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SCYTHROP 28 is published in two editions, with a total print-run
of close enough to one thousand copies - 750 for Australia, 250
overseas. A word of explanation for this apparent insanity is called
for, and it is... insanity. Butif I were to use more than one word,
my explanation would go something like this:

There are a lot of science fiction fans in Australia - the majority
of them, I would say quite confidently, loners, unconnected with
and uncontacted by fandom. How many? I couldn't guess. But

I do have on my files the names and addresses of over 700 people
in Australia known to be interested in science fiction. The Aust-
ralia in 75 Committee decided to send the August issue of A75
Bulletin to every last one of these 700 people. (And at this point
perhaps 1'd better anticipate your question and say, no, the A75
Bulletin is not available outside Australia.) A good friend donated
the cost of production and postage. I asked the Committee if I
could come along for the ride, as it were, by producing an issue
of Scythrop which, together with the Bulletin, would not exceed
the postage weight limit of 2 ounces. They said yes, and I was
thereby enabled to get another Scythrop out. Believe me, I can
not afford to publish anything at the moment. To get fiee postage
in this way was delightful, and I have taken the calculated risk of
banking on getting 25 subscriptions out of those 700-odd copies to
pay for the paper.

The Australian edition was identical to this, from page 3 to 19;
the material added here is the Petty strip on page 20, this extra
contents and explanation sheet, and the ad on the back cover.
The front cover was slightly re-designed, too.

About a hundred overseas readers will not have seen Scythrop 22,
and I'm sorry about that. At the moment of writing (6.40 pm,
30th August) there are about fifteen copies of that issue left, and
they are reserved for new subscribers. No. 22 was twice the size
of this issue, well-illustrated, printed on white paper, and most
important, contained a superb short article by Ursula K. Le Guin.
(Other contents you can guess from the letters in this issue.) It
was worth 50 cents or whatever, I think, and it's just possible you
might even think this one worth that much. Future issues will
revert to the normal size - about 40 to 48 pages.

There will be no August issue. Instead, between 23 and 24 I
will be publishing, in association with Ron Graham, a one-shot
enttled JOHN W. CAMPBELL: AN AUSTRALIAN TRIBUTE.

This will go automatically to subscribers and regular contributors,
and a few copies will be reserved for new subscribers.

Dear me, how I do go on. The important thing for you, dear
Reader, is that if you did not receive no. 22, it is rather unlikely
that you will receive either the Campbell volume or no. 24,
unless you Do Something About It. The print-run next issue will
be cut back to subscribers-plus-25%.

How to subscribe? Simply send money to one of my agents (or
to me directly, if you prefer) and preferably also a note to me.
Agents and subscriptions are: USA & Canada - Andrew Porter,
55 Pineapple Street, Brooklyn, New York 11201 (6 for $3.00);
Britain: Ethel Lindsay, Courage House, 6 Langley Avenue, Sur-
biton, Surrey (6 for £0.90); South Africa - Tex Cooper, 1208
Carter Avenue, Queenswood, Pretoria (6 for R2.00); Germany -
Hans Joachim Alpers, 285 Bremerhaven 1, Weissenburgerstr. 6
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(6 for DM 10.00); Scandinavia - Ulf
Westblom (a new arrangement, and
details have not yet been worked out).
Outside of these countries or areas,
subscriptions should be sent direct to
Parergon Books, GPO Box 4946, Mel-
bourne 3001, Australia (6 for A$2.40).
Cheques sent to agents should be made
payable to them.
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THE MARCH OF MIND

John Bangsund

(0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0)

"Hullo. "

"Hey, I've got this great idea for a story. There's..."
"You brought them?"

“Sure. There's this guy, see, who's..."

"Come in. Coffee?"

"Thanks. This guy is nuts about this girl, see, and
she likes him all right but not quite the same way,
and she rings him and invites him to dinner at her
place. So he goes, of course, and they have a pleas-
ant evening, until he gets a bit carried away and..."
“Drunk, you mean?”

"Carried away. And, you know, there's sort of a
misunderstanding and one thing and another, and he
says he never wants to see her again and storms off
into the night. His own stupid fault, of course...”
"I wouldn't say that. Il..."

"Anyway, there it is. All over. Beautiful friendship
ended and so on. But next day there's a phone call
from her, and it seems he, ah, he's got the keys to
her car in his pocket. So..."

She smiled.

"... he goes to her place again that night, and
everything's lovely again, and he's happy and she's
happy, and he leaves about midnight, and..."”
"They live happily ever after?"

"They never see each other again. "

Silence. Then: "It'll never sell. "

"With luck, it'll never happen. "

“You should write, you know."

“About us?"

"Well... I don't know... about anything. It's such

Scythrop 23 June 1971

a waste. "
"But I do write. "

“For fanzines? You call that writing? I mean real
writing. "

"Like great stuff about engineers and hi-fi and cara-
van parks and.,."

"You know what I mean, "

"Yeah. Oh well, maybe one day... Sorry about the
keys. "

"Not to worry. It was a nice day for walking. "
"How can you bear to be so beautiful?"

"The kettle's boiling. You could put a record on if
you feel like some music. "

I've been having some funny dreams lately. One
night I dreamt L. Ron Hubbard had moved into the
flat upstairs. It was a sad dream, but I can't rem=
ember why. Another night I dreamt it was my first
day at the new job and I had slept in until midday.
1 woke in panic, switched the light on, discovered
it was 3,30 am, and remembered I didn't have a job
at all. That was pretty sad, too.

Seven weeks out of work now. Days run into nights
into days into weeks. Countless letters of applica-
tion, the occasional interview, phone calls, raised
hopes, hopes that would be dashed only you've
become sc pessimistic that a few hours after the
interview the excitement has worn away and the
adverse news comes as no surprise, doesn't get to you.
The days roll on. Going to bed later and later,
sleeping less and less, until you lose track of time.
Dead tired at midday, and it seems absurd to go back
to bed - such a beautiful day outside - and you
remember you went to bed about 5.30am and slept
until the phone rang at 9.15, and you've forgotten
who it was, forgotten when you last ate, no idea
what day it is. The weeks are punctuated by Wed-
nesday's and Saturday’s jobs-vacant ads in the papers.
The weeks speed up. You find yourself wondering
vaguely why-you haven't written any letters of
application for a while, and realize it's Friday and
you've forgotten to buy Wednesday's papers. The
kitchen stinks, The rubbish collector calls twice a
week, and you've missed him twice. Three times?
Could be. Not a clean cup or plate or spoon or

knife left, yet surely you washed the dishes only
yesterday, or the other day, or the other week or
whenever it was. No time to do things. All the



time in the world, but no time. Too tired, too busy,
too something. The cat has stopped whingeing about
not being fed; just looks at you accusingly. You feed
her, noticing absently that this is the last can of Biff.
You're counting cents as it is, to keep yourself in
bread and milk and fags, and you haven't thought
about running out of pet food. You begin to realize
what it would be like to be really poor. Dismal.
Dies mali. Evil days. Sell some more books, some
more records. Sell something else. There‘s nothing
else you can do without, but you've already sold
things you can't do without, like the stereo and the
spare typewriter and the Tandberg and... you'll find
something, The first lot of books you confidently
expected to get maybe $200 for. It took the best
part of a day to select that enormous pile, a fortnight
to get around to putting them in the car, another two
days before you actually took them to the secondhand
bookseller, and only then because you had written a
cheque for the rent the day before and knew as you
wrote it that that $95 represented about $94 more
than you had in the bank. You get $100 for the books.
There's the rent, a few cans of Biff, cigarettes for a
few days and a flagon of claret (which visitors will
help you finish in no time). For some days you've
been drinking beer, not by choice but because it
happens to be there; cans left over from... when?
Easter? Good god, three months back. No wine
since. .. since the night Mervyn's bookshop opened.
Red burgundy and champagne, on an empty stomach.
A night remembered with mixed feelings: sharing
Mervyn's delight and pride in the fact of the shop,
vague memories of puns and bad jokes and lots of
laughter over coffee with Noel and Irene and Bruno
and Keren and Bill, and starkly clear recollection of
waking up at 4. 30 to undergo the stomach's retribu-
tion. That was the seventh of July: 7.7.71, easy to
remember. One of the lease payments is due on the
seventh. No-one has screamed. Presumably the bank
transferred the money then. That means the rent
cheque hasn't been paid in yet. Some trouble when
that happens, for sure. Sell some more books, some
more records, something. Get a job, any job. No
time, too busy, too tired, too something.

And people keep asking When's the next Scythrop?

You can see them thinking First ASFM now Scythrop
the man never finishes anything he starts letting the
side down bad impression overseas Australia in 75
dirty trick ercetera.

You wonder again whether you should tell the defini~
tive detailed sad story of ASFM but can’t be bothered.
For them it's just a rather boring story about something
that happened a long time ago. For you, a pile of
debts still unpaid, commitments to be met whether
employed or not for another two and a half years.
Ironic. Way, way in the future, at Dallas or Toronto
in 1973, we'll know whether it's Australia in 75 or not,
and you'll have only six months payments left on this
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typewriter and the duplicator and the addressing
machine, a bit longer on some of the other things,

a bit less on the VW's third-time -round mostgage.

If we win in 1973, that'll be great. That's when the
hard work will really start, but it'll be great. If we
lose, the whole ASFM thing and all the rest will be
dragged up again. Let the side down bad impression
Australian fandom dirty trick etcetera. And I won't
care. Only six months then and I'll have paid for my
crimes and I won't give a stuff what the fans think.

That is, if I get a job soon and manage to catch up
and keep up for the next two years.

It's something to aim for, really.

There was a letter in our local paper a few months
ago from a lady of the district:

"I own a double grave site in the Catholic section of
the Fawkner Cemetery - however I do not anticipate
requiring the grave and would be glad to give it to
any reader who would like it. *

I wonder what her secret is?

Mervyn Binns's Space Age Bookshop seems to have
got away to a good start, considering the bad-time-
of-the-year, the depression of the economy in gen-
eral and the fact that he omitted to consult both his
horoscope and Leigh's cheap imported plastic yarrow
stalks (which Leigh received, gratis, in a bright
yellow package, with his cheap imported plastic
copy of "The I Ching Designed To Be Read As Liter-
ature”). All he needs really is customers (no
experience necessary: apply within).

Last time I visited the shop, Mervyn was wondering
whether he should stock records. I wondered where

he would put them. What he needs, maybe, is a few
skyhiooks - or perhaps just a lot of very thin custom-
ers. (Don't crush that bookseller - hand me the tongs.)

Inadvertently he mentioned that a customer ordered a
copy of THE BEST OF MYLES after reading about
the book in Scythrop. While pestering him for a
commission on this sale, I noticed that glazed look
which appears on Mervyn's face whenever (a) he is
thinking, or (b) someone is inflicting physical injury
on him; so I stopped pestering him just to see whether
he was thinking, too. And he was: thinking so hard,
in fact, that when he attempted some elementary
gesture a few momients later he was actually surprised
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to find his arms cruelly twisted behind him. (If he
doesn’t answer your letters, dear customer, blame
me. His typing-tentacles are busted.)

Ah, you say, and what was he thinking?

I reply: what else but of bribing me to run record
reviews in Scythrop with a view to inciting customers
and filling his greasy fur-lined pockets?

The man has more ideas than a hen chickens. Most
of them, I report thoreaufully, are ducklings - and
this one no exception. But to humour him I immedi-
ately scribbled a record review on the blank pages of
a Thames & Hudson art-book which happened to hand,
and thrust {t at him, with the words, "Take a gander
at this".

Not only did he fail to appreciate the delayed foul
pun; he failed to appreciate the value I had added to
his book about Salvador Dali (or some other obscure
dauber) by placing priceless original words by me in
it. His lack of appreciation he expressed in some
priceless original words of his own, which I have
passed on to the editors of Boys' Own Fanzine.

The review, or such of it as | have managed to piece
together from the fragments scattered confetti-like
about the floor of Mervyn's shop, went something like
this:

GARDY-LOO REVISITED

Professor W. C. Head, Dean of the faculty of Com-
parative Plumbing at the University of Ard-Knox, is
perhaps better known as a writer of science fiction
(under the pseudonym “John Jakes", I understand)
than as a musicologist, but the record under review ®
serves to show why this is so.

Professor Head has, it seems, spent some years
recording the sounds of flushing toilets and arranging
them into almost recognizable renditions of popular
and classical melodies.

Most of the items on this record, I must say in all
honesty, are pretty rotten. Once you have heard a
few flushing toilets, as most people listening to this
record will have done at some time or other, you
have more or less heard the lot. (One must admit
that the thrilling choleratura of the Melbourne
Science Fiction Club's convenience at Someiset
Place - recorded, of course, before the evacuation
of the club to South Yarra late in 1970 - is some-
thing of a collector's piece; and I believe that in
fact John Breden or some other notorious connoisseur

° Dunny Boy, & Other Lood Songs: an experiment
in Hydrophonics. (Ajax Recording Co, Upper
Ferntree Gully. Mono only. POQ-44326)
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has collected it, although it is no longer in working
order. But such a virtuoso performance can only be
regarded as a flush in the pan, to coin a phrase or,
as we sometimes say, spend a penny.)

I won't bore you with a list of the tracks on this
record. Those which rise above the crushing futility
of the majority to achieve something approaching
mediocrity include "All I Want Is A Room Some-
where”, "Unchained Melody", "Claire de Loo"
(which has nothing to do with M. Debussy's master-
piece: it’s something about oysters) and the theme
music from the film "Five Oozy Pissoirs".

The one worthwhile feature of the record, academ-
ically speaking, is Professor Head's theory about the
final movement from Haydn's Farewell Symphony,
which he sets out in the sleeve notes. (The rendition
is abysmal, incidentally.) According to Dr Head,
this symphony, far from being a symbolic protest by
Haydn againsi the lack of tea money and sick leave
for musicians, in fact attained its present form
simply because the members of the orchestra rehears-
ing its first performance happened almost simultan-
eously to answer a cail of namre (to use the Profes-
sor's own elegant phrase).

There can be no doubt that in its own way (and in
a remotely biblical way: refer Deuteronomy 23:13)
this record does break new ground, and must be
regarded as yet one more example of the value of
cross-fertilization of disciplines. Both musical
historians and plumbers will be in Professor Head's
debt for the scholarly light he has throne on their
mutual interests.

The average listener, however, seeking merely
entertainment, or perhaps even some cultural value,
from gramophone recordings, will be bitterly dis-
appointed by this one.

Technical Footnote: I should perhaps mention that
my stereo system failed to reproduce adequately all
of the sounds on this record (which I have to admit
caused me no great concern). If you insist on acqui-
ring the record and are wondering if your record-
player can cope with it, you should refer to the
handbook which came with it, or consult a hi-fi
expert, either of which should tell you whether it
handles water music.

Boy, you've gotta be careful when you're editing a
fanzine. I had a flimsy postcard from John Brunner
the other day, in which he asks, "What is a Gary
Mason?" Now, the awful truth is that when I was
typing up John Broshan's article in the last issue, I
could not decide whether he had written, "John



Brunner is a kind of rich man’s Garibaldi" or (Bros-
nan's typing really has to be seen to be believed)
"John Brunner is a kind of rich man's James Mason”

- or even, possibly, "John Brumner is a kind old
Richmond supporter” (but it didn't really seem likely
that a British sf author would follow the activities of
an Australian Rules football team). So, I decided
Brosnan probably meant to write "John Brunner is a
kind of rich man's Gary Mason”. Ididn't know
what it meant, but it sounded vaguely complimen=-
tary, and I enjoy letting sf authors feel that I am
allowing my contributors to say vaguely complimen-
tary things about them, so that's what I published.

So far so good. but now I have a flimsy postcard
from Gary Mason, in which he asks, "What is a John
Brunner?” :

Oh hell. Knowing Brosnan, he probably sent both
postcards and at this very moment is sitting in his
little office, pressing fountains for all he's worth
(and don't ask me what a fountain-presser does: I
just know he does it), and laughing himself silly
about his little practical joke. Well, you just watch
yourself, Brozzer me lad. If I get a postcard from
James Mason or Garibaldi = or even a phone call
from a Richmond supporter - I'll know for sure that
you are behind all this, ard I will Reveal All about
You:

(What gave tlie game away, folks, was that first
postcard. John Brunner always writes me long,
interesting letters of comment, so I knew instantly
that that scrappy little bit of cardboard couldn‘t
possibly have come from him.)

I said, some pages back, that I've been having
some odd dreams lately. Some, I am truly sad to
say, are based on facts that are hard to accept,
Dreams about people dying, people I've never met
yet feel 1 know. '

Kenneth Slessor. He wrote that beautiful “Earth-
Visitors” reprinted in Scythrop 21, and was - is -
one of my favourite poets.

August Derleth. The first sf book I ever bought was
one of his anthologies.

And now. .. John Campbell. What can I say?

Next issue will be devoted entirely to the thoughts
and reminiscences of Australians about John Camp-
bell. (Some photos would be appreciated.)

.. let us sit upon the ground
And tell sad stories of the death of kings..."
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VOICES FROM THE WELL

David Compton

(0X0X0XEX0X0X0X0X0X0X 0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0)

I am astonished. More than that, incredulous. Even
though I have Scythrop actually here on the desk in
front of me - and also, because it coincidentally
arrived only a few days ago, its confrere (rival?)
Cranfalloon - I still have difficulty in believing it.
All this enthusiasm, and for love rather than for
money. In my own hermetic way (bloody Pommie
insularity, if you like) I have never for a moment
imagined that such things could be. I'm all of a
heap. You ask me for my comments on Scythrop...
what can I say? I'm afraid that for the mone nt I
find myself still in the position of thinking it a won~-
der, not merely that the thing were well done, but
that it were done at all.

Of course, I've heard of SF Conventions - via Don
Wollheim of Ace, whom I only meet when he’s here
in London attending them. But all I learned about
them from him was the curious fact (still unsubstan=
tiated) that certain conventioneers dressed up in
cardboard armour and hit each other with wooden
swords. Perhaps I got it wrong... But anyway, I
failed completely to realize the obvious: that where
there are conventions there are enthusiasts, and that,
where there are enthusiasts, outlets for their enthusi-
asm will not be confined to an annual flourishing of
wooden swords. In short, that fans get up to fanac-
tivities, :

I can't altogether be blamed for my stupidity. In the
various corners of rural England where I have lived
for most of my writing life, even a third World War
would seem distant and irrelevant until the enemy
(Russians? Americans?) were actually seen encamped
on the village green. And as for local attitudes to
my own particular craft, these are best summed up
in the words of my six year old daughter after meet-
ing the child of a not inconsiderable neighbouring
painter: "I‘ve just met Jennie - her daddy doesn't
work either. "

And now, suddenly, all that is changed. With a
flourish, not of wooden swords, but of fans. (A new
collective noun: a flourish of fans?) For which I am,
although disturbed, very grateful. Grateful because
it proves that out there somewhere are people who
actually read my books. And disturbed because it
proves that out there somewhere are people who
actually read my books. Up to now there has been

- as with my radio plays that are performed in
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Germany and nowhere else (I don't speak German and
never visit Germany) - a reassuring lack of reaction

to my work. A few reviews, maybe, but reviewers
have livings to earn. For the rest, nothing. Each book
or play dropped into a well so deep that it wasn't even
worth waiting to hear the splash.

But now, with a flourish of fans, I exist. Which,
although very nice, does mean that I must answer at
last for past aspirations and past iniquities. When there
was no splash, at least there was (wait for it) no chance
of getting wet.

I read somewhere once that writers are taking over the
priestly duties of celebration, of prophecy, of encour-
agement and admonishment. I decided there and then
that that was why I wrote sf. And perhaps I was righter
than I now give myself credit for. All right, so I

write about tomorrow mainly because it is fun and
because it is an easy way of finding new angles on
today. But I write about tomorrow also as a way of
celebrating today. I write to encourage and even, pre-
sumptuously, to admonish. And I write centrally about
people rather than mechanisms - which was once a
prime priestly concern.

I notice myself sounding high-flown, and refuse to
apologize.

For I am brought, with fiendish cunning, to my one
reservation about fanactivities as they seem to be
directed at present. You see, it looks to me as if they
encourage the continuance of sf as a genre, and I have
this thing about genre books - any kind of genre books.
Romance, Crime, Avant Garde, Pornography, SF,
Teach Yourself Stamp Collecting... they will always
exist (and are not necessarily A Bad Thing), butI
don‘t think they need to be encouraged. They so
quickly stop talking about people and start talking
about themselves. And we all know what happened

to the above-mentioned priests once they fell into
that rap. Congregations dwindled, and the survivors
became fan-atical.

Are you, dear readers of Scythrop, fan-atical?

Of course not. All the same, the possibility exists.
The possibility that fandom might find itself using

the genre-ness of sf as a defence against the perils and
indifferences of the great outside. SF needs no such
defence. We shouldn't be encouraging the compart-
mentalization of writers and their work. We shouldn't
be building compartments; we should be tearing them
down.

Genre books are exclusive and self-regarding. They
do their own thing in their own bag. And I still
believe - in spite of Mrs Le Guin's impressively
reasoned article (which I didn't wholly understand) -
that, irrespective of a book's final contents, its
author's original intention should have been as wide,
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as inclusive, as all-inclusive and world-regarding as
he could possibly make it. Anything that encourages
it to be otherwise is a strait-jacket.

Even today, although in fact sf broke out of its strait=-
jacket long ago, it is still identified in most people's
minds with space opera, bug-eyed monsters, mad
scientists... John Christopher, for one, was aware of
this difficulty and, although he wrote some good solid
sf, he refused to allow his publisher to label it as such.
More recently, would THE ANDROMEDA STRAIN
have done so well under an sf label? Or SLAUGHTER-
HOUSE FIVE? Or - to come right up to date -
would VANDERBURG be on the American best-seller
list if it had been presented as what it manifestly is

- sf, and very derivative and mediocre sf at that?

I doubt it.

Many people are responsible for the general persis-
tence of this false notion of sf's nature. Authors and
publishers first, seeking a safe, known readership
rather than the dangers of the open market. Critics
next, pigeon-holing as a substitute for thought.
Readers also, the general readers who tolerate blan=
ket classifications, glad to have vast areas of litera-
ture they feel they can safely despise. But how about
fans - fanactivities as they seem to be directed at
present - are not these also to blame? Have not
they - have not you - fallen into the genre trap of
talking to themselves?

Perhaps, through ignorance, I am being unfair.
Perhaps the sf convention, the end product of all this
fanactivity, is indeed outward-turning, a serious
atternpt to talk relevantly and interestingly to out-
siders, to the rest of readerkind, I've never been to
one, so I don't know. But that's certainly what it
ought to be.

Not that I personally can talk. Like Mrs Le Guin, I
write sf simply because that is what my publishers
want to call it... and I let them. The label creates
a potential readership (which is nice) but also limits
it {which is nasty). We - writers, publishers, fans -
have two alternatives: either to get rid of the label
or to make it respectable. For myself, I'm all for
making it respectable - by which I mean I'm all for
publicizing sf's potential breadth rather than its
occasional narrowness. Nothing interests people
more than people. And that is sf's prime subject -
people, their relationships with each other and their
relationships with things. This is what we should all
be shouting about.

MORE PEOPLE SHOULD READ SF. (For their own
pleasire and enlightenment quite as much as for the
sake of my private bank balance.) If Australian
fanactivitdes are directed to such an end - in 1975
or in any other year - I'll certainly drink to that.

(0X0X0X0XOXCX0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XO0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0)
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fanactiviti.es

(0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0)

TWO POEMS

James Goodwin

(0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0)

AD ASTRA

Well, well, little man,

Going out into Space?

Leaving poor old Mother Earth,

The ball of mud that gave you birth?
That's nice,

Now don't forget to take your coat,
It's cold out there you know,

And vast.

Your insignificance will show.

I wonder just how it will be

Face to face there with Eternity?

Like a moth perhaps,

But newly free of its cocoon,

That sets its heart upon the moon,

Then, in its flight,

Espies the cold and glorious light of stars
And yearns --- -

But - in attainment - bums. . ...

BEASTIE

Beastie,

Where you by?

What way go you

And why do you to cry?

You say so, you?

You are the last one of your race.
Excuse me while I wipe this snail-slug
From my chitinous wing case.

It thinks I am a flower, I.

Not so,

It is that I'm more pretty,

Is it no?

Beastie,

The last one are, you say?
That, I am no surprise,

(The I-we are all-knowing,
ever-wise).

You look so soft and pulpy.
Excuse, my feelers must explore
Your pallid, slimy skin.
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What, ichor there?
Your epidermis it must be
Of most surprising thin.

Don't kick so,

Beastie.

I must to hold you up so high
So the I-we-all may see you
Through my lower eye.
There, your paw fell off,

I told you not to kick.

Well, mind you never,

I'11 just hold it on

It might be, maybe, stick.

What ate you,

Beastie,

All you otherness, your race?

You don't look taste-good to me,
I'll just nibble off a piece from here
So the I-we-all may see.

Don't be so noise,

You've upset forty-seven of my ears
And at least two dozen of my eyes
Can't function for the tears.

Here, I'll give you back the bit I bit,
Consider it not done.

Though why you make a nuisance must?
Just grow another one

Not to shout.

You die,

Why?

Your ichor all fall out...???

The Atom -

You curse?

Not to do,

Blasphemous you.

The Atom is all-powerful.

It made the I-we-all to grow.
You know ?

Why your all-race pass is plain
If,

Same you,

They took the name of GOD in vain.....

Scythrop 23 Jjune 1971
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INDUSTRIAL
A REPORT

DRAMA:
Peter Mathers

(0X0X0X0X0X0XO0X0X0XOX0X0XCXOXCXOXONTXOXCX0X0X0)
(From the files of Research Ltd:)

Recently we received an anguished call for assistance
from a theatre management with what appeared a
major problem: lack of audience. The theawe oper-
ates in a small factory in an inner suburb. Facilities
are adequate, with seating for up to one hundred if
the performance is a monoiogue, or room for one in a
net from the ceiling if the play requires crowds of one
hundred.

We attended the theatre the second night after opening.
There was an audience of twenty-nine. The short one~
act play was loud, bitter and effective in that it showed
ruined workers at leisure. We were frequently shocked

by lewd gestures and coarse language but maintained at
all times the inscrutable features of skilled Researchers.

We afterwards discussed things over coffee with the
management. Their despair. "Why?" we asked.
“Surely an audience of twenty-nine is better than no
audience?"

"But where are the workers?”

"We beg your pardon?"

“Workers. Look - do you think he's one, over therc?"
It appeared that the play was being produced as part of
the Australian Council of Trade Unions festival of arts.
Therefore workers should be present. A man in plain
strong clothes came over for coffee.

"Are you a worker?"

"Well, er, in a sense I am, er, but then I'm not, I,
er, mean I work but, er, with animals..."

"Wonderful: " we enthused, seeing him as a 2oo or
circus attendant, stable hand or milkman.

"Er, acmally I'm a bacteriologist. "

Still, he was a pleasant person.

"That's what we're up against, " said the management.
"Not one of these bejeaned, sueded, business-suited,
furred or op-shop-suited persons is a worker. Unions
just don't want theatre. "

Scythrop 23 June 1971

"Are you a worker, sir?" we asked a shiny-suited man,
“No. " he screamed, as ke strode towards the door.
“I'm a bank clerk with a broken washing-machine. "

"Is not a bank clerk a worker?" we asked.

"Not in this context. We can only accept tradesmen
and manuals. "
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Research Ltd offered its services. Costs to be met by
an arts council and a radical philanthropist. We tel-
ephoned the Trades Hall and forty union secretaries,

sent out circulars and organized fly-posting,

Three days later the management visited us. Audi-
ences had grown satisfactorily and probably included
workers. But there was anguish. Yes, the manage-
ment anguished. They did not know for certain:
probable-wvorkers was not good enough . We agreed.
It was essential that workers be positively identified.
So we rose to the challenge and decided to conduct a
Worker Survey.

Outright questioning was rejected because interview -
ees would be likely to exaggerate or falsify, It
savoured of simple-mindedness and indicated blatant
inquisitiveness. We were determined to use subtle
means.

CCC (Cursory Corporal Check) was utilized. We
examined people as they entered and left the theatre
for traces of metal, sawdust, woolgrease, dirt &c
under finger-nails, in hair or on dome.

Alas, we lost a fine Researcher who frantically and
lasciviously searched a crown of splendid red hair and
was karated by the girl. There were also irrelevan-
cies, such as the doctor who had changed a wheel.

The following night we applied TJC (Trade Jargon
Comprehension) testing. A Researcher at the door
greeted ticket holders with selected trade terms.
Dunnage? Tapclicker or Welter? Involuted helicals?
Running guts?

This last expression lost us another good man. We
also encountecred much ribaldry. Our injured Resear-
cher has been offered a place in the company and
will join it as soon as he is able to walk,

We resorted to PJA (Professional Jargon Apprehension)
to pick Professionals and be left with Others - i.e.
workers.  Tibia? Bicuspid? Aspects of tort? Free-
flowing spandles? Reverse feedback? Neo-Leavisite?
Interaction? &c.

PJA was abandoned after several ugly scenes.



We decided that we could offer but one solution: hire
a worker. (And we have registered a subsidiary -
Blue Collar Appointments.)

We secured what we considered a suitable type in a
pub near a woolscour. Lane, P, G., 43, married,
three children, votes Liberal, Labor, DLP or Comm=-
unist according to whim, moustached, contented é&c.
He arrived at the theatre wearing a dustcoat heavy
with woolgrease, hand-rolled cigarette behind ear,
devil's claw (Martynia spp.) in hair, burs in moust-
ache and ram'’s pizzle praominent in breast pocket.
We were impressed.

We had arranged with the management for his reac-
tons to be filmed and taped. He appeared to revel
in the attention accorded him. He sat quietly appre-
ciative until five minutes from the end of the play,
when:

“No, no, no. God help us.”

We were appalled. He forced his way between the
seats in front and stood amongst the players. They
tried to make the best of it by making him a super-
numerary, but he ignored them and began his speech.

The players sat down. He mentioned: the awfulness
of honest labour, the ambiguous nature of the foreman
type, despicableness of manager and owner, the cred=
ulity of workers, traffic conditions, mortgages, the
baseness of sheep, the desirability of wearing wool
next to the skin, the decline of the wool trade and

the sad plight of drama.

A few patrons applauded. He then returned to his
seat. The play resumed. Of course we refused to
pay him. He left quietly.

We sent his employers a confidential report of his
behaviour, and our helpfulness has been rewarded.
Research is synonymous with industrial harmony, the
arts and money.

(0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XCX0X0X0X0X0X0)

PLUMBERS OF THE COSMOS

George Turner

(0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0)

The habit of titling science fiction collections "The
Worlds of Soandso" is perhaps indicative of editorial
desperation. We have had "The Worlds of"” Robert
Heinlein, Robert Silverberg, &c and mostly these
have been misnomers, with little of the contents
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showing more than variations on everybody else’s
world. But in the case of THE WORLDS OF FRANK
HERBERT (New English Library: A$1.00) there is some
justice in the title, for most of the nine stories offer
alienness in truly inventive manner.

The difficulty of creating a true alien has always been
that of making him comprehensible to a human mind
when the chances are that he would be utterly incom-
prehensible. 99.9% of science fiction's aliens turn out
to be humans in fancy dress. Ursula Le Guin got round
the problem by making her aliens human, but that
trick can scarcely be played twice. Herbert gets round
it by providing just one link in each case which makes
a modicum of understanding possible but leaves the
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