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JOHil PITGRIM

Tnts rsse.y IS BASICALLv AN ExrANDED vERSroN of lectures given to the
Heretics Club of Cambridge University and to the London Anarchist
Group, in 1960. I would therefore only claim that the conclusions I
reached, and the overwhelmingly libertarian tendency that I observed
in science fiction is valid up to that date. There may in fact have been
some major changes in the attitudes of writers since my notes were
prepared, although to the best of my knowledge the strong libertarian
bias that I observed is still extant. In one or two places I am quoting
from memory as I have been unable to obtain the books I wanted, and
I apologise in advance for any misquotations that may have inadvertently
crept into the text. Finally I must make some acknowledgement to
Mr. Edmund Crispin, whose anthologies of science fiction for Faber
and Faber are still the flnest of their kind, and whose introductory essays
I have shamelessly pillaged.

{< ,1. *

Tns ruArN DIFFTCULTY EXPERTENCED By AN ANARCHTST in trying to con-
vince a non-anarchist of the validity, or even the sanity of his views, is
the basic idea that authoritarianism of some kind is necessary in order
to prevent society lapsing into a catch-as-catch-can barbarism. The
same cliches are trotted out all the time on these occasions: "We have
to have law and order", "It would mean survival of the most ruthless",
"What's to stop someone beating your head in with an axe", "Who will
clean the sewers", and so on. Those members of the public who stop
to think about the problem at all tend to dismiss anarchiim as a beautiful
but impossible ideal. (So do the "permanent protesters" but that's
another question). The vast majority are not even aware that such an
ideal exists; to them anarchy is synonymous with chaos and as they are
not given to reading political pamphlets they remain isolated from the
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vanguard of liberal thought which is anarchism.
The problem therefore was to make the public aware of this ideal

of a free so-ciety; to get them to realise that repressive governments
and police^ forces_ were not necessary evils to bt borne -stoically in
,exchange for a television set and a washing machine; that there was
a substantial bgdy of thought in existence tliat rejected the acquisitive,
teclrnology is all and liumanity can go to hell, vaiues of what ii laugtr-
ingly termed "our civilisation". As the vast maiority of the population
tended to shy away from anything that smelled of pblitics t teti ttrat it
would be necessary to get anarchist ideas into popular entertainment; a
novel or-short story. based on anarchist ideas would reach a large number
of people that political essays never touch. An<l when sorieone had
assimilated the concept of the sort of freedom which anarchists desire,
in light reading, the ideas that he heard expressed by an anarchisi
speaker, or found in anarchist literature, would not seem so alien.

It was while thinking around this problem that I realised there was
already in existence a literary form, which was, if not anarchist, at least
consistently liberal and anti-authoritarian in its social views, and that
was science flction. It was a short story called Security Risk, in
ASToUNDTNG scrENcE FrcrroN a monthly American magaztne*, that had
in fact, first interested me in ideas that I later found-to be embodied
in anarchism. This story.was written at the height in the Mccarthy era
and concerned a sociologist who made,the firsi crack in an appaiently
impregnable social order in which Mccarthyism had become iire com-
nl^etely domilant factor. It appeared- at-the-time to be a fair prophecy
gt tle way America was heading, of what it would have becbmi hal
McCarthy retained his power.

As late as 1960 most of the anarchists I met felt that science fiction
was beneath their notice. The general picture of the medium seemed
to be that of a half naked nubile young- woman seized in the craws of
a. flylng dinosaur while the Errol {lynq of the spaceways attempted
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common SF device, that of isolating a gloup of individuals in order to
Dortray and analyse their attempts to build a culture does not make
Lora bl the Fliei science fiction any more than the use of derby _hat
mutes makes Rh4psody in Blue jazz. The analogy is a good one' Just
as the lazz criticf histoiian of ten years ago was alwa_ys_bringing.up the
interesi displayecl by Stravinsky, Darius Milhaud and Ravel in jazz, so

Amis, (whose-views on jazz aie even sillier than his views on science

fiction)'continually evokes the names of Golding, orwell and wells.
I'feel that ai SF is the medium in which most of the genuinely

subversive thought of our tirne is set down it has no need of the kind
oi academic reipectability that Amis would wish on it. Indeed that
sort of respectability couid well lead to its early demise. The writiqg
*t i"t f wish to diicuss is the sort of thing that appears in monthly
maguri.res like Nrw woRLDS, ANALoc, GALAXY, and so on-. Between the
ior?rr of magazines like this most of the criticism, discussion, and
examination oT our present social and political attitudes is carried on,
ouiside, that is, of technical journals lilie Nrw SocIErY. As far as the
seneral'oublic is concerned science fiction magazines are the only form
6i popriut fiction that, a.s a nrutter ol -course-, 

present ideas that the
s,rpboite. of the status quo would regard as subversive.

''For instance the short story Slone and Crystal from Science Fantasy.
As in many magazine editors in the sF field, John Carnell the editor,
*At.r titttilntrotuctory paragraphs, in case the reader misses the moral,
what Edmund Crispin has termeil "silly ejaculatory editorial epigraphs".
The introduction tb this story reads "The so-called march ol Progress
always tramples something out ol existence. Extend technology to an
ilttiate de[ree and it will eventually cancel out individualism". The
sioiy that f"ollows is a horribly effeciive warning against a too enthu-
siastic worship of science'

One of fhe basic premises of science fiction, not so common in
mainstream fiction, is that established laws, customs, morals and taboos,
are not constants, not all time truths, but part of a planetary culture that
mav be sood or bad, but whose value must be assessed in terms of that
cullure's-ability to give the individuals who _comprise-.it the freedom to
develop themsllveslo the full extent of their capabilities. A common
use of'this premise is in a setting where _Earth is the most advanced
iulture in tG Gahxy so far discovired. The hero is the so-cial engineer
*ho uses his advanied techniques to change the course of a planetary
culture if it appears to be developing on totalitarian lines, in an attempt
to prevent thit culture from_indulgi{rS in the kind of internecine wars
thai in the remote past nearly wiped-out Earth. fgullly often Earth
is shown as a backward barbarous culture, so ethically undeveloped
that they actually kill each other, and have governme-nts and wars and
police. In fact itris type of story is so common in the monthlies that
iheir continued survival is a source of some surprise.

I have already mentioned AsTouNDING scIENCE FICTIoN and the
violently anti-lrdcCarthy story they published. This magazine bas an
excelleit record in thai resp-ect. At a time when the organs o-f mass

communication in the Stafss were terrified of printing the slightest
criticism of McCarthy, ASTouNDINc ran editorial after editorial slamming

igent
1,!1. Now this picture of science fiition bears as inuctirelation to"the
bulk of the medium as does the Chestertonian vision of tt i uiiuiihirt u.a cloaked and bearded figure carrying spherical "bomb" does to the
editor of thi

,simulttneously to.rescue her and fighi off a colony of giant inteili
ants. Now this picture of science fittion bears as muclirelation to

editor of this periodical. -In neither das6 does the public imige bear
much relationship to the reality.

^ _ In the body of this essay I have concentrated on the kind of science
fi-ction that appears in the monthly magazines. I have ignored the
Utopian-literature of the past (a subject much better dealt wiih in Marie
Louise Berneri's lourney_through utopia) and I have also ignored work
by mainstream writers_that might be considered as comin! within the
science fiction field. Books like Brave New laorld ana iwq may or
may not_be-science fiction but they also lrave been more adequitely
dealt with elsewhere, a_nd in any case are hardly representativ" of ttl
medium. Neither do r consider it necessary to drig in the name of
William Golding, as Kingsley Amis cloes in his New*Maps ol Hell, in
order to show that science fiction is respectable. Golding,s'use of a
- n"r.ly1""*n as ANALoc.
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Mccarthyism the whole security system, and the deletorious effects of
witch hunts on creativity. To this day John campbell the editor, is
still running leaders on the.stultifying 6ffects of the'security systim on
individual freedom, the rejection by the American estadlisfi;ent of
really original ideas, and-the dangers of a sheeplike acceptance-ot *hut
the Government and Authority says, to what isieft of valiues in western
culture.
. Quitg recently AsrouNDrNG published a delightful story set some

time in the future about a charaiter salled rom-paine wh5 wandered
round the inhabited Universe- causing social upheavals on planeis that
were becoming a little set in their ways. one of the protogdnisis in ttre
story_ Tlakes some higtrly- unkind reharks about ari anaichist 

-planet,

called Kropotkin, that he is about to visit. He-is sternly uamonisfrea uv
his.partner who gives him a run down on the fundamerltars-oi-ana.ctrisi
belief and ends, "And never forget that anarchism is the noutisi- sociat
phil.osophy that-man has ever evolved. There is no ueitiiway }L, -"nto live together".

It is no accident that the science fiction magazines continuallyportray ideas that the average establishment man" would i"guro ui
dangerously progressive. rt isbecause the very nature of sciencE fiction
compels.the writer, and therefore the reader, io examine *hutil wrong
with.so-ciety, where humanity went off the iails, and whar th"-pr.r"otpolitical systems are-leading to. As Edmund ciirpin-r"vr'i, hi.
iltroductory essay to his first anthology of science fiction foi Faber &
Faber:

There can be no doubt that science fiction is much engrossed with Doom. . we are never going to understand the crucial reason for this unless we
analyse the events from which, in these stories, the various sorts oi-nemesis
arise; until we note how in Dormant, for instance the disastir i. uio"gti"to"t
by the arrogance, rasbness and warmongering of man; in rne Nei'i4ne, avthe over-hasty application of a new scientifiJtechniqui; in lro-wi^,oi oorn,tv 14" foolhardy, if _well meant, afliance of living 6rguoi" mriier'wittr amachine . . science fiction_is sceptical about man,lt 

"u-rrnot 
in-tiJ-orainarv

way trust him to colonise other planets, other galaxies, without v"nJaurm anabrutality . . .

Now whether this.is a goo^qgr a bad thing may be a marter for argument;but no one can denv that.in.20th centurv ponulai riterut"i" ii i"'"'iZiy n".tli"g . . only in realistic, ..reported" n"iioi, tite trt.irr.oi,r-Croiiy" toBerlin, can an amoral attitude be maintained; the fancy; i; ;t*;:t"[i"g
demands decisions about right and wrong, good and bad, before it 

"ro'"onr"otto function at all-and every sF writir*must make those aecisions aaity,whether he is conscious of. doing so or not. Moreover he cannot r"ly o., urrymete conventions of morality to guide him, for he is constantlv adumbrating
dilemnas which in their detail, at least, are of quite ;rd;a;;;d [iri. a"Ohere is the nub of the matter - sF is not ail pissimism: . . . b"t ii-"".t"iotyis all,ethics, politics and sociology, is in fact a layman,s textuoot-oiviviaty
stated problems in thos-e fields. In general the pioblems ui"- ffiti"it 

'rutn",
than. consciously defined . . . but whither the author chooses to'-u-t" trr"*explicit or not, the problems are constantly there, becausi ii;r'i"i1"i-*ott",
compels them to be there . - .

To think about ethics, politics and sociorogy in macrocosmic terms rirayadmittedly have its dangers bul it is surely-iniirat it imprier-"-"oo.ia'".utiooof first principles-a great deal better 
- 
than never th]nking auorrt- trrose
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chronically relevant topics at all . . . the inexorable condition laid down by
science fiction's subject matter will remain: readers will continue to have
their noses rubbed in ethics, politics and sociology-not to mention religion-
and will find the process enthralling.

Science fiction is sceptical about man. This does not imply that
it is unsympathetic to man, indeed, the scepticism is in fact the result of
a genuine sympathy for the hurnan condition that is brought out again
and again in all science fiction above the space-opera level. A story
hke Flowers for Algernorz shows a concern for the human condition
that is far removed from FI. G. Wells two dimensional figures, which
so often, in his "scientific romances" at least, seem merely devices to
keep the plot rolling. This combination of scepticism for man's view
of himself as "Lord of the Universe" and sympathy for his situation is
brought out superbly in Francis Donovan's The Short Life, Here man
is shown as a freak in a universe of telepaths. Such a freak that a
story in which a writer on another planet imagines the development
of a sentient non-telepathic race is laughed away as science fiction.of the
most improbable sort. The lack of ability to communicate clearly is
held to be the reason why man developed a competitive authoritarian
society instead of a co-operative anarchic one, and he is shown as a
tormented frantically frightened creature trying desperately to cope with
the fear and misery engendered by this unnatural competition. The
Challon, the visiting race, are horrifled by the results upon human beings
of the coercive nature of human societies, and their reaction is very
much that of the anarchist:

Thus a moral issue was raised. To the Challon, the control or coercion
of an independent intelligence was a cardinal outrage. No greater sanctity
existed than the sanctity of the individual, for anything that prejudiced or
restricted the right of the individual to full mastery of himself was worse
even than the deliberate taking of life. It was murder of the ego . . .

This particular story, under the guise of explaining the Challon to a
human being, goes into a great deal of detail as to the nature of what
human beings have termed "guilt" and "shame" and takes the view that
only the development of genuinely sane individuals can save the human
race.

They Shall Have Stars on the other hand, is a straightforward
adventure story, of a fairly typical kind; a gigantic scientific project
operating from Jupiter's satellites, ending with the development of anti-
gravity and an anti-agathic drug. But all the way through the novel
runs implicit criticism of Western society, by this time as repressive
as Stalin's Russia. There is a vicious portrait of a McCarthy-like senator
obsessed with defeating the wicked menace of communism and caring
little that in the process he reduces the West to the same state that
he deplores in Russia. It ends, hopefully for an SF story, with a group
of people who have bucked the system setting ofi to create a free
society in another solar system. Banal as the plot outlines may appear,
the book is in fact a powerful attack on authoritarianism, power politics,
and the evils of the military mind's concept of security.

A more depressing, and because of this, perhaps more typical novel
is Vonnegut's Player Piano. This postulates an authoritarian society
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with a rigid caste system based on intelligence quotients; as one of the
characteri says "A better criterion than rnoney perhaps, but not much".
For the hierarchy is built upon more than just intelligence. Someone
in the ruling caste must be intelligent true, but intelligent in certain
approved directions, i.e. management or engineering. The only way
that this barrier can be crossed is by marriage, 1or, as one of the prota-
gonists says ruefully, "some things never change. Big tits will still get
you in anywhere".

The managers and engineers who are rr"rnning the world after the
third world war have in fact managed to create a society that is free
from want and war; nevertheless they find themselves facing a revolution
because in the long run people need more than "two nleals a day and
clean straw to ro11 in". The rising tide of unemployment in this highly
automated society does not create any real physical want--nobody goes
hungry-but all sense of usefulness is being taken away l'rom the people.
The present eight hours a day conveyor belt menlality has become the
normal way of life for everyone, but as the have-nclts include some
very bright people whose talents do not run to management and engin-
eering, the nucleus is provided of an intelligent underground
movement. In the followin-q quotes one of the underground is explain-
ing to a potential recruit:

... This troublc $'e've llot nou'. i1's hcctr goitttl ort a long while, not just
since the last war. Ma1:bc thc actttal jobs worcn't hcinl: tukcn l'rom the people
bLrt the sense of participatiorr. 1l.tc scnso tll'inrprlrlancc. wiLs. Co to the library
s<lmetime and take a look al lhc nragazincs irncl papers as lar back as World
War IL Even thcn there was ir lol ol'talk about know-how winning the u'ar
r.rf production---knotv-ito"r', n,r1 pct,ple. not the rnccliocre people running most
of the machines Fl.zcrr thcn lrecplc tliCn't understand nruch about the
machines they worketl at ol tlr,: things tl.rey were rnaking. The1, rnot 1',"u.
been pilrticipating in the eci-:n()r'!1\i t:,rt not in a r,^r;,ry that w'as verv satis{'i;ing
to the ego. And .. . this clusatling soirit of'tlre managers ancl engineers. the
idr:a of designing and manulacturing and elistributirrg as a sort of holy war:
all that folklore was cooked up by public relations rnen to rnake big business
popular Now the managers antl engineers believe with all their hearts
the glorit-rus things their l'orbe:rrs hireri pcoplc t'r sa./ ahoLtt tjlern. Yestct'days
snovr job becomes today's sermon.

Vonnegut's novel is, of course, in the tradition of the anti-utopias
and ends in the usual depressing manner. After the revolution, or rather
insurrection, and the initial smashing of the rnachines that accompanies
it, the people leave the barricades and go b,ack to renairing the machines
that will put people like themselves out of work. I-ike much anti-
utopian and anarchist writing the problern is stated and analysed
efficiently but no solution is sug-uested.

On a more popular level a libertarian idea is often throv,,n away
casually with no real discussion, neverthetress its presence can alter the
slant of the book. Alfred Bester's The Demolished Man, for instance.
This is a science fiction detective story set at a period when telepathy
has become an accepted power for a large part of the population and
psychotherapeutic techniques are much further advanced ttran at present.
People like the hero/vi1lian Reich who want a return to the 20th
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Century system of power politics are_regarded as sick people and.treated
as su"h. 

-At 
the e;d of ihe book this conversation occurs: "Three or

four hundred years ago the cops used !9 calch peoplg like Reich. just to
kill them. Capitat prinishmeni they called it ". . . " But it doesn't make
r"rr". If a min's gbt the guts and talent to buck society he's obvioully
above average . . : You want to turn him into -? plus. value . . . W!,V
throw him alway? Do that enough times and all you have-left are the
sheep". "I dori"t know. Maybe in those days they wanted sheep".

^This particular novel, a popular entertainment 4ni-nd, not a philoso-
ohical disiertation, ends in an outburst from one of the protagonists in
i"ni.fr tn" following words occur: ". . . there is nothing in nlan.but love
and laith and courage, kintlness generosity and sacrifice. All else.is but
the burrier <tf your- blindness . . " Such lines may not be brilliant,
or new to the r-eaclers ol' this journal, perhaps' but they are surely a new
thing in popular fictior.r."A major virtue ol' science liction is that even where no progressive
or anarchist icleas are advanced, moral questions are discussed in a

manner quite unheard oi' in the equivalent outlets for mainstream fiction.
Blish's tour de force,.4 Crtsa ttl Con|;t:it'nce, for example is written from
the viewpoint ol'a Catholic priest who is the biologist.on a scientific
team surveylng a recently <iiscovered planet. As Crispin sa-ys, "It
has been a-loig while since lrankly commercial magazines could offer
their readers a itory of this calibre and still flourish in .the process".

A Cctse ol Cottsciertcc is something of an exception in its sym-
pathetic treatment of religion. A far more cornmon attitude.is_portrayed
in L{arry Harrison's Alit,i Alyyty which poses the question of the amount
of harm that the introcluction of religion would do to a race who had
managed to develop without any concept of the supernatural, or of God.
The iuthors stanclpoint here is-that the harm would be enormous and

irreparatrle, and this horrific little tale was written for a.public that,
by ind large, woukl not normally regard the discussion of such hypo-
tlietical sitrJations as an entertaining way of spending an evening.

It is this con$tant examination of moral, ethical, and social questions

that makes science fir:tion so important in popular literature. For
instance Philip Wyiie, author of the "Crunch and Des" series for
television, \vroie a icience fiction noveT The Disappeurunce, using as his
base the idea that most ol' the ills oI human civilisations can be

attribgted to sexual lnaladiustment between individuals and an enormous
dislocation between the seies as a whole. In view of the validity ol ttre

foilowing quotation it is difiicLrlt to understand critics like Tony Gibson
continuing to dismiss SF as childjsh escapism.

we n]ay iry noiv hc cereLral dinosaurs. using our brain: as ihose animais
r,r;c:1 their Lro:1ie,,. merely to r:lcal :rnci ward ofl terrible blou's' The hlrman
hrain cor:ld have been meant for something eisel not to promulgate one war
after another for hundrecls o1' centuries as we've Cr:,n*i not to promulgate ideas

Cf sharne and griiit either as has been done irr the rrame cf Christ for twtr
thorrsancl years: not t0 scrape un and waste ever,! usatrie rrr:]ecule of n",altel

on the plalet. a.s itas [.reen done sincc historl, sh!]r's a reccrc-i: the htir:an
brain was meant for sortething else

At another point the author says "It is expectable in a species that
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has perverted its instincts for its immediate vanity (as religions, faiths,
dogmas, dialectics, etc.) that strong cultural compusions and taboos
would everywhere surround the ancient potent instincts of sex, and such,
of course, is the case. Western man's religions (and hence his culture)
are rooted in sex management and sustained by incalculated sex fears.
Disobedience of the sacred laws or the common rules is a sin or a
crime. Sex hunger has been made shameful so as to elevate the vanity
of man in relation to the other animals and so as to enhance the control-
ling power of cultural tradition and its agencies, the churches, the courts,
and so on. The inescapable result is anxiety and tension in society;
hypocrisy confusion, neuroses and madness; along with vast safety
valves of vulgar activities in which libido is expended in acceptable
forms".

I have departed from my own ruling to use the established maga-
zine science fiction writers work as examples because this brilliant and
little known book is one of the most convincing diagnosis of the ills of
human society with which I have met, because it is an interesting use
by a mainstream, if off-beat writer, of science fiction devices in order
to deliver a message, and because it inspired a successor.

This was Theodore Sturgeon's Venus Plus X a book which owed
its genesis to The Disappearance. In this book, which was serialised
in the monthly New Worlds, the author postulates a society set up in
isolation in order to preserve at least part of humanity from the coming
holacaust. This isolated society is preserved from hatred and disruption
by a surgically induced bi-sexuality and thus the avoidance of sexual
conflicts avoids hatred in society generally. The idea behind this society
is that of the essential oneness of humanity and the people who set it up
believe, and the further development of it seems to show, that when this
identity of interests is realised the artificial crutch implanted by the
founders will no longer be needed.

Both The Disappearance and Venus Plus X are unusual in that
there is a great deal of explicit philosophical discussion. This directly
didactic approach is unusual in that the more common approach,
doubtless forced in some cases on the authors by the exingencies of
magazine publishing is to leave the philosophical implications of the
story implicit and show any social theories actively at work among
members of an alien race or on another planet. An excellent example
of this is Eric Frank Russell's And Then There Were None. This
portrays a planet settled by some followers of Gandhi and their success-
ful thwarting of an attempted colonisation by an Imperialist Earth. The
society portrayed is purely an anarchist one; land is owned by the
person who is prepared to farm it, money is non-existent and the
economy is run by a system of mutual obligation, combined with a
fierce regard for individual independence. The word the visitors keep
tripping over is Myob (mind your own business) and all public places
have the "mystic" symbol F:rw displayed prominently on the walls.
Some of the more intelligent spacemen come to realise that this means
"Freedom:I won't", and with the realisation that a mass refusal to
take orders from self appointed authorities is the only road to personal,
political and economic freedom large numbers of the earth delegation
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begin to desert.
It is interesting to note that this story was written in 1950 and

published in America driring the lV{cCarthy era, long before the current
outburst of civil disobedience had got under way. It would be pertinent
to consider just how much influence this much anthologised tale has
had in forming the political opinions of the fallout generation. It might
well be found to be far larger than might be supposed for a story
published in a rnagazine called Astounding Science Fiction. V/illiarn
Sloane in his anthology Stories for'f omorrow said, (of And then there
were none):

F{uman beings . . " rcsist regimentation with something <icep and indestruct-
able within themselves. Brrrtc forcc. the tyrarrnies ol' pori,er anci orthodox
disciplines can supi)ress arrtl lhwart tltis rcsislancc. hut the onl-v'drink in ai1
human experiencc hea<licr thun ptrrc i.LIcohol is thc u,cll-tvater of frccdom-
indiviCual freeciont. No human hcinll u'ho llts orrcc clrur:k of it vyilj settle for
anything less. .'l'lris i:r a sloly lirr patriots, lirr pltilosophcrs, and for aryone
wlro suspecls 1l'lrt thc Iclislrr:s ol a ictimcnto(l ()r(l,.jr of lile arc wortit merelv
the lip scrvicc 1.licy invariablv rlcnluttl

This antipa(hetic trtritucle to lorce is a comnion one in s,:ience
fiction. The therre ol' .lriirac Asinrov's Foundqtiort trilogy, Violertce is
thc l.crst rcsoyt ol tlte iru:ontltt:tcttt is indicative of the general science
fiction rvriter's attitude to war.

An exception to this rule is Robert Heinlein, whose brilliant crafts-
manship and story telling ability would make him a literary must if
only he had decicled to write "literature" instead of science i;ction. His
tour tle force, "Starship Troopers", is one of the very few exaurples of
retrogressive, one might even say fascist thought, in the entire range of
science flction writing.

This book is written from the viewpoint of a professional soldier
5,000 years in the future. The book won the International Fantasy
Award for 1959 and is unique in the attacks that were made on the
author when the award was made. The postulated future society of
this book is a lirnited democracy in that an individual can only vote if
he has first served a periocl in the arured services. Service is otlierwise
voluntary.and every discouragement is put in the way of those nttempt-
ing to enlist. The social order has restored flogging, for both adults tnd
juveniles, and public hanging, and this has resulted, apparently, in the
practical wiping out of anti-social behaviour such as child murder. This
is all explained with such deadpan earnestness, and such complete
disregard for such facts as we have on the causes of anti-social behaviour
(and the deterrent effects of hanging and flogging) that it could be
argued that his delineation of this future society was meant to point
up the horrors of our own. It is always dangerous to attribute the
ideas of a novel to the author, and those people who claimed that the
author, in a country where the military were taking increasing control
of public affairs, was trying to show the repellent nature of the military
mind had a valid case. For it is certain that the mere act of trying
to write objectively about a future "fascist" society would reveal it in
such a brutal light that the reader would immediately recoil from it.
Certainly a tremendous attack was mounted against Heinlein by those
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who condemned the book as a gloriflcation of violence, war and geno-
cide, and it is therefore pertinent to quote two sections from the 6ook
where the philosophy of lt's rulers is explained.

The first section is taken from the early part of the book where a
sergeant at a training camp is explaining the "facts of life', to a new
recruit.

. .. There can be circumstances when it's just as foolish to hit an enemy
city with an H bomb as to spank a baby with an axe. war is not violencl
and killing, pure and simple; 'war ts controiicd violencc, {or a purpose. The
purpose is never to kill the enemy just to be killing him . . . bui tti make him
do what you want him to do. Not killing . . . birt cont.rllctl and purposeful
violence. But it's not your business to decitle 1he purpose .r the iontrol.
It's never a soldiers'business to decide when, or where-or how--.r rv&v-he
fights; that belongs to the statesmen and the generals. The statesmen decide
why and how much; the generals take it from there and tell us where and
when and how. llte supply the violence; other people-,.older and w.iser
heads", as they say-supply the control. Which is as it ihould be.

- The next quotation is taken from a discussion in a philosophy
class at an omcer training school.

. . . Both for practical reasons and for mathematically ver.ifiable moral
reasons, authority and. responsibility must be equal . . . to permit irresponsible
authority is to sow disaster: to hold a man responsible for anything'he does
not control is to behave with blind idiocy. The unlimited democraiies were
unstable because their citizens were not responsible for the fashion in which
they exerted their authority . . . other than through the tragic Iogic of history.
The unique "poll-tax" that we must pay was unheard of, No attempt was
made to determine whether a votcr was socially responsible to the exGnt of
his literally unlimited authority. If he voted the impossible the disastrous
possrble happened instead-and responsibility was foried on him willy-nilly
and destroyed both him and his foundationless temple.

A little later the student is given a, essay to write proving that
"'war and moral perfection derive from the same genetic inheritince,'.

Some of his ideas on the subject follow:
Morals-a// correct moral rules-derive from the instinct to survive, moral

behaviour is survival behaviour above the individual level-as in a father who
dies to save his children. But since population pressure results from the
process of surviving through others, then war, because it results from popula-
tion pressure derives from the same inherited instinct which produces all
moral rules suitable for human beings.

. Then after. saying th-at Iimiting the birth rate will only result in the
human race being "engulfed" he ends:

Man is what he is, a wild animal with the will to survive . . Unless one
accepts that anything one says about morals, war, politics is nonsense.
correct morals arise from knowing what man rs._-not what do-gooders and
well meaning Aunt Nellies would like him to be.

The universe will let us know-later-whether or not Man has any ..right',
to expand through it.

The obvious horror of this philosophy and the results of it shown
in the body of the book, might well leid-the reader into thinking thatthe author could not possiblr lave believed what he wai *iiti"g.
However,_the appearance of Heinlein's Day Alter Tomorrow, oroved
beyond all doubt that Heinlein is that virtuaily unique creature, a'fascist
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science fiction writer.
This is certainly not apparent in his earlier work but in recent years

he seems to have become obsessed with the idea of the "leader", the
Nietzschean superman who will save mankind from itself. The kind of
society he appears to endorse is fascist in the sense that Sparta was
fascist. And from this he has developed the kind of jingoistic racialism
that appears in The Day Alter Tomorow. In this book the Pan-Asians,
(the old fashioned "flendish Chinese" in a new guise) have taken over
America and are subduing it with the utmost cruelty. The whites (the
American negro has apparently vanished) eventually triumph by "keep-
ing the American constitution f,rmly in mind".

But the hysterical absurdities of Heinlein's later work do not
invalidate the overwhelmingly libertarian tendencies of the major part
of science fiction. In fact it could well be argued that part of the
Iibertarian nature of science liction is a built-in effect, for the setting of
Heinlein's ideas in a science fiction medium show up, in sharper relief
than mainstream fiction could ever do, the repulsive nature of his
philosophy.

I have dealt with Heinlein at length because he is so atypical in
the science fiction world, a fact that is evidenced by the furore his recent
books have caused. But even his work contains elements of one of the
most common themes in the medium, the "warning", or "this will
happen if" type of novel. It is the ubiquitousness of the apocalyptic
type of story that has led to the accusation that science fiction is purely
obsessed with doom. This is untrue, but the writer takes the present
trends and extrapolates from them. If therefore, there is a lot of doom
in science fiction it is because the world today seems bent on suicide,
a tendency that is hardly the fault of the science fiction writer.

One of the tendencies apparent to even the casual observer today
is the rate at which big business and advertising control ever increasing
areas of our lives and our society, and it is therefore hardly surprising
that this tendency is often examined in science fiction. Two writers,
working in collaboration who have achieved a notable success with this
type of theme are C. M. Kornbluth and F. Pohl. Their most famous
novel, The Space Mercfranrs (unsubtle pun here, very common in SF)
postulates a world dominated by giant advertising combines and as
usual, the hero is the man who leads the revolution against the estab-
lished order. It seems to be the tendency of this type of novel to take
the attitude that there is no salvation on earth, and as in They shall have
Srars, the revolutionaries steal a space-ship and make for another
planetary system.

The other notable book by these two is Gladiator at Law, and is
unusual in that the insurrection is successful. The Villian here is the
ICI type of monopoly and the ruling powers put on vast and incredibly
cruel circuses to distract the proletariat from their lack of nourishment,
physical and spiritual. These circuses are in fact the Roman type of
gladatorial combat with all the reflnements of technology that the times
can provide, much as Nazi Germany refined and perfected the experi-
ments in mass murder carried out by the Americans at Andersonville,
and by the British in the plantation of Ireland. Once again the hero is
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the rebel, the non-conformist. Fairly often, in this type of story the
individual is defeated. but, occasionally some of the 

-more 
optimistic

writers assert that tne indir.,iduaT can win a.gainst a monolithic a-irthority,
or at least can maintain hrs personai inte-grity ugul"ui "ii .tilrnpts to
make him conform, although he might lose his life in the process.

-. . A really .brilliant book^o[' 
^this 

type. and heqe tr am alain stepping
sll.St{]y outside my terms of reference. is David Karp's Cie. Uere, UI
a.judicioqs mixture of elements from Kafka's frial aiA tgU, a terrifying
picture of the future is created that is all the rnore horrilic for whit ii
left unsaid. ln one the corporate society is firmly in the saddle and
everyone_is encouraged to send in reports on tlre feople they live and
work with. There is a constant statistical sampling 

-of 
theie reports,

not for .what.they contain about the spy's contacts but I'or whai they
r9.vea-l about the spy. One of these, a professor zrt a university is gradu"-
ally becoming perturbed at the confinual decline in the imotJnt of
original thought i,l his student's r,vork" but he continues to send in his
r.eports on the students and fellow teachers. The point of all this is
that anyone harbouring heretical thoughts abourt ihe state, or even
anyone judgecl to be psycirologically capahle of forrning such thoughts,
is -brain_washed and given a new personaiity, a new background, aria is
left-w.ith no.memory oi' his former existence. The opiiniism of the
book lies in the fact that no matter what is tlone to the rnain protagonist
h.is ind:vi<iu:rlity strrts l"o shorv through. since this book was viritten
lve have perceptibly advanced towarcls the type of society portrayed in
it and therefore its mess.rge, that.only. death can destroy ihe pers,inality
completely. is a little more ciree'rinil thun appears at first siglit.

From time to time. I have tangle<J with various people In the pages
of rRrepou because they appeared to tre taking the ibsurd ideas-of
Kingsley Amis seriously. Arnis's icleas on the nGdium appear to have
come from a series of quick sample reaeling of sF rniiteriai carried out
in order to ge-t_a lecture tour o1'An-lerica, and liis reputation as a light
novelist should not deceive^people into thinking his an adequatlely
equipped intellectual oracle for such off-beat arn[sements as iaiz ani
science fiction. one of his more astonishing blunders was to say that
in science fiction the scientist is never wrong-. Now this iust isn,i true.
SF is as critical of the. new. god,s as of the old and in fact a fairly hefty
proportion of the medium is taken up with the defects, moral oiothei-
wise of the scientist. Even where there is no direct criticism the SF
writer tends to cut the scientist Cown to size by putting him in a
situation where his science is useless, The xI Effeh is a nice example
gf tlir- type, as is Simak's Beachliead. Edrnund Crispin,s anthologiii
for Faber can be taken as_ fairly representative of the genre and inihe
first collection alone, a volume of 14 stories, contains f-our stories, that,to say the least, are a little sceptical of the automatic benefits of
advanced scientific techniques. This characteristic, "to rnisdoubt, fairly
serio-usly, the_ wisdom ald moral responsibility of technological 

'priest"-

hoods" says Crispin in Best of SF Tio is a healthy scepticiim, foi only
by perennial widespread mistrust can the power of rureis of anv kindj
politicians. ecclesiastics. scientists. managers. trade unions. bureaucrats,
bankers or commissars-be kept restricted within tolerable bounds".
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An irnpressive instinct of this scepticism can be found in Frederic
Brown's short story Tlte Weupan. A scientist working on a new kind
of ultimate weapon is visited by a man rvho tries to persuade him to
stop his present line of researcht tiie scien'List, lir. Crahrrn, refuses
saying, "I knorv all the arguments. .. possioly there is tluth irr *'hut you
believe, but it does not qoncern x'ne. I'm a scientist, and only a scientist
. . . advancing science is my soie concern".

Dr. Graham leaves his visitor to make hirrr a drink. While he is
doing this the visitor goes to the bedroorn where the scientist's fifteen
year old but rnongoloid son lies, ieaving what he terms a small giit . . .

the doctor goes to see iris imbecile son iinci iincis irim piaying with the
"gift". Ihe iinal line ol trhe story reads "Atily u tnsdrtian wowld give a
loaded revolver I.o an idiot".

This straigtitl'orwirrd litlle rnorality tale, so typical of the science
fiction short snory, completcly nlegates Kiiigsley Amis's statement, a
statement that coulcl, in lact, trnly irave been made try someone like
Amis, who has the kind o{'supcnlicial acquaintanceship rvith the subject
that passes for expertise amor4l today's "bright young dons".

ln fact tlre type o[ scientist wiro acts as han<Jmaiden to the n-riliiary
always comes in l'or iairly roughr hanelling in SItr, as does the military
mind. Sometimes, it is truel one lincis the "I'm olly l simple soldier
doing my dut5z |i1" but in the overwhelming proportion of stories the
professional killer is lampooned, satirised, <lr shown as the villain of the
piece. An obvious example oi this, too well known to be discussed
here, is Mordecai Roschwald's l-evel 7. This horrifying picture of the
all too probably future hrrs been called by J. B. Priestley "the most
powerful attack yet on the whole nuclear madness". Certainly it should
be compulsory reading for the "lucky" administrators who are going
to staff our RSG's.

A criticisrn that has been trerrelled at science fiction since it was
discovered by the university iutellectuals to be a useful and amusing
eccentricity for "Lucky Jinis" is that if its writers are going to concern
themselves with ethics and sociology they might as well write main-
stream fiction which can do the job better. This is as valid as saying
that jazz musicians might as well give up and play "straight" music as
both kinds use sirnilar scales and chords. In fact the premise is untrue.
If fiction is to deal with large general issues it can do so better by
recourse to fantasy than by the methods of mainstream fictiont sorne-
thing that Thomas More, Swiftr, and Butler had already shown.

Edmund Crispin put this point well in one of his prefaces when
he said, "Those of you who have read Aldous Huxley's After Many a
Sumnter, will recall how often the book grinds to a boring halt to give
Mr. Propter the opportunity for a lengthy lecture. If a science fiction
writer wishes to be didactic he can demonstrate his point, showing
Propters views in action arnong mernbers of an alien race, and rub
the point home with an account of the relationship between these
beings and man".

An interesting example of this is Rex Gordon's Utopio 239. The
first half of this novel is set in the near future when the world is divided
up into police states of a 1984 type. A major atomic war is imminent
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and a scientist who has devised a means of time travel is trying to
persuade his daughter's lover to join them on their trip to the future,
saying, "We are an old country and less frightened than most, but it is
not in our hands. It is in the hands of the Americans . and the
Russians . . . Fighting people are either bad people or frightened
people . . But there are no police to arrest the Pentagons and the
Kremlins".

Now this is not exactly a literary masterpiece. It is only just
above the level of women's magazine fiction. But I use this book as
an example because the future in which these three find themselves is
an anarchist society and the book goes into some detail as to how
this society works. In the centre of the main town is a stone set up
as a memorial to the founder of the community. It is inscribed with
these words.

The Gospcl of this Communitl,.
Thtrt no one shall have the power to issue orclers
Thqt a state ol Anarchl, shall prevail
That freedont shall he unlimited uncircumscribed h.v luw . unt'ettered
h), taxotiorr
Trial shall ha lry instunt jury, ... nulicc alona shall t:urr.t' lttrrrislttu,nt tlrc
pttttislrcrs shall be triad lor malice.

Later one of the members of the community amplifies their trial system
and the way in which their social system works. "The young married
couples_live as single units or in complex groups ol'families; the young
people live in their own community where their voluntary schooling
takes place; there is a community oti old people where the elderly can
settle, il they wish, so that they do not spend their declining years
alone . . . and we can afford to let the young learn by experience, rather
than orders, we can create this comrnunity, because we carry no army
on our backs, we carry no officials " ,And of the "legal systemt'
one of . the men explains, "any group of rnen here at any time, can try
any other group of men for malice. Your lives are in our hands and
ours are in yours. A man . . . mllst call his friends together, meet, try.
and inflict punishment on the spot. Then he is in turn tried for malice.
It is a dangerous procedure. It is extremely likely that he will suffer
the punishmeri that he has hirnself inflicted. For he has interfered with
freedom, and every man's hand is against hirn unless he can show just
and overwhelming cause. You can do what you like in tha1. town
down there provided only you injure no other person".

One cannot but reflect for a rnornent on the salutary effect that
trying a judge and jury for malice would have on our legal system even
as it exists at the moment. Basically the theme of this bocik is that
government is slavery, and unnecessary stravery at that, and it is this
view of the doubtful benefits that governrnents confer that makes science
fiction so important at a time lvhen centralised authoritarianisrn is
becoming epidemic.

For instance Charles Eric Maine's Swbterf uge, is basically a thriller
within ihe science fiction format. I haven't tG space here to discuss
the plot but towards the end of the book the following questions are
posed.
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Does the State have the right to compel one of its citizens to work on
a security project? Werner had tumbled on a discovery that could shift the
entire balance of power in a world hovering on the brink of total war, but
his inherent paciflsm would never have allowed him to participate in the
development of a new and more precise kind of ultimate weapon. Where then
did individual liberty end and social duty begin? And so far as ethics were
concerned, could the requisitioning of a man in the interests of defence and
security be justified by any standards, particularly when it involved mental
conditioning and indoctrination Did Werner have the right to deny the
State his services, or, in the final analysis, did the State have the right to
enforce co-operation in any one of its subjects.

None of this may seem to be particularly original but in 1959, when
that book was published it was a very new thing to find in popular
fiction. The perfidy of governments is something of an obsession with
Maine, and in his best book The Tide lAent Out he gives a brilliant
description of a catastrophe brought on by nuclear tests and the way in
which the world's governments, using their control of police and armies,
secure themselves on the polar ice caps, leaving 99 per cent af the
people to die of thirst, starvation, and disease.

This idea is carried much further in Bernard Wolfe's Limbo 9O
in which pacifists have assumed government and "power corrupting" as
usual, bring the world to the brink of the fourth World War. In fact
this book is so complex and packed with ideas that it requires a long
analysis to itself. Like Wylie, Sturgeon and Alex Comfort (in Come
out to Play) he seems to find at least part of the origin of the lust for
power in sexual maladjustment and under the slogan "Don't be a
victim and don't victimise" he has written a complex novel of the
manner in which the world's most idealistic government inevitably
follows the laws of the nature of power.

Thus although science fiction stories on the simplest lever of
appreciation can be regarded as fairy tales they differ from conventional
fairy tales, (to paraphrase the doyen of the genre Edmund Crispin) in
carrying a massive load of religious, political, ethical and sociological
implication and so provide intellectual stimulation of a kind not met
with in contemporary flction. The critical examination of humanity
and iis institutions that plays so large a part in the medium could be
considered destructive in that dilemmas and problems are pointed out
far more often than solutions are suggested, but writers are not social
engineers, and it is enough that, as the stupidities and cruelities of
human governments and their pernicious effect on individuality are
presented, science flction gives to many people their first glimpse ot
what is wrong with our society. This is what really matters: in an age
when all the pressure is on non-thinking conformity, science fiction
enlivens a4d provokes the intellect, and strikes a blow for free creative
thought at the cultural necrophiliacs who have dominated our culture
and stultified our universities since the Renaissance started the educa-
tional vogue for feeding on the decaying co(pses and doubtful virtues
of dead cultures.
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Hweg$and tm tr$ue wfrBd

A$?TffiqNH S!"&TH

RrcHnno JrrrenrEs rs GENERALLv KNowN as the author of The Story of
nty Heart, not as a pioneer of science fiction. His strange prophetic
novel, Alter London or Wild England is forgotten. It probably makes
more sense now than it did when it was first published in i886.

The nineteenth century had much greater belief in itself than the
twentieth has. This confidence seemed amply justifled by the rapid
strides made in science and technology, and also in social reform. There
had never been anytiring like it before. A genial optirnism breathes in
the works of Kropotkin and his predecessors. Although it was also a
century of the most terrible social injustice, such as we today would
be ashamed to allow, it was natural for many to believe that if so
much had already been accomplished even more could be done in the
future. A whole series of utopian novels were written such as Cabet's
Icurie, Bellamy's Looking Berckward, and [rtrorris' News lront Nowhere.
Few of them, except llowlrere, are read nowadays, and the twentieth
century has not been prolific in utopian writing. Instead we get the
prophecy of doom, Byave New World and 1984.

It is doubtful whetiier this reully shows modern people to be more
enlightened than their grandfathers. Nothing has happened in the
twentieth century that has not already happenecl many times before in
the world's history. But in the nineteenth century slavery and genocide
were carried on "somewhere East of Suez . . . where there ain't no Ten
Commandments". Tire twentieth century saw these ancient scourges
back in Europe again, after a couptre of centuries of absence. It has
been sufficient to produce a great engulfing wave of cynicism and
despair, which may be even more unfortunate in its effects than the
optimism of sixty or seventy years ilgo. A people who have lost faith
in the future have none.

Richard .lefferies' book has mc'rre in cornmon with such tales as
1984 or Tlte Lord of the Flies than it has with anything in its own age.
He begins rvith a long introduction, describing an England abandoned
trry its people. He writes as if from the point of yiew of a descendant of
the handful of survivors, a man living in a medieval culture. This
scribe has no real idea at all of what kind of catastrophe it was that
emptied the land of most of its peopie. As in the Dark Ages, there is
a sense of a great past, now irrevocably Iost. There is nothing left
but a few ruins, and nearly all the records have perished.

ARTL{UR ULOTH's article on "iolitt Rae urd the Myths of l4or"
ttppearcC 1ir aNracur' 23. He ]tas cJw','r-ys: be en f uscinated by the sort of
literature. w.iticlt l;pec'ulotes obout w'ltst y;ill follow civilisation.
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The scribe concludes that the population had sailed away to the
west or south "where the gteatest extent oi ocean is understood to
exist", where "none of our vessels in the present day dare venture",
which expiains why no word has come back from them, no rumour or
news of any sort.

"As for the most part, those who were left behind were ignorant,
rude and unlettered, it consequently happened that many of the marvel-
lous fhings which the ancients did, ancl the secrets of tneir science, are
known to us by name only . . . they also sent inteiligence to the utmost
parts of the earth along wires whrch were not tubular but solid, and
therefore could not ftansmit sound, and yet the person who received
the message could hear and recognise the voice of the sender a thousand
prles away. With certain machrnes worked by fue, they traversed the
land swift as the swallow glides trrrough the sky, but bf these things
not a relic remains to us. What metal-work or wheels or bars of iron
were left, and migtrt have given us a clue, were a-ll broken up and melted
down for use in other ways when metal became scarce. - Mounds of
earth are said still to exist in the woods, which originally fonried the
roads for these machines, but they are now so low, and so-covered with
lhickets, that nothing can be learnt from them; and indeed, though I
have heard of their existence, I have never seen one. Great holes were
made throggh_ the very hills for the passage of the iron chariot, but they
are now blocked by the fallen roofs, nor dare any one explore such
parts as may yet be open. Where are the wonderful struclures with
which the men of those days were lifted to the skies, rising above the
clouds? These marvellous things are to us littie more than the fables
of the giants and of the old gods that walked upon the earth, which
were fables even to those whom we call the ancients."

Society has broken down into a little world of villages and small
towns. The geography of England has changed considerably. Rivers
have silted up, and the ruins of London have blocked the outlet of
the Thames, with the result that an inland sea has formed in the basins
of the Thames and the Avon, and round this lake of fresh water are a
series of viciously squabbling little city-states and petty kingdoms.

The Cymry come down from the West, claiming the land was
originally theirs. The Irish also invade. The Gypsies are organised in
independent tribes, raiding everybody else, and there are groups of still
more primitive peopie, descendants of the tramps and vagrants of the
old society. Every group is against every other.

A sort of Protestantism and Catholicism also survive, but intellec-
tual, religious and artistic life is very restricted. One gets no sense, as
one does with medievai Europe, of the great world stretching out all
round, even if unexplored. There are no Marco Polos. The Channel is
very nearly the limit of this claustrophobic little universe.

Society is based on serfdom and slavery. Although the overwhelm-
ilgly powerful Thought Police are absent, social control is just as tight,
since everyone spies on and distrusts his neighbour. "Seen thus from
below, the whole society appeared rotten and corrupted, coarse to the
last degree, animated only by the lowest motives . As himself of
noble birth Felix had hitherto seen things only from the point of view
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of his own class. Now he associated with grooms, he began to see
society from their point of view, and recognised how feebly it was held
logether by brute force, intrigue, cord and axe, and woman's flattery.
But a push seemed needed to overthrow it. Yet it was quite secure,
nevertheless, as there was none to give that push, and if any such plot
had been formed, those very slaves who suffered the most would have
been the very men to give information, and to torture the plotters."

The first part of the book gives a long description of the growth of
the forests, and the reconquest by the wild animals, or by the feral
strains that have developed from the domestic animals run wild. In our
time every animal that is not domesticated is in immediate or ultimate
{a4ger of extinction, but in lVild England it is man who is only just
holding his own. This section of the book is rather long, proportioiraiely
to the rest, and I think that the writer probably prefeired to tell of
animals and their doings rather than of men. Whiah is not surprising.

The second haff oI the novel is devoted to the adventures df Felix
Aquila, the son of an aristocrat who is out of favour at court. He is
a frustrated young man, indeed a remarkably modern type of hero,
with little in common with the flne upstanding young Englishmen of
Victorian popular fiction. He may be considered an honest ielf-portrait
of the author, for he has the same introversion, love of solitude and
nature, and a certain inability to cope with society as it is.

Yet, neurotic, lacking in self-assurance, inclined to delusions of
persecution tho,uSh he is, he is not an "anti-hero". One can not only
s-ympathise with him, one can also to some extent identify, in a way
that one cannot, unless one is highly masochistic, with Winston Smith,
or the persecuted schoolboy in The Lord of the Flies. For despite his
neuroticism he is capable of taking action, and of achieving thinfs, once
he is able to escape from the constriction of the world in which- he has
been brought up.

He collects such old books and documents as have survived from
t}re previous civilisation, but his intellectual pursuits are out of place
in a society of barbarian noblemen. He is skilled with the bow, but the
sword is the weapon of his class. The bow is the arm of the commoner,
and so is despised. Finally he sets out on the Great Lake, in a small
outrigger canoe that he has built himself, to seek his fortune.

The Lake is one of the characters of the story. We see it in all its
moods. Its sweet water, its currents, its storms, its shores, its sand-
banks, its wild life are all minutely described. One almost wishes the
holocaust would come, so that it will be possible to sail upon the waters
of this beautiful inland sea.

Felix' efforts to take service under one of the petty kinglets comes
to a disasterous end when he incurs the jealousy of a powerful baron,
and he flees from mankind, out into the widest part of the Lake, coming
at last to a strange land.

Gradually the tree-covered, bird-haunted islands, among which he
has been sailing, give way to barren and uninhabited sand-banks. As
he goes further eastwards a yellow vapour closes in around him, and
the water, formerly so pure, is now flecked with floating scum. Eventu-
ally he lands on a bank of black sand. The atmosphere is now hot
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and oppressive, and the water has acquired a dark colour, r,nknown
elsewhere on the Lake, and an offensive odour tiat prevents drinking,
so he turns inland in the hope of f,nding a spring. The whole land ii
covered with vapour.

"The sun had not sunk, but had disappeared as a disk. In its
place was_a billow of blood, for so it looked, a vast upheaved billow of
glo*rlg, blood surging on the horizon. Over it flicker6d a tint of palest
blue, like that seen in fire. The black waves reflected the glowi and
tle yellow vapour around was suffused with it . . . In the level-pl,ain the
desolation was yet more marked; there was not a grassblade of a phnt;
the surface was hard, black and burned, resembling iron, and iideed
in places it resounded to his feet, though he supposed that the echur
came from hollow passages beneath."

He stumbles, as he thinks, upon a skeleton.
_ "Another glance, however, showed that it was merely the impression

of one, the actual bones had long since disappeared.- The r-ibs, the
skull and limbs were drawn on the black ground in white lines as if
it had been done with a broad piece of chalk . . . "
^ "Presently a white object appeared ahead, and on coming to it he
found it was a wall, white as snow, with some kind of cryital. He
touched it, when the wall Iell immediately, with a crushing sbund as if
pulverised, and disappeared in a vast cavern at his feet." -

He flnds his way back to his boat, following his own footmarks,
which glow with a phosphorescent light, and, although almost overcome
by the__fumes, he succeeds in escaping alive from this deadly region.

"Hg had penetrated inro the midst of that dreadful place, o1 which
he had heard many a tradition: how the earth was poison, the water
poison, the air poison, the very light of heaven, falling through such
an atmosphere, poison . . . T'he earth on which he walked, ttre black
earth, leaving phosphoric footmarks behind him, was composed of the
mouldered bodies ol rnillions of men who had passed away in the
centuries during which the city existed . . ." The bones he had seen
were those of a treasure seeker who had stayed in the area too long.

The rest of the story is something of an anii-climax after this. -Felix
sails southward across the Lake and encounters a race of shepherds,
among whom he rises to pre-erninence on account of his skill in archery,
which was not appreciated among his own people. Here he is able to
carve out for himself a kingdom, though of a more democratic kind
than most. The shepherds have some elements of the Noble Savage in
!hem. They are the least vicious people in the book. Yet one geti the
feeling that the writer's powers of invention began to fail him-at this
point.

I am inclined to a belief that may seem mystical to some, namely
that people are able to get a glimpse every now and then of the future,
since time, as a series of consecutive instants of equal duration, is a
convenience for purposes of measurement rather than a reality. What
has happened is still going on somewhere. What is to happen is already
happening now. J. B. Priestly's fantasy, The Doomsday Men, written
just before the Second World War, contains the description of the
explosion of a device of terrific power in a tower situated in the desert
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of the American south-west. A distorted glimpse of the flrst experiment
with an atomic bomb, or just a lucky guess?

Jefferies was thinking of the London of the Industriai Revorution,
the city of the pea-soup fog. Yet sometimes he seems to describe even
more deadly things.

."Upon-the surf,ace of the water there was a greenish yeilow oil, to
touch which was death to any creaturet it was the very essence of
corruption. Sometimes it floated before the wind, ancl tragments became
attached to reeds or flags far frorn tlre place itself. If-a moorhen or
duck chanced to rub the reed, and but one drop stuck to its feather,
it forthwith died." on reading this rny first thought was of radioactive
waste.

In the social sphere Jefferies foresaw the class divisions of nine-
teenth centirry English society hardening into apartheir). The slaves
occupy.completely separate towns from thbse intrrabited by their masters.
There is a description of the horror of his hero, when he i.inds that he
has inadvertently sat down to share a meal with a man of the slave class.
He manages however to overcome his repugnance, and even to shake
hands with the man on leaving the house. Except that siaves and masters
are all of one colour it might be modern Souih Africa.

This strange book has not the compulsive power of 19g4. yet it
wears better than many other prophecies, and-coutd still come true.
Orwell's book-already seems a little dated; a futnre totalitarian society
would more likely resemble A Brave New World. Wells, War in theAir, though it gives a _fairly good cornpressed summary of World WarsI and-Il, and probably III, is dated b_y_ its technololy. The air-ship
never became the decisive weapon that wells thought it-would. But th'e
sub-medieval society" Jefferies describes could sIi[ come into being,
indeed it is the most likely sort of society to do so after an atomic war,
unless all life were obliterated.

Elff H 4B!PES by George R. Stevtort, publishect in this country by
Gollqncz in 1950 and reprintetl as o paperback several times since,' is'u
long otd_competent novel in which un obscure airborne microbe wipes
out rncmkind, all but o few individtrals here ancl thcre. T'hey ctre ieft
(in the uyit_gd state_s) with the vast storehouse and superstiucture ol
modern civilisution lrom wliclt to supply themselves with lood, clothei,
and tools- othcrvvise tltey siart life aliesh lrom zero: no government,
nothing in tlte way ol constroints and restraints. The hero ls a research
gradtuile in a_not ve.ry uselul branch of science, but he can think usef ully
ond ends by becoming a sort of god for the contmunity he has organised.
The.story cioes not end as anarclists would like it to- end, but fir every
rcader it provides a constant supply of srintulation and a sort oi perman-
ent quiz based on such questions qs: How would you taikle thisproblem? lAhat **ould you do in these circumstances? The author
writ,es witit c Defoe-like verisinilitude, and a foscinating wecLkh of
ecological detail.

3gr
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for furtremefloreoy
JEBEMY .IOHN

IN MoNCK srnEET, wtjsrMtr,isrEn, not 500 yards from Big Ben" are two
enormous rotundas, growing from a huge, man-made crater in the earth,
which look like the eyes of a cheap science fiction monster. All around
thern, in hollows in l-l.re ground and on mounds, are mecl-ranical grabs,
bulldozers and crlncs. 'l hey are on a large site which is being built up,
burrowed into, altered. itnd protected by an incredible swarnririg army i,f
engineers, .architecls. btrilclers, clrivers. labourers zrnd Ministry security
m^en. At Ii.rst sight it lookr; likc an ant-lrill, or. less i-.rosaical1y, a pictur!
of one of the.gianl pcilsnn[ laltour f'orces in China-building a new dam.
But use a little inragin;rtion and it beconres a l'antastically elaborate set
for a new sciencc licri.n lilm irboirt "r"he creature trom-the bowels of
tlie Earth", wilh ir r:ilsl ol'tirous;.tnds exanrining the eyes of the vast
rnonster which ills [rcen buried f'or centuries under the placid soil of
I-onclon, enjoying . ,loflritrous sci-{ic sleep. The labour iorce is going
to e,rtricate it ancl, I ;"rresume, unintentionally let it loose to cause ]iavoE
in Central Loncktn, where it will eventualiy be destroyed by honest,
cheertlul troops ancl ridiculous., friendly polic-emen in their coniical clay-
tg-d-ay unil'orm. In lrrcl the site is not a fiIrn set but a deep shelter arid
the labour force is not extricating a monster but burying orie-the likely
central headquarters 9| the governmental system of fost-nuclear war
dictatorship. And. il' it. is to be destroyed,-it'll have'to be destroyed
by tle people, becaur;e the troops and police are too busy protecting it.
. -It s-eems,app'opriate to review "The lValter Report,,,* wtrich det"aits

the birth and developrnent of the Regional Government system, in an
issue of ANARcrry devot.ed to Science Fiction. The pamphiet seems to
be an extraordinary I'usion o1' fact and {'antasy-bui uniortunately it's
all true.

N{ost of the material in the parnphlet was once covered by the screen
of official-secrecy anil ,ultlrotrgh it isn't any more it still remiins largely
inaccessible to-the public because it has been released only in dribs ani
drabs here and there. Nicolas walter has discovered many invaluable
sources which he has listed-more turn up every day if one lboks around

-and from them he has gathered an astonishirig amount of information
around which he has written a pamphlet notablelor its clarity and punch
and available to as many people as want it. rt's hardly suiprising thatit is so.lidaritlt_'s all time besf seller. It's not only the moit genirally
interesting and _most generally relevant thing theyne done but"it's also
excellently produced-an example of just how gobo duplicated publica-
tions can be.

* THE R.S.C.s l9l9-1963 by Nicolas Walter (Solldalir-v pamphlet No. 15,published bv Bob Potter. 197 Kings Cross Road. London. W.C.f .l'5i*p""..1.
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When the R.S.G. "affair" broke last Easter with the publication by
the Spies for Peace of Dantr;er! Official Secret,t the efrstence of the
Regional_ Seats of Government was taken to be yet another example of
how cold-blooded the Government had become with its preparitions
for World War III. I remember bejng told at R.S.G. 6 on Easter
Saturday.-that the R.S.G. network.was part of a "foul Tory plot,'. I
wonder if that Glaswegian,trotskyist has since read this pamfhlet and
seen evidence of the complicity o! the Labour movemenf in ^this .,plot
to destroy the working peoples of the world"? In fact the systeri of
regional government, with regional commissioners and regionai bureau-
cracy for regional dictatorship is forty-four years old aid has earlier
antecedents both here and abroad. Napoleon and Hitler favoured
similar r.egionql systems and in 1655 the English dictator oliver crom-
well divided England and Wales into eleven regions, each under the
control of a major-general who, in the last resort; had total power over
his region. rreland and Scotland were already under simirir military
governors.!o even the nu-mber of regions was the same as today, though
they had different control centres ana dla not cover identical gLograpfi-
cal areas.

We discover from Nicolas Walter that "the present system devel-
oped during-the 'thirties as^part of the Governme-nt's plani for dealing
with air raids or invasion from abroadt but that syst6m derived frori
the sys-tem developed during the 'twenties as part oi the Government's
plans for_^d-qliqS with strikes or revolution-at home". The system
began in 1919 with the creation, by the Lloyd George Coalition Govern-
ment, of an emergency supply and transpoit system (1919-26), the main
function of which was to break strikes. Before ihe strilie-breaking
system_ was partiaUy tested during the General Strike of May 1926, i
parallel secret civil Defence system, for use in international rither than
class warfare, was being evolved (1924-38). This, in turn, became the
open Civil Defe^nce- system of World War II, which evolved yet again
intq the secret Civil Defence system against which the Spies for pEace
directed their pamphlet. The new pamphlet is well doiumente'd and
gives the story in as much detail as the- average reader can stand, Iet
alone need. There is a useful bibliography and appendices for anyone
intending to use the pamphlet as the-baiis-for fur[6er research.

I found the last part of the pamphlet-about the present system of
funk--holes-more pertinent than ihe itrictly historical fart. It is inrerest-
ing, historical.ly, to know that the Labour Party used fhe system against
strikers in 1924, took part in it during world War II and iecommEnded
its revival in 1951 and 1955, but it is not very surprising! It,s more to
the point to know that the Government is br;ildinir itselT a huse shelter
system in the west of England. Presumably this iito be the fiist luxury
subterranean hotel of the New world ordlr which will grow uD afte;
nuclear war has obliterated all those people..unfit to iule".'There
may be someltring we can do about that;-but history is unalterable unless
one is a totalitarian.

We also discover that the London underground shelter system of

t F*.t"rll" reprint available from National committee of 100, one Shilling.
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World War II has been modernised, altered and extended. Much of
this information was printed by the press at the time but either most of
us weren't around at the time or we didn't pay much attention. At the
begiming of- 196O, Chaprnan Pincher, writing in the Daily Express, said,
tllat m-an_y_ lrundreds of civil servants were working iir shilters, not
deemed H-Bomb-proof, and that tunnels were beiig converted into
offices for-security staff and overflow staff from the wo-rks Ministry, tie
Service Ministries and the Post office. The tunnels, he informed us,
were under Leicester. Sguare, Victoria, Holborn and Whitehatl and,
according to Frank Gullett writing in the Daily llorker in september
195i, were originally bLrilt as atom bomb proof 

-shelters 
for top'bureau-

crats, cabinet Ministers and Defence chiefs. In December t9i9 pincher
said that a. new sy.stem, designed to withstand anything but a direci
H-Bomb hit, was being_ built outside London for-..kef people,, and
national art treasures, bur not the public. This had ikeidv cost
[10,000,000. ln a later article, on spies for peace, he described tlie new
shelter in the west country.as a "6omb-proof underground citadel for
the central government". Nicolas Walter-comments: ..It *oriA ,rot b"
s-urpriging if the Spies for Peace have turned their suspicious eyes to
the Mendip Hills. 'l'he omission of any information abbut the ientral
seat of Government lrom theirlamphl-et was dirqappqinting',. In any
ggse, according to Mr. Henry Brooke, the best-lovdd publlc figure iir
western Europe, less than 

-a 
guarter of the. estimated coit of the"system

has been.spent so far, so theie is time to look around- It is, atier att,
morejeal, more. important and more frightening than science hction.
. This pamphllt is fascinating reading for iny anarchist because it

shows.us precisely the extent to whictimodern gor"rr-"oiJ can be
trusted, and is an interesting case history of a-uthoritarianism and
political delinquency. It also ihows the complete failure of it e *-oaern
state to deal with the.pro-blems and contradictions implicit in its own
unlimited power and, firrrher, indicates an area in whith ahe;;;rchist
movement at large might usefully involve itself. There is plenty of"legaf' spying for peace to be d6ne and, as Nicoras w;rte; ioni.inas,"our best chance against our known and unknown rulers is that there
are plenty more spies for peace".
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Teemage urtermpiloymmmt

- what it realEy femlm [frkm

TOM PIGKABD

I HAVE BEEN UNEMpLoyED FoR NEARly rwo ycAr{s. Since I left school I
have had two jobs, one in a warehouse, this lasted for nine months
before I was fired, the other was a.t Woolworths. I was there l'or two
months, and along with five others was sacked for slacking.

It is a pleasant experience to be on the dole for this period of tirne,
though it has its disadvantages; I mean when I want a job, and this otten
happens-you miss tire pick in the hand feelirrg and the smell of the
factory etc. (l think it's your mates you miss most). Of course you
forget the clocking-in and the captivity bits-but then you want the job
because the lass is up the stick or something, and you can't get it.
Usually though. when they are there to get, the wages are so poor for
lads, that I prefer my doie money.

And if I seriously wanted a iob I couldn't get one because of my
record: (which is not half' as bad as some of the other lads' are).

Q: How many jobs have you had?
A: Two. One at Finneys Seeds and one at Woolworths.

Why did you leave?
I didn't. I got fired.
From both?
Yes.

How long have you been unemployed?
Two years this Christmas.

Which School and rvhat standard achieved?
Firefield Sec. Mod. and I didn't take any exams because I was in
the "D Form" all the way through.

Q:
A:
Q:
A:
Q:
A:
Q:
A:

Most of the interviews I've had, have taken this form, and I never
got the job. Another disadvantage is the National Assistance Board. As
soon as I apolied for National Assistance they sent an inspector who
comes snooping, makes snide comments about us not being married,
and suggests I move on to another district in search of work . . . Move

TOM PICKARD is eighteen ond lives in Newcastle. He has been
unemployed tor two out of the three years since he left school.
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on to another parish . . . That suggestion is mad. Tyneside is not the
only black spot.

Snide things happen all the time on the dole, things which no ono
does anything about. Employers have a choice of a dozen lads, and
therefore offer a very low price-knowing someone will take it. They
know that pressure from parents-who want their kids working no
matter what-gives them the opportunity to fix wages to their own
liking.

Lots of lads hate being on the dole, because to many of them it
means being out of pocket. The boys who have just left school and
are entitled to no money because they've paid no stamps, and are too
young to claim national assistance, will jump at the chance of any job.
These are the lads who the car-wash firms are aiming at.

Every time I have been offered work at the dole, one of the jobs
will be car-washing. If at any time I go in and ask what they have,
car-washing will always be mentioned. All the lads who have been on
the dole for long will avoid the car-washing firms. In any case it is the
lads of flfteen who are preterrecl. They can be paid the lowest wages-
L2. l7s. The hours are long and the breaks short. Half an hour for
lunch. They are expected to work alternate week-ends. The job is very
heavy and most of the boys can't stick it very long-but the money is
better than they would get on the dole.

Usually after a week they are fired for sciving (resting?) or have had
all they can stick and hand their notice in, which means they are on the
dole again with no or little benefit. Usually most lads hand in their
cards and so are not entitled to benefit for six weeks.

Once again they are at home during the day, being nagged at by
their mothers for giving the job up, and for living off her. So the
chances are that they will take another dead-end racket job, when it
comes along, are increased.

Obviously as more kids leave school and fall into similar situations,
the exploitation of the unemployed will continue. The Youth Employ-
ment Officers take little interest in this sort of thing and no action against
it. I have heard an employer complaining over the phone that the boys
sent to him were not suitable for the situation, and as a rate-payer he
was being badly done to. The poor cunt wants his labourers with
degrees. "I herewith return goods stamped not suitqble. In future
please send me best stock".

The officer at the phone was all "Yes sir, and no sir, and let rne
lick your balls". I don't know what powers or authority they have, but
it is not lused against the employers (that is in aid of the workers), but
for them it seems. They are not there for the welfare of the unemployed
(as I mistakenly thought till now) whatever they think-&ey aren't
there to see us "done right by", to look after us. They are there to put
us into categories and to know which one to send after which job, which
ones Mr. Woolworth and Mr. Carwash wants, which one Councillor
Smith wants for his comfortable, but modest little firm's office, and
which thick and tough ones could be sent to Wimpeys for laying roads.
(Though now they want the intelligent ones for labouring even.)
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Kenneth
GHARLES RADGLIFFE & DIAI{A $IIELIEY

Laureate of the Doomed Youth of the Third World llar-

* 
KENNETH REXROTH.

RExRorH's DEscRIprIoN oF THE AMERICAN poET AND PAINTER, Kenneth
Patchen, is only a small part of the story. Patchen is one of the few
poets of the last thirty years who has lived up to his responsibility as
a man and yet managed to create fine poetry. In the age of the Dooms-
day Machine and the State Machine this is quite as much as we had
a right to expect.

Patchen is the poet of the lover, the protester, the revolutionary,
the bewildered and the inarticulate as well as the doomed. He is opposed
to authority and "bloodfed politics", opposed to war and the State. He
is on the side not only of the "victims who know they are victims" but
also "the victims who think they are winners" wrote Alex Comfort in
an introduction to a Patchen collection. It is because of this uncom-
promising dual commitment that Patchen has been able to retain his
integrity, both as a man and as an artist. He is not committed to East
or West, black or white (he knows "that one of my hands is black, and
one is white"). He is engaged in humanity. His "genius is an enormous
littleness, a trickling of heart that covers alike the hare and the hunter".
He recognises that each man is divided within himself, that no man can
ever be certain. He has a strange duality himself. At times he would
obviously be quite happy to tear down the whole authoritarian structure
and cut the thloats of those within it, but he also recognises that there
has been too much bloodshed, too much cruelty, too much misery:
"Until it changes, I shall be forever killing: and be killed".

Few details about Patchen the man have seeped through to the
casual reader in this country. He was born in Ohio in December 1911,
and was educated at the University of Wisconsin. As a young man he
did a variety of jobs and worked in a steel mill, but since 1936, when he
gained a Guggenheim fellowship for his first volume of poetry, Belore
ihe Brave, he has devoted his life to poetry, prose and painting. He is
married. He is, along with poets like Langston Hughes, one of the
originators of Jazz Poetry, some of which he has recorded. He has also
made recordings of Poemscapes, Love Poetry and Funny Fables, which
are enough to ensure his reputation and are available in this country
from time to time. He has a soft and caressing reading voice, ideally
suited to his own verse; anyone who has enjoyed or been rnoved by his
poetry would be well advised to hear him reading it.- 

As well as being a writer of merit Patchen is a considerably talented
painter-those who read ANAR.cHY's nearest American . equivalent,
Liberation, will have seen his delightful illustrations, whimsical and
tender, with their gentle or ironic inscriptions. From these alone one

Patchen
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can gather that Patchen is a solitary individual, "moving with the times
but not in step". A man of courage and integrity, he has been blessed
with a reiatively small but enduringly loyal readership. Those who know
his name have usually read his poetry; he is thus saved from praise with-
out readership-the fate oI so many poets. He is, in his publishers'
words, "repaid by that carel'ully articulated curse (or cure) of silence
which official circles have in all periods reserved for his kind". His
poems do not appear, llashily set-out, in glossy women's journals, he is
ignored by the literary lions, unpraised by The Observer, and as a
result he has retained his honesty, his conscience and his ability to
write. Henry Millcr sirys ol him that he "represents all that a poet
should represent, whcthcr erpressing himself in verse, in prose, in paint-
ing or in his life".

Patchen writes in ir contcnrlx)rary language and his poetry, though
not unintellectual. is sckkrnr bogged down in a morass of unintelligible,
esoteric intellectrurlisrn. tlc rigourously eschews the "rehearsed
response". His poclry is olton incoherent ..-the agonised scream of the
witness of a public blutrrlity. 'l lrut it can be incoherent at such times
is understandable and rclrcslrins: poets have for too long been prone
to understate glibly or irrrniclllly on such occasions-Patchen has no
time for the apalliotic shrrru ol the llw-.lbiding citizen. Cornfort has
described the implcssion lol( hir Pirtchen's poetry as "very like a blow
in its total effect. lrnti . orlrrirlly inipossibie to analyse".

Patchen is argrnrbly Ilro lolcnrost living poet of resistance; he has
toughness and tcnrlclnu;s. 1-r;rsriion and calrn in the right proportions.
He is rarely hyr;tericirl brrl Ilis inilignation at the failure of man to live
nobly does not allor,v hirn lo he t!isprrssionate. He is a romantic (in the
sense that Comlirr( trscs llrc *,ortl in .1rt *ul Siriul ResTsr>nsibility), a
rnan with a sensc ol inrlivirlrrlrlitv,,r,hich enables hirn to feel more
intensely the universul rrlolty. Iltc- utienation of man from a nirtural
pattern of life, and thc strrpitlitv ol p{lople allorving this to haprren. Like
Comfort's romantic, hir; is thc lirlhl air.ain.qt obedience, the fight against
death :

"l sltould likt'/o pt'(r\ ttt)tr i{ I tuti sluv ortt ctf tt trettch to do it'fhere is no rtttr ltclyyt,t'tt tt,s. br<filters.
T here is only ttttt' tt,rrr rrrt.\,tvlrcrc."

Patchen is out in front, a triril-hlrrzer I'or the better society who does not
retreat into a cocoon ol'sell-pity or excllse himself by saying that it is
too early or too late. A man ol' humour trnd passionate conviction that
men may prevail, he is one ol' the legion o[ active and vocal lree men
who may make a healthy society more than the pioe-dream of pre-
maturely ageing revolutionaries. We are all indebted to him. "even
unto the last and rnost lanaticrliy ardent defen<ier of the v,,orld" says
Henry Miller.

Apart from the poems ol anger, of despair and of horror, Patchen
has written the most consistently beautiful love poems of this century.
But even in love, he remembers his horror-now it is outside, something
which must not be allowed to invade the last stronghold of freedorn and
peace: the love between a man and woman. "-Away frorn this king-
dom, from this last undefiled place, I would keep our governments. our
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civilisation, and all other spirit-forsaken and corrupt institutions". Some-
times his love is great enough to fill the universe, sometimes only a
room; but then:

"Any person who loves qnother person,
Wherever in the world, is with us in this
Even though there are battlefields."

Nlany people who should know a great deal better are critical of
Patchen. He has been described as everything from a right-wing stalk-
ing horse to a sentimental liberal of pseudo-human sympathies, a fey
and childish purveyor of kitsch whimsey. To those who deplore his
"superliciality" we can only offer Tlte Journal of Albion Moonlight,
surely one of the most notable books of this century. In it Patchen has
erected a monument to Man's confusion, dignity and crass folly.
("Power" he says "is an image in the mythology of the slave"). It is the
allegorical journey of a modern Everyman into the darkest and most
frightening recesses of the human mind and soul. The journey is
described poeticallyl with anger, compassion and intense imagination.
The book is harrowing and witty, grotesque and beautiful. It screams,
laughs and sobs its anguished message of love and pity. "Albion Moon-
light is the most naked figure of man I have ever encountered in all
literature" says Henry Miller. In the words of Comfort, surely (like
Miller) not a man to be taken in by platitudes posing as a revolutionary
literature: "In this centrrry only Kafka has written prose as vibrantly
alive and sensitive to every least cell change in the agonised flesh of
these times as cries up from every page of The Journal of Albion Moon-
liqht". It is a remarkable book, an extreme in the literature of dissent;
coherent and tortured, bitter and tender, appalled and humourous,
aggressive and calm. But, more than dissent, it is a supreme work of
art produced against all the odds of the war-qazed forties. It is a book
more relevant today than when it was written and one that no anarchist
who cares at all for literature should fail to beg, borrow or steal-and
read.

Alex Comfort has said that the existence of medical science and
"this (i.e. Patchen's) kind of poetry are the only two factors which give
contemporary Western life any claim to be called a civilisation" and
he ended his introduction (written in 1946) with the words: "If the
spirit of Patchen comes to reach a new consoript generation, if his poetry
and his attitude to poetry gives the new generation a voice, there will be
a sound in the street that will not be rain". There are signs that this
is beginning to happen; despite Patchen, it may be too late; if it is, we
can at least join him and:

". . continue to praise truth. and justice
Though the eyes of the stars turn black
And the smoking iuice of the Universe,
Like the ruptured brain ol God,
Pours down upon us in a final consecration."

a puddle
Reflectcd in

lrl

CATHERINE GIBSON was born in Tasmania and lived in New Guinea
before becoming a technical librarian in London.

GATHEBII{E GIB$ON

WHEN I FrRST CAME TO WORK BEHIND THAT WTNDOW, there was only an
asphalt passage with a brick wall running along the other side; a nice
mellow brick wall, with a gate set in it, through which the primary
school childrel _poured lour times a day, twice in and twice outl They
ranged_ very widely, those children, in the matter of size and shape and
general ?pproach to _lil'e. You could see it all just by looking through
the window, especially when they were coming out of schobl in the
afternoon, because then they were at their moit exuberant and unin-
hibited-or anyway less inhibited by accompany parents and the long
day ahead of them.

-One day in Spring, the asphalt was cut away by a gaflg of Council
workers, leaving a tiny tree planted in the dusty soil Ulneattr. It was
quite a small round hole and the tree, which looked just tike a bare stick,
was supported by another stick. I can't remember how long it took
them to put _up the 

-u-gly circular wire guard, but after that thJ tree got
no peace ! It was like asking for trouble.

The children kicked the guard, they pulled it, they climbed up it,
they stufled_things down inside it and poked through- it to get t^hem
out again. No matter what the weathei was doing,-there wai always
1n oppgrlgnlty {or some of the children to vent their spite on t.he
Council's little effort to beautify the passage. If they had noi put up the
guard I think the tree might have survived. Its defencelessness 6ould
have trought out the corresponding desire to protect, and anyway it
would have looked more potentially beautiful.

The children's imagination might possibly have seen the passage
coolly shaded by spreading green branches and they might, perhafs haie
been seen standing around the hole in awed discussion. Bettei still if
they had_planted the tree themselves, or if the Borough Engineer had
enlisted their help. Can you imagine what elaborate piecautions might
have been made to see the fulfilment of such a responsibility. But ihe
ways of the adult world are to blunder on, reducing their graceful
gesture to an insult, and their children to hooligans

So although the tree did throw out some green shoots and look
quite hopeful for a while, it was foredoomed. And long after it had
withered ?w?y, the guard remained, determinedly surviving its purpose,
which it had so lamentably failed to fulfil, stuffed like a rubbish basket
with bottles, tins and papers. A council which had thought of a tree
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to beautify that spot, did not think of removing its pathetic wreckage.
Well they did remove it eventually, I think a year later, having given

up hope of the tree at last. So the round hole in the asphalt was left io
,collect the rain and that is how the puddle came to be there. It proved
to be more attractive to the children than the wire guard, and open to
an even wider variety of attentions.

The small round hole was soon filled with water, and the dust
became mud. There seemed only a few days in the year when there
was no water and no mud, and only then was the hole ignored. It seemed
to be an oasis of "unmake" in the finished, buttoned-up environment.
Its influence was out of all proportion to its size. I am often impressed
with the thought of how little things really are so much more
important than the rather stereotyped plans we make for our lives-
and the lives of others.

Here was a little mud and water, elemental and real, and the child-
ren shed their carefully instilled sense of the fitness of things, by coming
out of school and stamping through it, or pushing each other into it,
or stirring it about with a stick. One of the best things they have found
to do, is to put a foot into the puddle so as to get it well saturated and
then make muddy foot-marks as far as possible along the dry asphalt.
Another good thing to do is to stamp on the surface of the water so that
,everyone around gets splashed. This always raises a great outcry,
especially if adults are around, and many a child gets dragged home
,amid general recriminations.

Then there are the small children who fall into it because they are
not looking where they are going. They too usually have parental
scoldings added to their discomfort, and are surprised, I'm sure, to find
how difficult life can be.

Some children are not interested. They go about their business
solemnly, perhaps because they are in charge of smaller children, or
because they have ceased to see their surroundings. Perhaps puddles
to them are just one more thing to be avoided in life. You can't after
all, expect children to keep their freedom for long with so many things
to harass them. Its surprising how quickly they come to learn to adapt
themselves to life. I've watched a child's face change from wondering
anticipation to apprehension in a few months. It would be a long
journey back to wholeness for that child-and this because some adults
were themselves incomplete, and in their own fear, planted inadequacies
in virgin soil to prove something to themselves. To reflect yourself in
someone else, if possible permanently, is a great comfort. For all their
talk of children needing security, it seems that it is adult security which
has to be bolstered up by bullying and moulding children; adult reality
that must express itself in reassuring repetition of unrealities.

So the joyless ones, the disenchanted, look askance at the ones who
still like to squelch and spatter. When it rained the drops danced very
merrily in the puddle, and when it snowed, the puddle was obliterated
in the uniform whiteness, and even the dullest child is not proof against
such temptation to every sense-and some could even discover a midget
skating rink beneath the powdery surface of the puddle.

In the summer when everything was hot and dry, the school was
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closed and the gate shut. Two little boys carne back to the puddle just
to be sure it was still there, and scattered the dust with tlieir cricket
bats. And then this autumn the Council men came to re-surface the
passage. The children were enchanted with the smell of hot bitumen
and in the expertise of the aspltalters. But the puddle is gone, and their
heels drurn along the new black surface unchallenged and undistracted
by the glimpse of another worlcl beneath.
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Gorrection to Anarchy 35:
In the bibliography of Alex Comfort the first item on p. 358 should
read:

Art and Social Responsibility Falcon Press 1947

and the following item was omitted from the second section on p. 358:

Social Responsibility in Science and Art Peace News 1952.

Anarchy to cost more
^NARCHY 

enters its fourth volume next month, and we have
rcluctantly to raise the price and the subscriptionrate. Since
this journal began in 196I each item in the cost of producing
it has risen-paper, typesetting, printing, binding and
t)ostage.

From January therefore, the price of ANARCHY will be
irrcreased to 2s. (30c.) a copy, and the annual subscription
nrte to 25s. ($3.50). The airmail rate will be 47s. ($7.00).

The price of FREEDoM will remain unchanged at 4d. and
its annual subscription rate will stay at 20s. ($3.00), or by
;rirnrail 45s. ($7.00).

The combined a.nnual subscription to ANARCHY and
nu,nDoM will go up to 40s. ($6.00).

Unexpired sr-rbscripticns will be honoured at the old
nrlcs. A number of reaclers have still rlot yet renewed their
subscriptions for 1963. 'I'hey willgrcatiy assist us, and avoid
possible conflrsion if they pcst their renewals (at the old rate
ol' course!) before 1964. Apart from administrative con.
sitlcrations, we badly need the money to meet Freedom Press
('()nut-ritments for this vear.
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