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Foreword
Jack Williamson

WORD of John Campbell's death overtook me last summer in Sydney.
There for a too-brief visit, my wife and I had been entertained by the
Chandlers, by Robin Johnson and Peter Darling. When Peter called on
our last.night there, his sad news brought me a keen personal hurt and
a painful sense of loss for all science fiction. '

John had been my friend for more than half our lives, Though it is now
a good many years since he bought any fiction of mine, we had never
fallen out. I enjoyed a long visit with him at Heidelberg in 1970, the
last ime we met. - ' .

He was a tall, barrel-chested man, sharp of nose, keen of eye. He
was not athletic. Irecall him neéarly always seated, cigarette in hand,
listening with head cocked alertly, frowning in quick reaction, talking
with an eager vigor, always talking.

His topic was science, with science fiction for a metaphor. Though
he was too completely himself to be easily defined, I think he was
most of all a voice for what-Siow calls the culture of science. He
was absorbed with technology transforming the world. A canny
optimist, he understood the process better than most of us do, and he
regarded it with more wonder and hope than fear. ’

John Wood. Campbell was born in Newark, New Jersey, June 8 1910,
the son of an electrical engineer. He was proud of his Scotch ancestry.
Educated at a boys school named Blair Academy, at Massachusetts
Institute of Technology and Duke University, he seems to have been

an erratic student, more intérested in science fiction than ordinary
scholarship, His first story, "When the atoms failed", 'was published
in Amazing Stories in January 1930. AT

During the next few years he became the great rival of E, E. Smith as
a manufacturer of super-scientific space melodrama, but then his



tastes and skills evolved toward the more memorable work, such as
"Twilight" and "Who goes there?" that he signed Don A, Stuart.

Though he was popular under both names, the limited science fiction
market of the 1930s forced him into a series of jobs that led at last to an
editorial position with Street and Smith. In May 1938 he began his
life-time career as editor of the magazine then called Astounding Science
Fiction, '

This magazine, launched in 1930 by Harry Bates for the Clayton chain as
Astounding Stories of Super-Science, and later edited for Street and
Smith by F. Orlin Tremaine, had published most of Campbell’s fiction
of both sorts, Under his own direction, it evolved through decades of
change into the present Analog.

It became Campbell's voice, reflecting his original mind, his vast
curiosity, his eager sense of science reshaping the world. As editor, he
developed a fine sense of story and style. The writers he gathered or
discovered or trained are too numerous to list here, but they made the
next dozen years a golden age of science fiction.

At Street and Smith, the way to his office ran past rumbling presses,
through gloomy tunnels walled with enormous rolls of pulp paper, back
to the cluttered den where his assistant, Kay Tarrant, presided over .
manuscripts and artwork. He came in only once or twice a week, but
nearly always, there or at the family home across the Hudson in New
Jersey, writers were welcome. :

No editor was ever more helpful. He read every story submitted. Those
he rejected came back with useful comments, and many a letter
accepting one story also included ideas for another. (The mechanical
arflts in my latest novel, THE MOON CHILDREN, were an invention

of his, ) : :

Too few of us heard his stimulating talk, but his monthly editorials
were the man himself, always outspoken, sometimes deliberately
outrageous. In the latter years his opinions made -enemies.. He was .
attacked and ridiculed, I.think most unfairly.

Though I could never quite accept all his pronouncements on the possible
future of science and the best order of society and our proper human- .
roles, I could always accept his candor and good will., So could most of
his readers. Despite the criticism, Analog still leads the field. -

Campbell enjoyed a good duel of fact and logic for its own sake, but -
he held no grudges. No dogmatist, he was rather the Socratic teacher,
eager to test every position with shrewd debate but striving.always to = -
establish new truth. Beneath all the talk, I think he was inwardly shy.
In the course of the years, to paraphrase Poul Anderson's tribute in
Locus, I found him warm, gentle, often humorous, always kindly, ever
eager to share the miracles he had found in a world that now has one
miracle the less, -
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Although Astounding / Analog stands as his major monument, he created
another magazine, short-lived but not forgotten. That was Unknown.
Perhaps the inspiration came from H, G, Wells, but he transformed it.
Seen through his clear intelligence, the purely unbelievable became a
new sort of literature: the fantasy rationalized by means of its own strict
internal logic.

But science fiction was his life. For him, as for most of us, it was
something more than just another minor sub-literary genre. It was and
is international, climbing above all our tribal quarrels to see the world
whole. It is at least sometimes intelligent, looking through confusion
and indifference to explore our possible futures with some sanity. In its
own rising voice, which has strong accents of John Campbell, it speaks
for our survival,

As an innovative writer, but chiefly as a great creative editor, he filled
a place in science fiction that nobody else can occupy. It was Wells
who established and defined the genre. Hugo Gernsback named it.

John W, Campbell is the third major name in its history. He reshaped
it and taught a whole generation of its ablest craftsmen.

AS an old friend of John Campbell, and an old science fiction fan, I am
grateful for this volume and proud to be in it. I am personally in debt
to Campbell, not only for years of good reading, not only for editorial
inspiration, but for part of what I am. Because of him, I know the art
of fiction better, and I can see the changing world more truly. In the
whole domain of science fiction, we are all his debtors. In his death,
we have lost something of ourselves that we will never find again.

This book is a heartfelt elegy.

Portales, New Mexico
February 1972
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Introduction
John Bangsund

JOHN W, CAMPBELL died on 11th July 1971.

"Death, " says Lawrence Durrell's Pursewarden, "is a metaphor; nobody
dies to himself."” John Campbell, unlike the vast majority of humankind,
lives on in the hearts and minds of countless people, despite being beyond
our physical reach. He did not die to himself, and to us he is not dead -
as I think this book will amply testify.

The news reached Australia quickly, but oddly. Fred Patten in Los
Angeles mentioned it in an amateur magazine devoted to comics, a

copy of which went to John Ryan in Brisbane. John rang someone in
Sydney, who passed the news on to Robin Johnson (who had gone interstate
to meet the visiting American author, Jack Williamson). On his return,
Robin told me. I seat a circular to hundreds of science fiction fans in
Australia, and wrote to dozens of newspapers and magazines. From this,
from a subsequent article in "The Australian”, and from a meeting
organized by the Melbourne University Science Fiction Association," came
this book. The first response to my suggestion that Australians honour
John Campbell in this way came from George Tumer; the second from
John Pinkney, who read my letter in "Nation", sent me a telegram
immediately, talked to me and to others, and within a few days wrote
the article in the Melboume “Age" reprinted in this book.

The book actually started out as a special issue of my magazine,
"Scythrop”, but it soon became evident that there was far too much
material for a magazine issue. At this stage I appealed to Ron Graham
in Sydney for financial assistance, which he characteristically and most
generously provided. Ron is one of the few Australians who met John
Campbell, if only one of the many who admired him. His thoughts
about the man run too deep for words: that you are reading this, is Ron
Graham's tribute to the memory of John Campbell.

When 1 heard the news, on 19th July to be exact, I was unemployed, a
condition not unfamiliar to me. Eight days later I said what I have to



say about John Campbell, in a long rambling essay first published in
"Philosophical Gas", later shortened and revised for Andy Porter's
"Algol"”, and now finally revised for this book. This piece indicates
something about the nature of this book which should be mentioned
right from the start.

John Campbell, in his own way, and because it was his own way, was
a great man, Nothing that is said about him - and I believe there will
be a lot said about him, one way and another, for years to come - can
detract from what he did and what he was, From all that I have heard
and read about him, he was the kind of man who draws a circle which
includes you, even if the circle you draw excludes him. You will find
people in this book saying things about John Campbell which might not
be regarded as entirely complimentary, a lot that is irreverent, a little
that is uncompromisingly harsh,

That means that this book, whatever other shortcomings it might have,
is an honest book, I have the feeling that John Campbell would approve.
1 am only sorry that he cannot read what we have to say here; with a few
succinct comments from him it might have been a really good book, as
well as an honest one.,

I do not know what John Campbell's religious beliefs were, and will
refrain from mentioning mine, but I can just about imagine him in some
Elysian field right now, chatting with Homer, Euclid, Abelard, Veme,
Einstein, Shakespeare and a few other cronies, telling them gently where
they went wrong, and while they are scratching about for an answer,
listening in for a moment to what we are saying about him, and, the |
cigarette smoke curling about him, smiling to himself. .

Canberra .
October 1972 .
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A. Bertram Chandler

-ONLY. two nights before John Bangsund rang me to tell me the sad news,
Jack Williamson and his wife were guests at our house. After dinner we
all enjoyed the usual hate session, -and the ears of sundry publishers,
literary agents and editors must have burned. But there was one editor
about whom. none of us could say any ill. We all of us knew him,.all of

. us admired him. : "

I first met John Campbell in 1942. After the enury of the USA into the
Second World War, the ships of the Shaw Savill Line, in whose employ
I then was, strayed from their old-established UK=-Australasia tramlines
and visited what were to us exotic ports. New York was one of these.

As a faithful reader, of many years' standing, of John Campbell's
Astounding, I thought I would take the opportunity of meeting the Great
Man Himself. He received me with the courtesy that was an-integral
part of his make-up.. He suggested that I might like to try my hand at
writing for his magazine. ‘I thought he must be jokirig, but he insisted.
So the next time I was in New York I called round at his office.with a
4000 -word manuscript - "This means war" - which it had taken me all
of a fortnight painfully to peck out. ‘I said, .'I suppose I should leave
return postage with it..." .He assured me, 'Don't worry - I'll send it
back:' But he didn't. He sent a cheque instead. - -

During the remaining years of the war I became a regular contributor
. to Astounding, and made the cover twice - once with "Giant Killer",
and again with "Special Knowledge". Said John, of this second story,
- 'Chandler’s the only man who has ever got a hammer-and-sickle onto
the cover of Astounding:’ (That cover picture showed a large Russian
spaceship, waterbome, being towed by a fussy little side-wheeled
steam tug.)

And during those years, while Shaw Savill's ships were still running to



New York, I was a frequent guest at John's weekend house parties, at
which he played host to his writers. One amusing feature of these was
that the grog sessions always started in the huge, very comfortable living
room, but after the second drink at the very latest adjourned to the
basement, which was John's laboratory. There we would all play happily
with John's electronic toys. Among these was the fabulous record player.
There was one in the living room, too - but that was only a factory~-
made model. The one in the basement had been built by John himself.
With its components spread over the entire compartment, it seemed at
times as though the basement was the record player, or vice versa.

There was high fidelity combined (when required) with fantastic volume.
After all these years I am still amazed that Ravel's "Bolero”, in its

final stages, did not literally bring the house down. And as the music
played you could watch the sound track wiggling on the cathode ray
screen. Or, speaking or singing into a microphone, you could watch the
sound track of your own voice. Using the same microphone you could
sing along with any of the records.

One of the records = and one of John's favourites - was of a male voice
choir rendition of "Waltzing Matilda". For some reason he would always
. insist that I add my own voice to this one. I never dreamt that the day
would come when, sailing under the Australian flag, I should come to
think of "Matilda" as-my own national song.

Yes, those were good parties, and John was an excellent host. The talk
was always stimulating and, usually, productive. I say usually, because
there was one publishing venture discussed that never got past the
discussion stage: John, George O, Smith, Theodore Sturgeon and I
worked out all the details of a new magazine. a joint undertaldng.

be called "Dirty Stories”. :

John had a very dry sense of humour. On one occasion, in his office, I
was being introduced to another of the Street & Smith editors. "Chandler, "
said John, "writes his stories in the middle of a hurricane, with his
typewriter lashed to his desk. " Then he added: "And at times they
bloody-well look like it:" (This was after I had brought him-a manuscript
over which, somehow, a bottle of Guinness had been spilt,  He took it.)
On another occasion he was lecturing me on the various types of science
fiction. "Then there is the Costume Western. Instead of Dead Man's
Gulch you have Spaceport, Mars. Instead of a cowboy you have a -
spacemar. -Instead of a mustang you have a rocket. But essentially it's
only a Westem. " Then, pointing an accusing finger at me: "And you
write Costume Sea Stories.”

It is many years since I last saw. John. We exchanged occasional letters.

I wish now that I had kept his. In 1967 my wife visited the USA, and I
insisted that when in New York she should meet John Campbell. She did
so0, and was greatly impressed. . She said, adminngly. "He's the only man
who has ever been able to talk me into a corner.”

John could talk. He could have been an outstanding school-teacher. He
could make anything simple - in fact his very important wartime job was



the writing of textbooks on complicated electronic devices for the US
armed forces.

He could have been an outstanding school -teacher?

But he was just that, Every writer who ever worked for him leamt much
from him. He was a perfectionist. If he wanted a story, and if it fell
short of his standards, he would say, Take it away and do so-and-so and
such-and-such; this is your story, your idea and I want it from you: The
end result of all the rewriting was always worthwhile,

During his later years some of us liked his editorials, some of us did not,
but they were always intensely readable. He was often accused of being
reactionary, but I don't think he was. He just faced facts squarely. He
said, in effect, A fact may be unpleasant, but it won't vanish if you
pretend it's not there. He preached the sermon preached also by Kipling
in his "The Gods of the Copybook Headings". Perhaps this verse sums up
John's philosophy:

In the Carboniferous Epoch we were promised abundance for all,

By robbing selective Peter to pay for collective Panl;

But, though we had plenty of money, there was nothing our money could buy,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: "If you don't work you die. "

.In my younger days I admired Kipling as a craftsman but did not much
care for his ideology. Now I tend to come round to his point of view.
In so far as John Campbell was concemed, the Paddington-literary-gent
part of my make -up rather deplored his editorials, but the oonservaﬁve
shipmaster was apt to applaud each and every one. :

But I am talking about Campbell, not Kiplmg. and certainly not about -
myself. One last anecdote and I will finish, George O. Smith said to me
once, "The trouble with John Campbell is that he has no redeeming vices".
I wouldn't go quite as far as that myself, but I can and will say that Jobn.
in all and any seases of the words. was a good man.



Wynne Whiteford

I MET John W. Campbell Jr only once, in the spring of 1957. We were
together for only an hour, yet somehow he remains more alive in my
mind than many men I have known for years.

In some ways it was one of the most stimulating hours I have experienced;
stimulating not so much because of the things Camppell said or suggested,
but because of glimpses of the way he built up chains of thought.

The word “charisma" has been hammered so thoroughly over the last few
years that most of us have developed an allergy to it. If it exists at all,
John Campbell was one of the few people to possess it. This may have
been one of the-factors in his immense influence on the whole field of
science fiction, but it was only.one factor among many.

He played as vital a part in the evolution of science fiction as Hugo
Gernsback. Alfred Bester summed up this role very neatly when he said
that Campbell gave science fiction character, rescuing it in the 1930s
"from the abyss of space pirates, mad scientists, their lovely daughters
(wearing just enongh clothes to satisfy the postal authorities) and alien
fiends". Campbell burlesqued this type of story in one of his early
yams, “Space Rays", which was stocked with an incredible array of
gimmicks.

On first meeting John Campbell, the impression he made was one of
controlled coolness, clarity, justified egotism. Then, after he had talked
for a while, other sides of an extremely complicated personality began to
show out. You became aware of his enthusiastic love of life as he took
you to the windows behind his desk to show you what he called "the best
view you'll ever get of the United Nations”,

At the time, Street & Smith had a whole floor of a building at 216 East
45th Street, between Second and Third Avenue; from memory I think it
was about the twelfth floor. The parts near the elevators were devoted



to "Air Trails" and other S&S magazines, and after travelling on through
the "Astounding"” section you finished up in John Campbell's office in the
extreme south-east comer of the building, a big, high-ceilinged office,
with its south and east walls mostly windows looking out on the sharp,
clean verticals of the Manhattan skyline.

Nearby was the towering slab of the UN Secretariat Building, and below,
the Assembly Building with its large dome and two smaller domes rising
above a sweeping curve of roof. With a sudden burst of boyish laughter,
Campbell pointed out how this building always reminded him of a fat
man in a bath, with his stomach and knees showing above the water.

He had an extraordinarily free, spontaneous flow of ideas. I think I
could best describe his way of thinking as mentally uninhibited. Sure,

I know all inhibition is mental, but I'm not talking about the sort of
inhibition that is linked with social mores, I mean the kind of self-
imposed inhibition that makes you immediately kill the embryonic idea
for a ime travel story, let's say, because you "know " straight away that
it contravenes the laws of cause and effect. :

Campbell seemed to have the ability to focus all his actentionona
particular idea and extrapolate it in every possible direction, . without
looking for ways to chop it at the outset. You might call it a controlled
temporary suspension of the critical faculty. (A little before this time
he had actually built himself a Hieronymus Machine. I don't know
whether it ever really worked - but it might have, and he had been
willing to mry it.) :

He had a vivid, encyclopaedic memory that seemed to hold the past
alive and immediately available to him all the time. I mentioned a
story of his called "The Last Evolution”, which appeared in the éarly’
1930s, He remembered it at once, discussed the point it made and.went
into considerable detail explaining the way he had thought of it and built
it up. ) ' ) o

Someone said'a while ago of Norman Mailer that "even when you disagree
with him violently, he lights rockets”, and I think the same thing applied
to John Campbell. When the conversation swung in the direction of
possible race memory, inherited memory, he unfurled a theory that past,
present and future are all "there” right now, if you could only tune in on
them. Some people tune in on fragments of the past, some on fragments
of the future. I didn't believe this theory, and I doubt it he believed

it the next day, but that didn't matter.” What I found valuable was the
demonstration of the way Campbell could step for a time into a different
universe and ook at all its complexities and possibilities.

As I have said, we talked for only an hour, but somehow he packed more
into that hour than most people would put into a week, He did not, as
most of us do, "just talk” to fill in the vacant spaces between ideas.
With John Campbell, there seemed to be no vacant spaces.
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Rohin Johnson

JOHN CAMPBELL was Guest of Honour at the World Science Fiction
Convention in London in 1957, At this time he was one of my gods,
although I was not in fandom. I went along to the Convention hotel one
afternoon, trembling with expected anticlimax, but my knees finally
turned to jelly as I read the notice board outside the meeting room. 1
slunk out, to my present shame, and did not meet Mr Campbell until
eight years later, when the Worldcon'came again to London.

This time he was not the Guest of Honour, although anyone could have
been forgiven for not realizing it, judging by the press of people around
him all the time. I remember talking to him about the Hieronymus
Machine, and asking whether it was to be considered in the same light as
Thiotimoline. (You don‘t remember Thiotimoline? There were two
articles about it in Astounding way back when. One was called "The
Endochronic Properties of Resublimated Thiotimoline", and it dealt

with this chemical that reacted with water before it was added and...
Oh, look it up.) He was slightly horrified at the suggestion, and stated
that the Hieronymus Machine was dead serious. The discussion lasted
some-time among the other hangers-on, who seemingly were materialized
by Campbell out of thin air.

Although sorme of these hangers-on were American, some British and
some Continental, they presented a recognizable similarity: young,
eamest, polished shoes (with laces) and short hair. The subjects
discussed tended towards Campbell's well-known editorial predilecnons.
His not always respectful views on orthodox science and medicine were °
brought up and talked about, although it was often hard for him to find
anyone strong enough in mind and tongue thoroughly to sustain an
opposing view. I was reminded of this aspect of his discourses recently,
when Dr Paul Ehrlich, the Environmental Action and ZPG man, appeared
on television with an audience which after a couple of sallies made clear
that its sympathies were all with him, apart from a couple of obscurantists
he was able to destroy with deft economy. The difference was that



Campbell himself extrapolated his opponents’ ideas to their logical
absurdity, while Ehrlich allowed his opponents to dig their own graves.

I saw John Campbell twice subsequently, both times at Worldcons. On
home territory, in New York in 1967, the acolytes were even thicker on
the ground than in London. I made the ritual obeisance and brought up
Project Ozma, the attempt to listen in on extraterrestrial communications.
The conversation was diverted by the acolytes into what for me were
well-trodden paths, and just then Harlan Ellison walked by, so I left.

At Heidelberg in 1970, I did not see him until fairly late in the meeting.
He appeared on a discussion panel, disavowing any knowledge of German
greater than his knowledge of Late High Martian, but still managing to
produce a certain amount of good sense. Most of the time he was away
from the photographers' lights, and once or twice I glimpsed him even
away from the acolytes. And yet I never got around to going over to
talk to him, so the last memory I have of him is his accepting the Best
Professional Artist Hugo from John Brunner for Kelly Freas. He said:
“"Thank you. I think he deserved it, too, although I never vote in these
pols, * : 4

I have kept a London press-cutting from 1965. It describes Campbell as
“the man who drives minds to the end of their tether”. Anyone who has
encountered the man either in person or in his editorials will agree with
this description, And yet I never heard John Campbell say a word against
anyone personally, however much he might have held their views in
contempt. His verbal barbs were confined very exactly to their targets -
the way people thought, or did not think. - '
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Jack WoAdliams'

MR JOHN W, CAMPBELL is - I continue to think of him in the present
tense - the man who put me in business. The credit, or as some might
think, blame, is largely his. "Jack, lad,"” he says, "do not try to
lecture the customers, there's a good fellow. And the downbeat, tch
tch, such material unfortunauely abounds and is competitively excessive. "

A straight-talking man. generous with his encouragement, with a
humbling absence of condescension. Out of nowhere he picks this late~
comer from his slush-pile, He hears me. Lonely nobody calling, his

is the first ear to catch the piping, to be bothered to eliminate the static
and amplify the ne. He is John W, God, all right, as some call him,
and he answers prayers from me better than any other deity to date.

Ah, but he picks some good ones, some of the best, and, okay, let'us
admit, even he cannot win them all. So criticized? Yes, he is
criticized, and a lot more than most - because he is the biggest, he has
the greatest stature, the toughest hide, the gall, the nerve, the cheek -
the knowledge, the wisdom, the sensitivity and shrewd insight to wield
his power as a rapier rather than as a claymore.

How adroitly outrageous he can be. He can cruelly stab us from our
torpor with his shocking declamations, statements that can flagrantly
run counter to the most popularly held conceptions. On occasion he
sounds pro-war, pro-apartheid, pro-pollution and, at times, even
pro-crime and pro-cancer. There is nothing mean or tentative about
his jabs. He is a first-rate psychologist and he sinks his barbs into just
the right places - and derives great pleasure from listening to the
resultant howls. His apparent sadism can be forgiven perhaps, for what
he conducts is a form of psychic acupuncture, and he knows full well
that arousing ire in controversy is a thousand times better seller than a
voice in the pack. The solo singer always eams more than the boy in the
chorus, right? - and Mr C. sure has the knack of putting a stirring song
across.



He makes people think. This is his aim. His motive is not to win
adherents to Campbell-thought, of a style equivalent to Mao-thought,
no, oh great heavens forbid, no: To refute him requires thought, and if
he achieves this then, lo: he succeeds mightily.

A great man, period. He is as a Churchill in this sf fleld. Me, he has
even me thinking contrarily, evaluating oppositely, to in surprise discover
reason, good reason, to disapprove causes generally thought worthy. As
an instance, because of him, my lifelong but unthought plaudits to the
goals of feminine equality and emancipation have recently undergone an
abrupt about-tum. Now I am staunchly anti women 's-1lib - and I have
some well thought out reasons to back my opinion, believe me.

This is not Mao-think but Campbell-think, which essentially is a process
to defy processing. We are urged to cease swallowing wholesale the
thinking of others, to instead do our own thinking, that we so might
come to truly have our very own arrived conclusion, to know personally,
and why. He creates opinions where none before exists.

Mine is no time for dead men. There is no epitaph. Like Z, he lives -
anywhere where the odds are of no consequence against the challenge
that may be made by the mind of man,

13
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John Pinkney

FOR a pulp magazine, Astounding Science Fiction commanded a
remarkably prestigious audience. Albert Einstein was a devoted
subscriber. So were Edward Teller and Wernher von Braun, who now
heads the Apollo project. '

Launched in 129 as a bug-eyed monster book, Astounding slowly
evolved under John W, Campbell’s idiosyncratic editorship into an arena
for inspired alien logic games and exwrapolation, The magazine's effect
on our present starward-looking world has proved profound.

Astounding - later, and less luridly, titled Analog - became a cerebral
playground for engineers, physicists, philosophers. It circulated most
widely in universities and American "technology towns". Ideas mooted
in its pages were tried, and (sometimes) made to work. Science was
imitating art. Contributors included L. Sprague de Camp, whose
oxygen-system designs were incorporated into the astronauts’ moonsuits;
Professor Isaac Asimov; Arthur Clarke, inventor of the TV satellite.
Astounding broadened the intellectual horizons of thousands of young
people. In many cases (ask around the Houston space centre) the
magazine was to change their lives,

Now from the US news has arrived of editor John W, Campbell's death.
And it's rumoured that his Socratic, catalytic magazine will perish with
him,

Critic John Bangsund has correctly asserted that, as a source of inspiration
to scientists, Campbell ranked with Verne and Wells. Rocket engineer
Hermann Oberth recalls, when 11 years old, reading FROM THE EARTH
TO THE MOON six times - "until I knew it by heart, and understood also
to what end I must dedicate my life”. Later, Oberth became a subscriber
and letter writer to the idealistic Astounding. The magazine helped him
keep his lunar goal in sight.

To the didactic Campbell the journal‘s most important role was that of



subterranean educator, shatterer of conventional thought patterns. In
dozens of commissioned stories, authors hammered a favourite Camp-
bellian theme: that man must be forever on guard against the blinkering
effects of his education - that the innocent may sometimes probe more
swiftly to a puzzle's nub than the expert. One fruit of Campbell’s
propaganda was the Rand Think Tank, in which seemingly insoluble
problems are exposed to unclouded scrutiny by outsiders.

Thousands of pre-teenagers (and I was one) first bought Astounding on the
strength of its rocketship covers. We thereupon discovered, possibly with
more bemusement than delight, that a new phase in our education had
begun. Van Vogt's WORLD OF NULL-A introduced us to the concept of
non-Aristotelean logic - prompting curiosity about the conventional
Aristotelean kind., We read about entropy, learned on alien planets
lessons in semantics, anthropology, information theory.

For me, Astounding opened windows which as a twelve-year-old time
server at school I hadn't known existed. John Campbell was my first

real teacher. And, like many teachers, an incurable pedant. Wrote

Poul Anderson: "If you're simply interested in money, you don't write for
Campbell. No sale is a simple transaction. He prints the story, pays you,
then weeks later sends a long, closely reasoned letter explaining why some
scientific aspect couldn’t work."

Campbell had strong opinions on everything. Freud, he believed, did
the West great damage - "generalizing from an Austrian cultural sub-
group at a most prudish moment in history”. And in 1944 (perhaps
unreasonably) Campbell damned the US Government for repressive
censorship. Officials had enraged him by withdrawing from sale that
celebrated Astounding containing Cleve Cartmill's coincidental short
story about the still-secret atomic bomb.

Play, for children, is a serious affair. Everything they do is a preparation
for adulthood. ' The same, in a racial sense, can be said of Campbell's
Astounding. It, too, was a diversion, a form of play. But also, it was a
small rehearsal for man's future, among the stars.

= Reprinted from The Age,
Melboume, 14th August 1971

15



16

Donald H.Tuck

JOHN WOOD CAMPBELL: to me the man is a name, a figure who wrote
science fiction and who had just begun editing a magazine when I first
was caught by the science fiction bug. The year was 1938 and I was a
teenager. I had just been trapped by that "sense of wonder” and I ate
and breathed science fiction. I walked to town to save twopence as a
step towards accumulating sixpence for the next purchase - a remaindered
sf magazine from America.

I cut my teeth on Thrilling Wonder Stories, and in chasing back issues of
this rather flamboyant periodical came across the patter and interplay of
two characters - Penton and Blake. (More recent readers will have met
them in the Ace paperback, THE PLANETEERS,) These were probably .
pot-boilers, but nevertheless were part of the background of sf for me.
Then in 1939 I came across mint copies of Astounding Scieng:e Fiction
(the July issue was the first) at 1s3d, and my horizon of science fiction
was further enlarged. Astounding was never remaindered in Tasmania,
but I picked up a few second-hand copies later.

Over a period I gradually read more and more by John Campbell. In
Melbourne in late 1941 I accumulated a considerable quantity of back
issues, and such stories as the Arcot, Morey and Wade series came to
my notice. Before this I had read THE CONTEST (CONQUEST) OF
THE PLANETS and UNCERTAINTY, though I found the latter somewhat
involved in its “science”.

John Campbell wrote science fiction that was aptly true to the genre -
wonderful scientific inventions with appropriate adventure. They are

not stories that will live, except for a number that appeared in Astounding
in the mid-1930s under his "Don A, Start” pseudonym. These were mood
stories, and the most noted of them is of course “Who Goes There?"

This is a yarn as eerie as one would wish to read, about a creature that
can assume human form. The film based on it = THE THING - was



different, but Wog Hockley and I had to go and see it about 1950. Wog,
a Melboume fan and collector, and I went to a midnight screening...
Well, we walked back to his home in South Yarra about 3,30am, and I
think if Jack the Ripper had been after us we couldn’t have been more
edgy. So much for the power of imagination, and the atmosphere and
feeling the film engendered in us. Roger Dard commented that one scene
had been censored, where “the thing" hangs up dead humans as slabs of
meat. I was just as glad I didn’t see it.

The importance of Campbell, however, is as an editor. He shaped the
field for over thirty years. He took over the editorship of Astounding
Stories with the October 1937 issue (changing the title to Astounding
Science Fiction in March 1938), and edited all issues of Unknown Worlds
(March 1939 -October 1943). The much-debated title change from
Astounding to Analog Science Fiction - Science Fact occurred with the
February 1960 issue.

Now let me make a confession. Do you know I got a number of Unknowns
in 1939 and 1940 and let them pass through my hands as not being of any
interest? Well, I soon leamnt my lesson. Odd references to that great
magazine during the war years whetted my appetite, and I was able to
reclaim all I had passed along previously. I went about completing the
set, and finally did so in the early 1950s, paying $3 or so for several
wartdme issues. The set is by no means in perfect condition, but I am
proud of it and will not part with it. My Astoundings and Analogs are
also complete, and what a wealth of reading there is in them! I could go
into rhapsody for some pages, but I will just mention certain aspects that
stand out in my mind. ‘

John Campbell did not take over a magazine of ill repute. Under the
previous editor, F, Orlin Tremaine, Astounding had been the strongest of.
the science fiction trio (the others being Wonder Stories and Amazing
Stories) in the mid-30s. Naturally he continued with the Tremaine .
stable of writers - fostering authors like E, E, Smith and J, Williamson -
but then at the turn of the 40s he introduced writers who made the
"Golden Era" (at least for reviewer Thomas Sheridan, or Walt Gillings).
Look at those names: Asimov, del Rey, Heinlein, Sturgeon, van Vogt,
Hubbard, Jameson. Then in the latter war years he managed to retain
top ranking with such writers as Kuttner (writing as Padgett), R, F. Jones,
Hull, George O. Smith and Cartmill. Then began his modern era, with
Clement, Simak, Leiber, Chandler, and a new flock of writers at the
tum of the 50s = Anderson, Schmitz, Tean, Nourse and others. One can
almost build up a complete Who's Who of sf from the pages of Astounding
and Analog.

I think I like and admire Campbell most for sticking to the publishing of
science fiction for these thirty-odd years. Yes, he pulled some blunders -
his backing of Hubbard’s Dianetics, the Dean Machine and so on. His
editorials were nearly always pertinent to everyday living and provocative.

Farewell, John Campbell. Iam afraid science fiction will never be the
same without you.
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Christine McGowan

THE NEWS could have been broken to me a little less brutally. Good
Master Handfield hove into view one moming recently, and as a casual
introduction to his‘planned topic of conversation said, "You know
Campbell died the other day..."

I believe I said, "Not that Campbell?”, he nodded, and then I shrieked,
"But he can t diel"

I have shrieked the very same inanity befote. It came welling up from
my mental depths when Norman Lindsay died, and Bertrand Russell, and
Charmian Clift. It didn"t come in response to the demise of Harold Holt,
or Robert Kennedy, or my own well-loved grandfather. We carry |
mortality with us, and others sense it, and that makes a little more -
palatable the bitter truth that we all must die. :

But there are some men whom we know only through their work. ‘men
who are great because they have breathed something of themselves into
their creations, so that while the memory of man lasts their mortality is
transcended. .

I started- to read Analog only a year ago, and never did like it much, but
the editorials were worth the price of the magazine. Campbell was an
argumentative old coot (strange, I had never thought of his age; it never
seemed to show), and his stiffnecked, brilliant argument could provoke
to fury.

Now he is silenced, and Analog orphaned, and fandom bereaved. Yet I
think he is not dead. ’

"Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.”



dock McHenna

JOHN'S note regarding the death of John Campbell kicked me in the guts.
I don't care what was wrong with the man - I loved and admired what
was right about him, and for me that was most things.

It seems so pointless now, doesn't it, being unhappy about the name
Analog, as I was (and still am),

I suppose my main pleasure in Campbell was emotional rather than
cerebral, but it was pleasure. Iremember during the 50s re-reading
some early sf to see how it stood up to contemporary stuff, and was
appalled by. 99% of it; indeed I gave up the project for that reason.

But one of the few stories that still lived, and one I thoroughly enjoyed,
was Campbe]l s serial CONTEST/CONQUEST OF THE PLANETS. E. E.
Smith’s stuff was embarrassing.

I remember the intense enjoyment of those early Unknowns. We have
Campbell to thank for the whole modem adult fantasy bit. And what
about Cartier? I'll always feel grateful to Campbell for the superb art-
work he published throughout his edltorship. _

His non-séience editorials killed me, I suppose for the reason made
clear by John Foyster in Australian SF Review no.4 - that Campbell set
up straw men and then attacked them furiously.

Perhaps the proof of his rightness, his greamess, lies in the unbeaten
success of Astounding/Analog - in spite of, or perhaps because of. the
things he did and the causes he espoused. P s
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dohn Alderson

THE death of John W. Campbell comes at a most inopportune time. I
was just getting him around to seeing what wonderful stories I write, so
much so that with the last one he wrote a personal letter and told me to
send more. The more disappointing as a day or two ago I dragged out
two airmail letters from my box with "Analog” stamped impressively on
them, and instead of containing much-needed cheques they contained
news of his death and a request for information as to what to do with the
two stories they have. As if I want them to do anything other than
accept, pay for and publish them: ‘ C

Campbell has piloted Analog through a long history, and kept it afloat
where others have sunk. I greatly appreciate his business head, that
down-to-earthness that others have lacked. Yet despite Analog's good
showing, the number of “retumed” copies that unscrupulous distributors
dump remains a major cost factor. One can imagine the still heavier
burden that rests on other sf magazines whose business affairs are less
efficient, 'This factor, more than anything-else (including the frustration
of not getting one's copy at the newsagent because some knave has
dumped fifty thousand in Mexico City), is killing the magazines. Here
is room for a real, honest and efficient distributor. That Campbell
succeeded here ‘where others failed is no small measure of his greatess.

This same down-to-earthness was the basis of his story selection. He
was a practical man; indeed the greatest fault of some of the stories used
in Analog was their getting lost in details. He believed in a scientific
basis, but withial this basis was'narrow. He eschewed psychology,. yet
his editorials consistently dealt with sociological sciences and were as
consistently astray. Well he could mistrust these "sciences” - he just
didn‘t understand them - but he was certainly wrong in dismissing them.
Still, for all that, he wanted to know how the situation brought about by
the story affected human beings. And this is the important thing.
Outside of his influence, science fiction has run wild and is out of this
world in more ways than one. The important thing remains, and must



always remain, that the value of a story is in its human interest, not in
the idea behind it. This is not to say that all sf outside Analog is on the
wrong ack, As Isaid, there were sciences John Campbell neither
appreciated nor understood.

The other obvious obsession of Campbell's was ESP. Extra-sensory
perception does exist, and as the ability to perceive this is somewhat
hereditary, and as the Campbells are a West of Scotland clan where
"second sight" flourishes, JWC did possess some and did do his own
experimenting on the subject. But he seems to have missed the basic
scientific principle underlying most of it, and consequently I think some
of his contributors took him for a ride. Certainly they added nothing to
the understanding of it. It is surprising that Campbell should have
accepted ESP in view of his rejection of other "soft" sciences and his
demand that science should be able to predict. Since he was educated
in an era when scientists believed that everything could be explained in
material terms, his belief in ESP is something mighty added to the
strength of the man. Certainly I hope that his removal hence will not
stop speculation on this fascinating subject.

To my mind, science fiction has reached the point where change is
inevitable. What it may be I don’t know, but I trust it will be exciting.
If it is not, the genre will die. Campbell was with us a long time and I
hope that he will be remembered for the good he has done: I would not
have it "interred with his bones".

"Whose is the shadow that stalks beside King William's flag?
Glenlyon never threw it, nor the feeble chief Argyle...
Take the screaming eagle and put him in a bag:
Breadalbyn's power goes slowly up the deepening defile. "

Campbells all: John W. Campbell has added a little more lustre to an
ancient and talented clan.

An rud a nithear gu math, chithear a bhuil.
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Eric Harries-Harris

IT IS many years since I bought Analog regularly. I doubt whether the
famous Campbell editorials would mean much to me now. Before I
dropped out of the ranks of regular readers, I recall being infuriated at
the abysmal ignorance, literary, scientific and otherwise, shown in

those editorials. - I boiled over at a misquotation from Shakespeare which
Campbell thought came from the Old Testament. Then there was the
Dean machine fiasco - remember it? - in which he urged the US
government to make a submarine available for conversion into a space
ship, which would use a drive based on-a mechanical paradox that any
high school student should be capable of proving impossible.

It is a tribute to his editorship, that I should still have com:mued to read
his magazine avidly despite all that twaddle.

All that rubbish only reinforced my long-established rule of keeping
science fiction and science fact in separate, leak=proof mental compart=-
ments. Isaac Asimov shows superb control of this principle - and he is
an Analog writer,

But that, of course, is simply not the end of it. Let me say that Analog
and the old Astounding before it have given me hours and hours of
pleasure, and this must be the true test of a good editor. John Campbell
was one of the best, It was no mean feat to stay in business in one of
the most rapidly changing forms of literawre, particularly when it was
breaking through from the pulp stage to hard-covers and respectability.

I am often appalled at the disillusionment which the re-screening of
my favourite old films causes me. There is no doubt in my mind that
we all fail to realize that we are developing creatures, not static.
That we should think we are static is a trick, an illusion our incorrect
attitude towards Time has given us. What was ideal in 1960 is not
appreciated in the same way by the same mind in 1970, and so on. If
1 could tumn the clock back and return to the me of 1950, no doubt



Campbell’s editorials would have the same impact as they did then, but
I am not that person any more.

This applies with tremendous force when revisiting old haunts. The
places are shabbier, smaller. We search in Space for something located
in Time, and it is always sad. So it is with John Campbell, and I
suppose all tributes are sad in this way. When we appraise what was,
we do it from the restrictions of here and now.

But if tribute brings nostalgia then that, too, is a form of success.

When I examine the feelings the words "science fiction" bring unbidden
to me, it is not of lying curled up with Verne and Wells (bless 'em),

nor of running down the road with my Saturday pocket money to invest

in the latest issue of Scoops, with its inevitable rocket ship on the cover.
No, it is of the self-conscious era of teen-age. The introvert who walked
past the bookshop until it was empty, before buying the latest Astounding.
The youth who was annoyed at the three -part serials because they were

in three parts, who disliked the needless and generally pointless illustrations
(remember the ones they used for the book reviews and the letters to the
editor?) and the score cards for the best stories.

But all that is in the past. Who needs Analog now, with cheap, glossy
paperbacks that sell on the mostly lurid covers, .or on the superlatives of
the reviewers, or the synopsis (Christ, they've dragged out that theme
again.), -or just the author's name?

No, science fiction and fantasy have arrived. It's big money now - all
of it, good, bad and indifferent, with the larger bulk of it indifferent.
This means the end of the specialist magazine, and the demise of John
Campbell seems to underline it fittingly. Oh,.I have no doubt that
Analog will go on, as does Blackwood"s; there will always be enough
aficionados in a country the size of America to keep it going.

But, call it what they will, it is the end of an era. It has been coming
for a long while. I would put the first death-rattle at the changing of
the magazine®s name from Astounding to Analog, and its desperate,
sterile marriage to science fact. -

John Campbell is dead. Long live science fiction!
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R. Leo Gunther

IN THE material John Campbell sent to our magazine, the Australian
Electronics Experimenters Bulletin, was the same commonsense approach
to electronics as he applied to a variety of phenomena. This approach
is amply documented in his editorials, and John even exchanged some
acrimonious correspondence with Electronics Australia a few years ago.
As usual, the latter concerned topics on the edge of nominal scientific
insight, and was received most skeptically by the editor of that joural.

The main thing about John was that he looked at the world as an aware
person, attempting to draw conclusions wherever they mightlead, I
have not always been scientifically sympathetic with those ideas, but
have respected the intellectual integrity behind them. And some of
John's ideas have disturbed my scientific complacency deeply.

You see, we in the physical sciences tend to think of Science with a
capital S, Occasionally my students are shocked when I explain that a
hypothesis is simply a guess, sometimes enlightened, sometimes not. -
Too often we believe that our guesses bear a divine imprint, that our
data are exhaustive, We treat Science as a sacred cow.

John Campbell often attempted to puncture that sacredness, and in
particular to challenge a basic tenet of the scientific method - that data
must be universally and unfailingly reproducible to allow the deduction
of a scientific conclusion. Even where random events appear to defy this
dictum, we have applied the persuasive methods of statistics, and in this
century the remarkable tools of statistical mechanics as applied to
atomic phenomena. The fact remains that, as presently constituted,

the scientific method is unable to address itself adequately to the problem
of data not necessarily reproducible on demand nor reliably. Thus
modern science takes at best an agnostic view of psychokinetic phenomena
in spite of a wealth of apparent data. To the breaking of this barrier,
John devoted much of his literary effort.



In retrospect I am not altogether convinced that this debunking of
scientific rigidity is desirable, although I am firmly in agreement with
the maximum extension of awareness by every individual. The
unpleasant fact remains that the progress of intellectual endeavour since
the Renaissance has placed in man's hands an increasingly powerful
ability to manipulate an environment for which he has become progres-
sively less well adapted. If the field of psychokinesis should become
established scientifically (merely by a modest re~definition of the
scientific method), I dread to think how we would pervert it - and not
least militarily.

In any event, John Campbell was an aware person, and he liked to
formulate the world in terms of commonsense. He enjoyed our maga~-
zine, perhaps because that is our goal, too.
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Henry D. Couchman

JOHN CAMPBELL and Astounding were and still are synonymous. The
character of Astounding was uniquely his creation, and by it he moulded
the tastes of an entire generation of readers.

The America of John Campbell and Astounding was a land of free
enterprise and unlimited individual opportunity. The legend of log
cabin to White House, tiger to tycoon, motivated white American youth
for the entire period between the wars, and it exerted a major influence
on Mr Campbell; not only was it a major theme in his editorials, but it
bore strongly on his editorial policy and consequently upon the content
of Astounding.

The concept of free enterprise is directly parallel to the theory of
Natural Selection - that those individuals who are most competitively
able will succeed and survive, and those with lesser competitive
abilities will be discarded. A corollary which is accepted in such a
society is that those who do not achieve success are not to be pitied for
their lack of ability, nor to be succoured by the more fortunate, but to
be condemned for their failure to succeed.

John Campbell frequently demonstrated this attitude in his editorials.
He was concemed that social welfare or any assistance of the defective
or handicapped elements of human society defeated the principles of
Natural Selection and would lead to the loss of individual excellence
in a swamp of mediocrity - in other words, that the masses of the
unsuccessful living on relief would outbreed the intelligent minority
which had fought its way to the top. He was particularly critical of
those persons who would not help themselves and sought support from
a socialistic society. In this attitude, as in many others, he
represented an immense body of technically -educated middle-class
people forming a very large body of American opinion, perhaps most
easily characterized by craft workers such as those in the American
Federation of Labor or white -collar unions, and by the lower echelons
of the professional classes.



The essential difference between Mr Campbell and all the other editors
and controllers of science fiction publications was that his education and
qualification was technological, not literary. More recently established
magazines have been staffed by persons of literary competence. John
Campbell was concerned with scientific competence, not only with
science fiction but with science fact. Even before his appointment as
editor at the end of 1937 he had established two fundamental features of
the magazine which remain to the present day - the column, "Brass
Tacks”, and factual articles on scientific matters. While "Brass Tacks"
might be said to resemble the readers’ columns of many similar maga-
zines, closer examination reveals a consistent policy to make it an
arena for scientific discussion.

His America was a country where the do-it-yourself revolution had
occurred a generation and a war earlier than it emerged in Britain or
Australia, where the most widely read journals were Popular Mechanics
and similar publications. Consequently the appeal of Astounding was
much increased when, in his first major editorial action, he changed
the name from Astounding Stories to Astounding Science Fiction in March
1938. In that issue he stated:
Science is the gateway to the future; its predictions alone can
give us some glimpse of times to come. Therefore we are
adding Science to our title, for the man who is interested in
Science must be interested in the Future and appreciates that
the old order not only does change but must change.
This concern for the future and for a modicum of scientific consistency
in the stories distinguished Astounding, and still distinguishes Analog,
from all other magazines of this class,

He was an iconoclast, a Don Quixote, whose creed was that the validity
of every accepted theory was open to challenge, that a theory does not
constitute a truth, This questioning of scientific authority stimulated
critical thought and enhanced the standing of the magazine. It also led
to his acceptance of Dianetics and of other more open questions such as
dowsing and the effect of the moon and planetary bodies on the weather.
The basic policy of science fact led to the change of name to Analog,.
Earlier it had resulted in a major triumph - the seizure of a wartime
issue containing an article on atomic energy which was thought too
accurate for publication. A triumph of a different sort was the article
on thiotimoline - a most successful hoax.

The value of the factual articles was very varied, ranging from
Asimov's popularizations to detailed technological articles with
substantial content. The articles that appeared in the early days of
electronic computers are now of the utmost value to anyone interested
in the structure and development of the first generation machines, and
the principles and ideas governing subsequent improvements.

Astounding is John Campbell’s monument. A pulp magazine may seem
a very ephemeral monument, but Astounding, because of Campbell,
will remain a social and factual document essential to the study of the
popularization of science in this century,
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While the other magazines were and are published as avenues for
escapist reading, John Campbell sustained throughout his editorial years
the policy that Astounding should also stimulate thought. He had to
compromise with the requirements necessary to achieve a satisfactory
circulation; nevertheless, even under those conditions, he maintained
his basic attitudes - science fact, scientific consistency in the stories,
and stimulation of thought as an overall aim. ‘

I never met or wrote to Mr Campbell. From his editorials I know that
we had little in common, and that for many of his opinions I have little
respect. Yet, since John Campbell and Astounding are synonymous, my
obituary is for both. My personal loss resides in the fear that his death
will lead to a change of editorial policies which will be disastrous for
all of us who have been his faithful readers for many years.



George Turner

JOHN W.CAMPBELL: WRITER, EDITOR, LEGEND

WITH the death of John Campbell science fiction loses the most
towering and influential figure of its erratic, fascinating and vociferous
career. Like him, hate him, praise him or flay him, he remains at
stage-centre, commanding your respect even while you finger your
overripe egg.

He commanded - and still commands - respect because, whatever you
may think of the results, he lived in the heart of the sf turmoil and did
more than any other to tame, direct and educate its surges and flailings.

John Campbell and I came upon sf at much the same time, in its
magazine baby days; he would have been my senior by not too many
years. When I read his first story I was.an adolescent gulper of wonders
and he was an older teenager studying at MIT and writing to pay for the
car his father had decreed must be purchased by his own effort.

He probably got the car in short order, even with the author rates paid
in those austere days, for he was prolific and immediately popular.

THE WRITER |

John Campbell's fiction is, with one extraordinary exception, not
outstandingly memorable. Its importance lies in what he did with it.

He cannot be considered a good writer, though in later years he
achieved a pounding and highly individual style. His own famous
editorial on literary virtues and sf is sufficient to demonstrate the
limits of his horizons. Yet he became, in practice, more competent -
even more artistic - than his declared values would seem to permit.
There were many such inconsistencies in the man.

The first Campbell story 1 ever read was "When the atoms failed”, in 29
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Amazing Stories about forty years ago. It was, I think, his first story
published, (This is reminiscence in flow, and I shall not stop for
pedantic check of date and detail.) Iremember little of it, save that
the action was laid on Mars, the heroes were the beloved super-
scientists of our youth, and I liked it. It was followed quickly by a
sequel, "The metal horde”, relating the sad fate of an invasion from
Venus, and notable for its featuring super-mass-production, a theme he
returned to several times in the early tales. Activity on the grandest
scale fascinated him - and us - in that unsophisticated time.

Soon came "Piracy preferred”, a 20 000 word novella, the first of the
Arcot, Morey and Wade stories, which swung him to the top of the sf
tree. It contained, as did all Campbell stories, an original "scientific”
idea - in this case the hamessing of molecules for motive power by
forcing every particle in a body to regiment its random motion into a
single direction. It got rid of the acceleration problem also.

In the sequel, "Solarite”, he had some ideas about invisibility, and in
this connection there entered on the scene the biggest name in sf of the
day - "Skylark” Smith. In the Amazing Stories “Discussions” column
they argued Campbell's point that spraying an invisible ship with paint
would render it visible. Smith, fresh from his triumph with SPACE-
HOUNDS OF IPC, said No; Campbell, entrenched in his MIT training,
argued Yes. 1 forget who won, if either, but the battle served to plant
young Campbell firmly in the minds of the readers. Whoever could do
battle with the redoubtable Doc Smith and emerge w1th typewriter
unscratched must be someone to watch.

And so he was.

In "The black star passes”, third of the series, he devised lux metal,
formed of solid photons, then capped the lot with his two full-length
novels, ISLANDS OF SPACE and INVADERS FROM THE INFINITE, both
in Amazing Stories Quarterly. The motivating force of the series was
the search for ever greater sources of power. In the last book, the good
ship Thought was powered by conventional sourcés (we called it atomnic
energy in those days), hotted up'by time compression and directed by
thought, giving practically infinite speed and energy potential. And
that seemed about the limit in novelty until Smith returned with the
inertialess drive.

All these were as plotless as stories can be. ‘The héro invented a
super-gadget, took off for space and had adventures, invented a fresh
super-gadget every few thousand words, and returned home just in time
to take off in the sequel. The characters were sticks, the incidents
stock, the writing corny, and everything was as gigantic, imponderable,
catastrophic and coruscating as even Smith could envision for his own
eplcs. :

The tales make heavy going now, but they represent a’culminating
point in science fiction history, Campbell himself knew their
deficiencies, but noted in his introduction to the Ace reprint that they



had a "youthful exuberance". This is perhaps their fitting epitaph, and
not a bad one.

He followed them with "Beyond the end of space” and "Uncertainty",
but the day of Garganwa was done. With INVADERS FROM THE
INFINITE he had stretched super-technological fantasy as far as the
physics of the day could allow. Unintentionally he had put an end to
an era in sf. A change of direction was needed.

His last work for Amazing Stories was "Mother world”, It was still full
of gadgetry, but the mood was softer and the writing taking on a little
quality and force. "Don A, Stuart” was in gestation, though not to be
born for some years yet.

Perhaps his style no longer suited Amazing's policy, for he then switched
to a respectable collection of novellas for Wonder Stories and its satellite
magazines. The ideas were still original and exciting but more down to
earth, and he showed some attention to plot and meaning,

THE MIGHTIEST MACHINE, in the up-and-coming Astounding Stories,
was his final full-length venture into super-technology. Thereafter the
orientation changed. He cast off the old Campbell style completely
and emerged as “Don A, Stuart”,

Despite his later fulminations against “establishment” criticism and
conceptions of good writing, he had ideas of his own on the subject,
and these were in essence quite conventionally literate. He lacked . -
literary training, but the instincts were there and now came to the
surface.

Having written the super-power period of sf out of a job, he set out,
quite deliberately, to change the face of the genre. F. Orlin Tremaine,
editor of Astounding, had under rein a stable of writers competent
enough by the standards of the day - Williamson, Weinbaum, Simak,
Schachner, Gallun and others - but these were still hobbled by the
Gemsback conventions within which they were raised. He had a

vision of a new sf, and if writers could not be prodded or coaxed into .
producing it, then they must be shown how.. Start, an immediate

and resounding success, must have been a godsend to Tremaine. Later
he made Campbell an assistant editor.

To his lasting credit, Campbell had done one of the most dangerous -
and unnerving things a writer can attempt: he had discarded his natural
style and moulded himself a new one. Between Campbell and Stuart
there was no observable connection until the deception was finally
revealed. ,

As Stuart he produced stories w1th impact, stories at once recognized
as the work of a major prophet of change in the genre = "Dead .
Knowledge", "Forgetfulness”, "Twilight” and many more. He even
med his attention to fantasy. with a quite creditable short novel.
THE ELDER GODS, .
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True to his basic form, each of these tales featured an idea new to sf or
an unexpected view of an old one, for he had a full gift of imagination;
But Stuart did not feature gimmickry for its own sake; these were ideas
about the possibilities of the mysterious universe, not mere attempts to
crack the sky with power.

Stylisncally they were nearly unique in their day. Looking back, we

can trace the influences of Merritt, Williamson and others of the

yeaming super-beautiful school, but Campbell pruned away the wordi-
ness and striving for mind-shattering effect, supplanting it with a simple,
lucid prose and carefully chosen language. Eventually he outgrew these
influences also, and reached his personal perfection in "Who goes there?",
surely one of the harshest and most dramatically effective novellas in the
genre. If he never quite outgrew his literary weaknesses - the occasional
brashness, the too-pervasive soulfulness - he succeeded despite them by
sheer ingenuity and an instinctive compactness of thought.

Theodore Smrgeon referred to the Stuart stories as "basic science fiction"”
and this was, in a different sense, true. They were Campbell's base for
a revolution.

That the revolution succeeded is history, and his work was done. "Don
A. Stmart" zetired, and Editor Campbell wrote little fiction thereafter.
He had other wars to wage.

THE EDITOR

When Campbell succeeded Tremaine as editor of Astounding, radical
change became his target. He has been loaded with the entire credit

for the revolution he headed, but this is at least unfair to his predecessor,
who had been similarly dissatisfied and had done much to prepare the
ground, An earlier editor, Harry Bates, had also written stories to
demonstrate his ideas and had influenced his writers'to pay more
attention to the literary virtues of style and presentation. And there
Campbell was in luck; the time was ripening and he was the man on the
spot to direct the harvest. Take nothing away from him on the ground
of luck; there was much yet to do, and he buckled to the job of doing it.

For a year or so he achieved a little slowly. Old names faded and new
ones made cautious appearances. A more flexible and thoughtful sf
appeared as writers tried to follow his lead. Then, in a period of two
or three years, he was presented with the golden chance he needed and
deserved.

The prolific Henry Kutmer, purveyor of goshwow extraordinary, :
revamped himself, took C. L. Moore to wife, and with her became the
inimitable Lewis Padgett; L. Sprague de Camp lumbered into view wuh
his store of intellectual curiosities; Robert Heinlein popped from :
nowhere with a basketful of new and individual tales; A.E. Van Vogt -
turned the technological thriller upside down and gave it new life;
Theodore Sturgeon moved in with immediate authority; and Isaac



Asimov began, inconspicuously at first, the career which was to make
him one of the most successful and in some ways most extraordinary
figures in the sf scene.

Campbell recognized his luck and made the most of it. With a
successful magazine on his hands he was free to experiment and innovate,
And, strangely, his first tum was towards. fantasy.

The so-practical, so-factal mind opened a crack to display a keen
appreciation of the possibilities, hilarious or macabre, of witches and
warlocks, vampires and leprechauns, pentagrams and bottled djinni,
mermaids and things abump in the night. Unknown was born, so titled
because its contents were to be unpredictable. He tried, with every
variety of fantasy, to keep them so.

But even here sf was not far from his mind. He preferred his fantasy
logical and clear~cut, and much of the content of Unknown could have
sat on either side of the fence., The first issue contained Russell's
SINISTER BARRIER, complete. (Seventy thousand words, plus short
stories; They were fat issues way back when.) Heinlein's "Jonathan
Hoag" also appeared there, and de Camp quite typically made the best
of both worlds by putting magic on a scientific basis.

It is possible that this fusion of science fiction and fantasy provided the
springboard for the frightening proliferation of styles and sub-genres that
bedevils us today. Fritz Leiber's first Grey Mouser story appeared in
Unknown, but neither he nor Campbell could have foreseen the disgraces
of sword-and-sorcery that would later invade sf,

Unknown became a war casualty as austerity hit the pnlps; and {its equal
has not been seen since.

If he regretted the loss, Campbell wasted no time in tuming to the
further remaking of Astounding. He tried changes of format and size
(some but not all forced by wartime exigency) and was quick to drop
what did not succeed.- He dug new illustrators out of their studios or
from their kitchen drawing boards. He tried photographic centre pages
and the astronomical paintings of Chesley Bonestell; he introduced fact
artcles of greater and greater concentration on "hard" science until
he was able to command work of high calibre from actual men of
research. He re-designed Astounding a dozen times, each time nearer
to his heart’s desire, untl the final triumph of replacing the old pulp
title with "Analog”, in a series of slow changes to fade out the old and
fade in the new,

His personal stamp on the magazine showed in the editorials, growing
steadily longer and wider ranging, infuriating as many as they

pleased but never going unread. They were generally overlong and
over-explicit, but they had the cardinal virtue of clarity, and if one
thing was made very clear it was that,they were the work of a crusader.
Of this, more later, We know that he was merciless to his contributors,
that he knew what he wanted and damned well dragged it out of them,
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no matter how much rewriting was involved. While many have referred

with gratitude to his perfectionist bludgeoning (A. Bertram Chandler and
James Blish among them), others have mentioned it in terms of impotent
exhaustion, and Judith Merril has recorded the bittemess of trying to win
an argument against him.

Be these things as they may, he moulded Analog into the foremost
magazine in the field, and leaves it still where he placed it. Readership
changes; new generations find new requirernents, old readers tire of the
Analog content. New writers refuse to bow to the immutable Campbell
canon. Analog goes on regardless. Successfully.

As editor, he was something of a phenomenon.

THE LEGEND
What manner of man was Campbell?

Only his family and perhaps a few close friends can tell us that. Much
has been said and written, but for us who know him only as a name on
paper he can be no more than partially real, partaking of the nature of
legend.

Kingsley Amis accused him of trying to destroy science fiction. Kurt
Vonnegut pilloried him brutally in several works, and did himself no
credit thereby. Alan Nourse included some incautious satire in "The
Aliens are coming” - and disappeared from Campbell pages thereafter.
(Cause and effect? I'd like to know.)

But these glimpses are by-the-way. What can we glean from his writings?

His MIT days demonstrate that he was a lad of some determination and

a good student. Anyone who can knock out 100000 words a' year between
studies and still complete his course successfully has to be both, His
remarkable change of literary personality from Campbell to Stuart
underlines the point. It also indicates that his anti~literary diatribes
were less than totally sincere. In the-old -Amazing Stories days he had
been assaulted powerfully in the "Discussions” column for lack of

literary skill; possibly these darts wounded more than he admitted. or
perhaps realized.

That he had a vivid but eminently practical 1magmanon is evxdenced by
everything he wrote. Tum up old copies of Unknown and wonder at the
fact that everything in them - wild, wonderful, joyous, tragic, macabre -
was selected by -that same practical intelligence.

But was it always practical?
I have said that he was a crusader, and ene of his earliest crusades was

in favour of Dianetics, later to develop into Scientology of ill repute.
He published the first Hubbard article on Dianetics, and readers wrote



in shoals to point out that most of it was unintelligible and the rest
nonsense. Dianetics faded from the Campbell arena after a short but
noisy stay. His own connection with Scientology continued, but he knew
better than to play his readers an unpopular tune, He was, enthusiasms
and all, a practical man,

He crusaded noisily, energetically and angrily for the investigation of
para-phenomena, and built himself a Hieronymus Machine which
apparently did the things claimed for it. That effort also faded in time.
(Perhaps he became sick of psi, as the rest of us did, when nine stories out
of ten featured it.)

He crusaded for implausible machinery which defied the laws of physics,
for a miracle cancer cure, and for anything else that smelt of an under=
dog being underfed.

But this was not mere twig-hopping or simple enthusiasm run wild,
Behind it all was a heartfelt cry: "I don't know if the thing works and
neither does anyone else, but why the hell isn’t it being investigated?"

He hated hidebound thinking, the thinking that says "It defies logic" and
thereafter refuses to admit the idea's existence. The chances are that
most of the gadgets and panaceas he fulminated over were failures
(otherwise big business would have been smartly in on the game) and
that more investigation had been done than he was aware of, but his
attitude was a right one. There should be more of it.

His editorials show him as a perfectionist. He practised the Shavian
technique of taking a piece of "common knowledge"”, inverting it and
shaking the unhappy guts out of it. He wanted to demonstrate what things
are, not to accept the universal view and with it the universal fate of
inevitable damnation.

Alas, he wanted us all to think logically, and most of us disappointed
him. If there are signs that he saw himself as a father~figure of wisdom,
and indications that his was the only acceptable logic, let us not be too
harsh about it. Lose your patience some time - and then look carefully
at your own displayed attitudes. With fellow feeling the legend takes on
flesh.

Like them or leave them, his orations were stimulating and thought
provoking (or merely provoking) and, that being so, the one-eyed view
takes on virtue,

In his eccentric way he loved the humanity that irritated him so, even
while he lashed it ferociously. He cared for its future. Only impatient
love can explain so many beatings.

That he loved science fiction scarcely needs to be said. The mere

thought of personally reading thousands upon thousands of manuscripts

over a period of more than thirty years, knowing that a good half of them

will be appalling, would stifle anything less than devotion. And 35
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consciously to set to work to remake a genre closer to the heart's desire
is the act of a lover. :

Allow me the whole quotation:

Ah, Love, could thou and I with Fate conspire

To- grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,

Would we not shatter it to bits and then

Remould it closer to our heart's desire?
That was John Campbell as science fiction knew him. The rest is an
accretion of opinion, hearsay and point of view. The reality remains
indistinct.
But there will be legends told of him.

What is truth? said jesting Pilate, with no-one to tell him that the truth
of a human being is the accumulation of legend around his memory.

A man is only dead when the legend finally fades.



John Bangsund

JOHN W.CAMPBELL AND THE MEAT MARKET

THIS moming, 27th July 1971, I had an odd dream. "Who goes there?"
had just won the Hugo. This had been decided by a panel of overalled
and bloodied workers at the meat market, only one of whom, a dark,
long-haired, bearded young man, looked like a science fiction reader;
and everyone I telephoned to discuss this news tumed out to be Robin
Johnson, who became more annoyed with each successive call.

When I awoke, about midday, I wondered vaguely if the dream meant .
anything, made some coffee and listened to Prokofiev's "Cantata for the
Twentieth Anniversary of the October Revolution”,

That was an hour ago. Whirling around in my mind right now is a
strange vision of John Campbell and the triumph of technocracy and the
proletariat; Robin Johnson and meat-workers; an Apollo launch and

Jules Verne and endless lines of animal corpses; fleeting glimpses of
scenes from "Alexander Nevsky" and a govemment official in a dustcoat,
his left hand dripping with red stuff which is not blood. And there is -
more, some of it from the dream, some from events of the past twenty-
four hours or so.

Let's see if we can sort some of this out.
Begin at the beginning: it sometimes helps.

"In the beginning, God..." and then, some considerable time later,
John Campbell. Two years before I was bom he was appointed editor
of a magazine called Astounding Stories. I-am now thirty-two. Eight
weeks ago I found myself out of work. Yesterday I got another job, and
Apollo XV was launched. In between, on-1lth July, John Campbell.
still editor of the same magazine, died.

It could be fairly convincingly argued that my being out of work, and
the launching of Apollo XV, and a myriad other momentous and trivial
things, can be traced back to John Campbell. It could also be fairly
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convincingly argued that everything can be traced back to God, but I've
served my time at that kind of argument, that kind of tracing, and when
I got back as far as I could go I didn't find anything I could put the name
"God" to. Campbell is easier, if only by a small margin, because you
can at least finish up with a man: a man, and his ideas, and his work,
and his influence.

He influenced me by doing what he did for science fiction. What he did
(and someone else can tell you about that), someone else might conceivably
have done, but he did it, and science fiction flourished. Australians read
science fiction and wrote it, and one of them, Lee Harding, got me reading
science fiction, too. Not only reading it, but talking about it and writing
about it and, eventually, publishing a magazine about it.

The writing and the publishing started releasing something in me that
most people who have known me have vaguely felt or suspected or known
was there, and is there. It's something unique and universal, and what
exactly it is I don’t know. It scares me a bit, sometimes it scares me 2
lot, but I want more and more to get it out, and so do a lot of people,
good friends, who know as I know that I am thirty-two and lazy and this
thing inside me waiting to get out.

How lazy? In more ways than I care to mention, but here's one example:
1 publish a magazine about science fiction, but I don't know the field,
have not read five percent of the standard works known to most sf readers,
and am doing nothing about it. I love science fiction, but I do not love
it the way most sf readers do, certainly not the way John Campbell loved
it.

Anyway, yesterday I rang up about a job as a clerk at the meat market
and went for an interview at 11 and at 3.30 rang again and I had the job.
Hours 4am to 1 pm, don"t wear good clothes, and someone will find you
a dustcoat when you come in, '

" Somehow I didn't feel the excitement, the relief, I had expected to

feel when I got a job at last. Ihad a drink with Carolyn and Sandy:
officially a celebration, but we talked of other things. Then I slept
for an hour or so before setting off for another kind of celebration. My
birthday was three months ago; Diane had rung during the day to tell
me the birthday present she had ordered months and months ago had
finally arrived and would I like to come around for dinner?

I would and did and it was excellent as usual. The present was Prokofiev's
“Cantata for the Tweatieth Anniversary of the October Revolution”,
composed in 1937 and not performed until 1966. I had not heard it
before. The very pretty record sleeve depicts the Fiftieth Anniversary
celebrations in Red Square, and this is rather tactful since it is a Russian
recording and there's a face that used to be familiar to us missing from

the banners. The face of a certain Iosif Vissarionovich Dzhugashvili,

who flunked out of theological college sixty years before I did, although
for slightly different reasons. Diane and I talked a bit, and I came

home and tried to sleep, and I failed.



After an hour or so tossing about, I turned the light on, lit up my fiftieth
or sixtieth cigarette for the day (I lose count) and wondered what to do
next. In five hours I was due to start work at the meat market. I began
to think about John Campbell, and what I could write about him. I
decided that no-one could say anything about John Campbell that could
be of interest at all who had not even read the man's most famous work,
"Who goes there?" ‘

What had George Tumer said? “In this story he reached his personal
perfection. .. one of the most dramatically effective stories in science
fiction." Something like that.

(George slaved over that article all last Sunday, denying himself
alcohol - the ultimate dedication? - to say exactly what he wanted to
say.. I told him that night, "This is the most beautiful thing you have
ever written for me." He said, "That's what it was meant to be. "
Then he demolished a large can of Foster's and two and a half bottles of
Victoria Bitter: such was the virtue that had gone out of him.)

So I padded out into the living-room, found the Healy & McComas
anthology:in the dark, and brought it back to-read "Who goes there?"

Now I've looked again at what George said about it (and find I've
misquoted him), and I agree with him: it's harsh, much too soulful,
brash, and one of the most dramatically effective novellas in the genre
(that I've read, anyway). I.didn't find it very frightening as a story:
there have been lots and lots of alien beasties in books and on the screen
since that story was written. But although the (let's face it) melodrama
of Campbell's “three mad, hate-filled eyes" blazing up "with a living -
fire, bright as fresh-spilled blood, from a face ringed with a writhing,
loathsome nest of worms, blue, mobile worms that crawled where hair
should grow" fails somewhat to convey now the intended horror,
something else gets through.

I can't believe in the bronze McReady and the steel Norris, and can't
imagine rcoms stiffening abruptly, and detest writing exemplified by:
"Are you sure that thing from hell is dead?" Dr Copper
asked softly. '
"Yes, thank Heaven, " the little biologist gasped.

And yet... And yet, something gets through.
Particularly to me, at this moment,

You will recall that for the first half of the story all of those metallic
gentlemen debated ceaselessly three alternatives: Do we let this Thing:
stay entombed in its block of ice? Do we destroy it absolutely? Or do
we thaw it out and see what happens? (And a fantastic debate it'is, too.
This is real science fiction, and even if the characters fail to convince,
the ideas are tremendously exciting. )

Okay, you probably read the story ages ago, and I only read it last night.
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You possibly know something about symboiism in literature: I know little.
But the way this story got through to me last night - the level on which
it got through to me, if you like - was frightening and ironic.

Frightening, because it brought into focus some of my private fears and
hopes. Ironic, because it was written by a man who professed to despise
what he called "litterateurs”, who championed the straightforward old-
fashioned "story ", and yet - as far as I am concerned - wrote this
masterpiece of symbolism.

Make of that what you will.
We haven't got to the meat market yet,

The place stank. No, I expected it to, but it didn't, After finishing
the story and thinking about it a bit, I drank a lot of coffee, drove into
town, and at 4,02 am walked into the meat market - not in old clothes,
but in my normal clothes which are a bit dirty at the moment anyway.

The place - the Metropolitan Meat Market in North Melbourne - looks,
inside, like one of .those marvels of Victorian engineering you see in
books about marvels of Victorian engineering and hardly anywhere else
these days. There is an immensely high ceiling, supported by flying
buttresses, and the columns are decorated with cast-iron heads of cows
and things. There are poky little offices, dingy little staircases leading
god knows where, and miles and miles of carcasses. Dead animals on
hooks. I'm sorry, but that's how I saw them, and that's how I kept on
seeing them, and it revolted me.

There's a network of overhead gantries (I think that's what they would
be called) with switching devices at the junctions. Each carcass is
slung on a kind of inverted T-bar (weight 1.31bs) which hooks onto the
gantry, and the workmen push the carcasses along the gantry-thing to
the section where they are weighed. Lambs, sheep, calves - ten at a
time, usually. Pigs, one or two at a time (they're very heavy). Then
there are special hooks for the odd bits and pieces - hindquarters, sides
and parts I couldn't identify.

The man I met first was doing everything - weighing, recording weights
and brands and purchasers and prices, and, most expertly, cutting bits
and pieces to order. (The weighing and recording part of the job was
apparently where I was to fit in, eventually. Then, later in the
moming, transfer all the records to books and statistical charts and
invoices and so on in the office.) I think his name was John, Everyone
seemed to be named John or Jack.

I had never seen a pig cut in half before. I don't think I ever want to
see it again. Not through the middle, you understand, but right down
the centre, from tail to snout. John did it quickly, energetically,
efficiently. The two halves weighed almost exactly the same. For the
next couple of hours he performed many operations like this, but I
didn't watch., The pigs, I think, upset me most, because they were
complete, heads, tails and all. And the large box of calves' heads



about four feet away from where I was standing. The second person I met
was Jim, a young man who looked after the offal. I watched him doing
his job for about forty seconds.

Then a second John tumed up, and took over the weighing and recording
from John. This John was a young Greek, Australian-born from the sound
of him, with long, unruly hair and bushy sideburns, and stitches in his
forehead. By this time, about 4.30, the place was full of movement.
Trucks backing in every few minutes, drivers in greasy, bloody, blue and
grey boiler suits with little floppy caps to match, loading, unloading,
pushing things up and down, back and forth; animal corpses flying past

on the gantries, stopping for a few seconds to be weighed and recorded,
then on again, and seconds later more flying back from the other direction.
Three men staggering out of the nearest truck (I should be more accurate:
not trucks, but refrigerated vans) with great, heavy, bleeding chunks of
something, and with a strength and finesse I could only admire, flinging
them over their heads, impaling the things on overhead spikes, I realized
then why they wore caps. The blood I only became aware of after a few
minutes when the impaled things started dripping slowly on the concrete
floor.

During this activity I spent most of my time stepping out of the way of
men and their burdens, and out of the way of flying carcasses, trying not
to catch sight as I did so of the heads in the box and what Jim was doing
with the offal. Greek John talked to me about the job and about himself,
how he had smashed someone else's car, spent weeks in hospital, owed
someone two thousand dollars, didn't have a drivers licence and there
was a court case coming up. He intended to plead insanity and sounded
quite cheerful at the prospect of being confined to a mental home with
free bed and board. He suspected I was there to replace him, that the
boss intended to sack him, and sounded just as cheerful telling me this.
He smoked incessantly, despite the enormous No Smoking signs all over
the building, and so did others. You don't smoke when the inspector's
here, he said, There's a forty-dollar fine. Contaminates the meat.

I was dying for a smoke but thought maybe I wouldn't my first morning
on the job . I wondered, though, about the contamination, especially
seeing the trucks, dozens of them, backing up to the gantries to load
and unload, belching exhaust fumes everywhere.

How do you know when the inspector is here? I asked., You'll see him,
Bloke in a dustcoat, with a torch. And when Mac spots him he starts
singing, so we know. Shortly afterwards Mac started singing and John
put his cigarette, still alight, in the drawer of the weighing-desk.

'I'he inspection took about five minutes.

Later another council inspector did his rounds. Presumably he didn't
count as much as the earlier official, since everyone went on smoking
and doing whatever he was doing, This inspector went up and down
the lines of carcasses, stamping everything in sight with a red rubber-
stamp. He held the stamp-pad in his left hand, and the ink was
running all over his hand, up his sleeve. He didn't seem to mind.
About six, John said I could go out for coffee any time I wanted to.
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Coffee? At six in the moming? Sure, he sald, several places open -
one just over the road. So I went out for coffee. And a cigarette: it
was the longest I'd gone without one for ages.

I can't describe the place. I don't think I've ever been in such a bare,
un-shop~looking shop in my life. Three or four truckies were there, in
their dirty blue boiler suits and caps, having breakfast or lunch or dinner:
no way of telling, really, since some of them drive through the.night
from places like Albury and Yarrawonga. Behind the counter one of
those salt of the earth type middle-aged ladies with names like Florrie
and Connie asked me gently, What would you like, love? and I ordered
coffee. It was instant coffee, straight out of the tin, made with boiling
water from a kettle on the gas stove in the comner, and it was delicious.

At this point I began to experience a weird sensation of unreality, as if
I hadn't woken up and gone to work at all but was in the middle of a
dream. The shop was unreal. The customers were unreal. At least,
they were real enough until they started talking, and then...

Well, on the counter was a copy of the moming paper, with a shot of -
the Apollo XV launching, and these men started talking about it. You
know, said one man, my old man used to read Jules Verne to me when I
was a nipper, and he used to say, One day you'll see these things
happening, son, and I never would of believed him, but... Yeah, said

.another man, things are sure happening no-one would've believed even

a few years ago. Then a third man said, You know, years ago I useta
read a magazine - Astounding, it was called, or something like that -
and there was this bloke who useta write about all this kinda stuff, and I
useta think it was all a lot of bulldust = you know? - I mean, it was all
right in stories, but he talked about things like they was going to happen -
and, god, he was right, you know - it's all happening like he said.

I finished my coffee quickly and left. Everything was getting just a bit
beyond me. : .

I went back and stood around and watched and kept out of the way of
men and things, for about an hour or so.  An older man, named John,
replaced Greek John at the weighing-desk. There was constant activity,
if anything speeding up. I felt, still, nauseated. Almost literally.

Job orno job, I could not see myself becoming accustomed to this
place. I mumbled something apologetic to John and left. Came home,
went to bed and started dreaming.

What is all this doing in a book devoted to the memory of John Campbell?

All I can say is: This is the John Campbell I know. A massive influence,
affecting my life right now, reflected in the conversation of working men
in a teashop opposite the meat market at six on a freezing moming in
Melboume, reflected cn the front rage of every newspaper this morming.
An influence, massive, pervasive, incaiculable. And it - he - will go
on and on and on, way on into the future he loved so much, the future



which men will one day perhaps realize he invented.

As editor, I know that would have been a very neat place to stop. As
writer, I know it can't stop there, because there is more to be said.
Loose ends to tie, unresolved thoughts to be straightened out. There is,
for example, the business about Prokofiev and Stalin. Cranky old
Stalin, who didn’t like Prokofiev's cantata celebrating the twentieth
anniversary of the glorious revolution. Ruthless Stalin, who had made
the revolution inglorious.

But Stalin saw the future very clearly, and loved it, and shaped it.
Dead, he will not disappear from man's memory as quickly as John W,
Campbell will, He will live on in the future which he invented.

Campbell’s future and Stalin's future are ultimately the same: a future
where the scientist and the engineer and the technician and the working
man who gets things done run the place, in fact if not in form. And
there's an irony for you, that two men as widely apart as John Campbell
and Josef Stalin in ideology should point to the same future.

The Campbell/Stalin technocracy looks pretty frightening to me, and
pretty inevitable.

Almost as if, somewhere back along the line a bit, someone found a
Thing in the ice, and thawed it out, and it got away.
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CLIVE MORLEY: On behalf of the Melbourne University Science

Fiction Association, I would like to welcome you all to this
meeting tonight. Thank you for coming. And now I would like to
introduce Bill Wright, who is to chair the meeting.

CHAIRMAN: Thank you, Clive. It is my pleasant task to introduce
you to our five speakers, and after we have listened to them
to conduct any discussion that may follow,

George Tumer is an author and one of our best sf critics. He has written
for Australian Science Fiction Review, SF Commentary and Scythrop,
and regularly reviews science fiction in "The Age".

John Foyster also is one of our best sf critics, a contributor to most of
the more serious journals dealing with science fiction criticism.

John Bangsund, publisher of ASFR and Scythrop, will present a paper by
Redd Boggs. Redd lives in California and unfortunately can't be with us
tonight. He has many associations with Australia, and has been well
known for many years for his individual cutlook on science fiction.

Henry Couchman is a lecturer at the Royal Melboume Institute of
Technology, and has been a student of sf for many years.

Wynne Whiteford is a science fiction writer who appeared in just about
-every magazine you can think of some years back. He hasn't been so
prolific lately, but I understand he has something up his sleeve.

George Turner

JOHN CAMPBELL: THE WRITER

Let's not pretend for a start that John W, Campbell as a writer was of
any importance - as a writer. In his early days he was one of the worst
writers who ever wrote science fiction. In his later days he became a
comparatively good one, and actually managed to finish up with two
memorable stories, out of about forty or fifty. However, his importance
as a writer is not that what he wrote was good, but that what he wrote
had a most peculiar and unexpected effect on the body of sf in general,

To understand what Campbell did, we first have to look at what sf was

like when he began to write. I can't give you the exact date, butI

would say it was somewhere early in the 1930s. At that time Edward

Elmer Smith dominated the field, Jules Verne had only just ceased

being reprinted month after month by Hugo Gernsback, and second-rate

satirists like Stanton Coblentz were still showing their rather blunted 41
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teeth. The only writer of any value whatsoever in the whole business
was probably John Taine.

Campbell's first story appeared about the time that Smith had produced
his sequel to SKYLARK OF SPACE, SKYLARK THREE. SFdovers were all
flat on their backs in the aisles with their legs in the air, screaming that
this was marvellous and nothing could ever be better. And as things
went at that time, they weren't far wrong = except for the last bit, that
nothing could ever be better. The name of Campbell appeared first
with a story called "When the atoms failed”. It ran about 15000 words.
It arrived without any fanfare, but it made an impact. And he followed
it very quickly with a sequel called "The metal horde”. Both of these
stories were highly technological - in fact they were only that. As
stories they didn't exist. I mean, something happened to start things off,
and the hero invented a few gadgets, and then he killed off a few people
and that was the end of it, because there was nothing else left to do.
And that was the general pattern of stories at the time. It has to be
remembered that Campbell at that time would have been about 18 or °
19. He was a smdent at MIT and, strangely enough, aside from his
personal interest, he has stated himself that the real reason he was
writing - and writing a great deal as fast as possible - was that he was
trying to buy a car, because his father wouldn't pay for one for him.:

These stories attracted a bit of attention, and then he produced a novella
called "Piracy preferred”, and for once he told something of a story. He
did something else - and this became the Campbell trademark - he
produced a technological idea which no-one else in the field had ever
thought of. He observed the Brownian motion, considered the matter of
molecules moving in random directions, and suddenly said to himself,
Let's move them all in the one direction, and here is a source of motive
energy which hasn't yet been thought of. And away he went.

He followed it with a sequel called "Solarite”, and here he made himself
famous, because he produced another little idea that hadn’t been thought
of before. Invisibility was one of the things involved in this story, and
Campbell suggested that the simple way to discover an invisible space-
ship - or maybe it was an aeroplane; at any rate something large -and
mobile - was to spray it with paint. Now that isn't quite so simple a
solution as it might seem, because it depends a great deal on what the
method of invisibility is. Edward Elmer Smith took it up. The two of
them went at it hammer and tongs for about six months in the discussion
column of Amazing Stories, and Campbell was on the map once and for
all, So one good literary brawl really put him further than any of his
stories had done. : '

He wrote another sequel, called "The black star passes”. His idea in

that was solid light, which in that day seemed completely incredible.
Now we know a lot more-about the physical nature of photons it doesn’t
seem quite so incredible. -And I'll come to another of his ideas later on
which was far, far ahead of its ime. However, he went on writing these
stories - the Arcot, Wade & Morey series. There were five of them -
altogether, finishing up with two novels. . ‘And in this series he and Edward



Elmer Smith seemed to be in competition to discover who could be the
biggest, the fastest and the nastiest, the most destructive, finally

drawing on the greatest sources of power in the universe. Well, Campbell
won, by using the power of a sun to drive his ship, and hooking that to

a ume dilation effect, which gave him literally infinite power and speed.
Even Smith retired before that one.

He did something else, quite unintentionally. He had in those five Arcot,
Wade & Morey tales taken technological sf as far as it could possibly go,
given the physical knowledge of the time. ~And he killed the genre stone
dead. There was simply nothing else to be done with it. It was all done.
SF had to go somewhere else. Strangely enough, it turned in a sort of
half-hearted way in two directions. One was in the line of fantasy,
though of course Merritt and Clark Ashton Smith and others had been
doing it for many years, The other, by way of people such as Dr David
Keller and Miles Breuer, started paying a little attention to sociology.

In other words, they started paying a bit of attention to the effect of
science on human beings. So Campbell, whether he intended it or not,
had achieved his first minor revolution.

He wrote a few more of these novels of technological marvels, but
something else was happening at the same time. He was still held down
to his formula story. He could not write a story. None of his first six or
eight stories had a plot of any sort. It was simply a casc of build a
spaceship, get up and go, meet some enemy, devise some gimmicks,
get rid of the enemy, come home and saddie up for the sequel.

Then he turned out a tale called "Mottier world". It had a plot - most
extraordinary. It wasn't a particularly good:-plot, but at least it had one.
It had something else. For the first time Campbell had realized that
writing‘a story is more than hooking a lot of incidents together. He began
to pay attention to the English language. And, possibly for the first time
in his career - and there would be a million and a half words behind him
by then - he turned out a story with an atmbsphere. It was an atmosphere
that was to become very familiar later on. Having written these last

few technological novels, he disappeared from the scene almost entirely.
He became assistant editor to Orlin Tremaine, and didn't write much

for quite 2 while. And when he did, it was under another name, as

Don A. Stuart.’ C ’

His first appearance as Don Stuart rharked the almost Jekyll and Hyde
characteristic in his writing.’ He had done something which is not only
difficult to do but is also one of the most dangerous things any writer
can ever attempt to do. He had thrown away everything he thought he
knew and started again, and developed an entirely different style and
writing personality. The Campbell luck held. He did it the right way.
He got away with it. He not only got away with it; he improved on it
as he went along. ‘

Now as Don Stuart he still purveyed strictly science-based ideas, but
they were not in the forefront of the story - they were not merely
gimmicks to grab your attention. - They held the story together, the
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story was based upon them, but the story was more important for once
than the gimmick. There were quite a number of these. Some of you
will remember them perhaps. There was "Forgetfulness”, in which he
discussed the way simple things get forgotten, like the mathematician
who is so used to dealing with complex equations that a simple matter’
of, shall we say, an algebraic formula may elude him, because he has
forgotten it - he hasn't used it, he doesn’t need it, he's got beyond it -
just as a person who is accustomed to using mathematical machines will
think twice when he is challenged to take a cube root, a simple thing to
do but it gets forgotten because it is unused. That was the kind of idea
Campbell began to examine, and as he looked further and further ahead
to the futures of forgetfulness he tumed out, almost incidentally, one
story which I think must remain as one of the greatest of all science
fiction short stories. It was called "Twilight”. It was a glimpse forward
seven million years into the future, to a time when Man has not only
forgotten his beginnings but has become rather doubtful whether there
was any imaginable beginning. The past has become to him just as
unimaginable as seven million years in the future is to us. But what was
important about the story was not the idea, which was quite a nice one,
but the fact that it was beautifully written. I would say it is the only
Campbell story of which that can be said.

That story, unfortunately, kicked off an entire generation of yeaming .
dreamers, and we got sick of them very smartly. But Campbell did not
sit there; he went on to change his style yet again, and this time
produced a story which must rank with Sturgeon's "Killdozer " as one of
the two best thrillers sf has ever produced. It was called "Who goes
there?" It created an enormous sensation at the time, and it is still very
readable some thirty years later. :

To give you some idea of the nawre of his vision, 1 would like to point
out that this story concerns the taking over of a human body by another
organism; not a taking over of the mind - that had been done fifty years
before in STATION X -.but of the body itself. Readers objected
strongly; quite a number of them found the conception obscene; they
enjoyed the story but found the whole thing uqse'tﬂing. and many said
it simply couldn't be done, it was biologically impossible.. Campbell
replied that it was biologically impossible at the present day, but that
there was so little known about the actions of cells that he felt he had
a perfectly free ground. Now, let's sce what happened some twenty
years later. We knew all about viruses then, by the way; we called
them filtrable viruses in those days and thought they were another kind
of germ, though later on we discovered they were rather large sized
proteins. Finally, about two or three years ago, someone discovered
how a virus really operates. It invades a cell in the body; the cell,
following its normal routine, wishes to expand and divide and form

two cells; but the virus interferes with the RNA signals which allow the
cell to reproduce itself, and causes the cell to produce not itself but
another virus. So Campbell was justified after all. It can be done.

As a predictor - and I have never said that prediction is really the
function of sf; in fact I think it's a very minor one ~ Campbell stands



pretty well on his own. But as Don A, Stuart he achieved more, pethaps,
than anyone else before or since. He didn’t follow up these successes by
writing bigger and better ones. He recognized his true vocation, which
was as an editor, a digger-out of the ideas of others, Without the

Stuart stories, which were utterly different in tone, in method and in
style from anything that had been done before, I doubt whether we

would have seen the development of such writers as Theodore Sturgeon;

1 doubt whether people like Philip Dick would ever have found a market
for their ideas,

So I return to what I said at the beginning, - John Campbell as a writer
was completely unimportant in literary terms. As an innovator, as a
man who had a profound effect on what came after him, he was of vast
importance. a

dohn Foyster

I want to talk about John Campbell, chresmologue.

John Campbell was not a man of the 20th Century. Quite often this sort
of thing is said about sf writers or editors, but I intend.this not perhaps
in the conventional way. John Campbell was not a man of the 20th
Cenwry, but-of the 18th or 19th. He was a man who lived in the past,
completely unable to grapple with the problems of this centry. This -
is a sad thing. :It is revealed time and again in his magazine.

John Campbell always preferred words to action. You will see him
saying, of course - and I'll give you a quotation later on - that he
favoured actions over words. But if you read some of the tributes paid
to him in the current issue of Locus, you will find that there was
nothing that interested Campbell more than producing an argument in
wards just to see what would happen to other people. Now, all readers
of his words- are not in the position, unforwnately, of knowing that all
he wanted to do was spark off reaction, and some of them actually
believed that he thought what he wrote. Since the circulation of his
magazine was over 100 000, and the number of people who would have
come into direct contact with him somcthing like a hundred, you
can:see that if Campbell really thought he was needling people into
thinking for themselves he was perhaps misjudging the situation. But
was he really doing this, or did he really believe the sort of things
that he wrote?

Several years ago, in Australian SF Review, I examined some twelve |
editorials by Campbell with the intention of showing that it was not
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possible for one man to believe such a large number of contradictory
things. 1 believe the circulation of ASFR at that time was about 400,
but to my knowledge not one person identified the reason for my writing
that article, There were a lot of arguments about whether this or that

was true or false in what I wrote, but nothing at all about the principle -
namely, whether it was possible for one man to believe that multiphcity
of things.

John Campbell regarded his editorials as being quite important. Not too
long ago a volume of them was issued, and as time has gone by the
editorials have increased in length. The time when. Astounding/Analog
was a very very good magazine - and no-one can deny that it was -

his editorials would run for one page. The latest issue 1 have contains
an editorial that runs for eight pages. Perhaps this is just the crankiness
of an old man, but one can't escape the feeling that the person who had
the most words in Analog in the last few years was John Campbell, and
for that reason, when you examine Campbell as editor you must examine
his editorials.

1 intend to start by looking at the July 1971 issue, the latest to arrive
here, because it contains something which to me is rather remarkable.
The editorial starts off:
This magazine has been considering ecology for somewhat
longer than the current explosive - and hysterical - interest
in the subject. Perhaps because we've thought about it
somewhat longer, and not just as a sudden latest-thing
interest, not a Cause for This Season, we're a bit less
terribly, terribly concerned < and somewhat less hysterical
about it.
Now this came as a surprise to me. I've been reading this magazine
steadily since 1956, and my collection extends fairly solidly back to
1943, and I couldn't recall any single example of concem for ecology
in some thirty years. So a week or so ago I took the trouble to go
through my collection of Astounding and Analog - November 1943 to
July 1971 - looking for.examples of concem for ecology.

At ﬁrst. 1 must admit, I was rather upset. Perhaps John Campbell had
lied to me. But he hadn't lied to me, friends. In that time, ecology
has been mentioned in passing occasionally. I wouldn't want you to-
think that ecology was discussed in only seven of those 300 issues, but I
am afraid this is the most I could rake up. Of course you can say,- But
remember serials like DUNE, which were devoted to ecology. Well,
it depends on which advertisement you are reading, but I have seen it
advertised this way. Unfortunately, the sort of ecological problems
that people talk about today, and that John Campbell thinks he's
talking about in his editorial, are not fictional. If you want to argue
that because a guy gets out ofa spaceship with helmet and oxygen
support system that's ecology because hes looking after his environment
and so on, that's okay by me, but I don't think it’s what we're talking
about. And if you look at DUNE you will see that its ecology is as
false and as untrustworthy as its astronomy and its linguistics and so on.
Someone should give Frank Herbert a Nobel Prize or 2 Victoria Cross,



I'm not sure which, for his linguistics. Anyway, as I said, I was able to
find some discussion of ecology in Analog over those years. I draw your
attention to the words in Campbell 's editorial:

Perhaps because we've thought about it somewhat longer,

and not just as a sudden latest-thing interest, not a Cause

for this Season...

The first reaily worthwhile reference to this subject appears in an article
in the April 1955 Astounding entitled “The Right to Breed " by Donald
Kingsbury, and it concems population, This was a put=-up job by
Campbell, as his blurb for the article makes clear:

The problem of future population is an essential factor for

science fiction extrapolation. Here's an article deliberately

written on an Aristotelean yes-or-no basis dealing with

population control. You are cordially invited to pick it

apart if you can.
Now far be it from: me to suggest that at this period John Campbell had
Aristotelean logic as a sudden latest-thing interest, but nevertheless,
when one reads the article and then examines the letters of comment in
the July and August issues, one finds that in fact the objection Campbell
raises is essentially to the yes-and-no problem, that the thing he is really
concerned about is fanaticism and not ecology or population at all, And
that is the longest consecutive discussion of anything like ecological
problems I could discover. Itruns for about eight pages.

In an article in the March 1953 issue there is a reference to scrap iron
and there is'a suggestion that it may be necessary to re-cycle things like
scrap iron. There's a reference in the May 1971 Analog - maybe that is
as far back as John Campbell could remember. It is an editorial entitled
"Pollution Paranoia”, and you can work out what that's about: it is
devoted to defending the pollution of the environment as being basically
a good thing. In it there is a sentence which may be of interest in a
later context:
Now I know a number of people have the impression for
some odd reason that I'm a rock-ribbed if not rock-headed
conservative, pro-establishment lackey and a hide ~bound
traditionalist.
I shall discuss that in a moment,

Then in the March 1963 Analog there is a reference to the possibility of
using places like the moons of Jupiter as sources for particular items
which are missing from Earth. As elements become short = you know -
you dive out into space and ship them home,

The final reference on the subject of ecology = and I was straining a
little bit by this time, I must confess = was in the April 1964 issue,

in a discussion of the extinction of species. The suggestion here is
that maybe it isn't ' Man that's causing species to die out, but actually
the incompetence of the species themselves: they are unable to handle
the changes in the environment. This was written by someone other
than Campbell. At least, Bert Kempers could be Campbell, but it
seems unlikely. There is a sentence right at the end of the article:

63



This of course is assuming that Man doesn't blast himself off

the face of the Earth or poison his own environment first so

that the human species joins the dodo.
I make the important distinction about this article probably not having
been written by Campbell because it does suggest that a species may not
be able to handle the environment, whereas the current editorial, in the
July 1971 issue, states fairly clearly that Campbell feels that animals
have always adjusted to the sort of environmental changes that go on and
that we really don’t have anything to worry about, - : .

So this is what John Campbell refers to as a concem for problems of

ecology over the years. And I think you will agree with me that his
notion of concem is pethaps more with the vague spirit than with the
practicalities.

On the other hand, during the same period - in. September and October
1966 - Campbell published an article entitled “Insurgency vs Counter-
insurgency” by my favourite writer, Joe Poyer, and Joe Poyer was
explaining to sf readers just how it is that these days insurgency in the
world is completely unsuccessful by comparison with counterinsurgency.
For example, in South Vietnam at that time - I'm going to embarrass .
you in a moment - if one were employing a rating scale of 1 to 10, - .
with 1 being good and 10 bad, one could say the insurgents got a rating
of 9 and the counterinsurgents 8. Ihate to embarrass people with notions
like numbers, but at that time, the Pentagon papers suggest, people like
Robert McNamara had a rather different view of the relative successes of
insurgency and counterinsurgency. In fact there was at this time just .
beginning the view that the bombing; of North Viemam was a complete
waste of time, that it wasn't doing anything to stop counterinsurgency in
the south, and yet this was where the major effort was going on.

So this is the sort of emphasis you find in Analog - not really concemed
with ecology, but prepared to spend four pages in this article on the
subject of defoliants. - o

1 said I would return to the matter of words and actions and perhaps
emphasize the point a little more strongly. I am going to do this by
skipping back nearly twenty years, and you might feel this is unfair,
and perhaps it is. However, I think the point that emerges is quite
strong. In the April 1952 Astounding, Campbell, well known for
attacking conservatives, was defending the importance of military
secrets, and he wrote: : .
If the scientists dislike the situation, there remains one,
and only one, possible cure. It is pointless to rebel against
security, It is thoroughly pointless to chant about the
traditions of science. A
Well, one reader took him up on this subject and said:
Finally,.I wish to contradict one of your points in particular.
You ‘write. that it is thoroughly pointless to chant about the
traditions of science. Remember that those traditions are
the traditions of freedom, free expression-and the commu-=
nication of knowledge. In a nation in which it is pointless



to talk about the traditions of science, it becomes equally
pointless to consider the other traditions, such as freedom
of the press, religion or any other freedom. In that nation
we find a dictatorship. Consider that in the past science
has always proceeded down the middle path

And so on, Campbell replies:

" You misunderstand me, sir. Iwasn’t describing a situation
that I thought should be, but one that appears almost
certain will be. It is pointless to chant about the traditions
of science or of liberty, freedom of the press etc, Prayer
is a sound practice, but after praying for guidance the
required step is rolling up sleeves and doing something that
counts. Talking is remarkably fruitless. Whether you talk
about the traditions of science or liberty or freedom of the
press. A world of chance and magic and amulets and talk
did not produce results. The magic Winston Churchill
recommended does, but is less comfortable: the formula
of blood, sweat and tears.

In the November 1970 Analog, which is mfamous for a number of reasons,
Campbell wrote the following:

Shall we take a look at Kent State, forinstance, where

frustrated brats in the 17 to 22 year age group threw a

tantrum and burned down buildings and smashed up

businesses in the town because they weren't getting what

they wanted the way they thought they should. On the

other side you had a bunch of young Guardsmen, mostly

the same age group, who also reacted with furious

emotionalism, panic in their case, and killed some of

the students.
These students - the ones who were killed - of course weren't involved in
the smashing and so on. The 17 to 22 years old frustrated brats were the
ones who were dying in Vietnam - and of course they foolishly took action
instead of just using words,

The point is that Campbell prefers words. If he wants actions, then by
God they have to be actions he approves of.

Campbell likes to play with words, Just to take a recent example, he
proposes that we should debate:

Resolved: The United States government should pour far

greater funds into the development of biological warfare

techniques and increase research in that area as rapidly as

practical,
And he continues:

I'll take the afﬁrmative on that one, which is actually

kind of cheatlng. because you'll soon realize that the

negative is in effect voting against motherhood and for

gin and the man-eating shark.
Now, of course, when Campbell talks about biological warfare he doesn’t
mean what everyone else means; he means something he has dreamed up.
He's thinking = you know = when you go down and take a shot for tetanus
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or something that's biological warfare, because you're fighting against
the germs and stuff. He thinks we ought to have more biological warfare
of that kind. ‘And this is a nice game. It is an 18th or 19th century
game. In the 20th century, people don't have time for that sort of game.

How else does he like to play with words? Well, I suggested this business
of conservatism. Is he really a conservative or does he recklessly strike
out and attack institutions right, left and centre? He does sometimes
attack instimtions, The FDA has come in for attacks occasionally. But
1 don't think you'll find that John Campbell ever attacked a public or
private company.- No element of capitalism in the United States has
ever been attacked by him. But on the other hand, he defended the
ethical drug companies at a time when they were happily selling to the
public poisons in the guise of drugs = drugs which their own experiments
had shown could kill children but ot adults. They would not withdraw
the drugs, would not even put a label on them waring people that they
would probably kill children who used them; and at that time, - by the
way, altemative drugs were available.

Campbell is a conservative in.the sense that he attacks popular institutions,
ones which can’t fight back, such as the FDA - which does admittedly do
a terrible job, but not quite for the reasons Campbell suggestss Equally,
he has never in his editorials come out for changes in society which have
been proposed by other people. He is quite willing to propose changes in
society himself, but not willing to back someone else's proposais.

Here is another example of his playing with words - from, I think, the
October 1960 issue. (I am quoting from the British edition, and about
this ime - February 1961 - it got a little out of step with the American
edition, so copies go backwards and forwards and it's a little difficult to
work out which is which, but it is my belief that this is the October 1960
issue.) Here Campbell writes: .

I've been having fun recently asking people to name three

of the most famous criminals of all history. I usually get

answers of the order of John Dillinger, Jack the Ripper,

Hitler, Nero, Judas or Pontius Pilate. Be it noted that

neither Hitler, Pontius Pilate nor judas was a criminal at

all, Hitler wasn't a criminal; he had laws passed that

. made the things he did legal and a criminal is, by

definition, a law-breaker. Judas wasn't a criminal; he

was a police informer. And Pontius Pilate was acting as

the laws of the time and place required, and acting with

considerably good judgement, The others were not

famous but infamous.
This is very interesting, but it's just a game. Carnpbell states that
Hitler wasn't a criminal, To my knowledge the first occasion on which
Hitler was imprisoned was in 1921 when he was sentenced to three
months gaol for assault. He served one month. As far as I know, he
did not appeal against the sentence, so presumably he was guilty of
assault, and in most countries assault is a crime. Hitler was a
criminal, It is ridiculous to say he passed laws that made him not a
criminal, The man had been in gaol for 2 crime that presumably he



. admitted committing. The suggestion that Judas was not a criminal is
just as ludicrous, There are very few countries that do not regard suicide
. as a crime, _As for whether Pontius Pilate was a criminal or not, I don't
care to know; it's quite irrelevant. I mean, two of the three were quite
plainly criminals by the law of the land in their day. It's simply that
Campbell is unwilling to face the consequences of what he is saying.
They weren't criminals in the sense that he means - big baddies doing
such and such a naughty thing. But they were criminals. They broke

the law. And, as he said, "a criminal is, by definition, a law-breaker”.
But this is the sort of game John Campbell liked to play.

For some time in Analog there was discussion about whether it might be a
good idea to restrict voting to people who had served in the armed forces
of their country, and I got the impression that Campbell sort of leaned a
bit towards this idea. It is worth pointing out that in 1941 Campbell had
reached the ripe old age of 30, and while his authors went off to fight
the fierce Japanese attackers in such remote places as Los Angeles and
Los Alamos, he stayed bravely at home, fighting the good fight at Street
& Smith. So if in fact he had been defending the proposition that only
veterans should get a vote, he would have been arguing in favour of
disenfranchising himself. I don't think he was really serious at all.

One of the most obvious things about Analog for many years - and a lot
.of people have complained about it = is John Campbell's obvious
preference for engineers. Why does he think engineers are so good?
Maybe this comes from his training; maybe he always thought engineers
were good? Notso. If we look at a real issue of Astounding = September
1941, with Isaac Asimov's “Nightfall” (recently voted by the Science
Fiction Writers of America greatest sf story of all time or something) =
we find a letter-writer remonstrating with Campbell:

I think you're a little hard on us engineers in your editorial

on exhaust jet propulsion .
And so on and so on - technical details - and he discusses the technical
details a bit, and continues:

Not as many engineers as you imply would willingly jump

in with both feet and yell "Impossible' "
Campbell’s comment:

Engineers still goes. There are more kinds than

aeronautical engineers.
But the general tenor of Campbell's arguments in recent years has been
that engineers of course are always the chaps who whip in there and work
hard and get the job done, and scientists just tag along. In fact, in an
editorial recently he suggested that science trails behind engineers, and
only when the engineers have developed the technology can scxem:tsts
come along and find out what it’ all about.

Now why, in heaven's name, should he think things like this?

My view is that there is a simple commercial explanation. Campbell’s
change of policy becomes evident in the late 1940s. At this time there
was a number of other magazines competing with his; and at this time he
started putting out little questionnaires and. got back lots of details on the
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employment of his readers. At about the same time he had just watched
Ray Palmer’s Amazing Stories boost its circulation immensely by flogging
the most terrible crap to susceptible readers - people shocked by the war
or whatever - and this had made a lot of money for Ziff-Davis and Ray
Palmer. Campbell, faced with competition from many other magazines,
faced perhaps with a new realization of where his readership really lay,
began to publish articles on Dianetics. He favoured stories developing
telekinesis and psi in general, and as the years went by he embraced
more and more ludicrous ideas, generally in the engineering line. It
seems to me that this was basically an attempt to find out whether his
engineering friends all went along this way, and in fact it seems they did.
This kind of weird science has kept his magazine'going and increased its
circulation, so maybe he was successful. At any rate, it seems to me
that this is why Campbell did what he did to Analog, and why he came
to favour technological fiction as distinct from the science fiction he once
published.

Now where do the editorials fit into this story? They serve perhaps a
twofold purpose. One, which I have mentioned already, is to interest
people in this rather vigorous intellect. I must admit that I quite enjoy
reading the editorials, not necessarily because they make much sense,
but simply because you can bounce around with things. The second is to
interest engineers, and it seems to be pretty well established that
engineers on the whole are relatively conservative. A survey carried but
in Australia recently by a person in this audience indicates that in
Australia this certainly seems-to be the.case, Obviously, if you want to
build your market, you have to try to sell to that market, and if you sell
ideas that are sufficiently far-out but still conservative, then you may
well keep that market. :

The effect of these editorials, as I have suggested, might not have been
quite what Campbell wanted. An example is this infamous issue of
Analog which I referred to earlier - November 1970 - which contains a
story entitled "The Plague” by Keith Laumer, As several people have
noted, it does seem to be based so heavily on Campbell's editorials
that it could well have been written by Campbell himself. The story
argues the proposition that the Haves got where they are because they
were goodies and worked hard, whereas the Have-riots were lazy slobs
who demanded everything for nothing. Now this is an interesting
argument to advance in the 20th Century, the opposite argument having
been advanced as long ago as the 18th Century by the Marquis de Sade -
an author, strangely, whose books are banned from Australia. At least,
his philosophical works are banned, possibly because he advances
arguments of this kind. It isn't particularly nice to suggest that the
Haves got there by being naughty boys - as Frank Hardy discovered in
the early 50s here,

I'have given a good deal of emphasis to the editorials in my talk,
because it seems to me that when you talk about Astounding or Analog
the first thing people think about is the editorials - probably because
they are the best-written things in the magazine. But what about the
job Campbell did on the magazine?



Anyone, I think, can look at Analog today and without much difficulty
recognize that it is the best looking, probably the best edited, magazine
in the field. I was talking to Bruce Gillespie before this meeting and he
said that he 'and Franz Rottensteiner were puzzled over my admiration for
Analog, and he said, "Well,- at least it's better than F&SF". Yes, and
it's better than Galaxy and it's better than If and it's better than Amazing
and Fantastic. He agreed with all this. I said: "Well, where does that
leave you?" He said: "Oh, New Worlds." New Worlds, of course, is
now a paperback publication, and so perhaps isn’t competing. So this
does leave one with the impression that Analog is the best sf magazine,
and it is,

But what about Astounding when Campbell took it over? It was the best
magazine then, too. Right from the start, Astounding - Astounding
Stories of Super Science - had a policy of paying its writers more than
the other magazines and tried to publish better stories. When it was

first published, Astounding paid two cents a word on acceptance, and up
to four cents a word for its best writeis, and this at a time when other
magazines were paying less than one cent a word on publication. This
was in 1930, in the bad stages of Astounding. In the middle 1930s it was
taken over by F. Orlin Tremaine, whom George has mentioned, and -
Tremaine kept up this attitude, and as time went by Astounding did
become the best magazine in the field. If you look at the magazines of
1937, when Campbell took over, you will see that Astounding was much,
much better than its competition. So w<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>