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ALIEN THOUGHTS
BY THE EDITOR
o

GUILT ACCUMULATES AFTER SEVEN DAYS
OF RELATIVE SLOTH AND AVOIDANCE OF
DUTY AND THE EXERCISING OF SKILLS,
TO THE POINT OF FORCING ME TO BE-

GIN AGAIN...

# Harry F. Leonard, after having
discovered SFR and bought a copy

of everything in stock, asked, '"Do
you cater to individuals foolish
enough to be interested in life-
time subscriptions? (LOCUS has
been charging 10X the one-year sub-
scription price, including your cur-
rent year's payment.) Please let
me know if you do."”

The offering of lifetime sub-
scription rates is tempting. Raw
greed raises its head.

Because the subscriber gets a
ripping-off in that kind of deal.

For instance, if I offered a
lifetime sub to SFR for $70. I'd be
able to sock that $70. instantly in-
to a money market fund and get at
least 10% interest---$7.00 per year.
Thus the interest on the sub money
pays the lifetime costs (plus the
usual profit) and I'd still have
the subscriber's $70. whenever the
magazine died.

No wonder lifetime subs are a
good deal for a publisher if he can
get amy.

The subscribers would be far
better off putting their "lifetime"
sub money into a secure [govt. paper
only] money market fund and going to
the bother of using the interest to
buy a subscription every year.

I guess I'm not ruthless enough.

# It hit me while I was watching
a movie on TV a few days ago: '"My
Ghod! The scenes are so short!
The dialogue is minimal..." And
as I watched a wild surmise bloss-
omed in my mind.

I watched other movies amd
paid monitoring attention to the
pacing. Aha! Ahaaa!

"Why don't fiction---text fic-
tion writers---write like that?" I
asked myself. "They're in direct
competition--life and death comp-
etition--with The Tube and The
Screen. And the story-telling
virtues of the visual media are
plainly action-action-action.
Very few scenes of people sitting
around philosophising or having
long, obvious internal conflicts.

There is always danger, suspense,
movement, lusts, violence..."

I pondered this revelation.
Visual fiction media, admitted,
have an advantage in that with a
few seconds of picture they can
show a city, an alien, a space-
ship, a terrible wound, a peaceful
countryside, all in vivid color.

But I also know damn well a
skillful writer can create such
images and atmosphere with a few
words, and can weave more and more
images into action and dialogue.

There is no reason why a word-
fiction creator cannot match the
images, the action, the pacing,
the dialogue of the visual fiction
creator.

And I suspect very strongly
that unless text fictioneers begin
to write more visually and adopt
the pacing of The Tube and The
Screen fictioneers, they will find
themselves in an entertainment
ghetto which will shrink and shrink
every year until it is a vanishingly
small segment of entertainment...a
province reserved for eccentrics,
diehards, and the idle intellectual.

Ahhh, I realize there are those
in my readership who will recoil in
horror. '"You're talking reverting
or returning to pulp writing, Geis!
You're talking giving up all of our
pretentions to Literary Quality!
You're talking giving up Characteri-
zation!"

Yup. Adapt or die.
or die. Stop boring the readers---
or die. Stop suiciding with too-
small typefaces [AMAZING is a clas-
sic case of that type of hara-kiri].
Stop dilly-dallying with "'setting
the scene' at the beginnings of sto-
ries and novels.

Entertain

As for Characterization---a
good writer shows character by
actions and dialogue and in pass-
ing by showing how a character
dresses, how the character speaks,
how the character acts... A good
writer doesn't stop the show to
write long paragraphs about the
character's childhood or traumas.

A good writer chooses the specific
detail to show character...as often
did the pulp writers who used speech
'""tags'" to identify characters, and
often used specific details of body
or face to remind readers who was
who.

It's a challenge to do without
interior monologues, without inter-
ior feelings. It's the cinema tech-
nique of staying out of the charac-
ter's mind...using only spoken words,
actions and brief exterior descrip-
tions.

I've written a few novels using
that technique. It's difficult, but
it speeds up the novel and usually
improves it by eliminating a lot of
self-indulgent and purple prose. I
recommend the technique; try giving
the information the reader needs only
with dialogue and action. It involves
a lot of body language, facial expres-
sion, tone of voice...and probably
recasting scenes, adding and sub-
tracting scenes to compensate and
adjust.

"Stylists'' hate this kind of
writing, of course; they want to be
the show, and this kind of narrative
discipline is more suited to liter-
ary carpenters than literary impres-
sionist artists.

I'm not saying all sf and fan-
tasy should be written in the high-
tensioned cinematic style. Variety,
change of pace, by all means. But
to keep readers reading and even to
expand the overall readership, writ-
ers must adjust to the realities of
the on-going visual entertainment
age.

Why are STAR WARS, THE EMPIRE
STRIKES BACK, and RAIDERS OF THE
LOST ARK such great movies as ent-
ertainment and as moneymakers?

Because they are superior pulp
fiction in film format! And they
even have subtleties of character
and motivation, complicated pasts
and promised futures embedded in
them. Coherent, advanced technolo-
gies, or detailed historical fact.
All this in two hours of breathtak-
ing action, wonders, quests, battles,
loves, deaths...

Who among the presentday sf and
fantasy writers comes close to writ-
ing the equivalent in text?

In my judgement, only Roger
Zelazmy. Ron Goulart comes close,
but he always has satire and farce
in mind.

Text fictioneers have a tremen-
dous advantage over the visual fic-




tioneers---we can create visions
which they cannot, short of two
years work and multi-millions of
dollars. And the only thing that
is staving off the death of text
fiction is the huge costs of creat-
ing wonders for filming.

If text sf and fantasy writers
will learn to adapt to the pacing
and higher skill levels required
to write superior pulp fiction,
they can survive and even thrive
in the increasingly visuals-dominat-
ed entertainment world.

It is easier to watch than to
read. write it on your walls: IT
IS EASIER TO WATCH THAN TO READ!

And sneering at TV and movies and
pulp-pacing will not change that
basic reality one jot or tittle.

If we want to survive and pros-
per, we'll have to give the TV audi-
ence the swift pace, the vividness,
the color they get on TV and MORE!
We'll have to give them what they
can't get on TV or do get from Lucas
every two years---bold, detailed,
exciting wonders, thrilling, suspens-
ful action, heroic characters who
are also human, and villains with a
touch of humanity.

Ahh, but you ask, "Can't we also
do something 'serious' like ORDINARY
PEOPLE?" Sure---if you can write the
short scenes, telling dialogue and
acute gestures and expressions that
make that film a winner.

What I'm calling for is an aware-
ness of coming doom. An awareness
that our reader base is eroding, an
awareness that a radically different
set of storytelling "'rules' is called
for, and a willingness by editors and
publishers to look for and buy this
new style fiction.

And publishers are going to have
to remember to make it easy to read
their books by using larger, black-
er type. Reading skill levels are
declining every year. Even college
students don't read well! Readers
will gratefully buy pocketbook novels
of 40,000 words if the words are
gripping, exciting, and easy to read.

With the ever-increasing cable
access by watchers, and the ever-
increasing cost of even paperbacks,
(hardcovers are a luxury for the
rich and/or fanatic) more and more
readers will spend more and more
time watching uncut cable offerings.
The lure of cable is its presenta-
tion of more honest, more realistic,
more sexy, more violent visual fic-
tion.

Network TV has been the salva-
tion of text fiction because its
dishonesty, stereotypes, cliches
and boring, sanitized formulas
have driven away the easily bored
and the intellectual. Reading was
the only alternative short of get-
ting into an expensive-to-run car
and spending $3-$5 per seat in a
theater to see a film.

With hundreds of cable networks
seeking slots, willing to offer a
full range of uncut movies, and
muade-for-cable fare, reading will
sutfer.

Science fiction and fantasy
can survive if its writers and pub-
lishers face the realities of read-
ing dynamics, write at a signifi-
cantly higher level of skill, create
high-tensioned, fast-paced adult
fiction full of wonders and fascina-
ting ideas, and present these sto-
ries and novels at reasonable pric-
es.

Even the lowly sf magazine
could survive and prosper if it
adopted the pace/tension/adult for-
mula and went to the text fiction
equivalent of cable---subscription-
only. Allowing the distributor
and/or the supermarkets to dictate
content or to impose taboos is the
equivalent of the networks censoring

themselves to keep advertisers and
to placate "morality' pressure
groups .

If people are spending $25-$30
per month for cable channels, they
will pay for it by cutting back on
books and magazines, as well as
not going out to see movies.

All the tricky cover art and
design will not be enough to save
book/paperback publishing from a
slow death in the coming decades.
[Some publishers spend more on the
cover of a book than they pay to
the author for the ms.!]

We have been seduced by atten-
tion from academe and our new gen-
erations of writers have come---
more and more---from the university/
literature matrix. Science fiction
and fantasy have tended to shift to-
ward an elitist/intellectual orien-
tation. The older "first generation"
of pulp editors and fan-tumed-pro
editors are dying off, being replac-
ed by university graduates who are
not themselves (and never were) wri-
ters. They tend to edit for the
college-educated person, and they
tend to reflect the biases of their
English Lit. education.

I suspect they are leading sf
and fantasy. into a worse ghetto than
they think they are escaping.

And I believe the next ten years
will prove me correct.

We have to give people what they
cannot get elswhere in the visual
media, and we must make it as easy
as possible for them to get us and
read us.

We must learn to give our hard-
core readership and above all the
vast once-in-a-while readership
stories told in the visual media
style; they're used to it, and it
is easier for them to read if we
use that type of narrative tech-
nique.

Why throw roadblocks and tons
of padding in their way? We only
turn them off and gradually dimin-
ish our audience.

The printed fiction format has
great advantages over The Tube and
The Screen: portability, variety,
accessability. We can provide more
of sf and fantasy than any watcher
can find on Tube and Screen. We
must make people want more. We must
write so excitingly, so rivetingly,
so well, that millions of people
will choose to read rather than
watch.

It can be done. -
done.

It must be

Afterthought: I don't want to be
absolutist in advocating a strict
no interiors, no character-thoughts
technique for science fiction and
fantasy. For most writers the
wrench would be too difficult, the
recasting of plot and scene too
alien and ''unhéard of''. In real
terms I'm advocating a shift, a re-
duction to a bare minimun of the
easy-to-write thoughts-and-realiza-
tions which make fiction---espec-
ially Serious Literary SF & F---so
easy to write.

No doubt there are writers who
will accuse me of wanting to take
away one of their most valuable and
necessary tools. On the contrary,
I'm asking them to throw away their
most overused and unnecessary nar-
rative crutch.

# It's curious how naked our schem-
es and ulterior motives are, some-
times. Nakedly obvious to others,
yet masked in our own minds.

Thus I was surprised and
struck with terror when I notic-
ed the short note Andy Porter




had penned on the December 1981
copy of his SCIENCE FICTION CHRON-
ICLE that he sent me:

'"Review SFC or be cut off!’'

My guts turned watery. My breath
hissed, my heart pounded. My Ghod!
Not to receive SFC again? Never to

read the latest sf and fantasy news
that Andy Porter sees fit to print?
N-never again to be able to contrast
his coverage with ours? N-n-never
again to smirk over the stories he's
missed, the stories he's avoiding?

I tried to remember when last
he reviewed SFR? It's been...years?

However, in spite of the 'Trade'
indicated on the address, Andy clear-
ly considers his sending me SFC a
great favor, and that he expects an
occasional review in exchange, and
that he really only trades his STAR-
SHIP with me, for SFR.

Too, he may be stung by my com-
ments in these pages last issue in
which I gently suggested that he and
other fan publishers charge too much

for the value they give, printed-page-

wise, not counting ads.

Surely, surely he knew that
such a peremptory command/threat:

'Review SFC or be cut off!'
would get my back up and result in
precisely the situation he (secretly)
wished---no bloody possibility of a
review of SFC? Counterproductive on
the face of it, but exactly what he
wants, I imagine.

I'm happy to oblige him, and
make him happy.

As for me...have I brought him
to this act by unconsciously refus-
ing to review SFC lately? By throw-
ing rocks at his publishing policies?
Possibly.

So it goes.

Y REURED
JSSERLY REARED |

QAVES & LIMESTONE

# Sickening confession of failure.
Destroyed illusions falling dead to
the carpet. Tears of frustration.
Firm uplifting of jaw. Clenched
teeth. Determination to face real-
ity. Whimper. Cringe. Acceptance.
Dry eyes. trembling smile. New
joy....

What's it all about, Dickie?
It's about my art career. I have
had---1lo, all these fifty years since
I used to draw side-views of sail-
boats in kintergarden at Vernon
grammar school---a Plan to turn to
art as a hobby when I had time.

A week ago I had SFR #41 mail-
ed off, bookstore orders filled,
the decks cleared... I felt it was
time to get out all those how-to
art books I've been accumulating for
twenty years, all those pens and
pencils and pads of paper and spend
an hour or two each morning happily
drawing.

I did. I set up a corner of
the diningroom and took up the char-
coal pencil----

Oh, AAAAAARRRRGHHH!!!

There was a reason I've delayed
this '"art time' all these decades.
There was a reason I made promises
to myself and kept putting off the
hobby [after several abortive
starts].

I can't draw.

I have no artistic talent.

Ahh, the subconscious knows!
That's why I developed my writing
and editing skills. That's why I
kept putting off facing the truth.

There is no fun in making ugly
lines on paper. There is no satis-
faction in hours of erasing, mend-
ing, starting over....

Persistence has proved that I
can make distorted, malformed botch-
es. Persistence has proved I don't
have that magic ingredient---talent.

So, with a heavy sigh and clear
eyes, I have put away the art books,

the equipment, the supplies. Never
again. No. Never. 1I'll stick
with what I do have talent for---
writing. T

Writing this entry has been
more fun than drawing. I smile.
I function. And I realize how much
work and talent is required to be a
good professional artist. I realize
that more than ever. And a small
corner of my mind is filled with en-
vy, salted with bitter regret.

Artistic Afterthoughts: Final solu-
tions, final judgements, final con-
clusions...certainty...they're all
very hard to come by.

After I had written the above
sour observations on my artistic
skills and talent I decided to give
landscapes a try. My botches were
of the human body and parts there-
of. Why not, I decided desperately,
try the wild outdoors where there
is a certain amount of leeway in-
herent in the field? I mean, who
will know the difference if a tree
branch crooks this way or that?

If a mountain is humped here or
there? If a stream is a few yards
wider than originally intended?

And so it came to pass that I
turned to a book on how to draw
old barns and buildings...and lo,
and even behold, I managed, first
thing, to draw [copy] a credible
old grist mill...up to a point.

I used pen to make the stark
drawing with some detail and used
Pentel fine point felt-tip colored
pens to fill in color.

Very nice. Fun. But a worm
in the apple of my content: those
pens-+in a 24-color set---cost a
fucking fortune to a cheapskate
like me. $12.50 is ruinous.

There isn't that much ink in the
things. [And don't buy the K-
Mart packs of same---they have a-
bout one drop of ink in each---

a ripoff "bargain."

So I considered: why not just
stick to pen and/or pencil work?

I began to realize I had vast oc-
eans of technique to explore in
the pen/pencil area. I went to
Gill's [books-art-office-supply]
and found the volume.

Paulette decided to buy me
the book, Rendering in Ink and
Pencil, for Christmas. I have
a set of nibs and a few pens.

I have lotsapencils of varying
leads...and I have the prospect

of many, many interesting, bemused,
frustrated, happy hours ahead of
me as I attempt to acquire the
techniques I must have to accomp-
lish the effects I want on paper.

Maybe my artistic future will
come to pass after all.

I1'11 keep you posted.




# Elton Elliott and I were loung-
ing around the house a month ago
(or so) speculating on ways to save
the book business and science fic-
tion in book/magazine form.

The problem [aside from style
and technique in narrative---dis-
cussed earlier] is in the spotty,
halfhearted, unfair, maladroit,
clumsy book/magazine distribution
system in this country.

Even if you are a reader you
often can't find what vou want even
if you make heroic efforts to go
where it should be available. And
that's in a city! If you live in a
small town or a 100,000 people city
you are shit out of luck. You ord-
er by mail and wa-a-a-a-a-i-i-i-t,
or you do without.

Till now most distribution sys-
tems involve putting books and maga-
zines in stores and requiring the
readers to come to the stores.

An awful lot of readers don't
bother very often. They're probab-
ly the majority of readers. They'd
be willing to buy a book or two, es-
pecially a new one by one of their
favorite authors, but....

Elton and I speculated on ways
to bring the books to the readers.
These methods surfaced:

1. Bookmobiles stuffed with
new releases which stop on a regu-
lar schedule at various high-den-
sity areas---colleges, downtown
lunch hours, even close to various
sports events.

This involves retailing books
like junk food, and the volume
would be lower, at least in the be-
ginning.

2. Bookstores could advertise
and announce via leaflets a '‘we de-
liver" service. Phone orders could
be delivered the same day. A small
delivery fee would be acceptable as
reasonable by those who want home
delivery.

3. Door-to-door book salesper-
sons who would carry a stock of new
releases in their cars, or who would
accept orders and deliver next-day.
The salesperson could leave a book-
listing sheet/leaflet at each door
which promises home delivery of phone
orders. A commission would be paid
on each sale via phone.

4. The establishment of thous-
ands of special interest sf/fantasy
bookstores in small cities. The
overhead would have to be very low
and the use of unused garages,
basements with outside doors, etc.
would be appropriate. A setup kit
of suggestions, do's and don'ts
would have to be developed by the
franchise organization. There are
all kinds of local ordinances which
might limit this home bookstore ap-
proach.

I can see all kinds of problems

with each of the above ''solutions'
to poor book distribution. The
obvious one is low profit margins
and high overhead. The individuals
involved would make very low wages
in the beginning, until a clientele
was built up.

In any event, something, some
radical change in the distribution

system will have to be tried, and
will have to succeed if reading,
book publishing, and authoring is
to be saved from slow death at the
hands of the electronic media. I
am convinced the answer is provid-
ing a unique, exclusive product
and personal delivery service.

# Those moral racketeers called
The Moral Majority who through soph-
istry and rationalization convince
themselves (and are convinced by
their '"leaders') that they have a
right, a duty and an unmitigated
permission from their god to use
force, threat, and intimidation to
achieve their superticially masked
lusts for power and punishment [Ah,
for the Good 0ld Days of the Inqui-
sition!] should read their money-
begging mailings with the eye of a
trained psychologist.

What would such a mind conclude
from the underlined messages in that
literature?

'Our grand old flag is going
down the drain.’

"1 believe that the overwhelm-
ing majority of Americans are sick
and tired of the way the amoral
1iberals are trying to corrupt our
nation from its commitment to free-
dom, democracy, traditional moral-
ity, and the free enterprise sys-
tem.'

'But how can I be silent about
the cancers that are destroying the
moral fiber of our nation?

"But as God gives me strength
---1 must do more. I must go into
the halls of Congress and fight for
laws that will protect the grand
old flag...'

Will you join me in this bold
venture? Will you help me save our
grand old flag from going down the
drain?’

This fund raising circular is
signed by Jerry Falwell. He asks
for a contribution of $10, $25, or
$100.

The cancers he's worried about
are homosexuals in classrooms and
pulpits, smut peddlers selling
pornographic books, X-rated movies
allowed in almost every commmity,
television channels showing R-rated
movies and sex and violence, and,
legalized abortion.

His problem is that his narrow-
based ignorant, lower class, es-
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sentially inflexible followers rare-
ly read books (excepting the Bible)
of any kind, do not believe in free-
dom, democracy, true morality or the
free enterprise system.

And those that do believe in
the above are smart enough to avoid
him like the plague.

A psychologist would shake his
head in disgust at the blatant use
of symbol and smear words and exag-
geration to motivate those who might
read this literature.

Falwell is on a power/ego trip
masked by his ''crusade' to ''do
God's work."

Falwell and his ilk are using
the vast pools of envy, hate and in-
feriority which lie in 90% of the
emotionally rigid, insecure, terri-
fied minds who make up the lower-
class, under-educated, women and
some men who feel themselves help-
less in a world they know is too
much for them to understand or cope
with. They are desperate and ang-
ry. They want control! They want
simple! They want to stop people
from liking and enjoying sex!--and
getting away with it! They want
1840 A.D. brought back and frozen
in time. They want to burn witch-
es and books and homosexuals and
abortionists.

They don't have a chance.

But they are a governor on the
rate of social change, and probably
a necessary one. Irresistible forc-
es are killing their remnant culture
and religion and they're crying out
in pain and outrage.

There will always be a segment
of our society who can't handle
change who will organize to stop
the world. There will always be
intelligent men and women who will
use that pain and terror for self-
promotion. Big frogs in little
puddles live very well indeed, as
they croak. They wrap themselves
in the Flag, in the Home, in Mom,
and the way things were when they
were kids...and they have a fine
time being Spokesmen and Leaders,
heing paid attention to, catered
to, wined and dined...and often
well laid.

Instead of riding the wave they
are resisting. They sure make a
lot of noise as they drown, don't
they?

(Metaphors and similes courtesy
FIGURES OF SPEECH LTD.)

# You had to have noticed that "'The
Affair of logical Lunatics' by Phil-
ip Jose Farmer is not with us this
issue. I am coming to the reluc-
tant conclusion that Phil doesn't
want that piece reprinted in a fan-
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"British SF in the 1970s belonged
to Ian Watson'', says David Pingle of
FOUNDATION. 'Watson may not be the
best writer in British science fic-
tion, but he is probably the best
thinker'", enthuses Peter Nicholls
of ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF SF fame. ''There
is no other writer in the field who
provides such a bold challenge to
the imagination', insists Brian Stap-
leford. It was with fear and tremb-
ling that SFR girded itself for this
interview....

Ian Watson was born in North
Shields in 1943, and twenty years
later escaped our educational system

.’

i |
it
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1IRN WATSON

INTERVIEWED BY DAVID LANGFORD

with a degree in English from Balli-
ol, Oxford. Subsequently he lectur-
ed on English in Tanzania (1965-7)
and Tokyo (1967-70), meeting his most
terrifying challenge teaching Future
Studies at Birmingham Polytechnic
(1970-6). Since then he's been a
full-time author, though his career
began in 1969 when his short SF
story, '"Roof Garden Under Saturn'
was published in NEW WORLDS and his
educational book JAPAN: A CAT'S EYE
VIEW in Osaka.

Fame and power came with his first
science fiction novel, THE EMBEDDING
(1973), a runner-up for the John W.
Campbell Memorial Award and Nebula
finalist. Its French translation
L'ENCHASSEMENT won the 1975 Prix Ap-
ollo. Then came THE JONAH KIT (1975)
whose paperback won the 1978 British
Science Fiction Association (BSFA)
award; THE WOGMAN FACTORY, a collab-
oration with his wife Judy though
not their daughter Jessica (publish-
ed only in French translation as
ORGASMACHINE, 1976 ---- but see be-
low!); THE MARTIAN INCA and ALIEN
EMBASSY (1977); MIRACLE VISITORS
(1978); THE VERY SLOW TIME MACHINE
(1979) ---- the title story of this,

his only collection to date, reached
the final Hugo ballot; GOD'S WORLD
(1979) ; THE GARDENS OF DELIGHT (1980);
and UNDER HEAVEN'S BRIDGE, with Mich-
ael Bishop (1981). His latest novel
is DEATHHUNTER (Gollanez, October
1981). Forthcoming are two Watson-
edited Science Fiction anthologies:
PICTURES AT AN EXHIBITION (Grey-
stoke Mobray, November 1981)and ----
co-edited with Michael Bishop ----
CHANGES (1982).

Ian Watson was British Guest of
Honor at the 1981 British National
Science Fiction Convention (where
his short '""The World SF Convention
of 2080" was a runner-up for the
BSFA Award), and is Features Editor
of the respected critical magazine
FOUNDATION, British representative
of the Science Fiction Writers of Am-
erica, deviser of the forthcoming
Channel 4 TV series, MINDPROBE (to
which he's also contributing the
first and other scripts), and active
in local (Labour) politics. He lives
in Moreton Pinkney, Northamptqnshire,
and talks very fast.

Your intrepid reporter approach-
ed Ian Watson at work, crouching
1,000 feet beneath Moreton Pinkney
in the deep structure of the semantic
mine where this skilled artisan hacks
out his novels in an atmosphere of
sweat and toil. Still weary from a
long shift wielding his meta-cleaver
at the reality interface, he brushed
loose concepts from his soiled cover-
all before squatting to share a trad-
itional chip butty with me. The typ-
ically proletarian surroundings sug-
gested an obvious first question ---

SFR: In his book of interviews,
DREAM MAKERS, Charles Platt describes
you as an Oxford academic. I gather
you objected rather forcibly to this?
Indeed, within hours of his visiting
you, you and Judy and Jessica quit
Oxford forever, for the fair village
of Moreton Pinkney untold miles

away.

WATSON: Charles was unloading his
own hang-ups about Oxford and Cam-
bridge onto my head. His hang-ups
were about the 'horrors of academia'.
The reason why we ended up hating Ox-
ford was because of the privileged
frivolity of the place, its narcis-



sism and power, and its brain-twist-
ing grip upon the arteries of Brit-
ish life and thought. The only
reason I would like to go back to
Oxford is to demolish those colleges
stone by stone and distribute the
building materials around the land.
Apart from their intellectually numb-
ing effect, and their social hegemony;
the Oxford colleges came out in
their true colours as rich exploit-
ers towards the end of our stay.
Which is why Judy and I were both
arrested for criminal damage, short-
ly before Charles called.

SFR: Eh? You were arrested? I
mean, I blew up a pillar box at Ox-
ford, but ...

WATSON: I don't know if you know
this, but in that pillar box was the
first letter I ever wrote to John
Brunner. Only the charred fragments
of the envelope were left, but the
post office delivered them to John,
and he sent them back to me. When

I opened the envelope and burmnt
scraps of my own letter to him fell
out, I thought, 'My God, I've really
offended him!'"' You nearly ruined a
beautiful friendship with John Brun-
ner.

SFR: I grovel utterly. But why were
you arrested? —
WATSON: The Oxford colleges are
huge landlords. (You can walk all
the way trom Oxtford to Hyde Park,

or down to Southhampton docks, with-
out ever leaving Oxford-owned soil.)
The property boom was on at the time,
and St J---'s college went crazy with
greed because of the rise in central
city house prices. The pressure was
really on for the old tenants to get
out -- even if the houses just stood
empty, while they coasted upward in
value. The old street commmity

was being wrecked, and replaced by
rich middle-class property owners

-- which hardly helped the students
or the academics of Oxford, whom

the colleges nominally ought to have
cared about. ''Dons' were being forc-
ed to take out punitive mortgages

in their middle years. A highly-
regarded Professor next door to us
was squeezed far out into the sub-
urbs while all the money he had
spent on the house and garden vanish-
ed into the coffers of his own col-
lege.

In this way, the house next door
to us got sold -- to a small-time ex-
ploiter, who packed it with rowdies
who kept people awake night after
night, while he was living somewhere
else. He also hired in people to
bang and thump after working hours,
"improving his property'. Our whole
end of the street was going mad with
the unceasing disturbances. The sur-
rounding ten households signed a
petition to the owner calling on him

SEX AND VIOLENCE
ARE (OVE AND DEATH
1IN THEIR MOST

COMMERC(AL FORM:

to stop wrecking their living and
working conditions. There were com-
plaints to the Public Health, etcet-
era. Without result. I was losing
sleep. I couldn't think to write.

An 84-year-old, one-eyed woman
living over the road hobbled across
one night waving her walking stick,
threatening to push in a window,
she was so distraught. We deterred
her, and ... we did it for her.

When the row started up one evening
after daughter Jessie had gone to
bed, and we were eating supper,

we said, '"Okay, that's it", and in a
co-ordinated 45-second operation
Judy and I took out all his windows,
front and back, with bricks and a
hammer, and went back to get on with
our supper.

SFR: That reminds me ..
other chip butty?

WATSON: Thanks . Soon police
boots were pounding around the block,
hunting the assailants. And eventu-
ally a couple of passing police
knocked on our door, and said, ''Do
you happen to know anything about

an

. have an-

"Yes, we did it'", said Judy and I.

The policeman staggered back,
amazed.

"Then ... then ..." he gasped,
"I arrest you for criminal damage.'

So off we were hauled to the cop
shop, and Jessie too, pulled out of
bed by a sudden infusion of police-
women, and even her Rupert Bear.

We explained what had been going
on, and they said they'd lock us up
for the night unless we promised not
to go back and do it again. Judy re-
fused, but I pointed out that since
all the windows were already bpoken,
we couldn't possibly do it again.

So they phoned for a taxi for us.

Presently the case came up in
court. We hadn't been in a court
before, so we sat in on the previous
case to observe procedure, then I
defended us. We were let off with
no fine and no court costs, and the
police prosecuting officer came over
afterwards and said, "I should like
to congratulate you on your lucid
presentation of the evidence, and,
what's more, on having done the deed
in the first place." But we did
have to refund the damage. So I
claimed it from the Inland Revenue
as a tax-deductible business expense,
since the disturbance had been inter-
fering with work and lowering my in-
come, and I had taken action to de-
fend my business. While pointing
out that there are grounds in law
for disallowing this sort of thing,
the Revenue agreed to accept it this
time.

But Oxford was Poison City now,
because what had happened had direct
economic roots in the bahaviour of
the colleges. What had always been
latent, in happier times, now be-
came manifest. When we left, the
street was like a row of gaping rot-
ten teeth, about to be crowned with
gold. It's educational, becoming a
criminal. Immediately one joins the
majority of the population.

SFR: I know, I know. Later on,
they got me for blowing up my col-
lege ... But if we could diverge
wildly, onto the subject of writing?
Let's try the traditional questions
-- like why do you write, and why
write science fiction?

WATSON: I reach a larger audience
than by talking to people individual-
ly. So I can disseminate ideas more
widely. In the past, maybe I would
have been a traveling preacher or a
peripatetic philosopher.

Because
(Or at

Why science fiction?
it's a thinking literature.
least it can be.)

SFR: By '"a thinking literature' do
you imply that (as an ''ideas'' man)
you find complex ideas can be put
over without so much gift-wrapping--
so mamy concealing layers of meta-
phor, as would be necessary outside
science fiction?

WATSON: To answer with a metaphor:
at the Annual Horticultural Show in
Moreton Pinkney this year, one of
the table flower arrangements was
censured for having the "mechanics
showing'" if you squinted closely
enough; I don't agree with this way
of judging flower arrangements.

SFR: Your fans will all be aware
that at that very show, you were
awarded the Winifred Jackson Memor-
ial Perpetual Challenge Cup for the



Best Front Flower Garden, yet another
coming amendment to your ENCYCLOPAED-
IA OF SF entry! But, SF ... actual-
ly vour first book JAPAN: A CAT'S
EYE VIEW, wasn't SF, was it? I also
had the impression you'd written

some odd things to keep the, er,
thoat from the door -- when we first
met in the early 70s, you remarked
with a curled lip that a certain
Priest who shall remain nameless had
written soft-porn potboilers, but
aristocratic Watson wouldn't lower
himself to write less than hard porn.

WATSON: I didn't write A CAT'S EYE
VIEW to keep the wolf from the door.
I was being well-paid by the Japan-
ese Ministry of Education at the
time. The project was suggested by
a Japanese educational publisher.
Their Government had actually paid
(!) to fly our tabby cat out to Tok-
yo with us -- and a Japanese classic
of daily life in the Meiji Era (just
after Japan was forcibly opened to
the West) is I AM A CAT, by Natsume
Soseki: contemporary life seen
through a cat's eyes. So I decided
to write a 1960s version of Tokyo
life, seen through a British cat's
eyes. The book has gone on selling
ever since.

I wrote another one for the same
publisher in 1977: JAPAN TOMORROW --
a science fiction storybook for the
same high school market, about alter-
native futures for Japan.

SFR: Now, let's hear the bit our
readers are waiting for.

WATSON: Hard Porn, ah ... In a toy-
shop in Tokyo called Kiddyland, which
catered to the American army, we
picked up almost all of the innova-
tive Essex House novels -- innovative
in the sense that they were an at-
tempt to produce speculative, intel-
ligent, artistic, satirical, social-
ly critical pornography. (So of
course the series was squashed, as
soon as the controlling company re-
alized what was going on -- subver-
sion through sex.) This was porno-
graphy as attack, not as wank-fantasy.
As in my THE WOMAN FACTORY, a novel
of woman's liberation. A contract

is being signed right now, with Play-
boy Paperbacks, for a new and improv-
ed edition, with a totally rewritten
storyline. In the retrospect of 10
years, the book could do with rewrit-
ing. This will be the first English
language edition.

And if I might say so, THE WOMAN
FACTORY is one of the reasons why I
don't have a literary agent. Arriv-
ing back in the UK, and believing
that all real writers have agents,
though knowing that this novel was a
dead cert for Olympia Press, I got
an agent (who shall be nameless) to
market it. (He did, incidentally,
occupy the floor beneath Olympia

Press, in Soho.) About a year later
when I wanted to know what had hap-
pened, he revealed that he had sub-
mitted it unsuccessfully ... Well,
not exactly to the Society for the
Propagation of Christian Knowledge
and to Oxford University Press, but
almost. Had he popped upstairs with
it, to Olympia? Not likely. So I
sent the book myself to Olympia;
they said, "Great!' and zoomed it
straight over to the New York office
-- and a couple of weeks later we
saw a newspaper article about how
Olympia Press had just gone bankrupt.

Your remark about my aristocrat-
ic mien is interesting, since this
can only be a product of inner grace.
The only aristocrats I resemble are
Swinburne and Toulouse-Lautrec, both
of whom were dwarfs. (As am I, due
to my Northern working class origin.)
A la lanterne, les aristos!

SFR; Turning with an immense effort
back to science fiction . One of
the impressive things about your
first novel THE EMBEDDING is the dis-
play of expertise in numerous areas
-- the traditional space flight and
alien contact, yes, but also politics
and anthropology and underdeveloped
countries and, especially, linguis-
tics. Was all this part of your ex-
isting intellectual furmniture, or
was some swotted up for the novel?

WATSON: The politics '"began' after
I left the gilded pleasaunce of Ox-
ford University life for the Social-
ist Republic of Tanzania. The pos-
sibility of writing something mean-
ingful began then too -- since my
greatest dream in Oxford as a stu-
dent had been to write decadent beau-
teous prose: a mixture of Beardsley,
Huysmans, Walter Pater and Ronald

Firbank -- though the necessi% of
writing science fiction only became
fully apparent when we got to Japan.
I began writing science fiction,
deep in future shock at the Japanese
21st Century landscape of high-tech
toys and eco-horror, as a survival
mechanism. The anthropology and

linguistics came largely when I was
teaching future studies back in Birm-
ingham, in the company of a psychol-
ogist and semiotics fellow, and a
social anthropologist. I was self-
taugnt, since Oxford didn't teach me
any language theory, but only Lit.
Crit. and the history of sound changes
from Anglo-Saxon onwards, and how to
translate Middle English texts about
nuns' underwear. THE EMBEDDING grew
out of my own discovery of the '"soft"
sciences at the time, plus the pol-
itical impetus of having lived in a
developing country in the third world

SFR; So that's what you brought from
outside the science fiction genre?
What about influences from outside,
if any?

WATSON: While I was lying about on
Oxtord lawns reading Emest Dowson
with one hand, with the other I was
schizophrenically clutching van Vogt.
But science fiction seemed a bit
like masturbation, a furtive pleasure
which must be kept secret. I only
got my head together about science
fiction in Tokyo, where it was a
tool for survival -- though I had
been reading the genre since I was
eleven or twelve. I tend to have
been influenced by the genre as a
whole, rather than by a short list
of books and authors.

SFR: But if you had to draw up a
short list of authors you admire?

WATSON: As of now: Michael Bishop,
Barrington Bayley, Philip Dick (mid-
dle period), John Brunner, for examp-
le. My very favourite book is David
Lindsay's A VOYAGE TO ARCTURUS, and
indeed I wanted (and it's still my
ambition) to write the sequel to
this. I wrote two chapters of the
sequel, but Gollancz deterred me
from continuing -- and they own the
copyright. To me, my chapters seem-
ed like Lindsay reborn, though not,
alas, to Gollancz. I was told that
my idea of Lindsay wasn't their idea
of Lindsay. Lindsay is atmospheric;
Ac-

I am philosophical, said they.
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tually, this shows a thorough misun-
derstanding of Lindsay, and as far
as I'm concermed, what I wrote is
still Lindsay Reborn. This is a pro-
ject that I will take up again one
day, such as when ARCTURUS goes in-
to public domain in about 1990....

SFR: Watson and ARCTURUS, good
grief! Sounds like your earlier
novels with their yoking together of
wildly different elements. We've
mentioned THE EMBEDDING -- in THE
JONAH KIT there's whale communication
plus mind transfer plus extremely far-
out cosmology, and of course, the
unlikely connection shows up right in
the title of THE MARTIAN INCA. Any
profound comments?

WATSON: It wasn't a deliberate

trick. It's just the way I think.
Possibly, as regards narrative inter-
weaving, I was influenced by Graham
Greene, possibly by the structure of
Wagner's music dramas with their leit-
motifs. I read a lot of Greene and
listened to a lot of Wagner, once.

SFR: Let's have a look at the Themes
of your work to date, your Messages
for Mankind, all that. The obvious
theme is the examination of reality,
starting with mere different view-
points in the earlier books, through
a kind of transition period in ALIEN
EMBASSY (various official realities
for various levels of enlightenment),
to the sequence starting with MIRACLE
VISITORS where the ground gets treach
erous underfoot and objective reality
becomes more and more dubious. In
VISITORS people can't grasp the
"higher reality' of strange phenomena
like UFOs without becoming part of
it and thus strange, non-objective
phenomena themselves. Later, in
GOD'S WORLD and GARDENS OF DELIGHT,
whole realities have to be created
from scratch by an act of imagina-
tion before they can be explored ...
I remember you saying those last

two were essentially mirror images

of each other because -- but you put
these things much more beautifully
than I could hope to.

WATSON: You're right about the 'tran
sition period" in my books, though I
myself would tend to say that MIRACLE
VISTTORS marks the transition. The
books up to then had been about the
nature of reality, consciousness and
perception, yes, but they were in a
sense ''innocent' books. They pro-
ceeded quite spontaneously (albeit
plotted in advance). I, the author,
was safely outside the reality prob-
lems confronting the characters.

By which I mean that I was involved
in my characters' destinies, but my
own destiny wasn't in danger. Where-
as in MIRACLE VISITORS (which the
themes of the earlier books led to)

I myself was embroiled, as author,

in the problem of ''the reality of
reality'. And if I hadn't solved it,
by completing the book, I feared
that I wouldn't be able to write any-
thing honestly again. In a sense,
this is a problem that confronts

any author who begins to worry about
the nature of the reality that he or
she is creating in a book. One ans-
wer is to begin writing ''meta-texts',
fiction about fiction, meta-litera-
ture. But in my case the problem of
the reality, and explicability, of
the universe itself.

So, as you say, in GW and THE
GARDENS OF DELIGHT, the whole caboodle

has to be created from scratch --
hauled up by its own bootstraps.
(Just as physical existence itself
is hauled up, perhaps, by its own
bootstraps.) GW and GARDENS are mir-
ror images in the sense that, in the
former, the journey to an objective
alien world is presented as a journ-
ey through imaginative space, the
physical starship journey being also
a journey through the imagination --
whereas, in the latter, the creators
(who are also the inhabitants) of the
alien Bosch-world have to imagine
(and create) a human starship arriv-
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ing there, in order to understand
their own reality.

SFR: The '"transition period" also
seems to mark a division between
books dealing with social and polit-
ical reality, and later ones wherc
this emphasis vanishes in favour of
metaphysics -- more and more ab-
stract ....

WATSON: This isn't really true, be-
cause the books form an evolutionary
sequence (or at least I hope so!).

It would have been quite possible to
dish up another third world/conscious-
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ness novel -- but this would have
been just repetition; it wouldn't
have been an honest exploration of
the themes inherent in the earlier
books. It would have been the mere
production of a 'politically cor-
rect'" commodity. By taking my themes
off Earth for a while, into the out-
er space ''laboratory', I've worked
my way round ('by a commodius vicus
of recirculation', as James Joyce
put it) back to the triple theme of
the nature of reality, power and its
misues, and utopia/dystopia, in
DEATHHUNTER. Also, the flip-side of
political commitment and criticism



of abuses is, in fact, the yearning
for utopia. (Politics may be the
art of the possible, but Socialism
is at heart the striving for utopia)
Insofar as GW and GARDENS represent
two very different, and not necessar-
ily trustworthy, utopias, they are
part of the earlier progression, the
search for the earthly paradise.

SFR: These two in particular also
contain fairly complicated exposi-
tions of "God" and the universe,
which take up a good many words. Do
you think this is why some critics
accuse you of being arid, of simply
lecturing?

WATSON: Well, I've been accused of
that -- but on the other hand I've
also been praised for precisely the
opposite. I think it all depends on
the level of ambition of the reader,
or critic. There's also such a thing
as fixed ideas among critics and re-
viewers. For example, in a THRUST
interview with J.G. Ballard, when
they happen to discuss my books in
passing ... now, where is it?

(He searches through his tool
kit, tossing thanatoscopes and es-
chatometers out onto the ground.)

Oh, yes, here we are. The inter-
viewer says to Ballard: 'So you're
still, to put it crudely, an 'ideas'
man rather than a 'style' man? Some
people have faulted Watson as a lit-
erary stylist'. And Ballard answers
in puzzlement, 'He's got a good style,
hasn't he? He's a good descriptive
writer ... He can set a scene. 1
think he's got a good style..." The
point being, that Jim Ballard didn't
know till then that I was supposed
to have an 'arid'" style, or lack of
it. He'd just been reading the books
themselves. No one had told him.

No one had injected this bit of crit-
ical colouring into his appreciation.
So maybe it isn't true at all.

SFR: But how does a 'fashionable"
judgment like that become fashion-
able?

WATSON: Well, I've spoken out in
favour of '"ideas-fiction", and have
written several polemical essays
about science fiction as a 'didactic"
literature: It's assumed that I'm
simply making a virtue of my own
"faults" and it's assumed further-
more that my characters must be dif-
ferent from the warm, breathing per-
sonae one is conned into accepting
into one's bosom, elsewhere. People
associate ideas with dryness, and
oppose this in a simple binary way
to warm human emotion, characteriza-
tion, well-crafted style. This is
as simple-minded as a traffic light
switching from red to green.

SFR: 1'd wondered about a connec-
tion between ambition and complexity

of GOD'S WORLD and what I'd heard
about its taking-a long time to sell
in paperback?

WATSON: GW sold British paperback
rights very quickly, for the highest
advance to date, or since. (The re-
cession started shortly afterwards.)
It didn't sell at all in America.

No doubt one of the reasons for that
is that GW is a somewhat up-market
book. But I was also messed around
imcredibly for ages by a certain Big
Name Editor over there, and if a nov-
el hasn't sold after a while in Amer-
ica, there's a certain tendency to
regard it as having gone stale or
sour. Like yesterday's doughnut.

SFR: 1s GW your favourite book?
Have you a favourite book amongst
your own? Also though here it may
be Fifth Amendment time, I wonder
whether you have a least favourite
Watson book...?

WATSON: Which is my favourite fing-
er? I would rather rephrase this:
Which book am I most emotionally
connected with, still? (Though even
this is false, as it suggests that

I have divorced myself from the
others.) But . well, MIRACLE VIS-
ITORS was the most dangerous book to
write. Not merely because UFOs start-
ed manifesting themselves closer and
closer to Oxford, as though they
were homing in on me, but because of
what I said earlier.

My least favourite book is a pre-
tentious novel I wrote in Oxford as a
student, called THE INFANT GLADIATOR.
It strove mightily for effect, but I
was merely writing. (Oscar Wilde, to

his Aunt: 'My dear, one doesn't
write about things. One merely
writes.

SFR: Chris Priest and you have had
rousing arguments on approaches to
science fiction: To summarize with
all my characteristic crudity, it
seemed to be Watson the Didactic Vs.
Priest the Aesthetic. 'Neither pre-
cedes the other, but aesthetics,
rendered sufficiently high, can
trounce didacticism any time!'' said
Chris in FOUNDATION 10. Now, five
years after that stage of the debate,
how do the positions look to you?

WATSON: well, we did start that off,
as co-editors at the time, to get a
rousing debate going. The Didact
versus Aesthete business really con-
ceals an underlying political bias,
which really came to the fore when
my dear, misguided mate Chris pro-
claimed at the Leeds convention, dur-
ing the debate on whether science
fiction should support causes, that
Britain is an occupied country '(oc-
cupied by America) and that we could
not, and should not, try to do any-
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thing to change this, even if we all
get blasted into radioactive dust as
a result. This is the bankruptcy of
the supposedly autonomous aesthetic
stance. No wonder he likes the band

Status Quo:

SFR: ouch, I hope that's just a
snide comment on poor old Chris rath-
er than a suggestion that didactic
writers such as the later Heinlein
stand to the left of the mere aes-
thetes .

WATSON: You've got me there, squire
Cunning devil, aren't you?

SFR: No comment. A word more on ac-
tual writing, now --- your settings,
for example. Although you've got a
nice line in Third World locales,
I'm surprised we don't see more use
of your experiences of science-fic-
tional Tokyo?

WATSON: I have used Japan a fair
bit, in THE JONAH KIT and then in
UNDER HEAVEN'S BRIDGE with Mike Bish-
op. But I don't really write auto-
biography, you see. I'd just as soon
steep myself in a country I've never
been to, and then invent it. ''Ima-
gination is not memory', said Wil-
liam Blake; and if we can't invent
unvisited countries on our own globe,
say I, then how on Earth are we go-
ing to invent alien planets?

SFR: Let me have a tiny pinch of
salt for my chip butty before I ask
about Watson Characters ... The
ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF SF, here a mere
mouthpiece of Peter Nicholls, would
have it that your characters are
mostly afflicted with anomie to the
point where they become indisting-
uishable. How do you plead?

WATSON: Actually, most people are
indistinguishable from each other,
most of the time. They are in a
ground state, and tend to collapse
back constantly into the ground
state, from their brief moments of
high existence. Constant high exis-
tence, and wildly differentiated in-
dividuality, is a consoling artistic
fiction ... of novels, films, plays.
A theme of my books is the self-re-
programming of human consciousness,
to escape from this ground state.

SFR: Speaking of differentiated in-
dividuality, I must say that liter-
ary collaboration has fascinated me
ever since I first shared a bottle
of plonk: How did the Bishop/Watson
novel UNDER HEAVEN'S BRIDGE come
about? The aliens in it are pure
Bishop (from CATACOMB YEARS and A
LITTLE KNOWLEDGE); their cybernetic
God is pure Watson. I had visions of
it starting with a phone call: 'Hey,
Ian, can you do me some metaphysics?
or "Hey, Mike, can I borrow some
aliens until next Thursday?"




WATSON: I was fascinated by Mike's
alien Cygnusians in CY and ALK and
wrote -- we write to each other fre-
quently -- asking if he was going to
do a story set on their home world,
since they certainly deserveq it.

He said he wasn't planning such, but
why didn't I do it, or why didn't we
both do it together? So I nipped out
and did some research on 61 Cygni
(separation of the binary stars, spec-
tral classes, etc.) and discovered
to my dismay that we couldn't use

61 Cygni after all. So I invented
the Gemini system instead, and wrote
sections of the tale (which was go-
ing to be a novella at this stage)
and mailed them to Mike. Looking at
the sections I wrote, in retrospect,
it doesn't really seem to me as
though T wrote them at all -- as I
was doing my best to think in Bish-
opese at the time. I'd say we can
both do that for each other. Though
we've never met, or even spoken on
the phone, we can become a two-head-
ed entity; so it isn't all that easy
to dissect out who did what.

Anyway, Mike expanded what I'd
written, altering and mutating it,
and I added in extra chapters (such
as the Prologue, or Chapter 20 for
example, where the Kybers try to
scale the platform to escape; Mike
thought this had surfaced from my un-

conscious memory of news footage of
the last US troops scrambling for
the last helicopter out of Saigon,
and I think he might have been right.
I arrived at the 2nd French SF Cong-

" ress in Angouleme, after two days

out of touch, to find everyone in

the hotel lounge staring at the TV
screen, just as the last helicopter
was lifting off.) We both polished
the text, and it was all done, pretty
speedily and without problems or dis-
agreements. The book grew outwards
organically from a centre, rather
than being written chapter by chap-
ter, turn by turn.

SFR: Onward to your newest book,
DEATHHUNTER, which grew from your
(damm good, I thought) short "A
Cage for Death" ....

WATSON: The story in OMNI, yes.
Actually, the novel has some of the
same scenes, but otherwise, a dif-
ferent setting entirely, and charac-
ters are shifted around and renamed.
DEATHHUNTER is an expansion of the
idea, rather than of the text of the
story. Chapter One of DEATHHUNTER
is by no means "A Cage for Death",
in the way that "Of Mist, and Grass,
and Sand" is Chapter One of DREAM-
SNAKE.

SFR: I suppose the novel and short
story forms are so different that

the odds are against such an approach
working.

WATSON: Well, exactly. If a short
story works successfully as a story,
then simply making it into Chapter
One of a novel verbatim by no means
guarantees a successful novel. If
anything, the opposite is likely!

SFR: Just been reading proofs of
DEATHHUNTER (got my chip butty wrap-
ped in them, actually): I liked the
way an almost conventional and vague-
ly satirical narrative suddenly
starts throwing up disorienting
shocks, beginning with the onstage
appearance of Death itself (from
""Cage'') and then topping even that
several times. An accessible book,
especially since the point of death,
and after, must be where metaphysics
becomes important to eveExone. An
”innocentw? spontaneous book, or
another which dragged you into its
questions?

WATSON: Midway between the two, I'd
say. DEATHHUNTER grew from a short
story which ended with a massive
question mark: What on Earth hap-
pens next? So initially, this was

a narrative, story-telling challenge,
rather than a metaphysical question
mark. The novel really grew out of
the image, of the death-creature
caged -- rather than any pre-exist-

13

ing theory about death. But then
the solving of the problem required
relocating the action of the story,
into a society much more occupied
with their own theory of death. Out
of which the narrative of the novel
could then evolve. Then spontaneous
narrative took over, since the ending
of the book -- the last 2 chapters --
came as a complete double surprise

to me.

SFR: Me too. Now, all I know of

the novel after DEATHHUNTER is that

you've mentioned a '‘comic'' approach
. that right?

WATSON: Yes, that's the book we're
talking about. It's a slapstick com-
edy, concerning the theme of the su-
perhuman. Maybe there's too much
slap and not enough stick? But it
was the book that I felt like writ-
ing at the time. Now I'm in the
preliminary stages of a wholly new
science fiction novel, about which
all I'm prepared to say is that it
is set in 19th Century Russia. I'm
back from off-world, with a vengeance.

SFR: But your next book is in fact
your first attempt at editing an
anthology, PICTURES AT AN EXHIBI-
TION. This, as I know too well, has
one of the most warped approaches
of any original anthology I've met.
What sparked it off?

WATSON: This is to be published by
Lionel Fanthorpe's Grey stoke Mobray
publishing venture. Until I met Lion-
el my kneejerk reaction was, 'God,
that foul hack!'" Fifteen seconds
after meeting him, I realized he's

a wonderful human being. He was
wanting to publish an original anth-
ology ... We batted ideas around,
and as I'd just written GARDENS, set
in a Bosch painting, I thought of all
the other paintings that it would be
interesting to enter, hence the orig-
inal idea. But they needed a frame-
work, and this emerged from the fer-
tile brain of Roger Campbell, a mem-
ber of the Norwich Science Fiction
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Group. And a very ingenious frame-
work it is indeed. By a marvelous
synergy, all the stories by differ-
ent hands fit this framework, and
dovetail into each other wonderful -
ly, even though they're all quite
independent of each other at the
same time. Mike Bishop explores the
ambiguous world of Magritte, Chris
Morgan the heroic landscape of Fraz-
etta. And David Langford has done
Durer, but as to the framework which
Explains All, I'm not giving the
game away!

SFR: What about the anthology
CHANGES, with Michael Bishop?

WATSON: 1It's part original and part
reprint, and should appear from Ace
Books in the summer of 1982. 1It's
about sudden metamorphosis. We've
got original stories from Richard
Cowper, Tom Disch and Ursula Le Guin
already in; we have promises from
George R.R. Martin and Chris Priest.
Harlan Ellison read a story over the
phone to my co-editor, but unfortun-
ately, Mike doesn't have a speak-
writer attached to his phone, and
we haven't bcen able to extract the
words in written form from H.E.....

SFR: Um. Speaking of metamorphosis,
haven't I heard that word or one very
similar mentioned in connection with
your ''slapstick' book?

WATSON: Yes, METAMDRPHOSIS (as in
Ovid's) is the title of the slap-
stick book. Whose fate is unpredict-
able.

SFR: Does that (in conjunction with
the fact that your anthologies are
first appearing from other publish-
ers) imply that not all your future
novels may be issued, as tradition-
al, by Gollancz?

WATSON: (Mouth crammed with chip
butty, he failed to answer.)

SFR: We've heard from Watson the
Novelist, the Didact and the Edit-
or -- after standing as Helmdon's
Labour candidate in the May council
elections (and getting a respectable
third of the vote, too), what does
Watson the Politician have to say?

WATSON: I would like to see a soc-
ialist government in Britain. Mich-
ael Foot has proved to be a disap-
pointment; he has waffled and be-
trayed the cause of unilateral nuc-
lear disarmament to which he was com-
mitted. Conceivably Tony Benn may
betray his principles too, once he
is in a position of real power --
though I sincerely hope not. But if
so, there will be others who will

put into practice what they have
preached.

SFR: But what about your own cam-
paign?
WATSON: Heroic stuff. Judy and I

canvassed 29 villages, in blizzards
and freezing rain and other manifest-
ations of the British spring. Apart
from help from some leafleteers,
there were only us two. But instead
of sitting back laughing, the Tories
pulled out all the stops: Setting
up committee rooms, laying on trans-
port to take sick, mummified and se-
nile voters to the booths. The tumn-
out was very high, so I think we prob-
ably got the maximum possible Labour
vote in this political Blue Hole,
but the Tories likewise whipped up a
huge turnout ...

SFR: Less earth-shaking but more
science-fictional, you recently be-
came UK rep of the SFWA. Do you
think we mere ''overseas members'' can
have a worthwhile influence on this
often US-chauvinist organization?

WATSON: SFWA is a slightly disorgan-
ized organization at times. I may
be the British Rep, but I've been
missed out of the Membership Direct-
ory, and my new computer mailing la-
bel altogether omits the name of
the place where I live. Which makes
it miraculous that the mail still ar-
rives, penciled with queries and
speculations by the post office.

But SFWA is getting itself sorted
out. And of course, overseas mem-
bers can have an influence -- in pro-
portion to the number who join. If
everyone who is eligible in Britain,
Europe, etc., joins ... then it'll
become a different kind of organiza-
tion, and all to the good.

SFR: What do you think of the
science fiction market today?

WATSON: The British market is still
on its knees because of that crip-
pling element, Blue Thatcherite.

The situation in America seems reas-
onably healthy. Some publishers are
axeing, but others are expanding.
Some magazines go under but others
are emerging, or being reborn.
GALAXY could well be refinanced
again soon, for example. OMNI is
spinning off a new science fiction
magazine.

SFR: Mearwhile, do you ever find
that shadow of market requirements
falling between the idea and the
reality -- the ideal and the finish-
ed novel? (Or between the novel
and the large advance?)

WATSON: What large advance? On the
whole, I write what I want to write.
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Subsequent editorial suggestions are
often quite helpful ones -- helpful
to the work itself. To a reasonable
extent, one can create one's audi-
ence, though admittedly there are a
lot of adverse market pressures
around. Well, there are also quite
a lot of markets, too. For instance,
right now the Germans are getting
fed up to the teeth with horror and
with dumb science fiction. As one
zone sinks so another rises.

SFR: I hope that's true. As for
being fed up to the teeth, what's
your favourite way to make chip but-
ties?

WATSON: I use oven-cook chips, my-
self. Incidentally, there's a good
pub in Daventry (near Moreton Pink-
ney) that sells chip butties.

SFR: Last question.
I'm going to say it. They all say
it. There is no escape from it.

OK, I'll say it now. Do you plan to
carry on writing science fiction?

WATSON:
SFR: Thank you, Ian Watson.

I'm afraid

Yes.

FOOTNOTE FOR THE WATSON INTER-
VIEW:

The chip butty is supposed to be
ever such a working-class delicacy,
asymptotically approaching the ideal
of a foodstuff made from pure starch.
A butty ts a sandwich; the chips
within are the traditional British
staple which Americans mysteriously
call French fries. Only masters of
our Chipshop Guild can achieve that
special pale-green translucency
which is the glory of the British
chip. Disgustibus nom disputandwm.
(DRL)

DEATHHUNTER
Gollancz, £6.95, 173 pp., 1981
REVIEWED BY DAVE LANGFORD

This one comes as a pleasing
surprise to those afraid Watson was



getting ever more remote and eru-
dite: While not as ambitious as
(say) GOD'S WORLD, this metaphysical
thriller is his most accessible
book for a while. Perhaps this is
because the aspect of metaphysics
under scrutiny is the inevitably
interesting one of Life After Death.

DEATHHUNTER opens with a rapidly,
often wittilysketched '"utopia' con-
taining the expected whiff of some-
thing rotten. The Good Life arises
from the philosophy of the Good
Death: The creed is that, dying,
you vanish like a turned-off TV pic-
ture and that the proper thing to
do is accept this. 'You should go
gently into that good night'. Psy-
chiatrists are now ''death guides"
leading the aged and sick into this
approved frame of mind, without fear,
without hope, before voluntary euth-
anasia. With fear of death abolish-
ed, evils like war have somehow
vanished too; but it's made plain
that the creative arts have likewise
bitten the dust. Even afterlife re-
search is taboo, since its findings
might shake the dogmas of the Houses
of Death.

The eponymous (love that word)
Jim Todhunter is a misfit death
guide corrupted by "wrong thoughts'.
Perhaps the only good death is a vi-
olent one; perhaps something out
there feeds on souls which fail to
make a quick getaway? Onward to my
favourite SF image of the year, seen
separately in Watson's short "A
Cage for Death' (OMNI). Lured by
synthetic corpse-sweat and EEG re-
cordings of the ''thanatos rhythm'",
Death itself is caught fluttering
like a great red moth in an infinite
enclosure of mirrors ...

Dozens more cards await up the
Watson sleeve. A cure for cancer,
out-of-the-body journeyings, glimpses
into C.S. Lewis-like hells of one's
own desires, a whisky-swilling angel,
cosmic revelations which flip the
universe inside out and back again.
0dd inconsistencies of logic and
character are strewn with seeming
carelessness: Clues to the unexpect-
ed ''true'" reality, the carpet from
beneath which is pulled in the pen-
ultimate chapter. This provokes ad-
miration as Watson cuts the ground
from under critics of his character-
ization (you can almost hear him
chuckle), and simultaneously gives
the dreadful grey feel of that old
cop-out which goes ''Suddenly, he re-
alized he had dreamt it all!'' Ah,
but then there comes another surprise
in the final chapter.

Things and events can't be dis-
missed as unreal, Watson seems to
say, merely because they lurk in
"imagination space'. You might
have to create your own afterlife
by an act of imagination when the

time comes; what happens to you
could even be influenced by Watson's
imaginings in DEATHHUNTER, in which
case you'll find yourself afterliv-
ing in very interesting times.

This is the book to give people
who think they don't like Ian Watson
khkhkhkkhkhkhkkhkhkhkkhkhkkhkhhkkhkkkhkkhkkhhkkkkhk
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SCIENCE FICTION QUIZ
COMPILED BY ROBERT SABELLA

Each of the following is the
first line of a famous science fic-
tion story. Your job is simply to
identify the stories. The answers
are on page 21.

1. His name was Gael Dornick and he
was just a country boy who had
never seen Trantor before.

2. There is a hollow, holey cylind-
er running from hilt to point in
my machete.

3. It was the year of the fourth
Nondepression.

4. 1 can't really say that I knew
her, certainly not the way Seroff
knew Isadora.

5. Supposedly his late wife Sybille
was on her way to Zanzibar.

6. I am a very old man; how old I
do not know.

7. '"Tonight we're going to show you
eight silent ways to kill a man."

8. Never buy anything at a second-
hand organbank.

9. I'm a baitman.

THE
CORPORATION
STRIKES BACK

A NEW EROTIC SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL
BY RICHARD E. GEIS

THE STAR WHORES SAGA CONTINUES---
Toi King, Sex Guild Companion, 1is
kipnapped by the corporation she

frustrated in STAR WHORES. Taken
to Phallus, the pleasure planet,

injected with a new, powerful sex
drug, enslaved, she must make her
escape and seek a terrible revenge.

NOW AVAILABLE

$4.00 per copy

10. Roum is a city built on seven
hills. ORDER FROM:
11. Two glass panes with dirt be- SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW
tween and little tunnels from P.0. BOX 11408
cell to cell: When I was a kid PORTLAND, OR 97211
I had an ant colony.
12. There are always those who ask,
what is it all about?
13. It is three-thousand light-years THEORETICALLY
to the Vatican. | UNDERS TAND
o - ; WOMEN, BUT (N
14. Lije Baley had just reached his 4
desk when he became aware of R. _ﬁf‘\,\;— TME |
Sammy watching him expectantly. V.
. TRoUsLE
15. I was busy translating one of

my MADIGRALS MACABRE into Mart-
ian on the morming I was found
acceptable.
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CI
By Clifford D. Simak
Ace, Paperback, $2.75

Closer to fable than to straight
science fiction, this award-winning
classic, now published with a new ep-
ilog, tells how humans desert Earth,
leaving behind their robots and ani-
mals. Dogs with artificially boost-
ed intelligence and the power of
speech form their own peaceful, pas-
toral civilization with the help of
the robots, who act as their hands.
The eight stories and epilog that
make up CITY cover many thousands of
years and are connected by scholarly
commentaries debating whether such
odd beings as "humans'' and such ir-
rational constructs as ''cities"
could really ever have existed or
are pure myth, invented by early Dog-
gish storytellers. Despite some out-
dated material on the technological
reasons for the disappearance of hu-
man cities (most of the stories were
written in the forties), CITY remains
one of a handful of science fiction
books that should be required read-
ing for everyone, whether they norm-
ally read science fiction or not.

INHERIT THE EARTH
By Irma Walker

Atheneum, $12.95.

Shea is, among other things, a
telepath and a pyrokinetic. Because
of her slow physical and mental mat-
uration -- in her thirties at the end
of the book, she appears to be still
in her teens -- she was thought to
be retarded so none of her family
objected when a mysterious govern-
ment agency took her off their hands,
secreting her in a mountain hideaway
where they can study her various
talents and try to figure out ways
of using them. When the hideaway is
destroyed and her captors killed,
Shea escapes and is raised by a back-
woods family in the area. Unfortun-
ately, she spends much of the rest
of the book escaping from various
factions wishing to make use of her
abilities for less than desirable
ends. INHERIT THE EARTH starts ex-
cellently, at times reminiscent of
a cross between Stephen King and El-
na Stone (VISIONS OF ESMAREE), but
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it gradually verges toward melodrama
and concludes with a series of un-
surprising revelations right out of
a 1950s EC Comic. Despite the dis-
appointing ending, however, it is
not the kind of book you can put
down once you start it.

GUARDIAN
By Thomas F. Monteleone

Fawcett, Paperbk, $2.25

OZYMANDIAS
By Thomas F. Monteleone

Doubleday, $10.95

In GUARDIAN the supercomputer
that controlled the defenses of the
Citadel in the last days of the war
that brought an end to the First Age
is rediscovered by a small band of
adventurers.

In OZYMANDIAS, it is, at its
own request, ''made human'", its mem-
ories transferred to an artificially
grown body with numerous latent
psy powers. It names itself Ozy-
mandias in honor of the poem by
Shelley, a First Age poet, and sets
out with a First Age cyborg to learn
"what it is like to be human'' and
possibly to restore the science and
civilization of the First Age. De-
spite an episodic story line and oc-
casionally jarring anachronisms in
the dialog, Monteleone's picture of
this desolate far-future world --
the Slaglands, the Mantag Depression,
the Ironfields, etc. -- are often
impressive, and Ozymandias' adven-
tures as he learns to make use of
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his powers are gripping. And from
the downbeat and inconclusive end-
ing of OZYMANDIAS, it's a good bet
that a third volume will be coming
before long.

IN THE_ HANDS OF GLORY
By Phyllis Eisenstein

Pocket Books, Paperback, $2.75.

When the Stellar Federation
broke up, twenty ships of the now
defunct Federation Patrol took over
the human-colonized planet of Amphora
ostensibly to provide protection from
the ''Outsiders'. Now Dia Catlin, a
gung-ho Patrol pilot captured and
nursed back to health by Amphoran
rebels, begins to doubt the purity
of Patrol motives, past and present,
and eventually turns her back on ev-
eryone in the Patrol, even her own
parents.

In some ways, IN THE HANDS OF
GLORY is a space opera not unlike
something out of PLANET STORIES and
a good one, at that. The only trauble
is that the treatment reminds one a
bit of a John Wayne movie turned up-
side down. That is, the ''message'
about fascist-like militarists (the
Patrol) is overly obvious, and the
heroine's ''conversion' is far from
believable. It seems apparent that,
despite the Patrol propaganda she
mouths enthusiastically at the start,
she was never really ''one of them'
and was just waiting around to have
her eyes opened to the truth.

Still, none of this really gets
in the way of the story, and there
is a bit of cynicism directed at the
rebel motives, too, perhaps to make
up for the stacked deck the Patrol
was dealt.



AT THE EYE OF THE OCEAN

By Hilbert Schenck
Pocket Books, Paperback, $2.50.

In 1840's Cape Cod, young Abel
Roon learns that he is mystically
linked to the seemingly living org-
anism that makes up the world's
oceans. Able to sense its motions
and moods as well as those of the
creatures that inhabit it, Roon be-
comes a godlike figure to those he
works with while transporting ship-
loads of escaped slaves to freedom
in Canada. Told in slow, almost
archaic first person narratives by
Roon and his bride, Hope Mayhew, and
by her parents, the story nonetheless
keeps you fascinated from first page
to last with its larger-than-life
characters and detailed picture of
19th Century life. And the final
sections have the most powerful sus-
tained emotional impact of anything
I've encountered since the last time
I saw Thornton Wilder's "Our Town''.

THE DINOSAURS
Text by William Service

Art by William Stout
Edited by Byron Preiss
Bantam, $12.95, paperback.

THE DINOSAURS consists primarily
of a series of short "dramatic nar-
ratives' of the imagined everyday
life of dozens of varieties of dino-
saurs, profusely illustrated with
Conan-style paintings and drawings.
The narratives, says Dr. Peter Dodson
in his introduction, have been creat-
ed by 'poetic license ... tempered
by facts, reasonable inferences and
restrained speculation'. The result,
while interesting, is more than some-
what frustrating, raising but not
answering countless questions. What
could make this book truly fascinat-
ing would be an additional hundred
pages of footnotes explaining what
the underlying facts are, where in-
ference ends and speculation begins,
and how much is pure poetic license.
Still, if nothing else, the book may
send a lot of people, as it did me,
heading for the library to look up
more detailed accounts of the latest
paleontological theories and discov-
eries.

RESURRECTION DAYS
By Wilson Tucker

Pocket Books, $2.75, paperback.

In some ways, RESURRECTION DAYS
seems a cross between Ron Goulart's
frothy comic novels and Eric Frank
Russell's 'bright-earthman-makes-

fools-of-bumbling-bureaucratic-
aliens' stories. But here the 'bright
earthman'' is an Indiana carpenter
killed by a train in 1943 and then, a
few thousand years in the future,
faultily resurrected to be a slave.
laborer. And the 'aliens' are the
regimented and brainwashed Amazonian
women who resurrected him to work in
a small, isolated and futuristically
self-sufficent town in the middle of
what used to be Indiana. The resur-
rectee, thinking and speaking, logic-
ally enough, in forties slang cliches,
seems to maintain a bemused air
throughout, and you get the feeling
that, regardless of his perilous ad-
ventures in trying to escape from the
bumbling Amazons, he's never really in
serious danger. All in all, an enjoy-

able but rather strange little book in

which it's often hard to tell just
how far the author's tongue is poked
into his cheek.
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A GLOW OF CANDLES
By Charles L. Grant

Berkley, Paperbk, $2.25

A macabre twist on parental pos-
sessiveness and the old saw about
turnabout being fair play; an unseen
milkman who, in addition to leaving
skim and homogenized each morning,
grants wishes in a way that reminds
one of THE MONKEY'S PAW, a desolate
computerized future world in which,
for one lone soul at least, dark pow-
ers still exist. These and nine
other novelets and short stories make
up this collection by a Nebula-win-
ning writer whose shorter works, at
their best, are reminiscent of the
darker side of an early Ray Bradbury,
both in mood and style.

Occasionally the author's self-
proclaimed love for and involvement
with Shakespeare are a bit much for
a Shakespeare hater like myself, but
those are minor problems that didn't
for a minute keep me from enjoying
immensely almost everything here, in-
cluding the author's anecdotal com-
mentaries on each story.
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BEYOND THE IMPERIUM
By Keith Laumer
Pinnacle/Tor, $2.75, Paperback.

An entire universe, past and pres-
ent, is wiped out fairly early in
this sequel to the 1962 WORLDS OF
THE IMPERIUM, but that's okay. It's
not our universe, and an infinity of
other universes on other time lines
still exist, at least for now. The
narrator, a transplanted diplomat
from our own time line, is the only
survivor because he luckily and inad-
vertently slipped into Null Time just
before the destruction. It's now up
to him to race across countless time
lines, escape from certain death a
half dozen times, find out who de-
stroyed the universe and somehow
restore it, all in the first half of
this two-novel volume. Laumer spec-
ializes in fast and furious action
with new and mind-boggling (if gob-
bledeygookish) discoveries and con-
cepts thrown in every few pages, and
BEYOND THE IMPERIUM is no exception.
It's great fun as long as you don't
stop to think too long, but then,
you probably won't have the time.
And for those who want to know how it
all started, Pinnacle/Tor will next
year be publishing the less flamboy-
ant but actually more enjoyable
WORLDS OF THE IMPERIUM itself.

STATUS QUOTIENT: THE CARRIER
By Ralph A. Sperry
Avon, $2.50, paperback.

After thousands of years on the
planet Ath, all humans but one des-
troy themselves in an inexplicable
orgy of killing. The one survivor
is an immortal 'regenerative', and,
through his slowly evolving percep-
tions, there emerges a puzzling and
often contradictory picture of Ath
before and after the destructian.
Did the humans destroy the ''imitat-
ors'", a possibly superior and cert-
ainly different race native to Ath,
or do the aliens still exist? Could
they even have played an unseen hand
in the destruction of the humans?
And what became of the Starship Pro-
ject, so near completion when the
destruction came? The answers are
never spelled out unambiguously, and
the carefully constructed, introspec-
tive first-person narrative is often
slow going, but it grabs your int-
erest on the first page and never
once lets go. For fans of 'last
man" stories, STATUS QUOTIENT: THE
CARRIER, is often reminiscent of
George R. Stewart's classic EARTH
ABIDES.



AND THEN I READ....

BY THE EDITOR

OATH OF FEALTY
By Larry Niven & Jerry Pournelle

Timescape/Pocket Books/Simon &
Shuster, $13.95

In the near future, in America,
in Los Angeles, federal and local
government is trapped in its high-
tax, high-inflation, ever-more-wel-
fare social and economic policies.
The payoff is higher crime, more
social breakdown, more social con-
flict.

In the burnt-out ruins of (I
presume) southern Los Angeles, has
been built with private money a
giant 'arcology'---a two-mile-on-
a-side, a fifth-of-a-mile-high
structure called Todos Santos which
houses and protects a quarter of a
million citizens. And to a man
they consider themselves citizens
of Todos Santos. They have develop-
ed a separate, saparatist, elitist
loyalty...a fealty...to this giant
structure, its way-of-life, its own-
ers and its leaders...and themselves.

This loyalty and this social
organization is medieval-like, and
is an insult and a contrast, and
a constant goad to the ''lesser" citi-
zens of surrounding Los Angeles who
resent the wealth, safety and happi-
ness of the residents of Todos Sant-
0s.

Ecology oriented terrorists/soc-
ialists have been attacking literal-
ly and figuratively the structure
and the culture and the ''concentrat-
ed waste of precious natural resourc-
es' inherent in Todos Santos.

As the novel begins a small band
of idealistic, misguided college
students, dressed as terrorists, car-
rying what appear to be dynamite and
a bomb, using sophisticated electron-
ic equipment to penetrate the advanc-
ed locks and telesurveilance monitors
of Todos Santos, have passed through
an outside door marked: IF YOU GO
THROUGH THIS DOOR YOU WILL BE KILLED.

One of those killed is the son
of a powerful Los Angeles Councilman.

The plot and cast of characters
in OATH OF FEALTY explore the conse-

quences of a basic social/cultural
clash, types of justice, varieties
of loyalties, of technologies, of
moralities, the value systems of in-
dividualists, competents, incompet-
ents.

The sympathies of Larry Niven
and Jerry Pournelle are with the
leaders and citizens of Todos San-
tos. They imply that a kind of ew
Medievalism is coming as a solution
to the anarchy and New Barbarism of
the present-day trends/reality. They
are hinting strongly that most citi-
zens will give up a degree of priv-
acy to insure safety, will accept
often ruthless security procedures
to insure their safety and to gain
the privilege of working in a hard-
money, self-reliant meritocracy.

This is a novel to make you
think. It challenges many precious
givens and assumptions of present-
day America. A few reviewers will
call its authors names.

But OATH OF FEALTY is excellent
science fiction--coherent, honest,
challenging, plausible, well-written.

SLOW FALL TO DAWN
By Stephen Leigh
Bantam, $2.25, 1981

An assassins guild on the plan-
et Neweden fights for acceptance
and integrity. Its leader, the
thane, has a crisis of identity and
motivation which creates climactic
problems.

Good medieval society of guilds
portrayal with the overlay of high
technology and Alliance-of-planets
diplomats in the mixture.

A small cast of characters, good
characterization, good action.

A small scale, narrow focus sci-
ence fiction novel that doesn't de-
pend on the-fate-of-mankind to hold
attention.

THE SOUL _EATER
By Mike Resnick
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