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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      




Introduction


The two stories in this volume, although apparently very disparate, have been specially chosen to share a cover because they show how I have used basically the same ideas in two ways, and twenty years apart. The idea which they share is that of the Collective Unconscious, as a real place, another dimension into which we may go, travel around, and discourse with the people and creatures there. I first came across it in the writings of Carl Gustav Jung, unless you count Fairy Mountains, bigger on the inside than the outside and with a totally different time-scale from this one. And they should be counted really, because they are peopled by just the figures which Jung seized upon and correlated with alchemy, Taoism and other rich seams of imagery from the human mind, common to all cultures and all times, in various guises. He used them at times to heal and make whole, and these two stories, quite coincidentally, are on that very theme as well.


The Consciousness Machine is a story within a story, written to elucidate an earlier story, and here appears in a revised version. It was first published in June 1968, in Fantasy & Science Fiction, and emerged in that form at the instigation of Ed Ferman, to whom I had submitted a very odd piece of work called The Hieros Gamos of Sam and An Smith, which was to be published by Doubleday the following year, under their Science Fiction label. It was not by any measure Science Fiction, unless psychology is considered SF, but the version for Ed Ferman did count, because besides concerning events and images from deep within the unconscious mind, it also had a Machine. This Machine, which I have renamed the Cave, is similar in principle to devices used of late by some of the (so-called) Cyberpunk writers, but different in its intention. It aims to heal the mentally ill, and by happy accident does much more, whereas later use of machine-to-brain links, although far more adventurous, tend towards mayhem and hell.


Ed liked the work but thought it would be completely incomprehensible to most readers. I responded like an eager puppy with the idea of taking extracts from it, and framing them with a quite different story which would make the whole thing very clear. If you are still with me, I can explain why this seemed a good idea at the time.


The work of Carl Gustav Jung has never quite flooded popular culture to the same extent as that of Freud, probably because he was more influenced by spiritual matters than obsessed by the sexual difficulties of a handful of moneyed Viennese. Spiritual matters will never make as hot copy as sex, and a model of the world which has sex as just part of the total life experience is far too balanced to run riot through the whole of literature, art and life, unfortunately.


It turned out though that even Jung had a problem with sex, because as I eventually discovered, to my utter dismay, he had a completely different canon of symbology for the psychological interior landscapes of a woman from those of a man. He warned that any woman using his ‘male’ series of archetypes did so ‘at her peril’. This may explain much about my mental peculiarities, for I had been interpreting my own dreams quite wrongly for years! Or it may show that he was quite wrong, and that people are people, not merely biological function to the core.


I feel the original work to be an authentic piece of ‘Jungian’ literature, because I began writing it from a dream which woke me one night, and which had a feeling of importance and clarity to it, what is called a lucid dream. I knew that I had to wait until the dream was ready ‘to be continued’, and about nine months (seriously) later, one day I thought yes, today I must begin that book. I had no idea what it was about or where it might go, I simply started describing in all too much detail the dream, and went on from there. I was almost doing automatic writing, a process called, in Jungian terms, Active Imagination. Now, an interesting aspect of all this was that at that time of writing, I had not read Jung’s works nor was I familiar with his concepts of Anima, Animus, Shadow et al, not had I any idea what to call my strange novel. My then husband Colin was reading one of several massive tomes, for he began the Jungian craze in our household (I was still floundering with the knotty self-tortures of Gurdjieff) and as I was typing away at one end of the room, he suddenly felt moved to read something out to me from the other. The passage contained the phrase Hieros Gamos and as he said it, I gleefully claimed it as the title.


‘That’s my title!’ I cried. ‘What does it mean?’ It transpired that it was spot on; it means the marriage of heaven and earth, or literally, Heavenly Marriage, and it also means the unification of two aspects of a person’s soul. It might be represented, in my opinion, by the Yin-Yang symbol. Although working blindly, not really aware that my theme was the eternal one of male and female principles, I knew that Hieros Gamos was it. Anyway, I subsequently realised that I had a nice piece of Jungian Synchronicity there, and felt encouraged.


But that was all then, 20 years ago, and a great deal of change has taken place in my life, and thinking. With respect to such weighty methods of spiritual development, I have fallen completely by the wayside, and find myself more often blundering about in a dark wood, not unlike Dante. And neither have I thrown myself wholeheartedly into political activity, often the substitute used by the lost religious maniac. But I still write, with the difference that now I do not actually believe I have anything left worth saying. There is nothing in this Universe, from where I am standing, which when scratched does not reveal the Gnostic Hell beneath. I wish profoundly that I could always have written light humour (as in Little Tours of Hell, Pandora, 1986) rather than the ‘genuine laugh mirthless’ of Beckett, or that I could have done something useful such as be a stand-up comic. But as we know how funny women were viewed 40 years ago, I may be forgiven for giving up that dream. I seem to repeat my themes though. In fact, I have just written almost the same thing I wrote 20 years ago, in a very different guise it is true, but the same, nevertheless. I did not intend it so; it would seem that I am endowed with few new ideas, for I have found this theme occurring like a thread through almost everything I have produced.


Jane Saint and the Backlash, far from being the tale of masochism which its title might suggest to some, subtitled The Further Travails of Jane Saint, is about a journey in the land of the Collective Unconscious, but this time taken by our female protagonist, the now middle-aged Jane Saint, past heroine of the Revolution and mother of three fine girls. God alone knows what Jung might have made of that, or Gurdjieff, or Freud come to that – and I certainly do not think it matters at all. I do know that I deliberately chose an attractive red-haired heroine because this is a universal Anima image for men, and also a common choice of male writers of science fiction. I wanted to give a voice to the inflatable doll so she could answer back. She now has a boyfriend who is an example of the New Man (he is caring, understanding, pleasant, not patronising but helpful and lives more for love than to dominate – a complete figment in other words), and she has been almost lulled into apathy about feminism. Her starting point is, you see, somewhat in our future, and it is hardly necessary to elaborate upon what kind of world this will soon be for women if the present shrugging and sighing doesn’t stop. I am rather in a state of stasis bordering upon despair, doubtless the effect which a Backlash is meant to have. I hope by the time you read this I shall have cultivated some fierceness again, and begun behaving less like a beaten puppy and more like a full-grown bitch, a desirable status at my age. Jane knows what I mean. She felt stymied and apathetic at the beginning of the book. By the end it is quite a different matter, and, come to think of it, I possibly do have a new idea there. If only its psychological equivalent could be effected, the entire world would change for the better. And you can’t ask for much more than that from a novel, not without being greedy.


The unearthly music sung with the words ‘The mirror is of human gold’ is a real experience of mine, and I instantly recognised it as alchemical symbolism. When I awoke listening to this I was deeply grateful for the effect it had upon my then flagging spirits; messages from the Unconscious have a certain ‘flavour’ which gives them a kind of super-reality, very stimulating and inspiring. And it is precisely this flavour which I strove to capture in earlier works, and which I hope I convey of late with less self-consciousness. My early influences were Samuel Beckett and Iris Murdoch, Maurice Durrenmatt, John Bunyan, Louisa M. Alcott, Gurdjieff, Kafka and The Goon Show, so perhaps it is not surprising that I have not been seen as a popular entertainer on the whole (although I used to think that everyone would get my jokes).


I have also been accused of deliberate obscurity, which I deny. I never sent any work out which I did not believe to be as clear as crystal – but I do think I must have been completely on my own trip as we used to say. I marvel that Ed Ferman published the work, because even with the new format and the scientific Machine it reads more like the secret ravings of a walled-up hermit, discovered when they dug out her skeleton. I was a typically isolated housewife on an estate of pill-shocked battery hens, with three small children at the time. Sensory deprivation experiments can produce some pretty strange results, but there is strange and there is infelicitous. Upon re-reading the earlier work I found it necessary to pinch out the tops of several etiolated phrases, and cut back completely the patriarchal old grandad figure of Owenvaun, the heroine’s employer and mentor. They still exist of course, these gurus, but I’ve had them, and it is my story to revise how I wish! It might have been interesting academically to see how even I took so much for granted the inferior status of all females, blindly following the now outmoded SF cliché of the woman who fucks up quite a lot, and who goes to her male superior for fatherly help, but I just could not bear to read it.


In 20 years some profound changes have taken place in the world, in literature, in politics and, thank heavens, in me. I hope the changes continue, that the Backlash spends itself without wrecking what little progress we have made, and that soon I shall come up with something utterly new to write.


I bet that when it is done I shall suddenly realise I have cooked up the same thing once more. And yet, it will also be completely different, as I hope you are now about to find out.


Josephine Saxton
 Leamington Spa
 1989




The Consciousness Machine





 


The boy was walking slowly, for he was not going anywhere, and the clay over which he walked was sticky and impeded him. The summer was coming; there had been a lot of rain, and this day in particular was very warm, the air was still, and everything was very pleasant. This morning he had heard a bird singing and the sound had excited him until he had tears running down his face, and he had been very happy. It was a long time since he had heard anything at all, except the sounds that he himself made. The bird had stirred something in him, and he had enjoyed the experience, although he felt it to be dangerous. It was foolish to set up longings for sounds, and other beings. They were not frequent, so one must not become attached to the idea of them; it was the only way. The boy had learned that years ago; it was a conclusion that perhaps he had been taught or that he had come to himself. It was for this reason that if ever he saw another human being, he would avoid contact; in this way trouble was avoided. But it was not often that he saw anyone. Last summer he had seen an old man standing on a hill looking up at the sky, and also a girl near a tree, but he had run away, for the girls were more to be avoided, he remembered being told it, long ago, as a very serious and definite thing.


He had been walking slowly uphill all morning, feeling with pleasure the warmth of the sun on his back through his new shirt. He liked to have his clothes and person smart and clean, and today he hoped to find a stream where he could wash his hair, for it felt rather greasy and lank, and in his pocket he had a bottle of shampoo that smelled of almonds. He brushed the offensive hair away from his eyes, lifting up a strand to look at it, admiring the colour, fair and golden when clean, and the curl in it which sprang back to his shoulder off an extended finger.


‘I think my body needs food,’ he said suddenly, feeling his inside hollow very empty. Perhaps there would be a fish in the stream, if he found a stream. Now that he was out and away from the towns there would be little ready-made food. Fruit perhaps, that would be nice.


He felt he would like to rest and turned around to face downhill and sat down on a stone that had a bit of grass growing at its base. Everything was wonderful; the world stretched before him, square upon square of earth, brown, black, grey, white, yellow. There were two trees far away, close together, and these he gazed upon for a while, interested because they moved slightly in the gentle wind. And a silver-gold stream. If he continued upwards for a while, he would come to the stream where it wound out of the back of the incline. It would be some time after the zenith, which would be just right; by that time his appetite would make him more careful in his fishing.


He began to walk again, slowly, more tired. It was odd that after a rest everything was more effort for a while. Among the rocks he noticed bits of rubbish: a polythene bag, a tin can, little bits of paper that had once wrapped sweets, a pair of shoes with narrow heels. He did not pick up any of these things; they repelled him, but they were interesting. The tin cans were not rusty, meaning that the person who dropped them could be nearby. He hoped not. It would be unpleasant to have to retrace his steps, and he wanted to wash his hair today because the shining sun would dry it quickly.


Then he heard a sound and stood rigid with attention, listening to the thin note. This sound was entirely new to him, and it frightened him considerably. It was an animal noise, and this made him very wary; a wild cat or dog could be formidable if one had no food to offer. He felt a prickle of sweat on his back, and held a breath to steady his listening.


The sound was like two animals fighting, now, and he hoped a large animal was killing a smaller one, so he would be safe. But both sounds were very distressed. There was one louder and stronger, bellowing and sobbing, and the hopelessness in it moved him to pity. He was uncertain what to do, listening to the sound become fainter. One thin cry, and a fading moan, softer and softer.


He began to walk upwards again, and in a few minutes he had reached level ground and bent down cautiously to look around again. He could see the stream not far away, glinting in the light, and hear the thin cry from behind some rocks. Perhaps he could reach the stream and wash his hair without being disturbed. He made his way carefully, fingering the bottle of shampoo, looking forward to the smell and the rising lather. He reached the bank and was pleased to see it was clean with a sandy bottom. He knelt down and began to undo the knot in his tie. The animal sound continued.


He stood up again with the sudden thought that perhaps a rabbit was trapped, and he might kill it for himself. He had only ever caught one rabbit but it had been good to eat. He crept towards the sound, senses alert, chilly with apprehension and knowing that he was not hearing a rabbit. It was behind a pile of rocks, and he scrambled up, hesitating near the top. He listened to himself, to know what he told himself to do. All his instincts told him to turn and run but his curiosity was alerted and it was going to be stronger than his instincts. He peered over the edge into a hollow, paralysed with horror at what he saw.


Everything in the hollow was red and white.


A figure without clothing lay spreadeagled against the sandy slope, its face directly below his own, looking at him with wide open upside-down eyes, its mouth open so he could see teeth and tongue. He saw the body all white, horrified to see it female, with huge round breasts with purple veins, and large brown nipples, with little brown hairs. The belly of the woman was a soft mound of wrinkled skin, with a fan of dark hair all wet and red with blood, and her legs lay wide, streaked red, and between them lay a tiny baby, shining with moisture and blood, a silver cord of great elegance stretching from the centre of its belly, right into the woman. The baby cried and cried, its arms stretching out and in, clutching air, and its legs convulsing.


The sound was a lot larger than the baby and the harsh notes ran through him as he stared at the frightful thing he had found.


Death and the dead must be avoided, and here near his face was the face of a dead woman, her brown eyes appealing, and he knew what they said. The baby was very alive. But it was a female. No penis, only a crease with pink lips like a flower.


The boy, shocked, slid back away from the sight and sound, cursing himself for allowing his curiosity to prevail. Now he had to go and leave the baby to die. He knew almost nothing about babies, never having seen one. He knew that he had once been a baby and that babies grew in women. He sat crouched, feeling that he could have wept for the second time that day because now he would not be able to wash his hair. There was no question of staying here with death in the air, but he felt too weak to move. The baby went on crying, a rhythmic shout followed by a screech of deafening fury, churning his thoughts.


He was fourteen years old. He had been walking alone for ten years and in all that time found no precedent for any of this. He must leave it, go on and away; like everything else, it must be left.


He must walk on and away.


But the crying was persistent, undeniable, it called him and he wanted to look into the hollow again. He suddenly got up and went down there and knelt between the feet of the dead woman, trying to avoid blood. He held back his disgust when he picked up the baby for it was slimy and he almost dropped it. It moved in his grasp, warm and rubbery, and he could not hold it close to him which he wanted to do in spite of all, for the cord held it fast. He pulled and was astonished when a wet red lump emerged. He thought for a moment that it was another baby.


He knelt there, dizzy and sick, shuddering. He looked into the tiny shouting face and made a determined effort to overcome his nausea and held it close. Its head leaned back, dangling. He put it down and then got it so it lay in his arms in a more comfortable way. He picked up its trailing attachment and placed it across the baby’s body and staggered to his feet, feeling a sense of triumph.


Slowly he walked over to the stream and knelt again to wash away the blood and curious slime. The baby made twice as much noise at this, protesting so much it turned purple. It hated water. Its feet turned blue so he put the infant down, took off his shirt and rubbed the tiny limbs with it and then rubbed its back until it turned pink, a better colour. He did not know why he did this, his instincts seemed to give instruction. He wondered if it ever stopped making this noise. Did babies do anything except cry? He carefully wrapped it in his shirt, tying the sleeves under its chin and held the bundle to himself. It turned its head to his naked chest and searched with its little mouth and fastened on his nipple. This filled him with wonder, it thrilled him physically, this curious kissing. Why did the baby do that? Was it trying to eat him? Of course, it was like a kitten with a cat. But he had no milk. He took a handful of water from the brook and dropped some into its mouth, and it choked a bit but smacked its lips. And then it was much quieter, nestling into him, and was soon asleep. The silence seemed huge and hollow. His own familiar silence in which he lived. But now, after the impact of the baby, it seemed quieter than ever, so he began to sing it a song about the bird he had seen that morning, rocking back and forth, unable to look away from the tiny face. He examined the softness of its skin, and tiny nostrils, the minute pink mouth pursed into a little knot, the soft fine hair, the lashes round its eyelids and, on top of its head, a throbbing drum.


He felt at the top of his own head but it was solid. He hoped the baby was not abnormal, because then he must kill it, and the thought filled him with horror. Perhaps all babies were like this. He began to wonder where they would sleep tonight. A breeze had sprung up and he felt it without his shirt. He was hungry and it would be too far to walk to find a house or a shop with food still in it, he was miles from everywhere. When he tried to get up he almost fell again, and palmed some water for himself, realising that he had forgotten his own hunger and thirst.


He began to walk, slowly, cradling his find close, unable to see where he put his feet. He had been used to walking head down observing the ground, and now he had to learn to feel his way with his feet.


Zona Gambier observed her patient, reclining on the air-couch, as the soft light adjusted and the images on the screen faded. The story of the boy and the baby in relation to the conscious mind of the patient, Thurston Maxwell, was a complete anomaly, for although anti-social, like the boy, he had some psychotic episodes and was convicted on charges of rape.


‘What do you think of your first glimpses into your own unconscious mind?’ she asked him, aware of her condescending tones.


Thurston uttered a single, obscene syllable. He was twenty-two, eight years her junior, tall, strong and dangerous. But with less than three weeks of daily sessions in this room he would be cured. The room was part of a machine, a successful treatment for all manner of emotional and psychic ailments, but not popular in all circles. Some psychiatric strongholds feared redundancy and disliked the intervention of machinery between the dreams and fantasies of their patients, and their own interpretations. The machine had been dubbed the WAWWAR for the Who and What We Are Room, but Zona called it the Cave. It was almost a living entity, artificial intelligence so acutely sensitive that when tuned in to a patient it picked up and interpreted every nuance of hormone, brain chemistry, EEG, deep thought wave, magnetic body energy, memories, traumas and other functions and translated it all instantly into a personal movie. When a patient watched the truth, cybernetic feedback was created for the mind the images sprang from, and abreaction took place safely and rapidly. But it was expensive. There were only three of these treatment rooms so far: they had to be sunk deep into virgin rock to cut out all outside interference from other disturbed minds. The prototypes had been built in old mines without success, for the Cave picked up the agonised waves from long-dead miners. So there was a Cave in Kazakhstan, one in Ayers Rock, and this one deep in Blasket Island off the western coast of Ireland.


Zona was privileged to be on probation as one of its users; this was a great step in her career, and Thurston one of her early cases. So what on earth was meant by a boy finding a baby in a wasteland? According to everything she knew about Thurston she might have expected an old witch, some fearful child-eating dragon of a Terrible Mother, Kali herself. The machine always dealt in symbols concerning the light and dark sides of the anima and animus, archetypes of the Tarot variety, religious imagery and scenes enacted from dreams. A warped mandala might indicate a lack of wholeness in the being of a person, some deeply embedded stress which must be seen and known before it could become reformed. Jung had long ago pioneered these symbols, and would hardly have believed the methods now being used to make them work for psychic good. New technology and ancient knowledge had amalgamated, and the ‘tide of occult mud’ so feared by Freud, had at last been proven rich alluvium. But still the psychoanalyst was needed as buffer between the images and the patient, offering discreet help, pointing the way, holding open the gate into the other world.


‘Can I go back to the mainland now?’ asked Thurston.


‘If you like, but we might just play a little more, it was getting really interesting …’


‘Okay, but there must be better movies for a lonely guy to watch.’ He grinned lewdly at Zona, who felt chill as one might at wolves.


‘This isn’t just entertainment, this is the Thurston Maxwell story …’ He swore again but turned towards the screen, waiting. Zona activated the controls, intently watching the screen, her palms damp with apprehension. The Institute could not afford to employ failures; she had to succeed with this patient. Silently she chided herself. ‘Stop panicking, don’t expect miracles, don’t get too involved with the story, don’t expect the obvious …’ But a youth with a baby was completely outside anything she could have imagined for a patient like the one lying here with an expression of hostility on his face.


She was profoundly aware of some inadequacy in herself; not in all her training had any patient’s story affected her so much and yet been so incomprehensible. But at least Thurston was watching the screen: sometimes they hid their eyes, blocked their ears. Zona made notes, striving to be impartial. ‘The boy is having difficulty and misgivings over the care of the baby. One night the boy walks up and down in the dark, almost falling down a pit (should go down into the pit to explore). In the morning decides to seek a town, and sees on a wall a graffito, ‘Get it in lad, it’s your birthday.’ In a town called Thingy, having found a pram, he wheels it into a supermarket. He is feeding the infant on canned milk (inferior nourishment), baby vomiting, everything distressing, keeps deciding to abandon the baby but hangs on. He has trouble changing nappies, streams of ordure (nigredo, lead), baby asleep, he goes for a swim in an indoor pool.


He went once more down the steps, knelt on the floor, and concentrated fiercely on mixing the formula with Vichy water, measuring carefully, putting it into the bottle and forcing the teat on one end. He leapt to his feet in terror at a splash from the pool.


The pram with the baby had run off and fallen into the water, which was ten feet deep. At the bottom of the pool he could see the blur of objects and spread out his arms in a gesture of helplessness and despondency. For a moment it was as before: he must go away. But something impelled him towards the water, into which he jumped and dived for the baby. He held on to its cord and swam to the surface, dragging the infant along. Suddenly the cord broke off, he held the leathery attachment, a thin trail of blood stained the water.


‘Robert the Bruce’ he said and dived again. Retrieving the little body, he laid it on the marble step where it lay curled up and silent. He beat its back and pumped its legs, but it did not breathe. He felt a pain in his abdomen, a hard pain.


And then it opened its mouth and water gushed forth, it howled and choked and coughed, flailing its arms and legs, and he rejoiced, jumping up and down, stroking its wet head, kissing its face and rocking it in his arms.


‘You are alive,’ he said, the words full of meaning.


But everything else was lost and he was soaked. Only the feeding bottle remained, so he fed the baby which took the milk without vomiting, and then out he went into the midday, to reconstruct his day’s work. Everything had to be done again; new shoes must be found.


It was as he was crossing the town square in search of new territory that he came upon a statue of a man on horseback, with an inscription beneath it.
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