




and focuses upon a horrific revenge-motif much closer co Poe than to Morris. As
soon as the adulterer is seated in the ncwsupcrblastula Morris chair, its arms imprison
him. The chair is made of Judy, reduced and reprogrammed...

The scory's climax is a melange of erotic horror with comedy, and its closure focuses
upon a last emblem, the double S-shaped chair called a 'LOVE SEAT', for two people
facing in opposite directions, the halves differentiated by upholstery in Judy's silken
blond and Marsball·'s copper red. They are, of course, make of the two adulterers.
This kind of precious, aristocratic furniture is shrewdly chosen: it would infuriate
Morris, and evokes a despised Renaissance and Augustan convention of noli-me­
tangere flirtation and arranged marriages.

Stableford's sardonic misapplication of various names and emblems from Morris's
life is a way of illuminating the desperate neurosis that is, the scory implies, inseparable
from high-technology perspectives on the supposedly sentimental ideas of nature, love
and integrity. The choice of Morris as the spiritual opposite of the near-future genius
Morris· is a discerning one, since no one of his period showed more clearly the problems
of trying to make beautiful things worth living with, while ruled by stock-exchange
criteria that demand ever more elaborate techniques for the exploitation of nature.

Geniuses like Morris· may compare their skills favourably (or allow journalists to
do so) with 'the power of the hypothetical being', the God who created 'the wonders
of nature' (p, 195), but they are still intimately~ if self-deceivingly, human. His hubris
begins the story, when his wife has to avoid any hint of 'jokes about loaves and fishes'
(p, 179), and maintains its tension when, in the second pillow-talk, she eschews similar
jokes about disciples~being worshipped, and crucifixion. At the end, instead of driving
the money-changers from his temple, he welcomes MarshaU· into his 'inner sanctum'
(repeatedly so called on pages 201-2). There, before reducing him to protoplasm and
converting him into furniture, he humiliates him sexually in the arms of his mistress
the chair. Vengeance is mine, saith the spiteful biotech.

Morris's response to the financiers and technologists of his day varied from roaring
wrath to searing contempt, but he never wrote a sardonic dystopia, or awful warning,
laced with the black humour that rules Stableford's story, However, since 'The
Furniture of Life's Ambition' evokes him explicitly as the author of News from
Nowhere~ it seems fitting to give the last word to a woman from Nowhere whose
love-life has become a denial of all jealousy. Henry Morson asserts that 'only slaves
and slave-holders could live solely by setting machines going' (Collected Works, XVII,
p. 179), and Clara goes more deeply:

'Was not their mistake once more bred of the life of slavery that they had been
living? -a life which was always looking upon everything~except mankind, animate
and inanimate - "nature" as people used to call it - as one thing, and mankind as
another. It was natural for people thinking in this way, that they should try to make
"nature" their slave, since they thought that "nature" was something outside them.'

Precisely this irony reveals that Judy, Marshall· - and their supposedly godlike
transformer -are merely potential animated armchairs, if that is the way the analytical
mind chooses, for its own childish and self-pitying reasons~ to regard them. We can
make ourselves and each other both animal and objeer, protoplasm and furniture,
but 'nature' nowhere says we have to!
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