkovitz vould call ‘concents that
tbe wind cannot stomach'y but vhat I'm going to try and do here is to
tell vou in zimole terms — tarps so cimple even I can unierstand them
-~ some of my fealings about the oresant, xhich of coursze raletes
closely to the position from which one writes.

liy fealings are bacically this: that we are at tbe e£nd of the
neriol of Repaissapos. Hhenever you set the neriod of the High Renais-
sance — the 1éth century, let's say — if foros a olear epoch down
vhioh we have moved. The golden dewn I suppome was in the 15th
century. It was an oge that wae throwing aff many af the set forms of
the nast; an agoe of scepticiom, when new knowledge was accumlating,
nev entuiries. One bzd s certiin wixing of society: pagans eat down
24 ¢ardinala’ tablaes; famous villainz became notable natrons of the
artps ardistocrats became wusicians, and vice versas oonke bocame
matbematicianm, ani all tbe rest of it. The fecling vas of whet we
nox knov a&s the Rengissance man — & man of 211 kinde, who would
embriice all realms of aotivity ani knouledge. That you mhould be a
good borseman sni ewordsman, and that you should elmo be abie to turn
2 good sonnat and bave e good prose sityle. Everyihing in that age
seemed possible, &nd there were neople like Leonardo da Vinci to
tectify to the nroposition.

If you study the history (and there ere lots of people Teading
this who have etulied it more closely than I have) it seemd to me
that ome of the key notas of the epoch was thia mixture of soiance
and the artes, such =8 we find in 4a Vinaits notebooks. Art and science
had not aeperated out, ani the development mnd understanding of the
lawe af perspactive oan be saen as one of the keys to the oconquest of
Fature, vhich vea then to go shead. The pover of positive thinking has
brought uz a long way along the same trajectory, and along to the
targeteo that vere set up then; and in large measure I think those
expectatione have bdesn Tulfilled. Of course, wben you've fulfilled
your exncotstions, you have to begin anew and dzvelop other expeota-
tions. To put it in a nuiskell, you could =ay that the Borgias and
the other rich familiex of Renaissence Italy nointed tha way, gave the
nod, to cnace travel., Ue are nov living out their <iream, every man's
dretm of living beyond bis income.

Thet cyole has mow ended. Tou've only got to laok =t the current
etete of painting, for instance — chaps draving vhite squares on vhite
stuares — to have @ faeling thet sowething big bas ended. ‘e realise
nov thet in fact all is not possihle. Technology we nee in pany ways
is now engegesd in nutting octohes on eorlisr bad technology. It's
puthetically obvious, but the understonding of 4isease, immunclogy aud
azepalp, together vith the development of aedicine, have bai the
effect of lovering the mortality rete of ohiliren; as a result, ve
have an overvopulated world, Ye are nov being mrecented tith a dill —-

——lTm
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this is what I'm saying — & bill for thase four centuries of
Renalesance thinking, and we're now sgeing thst the exponse ran
fairly high.

At present ue'rc Tar more preocoupied with the ruination of
Earth than with the rehadilitation of Man. That original Promethean
fleme hae 1od, ail 300 quickly, to the nucloar holocnrust.

In casa you think this is an exercise in passimismy it's not.
I'o just atating what I, at least, believe tv be a fact, and could
produoe evidence that meeme to inlicate the trutb of it, 7T don't
think all is lost by any tmeans, 8nd one of the things that has been
gained ig a tremepdous fund of knowledg. 8nd experience, which we
have now got to gather and learn to pool.

Hbat intereste me — ond the other idea tbat I'm trying to
shuffle together hare — is that religion is one of the thinga that
bae been shucked off —— the old standard relipgions. Although there
are & lot of 1ittle crackpot ones zround, the overriding dagma that
had this country in ite grip for a long time is dying; and I believa
that it is poezible to sev A counterbalance to that in the new ecol-
agical knowledgo we've grined — the unierstanding of Earth as =
cpacesbip, if you like. It's only im this century that we can
understand the bpautiful simnlicity that lies bebhind the beautiful
cowplexity of all the cyclee in procesa in our planet at the eame
tima, like the ineldes of some extraordinary celestiel wotch,

The conoevt of reoycling iz now familier to us, from the pnges of
Jobn Cropbell'e ASTUUNDING if nowhere cleei everyone understanin —
even cutside the rendership of this magezine — that thingp have to
be recycled. It's a simple law: there’a only no much material, an
many alemonta, renewed by constant actamornhosis of ferma. 1In our
generation we have vitnensed the firat tentative atens inta space,
that firast tentative walk on the maony it al2 heipe rub in the
mesaage. Earth bag to make its way like a spaceship, recycling its
abuniant, but by no mcana infinite meterial through countless,
countleasn ganerations of lives af all kinds, from the snalleat gnet
to — well, we wan*t mention any names — to the whale, using the
£UN 48 4 SUpET pOWer aocurce.

The stuff af everything — I won't give it to you in teohnical
termay that’s not really my business — the materiale of everything,
from the Tirat amesbas in the sea, througb all tho=e lovcly dinoeaurs,
41own to the Anglo—-Saxzons And Jutea with their furniture, the Ccorbon-
iferous foreats — everything is still living and a ozrt of thie
procees. We are oureelves 3 »ert of it. And it scema to me that the
establizhed reliplone are crazy in thesac terms, beocauce if you accent
the Bav Teuth, then it followe thet we oursclves ire going to be
ground dovm in that peme astonishing machinery — ne, nat cachinerys;
let's not £321 it machinery; it ign't wechinery — in the unvaerying
cycles af Earth that earry everything ~vay, but are never lort, but
come up again in other Torons. That Omzr kheyyesm thing:

1 zomctimes thiny: that never blows s0 red
The rase as where some buried Caesar bled

Right? The rame idec of the recyeling of thinge. Uc will be
ground dovn to nrovida the basie for other lives, other life forma,
vhieh are going tea occur througbout the rem=ining millions of yeare
of Eerth's history. And, eo help me, we are mart of thia huge cycle
of neture, and there's nothing thet seience or technelogy ecn 4o zbout
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that.

There we are. The dream of importality I think is port of the tech-
nolagical dresm of getiing romething for nothing. 1 Jon’t believe it
mysclf, beczuse I think that iniiwidyal deaths apd the deaths of phyla —
their prinding dosm — form pert of this vital self-repmewing procese of
the olenet. OK. Ye understend how global water circulation works, the
vkolc buziness of the moisture aoving frow the sed up on the wind, the
clouds, ani falling back, being pasted round ngain. The saove fructify—
ing nwrooess obtaine far life, and that'e all the imoortaliiy there ia.
It*s imposeible to mes under those cirounptmmcee how the purvival of
the individual has =2ny meaning. It bac no mezning, 1s beyond tha com—
pass of noicnoe or religion. If there were some sternsl aye up there,
gome god —- some chep wy there in A 1irty bathrobe — etill individual
lif'e vwoult bave no meuning, any more than the individuel life of &
oparron has meaning to us, Sipnificance, besuty ... they liec not in
any dirty little private hopes or foare, but in ths multifarious, the
pernetunl Tlou of 1ife. Perbaps that has meaning.

Bight, let's go back to the end of the Ronaispance apd try and tie
that in, iv 8 ragged way. If my diagnoais ia correct, and we are at
tbe end of a long epoch, then it erplaine the general confusion in
cociety, ambiguity and puzzlcment. The orophets of doom rnd the
nrophets of optimiem are at war. To speak of scicnoc fiation, it
peeds to me that you echo tbip conflicting situation best by putting
anbiguity into your stariess in that way, thay may riog true.

Every epoch ae it finishes must have come eignpoet to the next
epoch. The trick ie to read the signposte — there are so many up
there — to see whioch lead to dead-ands, &nd vhich lead ahead. Science
fiction ie surely ope of the waga you aen try your hand at resding the
8ignpocts, to sea which way mztters are poing. Thie is why E would
ant very strongly for having just ea many formo of cciencs Tiction es
can nossible be tolcrated by the maricat. Haver mind what we tolerate
as individusle = live and let live, have them all, io the reading.

I dan't think that think-tanks 4o the job ac well as science fintian
becaune they're generzlly povornment caployed, unlike ecience fiction
writers.

k3 for the growing miatruat of machinery amd the grovwing mistruat,
maybe, aof science — mwuch as it irke somc people, it ocould be n positive
2igm, I think, to tha futurej it coul? be obc of the positive gigne to
a post-Benaiceance age., I believe it'e imyomaible to think for one
mosent of abandoning technelogy and wachinee. I'm not a luddite =t all,
dut I do believe that there 1s a positive value in distrusting techmolagy
and 1ts srey verent, in not placing our blind trust in themt in other
words, ia ~ticopting to bring them under better control. &€ present,
the Aying sene &nd lakes and the reat of it aesn to iniicrte that we
don*t centrol them. We Jon't even control the covtrollers, or knau
who the controllers sre. But I t.ll rou semcthing's got to be done.
The troffic outsile, buzzing =long like = tiousandi oad Harlan fllieons,
ihe whole oree of lifc bearing 40vn on us. (me of the possible ressons,
I thin, ia tart ye ere turning from the faith in technology and oxmleit-
ation, which urg ~ very neccasrry stage of dsvelonment, to an underetand—
ing of Earth's proccsaes. A lat of the reience fiction writers I like,
J thinl: ar¢ turning in thet directinn, ani are trying to work vith
Tather than agtinst Hature. It seems to me that there's a whole ccologiesl
movewent going towsrds that thing,

Nou, vhat I soid about Earth*e life cycles and the abundint, but not
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infinite, materials, was cact, you'll notice, in vaguely sociemtifie
terma, In fact, what I was saying is aleo very clase to what can be
aaid in religious terse — all that stuff about Tims like an pver—roll.
ing stream. If you lock at a Bihle, you'll Tind references to this
name cycle, the seuse of "the duet returnming to the e=rth as it mas...."
At the same time, the concent of a cyelic Bature ip aleo in Eastern
thought; it's emdraced in at least camo of iis elements in Nindnism

and Budihism. Apd msybe, just magbe — this is what I'D fimally gettime
around to saying — tbhere could be in vhat you might czll thia Vhole
Earth religion a2 possibility of a synthesis that could eabrace Eaat and
West, It might provide common ground. I8 might provide comocoun groumd
between capitaliot ani communiant countries, who have both got the o2nme
hang-ups; to cominlete your Pive-Year Plan ie junt as Jdasaging to an
environment as to make your nrofit. Same arploitive urgos mt vark.

Those, and the nem ayatic religions, apl the haugover from the old
raligions, could ponsibly come togethar on this uncertain and tricky
ground of vhatever you oall it: the (hole Earth movement, ooculd come
together and achieve a synthesie for the future, for = pnev spoch. That's
uy tbought, and thet's really all I wapt to say swcept to 849 thisr that
I think mine is & very optimiztic view of the futuxe. I%a a cheery soul,
and 1 believe very strongly in the future, all futures.

—— Priap ¥, 2}diss
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Brian M Stableford ~ Mochnes ond
I'ventions ~ Deus Ex Machina: SF & Technology, Il

in the firet part of this article I set out to explore scierwe fiction's
attitude te the identity of the machine as it was persconified bty the
robot -- the anthropomorphous machine, I bogan with the robot rather
then with the msohine pure and simple because the robot in saf was (and
still is, to @ large ertent) pure fabrication. The robot is a hypo-
thetic2l entity =nd his role is purely symbolic. It is far easier to
use the robot in order to gain an insight into the relotionmhip detweesn
zociety and the machbine than to use the machine iteelf, because the
machine-ag=gymbol is always confusesd by tbe resl existence of mechines.
1t oust dbe exneoted that an anslysis of the role of the robot would
cive a much elcorer and more detailed imags of the pattern of change

in soeoial attitudes to the mmchines Only in the light of the svolution-—
ary ohain vhioh was derivel from part one¢, thare¢fore, ocan we expeot to
roelise the full significence of the pattern whioh ¢merges from a
considaration of the role of the machine im soience fiction,

* * * » »

Volume 2 of the Science Fiotion Uritors of America's Soiencg
Fiction Hall of Fame containa two atories which come from outside the
science fiotion establiebwent, 2nd which antedate the incarmation of
eoience fiction 2a a social phenomenon in 1926, They are “Thas Time
Hachine™ (1895) and E.M, Forster's "The Hachine Stops” {1509).¥
Neither of thesme stories was written within a paradigm bearing the
renotest resemblance to the af paradigm, but the attempt by the SPA
%o =nnexe these stories into the history of the figld ie easily under-
standable by virtue of the faot that early science fiction employed
its mechines in the same way that Wellg and Forater employed theirs.
There are only tro threads of thought apparent in embryonie {i.e.
pre-1937) scienos fiction, ani those are the attitudus embodied in
"The Time Machine" (that the machine was a devics for performing
nirncles) and "The liachine Stops" (that d:pendance on miracle-machinss
encouraged laziness and would lead ta tragedy).

1t waa not imnortant, in these times, to knov how a machine worlted.
That was imvortant was what 4t 4id, The invention of a machine was an
act of creative genius. It #as not the rnroduet of rational thought and
process. Scientiats were loners vho maintaimed laboratories in their
houeces, They vere almost alvays eccentric. In this kind of context,
the machina becéme part sni nmarcel of the mirsclss vhich it zocomplished.

¥ DBut den't go Tunning to look them un there. Acooriing to the Intro-
Juotion of the Gollzncz edition of tha anthology, neilther story was
eyaileble for inolusion. 024, cince the Wolla, at least, is surely
out of copyright... (L)
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Science fiction appeared to bave no more notion of where machines oame
from than a swall child wae supposed to have of where babies came from,
The ppaceships and time machines ond metel transmuiers vhich appeared
in the heroins's father’e attic might just as well have baen found
under goosaberry bushes, The idea of machine-making as nn ordipary
bupan activity, roguiring neither gcnius nor creotivity, was eimply
not present in gmbrycnic ecience fiction.

Perhape, thon, it is not in the lcaet surprising that there should
be a reourrent image of wan reduccd to helpleesnees ani docadence by
maghines. If the machine is the gift of spontancous genoration rather
than the fruit of buman enleavour it is quite masy to envipage a mech—
anigel gocicty in vhich man is only & passenger mnd porasite — the
society of "City of the Living Dead” (laurence Manning and Flatcher
Pratt, 1930) or of “Mvilight" and “Night" (John W. Campbell -- as lon
A, Stuart — 1934 and 1935). It is noticcable that after “Twilight"
and "Hight™, Campbell wrote a story ozlled "The Maching" {1935} in
which ¢be machine vhioh Tuns soolety pscks itc bags #nd leaves, =0 as
to pave mankind from the fate which be envisagel in the earlier
storiess It is no accident that the machine of this story 4id not
arise 4s 4 result of the labours of nmen, but ouito sinmply 4dropped froo
the ekime.

In thie era, therefore, man an? machino existod virtually independ-
cntly. In the real world peohines wers tronsforuing socicty, end thc
fact thzt mrchines vere traneforming society inspired ternsbzok to
ingarnate gcivnce fiction, but for tem yeare scionce fiotion never
soucizlised the machinc and never conpnected it to the oosmon man.
Science and tacloolegy were for geniuses, creators and omedmen. And
their ereartions might eventually kill the imeriecn Dream rione deeda

Critics have often cnupleined of a trend tousrds anti-soichoe
fiction within the brllevwal xalls of the Seience fiction estoblishment,
but thie complaint is utterly redundant. f{ernsback, DBates cnd Tremcine
sold & fiction of miracles that was ninety per cent optimiom, but in
ite mssumptionn ae regarda the placo of sclencs fiction in society it
wag Ag anti-gcientific ag eny contcmporary black comedy vhich ta aware
thet it ima wo ho are abumeing ceience rether than scienoc which ie
abueing wank:ind.

Fert One of this article began ite 4ecalinge vith the Tobot in
1937. It could not have begun any earlier becouse the zymbol uhase
use I was exploring simply tould noi catte into being until then. Vhale
mzchinee werc sobething which evelved nuits auert from men, bow could
thare be 8 meaningful man-mzchine rolationsbip symholired by an
anthropomorphous maohine?

The story which typifies the attitwic of af to the mechine in this
period imdcpepdcnt of either the "Time Machino" current—af-thought or
the "HMachine Stops" tradition ie "Call of the Nzch-llen® by Liurcnce
Hanning, in which the machinee are as alien 2= zny invider from outridg
the gnlaxy.

By 1937, the cosmic peranective vhiob bad cvolved in eerly uf hed
attainei cnough flesh, courtesy of Tremaine's ideative paraiigm, to
necommouate people e well as evace and tine. John Y. Caopbell
inaleted on the hunan reaction in the stories which he bought for
ASTOUNDING, and graduslly scicnco fiction adopted the idea that wvan wes
in pome uiy recponsible for the technolegiecl boaw. Ing.nuity began to
replace geniva. The profeesianul engineer begrn to repluee the lone
eceentric profesdor, Aand he begen to adent his machines rather than
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oreating them whole with a flioker of his magio wand.
llecesrity replrced serspdipity as the mother of invention.

£y * * ] 'l

The firat ten years of Canpbell*s Teign, from 1937-47, were
characterised by a2 doveloping awarences of the machine sg an axtension
of man'a capabilities, W¥e have already seen that thie dynanio humsn-—
ised the robot to the extesnt that tbe robot bacame a parody of the
ulsntiat/eccontric. The machine iteelf, bowever, wae subject to no
sugh pereonslipation, The machine atory in thie pariod had as its
dowinant dancern the awssome pover which the maobine ocould lend to
man. The archetypal stories of this period are a peries of aleven by
Goorge O, Smith, ten of wbioh were collsoted togetber under the title
Venus Equilateral. The first etory appasred in 1942, the last in 1945.
John Campbell aaid of the serissi

"In esmence, Venue Equilateral represents the baeic pattern
of aoience fiotion — whiob ia, equally, the baeio pattern of
technology. Firat sterting from an ieoclated inetance, the
effeate (of the space station Ap &n instrusent in interplanetary
oowmunication) spread outwerd through the culturs. Soientifio
mothodology involves the proposition that a well-oonmtructed
theory will not only explain every known phenosenon, but will
aleo prediet new and still undiscovered phenomena. Soience
fiction tries to do muoh the peme — and write up, in story form,
what the repulte logk like when &pplied nat only te machines, but
%o husan saciaty Ba well.” (1)

In the first etary, "QRM — Iaterplanetary®, the epece station is
introduced te the resders. In “Calling the Empresae” it becomes
pacessary to contact & ehip in epace, and thies ie accomplished in a
matter of houra, In “Recoil™, it beonmee neceasary to invent an
energy gun, &nd thia 15 accomplished in a matter of daye. In "Loet
Art*, an elentronic dewice {lmown mimply &s a ‘tube!) 1s disoovered in
the Martian desert and the rest of the series is dovetad Yo adapting
it to establish t ay ship iaation, making bigger and better
onergy guns, tapping eolar power, powering matter tranamitters and —
aventually — matter duplicators, and finelly renlsring Yenus Equi-
lateral and the whole ancien regime guite obeclete.

The beroes of the Venue Equilateral esries are the sngineers.
They need only scribble on & tablecloth to sclve any problem which
preasnte itself to them. They are brilliant, but Soith makes every
reasonable attempt to portray thes ae ardinary, if exemplary, mombera
of the buman recse. They drink, they sweer, ocoaelonally they flirt
vith mearetaries, and they mevar ook down on the untechnisally-minded.
The arch-villain of the later stories is a layyer, but he tao unkes
every attempt to expleit the technology made available by the Venue
Equileteral peraonnel, just as they are prepared to go inte court ta
argue with bim on hie own ground.

The soientiata of Venue Equilsteral are worlds away from tbe attic—
inventors of an earlier ags. They might be oconsidered aa direct
dereandunts of Richard Seaton of E.C. Smith's "Skylark" eeries, btut
they are by no means such mesters of magic, Their inventions dea not
spring full-growm an] armgur-clad fram their brains. The attention
vwhich Smith paya to auch thinge as blueprinte and machine-shopn and
calcvlating mechinee and experiments may be eomewbat cursory, bui tbey
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are all part af hig model of ecientifid progress. Perhaps more impor-
tant, Gaorge Smith's ascientinte are fully paid-up smewmbers of human
soolety, while Edvard Soith's Seston — though he ridep & motorbike,
woars aweaters and telks in eleng — im alwayse a very special member
of the human race, as rewote from the common man ag the fabulous
Skylark.

The sioplistic view of machinee as miracl kers alsc disapp d
in this phase. The problems of mé¢n living with the tremepdous power
of machines wea sensitively arplored in Hobert Eeinlein's "Blowupe
Hapyen® {1940) and Lester del Rey's "Nerves* (1942). Thers is no
Quection here of solentizts being momething epart from society. The
quesation of the politiecal and cosmergial exploitation of macbine-power
was the most well-trisd thems of the time. Jack Williasmson's ™Crucible
of Power" (1939) is perhaps the archetypal investigstion of this
guestion, but 1% ie elso bandled in the leter "Venus Bguilateral™
wtories, especially “"Pandora‘s Miliions”, whiob concerns society's
adaptation to the matter duplicator, whioh ¢an produce unlimited
ocapiee of anything from raw matter. It ia typiosl, however {ope might
almoat say inevitable), that Smith'e solution to the problem is neither
#00ial nor political, but oonsiata marely of pulling snother radbit
out of his soientifio bat. 1In order tc save the ocapltalist world, the
Veous Equilateral enginesrs come up with an unnopyable alloy which
becomes the new medium of exchange. &a per usual, they pull off the
trick in e astter of days. Soith pever sven poses the question of any
other type of molution — like, for inctanmce, putiing the duplicating
machine under commumal ownexsbip.

This attitude was virtually univereal in the acience fiction of
tbe age. The probleme caueed by the machine would be solved by the
machine, Soiance would anawer all its own questions. The idea that
pociety wight evolve ite own solutions to machine-problems juet did
not eppser. In thia era the ecience fiotional anewer was alwaye &
corollary miracle. Sometimes, as in "Nerves", the miracle was ninety-
nine per cent perepiration rather than a bunired per cent guigetesring,
but miracle it wae nevertheless.

And the eocope of the machine-mirecle was, of ocourse, virtually
limitlenn., A.E, van Vogt nevar went into a movel without introducing
a Maohine (or several Machines) which ¢ould be invoked at any point in
the plot to explain any awkward eventuality. The World
{1945) bad its Games Machine, Magtera Time (aliae Recruiting Ststiom,
1942) had & different machine to effact every literary transition in
the plot, and “The SeeSax" had a time machine whioh want out of order
and ocharged a man vith so muoh temporal snergy as it swung him pendulum-
fashion through time that it ccused the birth of the universe in the
legendary big bang. It wae van Vogt more than a2ny other writer in this,
bis most productive pariod, who made the Deus of Deus ex machina
redundent.

Tha one qualification which eristed with reference to the power of
the machine at this stage was the idea that beaside the machipe, nan
looked somewhat helpless. In van Vogt's stories, the map always became
a suparman and reduced the all-powerful machinmes to the relative atatus
02 eleotrip toasters, but this was not usually the way of things. In
*Kimgy Were The Borogroves" the parents arée unable to prevent the
seduotion of their children by toys from the future which educete tham
to a different way of looking at the world. In "Killdozer® {1944) by
Thoadore Sturgeon and "It Happensd Toworrow” (1943) by Robart Blooh
tbe machina whioh turns, Prankenstein-fashion, on ite user is a formid-
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able snemy. It ie intereating to comtrast ths latter story with

Clifford Simak'se "Skirmish" (alias "Bathe Tour Bearings In Blood™,

1950) whioh appeared in a different phaae of peisnce fiction's dﬂ.lup—

ment. The chief ooncern of "It Happensd Tomarrow® is olearly the

latent in the maching¢e which are part of everyday life, but

ruish” ie built around the idas of betrayal af man by the machinea

in bie environmsnt, and the quastion of pover is not a dominant theme

in the story.

Although the atories of thia period incorporate the paientist
inte sooclety, and make him far more recognisably “"ane of the voye®
then pre-Canpbell af there remaina ap 044 distanoing effect in the
actusl reletionsbip batwean men end machines. It seems imaongrucus
now that Venus Equilateral, the maat gadgety of all moiepca fiotion'a
producs, “sbould resort to finding ite moast important devica buried in
the wsands of Mers rather thanm drawing it up on = tablecloth in Jas's
bar. But this is hardly an isolated exampls. The Lensmen got their
lenses from the Arislans. BPBrilliant though he was, Henry Euttner's
Galloway Callegher, who starred in the five storias later colleoted re
Robois Have Mo vould only invent miracle-machinaes while blind

¥, and invariadly failed to remenbar bow the deed was done. And
the amniscient maahine whioh oauses all the troubdle in Murray Leipster's
*A Logic Named Jae" (2946) owes all his talent to a production
acoident. The maed soientist had marely bacowe the socentric or
idlosynoratio scientist. The tremdy "Blowups Happen" even faatured e
neurotic scisntist. Although smcience wis mow regerded, for the most
part, as & normal buman endeavour, the produce of scisuce — the
machines thetselves — {eaded to retain the taint of aliennees which
bad been their hallaark simce "Call of the Hech-Men™. This is port
and parael of thy whole eyndrone of mechbanical anawers to mechanical
problems. Csmpbgll could insiat that the storiee he published eonsider
the effects of the machine on aoeiety, and the politica of machine
exploitation, but for » long tine th¢ acience fiotion atory portrayed
the oachine prablem aa a prohlem which oape from outsjde mociaty rather
thean inside, It was not yet reslised that a ocachins prodlan wus just
nz implicitly socizl aa it wvas scientific, and that when the dey cems
whon the ever-ingenious Verus Equilaterail tean oouldnit cawms up wiib
an anaver in five days (probably beosuse of & sbortage of tablecloths)
eoniety was Just going to have to live with the problem and adjuet to
it.

The ohange af attitude which marked the end of one phese and the
beginning of enotker in thia inst can be 1 ted to within 2 few
montha. The transition whioh I have referred to as having taken place
in 1937 was, in fact, fairly gredusl, and took ysars rather than
months to effeot. So did the later ohange of emphasis vhich I eball
locate around 1960. But the sttitude to the wmachine vhioch remainad
rempent frow 1937-46 died sbruptly. 1947 was a new year, with new
attitudes.

The earlisat etory I can lgoate whioch typifisa the mew intellectusl
climate is Theolore Sturgeon's "The Chromium Helmet”, whioch appeared in
ASTOUUDING for June 1946, but the story which perfectly illustrates the
trancition was not published until March 1947. It ia "The Equaliger™
by Jack ¥illiapson. Williaoson bae desoribed this story as a companion-
plece to "With Folded Hande —" (July 1947) but the companionsbip is by
ne means obvious unless one considers the context of tbis change of
attitude. “WUith Felded Eands —" wae, of couree, the robot story in
vhich we identified the abrupt change of atiitude in part cma of this
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article,

“The Bgualizer“ dsalm, 86 was the tradition of the 40a, vith a
maochine whiob pute illimitable power at the fingertipe of every man
and voman vho can wind a oouple of wiree rousd a stick. The immedizie
conpequence, of dourse, if freedom. No map nesd work for aznather.
Zha oity — a sacial comglomerate made ¥ by work relptionshi
-« baocomes cbaolete. The cities ar¢ 4eserteds All weapons become
meeningless, and the wrld dictatorship falls without a blow being
struck. Total anarchy ip ineviZable.

Bowevor, the atory is mot gbout that limitless power. The oboess—
ion with miracles hues died completely. The awesome power made avail-
able by the equalizer ie simply taken for granied. Nillianson does
nat bother to tell the reader about it until the story is over half
way thraugh. The etory focusses instead on the Teturning wenbers of
the political ‘Squaredoal nsohine! who bave been etripping a dark etar
of iits uranium. They 40 not imaw what has happened. They oannot
underatand vhat haa happoned., The only thing that Juliapn Budd, the
Sguaradealer, is certsin of ia thet tha dictatorship which he served
bas been betrayed. The story is saturated with the idea of hetrayal,
Just es "With Folded Hands —" revolves around the betrayal of the
Humanoids! initiel qurpose by their machines logio.

4n we¢ bave veon, the phase of which *Nith Folded Bapnda ==" wag
typicel wes of short duration with respect to the robot., Ry virtue of
hia pature, the robdot vonld be brought inteo direct confrontation with
aan, and he waa, But a man could hardly go into the boxing ring to
fight a machine that was not man-like, Inatead of this, the theme af
the machine—story remained ssturated — slpoet obsvased — with
betrayal for more than a dsoade.

In "The Chramium Helmet®™ & men builds a machine to help him invent
wora mechines, and it enzleves bhim inctead — not in the eame crude
fasbion that might bs found in & pre-1937 story, but in & much wore
1nsidicus arvd underbanied way. Again, the 40s mode of thought is
obvious in the woy that the ingenious engineere set out to subvert
the evil influence of the machine and set everything to rights by
finding & poientifio answer, but very econ tbis type of eolutian vaa
no longer taken for granted, *E for Effort" by T.L. Sharred (ASTOUND-
ING May 1947) eontained in toto the new attitude, free of a2l the
jnfluence of the old thisking. A& a etory, it was reparksble in
aoveral ways which have been pointed out by different critics, but the
®ost Tomarkable thing of all has drawn no cocment from those whe have
sought to explain ite epecial place in the hiatory of sciance fiction.
*B for Bffort™ was the first sf story which was thoroughly conscioue
of the fact that the attitude it represented was tied to the
impligations, not the soientific implications, of thes Second Uorld
War apd the explosion of the atom bomb.

"B for Effort" concerns the attempt mode by two men to exploit a
abzonosscope. Sherred ignored pulp oonventioas in the way he construoted
the ptory, using unptereatyped charucters witb nop-Anglic names, and in
doing 80 he showed up by contrast the tremendous extent to which even
ASTOUNDING was hidebound by pulp formula, This easay, however, ie not
primarily concerned with literary merit, tut with the wholas pew set of
asguoptions esbodied in the story.
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The chranoscops (it is not referred to as such in the story, where
it ie sioply osllsd ‘the mechine’) ia invented by a men named Laviada.
He is not & geniue, nor ias he¢ eccentrio. Sherred takes it for granted
that the man need have no special qualities in order te invent @ mach=
ine. The story ocontsins no disocumsion whatsosver of exsotly vhat the
machine le ¢apable of and what it is mot. From the moment it ie
revealed that the machine cap eee backwards in tioe its tslent is
taken for granted, The acientific background of the machine ie unim-
portant. The oiracle mepect is unimportant. The sole point at issue
throughout the story is how the machine is going to be .
out the pre-1947 era there were basicelly only tuo uees which an
invention might be put. Either it could nake the villain 2ioh or it
oculd make the baro rich. The former usuelly involved commeredal
exploitation at the empenme of the bubman race (usury)) the lettar
usually involved commer¢ial exploitation to the benefit of the humsn
rece (s reasonadle profit margin)., The atom bomb killed that attitude
etongy dead. The limitl¢es power of the machine whioch hed besotted
science fiction writers for oo long was mo longer a hypothetical play-
thing, but an sotuality. Sherred's story, and the stories whiob
belonged to the same phame of ef, vere concarned not with powsr but
with reeponsibility.

Laviada and Lefks, in "E for Effort™, sse their maching as a means
to put an end to war. In order to effect thia they adopt a course of
action which is extremely devious. Sharred assumea that such devious—
ness is oecessury. He furiber assmuses that even wheno the ocurss of
aotion he describes bas done everytbing that could ressonsbly be
expocted, it ptill will not be enough, Sherred's thesis, einply etated,
is that political and militery powsr are totally irresponsible, and
that vachine power deliversd inta the same bands beocomps extramely
dengerous. The ilast thing that the military would wvant 1o usa Laviada'e
machine for is to put an and to war.

It ia not really surprising that such s hlack vision should be the
net result of the effeots of the seocond world war. I bave related
"E for Effort" to the ztow bomb, as Sherred himself does, but it i»
not only Hiroshima thet gives waight to Sherred's argument. Tha post—
bomb science fiotiom era im ulso the legooy of the firestorsing of
Drasden and Tokyo, the ¥1 and the ¥2 and the experiments of the Haei
scientiste in the concantration camps.

Horbert Marcuse says:

“Auschwits contimuee to baunt, not the memory tut the accomplish-
uents of man — the space flighta; the rockete and mimaileay the
‘latyrinthine baeement under the Snack Bar', the pratiy electronic
plante, clean, hygienic and with flower beda; the poison gas which
is pot really harmful to peoplej the secrecy in whioh we &1l
participate. Thie ie the setting in whioch the great humsn achieve-
menta of goience, medicine, technology take place; the efforts to
eave and aoelinrate 1ife are the sole prosise in the disaster.” (2)

Thie 1s the thinking behind *E for Effort”. Small wonder that
following the end of the second world war the robtot was wmeifiad, and
the machina dhanged from miracle worker to demon. Sherred later con-
tributed three more etoriea to this era in science fiction, and the
same attitude was implicit in all of tham. Only one -— "Cure Guaran-
teed" {1954) — wap & machipe atory {the othera fectured wild talents).
Thie concerned & pachine for curing the commop ¢old, a machine whioh —
apperently —= was ¢sapable only of benign usage, DBut “Cure Guapanteed™
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is ss much & tragedy of betrayal and migues se “E for Effert".

Balatively few storiea were as blagk in their outlook as *E for
Effort”. “The littls Black Bag" by Cyril Korabluth (1950) demoribes
an atteapt by a discredited doctor to become rich uveing & mediosl bag
from the future, and shows how he betrays the purpose of the inetru-
mante, and haw they eventually betray him in horrible circussiances.
This Island Earth {1953, bsced on magazine mtories publighed in 1950)
bad Earth sentenced to death hy a strategic computer in an interatellar

war. And "Nake For The Living" by Bay Bradbury {1947) bed an intricate
machanical coffin trap a live man.

The rest of the stories in the ora, howover, filled m speoctirum
whioch ranged from acute bitterness about the fruite of machine techno-

logy to elmple cautionary tal¢e about relying too heavily upon machines
to solve prablems.

The bitter wein is perbaps best illustrsted by Cyril Kornbluth'e
"The 4ltar st Midnight®" (1952) in which the inventor of & spaos drive
ig driven to alooholism by contenplation of the ugly ecare which his
drive etohes on the faces of the men who use it. Thers are also the
etories whioh question the morality of the scientist in releasing
work #hich can lead to D of 1 ing 4 tive pawer, notably
Fredrio Brown's brief allegory “The Heapon® {1951) and L. Sprague de
Canp's “Judgment Day", in whioch a bitter ecientist publishes thae
secret of the d pon b bhe fecls that wenkind demertves
to destroy itself,

The less oextravagant atories which gitply refleot & wagus dimen-
chantment with the power of the machine are exemplified by Clifford
Simek!y “Limiting Pactor" (1949) amd "So Bright the Vieion* {1955),
Puilip E. Dick's “The Preserving Maching" (1953) and *autofac” (1955),
and Spragune de Camp'sm ™Aristotle amd the Gun® (1958).

There are few astorieas belonging to this phase which take a poeitive
view of the machins. “The Evitable Confliot", by Isaac dsimov (1950),
for inetance, whows the machings which run society oheating in order to
cover up for the ehortcominga of the buman aingile in sooiety. qz_'j
Bather Bp Bight by Mark Clifton and Frank Biley ie u weak and watery
Sherred-typa story, 4o that it ends with & drasmatis appeal to eociety
to be mansible, inetead of the oold conviotion that it wob't bai

*There is atill a challengs faoing man .... That challenge is
Bopsy. She will not command you or ¢ajole you. She does not
oars whatbar you are pade imnortal or whether you vould prefer
olinging to your thin and single-valued idese and prejuiices —=
and dig .... She is a tool »ho will heat your hames, or bring you
entertainment, or oook your food, or bathe the baby, or welk the
dogy or figwre Your income taxr, She will 4¢ all these things aa
ehe ia commanded, and not care whether they &re big or small,
Beanuse Bosay is only a tool.

"She can 2lae give you & % d comprai ion in time,
tbes nature of whiob we do not yet even dream. She can give you
immortality. But you smunt rise to her requirements., You canmot
make upe 0f the tvol unlese you cosnrehend something of the laws
of the universmo governing life." (3}

In They'd Bather Be Right, Clifton and Riley try to have it both
waya. They love their machine {Bossy ie the only machine called ’shat
in this whole era of of) and they deeperately want society to love her
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too. 4is the first paragraph quoted above demopetrates, Bossy cén be
virtually sll things to all men, &t the eame time, bovever, they are
fully sware of the Sherred pynirome, and eo Bogey hae the intaresting
additional facility of making people — bt only pecple —
iowortzl. The newx politiocal/military ster¢otype ¥ in is deliberate=
1y excluded frouw enjoying Bossy!s greateat favours, emphasieing beyond
all rationality the fact that Bosay is the common man's machine, TYet
throughout the story people in genaral hate Bomsy, snd avon the title
suggests that she will be rejectsd. It im significant that the invent-
or's polemical epeech in Bosey's favour conoludee the book. Wa never
get to hear the opposition case, iet alone 2earn the outoome of the
debate,

It was in this era that the wachine was finally ssen as a normal
product of ardinary nan, It was sooialised vompletely. Peradoxically,
hovewer, the sccisligation of the sachine was aseoviated with a whole
bost of nev doubte about ite place in society. The distancing effect
that was evidant in the early forties between can apnd machine did mot
wholly disappear despite the fact that science wvas now aocepted as a
normal human activity, and thera was no longer eny naed t¢ find crucisl
inventlions buried in the sands of Mars. Tke slienness of the machine
now menifested itself in quite a different way. The mad saientist of
the thirties now found his oounterpert in the mad machine — the
machine wbich drew its power in some inexplicable fashion without
refsrenos to any of the rational procesasep of 60ience. Eri¢ Frank
Rusaell twice had space travel discovered by ordinary people making
ordinary materiale bebave in extraardinary ways {(in "And Then There
ilere Hone® [1951) and "Flus XI" (1956)), ™“& Milbert is e Mut® by Riok
R 1 (1959) featured an atom bomb mads out of plastioine and "Maybe
Just A Little Ome” by Reginald Bretnor (1953) has an stom bomb -nde
from Wexiczn beans. Thie sawe kind of distanoing effeci im sean
"The Nine Billion Mames of God" by Arthur C. Clarke {1953) end, in ita
ultimate form, in Fredric Brown's "Answer¥ (1954), whose ccmputer-complex
produces the classio line, "Yeo, pgw there is & God,"

In closing the discusszion of this phase in the development of ef'e
attitude to technology, I mugt mention a story oalled “We The Machine®
by Gerald Vance (1953 Thts ie basioally a re-telling af *The Machine
Stopa" madified te the new mode of thought. The atory is literary
garbage churned out by ons of 2iff-Davia's houss writers bui in many
of ita facets it symbolises the contsnt of the sf mackine story in this
era. As the meobanical society begina to fail, the attention of the
reader im 4irected primarily to the arbitrariness and the ineanity of
ita actions. ¥Hen mre assaulted by cigarette-macbines, bave their
throats ocut by book shelves &nd are poisoned by food—dispenmers.

There ie no bint of the steady, ordered dagradation of "Tha Kachine
Stops”. Wben the bere finally penetrates the deptha of the meohine
complex, he finde thers 2 gigantio human brain co=ordinating the mechan-
ioal synapses, BPrains-in-boXes were not uncommon in the earlier days
of af —= Lloyd Arthur Eshbach's Pyrant of Time (alias The Time Congqueror
in 1932) was onaj thele was sleo nomﬂn's Brain by Curt Siodmak (1943),
2nd aven Captain Future's tasam included one — but in those dayas there
bhad pever been any question about the statue of the brain, It was
aimply ® brain apart from & body. Vanoe's brain haes, however, become

a part of the machine. It bas wo olaip to bumanity -— it 1s siaply an
inetruaent. Thie intricate marriage of man and machine is an accurate
syobolio rendition of the paralox quoted ¢arlier — than aschipe making
hed come o be racognised 2s an ordinary human activity at precisely
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the tima that soclety wme stimulsted to worry about the relationship
batwesn man end machine.

During the latier part of this period, men and robot were in “on-—
frontation. The whole period was one of doubt and question. The whole
nature of the man/machine conflict Tepresented in this phase demended
thet avontually the vonfrontation should be r¢solved. In the meantime,
soclety 4 d its hapisation. WNachinea became part of ordimary
life — the television and the car passed froz being lururice ta being
standard oonsumer gonds. The thinking machines of acience fiotior
progressed tovards reslisatiop in ths developwent of the oomputer,
whioch graduelly invaded daily life in actounting and datz collsction.
Eventually, sputnik went up, mnd theén & man went into orbit. By 1960
the whole question of man v. machine vas redupdant. The faoct that the
seaond world war canmtinued to haunt tachnolagical achievement did pot
stop teolnological progress in scoisty. The remult af the confront-
ation botwoen man and robot was inevitabla in the development af soc-
iety throughout the fifties. The robot bad to win. MHan and ibe machins
had to learn 1 lave one ancthar, or at lemst ta live with one another.
Qur iokge of man had t¢ expand to include aachines.

The traitorous mackine petered out in about 1960. The last story
whioh I oan identify as being sevociated wholly with the post—47 phase
is *I Bemember Babylon™ bY Arthur C. Clazke in that year., The traps-
ition from this period to the next is, hovever, a alovw one and ngt
oaplly looated to vithin a year or so. 2w late us 1965 stories Like
"Computers Don't Argue” by Gordon Diockson — about a computer snarl-up
vhioh results in & man being senitenced to death api executsd after
having troudble with a bdaok olub — are not umcommon, and are at the
vary leest traneitional. In addition, oxrly mtariee like Prits Leiber'a
"The Man ¥ho Made Friends ¥ith Electrieity” (1962) which are olearly
{dentifiable with the mew oonsoicucnass; still have betrayal ae 2
thems,

But slowly the main eaphasis of the ef ctory developed an entirely
new outlaock — one which placed man and maching in the same condept—
opeoe, and concgntrated on the ontology of the machine and maching
personality.

The 1960s in st wma the era of the cyborg. It was not sioply that
there wan a vast proliferation of bréins-ip-boxes, but rathear thsat the
brein-in-ea-box bocams a key symbol in the thinking of the time. In
part ono of this essay I identified Philip E. Diok as one of the key
auvthors in developing thie line of thinking, in that he amalganated
the concept-spacas of man, android and pobot. The parallel symdelio
fusion of man and msachine oan he seen in a seriep of stories by Dawid
B, Bunch which appeared throughout the 60e and which were collected
into book form as Moderan in I9TL.

Moderan is & superb compeniium of images of man abporhing and
being ebaorbed by machinas, not merely in physicsl terms, but psycho-
logical ae wsll.

"Qut of the howpital, out of the nine=monthe mutilation, out of
the nine—months magic, Telesped and alone., The staclespliced
dootors knew they bad made a monster ..., With oy portable flesh-
etrip fesder, ay book of inatructiope for new=metal limb contrel,
oy plastic mecbanical tear bage (for even a Eing muat eomstimes
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ory. you will allow) and sll the other peraphernalia to get me
ptarted, or at leapt to suetain we uwntil I should attain oy Strong-
hold panotuary, I seiled out from tbe bospital steps, the arrogant
doctors watching. Sowething like a emal]l iron frigate froa tha
014 Days, I muene I wae, loaded to the gunweles end standing forth
on end.* (4)

And s

"Stalog Blengue, peotal first-—clasa, flesh-robot overmaer of a
block of air-conditioning machines for many & spul-lost year
struggled up to a train. “How we have usad ourselvestl" he ahrieked,
“How we have been put upon by ‘*diascaveriesn'.® He tare off a piece
af 'replagement' ani hel? it up in tin fingeras. The green blood
seaped Trom the aro where the ‘replacement' alloy bad joined
tlech.* (5)

Buncb's prome ias dedicated solely to his imagery. He writee with
only oursory reference to plot and hie manver of presentetion 4s highly
stylimad. It ie hardly surprising tbat in a fisld which owes virtually
81l of ite literary traditions to the pulp medius Bunch iw far fros
popular. Tet the same symbola which Punch constructe @0 oarefully are
at the heart of a great daal of tbe sf of the laat 12 or 13 years.

One of the sarliest storiee of the mew phase wae "The Ship Who
Sang® by Anne NoCaffrey {196l), whioh features m spaceship operated by
a buman brain, vith a modlcum of aseistance from a human pilot (a
*bravn'). There ip no empirical diffarenmve betwveen Helva and the
cyborg in “He, The Machine" and Donovan's Brain, but there ie a grest
deal of difference in atiitude inherent in the story. Danovan's
brain was eicply a brain maintainaed by & machina. The brain in “ie,
The Hachine" hecome: machanised by its new sliuation. In "The Ship
¥ho Sang®, the ayndrome is reversed. The machina which maintaina the
brain becomes humanised by virtus of its funotion. DBrain and skip are
& unity — Helva — capable of forming relationships with other ehips,
and with brawns. “The Ship Who Sang™ gava rise to a series of stories
about Helva and har probleme — human, mechanical and strategio.

Tha peraonifiostion of ithe oar bas aleo been a domipnant thewe in
the eixties. Direo: organic analagy, as in Hobert F. Toung'a "The
Quest of the Holy Grille" {1964) and David Gerrold'a “Aftermoan With i
Dead Bus" {1971), ia becoaing !-shionabh, and is gradually replacing
the thems af the car sa it of armour (M. Chamdler
Elliott’s "A Day an Death H:ywny ¢ 19631 Barlen Ellison'e "Dogfight an
101", 19694 Richard Mstheson's filo Duel, 1972). Parbape the moat
rapresentative story along thees linee is Roger Zelazny's “iuta Da Fe”
(1967) which combines bath themes by pitting a matmdor againat a ruaber
of care in the arena. Tt is nleo Interesting to note that the sixtidm
oounterpart to the man v. Tobat boxing match of the fifties is the man
v. rabat car race in “The Ultimate Bacer” by Gary Wright {1964).

The pereonification of the cosputer has also been a devaloping
trend in recant yemars. Whereas Clifton and Riley inaiated at great
length that their Dosamy was only a tocl, ihe writers of the sixties
tended to be quite happy to let their machinee aut-think theo and belp
tham out of sticky situaiions whioh they ocauld not manage themselves.
In 1946, “& Logic Named Joe" craated problemp by ite willingnees ta
tell enybody anything. In 196&, Theoiore Sturgecn's Oracle in “The
Hail and the Oracle” created probless by refuving to ancwer queationa
on the grounde that the guestionere wera bpot io be trusted with the



@2 VECTOR 67/¢

apavers. And David Cerrold’s Harlie {in 8 beriss of storiee dating
from 1969, later ingorporatel into the novel Hhan Barlie 'Hns {m« in
2972) handles bip mentor‘s love affair, douxpm a COD m= -aohma, taps
phones and rifles other computern. On being instructed to atop
tripping out becaure bin purpose is to think logically, Harlia
dgmands to know what the purpase of buman beinge isa.

The blending af the buman role with the wechanical is probably at
itp ultimate in Harlen Ellison's "Pretiy Haggie Monasyeyes™, whoss
eponymous hargine iam ewither a whore or a2 fruit machine.

I pointed out in part one that Philip E. Dick's esssy "The &indroid
end the Human" im & olear demonriration that Dick believea thet the
currant of thought repreeented above is a reflection of whet im
bappaning in mociety. Purther evidenocs for this point of view is
yprovided by John Sladek’s matire The Muller-Fokker Effect. The Muller-
Fokker effect i» the total trauscription of men onto aomputar tape.

If the idaae whioh I have extracted frow the sf of the eixties are mot
aleo trende in the eociety of the aixtise, then Sladek's social eatire
along exsotly thees linee b quits inglass

1t is pot poesible at thie stege to muggeat wbat might happen in
the future. Undoubtsdly, the patternm of thought which I have inveati-
gated in thie ecsay 1& »till changing, but until we have the ogmplate
pattern, we cannot map that ohange. I az inm no position to melect the
ptory which will sat the noxt tremd. However, a new view of the role
of the machine in pooisty, and one whicd pacns to me to bs singularly
appropriate to the age, is sxpreesmed in "“Holdboltter's Box", by David
H. Bunch {1971). 4lvin Toffler, in Future Shoctk, has m-uuy painted
out the pontemparary trend towarde the ratailing of sxperience. 4nd
wo all lmow ths world is overorowdsd. Holdhaltzer haa demigned a
maehine which meets the problem by cataring to the trend. The prata-
goniet askes himg

"Do you conaider oivilised, modern man to be eseentially
fgullidble, willing to pay good money to risk bis own destruotiom
in a fairly moaninglese experianue, or set of experiences,
triggersd by not only the epirit of adventure but aleo by the
hapa af commemorative avards or rasl maney gaine am well, euoh as
your osdals, whioh I assune, in time, could give an individual
pretty subatantial bueiness advantages, or real monay powera, over
other individurale whe did net bave, mand oould net get, the coveied
avards af vhioh you bave just apoken?® (6)

Holdbaltter laughe.

In summation, therefore, the biatary of sf may bae divided into
four pariode witk regard to attitudes to the machine. Twa of theee
paTiads may be further gubdivided with gpecial reference to the role
of the robat, which symbol is ueed aa A apecific reprseentative of the
relastionship batweon man and machine.

The crucial dates associated with ef's changing attitude to thae
machine are 1937, 1947 and 1960, and they mark the traneitiom of the
maohine'a role from mirasle-worker through instrument of power through
antagonipt to a place within the cenocept-epmce which we lebsl bumanity.
This proogea is not eimply a literary evolution of 1deas — it io a
way of looking at the changing role of the machine in ecoiety. It ia
a perspective which can be employed, and which is employed, by writers
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and by readere in shaping their attitudes to the eociety in which thay
live, and in foroing their opiniane ebout the merits and ithe progrese
of that gociety. Thip, I believe, ir the function of science riction.
(By function I do not mean to imply that tbis ig why people write it,
or why peoplc remd it. Feople read pf becauce they llke it. I am
werely abserving that this in what of ia yged for., This is wbat people
do with it.) Sclence fictian im the only form af fiction extant today
which ie avpropriate te the mode of eyubalieation which I have described
in this easay. Socialogically spekking, ecience fiction is one of the
@oat twportant and rewarding sources of perspective in the whola
avectrunm of cobtemporary art.

Splence fiction ie widely oriticised in literary circlem because
it ie unrgal. MWith reepect to ths cbain of thought explored io this
genay, that critioiem ip eimply not true. The ctatus of ihe machine
in of is very little diffsrent from the otatus of the man. Only the
Toles played ocut by the machinep and ths wen are different. The
machins ip ef, whether it be a robot or a computer or a matter trane—
mitter or @ chronogoaps is only another character in the plot. The
fact that ite form is iwaginary does not aake it unreal, amy more than
the fact that the bumsn charactere in any kiod of etory arm ivaginary
wakes thes unreal.

Science fiotion ie sacially reflective fiction about real things.
In thim essay I have atteopted to sap the equivalence between mcimncs
fiotion and attitudss in society, and to investigate the way im which
that equivalence i» manifest. TIf acience fictiop were only feantmsy —
a purely imaginary fiction without reference %o reality — the patterns
which I have isclated simply would not exiet.

Is thie, ar is this not, & masningful mequencs of attitudesr

1926-37. The machinpa is a miracle-worker. Thers ie little or no
correlation between men ané machine. The robot as a symbol doee not
exiet, exoept as part of the Frankenstein traiitlen.

1937-46. The maohine comes to he saen &s &n arteasion of oan, whe
is infatuated with the power potentially at his diepoeal.

1947-60, Following the explopion of the atom bomb, man's infatuat~
ion for ibe machine vanishes, The wey in which the vaat powar of the
oachine actually becomes manifeat results in cynicism and anxiety.
There io a feeling of betirayal and the machine ie mow msen to be in
confrentation with man.

1960— . Eventually, the sachine becomes integrated into society
and socisl life to the extent whers confrontation and the feeling of
betrayal becoms redundant. It ie mo longer appropriate to coneider
man without hie machines. The machines are new an intagral part of
contesporary asn. The rabet, which haa besn = powerful gymbol for
tvanty—oid yeare, goee into iacline. The relationship whiobh it
syadolised is becaming an tdentity.

—— Brisn M. Stableford
Referances

{1) J.J. Canpball, Introduction to Yenus Equilatsral hy George O.
Smith. MNew York: Pyrawid, 1967. pal2.

contimiad on pege 79
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down-~at-~heel galaxy

The sarly and mid-fifties formed a perivd of grsat richnese for &f
(although wo did not notice at the time). Magazines mprouted and prolif~
orated ac never befere, in a last glory befora the onelaught of paper—
backs —=~ in such the game way, I imagine, tbat all the creok stage-coaah
Tupnp in thip country wars at their peak in tho very years the rajlwaye
were rendering them obgolete.

Smith'e bookstelln were flooded with coverp celelrating marvels of
agtronomy mnd apace-ongineering, much as they now sport anatomy &nd the
fraaky elactropios of pop. Then it was that one bought one'e first
GALAXYa, P&SFs, THRILLINC WONDERs, IFe, SPACEs, FANTASTICe, and the lsemer
but deleotable breeds, all of whichb scened to be edited by Raobert Lowndes:
FUTURE, ORIGIRAL, and DYNAMIC. Theee magaozinee were not imparts but
British reprinte.

smong the clever new namea, ong searched particularly for thooe of
Richard Mothegon, William Tenn, Ray Bradbury, Fbilip K. Dick, Valter
Niller, 8ad — if one was smart engugh — J, G. Ballard. They were all
short-story writerp; the af magazings were their idsal medium; and pone
of thev was aa such fun an Robert Sheckley.

The typical Shenkley appearance was in CALAYY, edited by the celebrated
asdman B. L. Gold, where he appeared beside other celebrated madwen like
i)l fred Bester and Theodore Sturgeon. MKadmen are eesentisl to af. He
#till bhave madmen today, but often tho madnees gets into the style rathar
tban tbe siory, as with Harlan Rllison and sowme of the layzbouts in WEW
WORLDS QUARTERLY. Sheokley kept hie madness honed to & fins peint by
vriting clear Englich about utterly convincing impossibilities. After
all the poher-aides in ASTOUNDING, it was marvelloun to read a man whose
oharacters nevar snored victories {tbaugh they rarely suffered utter
defeet), whose plamete ware lunatie and draughty, vhoae aliana puraued
totally inane rituals {like the Dance of the Beciprocal Trade Agreemsnt),
whasa technologies were generally dedicated to perfecting robots which
lurobed and squeaked, and wboz2 mpaceships Were never airtight.

That whole epoch, and the entire Sheckley thing, comnee baok very
olearly ag one reada this omnibua* — which is pessibly en adverse criti-
ciem, for wve have a comewbat one-dimensiobal view of Sheckley bere. 211
the stories come from the fifties, when Lheckley wae young and clevor.
Now he's 014 and clever, oxperience has had him by the lapels like one
of his aslfunotianing rabotz, znd i1t would bave been valuable to have
been offered & few later fruita fram his tree.

Those later fruits have a tzesie of acid to them, & fragrance of
corruptian, and a feel ol loss, which vwakes the beat af them more memor-

% The Robart Sheckl Onanibtuap edited Aand intraducad by Rabert Conquest.
(Collancz, £2,15s 320p.)

——bf—
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able than tho earlier ingonultiee which Conguest Tightly celebrates.

“But these are futile gestures. The truth is, we have
lopt Zanadu irretrievably, last Cicero, loat Zoroaster.,
Apnd wbat elce bave ws lost? What great battles were Ffauvght,
citiem built, jungles conquered? Hhat eongz were sung,
what dresog wers dreamed? ie eee it now, too late, that
our intelligence ic e plant which muet ba rooted in the
rich fields of the past."
{"Tha Wnesone™, 197¢)

here’s 0 note he naver amounded in the fiftiee. Sheckley had no roote
in the past then. MNor could be write such a funny-poignant tale as bis
*Zirn Left Unguarded, The Jenghik Falaon In Flames, Jon Weaterly Desd™
{published in NOVA 2, odited hy Harry Harrisom, 1972), in which Sheckley
tenderly mocke tbs romantio-pavege-analytical mods of scispve-fantasy of
wbich be always had such sa:zy maestery. And In this year's NOYA 3, thare's
bis “Welcome to the Standard HNightmare“, shich ie 811 that Sheckley sver
wast the o0ld ingenuity is still there, cnd & whole planet surrenderas to
one Earthmanp but tha mood ie darker, the etobibg done with en &cid that
bited dseper into the copper thao ance it did,

The mtory snda with the worde: “Fer the Loriane were on advanced and
intelligent peoples 4nd what is the purpose of being really intslligent
if nat to bave the pubstance of what you want witbout misptaking it for
the ebadow?" In the fifties, Shackley's charactere wers travelling too
fast to worry about what was substange, what ehados.

Ry dipagreement, then, ip with Bobert Conquest, not with Sheckley.
He could havc given ue a mpre dimensional study of Shecklgy. That has
pot been his intention. He admires Sheckley's ekill in telling an ingeni-
oue story, &nd he includes thoee storiea which seam to bim best to
exeopl ify thia rare ability.

The result ie a portly volume containing onc Sheckloy novel,
IMHORTALITY, INC., and a 4dozen sbort etories, among them cevaral well-
known and boloved by the sf fraternity, such as “Pilgrimsge to Earth",

*A Ticket to Tranai", “The Prize af Peril™, and "The Store of the Horlds".
Not a bad etory ztong theb.

Vany of thease stories use ag their material the basic Shecklilam pre-
acoupationss the awfulness of institutiona and corporations, the orazinees
of trying te esteblish a relationship with anyone, the arbitrarinass of
soclety’s mores, the difficulties one can get into with women, the shaer
down—at-heal ghastliness of the galaxy. Thees, you might say, ars alaost
anyone'g pregccupationey no dissgreseents or surprises there, The nice,
the odd, thing about Shackley*s preoccupations are that they are all
counter-balanced by their very opposites. The TV cowmpany that expleite
you te the point of desth is scrupulous to a pernickety degreas; tha girl
genvinely loved you, but it was just a2 financial deal; it's ae efficlent
to bold citizena up in the street and rob them a= to collect income tax,
terreatrial fashion; your vife i3 perfectly nice, but wben you find her
in har lover's rrms, it's because you refuced to kecp her in stasisg
uncomfortable toough we may find most worlda, there are races who are
Wworee off, and leap trom sun to sun conplaining af the cald, In effect,
Shecklay's madness 38 presentead with a diesrming reancnablenecsa. At
leaat his future's no worse than the nrecent. He's telling yon a story,
not presanting m cass.

Somevhere in the Gheckley hierarchy is anotber preoccupation. It
wauld be too mbch ta call it & hape. But aver and anon domes the thought
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that there sight be B pystea of noo-materisl things when vircumstinces
fall out leen laughably than in our world. Conquezt introdunes us to
sevearil atories of thie nature. IMWORTALITY INC. is Sheckley's version
of the Afterlife -~ several Afterlives, in fact. Dut it is no more
eatisfactory than this life — Sheckley le no Pradbury or Fioney, forever
dreaming of & bright childhood worldy he's too much of a realist for that,
Whon & mromgwhat Aeimovian machine is invented by a super-race which can
provide anpwera to all the most baffling philoeophical quesrtions of the
univerge, there is nobady around to phrase the queetions properly; the
God ie uselese. Even the Almighty makee an 8lmighty haeb of things in
ane of these storiss, calling sll the robotes up to Heaven on the day of
finel Judgmwent, and leaving mankini below on the battlefield. Sheolley'e
is a univeree of makesbift livee — Kingpley Amisc coined the perfect ternm
for 1t» 2 oomio ipfermo.

The etory here I find most touohing {I onoe anthologised 1t myeelf) is
“The Store of ths Worlde". The protagonist finde bhmppiness. He gats a
whole year of i1t, and it coste him sverything he haa, Admittedly, the
yanr inoludes a maid who drioks, trouble in tbe office, a panioc on the
atook osarket, and a fire in tbe guent roomy but it is a yasr of ordinary
family life, containing, in Sbeokley'e phrase, desire and fulfillment.
Nobody's on the run, nothing shoote at anytbing, everyone ims somprehems—
ible.

Like Orwell, Sheoklsy is an utopianiet. Unlike all other utopianiets,
Sheokley's and Oruell's ambitioos are almoet dauntingly humble — just to
be left mlono, to have m drink, a girl, & strgll in the park, a room ta
youreelves. Ouly one fancies tbat wore fun would go on in Sheckley‘'m
shnck than QOrwell's, {An socentric paranthesims I*ve always suspeoted
that Orwell wrote 1984 after reading van Yogti maybe he wrote ANIMAL FARN
after racding Shecklay.)

Babert Canquest bopes to introduae the civilieod plaasurse of Shecklep
ta 8 readership beyond the sf audience; in hie intreduction, he likens
hioeelf te Belloc intreducing Ernest Bramah, ar E. C. Aentley iotroducing
Damon Runyen. ¥Bramah is a good touch, far there is sowething of a Kai
Lung about Sheokley. fe rewinds me too af snather excellent atory-teller,
'Saki!, H. H. Wunro.

Unleps I an mistaken, Conqueat alao addreaser zipself to the ef
renders., Firgt be warmp their hearte by telling theo what thsy lang
puapscted {but are resesursd ta hear from anyone with credentials as
imponing as Canquest®s), that U. G. Wells ie every bit as cueb the artist
aa Henry Jemes; than he mlipe it to us that James 1s “a model of unpre—
tentious clarity compared with many mare recent pbcnomseps*. Here, one
sXparievces three ar four bodings, in anticipation of yet another
Canguest-imis traot on the wortbleamangaa of aenythbing in =f written aince
Mike Mooroock attained the age of puberty. Fortunately, the criaia ia
avoided; Conguest in too intellipent ta atteupt praine of Sheckley by
diapraise of lewser breeda {az Amie in THE SPECTATOR racently praised
srtbur Clarke's pleasant but rather enpty new novel by drubbing nameless
otfenders who prefer other reciper to Clarke's),

Popaibly & youthful VECTOR audience #ould like the reminder that
Robert Conquest and Kingeley Amis, with a little belp from their frienda,
performed immence feate of misrionary zeal in aupport of af back in
fifties, vhan af was beooming tentatively establiphed in Britain. Can-
guest ‘s knowleige ard ipls'oc wit — not to mention Amie’s knowledge and
Conguest's wit —- wore extremely effective in gilencing the mouldy
runblinge of chape 1ike J. 0. Priestley and Arthur Koeatler (who had
heard af sf btut didn*t like what they thought it was) and, more positively,
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in emsuring that sf was Teseived on a sorioune level and regarded ms
writing rather then delirium.

In go doing, they put many writers in their debt — a debt which they
have admittedly been working off at a rate of knots in the last fev yeara,
by posing as proprietora of the whole thing. True, thia role hae hoen
oerrisd with 2 certain navghty 2ir, and a delicate rgluctance actually to
nape named, ¥hich hae mitigated ite preposterouaencss -~ ap if they them-
selves were unsure whether to play Llder Stateamen or 014 Pretenders.

However, this volume is & grest a product of Cong t'e love
and dedication tao the art as well ae a oslebration of Sheokley's skilla.
Neny & writer would wish 8= distinguished an anthologiat — most of ue
hava 10 patoh aour own atories together. Who knows, perhape it ie aven
a token of better thinge; but no, the clook has stopped teo firmly in the
fif{ien, ¥hat we have to rejoice in is that the Pifties wae u very good
time; and Sheckiay was and is & very good writer; while, for all my
quibdling, Conquest is a very diecerning oritic.

~— Brian W. 2ldias

gontinued {rom p,46

frantic attennts of the writer to aechieve new neane of exprespion lead t¢
obacurity or obeesmional meanderings, MNeanwhile, the haokm ¢ontinue to
oburn out their garbage. Whers iz the anewer? Is a man 4oomed, dy the
very faot of being an sf writer, sither to write himeself into an
intelleotual 4c¢ad end, or become & hack? ¥hat hes happened to the
entertainment velue of the early Aldiss, Aeinlein, Ballard, Silverherg,
Ellison, Zelozny? These men ars drilliant writers —- 4ldisn’s oainstresm
work bag all the verve his recent ef lacks — yet what are thess etrange
bywaye they are exnloring now?

4ith LEGEND OF DOZRNATS I fourd thet I could write a4 novel as egeily
as & sbor} story eml, cince I write for fun, I came up ogsinmt the
prablew of where to go nsxt, and I begen to understsnd more &bout ildiss
and Ballard than I'd evar gathered by remiing their books. However, when
somebody reada & book of mine I want hin to grasp instantly what I ap
getting at, anpd I want him to become totelly involved in the story apd the
charegters, and 1 went him to put it down at the end — if ha dose not
inmediataly start sgain at the beginning — with shaking bands and
glistening brow, and furn to the girl who is lying as his side, and eAyt:
Yyou guot read thie book by Conoy. Right now...

Se T cannot tnke the intellectusl road, neither can I become a4 haok,
I have found the ancwer in seeking after greater realiem with an intensely
personal etyle of nresentation and attention to characterisation wbich is
intendod to invelve the rosder complete¢ly in the pf environment, 1 am pot
borrowing technigues from ths mainstream — tut I am sesking to produce
atories which vill compare in siyle and development vith the very beet the
naingtream has to offer, yet will remain inescepably af. Since LOLIMAYS
I heve vritien three novale. The first wae siraightforward adventure, &n
expencion of two GAL'XY storiea. The second is about a girl, en rRutumn
meyfly. The third is about & eummer of young love. 42l three are very
defipitely sf. 1'hat I am hoping, i3 that they are aleo very definitely
storias ~- ond entertoining onea.

-=-~ Hichael G. Coney
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THOUGHTS ON fHEXus.sscaccacnacncancnanas teseivnssnsvsveveverPilip Striok

4 fiokle lot, the bussn race. No suoner invent something (like, eay, the
oinema}, and they wunt to improve ob it. Mo mooner develop it to a ctats
approaching perfeotion (like, perhaps, thbe internsl ocombustion engine, in-
pofar ag such a compromiee could evor be termed perfect), and they want to
reoder it obeolets. Change, that's the thing) obange, and be ohanged.

More thap any other kind of film-makipg, science fiotion movies are
about chang ted and d. Thoy teke one look at coesplacency and
beat its head {irmly on the {loorboarda. Lartiane come from our ekiee,
giant ante come from our pewers, global plague comec from nowhere, and
miseilern cowe from just the other side of the Narth Fole. Tear it down
apd etart again. HWatoh the akies and meybe thinge will be bettar the
npxt time mround. Change, adapt, svolve. Wselle eaid it loudest and best,
if not first, and the cineam carriee bis echoes, pessimies and all, for
us to hear today. The Starchild in ) hovering before ug like the next
rung on an inaredible intergalactin ladder, telle ue, in the epirit of

¥ar of the Worlds, that survival osy not be samy but it's worth a life or
tvo.

But the buman race, a fiokle lot, are not what you might osll keep to
change. Life 1s oonstructed frem rituwal: the rieing sun, the beating
bhemart, the domestic pattern. Dirruption brings panic and breakdown.
Kiok the traces and you may naver be able to fini them agaln. Routina,
order, eymsetry — wmight thene nat tontain the mecret of immortality?

More than any otber kind of film-making, solence fiotion sovies show
ue hanging an to what wa've got. The world ie destroyed in order to save
it, ag happenr perpetually in Hoger Coruan'e filma (m uay The Jorld
Ended, The Last Jooan on Earth, Gas—e-s, etc.). The peat encaces ue in

met year's hab:ts, last century'e mistake=; to eecape thed we must learn
to understand thes, ap Lula Bunuel perpetuzlly rewinds vse (¥iridiana,

of the Degert, Uiscreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie, etc. ). tassiges
or the futura are being scnt off every day, yet ue fail to recogmisc
they’ll be interpreted in tomorraw's terwa; we murt find the locks and
break them open, use the past not to confine us but to guide ue, a=z Jean-—
Lue Gadard perpetually suggests {Lg heprie, Alphavilla, deekend, etc.).

To ohange, theny or nat to chiange. Perhans becausc sriting ig such an
antinocial business, soience faction seems ta deal with miafite more often
than with the atatue gue, although they are miefita who meldon eceew to
derive much alvantage from their bide ler independence. ‘inatan Seith is
the most fraquent point of reforence, but Captain Hemo, Wells's Time
Traveller, Frankenotein or Gulliver would serve as well. Like their
creators, they are men for whom dissatiafaction hac sunk Jesp into the
bonea, stirring them te searoh for alternativea. 3Tince theae may well
prave ta be as routine, as constrioting mg the environments asbandened in
their favour, what mattera ie tbe eearch rather than itc conclusion.

—bimn
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It*s not too clear what tho Starchild will actually dg ot the end of 2000,
and identical antiolimaxec¢ are to be found in, to take them &t random,
¥abrenbeit 451, lo Bladg of Grasg, 3ileni Hunning, or 4 Clockwork Orange.
But they*ll doubtless think of somctbing.

yith THX 1 1 , which hae at lust crept off the Celumbia-Warner eshelf
after two yearc ~nd may be glimpred at selected cinemas if you ore partic-
vlarly watchful, the victory of the toiling mipfit, clawing bis way up
through the unierground loevels like a hirirlges 007 until be ptaggers into
the opon air, once again secms peculiarly unrewarding. A huge oval punpet
behind him, =inking like a puncturci balloon, pilhouettea hip indecision
8s the ¢reiits roll and the occasional bird wallows overhomd, From a
brightly anticeptic world that had enclosed bhis and eaintained him in
drugged contentment, be has escaped to no wore than the ¢hill of approach-
ing night, A choir lete rip on the soundtrack to cbeer his spirite, bLut
somathing etronger ia needed for the resi of us.

Feel tng beck along the thresd of the narrutive, it’s not too difficult
to find the pointos at which the filom's logic hae become tangled and
eredibility bes enapped. THX (Thex for short) has baen driven to rebel-
lion by the loss of his mate, LUH. They bad recently dipcovered sex,
vhich i Porbidden and practiocally unkmown thanks to everyone's daily drug
intake, and LUB bae besn liquidated after becoming pregnant. Ae Philip
uylie or Robert Heinlein would rush to confirm, bowever, totalitariamism
Just 1sn't going to vork that way; the mapees can be kept far more ssnsibly
bigh on entbusiaem and low on birth-rate by being feld cantraceptive pillm,
thus allowing sex its full measure as a soporific. And it sesms 2 trifle
unreaconable that the organiscrs of the futurs society shown in the film
should 4eny the population 1ts natural funotions while offering holograms
of nude dancers Ae televiaual stimulation. Small wonder that THX, brow
furroved with contradictions, prefers to watch 8 programme in which
truncheans belabour a writhing victia.

In order to rouss THX Prom conformity, hic cell-mate deliberately gives
hio the wTong drug ration. wWhat puteo the idea inte her beald in not olasr.
It could be somcthing to 40 with Doneld Pleasence, who claima to bave
found & way to manipulete tho gigentio central computer to euilt his own
purposes, and eeene to have plans for THX as potential rovelutiomary
material. Or it could just be & general! conviotion that human nature will
survive any debumanieing procees somehow and that vegue fliockers of love
have illusinated LUH's purpose. The Tisks wiihin 2n environment controlled
by technology are cumtamarily pointed out with the greateat glee in coience
Tiction, and George Lucan’s atary is true to form: tbe fringes of THX's
world are baunted by etunted predaters wbo soavenge frem the society that
excludes them, while unatable equipment and inefficient operatore cmues
irequent explasione in Lhe workshops.

In on¢ gudden aoquence, anticipating the lethal breskdowns that Nichael
Criohton has since portrayed in degtworld, a robot walke joltingly into a
wall, baoks off, triec agein, and keeva up the attack until gomrone naticen
the malfunction. Another shot, naggzingly brief, chows a lizard plecidly
patralling szomc eleclrie cables, thus illustrating the imposseibilaty ef
exteruinating sll random factorm. And what finally allows TBAX bis equi-
vocal getaway 1e the comnutation that the task-farce allocated to pursue
him har exceeded itz budget and ouet accordingly be recalled. There aigne
of esscntizl weakness im a would-be perfect system are greatly reacsuring,
but the resssurance ies cmotive ratber than rational — thay raise more
guestione thun they resolve.

Does THK 1138, then, take ue a step further than the ¢lasmaic in thie
ATeA, nlphaville" In thame, Godard leaves Luesa standings Lenmy Caution's
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#zrand of reamcue combines brute forca with the nestalgia of Eluard, while
THX has only the vaguest idea of why he's being awkward and charges off in
a recsloitrant fast osr like the villain of the wast conventional
palicier. The perforsances, too, unforgetteble in Alphaville, are
Tequired to be no more than serviceabls in THX: Hobert .uvzll {=ince
beoome known to & wuck wider audience for hic work in The Godfather) is
excellently impasmive, Pleacence is &8¢ eccentrio as ever, and Haggie
MoOmie is tovckingly vulnerable in her lightly freokled ecalp. The
enduring ioterest of the film lies elsevhere — in its sounitrack (a

mul tilayered etir of eleotronic echoes, in which inlividusl voices are
often loet among the eimultanecous transmiesiome), in its editing {by Lucae
himgelf in a& style that dlinks like the signal lights on 2 computer bank),
and in itp eettings.

Coming out of Praucis Ford Coppola’e Zaetrope etudio, THX 1138 is
afton etunningly impreessive to loak at — not because it glittera with
hardware in the maaner of sy but because it so frequently disposes of
sets coopletsly snd enozses its chersoters in plaio white. Caat into
prieson, THX becomes one of a tiny baniful of oriminsle adrift in a
bleached vacuun where the only oolour is the flesb of face and bande,
distances are incaleulable and darimees ip unknown. The scene has an
inteneity reminiscent of Beckett, with ite futile scufflings and iopotent
specthesm, endlessly repested. Ae with the loveemaking hetween THX and
108, also isolated in an infinity of dlankneea, Lucas mover hie cast like
participants in 2 bhallet with formal, elmost languid gestures, The =ansa
ia atrong of private will being aubmerged bepsath an unending exterior
oontrol.

Finally, THX 1138, like all the best af, has & sense of hurour. The
ngohanical copa are its happlest invention, their heeds glowing chromium,
their voices glowing resssurance. In the beokground, & blendly chesrful

tary tol levels of men being 'c¢onditioned', genially
given the statistics of the latest dismseter, apd answers a steady strean
af ocelle for advioe with the phrase “What'e wrong?", epoken se though
nothing evar took more than & fow egconds to put right. When THX goes to
his daily canfessionsl to dispose of any worries be may havs, he is
yepeatadly interrupted by words of enoourzgement snd syampathy in z
meaningless flow. At such timas, THX 1138 succeeds nicely in usiug its
future to apply soorn to the present; the method is bardly new, but it can
6141l vork wondera. Quite what we should s¢ek ta change, and way, ihe
film doesntt make ¢lear, and thua it misfires asa any find of dire warning.
But what watters, as I said, is the procesa of ohcnge itself, and I oan
recomnend THX wholaheartedly zs a lively study of the progess in action,

- ¥hilip Striek
o, T
AR FINAL FRUSBAMME.+eavssrvvoavavrasssasasssaassssarssChristopher Fouler

Ao 8 long-time readjer of Hichael Roorcook's Jerry Cormeliuz stories, it
waa with some trepidation that I waxited for the opening of Robert Fuesti's
£11n of The Final Programme (:BC release). I need not have worried:
Fueet is entirely true to the theme of the first Jerry Cornelius novel,
and indesd to the whole ethos of Hooreock's Emglich assamsin. lYven the
appearance of ihe two main charasters, Jerry and Mies Lrunner, is
anazingly close to the original NEd WORLDS sllustrations. The director —
vwho alse wrote and deeigned ths film —- ia to be ocongratulated for daeving
made of the novel a compellizig parable of the nerils of science.
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The world of Jerry Cornelius is our own, extrapolzted just a 1itile
into the future: & world where Amoterdem has becn bombsd into radiocactive
dust by the imericance, Trefalgar Squere ie @ dumping ground for wrecked
oars, and & London-baced Ameriocan major (an import from A CURE FOR CANCER?)
eselle MiGa 10 .\slans —= and, along the way, a Phantom to Jerzy. This Jet
is juct one of our bero's bettery of technologicel toye, which inoclude
everything from a Sikorski beligopter to a neeile-gun, Against thie
chaotic background of a society in collapee, in which time itself is
coming to an end, is played out the 4drama of The Final Programme. It
involves Jerry Cornelius, Nobel Prize winner, his conflict with his drug-
addict brother Frank, and his incectuous relationship with bis sister
Catherine. Further, it concerns computer-progrommer Misa Brunner &nd ber
queat for s new being.

The film opena in the wastas of Lapland, with the funeral pyre of
o0l4 Corneliug, Jerry’s father. The event is attended by Jerry and an old
solentist colleague of his father. Dr Smiles -~ played vith just the
right bint of madness by Grabam Crowden (who meems to gpecialise in thig
role: he playe it L;ggfwln Jucky Manl) — ie intont on abtaining a
nioTofilm lert Lebi: 0ld Cormelius in the hands of Frank. Soilea
beads a trio of coleptiets aiding Miss Brunner, end she eventually
peresuades Jerry to &id ber inm ep ettack on the couniry house where Frank
bolde tbe microfilm, and hae Catherine iopriscned in & drug-induced
eleep. Tbe ettaock is far from mimple, howsver, for the house is booby-
trapped with a varilety of deovices, including ballucimate — whbiok Llmduoe
pseudo=epilepsy —= and the more supndane nerve-ges. A4s might bavs been
eXxpected from the director of the DIy, Phibep filas, the decor of the bouse
io dazzling, vast glistening roame in atunning ultre-modern ptyle. Prauk
epcepes with the miorofilme, but thia it nat the greateast trigedy: in a
neeile-gun fight betwesn the brothers, Jerry accidentally kills Catherins.
The scene ends with his seriousiy wounded, proatrate with grief.

Jerry recovars, and the sesrch for the microfilm continues scross the
world. In & climactio fight, Jerry disposzes of Frank. This fight, like
the previoue one, yields some moments of high bumour. "I'm going to
stitoh your balls to your tbighs, Jerry.* ™Wbo told you I bad any?"
"Exgryone’'s got thighe.”

¥While this is going on, Hies Brunner recovere tbe miaorofila, and
catisfies her unususl sppstites by 'absorbing'’ the soiantiai who Frank
bae basn pesting — & Pacility whioch sbe baz mlready demoneirated on
Jenny, a girl she and Jerry meet in London. A niae touch is ackieved
2t the mopent of absorption: mg Kiss Brunmer sinke down op her wiotim to
suck biz in, the cimers ewitohes to foous or 6o orange-squeszer. Jerry's
suspicione regarding this wevonl disappearance are the occasion for some
of the 4istinotly blaok bumour, with sexusl overtanés, in which the film
abounds, ‘“lbere’s Baxter?” “He'e inside." "Inside wbo?" Unfortunately,
the point of thie may not have come noroest: to the uninitiated, it ia pot
entirely clear what Lifies Brunner is doing.

From thia voint the fila movee Tapidly to its conclusion. Miss
Srunner*e vroject iz nothing less than the creation of an all-purpase,
icmortal, bermaphreiite smuper-being. Requiring a man to fuee with her to
form the new being, zhe inveiglea Jarry into & fight with her lover and
eleve, Dimitri, in which be is injuredi. MWaeakened, she can bend him to her
will. In an electronic womb/fusion chamber, the pair make lave and unite,
in 4 scene of weirdly besutiful photographio effeots. Tha new baing
soergae to the strains of religious chanting, but all ias not well. The
final product of science, c¢creation for & new age, is no super-being, tut a
throwback. WVlth the olaesioc line, “A very igaty world”, Cormalius Brunner
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exite into the suneet.

The eecond half of the 20th century ha= taken es its mytbology eoionoo,
and Jerry Cornelius is the myth figure for bis times. Ue ie man the
teochnologiet, amoral and ruthlees, making the beczt of the chuoe hise
soiance has created. He is excellently partrayed by Jon Finoh, who
ocovbines popbistiostion, voolness, 8md black bumour with a perfectly-
calculated touch of avil. Thie dark element, which underliee thes whole
file, breaks through notably at two pointe: in the fight between Jerry
and Dimitri, played for laughes until the latter pioke up @ hook and
gougen out a wound ip Jerry's armt and in the soens whero Hiss Brunner
torturen Frank. Jenny Runscre bringe to the part of Higss Drunnsr a ner—
fect mixture of cocl beauty, ruthless determination epd eadietic cexual-
ity. The relationship between her end Jarry Cormelius ia suitahly embi-
valent, equal parte of love and loething. Derrick O'Connor makee an
oxcsllopt Prank, out of his mind on druge 1ike Tompodex (“can't you fasel
those milliona of years Jjust waiting in your spine?”).

The theme of m cyole of time ending runa throughout the filw, fros the
flash-back discuseion with Profeesor Hira to the watohoe which oontinually
otop. Thue is one of the themes of tbe movel brought out, In fact,
little is aligred: the country house ie moved, Jarry'e car i3 changed.
Fuest eshroidsre @ little on the myth — hia Serry lives on chocalate
digestives, and weers brown nail varnish — but his soenep, hie dialogue,
and indeed the wusic bave the mark of truth,

The Finel Programme ie wild, bizarra, and bitterly satiric of our
colentific age, It ip highly entertaining, st timee vipually overwhelming,
apd strongly recommended,

—~— Christopher Paw

UHO KHNOWS what will be in the next iesue? Not I. There may be John
Brunner's long article, if ba's sorted nut hig barn by then, There may
bs momething by James Blieb. Thers's a Drian Aldise article which I've
been planning to reprint frow THh BOOKSHLLER for 8 lang time. There's
a trenccript of an Edound Ceoper epeech. There aro a lot of reviewa,
aowe af which are weantioned elsewhere in this imsue. Ome altgration

ie octaeioped by Graham Charnock memaging to #4411 lame the cony of CNASH
wvhich I gent him, I have more reviewsz by Cy Chauvin and Barry Gillem,
and hope 2lsc to have & Yeview of THL LNBEDUTNG by temuel R. Daluny and
a reviaw by Jobn Drunner of Jnmea Tiptrec'e Tiret collection of short
stories. (I bave heard John describe Tiptree as the best new ef writer
of the laat ducade &nd, not bhaving read many of his etories, I'm looking
forward te finding out uh,y.} Aloo Philip Striek (eh, Fhilip?) en BILLION
YEAJl STREE. And there will be Peter Robarte' feonzinc rcvicws, which got
sque:2ed out this time. (Sorry, Peter.)

The firet of the Philip K. Dick letters bas mopearsd variously in E£F
COMYTENTAHY and THE LALITH CRITIC; the cecond in SF COMMINTARY only. Soth
are reprinted with the permipsian (indoed, at the augpestion) of tre
author. "After The Remairsance™ iz based on & talk dylivered at the 1972
British Eamsterconi it hoe boen revised saowewhat by the author for itc
apnearaice in thece osepes.
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I hate being pushed into the vosition of defending Causes but momebodyla
got to. 1 am a coward at this, but I'm elso offended. On p.& {(of
VECTOR 64) I got to a jJoke in Phil Dick'e article about rdpe — which
ip about as funny ae lynohing — and wonldered why female mexuality is
such a tittery subject. It izn't for women {alibough we sometimes
laugh at men*s jokes about rape, usually nervously), and women never
tell cuch jokes among thessglwes/ourselves, nor do we find rape funny
at all vhen talking among ourcelves. "Let ua bope it im a female
Bewing machine” -- the obligatory nervous/macho aspurance tbat be len't
queer, by Codl (although wany of the readers of VECTOR ousi be, Wy
simple statieties) Sa I skipped and came up with Bob Shaw, and his
cute idea about the wife who's cheating on the yoghurt maney (ber
busband‘s money, of courss) ta ecend more money on her hair-do. Of
caurae, ne ane intends thie to offend —- that’s the problew. 2 Paki-
etani wha Ainterely and honeetly balieved in women's soulleseness is a
Teapectable object compared with thie kind of stale eilliness — and in
ecience fiction, bless us all, which ia forward-laoking, daring, ete.
ete,

Possibly nowhere tut in Yemen {not oven Pakistan) is a literary
auvdience wholly male. HNow it is understandable that men can titter at
women and women's meruzlity (the only sapect af women that exists in
these kind af jokes, aeide froo wanity, stupidity, etc., ths usual
components af the stereotyne). PBut how on earth can sither the writers
or tha editor of VECTON imagine thet I, myself, can regard myself or any
woorn, in thia right?

In the United States the idee is beginning to cross certain vec
minde that perhaps it is pnot polite te taslk publicly in this way, thai
stale ailly jokes are even worse {because more thnughtlexo) than out-
right, thought-through, explicit biac, and that itboce weirdy female
creaturca (or limn—wristed gaye out there) are in faot part of your
avdienoua.

The first feminiet complaint umtlly provokes a giddy hyeterieal
Tesnonse of tee-heeing, or (wnree) shrill denunciation of my lack of a
sense of humar. Let lr Cdwarde turh his female sewing machinea (ien't
that 7] into black servanta who muy have their balla cut off by
their uman) presumnble masters; and his bhousewifa and her yoghurt
into the servant/meis end the employer, and then cee haw funny tha
jokes look. Thia ie the only way 1 can eae of bringing home to
thaughtless people juet what it ie they are in fact doing.

—f3e
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Honest 1o God, the blasted inanity of itl "Regrettadbly™ paat the
menopeuss, Tee hee again. Yhat on earth is regrettadle about it or
magicel about it or so utterly embarrassing about it that grown men
revert back to nine-year-olis? 1 eo tempted to say, ratber savagely,
thet if Dick (or Lem) had any idea of what it means to live in &
esociety which bas no reliable {or until recently lsgal) nethod of
&llawing you to control your fertility and all sorta of eiquisitely
awful vaye of punishing you for it (frow botohei 2bortions 1o illegiti-
waoy to losing ysur job to sole care of any and all children for 128 or
more years after birth to vicioualy enfarced guilt over not keeping a
baby) they would not meke these jokee. Dut if they had any idea of
the abave they would, of courms, ba feminists Ylike m¢ & would be
writing lettere like this to gtbar idiots.

I'pD not sure that that last atatement bangs together, btut let
it pass, let it pase. In came you're wondering why this letter
refars to me in the third person, the explanation ia that it
wan sent to John Brunner {with instructions to pase it on to
me), with the apperent intent of baving him put we in my place.
I eent coples to both Philip Dick and Bob Shaw, ssking for
their commenta, Unfortunately, I huven't yet heard from Philip
Dick, but here is Beh's re¢ply:

L IR S B N

I'm sorTy if I offended Joanna Fuas, mainly because I don*t like
burting anybody's fmelings, partly beczues it suggeste that once agein
ny literary judgement has bean at fault. Hy ides of turning & Ford
ear into a 1ie dstector was, of course, completely absurds but when T
aat down to write it I folt that I ought to make the lie it detected
utterly trivial and barmlese, eo I pioked the one about the yoghurt
allowance {if anybody sctually gete such s thing) as being ocaapletely
inoffenmive. 4nd the reason I wrote about & can detacting a woman‘’s
1ie ie that being & man I tend to uss males us viewpolnt characters.
You could bave lmovked me over with Vi¢c Feather when I found myself
being socused aof male chauvinism,

Dare I bope that in my case Joanna overreacted becsuse ehe was
upsat about other things? It gap screw your temper up a bit when
fanzines containing gratuitcua ineults are sent to you without your
aven asking for them, In my fanzine writing I never deal with my pro
sctivities, praferring to keep the two things separate. But last pear
8p Amperiocen fan writer kept desling with me excluaively as a pra and
in hie reviews kept saying things like "Shaw cannot think" or hiniing
that I wunt have marital problema because some of my story obaraoters
does 4t that time things were viling up on me 2 bit ani I made a chuxp
of uysell by overretctingy whioch I would not bave done at other times,
and I guspect I lozt a lot of my American friends because of it. I'm
not trying o drav any conclusions about Joanna's frame of mind at tke
time she wrote her letter, but — in the light of the exnerimnce 1
heve just mentiongd ~— I hope she won't be permanently angry. Fandon
to me is 8 place in which it ie poeaible to find good and interesting
friendes, and fanzines sre the srime instrument. I it turned thu
other way and faniom beceme = cource of enemies I would lome interest.

* Yee indeed, It's not vithout significance, I fe.l, that Itve
been typing theec last fev pages 3t fair apesd, tut baving
finlohed copying out the zbave I packed up for about an hour and
a half, and read an 0dd SPLCULATION instsai (how about that,
Pete?), It takes 811 the pleasure out of it. Both John Drunner
and I rasvondod to liz Rues, incidentally, and I bave another
letter from ber on file, still less nleasant than the aboves
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* It gecure to me, in regard to the above that, for this igeues at
* least, the title of this column is about ap inanpropriate as it
* oould poseibly bal

Tony Sudbery

5 Heslington Croft
Pul ford

York

YOl 443

Brian Stablerfori's description of the dwvelopment of the robot theme
is neat and convincing, and lays dovn a valuable baeia for discussian.
But I can't accept the conclueion he draws from hie findings, namely
that the duvalopment was datcrmined solely by external eocisl concermnm.
For a etart, he wakes no serious attempt to establish this oconclueions
he only points to some difficulties (which I think sre easy o get
round) in the obvious ulternative exnlamation, and hip argumente are
all of the form “Hy explanation muet be right: what olse could it be?”
Hhich is alxays a weak form of arguments the ancwer is all too likely
to be ":=omething you haven't thought of”., If he bad pointed to the
external conlitions that wers influencing the davelopment of the idea,
bis argument would bes much strongerj but in faot ho wakes abeolutely
no raferance to the peneral concerns of coociaty at the time he ia
considering. hlsa, the time ecale involved sesma to precluda hia
eooiological sxplanation; the development he describga is surely far
tao rapid to be mirroring any change in the general concerns of society
at lerge,

I would rether go for the sxplanstion he rejecta, that the
development bha 4de¢scribes ie almopt entlrely an autonomous intslleotual
ane, I don‘t mean it proceede without amy reforences to influemoes
from outeide the »f field, but I think thess will te intallectual
influences rather than aooietzl ones. Of course the two are inter—
related, and in pariticular an intelleotual proceas is often aet inie
motion by & sociml impetus; but once thie haa happenod, the character=
isticelly faster rate of intelleotual dwvelopmen? surely means that,
over short periods at least, it can be regarded 2s autonomous.

Of oourse, as Brian pointe out, this approach io powerlase to
explain the original form of the 1iea of 2 robot in science fietiony
but that ie no objsction to using it to exmmlne its subsequani develop-
oent. In =ny cass, I can't sea that Brian has given anything in the
way of explamstion, rather than desoription, of thim original ideag
an2 T think a nerfectly satisfactory exnlanation ocan be given in terme
of the general ctructure of Licas and attitudes of Aserican »f of the.
twenties ani thirties.

Ly contention would be that American vu.'l.p 8f — the Gernvsback
tradition — was borm in a wholeheeried of technology. Its
origin was bardly a literary one at all — ae neople nevar tire of
soyingz, it had more 30 do with POFUL.R KUCEBANICS than with anything
that wac hanponing in any literary vorld — and ite whole cthos was
utterly oopesed to the romantic philosophy that had dominated (hadn't
1t?) noat forms of art for the nrevious century., It wae incapable of
understanding the romantio rejection of technology, the Feustian
themee tbat vent zlong with it or the Fraokensteinien ones that ware
ite immediate exsreesion. A1) thiw ip obviaus, I think, in Ralph
124C41+, ond at loast until the fifties this ethos Jatersinead the
develoomant of sf. Up to the late thirties nobody with any intelli-
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gence was writing in the genre (or if they were, 1like E.T. RBell, they
didn't chooap to use their intelligence in this =otivity). So when
paople like Asimov enterad the field, their first thought was ta
clarify and make exnlicit the ctructure of thought they were using —
witbout in any way altering that struoture. Henoce the Threo Lawe of
Robotioa. Later thege d:finitions would be explored and tested for
consistency, but the bacio attitudes that gave rige to them would

still be aperating, andi the syobols 2nd oconcepts of sf could only
4evelop inetde the boundaries of these attitudes,

Given this besic ettitudy of welcome towards technology, I think
it ia bardly surprising that the robot in sf should firet be seen 2s
&n extension of men's contral of him environment, as Brian notes, and
that thers should be almost universel hostility to the Frankenstein
theme, This viex 4lso explains what Brian's eocisl thesis cannot, the
attitude of tendierness toverds robote and the very early tendoncy to
make them feminine and lovable, as in "Helan O*loy”. What is operating
here is the sentiment that makes &ll sbire fewminine. and Brian's
query as 1o why there was no peo-romantic¢ rejection of robots in ef
beoomes eaey to anawer: that possibility siwply wasn't compatible with
the basio attituies of ths ganre. (In aotual fact, of couree, it did
bappen and there was 2 strong wlement of *hack to nature' in thg¢ sf of
the fifties. By thie time the bhermetioc walle of the genre had begun
ta leak apd romanticiem was trickling in.)

Reading through Brian's account of the davelopment of idsas about
robote in af, and bearing in nind thie controlling attituds of confide
enoe in technology, it becomas hard to sce it am anytbing but a simple
procesa of influence and dialogue, with ideas suggested by one writer
baing picked up, explored and debated by others. I ozn see mo mign of
bie myaterious social control, The direction in which one might indeed
look for external infl ia t ds the mathematic n=, peycholo-
giste and enginsers who were, equally independently of social oconcerns,
asking the same queations about robats as acience fiction writers at
about the same time. I'm not eure of my datea here, but I think the
logioitan Turing wam poeing the sane queetion as rsimov in “Evidence" —
bow do you tell a robot from & man? — at almost emactly the sawe
time., Brian peee this question ae part of an attitude to robota which
bhe 48 trying to f4it into a sociological paradigm - ‘man idontifion
the machine as part of himeelf*, I mee¢ it, as I think isicov, Turing,
Sbhannon, Skinner, Chomaky and ao wany others saw it, as an eid to
answering a question that naeds no context — what sori of thing is man?

The reet of thip iepue needs 4etailed comment too, of coursze, I'nm
ovarjoyed to see V.G. Compton getting so much attention — I hope this
will help give him sonething more like the ri:mutation he desarves.
It*s intereceting to see that The Iissionaries is his leact favourite
book (after giving it a favourable raoview in ¥64, I obviously bave %0
make some reaction). He thinks there are too meny viewnointss but this
was one of the things that I liked sbout it. DBy writing entirely
convinoingly from inside the skins of each of the three membars of the
‘iordsworth family, he demonsirates 2n astoniching range of sympathy
that I count as one of his great etrcencths as a writer. 1 would have
thought that this required so much effort &p to make it iwpoesible for
Comwton to find the objectivity to say coolly that thers ere 'too wany
viewpoints'. The fact thet he oap 4o this eugreetn thet his insight
comes quite naturslly to him, ani 80 he tends to und.rvalue it.

This ie related to 2n asnect of Connton'e writing that I find
narticularly intereeting, though 1 hoven't attemnted to analyse it
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properly, Merk Adlard ts onp hir consci of claee distinct-
ione; but 1 mm aaually struock by bis eye for the opnositiones between
different age yrouos and onolitioal attitudes. Compton observes this
particular sorl ef comsedy with a d:tached, tronic glsnce, yet with
sympathy for all hiz charactera. I find thie vnarticularly ramarkable
in The {uality of Lercy {where it's hardly a comedy thet be's obesr—
ving). Tho comparieon that springs to mind (well, it'e juct eprung to
ny mind) ie with Aldous Huxley3 and I rather think that ocomparison
mirht work out to Compton's advantage.

L |

Ab, Tony, it's a pity you nev:r pot arouni to writing that
# article on Conpton that you were going to do for me& once upon
* a time (but how =bout the ome on Olaf Stapledop, old buddy?).
* I puspeot it would have been very interesting.

Foul And:rson

)} Las Pmlonmas

Orinda

California 94563

UeSeita

A comment or iwo on Drian fldisa’ exoallent esesy on B.G. Wells ({in
¥65))s I wouldn't agree that lfilliam Coldingle The Inheritors is the
firat wasterpieca dealing with prebistorio man, There are at least
two earlier, one French — La Guerre du Feu W J-H. Rosny aind, first
published in 1908 — and one Danish, the earlisr sectione of Den Lange
Rejse by Johsanee V. Jensen, which nopesred not osny yeare lator.

A fairly good Lnglish translation of the latter exiete under the title
The Longsst Jaurney. I don't knaw about Fnglish versians of the
Rasny (except for itp not quite eo good eequel) but a handeome reissue
of it wae nublished in 1956 and may still be in print. Both deparve
the bighest recommendation.

Then sleevhere Drian declarea: “A mase audience expents ta be
pandored to. llells never pandered.” But be hal a maes sudience — am
did Sbnkeepesre, Conrad, Kipling, end any mumber of othera — which
acems to dony the firot sentence. It isn't only hucksters who under-
rate the oublic tastes; the intelligentsia do it even wmore.

1 have beard {perbaps Drian will correot me) that toward the emd
of bis lang career Hella congidered himaelf a bar-heen, & forgotten
man. Then dorld Uzr Two came along nnd suddenly he wae bestormed hy
young wmerican GI*s eagor and bonored to meet him.

But the forcgoing Teprescnis mere quibblae abont a fipe siudy.

I hope & apall responae to that lovely lady amd lovaly writer,
Ursula LeGuin, won't seem ungrecious. Her objection to the Huge
selection eyctem may well be correct. But really, dees it matter
much? iny award is plensaznt to receivu, and I'm duly appreciative of
such as have come oy way, lowever, thay*re all epbemeral, Can znybody
offhan remember vbo won even the last half-doEen Yobols for literature?
Thae anly valid sclector is time. In & hundred ysars we may knaw who
today*s ianortant writers are.

*

Parhaps sog aevertheleast the pbechanics of the voting transferal
syateo which decidsd the awarde last yeer ecemed peculiarly
tortured and ratbher wnjust. I hope the dccisione were more
clearcut thie time -- snd of course, ephomeral or no, congratu-
latione to you, and to Ursula LeGuin, for each carrying off
yet another (two enoh this year). Hhctually, I took yau up on
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your (presumably rhatorical) question about the Hohal prizes,
and discovered, somewhat to my own surprise, that I could indeed
nawe the last six winnere — though you only bave to go a couple
of yeara further back to reduce me ta helplessness, Aeturias,
Kewabata, Beokett, Solzhenitayn, Neruda and Doll, if you're
interestvd. Apd they ocall HIVERSIDE CUARTERLY the highbrow
fanzinel!

I'F R EE RN

*4n4¥ That's it, then. Virtuslly wo response at all to tha last
issue. Admittedly, it hasn't been out long enough to get any
responss from ithe U.S.A.3 but then, I've bad virtually no response
frov thep to ¥65. Aleo, nervous readers may have baen deterrTed by
we putting a Septeaher let damdline for this iseuve when the last
waen't distributed until the laet weck in kugust. DBut I'd have hoped
that a few people would have cottongd on that there had besn delays
in printing and distribution. No such luck, it eeems. I wondor why
I bothar sometimas.

I did hear, at considerable length, from Philip Payme, who bas
bean catching wp with old VECTORe during a period of illnese, an
activity certain to cause & relapee, I would bave thought, Unfortunate—
ly, I find it difficult to extract parts of his letter t¢ publish,
He makae sowe good pointe about book reviewing {though I felt be
waakened his case by bolding up a8 a guod oXample &y review of
Rendepvous With Reme last iseue, which Ithaught rather hasty and
uninformative), though 1 disagree when he suggesta that “you must
give a book for Teview to eomeone wha is familier with that field of
af and, preferably, with th¢ wark of the author in question™. Wo,
I'4 havg e2id that one should (obviously) evoid giving & book for
review to somecne who one kmows beforeband is golng to dislike it
for what it represents rether than what it is. Ono would not, for
exsople, give Ted White 3 Charles Platt book to review, or vice
versa. DBut beyond tbat, I don't think I'd like to pet restrictions,

Philip aleo comments on the Dick artiole in V64, and gives sone
suggestions for a fanzine storehouse soheme whioch would turn Peter
Nicholla' hair white (not to mention dcpriving bim of the small
coTner of him office not slready inundeted by the PSFi library). 4nd
he closes by pointing out, quite unkindly, some of the things hich
1 have promiaed for future issues at various times in the paet which
have never actually materislised. But T'm unrerentant: The Drian
Lldias speeob im in this issue; the Udound Cooper one will be included
next tioa, now that I've transcribed it$ the Barry Gillem letter wae
quoted fram in V653 the Rob Holdetook letter was mc being sarcastic
at hig expense, something whioh I have thus far omitted to do in this
isgue (though I haven't dane the editorial yet...)s I'a cure the Horry
Harrieon article will turn up eventuzlly {won*t it, llerry, please?),
o, the only instence vherc my plsna went permanently astray wag with
an article Mike hoorcock promised to Ao once unon & time, and then
wissed the deadline far. MNoboly's nerfect.

I 2lso heard a ocouple of times from Bert Lewis, but, the stete of
the Clwards deak being still more chaotic than usual =zt the present
timey I oan't just nmow lay my bends on the firat, ani longer letter,
It isn't lozt, Just interred. and from E.R. Jazes, vho ia zlmost
unigue in aclmaowledping vractioally every iesue (out, sadly, too
briefly to ouote). ind fron Tom Roberte, who is giving his class at
the University of Conneotiocut fanzines to read, and ie forming the
opinfon that, in this cphere, Britirh ie best. Too right,
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continued frow p.4
{l'ebwln 3+ was Dying Inaide {Silverderg))

Bast fovellu: 'fhe Hord For vorld is Ferest (LeCuin)(Nobula jrd)
T: The Gold at the Starbow'a End (Fohl)
3t The Fifth Hezd of Cerberus {lolfe){lebula 2nd)
{llebula inner vas A Leeting 3ith Hoduse {Clarke))

Lent llovelctte: GCoat Song (Anierson){lebtmla Awvard Vinner)
2: Patron of the Arts {Rotsler)(Kebula 2nd)
3:  iasilisk (i1lieon)

{llebula 3rd was The snimal Fair {Bester))

Zest Short starye turema's Dam {Lafferty) | T
The ilecting (Fobl & Kornbluth) ) ' ®
2% “hen Ue Uent To See The Knd of The World (Silverberg)
31 and I iwoke and Found He lera on Tho Cold
fi1l1's Side (Tiptree)(Hetula 2nd)

{lebula Winner wee ben it Changed (Rusa))
(Nebula 3rd was ..goinst the Lafayette Eecadrille {Holfs})

Frou ngre an there zre no U¢bula aquivalentat
Drama: 3loughterbouse Pwa; 2t The Peopley 331 Silent Funning.

Profeesional iditors Ben Bova (ANALOG)j 2: uenald A, Wollheim (DAW
Baoka); 3¢ Ted ihite (AMAZING & PANTASTIC)

Profeespional firtistr Prank Kelly Preasj 2r Jack Caughang 31 John
Gchoenhert.

Panziner JARLSS iner, {Mike and Susan Glicksohn)) 21 Locue {Cherlie
& Dena ‘Brn\mi; 3: Algol {Andy Torter).

Fan Wziter: Terry Carrs 21 Susan Glicksobny 31 Rlohard E. Qele
Fan Artist: Tim Kirky 2: Bill Rataler {as usual...)j 3t Grant Canfleld.
Speclal Awarde Plarrg Versins (for hie French envyolopaedia of sf)

And that's ite If you're like me you look at the placings in the
novel cetegory and weep. If you're Robart Silverbarg, I suppose you'rs
nrabably Tesigned to it by now. lice to mee Lafferty winning en award
at lagt. 3sheme that Oene Lolfe misaed out (though the Novella category
wep far and awsy the strongept, if that'e any consolation). Let me just
finish this issye, on th¢ 2ubject of awarda, by suggosting you all read
three books, vkich to my mind are the only serious contendars for next
ycer'e BoFA Award {read and t): Prankenateip Umbound (xdise); Jhs
Ferthest shore {LeGuin)) and The Fifth Head of Cerberus (Wolfe).

continued from page 63

{2) 8. Marcuse, Ono-Dimensionsl Man, Londont Boutlsdge & Kegan Paul,
1969, p.247.

{3) K. Clifton & F, Riley, Thoy'd Bather Ba Bight. In ASTOURDING
SCIENCE FICTION, April 1955 %hitiuh edition). p.108,

(4) D.R. Bunoh, Mgieran., Wew Yarks Avon, 1971. p.dl.
{5) ibid. p.231.

{6) DR, Bunoh, “Holdboltzer's Box" in Protoatars, ed, D. Gerrold.
Hewr York: Ballamtine, 1971, p.l46.



THE ALTEN CRISIC—is a0 inforwal science
fiction 3 fantysy jowragle Quarierly.
60 ~ 60 pages. Prefessionally printed.

I ALICN CRITIC Ls odited and published by
Richord [. Gals, vianer of theee Ewgoss:
Dest Faazian 1968 and 1969, Best Faa Writer
1970

THE MLIEN CAITIC—bas Joha Bruoner and fed
Wite at columists. lad 13 in TAC 6,
Jown i3 schaduled Tor TAU M7,

18 AJEN CHITICamhas intersiows vith Tead-
ing wthers, [rite Leider in 5. . A,
» #b. Angac 2elazny it scheduled

THE JL1EN CRITICa—as 3 "benind the stewes®
article ia each issom. In 45 Lt was "levin
Rinkin Meets M. Do Lavecrait® by Jack Chalk~
ec. 1n #6 3t 13 "Irsaaletions From The [o-
[orial™ by Macien 1, Bradley, In #7 it
vill be "Clarien West: & Look Fram Ide In-
side™ by Bob Sabellas

M ALIES CRITIC—~—hn crithcal amalysis.
Schoduled Tor #7 is ®eu Tnecdare Stargmon
tearned 1o Lowy Relaveacn And Ruined Als
Science Fiction® by Ly Chauvine M will
have Bichard Delap’s toogmainded sarwey
"Tonorrov' s LLbide: Sex And Srience Fiction,”

T MLIER CRITICmmbas bock reviewss The
editor his been reading sciamce Jiction and
tmtasy for 3b years. He 1t 2 prafessiona)
writer with over B0 boods and 100 shart sto-
cirs to his credit. He speaks his mind in
ae uncartaia tarws.

THC ALEER CRITIC—nas Ene lian's Archives®
—d]phabetica) lists of mew sf 3 fantasy
basks by astdor, including (in A6) the slory
g vinor centeats of collecticas ad so-
theleglas. Alsa: the contests of the tur-
rasi sf 3 faslasy magazines, including many

1 brcalation spacialty flctiom i

A1se lisked are Ive gublishers' addressas
nd relevat infarmation for ardecing bosks.

16 ALLER CRIPIC—hat feature ariicles and
spaeches. 1o #52 *le Litarary Oroamers® &y

1 Mlich. 1o #71 "l Shape 01 Sciesce
Fictim Jo Coss™ by Fredarik Poh]l with ques-
ticas & comsentary by Hacry Rarchsen, Oriam
Xdiss, Peter Nichells, Janes Dlish, John
Gryaner, Poier Weston, Gearge Hay, Chrisio-
pher Priest, Dare Kyle, and Larey Riven.

THE ALJEA CAITTC—has dozees of latters
4%k i+ Trom sciance fictioa § faminsy
professionals: weiters, ofltors, agents,
wbliskers, And rom Jeading faas.

Subscriptioas: 41.98 for four issues,
2343 Jac alght Sscmes.

a2 Ya. Oawson & Seny, Ltw,
Cannen Howse
folustone, Kent,

Sookslocas: ANOROMEQOA AODK STOM
131 Glllowrst Read,
Hacdorne, Birmingham.

DARK THEY VERE & GOLDER-EYED
10 Bendck Sireat, Lendon.

THE ALJER CRITIC began ILfa as 2 pertomal
diary-Joumal by tha editer, Lilled RICMARD
E. G613, Tha fourth, teansitioa issue, was
retitled THE ALIEN CRIFIC, #'s JA were
alseographed, ¥ to 56 pagess A'3 } md b
are sald onts #'s 2 md #3 ace stidl avail-
able, Plegte arder them 331 part of 2 swd-
sctiption, Othervise thay are K531 exh
froa Richard £, Gets, F.0. Box 11408, Port-
land, Oregoa 37211, Y.S.he



