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EDITORTAL

When those who discovered science fiction today enter the fandom of 1970 and
thereabouts, they will find fanzines of that time full of nosialgic memories of
"the good old days of 1965." Fang will look back on the present as a "Golden
Age", in which more than ever before, speculative fiction became an accepted
and (comparatively) well-written medium.

And these future fans will be quite correct, 1965 is a new Golden bAge, Thig
conclusion dawned on your editor just a short time ago, after a lengthy period
of exnsperation with the field.

Magazines have lost ground in the battle to keep their rezader's interest,
but they are to a lurge extent now on the upswing in readabllity and sclience—
fictional appeal {even to older fans). ANALOG, since the reversion to the small
gize, has shown a staggering increase in the quality of material., GALAXY, long
much~obused, is now producing roughly one good issue in two, while companion
magazines IF and WORLDS OF TOMORROW are producing science fiction that is among
the best ever written. There iz still rubbish in good mezsgure, but HEditor Pohl's
policy of straightforward action with a respectably science fictional treatment,
ig paving remarkable dividends. The recent trend towards amorphous and meaning-
less stories may have been greatly overrated; certainly this looks to be one of
the 'blind alleys! explored by speculative fiction.

Every publisher of note has a 'science fiction series', and I have yet to
rend an SP-labelled book of this current crop of ‘respectable' publications,
that is not at least "adequate" in plot and treatment. Contrast this state of
affoirs to the lamentable "boom" of 1953-4 (in the UK) when so much idiocy was
committed to print. Science fiction readers have no cause for complaints there
are currently more good books than there is time to rend them.,

This ig¢ indeed the Golden Age
.Q@bnsoOGOOIQOOD!)é.Q‘OOOQQGa'

7ENITH will meanwhile continue the congistent policy followed (with incon-
sistent success) since the earliest issues. This issue containg some superficial
changes, and at least one more lasting alherasion,

I+ has long been my opinion that Book Reviews should be the heart of a mag-
azine such as ZENITH, and not merely a 'necessary but dull! department. To this
end your editor and his reviewers have always worked. Now at last the Book Rev~
iew Department has attained a size and nature sufficient to present interesting
materinl at length. This, we hope, will spark off more than one discussion.....

The FANOPAMA column has been a casuality of the recent regettleoment of Walt
& Madeleine Willis, now at !'Strathclyde', Warren Rond, Donaghadee, Co Downy, N.I.
but will, we hope, be contained once more in the next issue.

7ENITH certainly welcomes material from those who have had some succeass in
one asspect of the field or another, but certainly does not prohibit the use of
material from just about anyone who can write reasgonably well and interestingly.
Your editor will always be glad to receive articles, reviews, discussion points,
letters, artwork, and just about everything except amateur science fiction.




MAGAZINE REVIEWS BY

Terry Jeeves

ANALOG SCIENCE FICTION & SCIENCE FACT.

April 1965,

Firmly rooted in the past as I am,
and needing no acting-assistant-under-
paid-deputy to scratch by back when it
itches, I am not pandering to the
gallery when I say that I welcome
ANALOG!'s return to the digest size.
Apart from the greater ease of gtorage,
and the fact that it feels more like
what a magazine should be, it is also
easier to slip into one's pocket, or
read in bed,

This issue boasts another Schoenherr
cover, but for once it lacks his normal
blocky figures and sombre tones. Not
strictly SF, perhaps, but still a good
cover, Interior artwork is severely
limited (but good), and I hope this is
merely a temporary shortage. As for
those who have been carping over chang-
ing sizeé® in mid-serial, it isn't the .
first time, since the same fate caught
Doc Smith's 'Second Stage Lensman' back
in 1941 when- Campbell first trlied an
expanded ‘'bedsheet' ASF. However, the
contraction also seems to have effected
the stories, as there are only three
this issue, together with an article,
and Part 4 of the serial.

Goblin Night by James H Schmitsz,
%% apovher story about Telzey, the tesn-
age telepath, this time on a visit to a
National Park, where she encounters
another esper. This one turns out to be
an accident-maimed technician living in
an automated house and with a thousand
and one gadgets. (Do I detect the mod
version of the old 'mad scientist' ?)
Aided by lots of unexplained money, the
villain has developed a mechanical ESP
augmenter, and has also established
underworld ‘connectiong’ which first
supply him with an alien predatory mon-
ster, and then with humans for it to
hunt under his telepathic guidance, He
first immobilises Telzey =—- and her
aircar ~- with a mysterious ray (In




~the days of John Russell Fearn it would have been a magnetic one.) and draws her
into his web. Accepting all the unlikely happenstance, and my general dislike
of female, teenage, heroines, this was a story I thoroughly enjoyedes.sooscsssBe

No Throne Of His Own by L.A.Perkins, is another psi yarn wherein a Terran
gpaceman in the occupying forces gtationed on some planet finds that the local
brew gives him TK powers., He not only bedevils his nasty sergeant, but alsc s
golves the problem puzzling the Occupying Forces. (First the aliens stood off
the whole fleet while in space, with terrific destructive powsrs, then when the
fleet finally made a landing, the natives welcomed them, and showed no signs of
having Weapons.) For stretched contrivances this story takes some beating, but
it was a pleasant piece nevertheless.....Rating C.

Fad by Mack Reynolds, concerns a group of Con-men who foist a 'Joan of Arc'
cult on the public in order to cash in on merchandising of tied goods. The end-
ing is of course highly predictable. Never believable and seldom interesting,

I found nothing here to recommend the yarn, not even %o o fanzine. You'll find
far better material in Alien WorldsesosoooRating B,

The Space Techology Of A Track Meet by Robert S Richardson is an intereste
ing article on why we can't Jjust multiply Earth records in order to estimate
whot & record will be on the moon, or by other 'g' based parameters for the var—
ious planets. The points are interesting and well-made, and I see no reason to
doubt the logic. A good article, but with two minor flaws. First, the methods
and calculations themselves are not given, and secondly, Richardson varies (or
rounds off) his ideal athletic weight and performance in 2 variety of ways in
order to eimplify his arithmetic.

All in 211, a good issue, particularly so in this current age of crud-thump-
ing. I greatly regret the day some unmentionable NIT took a long lingering look
at Picasso, Pop art, The Emperor's New Clothes, and the general attitude of "I
don't=understand—it-but-I'1ll-pretend~I~do" and introduced the gimmick into SF.

I suspect it was Bradbury...(or perhaps Galaxy magazine ?)e.o.but the fact rem-
ains that we seem to be stuck with it..which maokes this issue of ANALOG a wel-
come departure from the norm.

May 1965

Trouble Tide, by James H Schmitz, is reminiscent of Clarke's DEEP RANGE, and
deals with sabotage of the undersea herds of 'sea beef' on another planet. The
investigating scientigtes undergo an unexpected sea-change, solve the problem,
fix the baddies, and change back to normal. Plenty of action and double-talk,
but otherwise not up to this authorts gtandard......Rating C.

Planetfall, by John Brunner. A visiting spaceman from a star-ship meets an
Barth girl. Both are dissatisfied with their lot, and envy the other. Each pours
out their reasons why, and then he goes back to his ship. And thab's the story.
A poor 'D'y, and nowhere near Brunner's normal level,

Captive Djinn by Chrisgtopher Anvil. The usual captive Terran uses the dumb
alien's lack of krnowledge of humaing to affect his escape. Anvil has done this
so well, (and so often) before, that this version has nothing to offer.....D.

- Pr:whet Of Dune by Frank Herbert (serialmwlast of 5 pnrts). Concerning a
highly implausible 3 cornered conflict between the Freemen, the Emperor, and a
hogtile planet, Accepting the multi~barreled names, improbable soclety, and im-
plausible plot of winning a planet back from nature and the Emperor's Baron,
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thig story rattles along beautifully on the action level, with a fight or a duel
in every episode. Added intrigue comes from the superhuman powers of those
trained by the Bene-Gegserit soclety, and added danger from the giant sand-worms.
Good to give your adrenals a workeout, and worth a B rating.

June 1965

Muddle Of The Woad by Randall Garrett. The sickening title conceals another
Lord Darcy detective-—story set in the semi-modern, semi-feudal England where gore
cery is real and we see only the more pleasant side of a pseudo-Middle Ages
gsoclety. I enjoyed this one and rate it B for the way it is handled. However,
beyond saying that Lord Darcy is appointed by the King to find a murderer who has
dyed hig victim blue, there is little else to add except that I hope the Garrett
pitcher makes no more trips to this well....Rating B.

Glimpseg Of The Moon by Wallace West. Degpite pre-flight agreements, a glory-
seeking US astronaut lands first and claims the moon for the USA. Naturally the
Rugsians land and do the same, and so does the European combine. War might devel-
ops o legal hassle doeg, but this subsides when the rather weak gimmick of
aliens-got-there~first is revealed, and we end on the usual "Where do we go from
here ™ notessesss Ratine Te

Duel To The Death by Christopher Anvil. 4 space explorer runs into a highly
organised, hive-minded, microscopic and very dangerous life form. Protective
measures would have been adequate to deal with the menace, but for a career-minded
officer whose ambitions hamper their reaction time. An excellent gtory, into which
psil powers are introduced in a logical way., Sad to say, an unnecessary twist at
the end (to allow us to win ?) needlessly complicates the story and downrates it
from A to B.

The G M.Effect by Frank Herbert. A new drug unlocks tacial memories, and
allows total recall. Naturally for the good of the nation it must be suppressed,
This is done ruthlessly, but who ilg to watch the watchers ? Unduly verbose and
unconvineing.. ..« sRating De

LLOYD BIGGLE JR, on the subject of Criticism

«eeel started to put together some material on the art, business and hobby of crit-
iciemy, but the subject excites me so little that I have been unable to finish what
I started. A quote or two from what I collected: From a reference book 3

Criticism: Evaluation and judgement according to recognised standards, based on a
study and analysis. My questionss whose recognised standards, or standards recoge
niged by whom ? And =—-—--— ghould criticism be based upon study ?

Peter DeVries, quoted in a new booky, COUNTERPOINT: "Divorce of appreciation from
enjoyment is the course of academic literary analysis. Think of =1l those miles of
interpretation, and the analysis of the contents of a book without one word about
whether the critic had a good time with it, experienced the entertainment for which
it was written in the first plaoce. It's as though you told what you had for dinner
by giving the recipes for what you ate —- or worse, a chemical analyvsis of the food?

CONTINUED ON PAGE 14




You know, when you really think about it, the last thing that Science Fiction
needs is science., Despite what people such as John W Campbell Jr., Patrick Moore,
and Uncle Hugo say, there is no very good argument for having a solid scilentific
basis for either reading or writing SF stories. Admittedly, people will jump on
an author if he should get his facts wrong, but surely this is a warning that
writers should keep their science to a minimum, if they use any at all ?

How many established SF authors have any connection with science ? Taking a
few as they come to mind we have Heinlein, Nourse, Asimov, Clement, Clarke,Hoyles
I'm sure there are others but this is a fair representative sample. Now let's
have a closer look at them.

In recent years Robert Heinlein has written 1ittle, if anything, which has had
the slightest connection with his own field of Engineering. Yes, a lot of his
earlier work had a science-gimmick basis, but most of this doesn't compare in
quality with his more recent efforts. You can argue here that this improvement in

quality is to be expected as Heinlein matures
as a writers; but then you must look at the
fact that he has matured away from the
_science-~based story set-up.

. : Nourse, as a doctor, tends to be a spec-
ial cases although he often brings his
branch of science into his stories, psych-
iantric medicine is about people, and so his
stories follow suit.

>

When one thinks of Asimov, one thinks of
the Foundation series, and Caves Of Steel —-
and these both have little to do with the
physical sciences. Asimov makes sure he has
the best of both worlds, by writing good
science articles and good science fiction.

Clarke is in many ways similar to Asimov.
He has built a reputation by writing books
about space travel, and has carried over his
wide knowledge of the subject into many of
his stories. But few of these stories are
good, What do you remember about The Sands
Of Marg, Islands In The Sky, and all others
ot %he ilk ? I'11 tell you what you remembers”
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you remember vivid descriptions of the inside of a spaceship, or space stationg
you remember descriptions of Mars, Venus, or of space itself. But where were the
peoples there weren't any. What about the plot ? == there was precious little of
that, either., This is being unfair to Clarke, since he can write well, But when
you think of his best story, you think of one in which the science is negligible,
such as Childhood's End. Isn't this significant ?

Clement and Hoyle are the two writers, of those I've mentioned, whose stories
are strongest on physical science, and these are also the two authors of the lisgt
who write the dullest stories. Yes, Clement hag written some good SF, but I can
think of only one, Needle, which wasn't overly full of technical gimmicks. Hoyle,
however, is a self-confessed rabid 'science first' man, and this shows in his
literary work. Cardboard cut~out characters wander through lifeless (but entirely
accurate)oplots, delivering lectures on astronomy. Hoyle may be a first rate agte
ronomer but he is only a third rate story teller.

There is little evidence that science itself necessarily breeds good SF writers.

The trouble is, that those who really want science in science fiction maintain
that it must be cimpletely accurate. If you demand this, then you agree to a con-
striction of movement for your ideas, because if present day gcience says that
such-and-such is a fact, then this mnst be accepted, and the story must be limited
accordingly. The sort of fiction produced under these circumstances is well 1llus-
trated in the old Gernsback Amazing, where only half the wordage was readable.
Phere is always the good old suspension-:f-disbelief loophole to fsll back on, but
this should be a device used by a good author only to get out of a hole., For exam—
ple, the FTL drive, which will allow the writer to set his plot on a far-removed
planet where he need not worry about physical conditions which are the norm on
Earth. So this is more of an argument againgt science than for it, as the suspen-
sion-of-digbelief is really an author's anti-science weapon. :

As it is, science fiction imposes severe restrictions on an author, whether he
may like it or not. When an author sets his story off the Farth, even a simple line
such ag "The pale yellow moon rose slowly out of the ecastern sky" can be fraught
with a multitude of dangers. For example, the author would be laughed at if he had
set his scene on Venus. Or, if on one of the other Solar planets, he must ensure
that there ig a moon, that it would rise in the east, that it would do so slowly,
and when it had done so it would be seen to be pale yellow., Now what sort of a job
is this for a man who considers himself an artist ? A man strong on wvriting but
weak on Astronomy has only once to suffer the torrents of abuse this sort of thing
can bring upon his head, to slip thankfully back into the more peaceful (and better
paid) waters of mainstream.

Of course, there are some writers who like %o do this sort of thing, Hal Clem=
ent with Mission of Gravity for one, and as he explained in ZENITH 8, Fritz Leiber
with The Wanderer. In both cases the exercise was obviously enjoyable to the
authors, but was it justified from a literary point of view ? In each case the
story was as scientifically accurate as possible (apart from the inherent implaus-
1ibility of the plo”c)9 but did this accuracy make for a better story 7 I'm sure
that both Clement and Leiber would be deeply disappointed 1f one thought that the
worth of their novels lay mainly in the accuracy of theilr gcience,

We have & number of science-oriented authors writing SF, but there is nothing
to suggest that those who are write Petter because of their bias. The plot, the
action, the characters, these are the most important ingredients of a story. They
are the story, and any science which might be in that story is of secondary impor-
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tance. We've all read those early CGernsbackian Amazings, and have skipped screeds
of pseudoscience which purported to be an explanation of what was happening - and
which even suggested that things might one day really happen that way.

True, the occasional story does depend on a particular, perhaps unusual,
scientific fact, but only the best writers (rather than scientists) can write
these stories properly, as the fact can only be the basis for the story, and not
the story itself. When handled incompetently this is the worst type of story, as
it rapidly degenerates into a bad lecture. At best such an episode is nothing
more than an amusing triflej of no literary consequence, even inside the restricted
field of gcience fiction.

However, not only is it unnecessary to have real science in a sclence fiction
story, it is rare for an author fto actually incorporate any. This hag been getting
more the case in the last few years, and even looking back on all the best SF ever
written, most stories contain only a modicum of incidental science, —- and some,
none whatsoever,

What of the readers 7 To the discerning fan the science in science fiction is
superfluous, and detracts rather than adds to the story,., If he has a good ground-
ing in the branch of science used in the story, he will find its presence ludicr-
ous if inaccurate, or if accurate boring because of its simplicity. If he knows
nothing about that particular branch of knowledge, the scientific waffle is mean-—
ingless and will not even teach him anything. In fact, a negative process may take
place if he believes what he is told, and having picked up some of the Jargon, he
thinks he has learned something. If the author is talking a lot of rubbish, as
they often do, our reader will make a fool of himself and will drag SF further
into the mire in the process.

So let us get the 'science' out of Science Fiction —- and while we are about
ity let us finish the Jjob and change the name, too. Apart from being a misnomer,
the term 'Science Fiction' has very bad connotations -— BEHMs, lurid magazine cov-
ers, flying saucers, "Do you really believe in Martians?', and all that crazy
Buck Rogers stuff,.

The term 'Speculative Fiction! (gainirg ground in some quarters) carries a
much better brand-image, giving an air of intelligence and maturity to the field
that 'Science Fiction' has long lost the power to give. Also, it ig o term which
should appeal more to fans. The day is long past where fans thought that the
science in their stories was important, what is more important to them is imagin-
ative ideas. "What would happen if...?", the extrapolation of today into tomorrow,
(and SF readers weré among the first to start wondering if there would be a fut~
ure), what will happen if man ever comes in contact with aliens ? ~- and a thousand
other ideas. Thege constitute the drug which makes an SF addict,

tScience! has been foisted on usy the sooner we throw it away the better.

An interesting new venture by Ken McIntyre was first introduced at the Birmingham
Convention at Easter. Ken ig producing printed name-plates for books, illustrated,
size 3" x 23", gummed backs, These are a professional job, very similar to the
stickers advertised in CGALAXY for the past few years. Price 2/— per set of 12,
from Ken McIntyre at 212, Commonwealth Way, Abbey Wood, London S.B.2.




EDMUND COOPER - AN ASSESSMENT

Edmund Cooper, a rapidly rising English Science Fiction author, has
wpithen thiee novels and has had published three collections of short stories all
of whickh may be judged by the highest standards. ILis latest novel, TRANSIT,
publighed here by Faber; and by Lancer in the U Sehey attracted a good deal of notice
and many favourable reviews on both sides of the Atlantic, Yet, desplte the relative
success of this book, which shows a degree of professionalism not generally apparent
in sf, his name seems to be virbtually unknowm in sf circles. His books are usually
favourably reviewed at intervals but appear to attract little or mno interest in the
mammer of Ballard, Aldisz, et al. There arc articles and assessments galore about
less important and less imaginative writers, who also enjoy considerably wider
reputgtions. Cooper's style and his ideas are both fresch and original, and although
he appears to have started writing only within the last decade, his wori compares
favourably with Claxke, Simal:, and others wio are generally venerated as masters of
the genre.

Cooper's first novel, DEADLY IMAGE, appeared seven or elght years agp,
a short time befove the first of his story collections, the original Ballantine
edition of TOMORROW'S GITT, later published in Britain by Digit. This was a collect-
ion of short stories that had appeared in such diverse magazines as John Bull,
Authentic, Fantastic Universe and the Saturday Evening Post. The title story first
apspeared in the Star sf series some time before, and shows the uwmsual interest in
human relationships - unusual for a writer of sf - which is evident in most of his
books. and especially so in TRANSIT. The stories show preoccupation with time,
another theme with which he is constantly involved. In an appreciative review in
Astounding, Schuyler Miller said of him that he possesses "a lind of forthright
realism that helps to melke the strangest of paradozes plavsible, ¥

He has had two further collections of short stories published - VOICES
I THE DARK and TOMORROVW CAME, in 1960 and in 1563 respectively, the third collectiom
repeating some material from the second for some reason. The stories show a lack
of wiformity since they each seem to be striving after some sort of style, so much
s0 that some of them are recognisable as being nothing more than re-writes of other
author's material. Hie THE UNICORN is extremely reminiscent of Sturgeon's THE STLKEN
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"Lost in a frigid continuum of space and time, a sea of darkness and silence
rippling to the impossible shores of eternity, the galaxies drift - nebulous,
remote, They are vortices of starry plamkbton, bright illusions of life in
the tides of & vacant ocean Tor dexlness is, was and shall be, on the face
of the deep...."

Mnd 2~
"The universe was expty, yebt 1t waeg £illed with the tantelising brillisnce
of stars. The universe was silent, yet always there woere the whigpering of
ghosts., Time was without significance, yet moments tricl:led slowly, as if
Irom a leal: in elternity. Space was lmmeasurable, yet each star was at the
very rim of the cosmos. &nd the Solarian continmued to arift, en infinitely
small seed, through the dark valleys of creation. But the seed was itself
a universe, bound by the dimensions of hope, endurance, and courage. It was
a capsule of history, a pin-point miracle, amicroscopic dream of resurrection
svoooh mesnase in a bottle, written by a dying race, and +ossed into the
black uncharted oceons of the night. A pathetic and magrnificent gesture.Y

Of coursec, not everyone can be ezpected to like this kind of "fine"
writing. Bubt many do, and they would be hard put to find finer writing snd descriptiom
of this sort,

The book is a beautiful plece of writing, a work of art, the point
“ils summed up perfectly in "Envoi.!

"But, whetever his ultimate purvose, Man, who i1s born of the stars and even
now aspires to their conquest, may find his consolation, testament, or
epitaph in words whose meaning expands even to the
very limits of his minds

In my berinning is my end
In ny end is my beginning, "

To ny wind, this is one of the finest sf
novels to have been written in recent years, one that will
stend the test of time. However, it has been more or less
ignored,cven thougch it combines purpose and rational
philosophy with pure science-fantasy of the finest cuality.
The near-poetic prose is on s par with an exciting and
satislying plot and a set of characters who achieve whatb
almost amounts to & tragic greatness - something rare ine
deed in sf. It is a story which can be read on several
levels, both as pure adventure and as a condemnation of
nuclear childishness, both as an attempt to ezplain the
nyetery ol the human being and as an atteupt to glorify
him in spite of his inspired foolishness, 5 such, 1t
descrves a higher place among sf novels,

Affer such glorifcation, any attempt to CQ, : .

. . e . ¢ 7] >
congilder his most recent novel, TRANSIT must necessarily M R ;v%ﬁj
be anti~climatic. TFor, although TRANSIT is a good bool and < Ry
is good sf, it camol compare with the universal scope of m”i;,\\ﬁ
SEED CF LIGHT. It does contein many of the same qualities b Lol éégyé%kﬁ\\w
that malke the other such a fine novel; the cosmic scenes of ; ,»J“’ otﬁm\

’a

description, the characterisation, the underlying
philosophical purpose. But the main purpose is wore that
of a mainstream novel, describing the intervlay of
strangers thrown btogether into a dangerous situation,’




L aYthough %% could probebly not have boen writter ae anything but science fiction.

It concerns four people who are suddenly transported from various
London parks to another planetby some %ﬁléﬁ%%%%%iﬁé means not entirely explained.
After prelinminary tests as captives of a mysterious intellligence which scems to re-
card them as experimental animals, they are brought together and released on an
island on the planet. This is predominantly tropical in climate, and which, as
they later discover, circles the star Achemnar. They find that there are also four
golden~skinmed humanoids present on the island, who appear to be utierly inimical %o
ordinary humanity end who have physical statute comparcable to Greck gods. A battle
to the death ensues, the four humans win against the odds and are firally visited by
their captors, an older civilisation in control of the galaxy, but gradually dying
outs These beings have matched forty groups of Larthmen and humanoids (from Alpha
Centauris), in order that they may ficht to decide the future of their respective
races - one will become the local ruler, the other is to be'inhibited.™

Tovards the end of the story, the author descends to some rather
questionable statements of o highly idealistic nature; a weakness to which he
appears to be prone. 4 representative of the older comtrolling race which was res-
ponsible for the experiment says that they managed to survive because "they found
another collective strength, which you inadequately call compassion...compassion,
and tie desire te create. In the end they are the only gualities you will necd."

This is perhaps the only major flaw in Cooper's writing - an
extremnely tuestionable idcaliem vhere the humen race is concerned, even when it is
engaged in all but destroying itself, as it does in SEED OF LIGHT. He tends to
glorify man for little wmore than existing in an uncaring universe. Though there is
little wrong in this for ite own sake, this emotional sentimentality can be annoying
to the reader and detracts from enjoyment of the story. This idealistic and philo-
gophical jargon is the direct ecuivalent of Pallard's metephysical Jargon which is
often cgually annoying. “

‘In fact, there is much in common betvwecn the two authors, although
ardent Ballard supporters would probably sneecr at the idea. But therc are definate
correlations. Read this passage, end then compare it with parts of VOICES OF TIME ¢-

W, ..He was drifting down a dark river of space. He was drifting to the end
ol the cosmos; and island: universes - unimaginable dust bowls of light -
seemed to flash by in the icy rapids of creation, '

It was too cold - not physically cold, but spiritually cold., His half-
consclous mind rejected the patterns of awful splendour, groping hungrily
for meaning and relief and locatiocn.,..m

Now take & briof passage from THE VOICES CF TINE.

"Like and endless river, so broad that its banks were below the horizons, it
flovwed steadily towards him, a vast course of time that spread outwards to
fill the sky and the universc, enveloping overything within them. Hoving
slowly, the forwards direction of its majestic current almost imperceptible,
Powers knew that its source was the source of the cosmos itselfl."

They are similar, So similar, in fact, that one might think that
the first passage was derived from the second. But this I doubt. Cooper's writing
is full of such passages, and although on the surface the words are much the same,
the underlying meaning, if there is any, is different, Ballard is concerned with the
sub-congcious, the primitive in man; vwhile Cooper is more concerncd with what mekes
man what he is; how people rcact to strange situations end to each other, and most
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important of ally man's place in relation to the terrlfylngly large universe in
which he finde himgelf §=me—

Wan can never evade the inbtolerable burden and distinction of mind. And mind
is so fashioned that it can never renocunce the pursult of meaning.

Perhaps it is part of the celestial paradox that only the microcosm of man
and the macrocosm of mind can discover a purpose in the random drift of the gal—
axies. And perhaps it was the function of the stars simply to create mind.

Por, without mind, there can be no meaning."

If there is any point in comparing Cooper's work to that of Ballard, it lies
in the fact that Ballard, and one or two other writers, such as Aldiss and Vonne-
gub, go just a little bit deeper than merebstorytelling in their work.Some deeper
purpose is usually associated with their work, and I consider this to be also true
of Cooper's novels =—- although no-one seems to have looked at fthem in this light.

Before the appearance of these last two novels, science fiction which argued
philosophical points usually only did so in order to bring some secondary interest
into the story. (With s-me exceptions, such as Simak's MIRAGE, which, although
typically American in its notions, appears to have genuine philosophical concern,
as does hig AND THE TRUTH SHALL MAXE YOU FREE. There appear %o be many similarvit-
ies between the writing of Cooper and Simak.)

I think it is highly arguable that these two novels are equally concerned with
philosophicml considerations as with plot, which is not to say that the plots
suffer in the process. They don't, except for the occasional irritating remark.
Here ig a science fiction author who appears to take his longer work as seriously
as does anyone currently writing in the science fiction field, with much better
results than most of his conbemporaries.

That there are faults in Cooper's work no one can deny. The idealism which is
g0 evident, both in the stories themselves and in the quotes with which he hedges
his novels, often seem to be both false and arrogant. But perhaps, at the same time,
this lofty feeling for humanity helps the beauty of the writing, proves to be an
inspiration. It is difficult to believe that it is cold-bloodedly cooked up for
the purpose of the plotsy some statements ring too true and too controversial to be
anything but genuine. And at the same time, his short stories appear to be very
routine and are generally uninspired, with only the occasional exception being
apparent. If he is remembered, it will be for his novels rather than for hig short
stories.

PUBLICATIONS OF INTEREST

THE RIVERSIDE QUARTERLY (ed. Leland Sapiro) AMRA (The Magazine of Swordplay &
The U.S. magazine of science fictional Sorcery.
criticiems three issues so far, of excell- ed George Scithers, 2/~, 8 for 14/—
ent material. 354 per copy. from Archie Mercer, 70 Worrall Rd.,
Box 82, University Station, Saskatoon, Bristol, 8. Best-looking magazine
Canada . in the amateur field.

JACK VANCE - SCIENCE FICTION STYLIST ADVENT ¢ PUBLISHERS.

A ecritical essay by Richard Tiedman, BOé The publishers of SF criticlism in
per copy from R & J Coulson, Route 3, book form. Many titles. Detailg, -

Wabash, Indiana. 30 Pp, inc. bibliography. P.0.Box 9228, Chicago 90, Illinois,
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LLOYD BIGGLE JR. On the subject of Criticism. (Continued from Page 5)

I don't want my books "studied". On the other hand, I think I am not out of
order in expecting a reviewer to give a book at least as careful a reading as any
thoughtful recader who has an interest in the subject. ( if the reviewer lacks
such an interest he should not be revieweing that book). What the would-be Tev~
iewer is often unaware of is that a good (i.e. favourable ) review can be more
infuriating than a bad (i.e. unfavourable) review. One short professional review
of my last novel contained, in its five lines, four major misstatements of fact.
It was a favourable review., I didn't like it,

Arthur Miller, speaking to Polish students‘in Warsaws: " The ideal critic
should be very small, invisible, and deaf and dumb. I don't care whether he has
a typewriter or not, so long as nothing comes out of it."

This is nongense too. I am unable to generate animosity for a critic simply
becauge he doesn't like what I have written. If he doesn't like it, it .is his
job to say so. On the other hand, it strikes me as puerile egocentrism for a
critic to assume that Jjust because he does not like a book,; no-one else should.
A critic's responsibility does not extend only to those who are likely to agree
with him.

In an attempt to expose the basic fallacy involved in assigning letter ratings
to stories, I have written a review of a non-existent story: and T suggest that
you ask Terry Jecves what his letter rating would be if the opinions expressed
there wore his own.

Of course 2 critic could not give an "A" rating to a story that is, by his own
admission, the worst he has ever read. To do so would be to concede that his ratings
were meaningless. One the other hand, if he gives this story less than an "A" rat-
ing, his rating standards have no objective validity, and as a guide to readers
are completely worthless., By thus oversimplifying an extreme case, I underscore the
injustice of oversimplification in all cases.

Y,..I% would be presumptious of me to state that this is the worst story that kas
gvet-been published, but it is assuredly the worst that I have ever read. There

is no plot. The seven alleged characters, despite superficial differences in name,
mannerisms, and sex, are as interchangeable as bowling pins, and just as wooden,
The story begins nowhere in particular, and tediously lurks in that vicinity for
8000 words. Every sentence is fraught with suspense, not because of anything hap-
pening in the story, but because tHe writer's casual approach to English grammar
kweps the reader feeling that he must have overlooked something --a punctuation
nark, a verb, perhaps a paragraph or two,.

The background material is fascinating. The reader looks into the future as
into a distorting mirror, and what he sees there is so deftly drawn, so terrify-
ingly real, that no description or summary could do it justice. A once-in-a-
lifetime experience, DON'T MIBS IT !

Rating ?

(EGit0T)sessOne can't help but feel there is a contradiction somewhere that makes
your argument invalid. In any case, who ever said that Terry's reviews had any
worth other than the provision of entertainment (to all except authors perhaps).
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Harry Warner Jr

seeel've not read EARTHWORKS, or most of
the other fiction reviewed in ZHENITH 8,

put I felt there was some kind of common
factor to all these new works of science
fiction, as I read through the review
sectiong of your new issue. Fiually I real-
ised exactly what gave me this impression,
It is the continuing custom for long
science fiction stories to deal with the
fate of an entire world, if not an allover-
thegalaxy civilisation. It's hard to imag-
ine what might have caused this obsessioun
with races and planets in peril. During fhe
1930's there were enough 3F stories with a
limited scope to cause Ed Hamilton to be
conspicuous for his own cons’stent use of
the world-saving gimmick. Now 1it's hard to
find a long novelette or complete novel
that doesn't deal with the destiny of bill-
ions of people, either by direct descrip-
tion or by implication. Perhaps DAVY won so
much favour in fandom because of the fresh
unusual treatment that it gave to the
future Barth, whose destiny is not directly
settled by the activities of the peovle
whom the book describes.ess
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Z“ I believe that Harry has discovered a very real point here, one that could bear
a little thought. To illustrate further this trend in science fiction, I'1ll quote
below a few paragraphs that appeared in THE SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL; Advent Publish-
ers, Sept. 1064. This section by Robert Bloch.

w?

coeotet in mahy,.of these novels, something is off-key. Can it be -~ I wonder =—-
that the heroes are too important 7 '

That's where some of..these books destroy the illusion of reality for me. I'm
transported right back to the days ef Hugo Gernsback where, in many instances,the
handsome but brilliant young fullback landed on Mars and immediately found himself
involved with the Princess, the High Priest, and the Emperor. By the time you
reached the fourth page of such epics, Our Boy was always tangling with the highegt
figures in the Hierarchy, and he and he alone eventually decided the fate and fut-—
ure of the planet, the galaxy, or the enlire universe.
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And here we are again today. Sophisticated superimpositions of satire,sophistry
sociology and psychiatry notwithstanding, there's one basic plot -— Boy Meets Big
Wheel, and overturns the world.

Now the thing that made 1984 a convincing tour-de-force was its depiction of an
average citizen against an average background. It was not necessary for Orwell to
pit his commonplace hero against the Top Dogs in order to make a plot and a point.
Indeed, the strength and the conviction of his book lies in the way he deliberately
offers a "glice of life" rather than an orgy of name-dropping.

Science fiction as a vehicle for social criticism is stalled when one of those
super-heroes climbs into the driver's seat and ingiste on racing full-speed-ahead
right down the centre of the main highway. You're so busy watching for the possib-
ility of accidents and smashups that you never really see the scenery. Thrilling ?
Yes. Contemplative ? Hardly."

There does indeed seem to be a growing tendency for authois to portray their
characters as The central figures in their imarginary worlds. It makes it difficult
for the reader to identify with the lead charscter, since, after all, the usual
reader's influence on the world's destiny is somewhat near zero. It is hardly worth
picking examples now, except fto point out that P.J.Farmer's latest novel, Dare hag
this symptom (failing ?) and that Robert Heinlein's last half a dozen books dor’h?7

Harry Harrison,

:e.sBeryl Henley is good, and in all fairness should be called a critic and not a
reviewer. I would say this even if she hadn't liked my ETHICAL ENGINEER -- though
I can't say I'm exactly hurt because she did like it. It is obvious that she has
read the book closely and has made a strong attempt to understand what I put into
it, After doing this she has made her judgements about it.(Pp 49-50, Z7% review)

T wish Ivor latto had done the same thing. For some reason he has read with pre-
judice and has looked for things to differ with, even to the extent of ignoring what
was written (Pp. 30, Z8: letter). Yes, Jason does say "Better to live in chains and
learn how to get rid of them." and "There are only two slaves that need freeing
nere..." But this is not enough grounds to attack the basic philosophy of the book.
Tn the end Jason arranges to have the entire world upset so that all of the slaves
are eventually freed., I do not advanse the argument that the status quo be accepted,
no matter what this implies. Quite the opposite. I thought 1%t was quite clear that
I felt the status quo be accepted as a reality —- which it is —- then changed for
the benefit of mankind.

In any case I shall not beat this any further. I spent about 70,000 words stat-
ing the cases there is no point in going over it again. What I really want to snarl
about is the one more boring bit of Campbell-baiting. Why do some people hate John
Campbell and his editorials so ? It is 2 good thing that Ivor Latto didn't have the
energy to search the editorials for this jdea, because it did not come from any
editorial.(Though why the implied sneer that there is something wrong with getting
an idea from a Campbell editorial ?) If Ivor will turn to the front of the book he
will see that I have dedicated the book to John Campbell, and have credited him
with collaboration. This is for the simple reason that we worked out the idea toe
gether over a lunch, and hammered it out later by correspondence. Ls this a crime 7
John has one of the most prolific and fertile minds in the world, and I deem it a
great pleasure to work with him.

There are a few things in Ivor's letter that I did enJoy. The part about Mikah
being a suicidal fanatic, then "...one wonders how he ever came to live long enough
to take part in this saga." One does indeed —- when ~he is plucked from his home
environment and his strengths become glaring faults in a different society. I can
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name one British ex~Prime Minister and one American ex-President who have Mikahfs
insight and flexibility of mind. They are both still alive, and chuntering away at
their old nonsense == though you might very well ask why.

And, Ivor, whether you intend it or not, thank you for the compliment on my
writing technique. When Mikah says "Better to die free than live in chainsi", you
state that he declared this "...stridently and priggishly of course, Harrison sees
to that." I did nothing of the sort; - you did. There isn't a single word of deg-
cription as to how this speech is delivered, in fact it stands alone without any
sign as to whom ig speaking. I am very pleased to see that this character hag a live
ing and breathing personality for you. Strident and priggish, that is correct. I
wouldn't have it any ether way.

‘ ol
o

i
T :;,/ £

eseel!ve had some second thoughts about my earlier letter, and if there is time I
want to add them here. They are mostly inspired by your comments on Ivor's letter.
You seem to agree that the philosophy of the book ig the one he thought I wrotesewm
not the one I wrote., I thought I was being clear as crystals apparently I wasn't,
For the record, then, here ig what I was basically saying.

There are no such things as "revealed laws" from above. Man invented all the
rules he lives by «— or pretends to live by == then invented the God concept to rat-
ionalise these laws. Once this is understood we can go about changing our moral laws
and use our intelligence en such things as abortion law reform, birth control, homo-
sexual legality, and suchlike. The philosophy that supports these ideas is known as
Scientific Humanism., And if you think that I am a Scientific Humanist —- you are a
hundred percent right. Therefore Ivor is completely wrong in his summation of the
"philogephy" of the Book, and Beryl is quite correct in her summing UPe.e.

Ted Tubb

cessl have read THE BTHICAL ENGINEER, and here I'd like to comment on what Ivor Latto
has to say. He says, or so I gather, that the protagonist (Jason) is wrong in hold-
ing his realistic views, and that Mikah hag a point in stating his own code, which
Ivor seems te say is ef a higher moral tone than Jason's., Well, I disagree. I'm not
arguing about the author's intentions because he probably found it very convenient

te have a couple of opposed viewpoints which he could set against each other and both
fill space and keep the story moving by a succession of minor arguments. This is a
literary gimmick which Ivor, if he ever tried to write a story without such props,
would soon realise the value of. Let's keep to the 'situation as presented'.

I agree with Jason because he was accepting the world in which he found himself
and was managing to survive in it. Mikah wouldn't, on his own, have lived more than
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While we're at it, let's look at that most banal of statements — "It's better
to die free than to live in chains". Now this 1s pure nongense and is mouthed by
those who have no idea of what they are saying. Certainly the majority of them have
never been in chains and positively none of them have died., B¢ —~- how do they know 7

How does anyone know that it is better to die free than to live in chains 7

As %o the rest -— well, Ivor, a society is 2 pretty strong thing, and has to be
accepbed as it is by those that live in it. And, remember, to those who are a part
of any society, the habits and customs of that society are perfectly normal and :
acceptable., At least they are to the majority and, if you believe in democracy, then
the majority is right. You can't have it brth ways....

Alex B Eisenstein

vessl found Fritz Leiber's article on THE WANDERER more interesting than the book
itself. The book was just too episodic in the beginning, with no "omnigeient eye™
view as the author hopped around the world. I would rather have seen such an omni-
gcient viewpoint to throw The Wanderer into perspective, with occagional glimpses
of personal reactions. Instead, everything is seen through personal and constantly
changing viewpolnts.

This is my own personal taste perhaps, but there were other faults too, . Though .
many of the characters were well-ftreawrn (mostly among the saucer group -- especially
the bald one called 'Doc! ), many were Jjust platinum nickels -~ flashy, but phoney
as hell. And I submit that the sex scene on the roller-coaster was not only gross
but worse, it was physically impossible for a number of reasons (for one, anyone
standing in a roller-coaster will soon find himgelf -~ or herself in this case -
flying through the air without the saving grace of wings. ) And though there is much
wonderful visual imagery (challenglng enough for half a dozen wonderful paintings
at least), Fritz's style is lumpy with an overabundance of adjectives, many times
four or more hung on one poor noun without the help of commasee..

Jlm Groves

oveohnd here I take ilssue with Chris Prlost - NEW WORLDS and SCIENCE FANTASY are
now the worst of the magazine crop. They never rated very high in my eyes when Ted
Carnell was editor, but neither Mike Moorcock nor Bonfiglioli have a fraction of
his ability as editors. I stopped buying both these magazines regularly before the
changeover, now I often don't bother to read them when my brother, with more money
than sense, gets them, And as for the new authors, I'd swap all ~f them and their
writing for one honest-to-god Bulmer potboiler. At least Ken's stuff was worth read-
ing once.

Ivor Latto

eesol thought Chris Priest's views on NEW WORLDS & SCIENCE FANTASY were very acute.
T think I would add George Collyn's name to the list of probable long runners in
the Compact stables. As to the others, Thom Keyes is a brilliant find. I haven'®$
enough supetlatives to say ‘how much I enJoyed Period of Gestation...really eupsrh.
Keith Robert's Anita storles I just can't takej lovable sexy girl witch and lovable
grumpy granny witch, chatting it up in dialect...too close to whimsy for my taste.

It isn't quite fair to say that NEW WORLDS is superior to SCIENCE FANTASYj; the
relative quality of the stories published is much the same. But Mdoorcock's crusadlng
zeal has certainly given NW a new lease of life,; not entirely because of the stories
he publishes , but also becesuse of the way his philosophy is backed up in editorials,

B
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articles, and reviews, Bither Bonfiglioli
has no similar urge to convert, or he
has bean persuvaded to accept NW as the
dominant half of the Compact twins,
Maybe the publishers feel that they can't
afford to fun reviews, articles and let-
ters in both mags. Whatever the reason,
SF certainly suffers for it in a certain
purposelessness, Li's always been like
that, for some reason, a weak sister to
CNW in its departments, although usually
superior in the stories it prints.

When an editor like Moorcock pushes
the literary qualities of SF, the long-
suffering reader might well shudders it
could so easily mean a string of iales
over-written with adjectives and liter-
ary glmmicks. The sort of "stars spark-
ling dreamily o'er moon-kissed myriad
clouds" gtuff, reminiscent of Jerome XK,
Jerome in an off moment. Itfs part of th. price one pays for new writers, I
suppose, but wearying nonetheless. In spite of the ritual homage paid to Ballard
and Burroughs, I think NW is, in its own way, seeking after that Holy Grail of
SFe...the 8:nse of Wonder (all kneel). And, in its own way. it has succeeded on
occasiony James Colvin's The Mountain, and B.J.Bayley's All The King's Men both
give one that old sense of awe and majesty, but in really novel terms. One tends
to be pessimistic about the fate of SF mags, knowing how many others have bit the
dust, but NEW WORLDS seems likelw to have an interesting run under Moorcock'sgs
editorship. I wonder if the "Oxford antiquarian" will feel the urge to irtrdéduce
a touch of the cult of personality into NW's stable mate, or whether he will be
given the chance to do so.

[_The trouble is that science fiction fans are 'hooked' on the type of SF current
in a particular period, and when the bias of SF storytelling changes, the
readers don't change, This is tre reagon ‘for the dissatisfaction expressed by
some readers because of 'modern' SF. They cannot assimilate a diet lacking in
the essential vitamins mupplied by '1950'g SFt,

But there ig hope yet....many readers are attracted to the style of ‘'action
SF' introduced in such magazines as SPACE SF, INFINITY, and SF ADVENTURES, and
they really should try the Galaxy twing WORLDS OF IF & WORLDS OF TOMORROW. The
lettsr magazine especially,is, in the editor's opinion, the best SF magazine
(of its type) on the market today. The January & March 1965 issues are_really
excellent, introducing also a new writer, Larry Niven, a real 'find'.

Harry Warner Jr,.

eeveAl Lewis' thorough consideration of FARNHAM'S FREEHOLD (Pp 59-66,Z& sarticle)
ghould set off a discussion as complicated as those caused By several reviews of
STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND in U.8. fanzines. I can't help thinking than fans and
fanzines have changed more than have Heinlein's novels, to cause so much attention
to the stories. Despite all the complainte about fandom turning away from science
fiction, I can recall little or no commentary of any length or intelligence on
his first ten or a dozen long stories. There is a general belief that Heinlein's
fiction is more likely to provoke discussion today because of its content, but




I believe that the older novels would have been squally adaptable to these disg-—
cussions —- they read differently when they're considered as classics and when
theytve survived the particular world environment and outlook in which they
came into existence. '

Creath Thorne

vesel found Al Lewis! article on Heinlein and Farnham's Freehold to be quite
interesting. I found myself agreeing with many of his points ag I read through
the piece. I think that perhaps the reason so many fans have ignored the quality
of writing in the Heinlein stories and chosen to argue the philosophical points
is because they are emotionally tied up with many of the points that RAH tries
to makey; and because fang as a norm are argumentative people. You'll note that
while there is a great deal of controversy surrounding Heinlein, his books still
continue to be read. Even the people who claim his latest to be terrible, still
continue to read the books., There's nd doubt that Heinlein is a master crafts-
man, However, a number of people have become disturbed with his reactionary
attitudes, his childish attitudes, and other facets of personality that occur in
Look after book. While one is reading Heinlein, if one really gets involved in
the book, one may feel that Heinlein is really profound, But if one backs away
and takes a good, long, objective look, one will see that actually in many cnses
RAH is entirely off on the wrong track, and i1s barking up the wrong tree.

T think I enjoyed RAH more when he was writing pure technical stories. There,
the full flavour of his technique of writing came through. In those gstories there
were interesting things to think about, but Bob never let the ideas root out the
plot. I'm afraid that in some of his later books, he hasn't been able to resist
the temptation to let the idea take full control of the story. P

Jim Groves

vessT see the discussion on Heinlein's latest has reached the same end as the dis-
cussion on STARSHIP TROOPERS —- that the plot of any given bLook expresses the
author's beliefs. This was twaddle before and it's twaddle again. It seems to me
that in his last few books Heinlein has been amusing himself by washing some dirty
linen in public. In STARSHIP TROOPERS it was the undeniable fact that properly
applied violence can effectively solve certain problems —- a truth that horrifies
liberal minded persons. In FARNHAM!'S FREEHOLD he has pulled some really dirty
phobias from our subconscious. Incidentally, 1 didn't like it. I do however enjoy
the stir it has created. I eagerly await the nexd Heinlein Vgpoon' epice

Alex Bisenstein N

.o..The deus ex machina in FARNHAM®!S FREEHOLD that Al Lewis referred to, was not
exactly the fact of the time machine (though its explanantion was hardly
'plausible', for there simply was no explanation, reallys) it was the fact that
Ponce steps completely out of character when he sends Hugh and Company back to
their own time. (When I say ‘character' I mean the characterisation that Heinlein
thinks he gave Ponce, as expressed in the views of Hugh Farnham, ) Ponce suddenly
becomes a "good guy", though neither Hugh nor Heinlein ever notice this. (the
nominal explanaition is that they are really just guinea pilge for Ponce's time
travel oxperiment, and that they —- Hugh and Barbara —— are selected because

they are the only slaves intelligent enough %o perform their end of the experiment,
which is to set an atomic clock in 2 safe place == a vaults this argument is
rather weak, as the book itself demonstartes that Barbara and Hugh are the only
two slaves who are likely to renege and purposely destroy the atomic clock beo=
ause they lack the usual slaves' fear of retributions a rather naive Chosen
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scientist tells Hugh that he will be severely punished if he doesn’t follow
his inetructions precisely: even Ponge is amused by this remark.) Ponce becomes
an all-forgiving, if a bit crotchety, old man.

Z_Alex continued with detailed comments on FARNHAM'S FREEHOLD, Al Lewis' rev-
iew of the book in ZENITH 7, and on the selection of opinions voiced in ZENITH
8, Beonvee  too much of any discussion can be 3 bad thing, this has been
(regretfully) left out. Perhaps more extracts from Alex's letter will appear
with more comments from other readers.

Tom Perry

sesAfteor just a glance at ZENITH through my mind the question ranj how would
Walt have treated LINK had Beryl been a man 7 With repetition that perplexes
Archie worries on the sexes —- once in ZENITH twice in NEXUS, As he's got Walt
over a beryl and it doesn't seem quite fair, I'1ll say I doubt Mrs Henley can
(as Joan Carr could) become a man., That being the case, it'é be unfair to de-
prive her of all she's heir tos if gallantry is patronising (in even fanzine
analysing), then women seem quite used %o being patronised by men. And male
fans find some charm in the most brummagem of fenne. A question here for Archie’
to answery, if he cans Is he sure he'd be Linked to Beryl, if Beryl were a man ?

Walt seems to be taking care of himself but I can't envy him in having to
account for every word, every undertomey I begin to see more why he doesn't
like his reputation, or some aspects of it. But his description of the kind of
reviews he's attempting is thought-provoking., If anyone can do it, he can, I'm
sures the only problem I see in the idea of'being both honest and kind"is that
the reader may not be sure where the honesty leaves off and the kindness begins.
The result could be reading all kinds of innuendoes into the complimentss
"precision" would be read as nitpicking, "self-confidence'" as egotism, "individ-
ualistic" as eccentric, etc, etc., Thus every well-meant compliment would be mag-
nified into downright insults by the faned in question., In purely honest reviews,
at least the faned knows precisely what is meant. I say this not in criticism
of what Walt is attemptings his is the more difficult, and worthwhile feat -
and I hope ultimately the more rewarding.

Harry Warner

eossl believe that I once write an article that dealt in part with the mysteries
of British addresses that Walt Willis mentions in FANORAMA (ZENITH 7 Pp 17). But
you on that side of the Atlantic may not realise how baffled these addresses
leave those of us who are familiar with the workings of United States post off-
ices, with their long rows of cubbyholes into which maill is gorted by streets
and by number. Obviously that doesn't serve the purpose in & great many areas of
Bngland. There is no way in which I can get rid of a mental picture of a British
post office as a giant room with tiny boxes scattered at random intervals and
considerable distances over the floor, where harried clerks work on incoming
mail, look on the address on the top, see "The Dovecote", race two-thirds of

the way across the room to the receptacle for that particular house, then ret-
urn to take the next envelope from the pile, stare at it, then pick up a mega-
phone and shout, "Anyone know where's Crabbs Cottage ?" and wait until a fellow
employee looms up and guides the letter to the proper spot in the second storey
of the building.

Tuck Coulson

veosMaybe I'm wrong but I get the impression from Terry Jeeves' reviews of GALAXY |
Dec. 1964 that he rates stories as much for.ideology as for literary content. ‘
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That's why so many fans disliked STARSHIP TROOPERS; not because it was a bad novel
hut because it was a good novel dedicated to the "wrong" cause. I object like

hell to liberals who are 211 for freedom of speech and the press as long as only
their side takes advantage of it. (I consider the average 'liberal' to be as much
a hypocrite as the average church—goer.)

Z”That’s something new for Terry to be accused of. But I honestly don't think

that any of Terry's reviews are influenced by the 'politics' of the story, And

if they were, I suspect that Terry would be influsnced to the Right side of centre
rather than the other way. You may have received a wrong impression from the rev-
iews for the same Treason as did Harry Harrison and Tom Perry (though they received
somewhat different 'wrong impressions'.) The rTeason being your ham-fisted editor's
gomewhat drastic 'cutting' of BRICKBATS AND ROSES in the last two issues. For
which, apologies both to Terry and to readers.

Damon Knight

cershs an ex-magozine~reviewer I was able to appreciate the flabbergasted express-—
ions on Jeeves' & Walt Willis' faces. Nobody ever expects writers to react in this
hostile way, but it often happens. The truth is that writers don't want criticism,
they want praise. And indeed, it probably is true that magazine reviews can't
accomplish anything useful from the writers' point of views; even if the reviewer
ig able to tell the poor hack how he should have written his story, it 1s then

too lates This is not to say that there shouldn't be any magazine reviews, how=-
evers they are useful and entertaining to readers.

Richard Gordon

ie..Into the battlefield, and damned be him who first cries hold...I can't help
thinking that the entire magazine is becoming more than slightly stereotyped. On
the one hand we have the perpetual war between Jesvesites and rightly aggrieved
authorss on the other we have the perpetual back-and-forth flow of correspondance
in Leiber and Bloch land. And an unpleasant taste of malevolent criticism hangs
over half the pages. So many people seem to be Jjoining the merry-go-round of point-
less criticism that they don't seem to be aware of the idiocy of the whole thing-—-
so that ninety percent of the issue is taken up with fannish squabbles of no value
whatsoever to anyone and which can only result in bad feeling between zll concerned.
Now I know it's your duty as editor to publish a representative section of mail
received, and thus you can't hope for everything to be a bed of roses, but at

least you could tone down the general aura of bitterness that is usurping the pur-
pose of the magazine and rapidly spoiling it. Anyone reading Z for the first time
and seeing that it wns attempting “to review and comment upon SF' would be forgiv-—
en for thinking that he had strayed inadvertently into a battlefield of nutcases.
(Now I seem to be joining that merry-go-rounfi) because the general competence and
aim of Z is gradually being corrupted to the marrow by 2ll this bickering.

For example, Jeeves appears to have toned down a bit, so that particular war
is all but over. However, there are already a dozen others ready to spring up in
itg asheSeee..l know that words such as Good Mamners, etc, are dirty nowadays, and
out of fashion, laughable concepts which only Victorians at heart pay any attent-
ion to, but I reckon it might be a good thing if some of the fervent ldealists in
the pages of ZENITH paid at least 1lip service to them.

Zmpid ZENITH-8 really give such an impression of 'bitterness' ? Looking backion
the issuey I can see that it wag over-preoccupied with 'fannigh' events, Editing
ZENITH is difficult work; what is the'purpose and ain »f the magazine ? Certainly
less bickering and more politeness will now be the ordsr of the day. More letters
on science fictional matters will also be appreciated.




Herewith the first installment of what
we hope are a 'new style! of book rev-
lews, There ig also an analysis—cur-
discussion by Beryl & Archie, which has
been crowded out of this ilssue and will
appear in ZENITH 10,
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SHTRLD : Poul Anderson Dennis. Dobson Books, 1965, 158pp, 15/~

(AM) There are books that cry aloud for comment -- fox praise,or for a thorough
panning, or simply for the reader's further thought on subjects prompted By what
"he has just read. There are also books that, entirely irrespective of whebther one
has enjoyed them or not, make no such immediate demands. One can quite happily lay
them aside as soon asg reed, and turn to other things. One of the handicaps of
accepting books for review ig that one has to quickly find something to say about
this latter category as well as about the former. And Shield is just such a book.

I could, I suppose, review it to my present entire satigfaction in one
short sentences; "This book is well worth reading." That would, indeed, be the easgy
way out. However, I gather that Something More is expected of me.

Shield, originally (at somewhat shorter length) serialised in two parts
in PANTASTIC, is a story of personal adventure in the reasonably near future, with
a strong human~interest sub-plot running through it, against a background of
scientific (or pseudo-gciontific) gimmickry and considerable speculation on the
philosophy of goverment. The human—interest angle is also essentially nothing moTe
than just 2 gimmick —- which is a pity because I don't like having my emotions
tantalised to no particular purpose, It does help %o keep the story moving, of
course, and I emphasise that it 1s well worth a read. Very possibly several, the
second and subsequent readings concentrating more on the philosophical background
than on the foreground.

(BH) Well, one read was more than cnough for me. The gstory began very promis—
ingly ——- one man trying to buck City Hall, to say nothing of the NKVD-like police
force, known as M3 (Military Security), sundry gangster's mobs reminiscent of the
Unpone-ridden thizties, and —of course --— the Reds. Admittedly they're Chinese

Reds in thls inswance, which probably proves something, though I don't know what.

But it never really got anywhere. I became more and more exasperated with
the "hero", who allows himself to be shoved around to an eventually ridiculous
extent, and who hardly ever makes any attempt to do a bit of shoving on his own
account. There are several references to "He was fed up to the eyeballs with being
pushed around", and one thinks, ah! he's going to cut loose. He doesn't, T didn't
mind his starting off as a wide—eyed innocent, fresh in from Mars, but I expected
him to have learned a bit of sense, and gained a modicum of savoir-faire, by the
end of the book. He doesn't., I lost count of the number of times T wanted to boot
him sharply in the rear !

(AM) Taking the book as a whole ~- as a basic premise we aTe asked to accept
that there are Martians. This, though its sclentific tenability ig usually refuted
with scorn by those who reckon to know best about such matters, is to my mind Jus-
tified by the use to which it is put. Alien to each other though they (almost
inevitably) be, human and Martian ways of thought aTe not irreconcilable, and in-
dividuals of good will belonging to both races, working together, can achisve
jointly more than either race can alone. Thigs suggestion, which definitely appeals
is echoed in the general philosophy advocated by Oren Querles, a character brought
on-stage for this specific purpose. A sort of permissive apartheid would, he dec-
lares, be the best long-term answer to the world's perennial international
troubles.

(BH) Yeg ~— thoge Martians. I continually expected them, or the one most freqg-
uently mentioned, to be brought into the action of the book -- either to come to

Koskinen's eventual rescue (and he's consbantly in need of rescue of some sortl),
or gimply to apply their own brand of logic to the genseral situation.




No such luck. Mr Anderson succeedsd in getting me very interested in the
Martians, their way of life, and their (mental) co~operation with humans, and
then failed to satisfy the curiosity engendered by this pfocess. Which, I think,
is a dirty trick !

(am) A number of alternative systems to the one explained by Cren Quarles are
paraded before us, but they all come ready-provided with built-in weaknesses that
will show up sooner or later, And, no doubt, the "Quarles" philosophy containg
equally demonstratable defects —— unfortunately. The only defective argument that
I can pinpoint right now occurs early in the book -- P. 37. —— and concerns one
facet of the then-—existent social orisr. "The police", we are told, "who had
enough to do elsewhere, seldom interfered unless things got completely flagrant,
and sometimes not then. Any socinl order was betlter than none, and crater barons
did impose a structure of sorts on the slums." Somebody ought to tell Poul Ander-
son that the Law of Natural Abhorrence of Vaculty applies soclalily as well as
physically. Somebody will always be there to give the orders, on one level or
ancther,

(BH) (But T thought that's what the author 881d.. .00 Welleoeas)

(1) Since, as I keep saying, Shield is worth reading, I'1ll stop here. When
enough people have read it, then it will make an excellent subject for discussion
far intowthe night.

(BH) Lt which discussion I ghall be conspicuous by my absence. I'1ll be very
interested to see what Anderson fans think of Shield. I'm by no mears anti-Ander-
son, but personally, I think he's come a cropper with this one. And I agree with
Archie about the human~interest angle coming unstuck, too. Vivienne is 2 much more
worthwhile human being than Koskinen --— courageous, slear-sighted, and quick=-
thinking. I shudder to think-what could happen to him without her —-— becauss ghe
is his real "Shield".

STORMBRINGER : Michael Moorcock, Herbert Jenkins, 1965, 192Pp. 1?/6

(AM) A short parody on this work I once wrobe, which appeared in LES SPINGE, was
generally misunderstood. This is quite fair, however, beccuse Michael Moorcock's
"Blric" saga is equally generally misunderstood. My parody sought to compare the
central "law v. Chaos" conflict with a war to the death between men and women ==
but it seems to have been taken by most readers for a simple sexual fantasy ~—
which was not what I intended. And the "Blric" saga —— of which Stormbringer is
the second half -- seems to be commonly taken as nothing more than a somewhat
ngifferent" sword-and-sorcery epic. And this, I gather, is not what Michael Moor-
cock intended, either. The setting is as swordly and sorcerous as they comey -—-
but the setting is a mere vehicle for the overtones or undertones which are sup-
posed to carry the book's real message.

One difficulty which the reviewer experiences with this book is that, as
mentioned above, it is in fact only half of the whole "Elric" saga,. -— and leans
heavily on the first half (The Stealer Of Soulss Michael Moorcock, Neville Spear-
mans 15/_ . I originally read the whole thing pilecemeal as it appearOd in SCIENCE
FANTASY, but re-reading the second volume 1 continually felt the need for a Te~
fregher course in the Ffirst. This was not helped by some patches of clumsy cobbl-
ing whereby the author attempted somewhat long-windedly to put the reader
completely in the picture.
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#«BH) © I read Stormbringer shortly after meeting its author for the first time at
the Baster Convention. 1t was, therefore, intriguing to compare the character of
WElpic" with that of his creator, since, it is sald, most authors write something
of themselves into their "heroes".

T would hesitate to attempt an analysis of anyone's character on the stren-
gth of one meeting, especially in the weird and wonderful atmosphere of a Con. And
certainly not of a character as complex ag that of Mr Moorcock. However, I did form
some tentative conclusions, which provided an unexpected bonus of interest when
reading this book. :

1 have not read The Stealer Of Soulsy, and I'm not sure if this is 2z disad-
vantage or not. I didn't feel that I was missing anything. The idea of the Age OFf
Chaos being meopled is (to me) a novel one, and I find it appealing. A human being
is, after all, a microcosmic world in which Law and Chaos are in Brequent conflict,
on all planes -—- physical, mental and emotional. This conflict in Elric is skilfully
portrayed, etched against the background of the greater racial and planetary strife.

(an) What is the message that Mr Moorcock has for us ? I'm somewhat chary of
attenpting to read more into a story than I can see for myself, but I can suggest

a few pointers. Elric is a survivor of

an eldery just-barely-human super-race
that had ruled the world for some ten
thousand years —-— the Bright Empire of
Melnibone. This roce was the spawn of
Chaos —- Elric however, although he was
unable entirely to ignore the chaotic
elements in his heredity, had leanings
towards the side of Law, and became a
key figure in the conflict, The two gides
of Elric's nature can be taken as broadly
gymbolic of two similar sides which the
reader may discern in his own nature,
Then Elric, being an albino, was physic~
ally feeble, drawing his strength from

an external source, —— the sword Storm-
bringer, This in turn drew its strength
from the souls of those it slew. Now it
may be noted that whem a person seems

to derive strength from an external

7 gource, it is in fact merely a psycholog-
T jcal externalisation of that person's
hidden inner reserves, Thus the runesword
itself basically evil though utilised in
aid of the good, may be compared to the
reader's own subconsciousnesse That, probably, has merely scratched the surface of
the bookl symbolism =—— and may possibly be off the track altogether.

(BH) I don't think so —— I tend to agree with that analysis. There is also an
analogy to be drawn between certain descriptive passages in the book, and the poss—
ible results of a muclear war, The random activities of Chaos produce strange, un-
sarthly landscapes, and pitiful, mutated creatures with little semblance of their
ordiginal humanity. Obviously, part of the message is intended to be in warning vein.
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(Am) There is a considerable amount of good, vivid writing present, and some
really scrumptious nomenclature -—— the Isle of the Purple Towns, Karlaak by the
Weeping Wasbe, Sequalorig —- all place~-names, these —— Elric's companion, Moonglum,
Mlamefang the Dragon, and others of their ilk. So far as plot is concerned however,
one must needs be zatisfied with the ocutline of Elric's personal history and sign-
ificance. As the forces of Law come slowly and belatedly to grips with the forceg
of Chaos, one is vouchsaked glimpses into other planes of existence that have vary-
ing degrees of control over thisg one —— and over each other, as far as the eye can
gsec., The result is a succession of gods and devils from the machins—— a fault en-
demic in sword-and-sorcery fiction, of course. The motivations of the characters
are thus unconvincing ~- Elric does such-and-such hecauzs a Being has told him he
must, and some other Being fuils to prevent him becousge some third Being has told
him to let Elric do it. All oo often, if one wonders why Elric does such-and-~guch

a thing, the best answzr that comes to mind iss because Moorcock says so. I know
that he's telling the story —— but beyond a certarin point a story can seem hardly
worth the telling, and time again in Stormbringer that point is reached and crossed.

(BH But Archiec, - if law and Chaos are inherent in the human character, then
% 9 9
these "gods and devils" are, surely, similarly inherent ? The "Ving and VTang"
aspects of all of us 7

(anr) Did you say "inherent" or'"incoherent"? Your line of argument seems to be
suggesting that there's sufficient in the subconscious, by itself, to cause anybody
to do anything, If this is the case, then it's difficult to see any point in ever
looking for a rational motivation anywhere.

(BH) That isn't what I meant, exactly.

{AM) Towards the end of the book, the author suddenly becomes delightfully in-
ventive, and throws in an episode that relates the story more nearly to the present
day. The motivation for this episode is standard -~— Elric does what he does because
hels been told to, and everything duly happens as predicted., Bub all 2t once the
hook is lifted momentarily out of its rut. The end is by then in sight, however,
and so we say farewell to the world Elric knew,

To sum up my feelings in the matter: I found the separate instalments recd-
able when they first appeared, and although I wouldn't have gone out of my way to
re-read any of them, I was surprised to find that they were easy to re-read in
novel form, Nevertheless I etill have no desire to add the book to my permanent
collection. :

(BH) For my part, I must admit that I approached this book with some caution.
Wike Moorcock claims to understand the obscure symbolism of J.G.Ballard, and I fear-
ed that Stormbringer might present some parallel and equally obscure (to me) matel—
izl. I was, therefore, pleasantly surprised. I read 1t at one sitting, which I

don't do rnowadays unless a book is sufficiently interesting to absorb my ertire
attention. In addition to a strangely compelling central character, the story has
colour and vigour and is consistent in a peculiarly logical way,

BEST SF STORIES OF JAN3ES BLISH Faber & FaberalS/wc 224 Pp,

The trouble with titling a book "Best stories of so-and-so' is that 1t im-
plies that the rest of that author's fiction is pot up to his best, The seven
stories in this collection have been selected by the author himself in consultation
with one Charles Monteith, publisher's editor, and are perhaps as definative a "Sop
seven" as can be assembled. Nevertheless, the concept of "best" is so subjective
that it can be highly misleading. Although these stories are all good, they are not
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necessarily everybody's meat, and somebody entirely new to the field who accepts
them as representing Blish's absolute best, and doesn't much care for them, may

never know what magnificent Blish-material (such as «sck Of Bagles and the QOkie

Saga) he is thereby likely to miss.

The book's title is further misleading in that the firs?t and longest story,
the 59-page "There Shall Be No Darkness" is not science fiction at all, but is out
and out fantasy. It does try to pretend to be science-fictional, but the pretence
is so feeble that it is of no effect. The story is gripping, nevertheless, with a
kind of agonised compassion running through the horror. And the ending poses 2
question which only the reader can answer. (This story appeared formerly in the
collections WITCEES THREE and VULTURE STEW).

2. "Surface Tension" (47Pp) is one of the "Seedling Stars" series -- not an
interdependant, chronologically-linked series, but a set of variations on a theme.
Blish himself says of "Surface Tension" s "To my considerable bafflement, this is
the most popular story I have ever written." It describes possibly the most outre
attempt to "travel into space'" yet conceived. The build-up to the mammoth effort
made by the would-be astronauts is entirely logical and consistent, and despite a
certain failure in individual characterisation, the story reaches a conclusion
that is both satisfying in itself, and inclined to make one think from a new angle
about our present efforts to explore space,

3, "Tegtament Of Andros" (24Pp) is a quietly frightening story, the effective-
ness of which is largely nullified byt the author's own prefatory blurb in which
he explains in advance precisely what it's supposed to be about.

4o "Common Time" (23Pp) is a memorable story of the subjective experiences

of a lone man trying to blaze a trail to Alpha Centauri - a trail which has ale
ready claimed two men and their ships. As with other stories written by Mr Blish,
this one injects questions into the reader's mind, and leaves 1t to him to provide
answers. This process could prove very irritating, but in this instance it doesn't
" e it merely stimulates imaginative conjectures.

5e "A Work Of Art" (18Pp) has one of the most arresting and memorable opening
sentences either of us has ever read :"Instantly he remembered dying". And, equally
instantly, the reader's attention and curiosity are captured. The mind and psyche
of Richard Strauss are "reactivated" and implanted in the body of a 22nd-century
man, 212 years after Strauss's "first" death. The question here concerns the creat-
ivity of past genius -- does it have true immortality, and would a 20th-century
composer have anything of value to offer the half-sophisticated, half-debased
minds of the 22nd century ? "Herr Strauss" makes a shattering discovery, and
kecause of it the (almost inevitable) conclusion is not, as one feared, coldly
cruel, but rather a kindly relief,

(Personal note by AM. It so happens that Blish picks on the one "name"
composer —- apart from the way-out brigade-- to whose music I am so indifferent
that I am unable to memorise a single bar from what I've heard in my time. The
story therefore, fails to involve me as emotionally as is presunably intended.
This I find rather a pity, because I normally like stories with a musical back-

ground.

6o "Tomb Tapper" is cruel, and one shares the "fuming cauldron of pity and
grief" experienced by its main characters. Mr Blish says: "The question i...is not
'Can such things be?' but, 'If they can, then how shall we live with ourselves?'"
The reason for the pity and grief is the point of the story, and cannot be detailed
—-— but one fervently hopes that humanity could never sink as low as this.
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To "The Oath"™ (18rp) is a little story packing a big philosophical wallop.
In the owinion off o AM, it ig easily the best story in the book. (BH prefers

3 . we are agked "when 1g a doctor not a doctor ©" This
" oand when 1g a not-doctor ethically a better sewvant of hum~
doctcr 7% The two leading characters are almost painfully

-« b

”bu'f‘ﬁr’}’l Tine

and snch other, and whether one agrees or not with
the thing is extremely thought-provekings

(LN> And there you nre, seven shoriesg, all penned by a master hand, ranging

in lengbh from 18pages to 59, each with a ghort introduction., James Blish is an
author who can write si&ultaneouw]v on more than one level, and frequently does.
In stories of this average length, the deeper levels can and do contaln relative-
1y more meat than does the superficial story-telling level., To that extent, I
prefer Blish's longer works to these comparative squibs, however brilliant,

(BH) While agreeing with the above remarks, I cannot derive maximun enjoyment
and interest from a full-length novel uniess I can read it at one gitting. With
the very limited free time at my disposal these days, thig ig (to my reg¢ ret)
rarely possible. For this reason, I find that the short ory or noveletis geems
more "tailor-made" to my reading mapaclty.

THE JOYOUS INVASIONS : Theodore Sturgeon. Gollancz 1965, 208 pp, 16/-.

This is a thrown-together volume comprisging three longish stories dating
from the middle~to~late 'fifties. There ig no connection between the three excent
that they are 211l by the same hand and of the same general period —— and all
worth a rend.

o
T h

have never, ['m glad to say, been bitten by the collecting bug, says
Beryl, but if I were, L'm sure that "ieodore Sturgeon's writings would stand very
high on nmy liste I had read the first and third of these stories beforej nover-
theless I happily read this book from beglnning to end for the sheer pleasure and
admiration induced by the author's matchlegs literary skill. And Archie more or
legs echoes these zentimente.

Medusa® (69 pages), shows us a number of characters doing diff-
orent things in various locationg —— and %hen gradually ties them together. The
process ig slightly frustrating, because Sturgecn seems to sgpend too much time
following the more repulsive characters, and too little following the rsally
fascinating ones. Part of his message, of course, ig fthat the most repulsive
character breathing is people.too. Neverthelsgs we'd have preferred to see more
of such people as Dimity Carmichael.

There is a sary’ng among journalistbs: "Hoppiness 1s rarely news." The down-
heat gide of life is featured much mors prominently in newspapers than is the
sunny eide. "CGrief an' misery, pains an® woes, debts and taxzes" ~—~ these seem 1o
taks precedence over the simple pleasures and kindly acts of 1life. This type of
reporting, isy of courwe, merely obeying the law of supply and demandy if the
general public did not wish to pfxd@r to its morbid, ghoulish streak by reading
of such things, newspapers would not be sold in such vast daily numbers. Perhaps
Stureeon is also appealing to that streak by pubtting his emphasis on unsavoury
charachters like CGurlick, But, in a b@ubtiful (if =lightly obscure) paragraph
which ends in near-poetry that is uniquely Sturgeon, he makes it clear that his
characters -~ apart from Gurlick, who is the story's pivot, -- are culled
random from all humanity.
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(P,48) "Ihere is a place in this narrative for all those close enough to easch of
us bo be called You, and for that far more limited and select company (for many
can call o mon You), the priviledged who are entitled to call themselves "I" (mo
few may do this, no two the same). Peon, peasant, fellahin, jibaro, mass-men with
their hard handsy matador, mariner, apothecary, salesman, tilt-tongued with the
special cants, canted each one to a special askews this 1ls their tale too."

When all these people are finally tied together, humanity promptly moves
on to another volume. The possibilities awre certainly thought-provoking, -- but
the thoughts that they provoke in me, says Archie, are more nightmarish than
otherwise. To strive congtantly for progress is one thing -~ to be handed perfect-
ion on a plate, for ever and e¢ver amen, iy something very much else., Az Sturgeon
s ees it, stagnation is not involved -- or if it is,; then (given perfection) who
cares ? As I see it, though, once humanity develops beyond a certain point it
ceases to be me. "Childhood's End" struck me the same way.

Yes, agrees Beryl, the lightning metamorphosis of humanity is presented a
1ittle too casually here. Surely some minds would have cracked irreparably under
such a sudden flood of total knowledge and awareness. And in spite of a logiecal
explanation —= "you do not reward a catalyst by changing it, the unchanging, into
something elsey" - one cannot help feeling that Gurlick deserved better of his
debtors.

"The Comedian's Children" (48 pages) is, despite the book's title, neither
joyous no® an invasion. It is essentially a character study, but from the outside,
not from the inside. The other characters are kept firmly out of the way in this
interest. Sturgeon really has a ball with this one —— he skilfully plays ducks and
drakes with most of the characters and also with the reader. This could be annoy-
ingy it might, indeed, provoke some readers to mutter, "Make up your mind, can't
you " —~ but, as perpetrated by Sturgeon, it is powerfully intriguing, The vill-
rins come-uppance cpuldn't be more fitting. As his particular Nemesis obviously
knows, there is more than one way of being dead.

Ostensibly, the story ends on an upbeat note —- there remain uncomfortable
achoes. Could such a situation as the author describes come about ? Lots of people
would say "yes" - would be surprised, in fact, that it hasn't already.

"The (Widget), The (Wadget), and Boff" (87 pages) is the earliest of the
three stories, and, we agree, very much the best of them. Agrin the story flits
from character to character at the author's whim -« but the link between them all
ig made manifest right from the beginning. They 21l inhabit one lodging-house, and
nost of them are badly in need of a bit of sympathetic sorting-out. They get it ——
and in the process one experiences a Sturgeon's—eye view of a number of human in-—
stitutions.

One also sees how childhood "conditioning", inflicted by well-meaning
2lders may be painlessly dissolved simply by asking questions. Special questions,
»f course, -- the kind of deceptively-simple~but-loaded questions which induce the
subject under interrogation to probe deeply into his/her own motives, reactions and
ind attitudes,

This fascinating story ends with o small boy's tearssy it is, nevertheless,
» happy and eminently esatiefactory conclusion., We think the author could without
too much difficulty have come up with a better story-title, though.

For sheer writing expertise, Sturgeon is hard to beat or even matchs this
sollection is accordingly recommended.
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TELE?ATﬁlSQNE‘John Brunner. Fabor & Faber, 18s. 239 pp. i

Certain psi stories represent telepaths as being in danger from the "normals",
forced Lo hide, and in constant fear of pogroms. Slan is probvably the best examplp
of thiss there i1s also Russell's Three To Conquer, and Kuttner's Mutant. Other
authors show the gifted ones as accepted by the rest of humanity, even if with
some resentment and envy, and allowed to use their powers for the common good.
Bester's brilliant Demolished Man is a good example.

Telepathist isn't another Demolished Man, but it has certain similarities, in
that Mr Brunner's psi-folk are trained to use their powsrs psychiatrically, for
curative purposes. The central character is Gerald Howson, whose life and career
are followed from birth. The process is perceptive, showing as it does the slow
flowering of a child, orphaned, unwanted, ugly, deformed, into one of the world's
greatest curative telepathists,

On strictly medical grounds,; Mr Brunner appears to be a bit shaky. Howson's
muscles ache when he walks, for instance. Tnasmuch as muscles only normalily ache
when they're doing unfamiliar work, this seems surprising -— be he never 8o mige
shapen, Howson has been walking all his life, and one would have supposed that %y
this time his muscles would have been as used to walking as anyone clse's. Then
there's a deaf and dumb girl who differs from the usual run of deaf-mutes in
being separately deaf and dumb. There is nothing wrong with the vocal apparatus
of the typical deaf-mute -—-— it's just that people learn to talk by listening to
other people, a facility which the congenitally deaf persoa is unable to share.
There is, of course, no reason why defective hearing and defsctive gpeech should
not be present in the same individual ~- bubt the odds against these two defects
and no others being simultaneously present must be pretty high. There 10, further-
more, no particular plot-necessity for the girl to be vocally deformed as well as
congenitally deaf, It looks as if the author doesn't realise what a hlghly unugual
person he's actually called into being.

However much John Brunner may or may not be at home when dealing with the
human body though, this book is primarily concerned with the mind —— and the mind
is something he does know something a2bout. There are two separate aspects of this
biended togccher -- the general possibilities inherent in telepathy itself, and
the particular mental stresses and strains imposed on Howson by his awkard body
and --= perhaps even more =~ by the reactions of other people thereto. It takes a
very detached type of mind to encounter such a person for the first time without
even a momentary pang of either disgust or of pity ~- or both —-- and if the rep-
ulsive-pitiable one is himself a telepath, he can be expected to feel it manifold,

Howson's co-operation with his teachers is thus difficult to achieves; he ig
cocooned in his own bitterness, for despite the tremendous advances in medlcine
and surgery, he is fated to remain a prisoner of his twisted body. The chapiler
in which he finally revenls the extent of his power, and the manner in which he
is persuaded to do thig, is both moving and ftensely dramatic.

Through near-tragedy and fearful mental dangers, the story moves to an ending
full of hope and promise. One cannot help but feel that Dr Howson has earned thig.

léﬂhe Look under its Ballantine title of The Whole Man has been nominated for
tne Hugo Award for the Year's Best Novei:7
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THE THIRST QUENCHERS: Rick Raphael. Gollancz 1965, 175 Pp. 16/-

Four stories, three originally fromAnalog, the fourth and last apparently
original with this collection.

(BH) The title story is set on a future Earth which is dangerously short of
water. It's a straight-forward action story of near-disaster, and the last-minute
aversion of same by two Clean-Cut Young Heroes. Nothing very startling, but written
in a relaxed style, following logical plot-rules which tie in all the loose ends
neatly, and make for easy reading. Like, "it begins at the beginning, goes on to
the end, then stops."

2 %G ttersnipe” This is based on the same theme as the first story, —— plan-
etary water—shortage —- and has virtually the same plot, even including the two
C~C.Y., Heroes. Not the same two though.

(AM) "Eaey reading,"she says. Personally I'd have found it 2 lot easier not to
rend either of the above stories. Which only goes to prove that subterranean water-
engineering can be boring in the extreme. The identical pairs of identical coll-
eagues are cut from the lowest grade of cardboard available. 1 assume that there
aTe two in each case simply so that the author can use dialogue. But since the
characters do not live, neither does their dialogue. The situations with which they
are faced have possibilities, but there are flaws, even so, In the first story, for
instance, the water shortage is so acute that the snowfields are sprayed to prevent
evaporation before the thaw. Lot nowhere in it is there any mention of the obvious
source of unlimited water supplies, -— the sea.

And when our heroes get to work and good-naturedly set everything to rights
again, I find it difficult, if not downright impossible, —— to follow what they're
doinge. They mess around with lasers and things to (It Says Here) good effect, =—-—
but for all it means to me, they might
just as well be moking mystic passes
in the air with their hands, If I
hadn't been duty-bound to read this
book, I doubt if I'd have bothered
to finish the first story, let alone
gtart any of the others.

3. (BH) "The Mailman Cometh". Franlk-
ly, I thought this one was pretty
terrible. Two young heroes again,
but this time far from "clean-cut™
Too far for credibility, in fact,.
Then, literally out of nowhere,
arrives the Gorgeous Sample of
FPemine Pulchritude, complete with
brief shorts, halter, long, lightly-
tanned legs, and red hair, The men's
reaction to this improbable creature
ig wildly overdone. It soon be  omes
obvious that Miss O'Reilly must be
something more than a luscious bit
of gpace-flotsam, and sure enough
she turns out to be Authority-in-
Disguis. (I'm not giving anything
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away —- 8 girl asg unnaturally self-possesses as this one. r turns up in a story

simply for decorative effect) ) She also appears to have many of the abtbributes of
Supergirl, Florence Nightingnle, and The Lady Who Sniled The Soul. In other words,
she's just Not True! The yvarn ¢reaks along through a series of maddening cliches
and juvenile ewolamations to a boringly predictable ending. It's too silly to be
sven vaguely amusing, and goodness knows 1t's far from difficult to make me Iaugh.

(AM) Pogeibly the fact that it came as a welcome surprise after the excrutlabing
boredom of the first two stories made me look on this one with a particular favour -

but T enjoyed it. It's the only story in the book that I'm glad IL've read -~ and
the only one I'd ever feel the desire to read again., Granted that there's nothing
wildly original about it, and the course of events is more or less predictable.
Granted also that it contains the further implausibility that it's wonecessary. The
plot hinges on the fact that a two-man team has to stand a complete year's tour of
duty aboard a mail-sorting satellite without any relief or off-gtation leave what-
soever. However, when things go wrong, o relief rocket arrives from the nearest
planet in a matter of hours, so this igsolation seems ridiculously prolonged.
Obviously, therefore, the story could stand a lot of improvement, But T still like
it as it is.

The secret, I think, is that I took to the characters right away. Ag dis-’

tinct from the impossibly Clean—-Cut protagonists of the first two stories, they
live., Liking the characters, I then laughed at their antics --pecause it was fun
to be with them, and the enjoyment was contagious.

And it ig difficult to make me laugh.

4.(BH) "04d Man In" This is not SF, nor ig it fantasy, however loosely you apply
these definitions. It's simply futuristic, and perhaps not all that far shead,
either. But it's a story which more than compensates for ite unfortunate predec—
essor. The somewhat hackneyed plot line is so well-well handled that the reader
forgets that it is hackneyed, Basically, it's a simple story of one man, a living

anachronism, who sets himself up against the mighty Jjuggernaut of Goverment,

(4n) Oh no it's not. It's a simple story of a mighty juggernaut of Goverment
which sets itself up against one man. And —- since this is a story --— guees who
wing }

(BH) It's difficult to define just why this story has such a strong appeal, but

T think it lies mainly in %hs delineation of its characters, Or is it that most
people inevitably respond to the indefinable magic of o "Wegtern! ? For this is a
sort—of Western, —— the pioneering past of America superimposed upon 2 logical
extrapolation of present population trends.

The "Goodies" are perhaps just a little too good to be true, and the
"Baddies" exhibit rather more dull-wittedness and Blimpishness than might Teasonably
be expected, even of petty bureaucrats — but no matter. Even the predictable ending
is so adroitly presented that one is conmscious of nothing but glowing satisfaction
that "things have turned out ALl Right". ‘

(am) T'11 grant that thie story failed to bore me, which ig a point in its favour
But it's very much of a lighwweight nevertheless, and not a patch on "The Mailman
Cometh." And even "The Mailman Cometh" is not sufficient Jjustification for this books

(BH) None of these stories makes any heavy demand on the reader’s intellectual
equipment, there is neither symbolism nor mystery here. Indeed, they may be dismissed
by some as lightweight, even trite, but although "0dd Man In" may be included in this
gummation, it, at least, is well worth reading, if only for mental relaxation,
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EARTHMAN, GO OKIE,

by ARCHIE MERCER.

A Survey Of James Blish's "Cities In Flight" S@rjémq ro—iasued by Faber & Faber Litd.

THEY SHALL HAVE STARS Faber 1965, 18/~
A LIPE FOR THE STARS  Faber 1965, 15/-

EARTHMAN COME HOME Faber 1965, 18/~
A CLASH OF CYMBALS Faber 1965, 18/-

As Senses OFf Wonder go, mine all too often doesn't even start, The thought of
s human being -- or a whole platoon of human beings —- orbiting the Barth does
nothing to it. I simply don't want to orbit the Earth. Even the thought of a man
landing on the Moon raises hardly a murmur out of it. I have no particular desgire
to land on the Moon, either.

But the prospect of an entire city taking off as a corporate entity and
cruising the galaxy as a boat might cruise the oceans of Earth 1s something else
again, and in particular, James Blish's stories about the ®okie" cities have al-
ways contrived to give my sense of wonder a really powerful boost.

The series first hit the reading public with the April 1950 issue of ASTOUNDING
SCIENCE FICTION, in the form of the original novelctte, "Okie". The word derives
from Oklahoma, one of the American mid-western sgtates that suffered badly from fthe
dust-bowl troubles of the ninetesn-thirties. Many small farmers, their livelihood
suddenly swallowed up by the dust-bowl, found themselves obliged fto take to the
roads in search of work, and an "Okie" came to mean an itinerant work-seeker. James
Blish used this as an analogy for his flying cities, which he visualised as odd-
jobbing their way from star-cluster to star-ciuster, usually keeping within the
law, when it waen't wildly inconvenient, much in the manner of the dispossessed
mid-westerners of yore.

The novelette "Bindlestiff", a direct sequel, followed in the December, 1950
U.S. issue of the same magazine."Bindlestiff"is a word from the vocabulary of
American itinerance, meaning a hobo who steals the "bindle" (bundle) of another,
and thus makes himself doubly an outcast.

The next story in the series to appear —- also in the U.B.Astounding, in the
Pebruary 1952 issuey - did not continue the narrative directly, but harked back to
the early days of space-flight, before cities as such had been enabled directly to
participate., Called "Bridge", it dealt with the mos? colossal engineering project
in human history at that time, the construction of what was ( for want of a botter
word ) referred to as a "bridge" on the surface of JupiterT. Ugeless in itselfy,
this "bridge" nevertheless vitally affected the subsequent course of galactic
historye.

I% was another year befcre any more of the saga appeared, and with it a return
to the main narrative. This third story of the flying cities bore the resounding
title of "Sargasso Of Lost Cities", and appeared, for no obvious reason, not in
Astounding, but in TWO COMPLETE SCIENCE A DVENTURE BOOKS, for the Spring of 1953,
This was the longest episode - of short novel length - in the series so far, and
was incidentally the one that firet brought the saga into my field of vision.

&
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Although the title taken by itself could
well be worse, it has always seemed to
me that one more keeping with its pre-
decessors would have been "Jungle',
referring to the traditional piece of
waste ground adjacent to a town, where
hoboes were wont to camp. Still, I sup-
pose, different magazines follow diff-
erent conventions in such matters.

Anyway, when the series returned to
ASTOUNDING for the November 1953 U.S.
issue, the title chosen for the episode
that rounded off the main narrative
carried an entirely different mood from
that of any of its predecessors, being,
"Earthman, Come Home,

In 1955, the same title, "Earthman
Come Home' was used for the Putnam book
which comprised the four stories (Bridge
being omitted) more or less as they
stoode This was followed a year later
by British publication (from Faber) of
"They Shall Have Stars", a novel based
on "Bridge", which later saw American PB
publication from Avon .nder the much
weaker title of "Year 2018", This book
also contained a large amount of material expanded from the novelette."i¥ Death’s
End', published in ASTOUNDING in the May 1954 issue. Aoccording to the author's
own account, these two volumes were intended to form the two halves of a complete
work under the general title of "Cities In Flight". However, he was revkoning
without his own runaway mind, —-— for there was still as much again to come. Tn
1958 appeared "The Triumph Of Time", another Avon PB. Once again the Americans
were obliged to suffer the weaker title (albeit the one that the author claims
to prefer), for Faber published the book in Britain as Uy Clash Of Cymbals™,

Mrie dealt with the further adventures of the protagonist-city of Uharthman Come
Home"! And finally — so far at least - seme of that city's previous adventures were
chronicled in "A Life For The Stars"., This was serialised in ANALOG (US Bdition)
for September-October 1962, and was then published in the USA by Putnam's and in
Britain by Faber. "A Life For The Stars" is specifically juvenile-—glanted, but is
still a relevant contribution to the whole.

The historical framework around which the series is congbructed is as follows.
The cold war of the mid-20th Century led (in the interests of "goourity") to an
ever—increasing degree of authoritarian goverment in the West and (specifically)
in the United States. This continued until Western life was virtually indistine
guishable from that under the communist regimes of the Bast. Beneath this mon=-
strous security blanket, a number of research projects that under accountable

1.(Editor) Rather a good pun this, since the theme of the book ig —- A Clash Of
Symbols. Some bSokshops listed the title in this manner, unintentionally,I'm sure.
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goverment would have been highiy unlikely ever to get (as it were) off the ground
were enabled to come to fruition. One such was the gigantic "bridge" on Jupiter,
which provided the conditions under which certain mathematical and physical theory
was a2t last able to be tested in practice, resulting in the discovery of the
Yapindizzy" force~field which defied both gravity and the speed of light. Another
was the successful search for the so-called "anti-agathic'" drugs, which if taken
every so often, prolonged life indefinitely. Thus equipped both with the necessary
motive power and with the equally necessary longevity, humans were at last in a
position to colonise the Galaxy. In the last few years of the independant West, a
great many of them did.

The two projects above-mentioned were forced through under a pilece of Tfar-
sighted political chicanery by Senator Bliss Wagoner, chairman of the congression-
sl committee on space-flight. He realised that the effort involved would lead to
the ultimate collapse of the West, but considered that the long-term results would
more than justify this. He himself was impeached and —— apparently -— executed,
not long after which the Eastern bloc took over the goverment of the whole world,
and clamoecd down on spaceflight, A considerable number of political malcontents
known as "Hamiltoniang® nevertheless flew successfully off fto a new home among
the stars. The principle of the spindizzy was eventually suppressed, =0 far as
the Barth was concerned, and the warious colonieg -~ Hamiltonian and otherwise ~-—
were on their own for the hext couple of centuries. During this time they contin-
ued to grow and expand, becoming embroiled with the humanoid Vegans. The Vegansg
were one of s number of sentient races that the Galaxy proved to contain, With
most of these races the humans managed to get along, but the Vegans didn't approve
of these Veganoid beings flying thelr star-laones. So it was war,

Although the spindizzy itself had been suppressed on Earth, verious of its
component principles were too firmly entrenched in Barth industry for the entire
concept to be eradicated, and the spindizzy was rediscovered in an improved form.
For the first time it becsmme possible to 1ift a piece of ground and all that stood
thereon, and take it into space essentially as 1t was. Soon whole factories were
wandering around the Solar System in preference to having their raw materials
brought to them. Inevitably they began to leave the system altogether. The Tactor—
jes were followed by complete cities, and Earth became reduced to the status of
not much more than a garden planet. These Okie cities found themselves in the :
middle of the Vegan War, and with their help the Vegan Tyranny was flnally over-
thrown. '

T+t had left a number of assorted legaciles, however. One of these was a certain
Admiral Hrunta of the 3rd Colonial Navy, whose taste for power led him fto found an
interstella® military empire. When this collapszed "under its own weight", the
Barth police moved into the vacuum to protect the Okie cities from exploitation,
Thus began the long love~hate relationship between the Okies and the Harth police.
The Okies performed the important function of keeping the Galaxy in a state of
cultural unity. Anti-agathic drugs were more readily available to them than to the
colonigts, and they could cruise indefinitely from planet to planet, bartering
trade~goods for know-how, more know~how for temporary mining rights, and almog?®
anything for the germanium on which the galactic economy was based. The police

2 (Ediuor)n This Empire lasted some 1000 years, or roughly half the length of
time in which humans had spaceflight. Blish refers to it as *..imorack.."
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recognised the importance of this activity, and encouraged it, but they ineisted

in return that the Okies should obey Barth law in their dealings with the colonists.
A city might fall on hard times, and sooner or later most of them did, in which
case it became necessary to cut a few legal corners simply in order for the city %o
survive as an entity. Thus most cities gradually acquired a long "violations docket"
and it became more and more important to keep out of the police's way. The ultimate
penalty was "breaking up", which remains the more awful for its never being fully
described.

The end of the Okie cra was brought about by the sudden collapse of the german-—
ium standard, An attempt to replace it by a "drug standard" failed to meet with much
success owing to the drugs being too intrinsically valuable to be used ag mere money.
The Okics found themsclves all of a sudden impoverished by circumstances beyond their
immediate control, They fought back as best they might, destroying in the process an
attempted resurgence of the Vegan Tyranny, (the notorious orbital fort), but at this
point a mysterious cultube called "The Web Of Hercules" (styled by Acreff-Monales,
"he Milky Way's fourth great civilisation® ) took over the Galaxy.

The final volume of the tetralogy, —— "A Clash OF Cymbalg" aka "The Triumph OF
Time" —— is concerned with a broader spacio-temporal canvas., Matter and anti-matter,
it was discovered, were cyclic, and in the near future their interaction would mnke
s fresh start, Both "The Web OFf Hercules" and some Okies who had settled beyond the
Galaxy were involved in attempte to do something about it. Precisely what happened
then is none too clear — for just one thing, the concept of time coming to a stop
bacomes meaningless when expressed (as it ig) in terms of time iteelf, "After the
end of time seems to lack a certain validity,

It is suggested that each of certain principal characters who penetrated to the
heart of the continuum just prior to the cataclysm would be the basis of an entirely
frosh and individusl continuume. The only continuum that is actually followed pasgt
that point, however, (and that only between the lines) is that of "The Web Of Her-
cules™, which contrives to have a continuing higtory despite all. The chronicler
Acreff-Monaless oxcerpts from whose work "The Milky Waye Five Culbural Portraitgh
are utilised to help link the series together, would appear to belong to the fifth
of such cultures. "The Web OFf Hercules" which somehow spanned the gap, he lists
as being the fourth such, Terran humaaity would presumably then be the third, and
the Vegan Tyranny-civilisation the second. The identity of the first is nowhere
nmentioned.

With the exception of the chronological first of the four volumes, ("They Shall
Have Stars/ Year 2018), the series is actually the saga of the City of New York.
The “New York" in question does not comprise the whole municipal area as the term is
now understood, being limited to the present Manhatten Island which continues ~ as,
historically, it is entirely justified in doing - fto call itself "New York™, What
beocame of the other four New York boroughs is never made explicit, though one tends
to presume that each one went independantly Okie under its own name,

On the whole, throughout the series, characterisation is subordinated to theme.
None of the first volume's characters survive into the second. The second volume
("A Life For The Stars") has, besides its young protagonist, only a supporting casgt.
This does include 2 closer look at one character, (sgt. Anderson) who subsequently
plays a minor zole in "Barthman Come Home", the third volume. This and "A Clash Of
Cymbals" which completes the set are dominated by the threesome of John Amalfi, Mark
Hazleton, and the latter's wife, Des, and though a couple of appealing yvoungsters
do manage to break briefly into comparative prominence towards the end it is with
tha%t threcsome that the bulk of the character-interest lies.
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The relationship between Amnlifi, Wayor of New York, and Hamloton, his Clty Managers
is a complex one, involving as it does the co-exigtent levelg of. their personal-
ities and of their jobs. The job-relationship in particular I Ffind fascinating in
its dintricacy. Xt hag in it gomething of fthe relationsghip beltween a commander and
his immediate deputy, something of that between a commanding officer and his ade
jutont, and again something of that between a British mayor and his town clerk,
and lg yet directly anclogous o none of these. Bgegentianlly, the mayor decides
where bthe city is to go next and to do when 1t gets there, whilst the City
Manager eceg that the wheelg of wdﬂlﬂl”ﬁm'tloﬂ continue to turn the while —- but
that is a gross over—simplification, the two Jjobe being highly 1nucrp@nrb%mt1vo
in nature.

& further level of complication is provided by the City Fathers, = linked
emblage of 124 computers which bhave access to all knowledge which the city hasg ever
acquired throughout its wanderings. The City Fathers are pogsibly the mogt fasc
ating concept involved in the series, except for the central postulate of i?yi 9
citieg i1teelf. Althcough they are nominally subordinate to the mayor, they have
times of emergency over-riding authority- unless somebody can turn them off, fagh
- and there isg an authenticated case on rocord of their ordering a city manager
to be shot. [The sentence seems ¢uly to have been carried out)., Furthermore they
conshitube the entire municipal electorate, mayor and city »inaser being appointed
or dismigsed as they in their wigdom may decide, Besides being responsible for such
high matters of g%ate, they handle an untold variety of civic matters from simple
pilloting to garbage dlsposal.

This threefold division of responsibility beiween mayor, city manager and City
Fathers is thus an elaborate jigsaw 1ndee&. The varioug facets of it were doubt—
lesg dlmproviged by the aubhor on an ad hoc basis as he gradunlly built up the ple-
ture. Although this ferds to produce certain illogicolities, the realism suffers
not o whit because this ie precisely how divisions of responsibility occur in real
1ifes

Although definitely o plurality, the City Fathers area ccustomed to acting as
o unit. Only two gpecimens of the 134 are cver referred to 027w luslly ~ “he lib-
rarian and the “freacher®. The librariank furction ls self-explanatory, whilat the
“ieeacher™, however etymologlcally justified itg title may be, 1s responsible for
p@lnuﬂdllsed catering. Meution is also made of YCommunicatio rﬁ”, but thig, though
connected to the City Fathers, does not geem to rank ag one of their rumber, being

rely the handmaiden of all.

One aspect of New Tork Okie 1life that may be remarked upon is fthe entire absen-
ce of civie opvosition to lhe establishment., The converslion of the city from a
limited democracy to a limited cybernarchy accounts for the absense of a human
opposition in the council chamber, of course, the City Fathers themselves provid—
ing more than adequate "opposition" to keep the two executives on their toes, but
nevertheless 1t does seem a bit odd that several million New Yorkers should be so
entirely contented with whatever stmbus to which it pleasesg the City Fathers to
call them = and they immortal at that. No doubt the matter can be adequately
accounted for -— I simply thought to mention it in passing.

The way in which the saga has been patched together plecemeal, being as 14
were conceived and written spirally from the cenire outwards, 1lg also responsible
for a good many inconsistencies in the narrative. I am not concerned with apparent
inconsistencies in motivation: to my mind the mere ability of cities to fly
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through space ig itself entirely adequate motivation for everything that Blish hag
them do when they get there., What I am concerned about are contradictions of det-
ail. Thege have existed almost from the first - in the original magnsine publice
atlon, "Sargosso" ended with New York emigrating to the Lesser Magellanic Cloud,
whilet the novelette "Barthman Come Home'",itaz direct sequel;staried with its
londing in the Greater ditto, This discrepancy was corrected for book publioationy
and verious gubsequently-obscrved discrepanciles have since been corrected in later
te

a

editions of the vorious books. I do not have the
editions, and there mayv well have been still furbher adjustments.
9 3

Thisg e

lament of incongistency, howsver, I do find somewhat unfortunate~ the
aspect of the series that it would be best off without. Not merely do the digcrep-
ancles bhemgelves tend to irk, but so does the consequent existence of variant
texts as the author gradually tries to catch up on his misdeeds. This is perhaps

a surprising reaction from an sf fan well used to sgtories dealing with albernate

lines of probability — but if such alternate lines there are to bey, T would rather
they were stated explicitly and not simply papered over and hushed up.

. @

I should like to list a few such discrepancies — but I would point out that
since my latest source for the "Barthman® novel is the British SFBC edition of
1956, for "“A Life" the Faber edition of 1964, and for the remaining two the
uniform Faber editions of 1965, the number of ultimate discrepancies may well have
gone down and the number of textual variants have gone correspondingly up.

In "A Life" it is stated that Russian was "the now dead Universal Language of
Deep Space.®™ How this situation came about, in the light of the Russian/Eastern
disinterest in,” andl ove-iime suppmoa Ty ody space-flight remains far from clear.

In the third ("Sargasso") episode of "Barthman', Carrel, the City Manzger, is
stated to have no talents as a pilot, and it is therefore proposed that the pilot-
age of the city be eplit off from the City Manager's department, and given to
another man who happens to be particularly good at it. In the final volume however
the record has been wiped clean of the man in question ( a certain O'Brian), his
exploits being now credited to Carrel.

In "A Life", Sgt Anderson is in charge of the City's-perimeter police, and Sgt.
Dulany of 2 parallel squad which ig responsible for boarding- and landing- parties,
In "Barthman', boarding and landing are the functions of Anderson's perimeter pol-
ice, Dulany being the name of one of Anderson's subordinates who is brought on-
stage only to be killed in the line of duty. Also, Anderson is important enough to
take hig orders direct from the mayor. In the chronologically earlier (though
later-written) book, Amalfi addresses him by his given name of "Joel". In “Earth-
man" though, he has regregsed to addressing him simply by his surname.

In the "Sargasso" episode of "Barthman', the Vegan orbital fort is stated to
be a genuine survivor of the original Vegsn Tyranny which had "gone Okile"™ -~ the
only non-human entity so to do. In Acreff-Monalds prologue to "Cymbals" however,
it is stated to be of later construction by a "lost" Vegan colony.

According to the chronology appended to the beginning of "They Shall Have
Stars", Hazleton was borne in space. According to "A Life", New York first went
Okie with the mayor (still Amalfi) in sole command, and when he eventually met up
with a city that had a city manager the post was a new one to him., Yet elsewhere,
(the reference eludes me) it ig stated that Haszleton had been city menager ever
since New York left the lower reacehs of the Hudson River.

3, In 1965, this now seems one of the more unlikely of Blish's postulates.
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And dincidentally, the whole saga would have been somewhat neater 1if only things
g

ould have besn arranged so that the young protagonist of "A Life" had been

agleton rather than Crispin delord.)

Annoying as these matters are, they pale every time into insignificance beside
he positive glories with which the saga teems. The deadpan way in which the City

hithers elect a city manager for a planet, or a mayor for a galaxy. The Galaxy-
ide legend of the orbital fort, the recurrent whispers of the ruthless Okie city,
I.M.T.", which "made the sky fall', (Both of these entities receive their ultimate
ome~uppance at the hands of, or through the machinations of, Amalfits New York,)
'he picture of a Galaxy spanned and pollinated by gself-propelled cities straight
rom the atlas., The perpetually foulty Twenty-Third Street spindizzys which alone
ipenks volumes of between-the-lines material on the Okie civiligation.

And what of the futurs ? The author has brought the history of Okie Wew Yorlk to
Nologe™ that appeare devoid of meaning and leaves room for a good hefty chunk of
xplanation, either with or without the pseudo-metaphysical double~talk in which he

as clothed the end of space-time ag we know it. In addition, there is plenty of
wcope for further development in the arlier centuries of the chronology. We have
wen in considerable debail a number »Ff contrasting planetary cultures and one Okle
ity, and in somewhat less detail a number of other Okie citles. But Okic-—dom was
ever confined to cities as such, Factories went Okie first, and other assorted
ocations doubtless followed. Buda- Tesght (sic ~ though "-Pest! and "-Pesgth" are the
ormally accepted spellings) and Dresden are cities certainly. So, technically, is
imos*t any American municipality — though doubtless Britain contributed her quotsa
£ Okie Urban Districts to the roster., Then there might wsll be acceptable wntives
‘or a1l sotts of things going Okie — Stonehenge, perhaps, the Carlsbad Caverns, 9
he Giant's Cnuseway, the Alamo, the Taj Mahal, Possibly James Blish, with his known
nterest in the past and future of Roman Catholic theology, would tell us whether
T not the Vatican ever went Okie, either on its own or as an integral part of Rome,
nd 80 Ol

T like to visunlise such a scene as the following. New York, ranging through
nterstellar space, observes another body approaching on o near-collision course.
m21fi, after hostily ordering course-adjustments to his city, has Communicatlons
nise the intruder.

"ihat City is that?" he growls.

uCity be defrosted", retorts the Teti-face that appears on the screen, "Thig is
he summit of Mount Everest."

And one way or another, I suspect ( and hope) that there!'ll be plenty more to
JOME -
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To Gerald Howson, ugly and crippled, looking back on a childhood
drab with neglect and looking forward only to an adult life of poverty
and misery, the discovery came as a bombshell: 7 can read minds! Yet
this was no source of hope to him at first, for he had always viewed the
telepathists — those mysterious bearers of a new strange falent — as
being, like himself, set apart by their abnormality.

Just how frue this was he had yet to learn. Long after the kind
iguidance of other telepathists had enabled him to become an indispens-
able member of the psychiatric staff at the great WHO hospital in Ulan
Bator, long after the world had ceased to care about his ugly face and
dragging leg and learned to respect him for his irreplaceable curative
skills, he was haunted by the fear to which only telepathists were prey.
The strain of coping with the world might break him, and after that
there would be nothing except the fatal drug-like Iure of the all-absorbing
fantasies a telepathist could become lost in by a simple gesture of
resignation.

The voyage of self-discovery which leads him to eventual happiness
-and security forms the central thread of this story, played out against
the fascinating background. of a future psychiatry dependent on
Howson’s power to enter the terrible alien world of an insane mind.

John Brunner has already established a reputation as one of the most
imaginative and promising of the younger British science fiction writers;
and of the promise Telepathist provides full confirmation, 18s




