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BIRD ON THE WIRE

This 18 1t, then: my elghth and last ilssue of Vector, Desplte its long history,
T have tended to regard it as mine, to do with as I liked. HNot entirely as I
liked, of couree. That same long histery, coupled with the expectations of the
PSFA membership, does give a certaln inertia to the publicatjon. So, for
example, Vector musk be about aclence fiction. Oh, and fantasy, of course.

And the grey areas around them -- speculative literature of all kinde. Hot
forgetting filwma, TV, radio, art... Satisfying expectations is not that
limiting.

I had kwc main aims when I took over Vector. I wanted it to be a respected
literary magazline concerned with the sclence fiction fleld, and I wanted it to
be, and to be seen to be, accessible to the sembers of the BSFA. These two
alns, as you might imagine, do no always aim in the same direction. In fact
they are most of the time contradictory.

The easlest way to literary respectability ile to fill the magazine with famous
names, by begging articles and interviews from eptablished authors. Unfortu-
nately, thie 1is precisely the course that will isolate the magazine from its
readers. 18 Joe Fan going to think he stands a chance of having hls say -~ an
article or even a letter -- when Vector 1s packed out with the likes of Brian
Aldies, Christopher Priest, John Brunner, Ian Watson, Bob Shaw... and who knows
but that Iaasac Asimov’'a and Robert Heinleln's contributions are reqularly re-
jected by the pll-powerful author? Only if Jos Fan is Joe Nicholas in disquise.
So that 'easiest way' was no way for me.

On the other hand... accessibility: put in articles by the memhers. Fortunate-
ly, I am of the cpinion that the members, though not professional writers,
thomgh not famous names, are guite capable of writing good articles about
sclence fiction and fantasy -- be they closely argued thematic pleces or des-
criptions of the works of a favourite author, or whatever. 5S¢ I decided that
oy best course was to encourage the members to writa, in the confldent expecta-
tion that they would produce 'good stuff' -- and then hope that the profession—
ala would want to write to and for Veckor because of the quality they saw there
already. Optimistic, wasn't I?

Put 1 went ahead on that baeis. Without too much effort on my part, [ received
enough material to publish one or two feature articles and a clutch of short
articles pach issue, and to reject a few articles toc. When this eupply began
to dry up, and Vector's publishing freq ¥ incr d to six times a year, I
asked Paul ¥incaid to do the job 1 dldn't particularly want to do: organise the
feature articlea. This weant recelving them, asking for re-writes when necess-
ary, asking people (not necessarily just famous names) to write articles, and
rejecting them.

My wmain fault as editor was precisely my fallure ever tu get organised in any-
thing. I didn't actually mige & mailing deadline (this hasn't happened for
ages; you newcomers are spoilt -- in the old days a RBoSFA walling came as a
surprise!} but I did wies Just about every printing deadline, which caused
bi-monthly etrains in my friendship with Jahn and Eve Harvey, printing bosses.
Iit’s thanks to thelr efforts that Vector appeared on time, coupled with their
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Bird on the Wire

ablility to start printing complete pages whilet other pages were still being
pasted up, and my own developing ability to decide on the structure of an {ssue
and type the page numbers on the pages before 1'd even typed some of the pages
-- and sometimes before I'd written my own contributions. (I amazed myself

at just how accurately I could write in scribbled longhand with lots of cross-
ings out an editorial that would come ta preclsely two pages of neat typescript
—- try it some time.) Vector was always put together fasc and late. This
meant I never could organise a 'theme' iEsue, or velevant artwork for an
article. 1 don't actually regret the lack of deliberate "theme' 1ssues; a
theme would occasicnally arise spontanecusly, which seems preferable to me,
aince a spontaneoud theme 1s likely to be mouch more interesting and uwnusual
than ope imposed by an editor. 1 do regret npot getting at least title artwork
for the articles.

What d1d I achieve?

— Clean, reascnably attractive, but not wvery insplring layout and design
— Conaistency in the cover logos and general appearance

— Re-establishment of reader participation thzough the letter column and the
Standpolnt feature

— Well-known profeseional SF authors writing in spontanecusly

— A change in the tone of the magazine

The first two are relatively minor points, although I do believe that a
reasonably attractive looking magazine will find more favour with ite readers
than a scruffy one containing the same articlea. I made small changes with
every lssue, in a search for the ideal. I haven't found it, of course; spot
this ilssue's alterations.

The second two were my original aims, sc 1t might appear that I was successful.
However, 1n neither case was the level of response as high as I had hoped for,
which le not the fault of the readers or the authors. Ohviously they didn't
find encugh to stimulate them.

Of course, this begs the question of whether my aims were reascnable in the
first place.

Let's take respectabllity. By this I mean that the magazine should have an
intelligent approach to science fictional matters, not that it should become
bogged down in the current literary orthodoxy, whatever 1t might be. Thus
Vector should contain well written and informed articles, rather than "gosh-wow'
unceltical acclamations of all science fiction. This seems to me to be eminent-
ly reascnable.

Participation 1s harder to justify in terms of presenting good articles for the
conswmption of the masses. If the best articles will be written by the prof-
essionals, shouldn't Vector use articles by the profeseionals? It is likely
that the best articles will be written by the professionals, esince they are
used to writing and are intimately involved in science fiction. But, as I

zaid earlier, some cf the ‘ordinary' members of the BSFA are quite capahle of
writing good articles too, and Vector 1s one of the very few places where the
members can gee themselvea in print on the subject of seience fiction. I think
that people should be given every opportunity to write, and that it would be
wrong to cut off one of their outlets in favour of people who have other out-
lets. It's not as If the amateurs would be taking the livelihood from the pro-
fessionale, after all; VYector is not a paying market. Vector is for the BSFA
member ship, I belleve that it should be by the BSFA membership so far as is
possible.




Bird on the Wire

The fifth point -- the change in tone -- is rather interesting. Under David

wWingrove, Vector had been a literate and heavily literary magazine -- aome
would say too literary. Words like ‘ideative' tended to crop up, or 'meta-
fiction' -~ the language of the academic. However, &s with many things, the

image exceeded the reality, and Vector was not actually as densely academic as
it is remembered as being. HNonetheless, the tone was heavyweight. Mike
Dickineon didn't really have a long enough run to fully establish his presence,
but his Vectors tended to reflect his SF interests —- Ballard, Dick, the
Moorcock New Worlds -- which left the adventure lovers out in the cold. 1 came
in with impeccably neutral cradentials in SF: I hardly ever read the atuff.

Shock! Horror!

No, it's true. My regular SF reading stopped somewhere around 1976. I knew
almost nothing of SF writere who came to later prominence, such as John Varley,
Spider Robinson, Jack Chalker, Marion Bimmer Bradley, Barry Bongyear —— and for
the most part etill don't. (A short digression. A few days ago I read the
novel extract by Barry Bongyear in Omni, ancther of his space circus atories.
This bilt described how the circus's space ship, full of horses and elephants
and things got into trouble near the planet Momus. About ten 'lifeboat'

ships get away and crash on the planet's surface, during which several pecple
horses and elephants are killed. The lifeboats are scattered acroes the Bur-
face of the planet, not all together, which iB not unreasonable. But what the
people do about 1t ia pot. You'd think, wouldn't you, that they'd get together
a3 soon am poasible and pool resources, set up a community, try to radio for
help... Not these wily clrcue folk. They start to build a road. On an empty
planet? From where to where? PFrom where one lifeboat crashed to where another
crashed to where a third.... and so on. Good grief! Good grief! But I bet
that Elephant Scng is up there for the Hugo nevertheless... Borry about that,
but T had to get it out of my syetem.) I was, however, interested in novels,
and had heen catching up on the clasalcs and the more contemporary English
novels that yeara of SF reading had prevented me from reading before. I could,
therefore, bring the generalist's wider perapective to the job of editor --
though atill as a complete apateur: my Eng.Lit. studying ended with O-levels.

I was beginning to sort cut in my own mind what I was locking for in a novel

-~ a process no doubt not unlike reinventing the wheal -- and there seemed to
be no reason why I should locok for anything completely dlfferent in an SF novel.
k good SF novel should have the attributes of a good novel firat and foremost;
anything SF-ish is incidental. A novel can be good without any SF in 1t (oh
yes it gan!), but an 5F idea on ita own ie a fish out of water. It needs the
support and comfort of a novel. On the other hand, thie wae no reason to con-
demn each and every novel with a lot of SF-ish content -- which Vector, in its
search for literary gualities, seemed to be getting dangerously close tc doing
as a matter of policy.

At one time in early 19BC it seemed that almoat any book reviewed ln Vector was
going to get a panning. The reviewers seemed to think it was expected of them,
and Joe Nicholas did have a tendency to give books for review to people he knew
-- or suspected -- wouldn't like them. The reviewer of Greg Benford's Time-
scape (Vector 100) thought the book was good, but gave prominence to its faults
rather than its virtues -- and this book, may I remind you, won the Nebula and
the BoSFA awarda amidst general acclamation. I think now that the majority of
the reviews are favourable, and people are more prepared to see the good polints
of a novel. There are some novels worth xeading, and people should be told
about them.

The "wider perspactive' also enabled me to demolish the fallacious arguments
of those whc only read SF, and see all developments solely in terms of the SF
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Bird on the Wire

field, particularly with regard to style. There are selll loks of people about
wha think that 5F began with Gernsback, and that everything to do with SF
should be taken from there. Thus, so the argqument goes, although the style of
E.E. Smith looks childish today, it was appropriate and good for its time. [I
received a letter saying this enly a month or so ago.! Anyone readlng that
arguuent could be forglven for getting the distinct impression that writing
itself had only been invented a couple of years hefore! Let me list a few
contemporaries of E.E. Smith, not all of the first rate, I will grant you:
James Joyce, D.H. Lawrence, Virginia Walfe, E.M. Forster, Evelyn Wangh,
Somerset Maugham, H.E. Rates, H.G. Wells..., Even the American (detectivel
genre fiction writers Dashiell Kammett and {a little later) Raymond Chandler
knock spots off E.E. Smith when 1t comes to writing ability. (That isn't
meant to sound that patronising about Hampett and Chandler; I recommend them
both.! He @ldn't have to write like an idiot just because 5F was naw, you
know. (It wasn't even new; H.G. Walls is in my list...}

{Strangely enough, one or two people have written to me saying thar they'd
thought about wvolunteering to be editor, but they didn't think they knew
enough or had read enough 5F. As you can gee, it's not necessary. And the
ather day T was trying to pressurize Joe Nicholas into becoming editor, and
one of his reasons for declining was that he only read $F and thus wasn't
widely read encugh., These people ought to get together. Sounds auspiciously
like a load of old excuses to me.)

Kot having many SF preferences meant that I wasn't blased when it came to the
subject wmatter of paterial sent to me. Anything and everything connected
with SF, however remotely, could find a place if it was well written enough.
S0 we had G.¥. Chesterton, space elevators, feminism, nuclear disarmament,
cartoons, TV, radio, the 5F 'ghetto', critical standards, the attitudes of
publishers... all sarts of things which I found interesting, and hope you did
too.

1've enjoyed doing Vector, and I can anly hope that you've enjoyed the result
-— full of editorlial caprice as it was, such as just stopping
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THIS ESSUE THIS TS&8SUE THIS [S55UE THIS

In ‘'Godmakers and Worldshapers', Mary Gentlie examinesa the philosophical view-
pointa of 5F and fantasy authors as revealed in their works, looking particu-
larly at Shardik, the Thomas Covenant chronicles, and Lud-in-the-Mist.
Jaosephine Saxton exwpounda wpon the attitodes of publishers, adding to the
position estaklished hy Paul Xincaid last issue, and this is something that
John Brunner takes up also in the letter column. There are no Reassessments
this time —- there didn't seem to be any reviews I could steal, and the idea
is to get articles especlally written For the column -- but there is a Stand-
point entitled 'A ReaZssessment of Reassessments' by David V Barrett which
guestions the idea of the column. We got bock reviews and letters, too.

Following several complaints, the little end-of-page fillers have been reln-
stated. My thanks to Nave Langford for his assiatance in providing them.

Actually, I should say 'it'; therve is only one extract in this issue -- but
it goes on for a long time, and cantinues from end-of-page to end-of-page.
Ladiea and Gentlemen, preeeesenting March of the Robots by Leoc Brettl!Il!Ill!

Once it had landed the eilence was gone —— Ilike an illusion that 1o dest-
royed when the curtaing of a ptage are pulled aside. The silence was broken
by metallie noiees. Harah clanking, jarning, metallie noises. Things were
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GODMAKERS &
WORLDSHAPERS

FANTASY AND METAPHYSICS

Mary Gentle

God, perhaps, 15 an Anthor; certainly an author is god.

All writers inevitably imitate deities, but fantasy writers alone muat liter-—
ally play god. They are world-shapers and god-makers by profession.

To a large degree the content of any book will dictate its form. So as no
character in a noval can be athelstic regarding his or her author, writing a
book automatically producea a theistic secondary world =-- a self-contalned
universe with its own omnipotent god. Ewen the osteneibly non-religious
fantasy novels have this much of metaphysica about them. But since writers
are far from ommipotent in the real universe, thelr secondary worlda must
reflect the primary world. A secondary world will show either how the author
supposes this world to be, or how she or he would prefer it to be. That holds
true for their metaphysical concerns.

Playing god has pitfalls for the author: it isn't always wise to beacome deeply
involved in opposing beliefs. But for reader as well as writer, the best books
are processes of discovery that shake preconcelved ideas.

which is not to say that all authors have concern for that aspect of their
work. In many fantasy worlds a religicon fs just part of the background props.
Existent pantheons are ralded for thelr more colourful gods and legends and
translated into modern terms. Some writers, however, have chosen to penetrate
decper layers of meaning, fnvestigating the connexions hetween writer and
novel, and the relationship between fantasy and what for want of a better term
vwe have to call the real world.

To take some examples, books that regard the author as supreme virible power

in the secondary world often have multiple third person viewpoints -- Eddison's
Zimiamvian trilogy, and the works of James RAranch Cabell -- perhaps indicating
that they contain multitudes. There are few fantasy novels written in the first
person (in fact, I can't think of any}, perhaps because it would strain the
reader's credulity too far: to say 'I aaw a unicorn® i{s less believable than

to say 'she gaw a unicorn -- once -- long age and far away'. Richard Adams's
Shardik and Hope Mirrlees's Lud-in-the-Mist are both written in the third per-
son and from a number of viewpoints; both seem concerned with the reality of
the material world and its people’s worldly salvation. Stephen Donaldson's
Thomas Covenant trilogy (like ite ancestor, David Lindsay's A Voyage to
Arcturus} is in the third person singular, rarely straying from the maln char-
acter. Both the latter books concern themselves with the subjective wview: the
reality of the spiritual universe, where salvation is individual and to do with
the goul.



Godmakers and Worldshapers

The methods of telling the stories also differ. Shardik and Lud-in-the-Mist
both have a strong auctorial presence. In Shardik it is the tale-teller, a
historian perhaps, who i3 reconstructing the legends of Shardik‘s bear cult and
making & realistic novel from them. In Mirrlees's book it 18 the writer her-
self, quite willing to leave her protagonlsts while she makes brief and witty
excursions into the history of Dorimare and the customs of its pecple. This

is the oldest form of narrative: once upon a time... It belongs to hero
stories and falry tales. Almost fifty years lie between the publication of

the two books, but they don’t Aiffer in this,

The narrative of Covenant has a wore modern form. The reader doesn't hear the
story of the Land but instead becomes Thomas Covenant, loaking ocut of his eyves,
fitting into his personality. The author is as invisible as an author ever

can be —— not a canvas on which a picture is painted, but a glass screen
through which we witness events: events that, being mare ilmmediate, should have
greater effect. Additionally, the language of Covenant is present-day American:
we are less distanced from the book.

A fantasy secondary world ls almost always pre-Industrial Revolution in setting,
hence archaic in tone; therefore it's not surprising that many authors turn to
an archaic use of language and style. Sometimes this is integral. Eddison's
Zimiamvian books could not be written in modern English without totally chang-
ing their meaning, they need the Jacobean language Eddison re-invented. Tol-
kien's quietly formal English has inner yhythms that an influx of TV-speak
would destroy. Language is thought: in the case of fantasy, language is the
bedrock of a secondary world. As some inept writers have discoverad, there is
more to archaic language than a few 'thees' and "thous' and technical terms for
armour. To produce a convincing secondary world the writer must either use the
language with which the reader is familjar (as, in another context, Robert
Graves did with the Claudius books) or else face the task of re-inventing
language from the ground vp. This is rarely done ag well as it should be, con-
sidering how easily a jarring anachronism upsets the suspension of disbelief.

A secondary world must have more than invented language, however. Mainetream
literature has the consepsus view of the 'real'’ world which it can draw on, a
framework which can be established by a few hints as to a character's dress,
manner and financlal status; the author can then go straight on to individual
personalities. In fantasy the emphasis is as much on landscape and architec-
ture and culture as on the protagonists.

Shardik's location is pre-Babylonian, some alternate-universe Sumer or Akkad
perhaps; ruled from the imperial city of Bekla. Asa with Rome, a weakened em-
pire falls to barbarian invaders; though here the imperial system is strong
enough to re-establish itself in a slightly different form. The climate and
country are both Buropean in aspect. Ortelga, Bekla, Zakalon: these are tribes
and cities and empires that can be found in history under many names. Here
they do assemsble into a consistent whole.

It would be interesting to know just what system of authority is used in the
river settlements mentiocned at tha epd of the book. While under Bekla's nom—
inal government, their soclety appears more egalitarian than Shardik's general
survival of the politically fitteat.

Lud-in-the-Mist 1ie3 very c¢lose to 1Bth Century England, with commercial towns,
agricultural hinterland; and the ruling monarchy recently deprived of ita
power. In Mirrlees's terms, commerce and law represent rationality, arbltrary
political power represents all untameable influences: thus her society ia not
what it appears on the surface.
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Covenant settles for pre-Industrial Tolklen-country. The agriculture-based Boc—
ety is ruled by an elite of the knowledgeable Lords at Revelstone. There i
nothing, however, to prevent a Stonedowner becowing a Lord, except innate abil-
ity. It i a meritocracy: education le open to all.

In all these cases the secondary world follows very closely the template of the
primary world, There are no communist societies. There are no entirely new
alternatives, There are no new tyrannies. Even the landscapes tend to be
northern hemisphere: nc deserts, tropical rain farests, arctic wastes. HMaybe
the suspension of disbellef requires familiarity. Fantasy readers, familjar
{and by now, ocver-familiar] with the genre, could stand a little wore
originality.

hpart from language, landacape and culture, these bocks do alsc consider meta-
physical problems. How original are they in thig? Maybe it isn't £air to ask
the guestion that way -- true originality in this would produce a philosopher

as well as & novelist. Also, the highest aspiration of the secondary world
will be the story, and that's liable to be uncomfortable for the protagonista:
no one ever made a gripping novel out of "and they lived happily ever after'.
Allowinmg for that, then, how do these books interpret their authors' conclusions
about the worldy

Donaldeon's ia a universe of pitfalls. Evil is in cantrol of the world, good
belng either aheent or impotent. Everything material hae the potential for
corruption, ethical and physical. To ba ignorant is no excuse here; less
excuse, in fact, than cupldity. It's an unfashianable attitude: that we owe
it to the world we live in not to be ignorant, to know what our lives are for,
In thie universe you may be damned physically for spiritual evil. There are
no amoral tragedies -- even earthquakes and volcanoes are the result of moral
action. This harks back to the cld idea of regarding sickness, poverty and
tragedy as God'a punishment. All {llnesses -- blindness, multiple sclerosie,
heart disease -«- are names for sin. There i3 no escape from a jealous Cl4
Testament God. Humans, created imperfect, strive for a perfection that they
can never reach -- and are punished for that fajlure.

Thomam Covenant, refusing to state belief in these tenets when he hears them
preached at a revivalist meeting, finde the meeting to be only a commercial
sham. The Unbeliever can't have blind faith. That would be to betray himmelf.
Paith asks for the abdication of rational free will: to believe without knowing
why. BSo dees Lord Foul require Covenant's ambiguous white gold ring, preaching
his own doctrine that 'Despite....ls the only true fruit of experience and in-
gight.' Foul believes only in himself and his ability to manipulate power.
Faith and Corruption both ask that Covenant should give up the responsibility
for his own life. Caught between the twe, what can he do, Thomas Covenant
wha demands an "absolute answer' -- and can't let go until he has 1t?

Covenant 18 not blamelees. Yet ‘only by defeating Lord Foul could he give
meaning to the lives which had been spent in his pame, and at the same time
preserve himself.' Doubting Thomas, party to a covenant with a helpless
Creator, is still unable to use the power of the white golf, He is maved only
by a Glant's laughter, by the terrible capacity of life for survival Ln the
face of absolutely anything. What does Donaldson say through his unbeliever,
Thomas Covenant, wavering between the exercise of free will and suicidal dese-
cration? That we pust hold on bto our integrity, that we have iIncalculable
power not always at our command, that our worst enemy i9 cur self, that we
must reach a harwony with the natural world, that ethics take precedence over
‘reality'. A harsh doctrine, where 'being fallible is the same thing as
treachery'.
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CGodmakers and Worldshapers

And Thomas Covenant, don't Forget, is handicapped from the outset. The other
great morally reprehensible illness is, of course, mental illness; still seen
soclally as a punishment for the Lndividual's personal faults rather than a
sickness. It's no colncldence that the leper Covenant thinks he's going insane,
suffering delusione of existing in another world. Psychologists will tell him
that the content of his delusion is his own cholce, according to hie subconecl-
ous desires. Ho use to protesat he didn’t want to betray the Land and its
people — 1f he hadn't wanted it, it wouldn't have happened. Peychology has
becane a wodern doctrine of Original Sin.

To be sane and stay sane, he must be the Unbellever. Yet despite his ambigulity,
Donaldson postulates the reality of a Creator. There i8 a god, however ineff-
ectual. 1In this universe he can't use his power for good, that action would
destroy hie creation. At the same time the inhabitante are free to choose
whether they support or deny life. Donaldson's dichotomy is far more complex
than the standard Good vs Evil. Thomas Covenant must combat a Despite which

is more than external evil, which is in fact the internal wish for death and
destruction. Whether the action 1s played ogut on the stage of his own wind,
whether the mental universe impinges on the physical one, or whether the
experience 1s wholly real -- we aren’t told, and in the end it doesn't matter.
What matters 1s the cholice, the almost hopeless fight against corruption.

Like most people -- though unlike most protagonists of secondary fantasy worlds
--‘Covenant finde himself engaged in a atruggle he doesn't know the meaning of,
on a ground he {en’t sure of, among people who make demands on him that he is
barely able to anawer.

and in victory? He refuses the chance of being healed when it's offered to
him. He is no longer a leper, only 'a victim of Hanasen's dizease’, and what's
a sicknesa of the body when the spirit is whole? In The Power That Preserves
Donaldson eays,'"We are not the Creators of the Rarth. Its final end i8 not
on our heade, We are Creatjons, llke the Land itself. We are accountable for
nothing but the purity of our service.” And if there i3 no god and no meaning
to the universe? ‘"Then who i8 there to reproach us? We provide the meaning
of cur own lives."!

Richard Adam#, like Stephen Donaldson, 19 given ko quoting the 0ld Testament.
‘Behold, I will send my meseenger,' says Malachi, cht III, pre-fiquring Chriat
and Shardik. ‘But who may abide the day of his coming? And who shall stand
when he appeareth? For he is like a refiner's fire."'

An epigraph for the book is from Jung: ‘superstition and accident manifest the
will of God'. A prophecy 18 Fulfilled —- or is» it? The occurrences in Shardik
may be no wore than nature magnified by eyes only too willing to use what they
perceive as godhead for their own ends. Shardik’s priests and priestesses are
throughout the book Llntensely aware of him a3 an animal, a bear that may be
sick, hungry, that can be drugged and captured. At the same time, this to them
ie unimportant: he is thelr messenger from god. The final acenes of Shardik's
passing make it apparent that this story ls as far in the past for the narrator
aa Gethsemene is for a Christian today. As the appearance of a bear in the
Ortelgan forests grew into a power that toppled the Beklan emplre, sc the story
of Shardik has become magnified into a widespread and deep-rooted religton.
Chance or plan?

Ambiguous as it 1g, I think Shardik comes down on the side of a Divine Plan.
The bock is too neatly constructed for anything else. All is grist to god's
nill here, and hig refining fire -- Shardik -- shattera and remakes the soc-
tety in which his prophet Kelderek lives. It considers the ‘unthinkable’:
that god 18 ar cruel and tyrannical as the 0ld Testament's Jehovah. Pity,
compassion and Xindness are human weaknesses, and humans are to be sacrificed
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to god's purposes. Whatever dubious benefits accrue are not to the point: ends
do not justify means. Things are not intrinsically moral, but good or evil asg
they fit in with the dictates of god. The usual explanation for this ([other
than the universe being naturally unjust and unfit for buman habitation, which
is just as likely] 1s that the universe is a testing ground, in which souls
utilise their free will to become better through experience. If so, Ehardik's
world is & bitter arena. Yet why a testing ground at all?

It'as not a theory that withstands close examination. An omnipotent god must,
by nature, have created all the paorentialities of a human being, must have
created the universe, must therefore have created tha cause and effect laws by
which it coperates. A created object cannot exceed its own programmed para-
meters. and if cause and effect operate infallihly then the form of the first
hydragen atom forever fixed what wae to follow it -- sunse, worlds, life, human
history. 1In a mechanical universe auch as this there i8 no free will. HNo use
to call the world a testing ground, the results are inevitable, inflexibly
written intc the cosmos a billion years bhefore the birth of the individual.

The god of Shardik that created the slave trader Genshed also invented his
cruelties. But could Genshed not chooee through free will to be evil? After
all, he reguires (as Foul did of Covenant) willing ald; requires that the boy
Radu consent to help him murder the other enslawved children. If he didn't
canaent to be ewll, it mesns nothing. ([Whether a dead child would care why it
was murdered is ancther gquestion.} But ne, it 1s all Fate: Genshed's evil is
required for Shardik's success. Like Judas hefore him, he is an instrument of
the deity -- and instrumente aren't morally responsible. Without freedom of
chaice, thare i& no good or evil.

Listen to Shardik's universe. TIn the background there is the tick of clockwork.

Does Lud-in-the-Mist have any greater degree of freedom? The Dorimarites have
banished all art, all creative impulses, from thelr land that lies between
Fairyland and the sea. Asa a conseguence, what they most fear is the influx of
fairy fruit being smuggled owver the ELlfin Hills; fruit that brings strange
visions, madness and a rejection of 'normal' life. This might be takan as
straightforward allegory, like Christina Roasetti's Goblin Market, with the
fruit representing hallucinogenic drugsa, or the uncontrolled sexual impulse,
ar artistic inspiration. Without the creative impulse Lud-in-the-Mist is
barren, it takes the return of lrraticnality to fertilise it. If Law i5 not
the opposite of Despite, as Thomas Covenant would have Llt, then it is certainly
the approsite of art.

Yot Lud-in-the-Mist is deceptive. It has deeper layers of meaning. At first
sight there is no freedom in that universe. 'It is useless to try and circum-
vant the Duke,' says Iud's Mayor, Master Nathaniel Chanticlesr. But Ouke
bubrey, though a supernatural power an both sides of the Dehatable Hills,
Mirrlees clearly intends teo be human rather than deity (introducing him in
that chapter entitled "The Duke Wha Laughed Himself Off A Throne and Other
Traditions Of Dorimare']. There i8 no ged in Lud. Ewven the priests aof the sun
and moon are referred to only as a cult. The Duke is the most powerful force
in Mirrlees's world simply because he iz the most knowledgeable. Chanticleer,
initiated intc his Ancient Mysteries, finds the basis of that knowledqe is --
the Abyas.

The Duke's madwoman-messenger predicts that Chanticleer will soon be dead. 1In
this werld that means either the non-existence of a tomb in the Fields of Gram-
mary, ©or else a thrall-like existence as one of the Silent Pecple, enslaved to
harvest gillyflowers in the fields of Fairyland, or to wander unknowing the
Earth. There is no happy after~life. Under the book's two mirroring plots
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{of the discovery of an ¢ld murder, and the uncovering of the smugglers] lies
this third theme: the progress of Nathaniel Chanticleer who will eventually
return from his wanderings as the Duke's deputy.

Freeing the Dorimarite children from =mlavery in the Elfin Hills, Chanticleer
cantipues on to the very border of Fairyland. The Duke shows him a vision of
the land over the border -- Dorimare, made perfect. This in turn vanishes and
becomes an Abysa into which Chanticleer casts himself... dying, as the Duke
prephecled. He will return, initiated into this most final npystery, to pre-
side over the new Lud-in-the-Miat.

50 all should be well: Lud has its rennaissance, all the happenings that seemed
chance have fallen into a pattern. Chanticleer has returned. What cauld be
wrong? Hut a quirky unsettling note runs through the book, as melancholy as
the old tune that haunts Nathaniel. "My adventures went on getting more ahd
more like a dream," he says, "till the climax." This, remember, is the initi-
ate who has passed beyond death -- further than Shardik or Covenant takes us.
And what does he say? "Suppose....that what we know at first hand is only thia
—— that there iz nothing to know?"

Mirrlees tells us that rhe mundane world is crippled if it doesn't admit the
exotic, the artistic, the irrational, the religious. These things are necess-
ary for us to live. But neverthelesa they are delusiaon and falsehood, te en-
ahle people to live a comfortable life until the inevitable end. &And after
that? "I1.,..would find an antidote to the bitter herb of 1ife,” observes

Duke Aubrey, "but none grows this side af the hills -- or the ather.”

The advantage of this world, come about purely by chance, is that it holds
infinite free will. What an individual does is5 circumscribed only by persenal
ability and given circumstances. BAvoiding random accidents and human malice,
there is a good chance that Lud's cltizens will live pleasant and prosperous
lives. Law can give what shape to the world it chooses, by the use of conven-
ient legal fictions; so reason can give another shape to unbearable truthsa.

The universe has no purpose: that 1ls lts greatest freedom. Humanity is sti{ll
fallible, and the devotion of human beings -- Chanticleer for his son, even
Clementina Gibberty Ffor Epdymion Leer -- 15 all the more admirable because
there is po heavenly reward for lt. The passing of time is a frightening thing
to the townsmen of tud, but not to the old countrywoman who has grown used to
the rhythm of birth and decay and death. The cutlock is an atheistic one,
certainly; a nihilistic one, perhaps. The last word lies with Hope Mirrlees,
and it is not comforting. Bonks may lie, she says, and epitaphs, and Anclent
Mysteries. In the end, all we can be certain of is that there is nothing of
which we can be rertain.

To go any further requires that we leave fantasy and literature and enter on
thealogy. Do authors, other than the gbviously didactic, expect their readers
to regard their books as truth? Or as philosophical exercises? Or (bacause,
being writers, demands of narrative may take praecedence over philosophy) simply
as good stories? But perhape a good story is never simple.

1f regarded as truth, or an aspect of truth, the books demand a different kind
of eriticism fram the normal one. The first gquestion a child learns nat to ask
of a story is 'Is it true?' To ask if the attitudes expressed in these second-
ary worlds are valid we must have something to measure them agalnst.

A guestion. How do they measure up agalnst -- Belsen? Hiroshima?

In Shardik's world such atrocities would be part of god's plan. Tn BDorlmare
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they would be an unwelcome reminder of the Abyss, to be put cut of mind as soon
as possible. In the Land, either the reflection of some overwhelming spiritual
£in, or an opportunity for individuals to find their own salvation.

It i9 not, as you =ee, a question that has an answer.

In any case we don't argue from a firm foundation: how many spiritval and mat-
erial mistakes are due sovlely to errors of perception? Do we see the world as
it is? Mirrlees says not, Adams is amblgquous, Donaldson says we can't know but
it doesn't matter anyway. Reality is a value judgement. We ses only facets of
the conszensus world. As J G Ballard says in 'The Delta at Sunset', “"the only
real landscapes are the internal ones.” Someday we may know what truth is --

By that time it will be too late for writing novels.
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STANDPOINT

A REASSESSMENT OF
REASSESSMENTS

David V Barrett

On firast sight, the Reassessments col-
umn appears an excellent fdea, but on
reflection I'm not so sure, particul-
arly in the light of your editorial
remarks: "...exactly what I'm looking
for -- a view, preferably wvitriolic,
that runs counter to the accepted
view...a scathing put-down of a =ao-
called 'classic’.” You may just be
running the danger of falling into the
same trap as Chalrman Mao with his
Cultural Revolution: condemning every-
thing that was once acclaimed. I'm not maying that all our SF 'classica' should
be held sacred and inviolate, by no means; some of them were vastly over-rated
when they first appeared, or have grown a reputation greater than they deserve.
But this does not apply to all such works.

Why 18 a 'Reassessment' likely to take a different view of a novel from an
earliar review? There are several reasons, some of which I'll go into here.

First, of course, a different critic will write a different review. Compare,
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for example, the reviews of Valls by Paul Kincaid in Vector 102 and Brendon
Gore In Paperback Infernoc 5/3: apart from the obvious fact that Kincald's
reviow 18 more thoughtful, more eericus and better written than is Gore's,
their opinions of the book are guite different. This is as Lt should be; we
all have different tastes. Didn't Vector, falrly recently, run two reviews,
totally opposed in their Jjudgements, of the same book? Perhaps this should be
done more often.

But let's asoume that someone is asked to reasmsess a book he himself reviewed
ten years earlier. (llas enyone actually been in the BSFA that long?) {i{Yes.1)
He's lazy, so he digs through his back numbers of Vector until he finds his

original review, and copies it out: same bock, same critic -- therefore same
review. Hut hold! He finds that he {Bn't guite in agreement with hig earlier
self ~- purprise, surprise. Fifteen years ago I reed everything by Simak I

could lay my hands on, and then re-read 1t. MNow I avert my eyes If I accident-
ally see one of his booka in a rack. The guality of those bocks hasn't changed;
I have. I'm older, more mature, wy tastes have changed, 1've read several
thousand other hooks since those days. But 1If those books, for me, were once
good and worthy to be read, they're not now automatically bad and not worth
reading. They're as good, or as bad, as they ever were. And, in the case of
Simak, someone still likes him (he's still selling. anywayl; someone now

ahares my opinion of fifteen years ago. Does that make them immature, or poar
judges of literary merit? Mo, 1t just means that they {and, once, I) like a
certain type of fiction. The danger here is that 'we', who have ocutgrown
‘that' type of book, condemn it; we tell someone who happens to like it that
they're wrong to do 90 because it's poor 5F, when really we mean that it's a
type of SF we no longer appreclate.

These points have heen covered before, In innumerahle articles entitles some-
thing like ‘Towards a Critical Standard' or 'Objlectivity in SF Criticiem'.
but I belteve they need to he restated, becavee there is a tendency to forget
them -- particularly when reassessing a work.

Why elee, briefly, might reassessments turn out to be over—harsh judgements

of books? I'd imagine that moat reqular contributors to Vector have been read-
Lng SF for a number of years. What happens? We become jaded. We lose auyx
'senae of wonder'; startling visions of future soclety are commonplaces; mar-

vela of technological invention become hardware gimmicka. "And there is
nothing new under the sun" (Ecclesiagtes 1:9). We don't potice that the classic
belng reassepssed was one of the first books to... To what? Whatever it is that

is now an 5F set-plece.

Style is another problem. Doc Smith and John Ruasell Fearn are too gosh-wow
space opera; Wyndham fa too 'bready'; William Morrie is too eickeningly twee.
But when they wrote, their style was right for what they were writing. It'a
now easy to be prejudiced againat a book because its literary atyle has become
dated.

and finally, to return to the Cultural Revolution, we can be negatively criti-
cal towards a baok eimply because it's become a clasaic. Because it's popular,
which is one of the wmost pejorative terms in the SF vocabulary. If a book is
popular it means that it's been bought by thousands of people who occasionally
read scl-Ffi.

That*a terrible!
It can't be any good, can ik?

{Shame. I liked 1t before it became a clasaic.)
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THE WAY THINGS ARE

»
Josephine Saxton

When the features oditer of Vector wrote to suggest that I might care to write
sbout & peripus defect in Sclence Fiction publishing in this country, 1 must
have heen caught off guard because ! replied that I would. The (serious) defect
in question wag the fact that I had a oumber of novela published, most of which
were fiot obtainable in this country, 8a I rashly supposed that I would be able
to say something coherent on the subject, apd even thought that I ghould. I
cuptomarily saintalo eilence on this and eny subject releated to writiong because
1 tind the entire business too painful and complex to discues. [ now find that
this behaviocur has had repercugsions: 1 do not koow what I think about it all
and I do not care, but, after several drafta, wuch thoughbt and a lot of deapair
and some horror at fioding I could not write even one non-fiction page that

mads eense, I have produced the foullowing. My published work hy the way conalatas
af three novela from Doubleday around ten years ago, one novel from Virgin last
year, and 's sumber' of atories, perhaps twentiy or so, possibly as many 88 three
dozen, I jugt don't know, in anthologies and magazines over & period of sixteen
years: mostly American, B few British and some dotted sbout 1o other lenguages
iocluding Japanepe, 50.

Sixteen years ugo when my firat stories were baing bought, I knew I had & great
future. [ knew nothing of how to become widely read, I did oot even coupider
that aspect of writing., 1 was ao naive that | believed ] would become Tamous
and financially rewarded if 1 made real efforte to write the best and moat
toteresting stories I possibly could, putting into them deep and pecret amaczing
ideas which would intrigue, communjcate things I felt to be very lmportant, and
entertain, My method waw aleo naive, I hadn't a4 clue bhow other writers went
sbout writing storied; like Frank Siuetra I did it sy way, 1t poemed chvious
to me that the subcobacioua mind was the active part of creativiiy, and that
dreamws would naturally indicate what I must explore in sy copscious work, but
that sometimes it would be quite otherwise, and I would weave s story directly
arpund gowe speculation besed on a real ides or discovery exlgting in science.
I sav no incompatibility. Later, other methods occurred. 1 had several heads,
and eventuully all of them produced stories. None of these heads hes a clue
how to make a fortune out of writing. What a pathetic figure I cut standing
oext to Clarke, Aldies, Harrison, McCaffrey, Le Gulb and o oo - they know how
'tis done, and done guickly. Arowmd the first time of publication I atill
believed that love and marriage were compatible too, even though 1 wrote The
Wall. My subconscious mimst knew & lot better than I did about these things,
could predict my future for me if only I had cared to listen; I honestly did
not know what that story was ahout or whet i1t could posgibly mean, I had a
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goreen through which mesasges could paaas but | cared not to interpret correctly.
Had ! been told 1 would not have wanied to Wnow nny more than did the Great
Resding Public; althongh Lt has been reprinted and transiptrd several times 1t
will never meke me rich or famoua. Hareh iconoclasm unrelieved by hope i1a not
what people buy by the yard, How was § teo know - [ tlhiought people would love
having their nech-bair made to creep by the truth. Kot ao - but then, when |
have turned out funny atories the result has bheen the same. Like throwing s
stone down & well.

For example my firat novel to be published In Greal Britain, The Travails of
Jane Saint, has sunk leaving vnly a few stunningly good reviews to mark the
place. It waos given hardly any advertising. very bad dlstribution and the nasti-
est it of cover art | have ever secen plus extremely silly blurh, oll of which
completely hid the book itself and have resulted in 1is Temeindering. T had
thought that at last I had been given & Big Chance; 1t may have been my last
chance. Virgin were used to meking fortunes very quickly with records, and
expected tuv do the seme with booka. They would not allow their editor a large
enaugh ration of money or time. end of Tiction Y1ist, end of book whlch makes
atrong women weep with laughier and which may even have crncked the dowr mask
of a few males, once they realiged I was not after their holls with scisxsors.

At this point 1 must explain that [ am not about to discuss yuality. Those
readers who think my work feeble or not worth publishing will have drawn their
own conclusiona as to the rearons for the state of my chreer, and will belleve
that the status quo i without fawlt. In the case of poor work this would be
true hut the core of the discussion liea elsewhere; for the purpose nf thia
article 1 put it to you that there are a number of worthwhile writers who never
grin much recognition or reward, and that | presume (o cless myself with then
in at least srme reapects.

‘Why are these writerg and the unfortunate J Sexlan amang them not more widely
available?' PBRefore [ try to anewer 1 want to explain why it is painful to dia-
cuss the matter at all., It was hot always so.

My lifelong desire Lo be a writer hegan to be fulfilled with my firet work in
print, ao I proudly filled in forms under the heading of 'occupation’ sg 'writer’
in preference to 'housewife’. An early passport grudgingly admita to both, but
1 have never earned & living from writing, nor have 1 ever been paid for being
o housewife, for we do that for our keep, the motive being love aud compulsion
in both occupations, with the addition of social conditioning to help explain
the idiocy of enyone who will offer s combination of geveral akilla plus drudg-
ery for what in Yorkshtire 1s called nawt! Filling in or vut of forwa will pre-
sent 8 problem now for I have juat divorced my husband and da not live by
writing, and have no job prospecta. Wow | keep quiet. People toa often ask 1f
I have ever written a best-seller; the husiness of explaining politely whati a
atupld quesationa this 1a has hecome too much of a strain, and ! cannol Atend

the lncka on their faces - a visible lowering of respeci, embarrasaed contenpt
even, if I begin to explain that 1 write profesalanally but rarely get paid,

and yet 1t i1a not a hobby. Another dresdful corner to be In is when people ask
‘what kind of stuff do you write' and I am obliged to begin the §F or not SF
thing, snd "SF" makes people immediately mention '2001' ar Star Wars end T want
to run away acreaming, especlally if | get 'unusuval, SF, for a woman' which
meang that there must be something wrong with wme and that by definitlon [ write
Jung. I am in a ghetto within a ghetto, ant thus have managed to sum up the
purpoge of thle article: the problem is that | do not fit clearly into any cate-
gory, and publishers do mot want work which canont he lphelled. I mpst here
poini out that 1 cannot discuss any defects in Sclence Fictian publishing with-
out hroadening the question Lo include publishing generally. Most of my work
could have appearced in s wainAtream list and got away with it with more justifi-
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cation than pome of my work, the Vector for Seven cycle for example, appearing
as 8F. MWy science is more often than not human paychalogy which is, or should
be a acience of all navels, for novels are by definittan abeout peaple, and not
pregumptucus gadgeta. By eny measuregent I know of T aw a wiefit in all cate-
gories and this of course dees sapply to some other writera whe have had ligtle

or no help from publishera. Why?

Remarke oh my large collection of rejection slips are largely variations on

the theme 'fascinating, interesting, personally I loved this, I enjoyed reading
thia but it itan't copmercial and it doesan't suilt our lists.* Well, I can do
nothing ahout that except stumble aff to lick my wounds, there really tsn't

wuch to be gaid or done slthough I used to indulge in the occaslensl daydream

of personel confrontation, the challenge 'what exectly do you mesn by this?’ -
the responed argument, recantation and so on. Comwercial - what does this word
mean? [ uped to think it meant that which sold, and as I cbserve that marketing
exerts can sell anything, sny work could be commercial. If scme of the drivel
an the baokstalls can put cash in a publisher'a porket {(and maybe & per cent

or Ao for the writer) why not the sime process with something hetter? Sometipes
it happensa, mpatly not. Picador for example publish dome very unususl work and
preausably sell it, but they toa reject my stuff, twice as it happons. These
publisher's list are mysterioun; it is beyond my comprehension how they can

dec ide ipn sdvance of submissicne what it i1a they will publish. Such z policy
indicateg an intention to bigotry and e desire not to discover or encourage
originality., When I wap at school originelity was consldered a virtue but now
it would seem to be 3 defect. Anything shesd of its time muat wait until its
time haa come and At that very mament the publisher will surely decide that it
has already been done, im derivative, atsle and hackneyed. An editaor from Pan
told me at Worldcan in Brighten that my turn would come, that "they' would catch
up and I could not help thinking of Jean Rhys, a good example of 8 writer who
finally gained proper recognition {she had had a certmin brief follawing In the
1930'a) when she was quite old and who said of thie with some bitterness: ‘It
came too late'.

Some new energy muat somehow get inta literature or it would be a static farm,
but it 1a not welcomed. Remember that old so-c#lled New Wave furore; the Qld
Guard snarled and spat jealously, noat realtsing that there waa no auch thing as
a New Wave, but only & long tradition of explorstion in literature which manif-
eated in Science Fiction st a time when it needed new life. How gilly aill that
#eemA how, but the prejudice againat anything 'not entirely normal’' will always
be there; even people who apprectate avante garde painting and film will be
irritated with a change in literary form. There is prejudice against SF gnd
within 5F there is prejudice; no wonder most of it is terribly boring.

Connected with thie metter of new energy im something which I call ‘the hoati-
ity reaction”, which 18 what you get if you gtate @ truth which will in any
way damage the ldess, self-image or security of sameone elpe, or a wnrld-view
in which they believe. Women of course get this to some tune with every wave
of the ongoing and necesaary changes in histery, and not only from men either
for obvicus reasona. But this ie & generslly aobserved reacttion; sywptoms are
not alwaya in accard with verbal! riposte, for [ have seen smooth and reasonable
words about literary questions betrayed by & sudden paller af the face gnd &
valled expression in the eyes: this is the reault of s deaire not to commit
murder. Spmetimen of course, eapecially in drink, 1t all hangs out. I recall
8 famous und respected writer of pome stature and skill but with a deeply ingrai-
ned hatred of femsles manifesting as a diatanced patronising relegation of them
tg the roles of mother or shore {(never at the asme time of course) stating of =
bogk by Joannas Russ nothing, but saying of her 'Oh she's just m bloady bitch,'’
Reduced to gibbering shit-hurling when he could have produced a reasuned argu-
ment? Fear of change, falka; wortal terror of & new order of things. Do
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intelligent and responsible people behave 1lke thip? Yes ol course, if publi-
sher's editors are intelligent and responaible, An excellent example from a

few years ago which upset me conplderably ot ihe time, because I hnew I was
right from experience was the rejection remark from ap editor who felt 1t neces-
eary to first apologise for not having had my manuscript read by a 'feminine’
(yea, [ do quote) reader, before he explained that nene of them who had read it
were still living under the illusive myth of the vaginal orgasm, then explaining
further that masculine predilections head not biessed their view and concluding
by maying that he just happened to find my book humourlesa. Well, he would know
about female physical experience of courae! [ think | must have got him unwiti-
ingly on a senaltive and flebby merve, never having benefitted I[rom more than
one kind of sexual response: 50 much for love of trouth: and the lack of humour
was not In Lthe book | would dare te atate. Anything genutnely anarchic will
receive an unpleasant reception unless the author has been very clever and dis-
gulsed 1+ thickly, or the edtitor is very thick. Alwaye there are exceptions

but the editor recelving & manuscript of originality, with truih, reveletion

and revolution snd no category will oither feel 111 and reject it immediately,
or look the ather way. Publishing ie like 8 supermarket - geared to popular
taste and paodering to a general desire for pabulum, MNo motter that this thste
wapg formed by the vendors, and could be changed again. There are fake conces-
aloneg to the exotic, foreign and unusual, but & good palete can tell pupermarket
continental saugage for the damp imitation that it 13: end of metaphor, it 1=

market, not just publishing.

{ am bound to mention & peculiar monater which i3 hurting everyone, which is
called 'the receesion’. [ hear from writers much better established than 1

can ever hope to be that they too sre suffering from this recession. But I
recall being dished up the tale of a recesmion in publishing back in the

aixties - publishera have always used thia old chestnut, T now find 4t hard to
swallow but back then, 1 had thot put twe and two together. 1 recall going into
Daubleday's New Yorkh office in 1970 and being handed pome cock-and-hull junk
gabout my being lucky to he published, I wam tax relief really - 1 listened to
all that crap with open mouth then, shy and datt as a hrush. I gtared at the
chartreuse curpet, goggled at the ssazing aehtrays - why did | not think to
paint out that the chair ! was mitting in obviously cost more than the wretched
advance I had received for ay movel? Come oft it chaps, there i3 too much lux-
ury and waste to apeak of neot affording to publiash anything but pure-fire money-
apinners. Millicone are being made by publishing crapols; where ig the puhlisher
with the strength to put same '‘hype’ into something really good? In the Plavboy
Club, smugly corrupted I think.

Having broken my customary ailence I find that there 1a plenty aimmering - I
could go on and on but 1 was asked for an article rot a distribe, 1 am attempt-
ing to express righteous anger without heing peeved; point out injuatice without
sour grapea; find out why I have had such s rouvgh deal without betng bitter. I
denpliae such negative epotions but admit to them, ngking, who would not? 1
would rather not diacues this writing problem because such emotions arise; io
feel hopeless, exsaperated and despressed prevents me from writing at all.

If I am 8o hooked on writing, why do 1 not write what the public does want?
Simple aolution. Because I aspire to something else 1a why, although ! did

make attempts in that direction at the advice of Ifterary ngents who were unwise
enough ta take me on their books for a while. The results were useless. |
studied a women's magazine market carefully hut found myself incapable of getting
the formula right except once and that must have heen a fluke. T detested the
payment however because the story wes a wicked pack of lies and ended 'happily’
with & proposal of marriege. Mow could I have been such a traitor as to write
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what I did? - I happen to believe that what people read influences them prafoun-
dly, therafare it ia srong ta deal them falase junk. But at lesmat sll the other
'commercial' stories were rejected because 1 pomehow got into each one something
cffending somebody's sacred coew. T recently tried Womar with some of my 'real’
stories, and not one of them woguld do, even though the ataff apparently hed
much fun resding thew. Readers of Woman will be overjoyed to know that their
reading is censored, tailored down to them by editors who themaelves prefer
scmething rather different. Readers everywhere are aimilarly treated.

Writing ‘commercinl’' stuff to flost your 'real' wark requires a special kind of
achizephrenia which I de net have; mine 18 another, ledas locrative varlety and
1 ouch prefer to float by cocking, sewing (or poasibly by drummipg In a jazz-
funk outfit, you didn't know I did that, did you?), Let those writers who can
feed the monster which devours them, to me, it doesn't make sense.

I have tried to illuminhate s situation which I find exasperatingly incomptrehen-
gaihle, and have succeeded only in apiralling down inta the dark where lies 8

fat cliche coiled like a maggot: That's the way 1t ig. And it will get worse
snd worese ae Babylon falla, aftear which who will read anything for who will have
eyen?

To change the point of view of publiahing In this or probebly gll countries would
require a total upheaval of the eatablishment in i1tz entirety, for publishing
reflecta the degree of awareness of » society. Looking around W H Smith I would
Judge the ansesthetic to be goed and strong, and for enough people to walke up

and realipe judt how bad things are, just how low atendards wre, what junk most
people are patiafied with will take something quite a bit more painful than &

pir jebbed in a bum - that would he méere irritation and would rause a backlash
{"get down biltches, you've gone toa far this time!")

The short atory problem illustrates the stupid attitude of publighers very well.
Publimhera say that the puhlic does not want mhart ptories sc they do not publiah
them but everyone really does want short storles but can't get them because they
ure not published so they buy the novels, proving the publisher correct, which
im not an. Everyone, but everyone 1 have ever gpoken to wishes there were more
short stories, and yet I have two rollections going the rounds, ose a rollection
of oy Bcience Fiction which hasa been rejected for being too 8F, for not Leing SF
enough, for not having a connecting theme (which it does) and because short
atories do not msell. The nther collection i1s nat SF end has so far been ignored.
1 ghauld worry, I'm going to write another scare of stories on = theme I have
recently dreamed up, snd the West Midlends Artz Council are to give me €B0O.00
to aid and abet thia foolishneam. MNat exactly a living, but better than utter
extinctien, Chances are that they will never get inta print,

Therws have always been logpholes through which genius elid triumphent inteo the
limelight usually regerved for lesser souls, but they are getting smaller and
less numercus. It wam through such loopholes that Giles Goat Hoy, ¥, The Rose,
Red Shift, Voyage to Arcturus, Ghormengheset and many atherﬁ-appearea, never
making.their authors really wealthy or popular as far as I know (334 probably
didn't have good sales figures and neither prohably did variocus wondera by Chip
Oelany - and slthough 1 have never actunlly read more than a few pages nf Tolkein
hecause of the navsea, Virgin inmtated non mentioning his name In connection with
mine in preference to Peake because Peake doesn't mell! It'm & weird worla
folks, it really im). -

Perhapa it is only s short etep to paranoia for me, to the point where I accuse
the establishwent of concocting a repressive plot against me, tt happengs all
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the time. Reich was persecuted which drove him mad and then hia persecutors
sald 'l told you 3o, he was barmy therefore his ideas are barmy.' It is rather
maddening to ba ignored, but I take a8 view of paranoia which will turo it into
s rich field of discovery instead of a direspe. Dalil khRows well that parsnoia
18 to be desired and cultivated espd should not be used as a word of abuse, and
nor ghould "hysterical®’ or 'neurotic'. They are more interesting tastes than
perpetual cuter calm, stability and ecceptable normality.

Pergontal taste in humour bas accounted for quite s lot of my rejection slipa.
One of the funniest things ! waa lucky enough to turn out aAtill hes not sold
even though every cother writer at n Milford conference voted it hilarious; when
it came to Pete Weston's turn Lo read 1t as editor of an anthology I'm afraid
he found it vtterly humourless. Well, | wasn't about to explain the jokea, my
attitude must be thet it is his loss; If the editor doesn't get it, then nobody
else gets a chance. Kafka used to literally roll on the floor laughing at some
of the things he wrote, and yet they deeply depress sost people who just do not
get the humour.

Ia there anything to be done about any of this? [ think that as public taste

is created by the vendors of whatever it is (for example nobody is actually

born with a sweet tooth, people are trained to lihke Sugar Puffs) 1t might be
poapible for some highly intelligenti editors to join heads with clever sales

and distribution experts, and - but this is sacience fiction ! am writing isn't
it, or at leaat, a pappy fantasy. Na, there isn't apything to be done. Rush
out and buy another Gor book, or some John Fowlea if you wish to seem literary
{has anyone noticed that these two writers have the seme subject mattier but

ohe hag class and clout and the gther not?), or a Barbara Cartland or some other
comfort rag, and just be glad you can get a book at all. Books are on thelr wey
out, and video and injectable dremas on thelr way in. That is the way it ins,
and nobondy loves an sardvark when it's down and out.
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stirring within the disc ship. Strange metallic thinga; things that were alien
to the soft green grass of earth.

Terrifying things, steel thinga; metal things; things with eylindrieal
bodiea and multitudinous jointed limbe. Things without fleah and hiovod. Thinga
that were made of metal and plastic and tranaistors and valves and relays, and
wires. Matal things. Metal things that could think. Thinking metal things.
Terrifying in their strangeness, in their peculiar metal effieiency. Things
the like of which had naver baen seen on the earth before. Things that were
sliding back panels... Robots! Robots were marching... Robota were marching,
and were about to epread havoe and deptruction acrose the earth, and as yet the
sleeping aarth knaw nothing of their coming. As mysterious as anything in the
great myaterious universe.
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Kingaley Amis — RUSSTAN HIDE AND SEER (Penguin, 25l1pp, £1.50)

Reviewad by Ray Owen

tntil recently, Kingeley Amig was the pnly writer to schieve "respectabjlity™
{eignified by appearing on the English Literature shelves of acsdemic libra-
ries) with a book about 8F, New Maps of Hell. He has been succesaful both 1in
the besutaeller ligtas and the world of Melvyn Bregg's Peeuda' Circus. Cliched
though the phrase may be, such works ae Lucky Jim, The Alterationo and even
Jake's Thing have added ta the tradition of the English popular novel ae liter-
ary classic. Alwaysa at his best wheno writing a fundamentally aserious novel
with an element of the matiricially humourous in evidence, Amls would seem to
have set out to wake Ruasten Hide and Seek both 8 tale after the fashion of

a Ruspian 19th century novel and a satirical view of modern English society.

The story deals with a 215t century England which has heen under Ruasian control
for several decades, long enough for English culture and senae of identity to
have coapletely disappeared. The plot concerns a pecret attempt by some Russian
of ficers to atage a ¢oup d'etat and reatore control of the country to the
English.

Though a rapld susmary of the plot shows great promipe, as indeed does an amsea-
spent of eocme of the themes (the impossibility of imposing cul tural values,

for instance), there are some folrly major problems with the hook. There 18 &
noticesble unevenness of atyle, & good expmple being n formal dinner party dealt
with in a manner reminiscent of Tolstoy, until the main charpcter, Alexander
Patrovekl, takes a moonlight atroll with one of the female guests, when the
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ensuing love pcene 1s related in the style of a Timothy les "Confeasiona" atory.
The novel is also sarred by long patchea of pointless, uninteresting dialogue,
which make the reader ao bored that he probably mispes the important point made
two linens fyom the end of the apeech.

The title of the novel refers to a game played by some of the younger officers
outeide the mess at nights. It is 8 variation on Russisan roulette, in which
the ocfficera ghoot at each other in the darktiess, having already called out
once to betray their position and then being upon their honour not to move,
Although honour lg judged as all-important by the competitors, no one can aciu-
ully keep their word while pleying the game. Ap Alexander expleing to 8 new
contestant:

“*The only resspom that lot are ptil)l alive is that they breek mll the

rules., Liaten, Boris. You're not supposed to move after you've called
out. But you muat, Move 1ike hell., Run, call out and keep going. Or
dodge into cover. Have you got thet? [I you stand still you'll die.'"™

This game 18 wctually m reflection of the conspiracy to start a revolution,
which is treated by most of the participants as 1ittle more than s gase to re-
lieve the horedom of service in the completely subdued England,

The matirical element of the story, the comments on English culture and nocilety,
in largely succeaaful. The incidents concerning the Ruspien failure to under-
stand why an slaborate tomb showld have been erected in memory of u dead pet
and the whole convention of the English Tea Party show some of the ludicrous
elenents of modern-day England, Parhaps the most entertaining section of the
book deals with the Ruesion attempt to reinmtroduce English culture and religion
to a8 raca who have loat alwast sll contact with the age in which these things
were once part of life. The complete failure of the festival to reintroduce
old idens sees ita climax in the perforsence of z genuine Englisb play, Romeo
and Jullet, which the pesaant sudience hap bean led to believe ip a comedy.
Patches of true Amis prose are peen at this point, particularly in the descrip-
tion of the theatre audience just before the curtain goes up on the play:

"The ringing of a ball immediately produced something of a hush. When

a bell rang, it meant authorlty wes calling for attention, and plenty

aof those in the bar and foyer could vividly roemesber when it was wiame

to respond to that rall withouwt resarve, Put the word scon got around
that taking one'a seat was am much as wae asked for. Thia process went

on longer than would once have been umusl, given the number of parties

aod couples with no member able to read. In the end it was done and there
fell another raletive ailence, in which this time an immenae rugtling

of paper could be heard as several hundred boxes of chocolates, one to
¢ach seat, were torn open and thelr contents explored. A Ruaailan resgearch-
er of unusually wide reading had come scrass the remark (sarcasticelly

intended) that chocolates seemed to be compulsory at English theatrical
performancea.”

But, though the imndividual elements of the novel are quite entertaining, the
BLory hever geemp to achieve & tenth of ite potential, leaving the reader dias-
appointed. Huesaian Hide and Seek simply ien‘'t the type of carefully congtructed
and well-written povel that, rightly or wromgly, we expect an suthor as talented
a8 Amia undouhiedly ia to produce 100 percent of the time.

The robots in their dise ship had arrived...

There were strange flickaring lights all around the ship. Terrifying
lights, weird lighta, uncanny lights, awful Iiights, inhuman Iightas, alien
lighta, robot lights; end all around a great hemispherical glowing ehield
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Gene Wolfe - THE ISLAND OF DOCTOR DEATH AND OTHER STORIES AND OTHER STORIES
(Arrow, 410pp, £1.985)

Reviewed by Ray Owen

0f good authors, there are those whose style ig excellent, but who are a little
lacking in imaginetion (none of whom w#rite SF); there are thome with excellent
imagination, but who have problems with style (Ian Watson could he mentioned
here); and very occasionally there ia an author with both outstanding lwmagina-
tion and =z good style., Gene Wolfe is one of the few SF authors of this type.

If you huve already read some of his work, the chances are that you have either
bought this collection or have discovered that you don't like his clase, complex
writing technique. But 1f ¥you ere unfemiliar with him, this collection is an
idenl way to sample the scope and depth of his writing. All fourteen of the
atories in the book (which vary in length hetween four and mixty pages of a
small but clear typeface) are well worth reading, although some are more success-
ful than others. It would be lmpagsible to here emhark upon a aufficlently
thorough examination of all the tales, but perhaps reviewing some of the more
important pieces is better anyway; the only way to appreciate the sheer mrtistry
of this collection is to remd it for yourselves.

Three of the major works in the book are Welfe's "Doctor/Ieland /Death” mtoriens,
which although confusingly similar in titles and sharing similar themes, are

vary different from each other in execution. "The Island of Doctor Death and
Othar Rtoriep" deals with the childhood of Tackman Babcock, who lives Mitty-

like 1in the world of his comic-book heroes. Familisr encugh, perhsps, but with
Wolfe aby sentimentality is rejected right from the beginning of the story,

which wltizmately becoses an axploration of reality due to the fact that the
comjc-book herg, Captain Ransom, can be seen by others. By asubtle changes of
enphesis (from "fantssy" to "reality" by a combination of both), tense (mainly

in the pregsent, but occasionally shifting to the pest) and narrative viewpoint
{principelly in the second person, but eomptimes in the third), the relevance

of the fantasy world to Tecky's own traummtic experiences is built up - Dr Death's
castle, for instance, 1s superimposed upon Tacky's home (typlcally, Wolfe dossn't
emphapise this, but leaves it for the reader to spat). Even when the story is
all hut over, and we gasume that Wolfe has wade all the points he wants to, he
forcas his miin charscter to confront the fictiohal nmture of hig "real" exist-
ence, It ig a complex atory that repaye carsful rezding, hut then the mame inm
true for much of this collection,

"The Death of Doctor Island" concerns a boy wvho 18 suffering from some extreme
mental imbalance and is treated by being pleced in un ertificial "world", the
climute of which responds to reflect his own moods and emotiona, Agein, Wolfe
surpriseeg the resder not by eny "shock” anding but by complexity of wotdvation
and mctich, particularly that of the God-1ike computer which controla the thera—
peutic "igland". Even here, the idea of the relative importance of individuals
crope ug - as it did in "The Imland of Doctor Death” - with the realisation
that perhaps the boy's recovery is not the true reaason for his preaence on the
“island”, The story woh a deserved Nebula in 1973, after "The lsland of Doctor
Death” had fajled to do so because some of the voterd believed that they were
abstaining when they were in fact voting for no award to be made.

"The Doctor of Death Ieland" deals once again with persohality and filction.

The main character, Alan Alverd, wakea up ip a prison hospital, where he has
been eryogenically frozen part-way through a life sentence. Having made a for-
tune by developing a apeaking book which can converse with the reader, he hap
killed his partner., Soon, stray characters start appearing in hooke and files;
Alverd must discover the nature of the problem mnd find a solution. Though
there are several interesting issues rmised in the plece, including debt to
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aociety and immnrtwlity - particularly fascinating ia how a sentence of 1life
imprisonment phould be interpreted when the prisoner later becomes immartal -
I don't feel that it hap the depth of the other ataries in this cycle. Above
all, I found it difficult to jJudge A etory set in a prison hospital after hav-
irg altrendy read Diesch's Camp Concentration.

A theme present in twa of the above cycle ia that of the importance of the "hero"
figure aa a concept and as reality. Clepely coupled with an exploration nf the
relationship between myth and reality, thia idea forms the central theme of

what I believe to be two of the most importaat stories in the collection, "The
Herve ap Werewplf™ and “"Three Fingera™,

"The Hero as Werewolf" concerns the life of whet we at first assume to be an
urban werewolf in a utapian society. However, the amall group of rensgede sav-
Ages is actually the remaina of humanity in a society that has opted for genetie
"improvement'”, Even though this idea is» not particularly original, it 13 signi-
ficant, and 18 well expressed, especially at the end, where love and savagery
become indiatinguisheble. '"Three Fingers" im an excellent short story about =
young man wha mekes & living selling Disney souvenira, and the revenge exacted
by the Dianey characters themselver. At this level, 1t is A cutesy piece of
pulp drivel; however, the true messaage of the story is that cur modern-day myths,
ag repreaented by the ODisney characters, are nat merely developments af previous
folk-legends but have a far more chillipg nature of their awn. Though shert,

it communicaten thia meaning beautifully.

There are problems with the rollection, of course. To keep up the atandard eet
by some of the atories wentioned sbove would be imposeible, and some competent
but uninspired stories 14ike "Allen Stones” suffer greatly in comperiscn. Aleo,
there are no author's notes, no significant biographical deiails, and no mentian
of the stories' previous puhlished appearances - all thinge [ enjoy reading in

8 callectinn. But the fact that such adverse conments are Ao few and sc trivial
shows what an excellent collection this im. One of Wolfe's achievemantn is the
ability to use existing ideas and themes without the end-product being at all
derivative - a good example of this 15 "Tracking Sang", which includes echoes

of Priest's Inveried World, Golding's The Inheritors and Norae mythology, which
ultimately add toc ita impact.

Overall, 1 have to asy that reading The Ielmnd of Doctor Death and Other Stories
and Other Storiesa wam almost enough to restore my faith in SF &s an art form.

George Turner - VANEGLORY (Faber, 320pp, £6.095)

Reviewed by Dave Langford

One of gelence fictlon'a characteristic vicern 18 the handling of vast themes in
2 small way. The equation which unravels the universe can all too eaaily hecome
no mors thans what Ritcheock called the Macguffin., The {ilmic Macguffin would

be a stolen jewel, an ultra-classified document: anything to serve as the moti-
vation for people to chase one ancther with guna and noisea pf unashamed greed.
And Vaneglory, deapite solidly good eriting and ingenious manipulation af plot
and people, mettles into » chase after the Macguffin of genetic importality.

The reault is a suitahle shembiles with no real winners, but also a lingering
denge of loat opportunities.

For exemple: the promise of extended life corrupta and the promise of infinite
1i1fe corrupts infinitely - but while this corruptton of upright men sppears to
be the theme nf the book, the process keeps happening offstege. Ome man bresks
down in a “recital of naked greed" and others go tut-tut over his recarded words,
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but the resder never finds out what was said nar the thoughts which led to ite
being maid. Anothar man, a religious fanatic, decides mot too unexpectedly that
he end his acolytes deserve eternal life on Earth sd majorem Dej gloriam: by
what jemuitry does he reach this atendpoint from his old, sincere belief in a
hetter 1ife after denth? Goodness knows,

Other key points are werely stated. The wupporting cest includes '‘natural’
immortals centuries ar millennia old, who call them<elves the Children of Time
and agree -~ with the author's seeming approval - that to be immortml ia to be
other than huean., Maddeningly, we ara let into the thoughta of one of the
Children only to be told that from the Children's viewpoint he 1s inseene, having
such appalling mental defects am & love for certain humans comparable to the
love humans have for their dogs. {(He also boasts unlikely abilities: fine con-
trol over facial muecles which makea him a master of disguise, and the abllity
to 'manipulate' minds, ahout which we are tald na more than that i1t ia not bhyp-
rnoaie.}) I don't necessarily disegree with the thesls that immortality means
inhupanity, but surely a writer of Turner's ability could have bhrought this
chilly alienneas anatage and ghawn it to ua? Inatead there's an opening dialngue
between Children, one of whoa is 'sane’', both of whom sound no more or lesas than
human.

This i8 a sequel to Beloved Son: the people of the odd, bleak society emtabli-
shed in that beock are slready remote enpugh that immortals can hardly seem more
strange. HNor 1ps Vaneglory improved by its delibersnte echoes of Belaved Son.

The yourg/old Heathcate of the firat book 1a echoed by a youthful-lacking
Preomident of the Immortale whose memory goes back 30,000 years but ia fogey
nbout new dats; each book bosats 'Gone Timers' brought from our century to the
20308, & dessnted men-eating woman on tbe fringe of the plot, m concluding
public spectacle, a high-technology hendgun which in Vaneglory becowes a second-
nry Macguffin {if you can credit the idea that aonic weaponsa of incredible com-
pactoesa and lethality would be freely digpensed to untrained vigilantes in
1993's dieintegrating Glasgow, yet forgetten and fiercely coveted by the advanced
technology of 2037)... A more rewarding contraat ia hatween the artificial
biclegical freakm of the minjeter research establlshment Gungoil in Beloved

Son, and the sequel’'s naturel freakas like the Children and, less convincingly,
auch delights as eighty-foot mutant tapeworms in the river of 2037 Glasgow.

Glapgow 18 another disappaintment. Half the book takes place there, partly in

a running-down 1953 Glasgow of pumb crowds {aubseguently cleaned out with radio-
active duat), partly in a 2037 Glasgow enpty except far the Children, the tape-
wormd and & handful of Macguffin-chasers - mcet of whom linger for the stagey
finale when the city 1s neutron-bombed on Christwas Day. Desplte all this,
Yaneglory's Glamgow is berely more than a ecattering of street names. Melbourne
1s less, the old Melbourne having been pulled down plece by piece. Gangoll is
merely u glimpse of a mterile ward. That's it. There is no sensa of place.

Nor do we sense the complexity and inertia of n real, functinning meciety. In
2037 the people at large are sinply a mob te he manipuleted. A few top-echelon
indlviduale seem to throw their weight about with unbelievably tew conatraints.
The senme of wonder reelas ap top men rush in_person ta Glapgow, where one of
them makes an offhend decision (his thouvght procesaes heing characteristically
concealed), sends a private radioc message and withih hours has aixty museum-
plece peutron bombe havering aver the ¢ity ready to fall wher he maya the word.
For general implausihility thia t{m enly equalled by Turner'sa 'energy blind', an
impalpable privacy mcreen which saaks up all sound and electromagnetic radiation.
80 what happend when you walk thraugh 1t? Nothing, aays Turner, You fall over
dead, say I,

Deppite its dimappointments, the book 1s bleakly satisfying. Huch ig paved by
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the character of Donald, a non-immortal frowm 1992 who for no apparent reagon is
put on ice in Gangoil and revived in 2037: he has m dreadfu]l Glasgow accent for
which the suthor spologiees in his dedication, but ueefully fills the role of a
visitor rescting to the future in terms we can understand. But as with the
revenant Raft of Beloved Son, it isn't be who changes the world. The final word
is spoken by the international Security Council, sgain offmtage, and loose ends
are tidied up with unpleasant efficiency. (Even those tapeworms: Turner has
asnimilated the dictum of that playwright who said that if the stage divections
gpecify an eighty-foot mutant tepeworm hanging on the wall, then that tapeworm
muat have its suckers revoltingly clenped onto someone’'as face hetore the final
curtain. Or words to that effect.)

So0: a s0lid, downbeat ending. The rulers have inevitably choaen not to follow

the advice of the William Dunbar poem from which the title ia taken - "Since
for the Death remeid js none, Beat is that we for Death dispone, After our desth
that live may we: - Timor mortis conturbat ae.”" Instead Gangoil will carve

immortality from the dozen gurviving Children, for the benefit of a palected

few. Thia, we are told but once agsin not whown, will be disgstrous. All we

get 1a a final plece of hokey contrivance: the lest short section purporte to

be the memolr of one liquidated character, which hes heen acrawled upon by later
handas - the concluding note, many centuries onward, reading Timor vitae conturbat
me. Ouch,

End of & well-written, neatly structured book which for all ite 320 pages seems
too short - too ready to apend time on apparent eilde issues while skimping the
major thewe of immortelity end its disastrous lure, 1 gather a further sequel
i3 on the way, and perhaps this will deliver the goods in the areas where
Vaneglory seema to fail.

Angels Carter - HERDES AND VILLAINS {King Penguin, 131pp, E1.95)
Reviewed by Paul Kincaid

In thege embattled days it is rere that one has the opportunity to praise publi-
sherm. The “King Penguin™ enterprise, therefore, isp all the more walcome., It
is particularly pleasing to see reprints of those books that balong In the
borderlands between SF and the rest of literature, such am Borges’s Lebyrinthsa,
Lem's Sclaris and Carter's Heroes and ¥illains. MNevertheless, for all their
good looks and plessing liast, King Penguins muat arouse a few grumbles asbout
price. After all, little short of €2 for & novella of barely 150 pagea 18
excesaive - {t is the sort of price we ere used to paying for slim volumes of
poetry, and for all its virtues Heroes and Villming does not qualify ez poetry.

Angela Carter is a writer who ignores the ertificial boundaries that divide
literature - if she feela that what she wanta to say la best served by venturing
into the realmes of fantmpy or pclence fictien, then venture ahe will. Thia
book ia & cese in point, decked out ax a post-holocavst fantesy with mankind
radically divided and eciviligation routed. Yet Angels Carter ventures as s
vlgitor, not sn hebituve, and 1¢ would be a sad wistake to read Heroes and
Villaina ap, for instsnce, just another successor to Earth Abides. "It i re-
freahing, not to aey & 1little disconcerting, to enter a post-holocaust world
and realise that one is vot mesnt to sit back und marvel at the author's per-
cipience. Indeed, traditionally-minded readers might ga no further, After
all, her viston i3 not particularly original, or even that persuasive, and in
SF terme that is enough to condean the book out of hand,

But that 1s precisely why her role es a visltor is so important, and why her
fellow visitors Orwell, Huxley and Dorie Lesaing are vital to science fiction.
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It 1ia & realm of novelty, and since fresh ideas are seen as what eeta it apart
we denmsnd & conastant supply of fresh ideas. 1f there ip nothing new ihen a
book is judged a failure, no matter what other qualities it may possess. The
SF trappinga, the decoration an the cake, have become the be-all-and-end-all af
mclence fTiction,

The novelty, end hence the freedom, of sclence fiction are obviously what has
attracted writers 1ike Angeln Carter. Yet, while imparting freshness to their
mainetrean readership, they are under no obligation to be freash in sclence
fictlonal terme, which enables them to mske uvee of the SF elements ag they
should be used. No longer are the trappings the whole reison d'etre of the
book; inetead, they provide the background against which the story and the
characters are seen to best effect.

Thus, in Heroes and ¥illainp, the story la one of a clash of culturea, and 1t

18 told more effectively by depopulating the world and making the cultursl
divisions between the "Professors" and the "Parbariana” more extreme. That ia
the vita]l role pluyed by the post-holocaust background, and it serves the novel
well, And, with the S5F elements eased out of the limelight, we have a chence

to appreciate the more traditional skille of the noveliat, such as characterine-
tion and control of langusge which in SPF can too wasily be relegated to the
sidelines by the obpessive pearch for novelty. 4And there is much to appreciate
here, though 1 think that no one would go so far as to claim this as Angela
Carter's best book. Hut the writing hag a crisp economy, Ao Aure and exact

that it eerves hetter than many longer pleces to cepture its world., The chara-
ctera tend by the nature of things to be archetypes, yet with a breath of life
about them. And leat 1 give the impreseion that this is B dreary little piece
of High Art, let me add that it is slso vantly enjoyable - there ls a vivacious-
neap, an erpticlem and a delight In the bizerre that make it & pleasure to read,
entertaining and enthralling.

Heroeg end Villaine la a book that can alert putsiders to the axhilaration to
be found in eclence fiction, but more importantly, within our own realms, it
can consollidate the advances of our trailblazing idess-men. 1t may be a sur-
prise to thoese mesmerised by novelty to turn arocund and discover the anlidly
well-written, good and entertaining novels that are following in thelr wake.

Clifford D Simak -~ PROJECT POPE (Sidgwick & Jackson, 1l3pp, E7.9%)

Reviewed by Eve Harvey

Tmpending old age is a problem which we all have to face, and wmoat hope 1t will
be a graceful process. Unfortunately, for some the wind begins to degenerate

faster than the body and, from reading Project Pope, this would appear to be
a problem facing Clifford Simak.

I have not read Simak widely, but it seems toc me that two of his favourite
themes are religion [or spiritual experiences) and robots. Thess themaes have
played roles of varying importance in his work from City through Shakesgeara‘s
rlanet tn Project Pope. Briefly, the plot 1s as follows., Aa human sSoclety
evolved technologically, the degree of sophistication of its robots becams such
that the question of whether or not they possessed a 'soul' begged answer. The
consensus wag 'no' and therefore they were forbldden entry into any religlon.
This caused a group of robats to leave Earth, settle on a Rim planet ralled End
of Nothing, and set up Project Pope, aimed at developing the perfect religion.
Thiz was done by using human telepathic 'sengitivesa' to send their minds ranging
through all of time and space gathering Information to provide the basts fox
their religlon. The story commences some thousand years after thia when Ji11
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Roberts (a journalist in guest of a sensational story] and Dr Jason Tennyson

{z physician fleeing a aticky polltical situation on the feudal planet Gutshot)
arrive on End of Nothing. The other human protagonist ts Decker, whose lifeboat
erash-landed on the planet some years before. Of the non-human protagonists,
the most important are Whisperer (Decker's insubstantial, telepathic companionl,
Cardinal Theodosius (one of the robots who originally left Earth) and The Pope
-=- the computer program (although Simak insists on calling him ‘the computer'}
egtablished to correlate all the information gathered by the sensitives and
eventually becoming the Iinfallible leader of the religion,

The gquiet anonymity of Vatican-17 (the only township on the planet) ts shattered
when Mary, the most experienced sensitive, finds Heaven. This raises a dilemma
in the robot society -- 138 she right or wrong? 1If she's right, what happens to
religion, and if wrong, what about the infallibility of the sensitives which is
vital to the whole programme? There are several sub-plots running through the
story, but the main action revolves around the attempts of Roberts and Tennyson
to validate or disprove Hary's discovery.

Simak's ultimate solution has several twists in the tail, but they are very
weak and I finiehed with an overwhelming feeling of disillusionment. There
were numerous opportunities to tackle deeper questionsg in the plot, such as
where does machine stop and sentience begin? What does a religion do when
Heaven becomes a physical reality? What happens to faith when indisputable
truth is available? What would happen to & soclety of robots left alone for
over a thousand years to develop in their own way? But none of these are dealt
with to my satisfaction, and Simak's Incredibly pedantic style makes the whole
act of reading the novel akin to pushing sago pudding uphill. His characteri-
sation is diabolical: with aliens like Plopper, Haystack and the Bubblies one
1s constantly reminded of Snow White's seven dwarves, Disney-style, which
detracts from their validity not only as highly intelligent beings but also as
& possible serious threat to society. As for the humans and the robots, they
were indistinguishable as they tripped lightly hand=-in-hand through the happy-
ever-after ending (having solved the problems posed in the plot to their
satisfaction...)

The main area of disappointment, both in characterisation and development of
major fssues raised by the plot, was the robots themselves. Tennyson touches
on the interesting subject of what bhappens to robots after so long on their own
and he comes to the very tenable conclusian that they evolve into a separate,
diatinct race. Unfortunately, he is discussing this with a Cardinal Theodosius
who is sitting on a stool, chin in hand, resting his elbow on his knee -- only
distinguishable from hias human companions in that he can remember a thousand
yeara ago. At the end of the story he even joins in the celebrakions by eating
and drinking with his human friends! This hardly constitutes a separate fden-
tity for the new race. Simak begins to develop another interesting area with

a conflict between the 'younger' robots who were manufactured on End of Nothing
and those who originally left Earth, This is the traditional generation gap
theme, with the younger generation lostng the loyalty and love for humams their
elders still! possess; but Simak leaves the whole topic up in the air -- never
having the courage to look deeper into the ramifications of this dichotomy within
the soclety in Vatican-17. Simak's cowardice is evidenced even more strongly
when Decker is murdered by a robot. There is much sadness and wringing of
hands, both metal and flesh, over why this happened, but no one asks the gques-
tion 'how?' Surely a major step away from the standard 'Three Laws' should
provide endleas cpportunities -- but not in this novel.

In conclusion, therefore, I am left with a feeling of utter disappointment with
the superficiality of this book. Simak was never an author of high literary
kudos, but City proved that he was capable of better things. Reading Project
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Pope, however, it is hard to beljeve. Like many other writers of his generation
Simak doesn't appear to know when to stop, so that he could be remembered at his
peak. Agents and publishery are unlikely to let him know he's past it since he
can still ring the cash tills for them on the strength of his past works -- but
that opens a whole new vista for discussion, which would be inappropriate here.
Some people say that we will witness the death of the hardback novel in our
lifetimea, and unfortunately books like Project Pope can only accelerate that
demige.

Nancy Kress —- THE PRINCE OF MORNING BELLS (Timescape, 224pp, $2.75}
Reviewed by Brlan Smith

The appearance on a book's cover of the words 'in the tradition of' {or varia-
tions thereson) generally means that deducing the author's influences will not
be a particularly arducous task. The cover of The Prince of Morning Bells cites
The Last Unlcorn, and the mark of Peter Beagle can be found everywhere. This
i3 itself no bad thing, provided that it 1s done properly., and the first half
of the book 1s a very good Beagle pastiche indeed, almost imdistinguishable
from the real thing. Some of the similes are a trifle overdone, but Kress's
grasp of the evocative possibilities of colour in description, togecher with
the sense of the absurd with which she imbues her characters and her writing,
are precisely right for the style she has chasen.

The story tells of Princess Kirilia, who decldes one day to go on a quest for
the fabled Heart of the World in order to find 2 weaning for her life. She
acgquires a companion, in the form of an enchanted purple labrador, along the
way, and has various adventures before settling down to parry a handsowe prince
who, together with hls family, might well have sprung stralght from the pages of
T H White. The second half of the book describes how Kirilia resumes her guest
in middle age, and 1z immediately darker in mood. Apart from being a sharp
poke in the eye for the happy-ever-after achool of thought, it forms a sad
little eleqgy for the loat glorles of youth. The compensations that maturity
offers in return for said glories is a prominent theme of the novel, but the
main theme is a somewhat simplistic allegory of the compromises and sacrifice
of personal ambitions that a woman wakes by accepting her 'traditional role’

ag a wife and mother. However, lt is by no means a feminlat tract, but leans
rather towards individuallsm.

Digclpular novels like this always pose problems for me, simply because the
author is camouflaged behind the style of another. Kress tells her story with
considerable wit and charm, but the novel's themes and direction seem to out-
serip it, as if she were writing within a wordage limit or had suffered at the
hands of an insensitive editor. Thia leads we to wonder abhout the editorial
policy of Tlmescape Books in general, as this is the second Fantasy novel I've
seen from them in recent months which is blatantly a pastiche. If this is not
a coincidence, it is no leas reprehensible than the publish-anything policy of
Del Rey, which has produced some ghastly books. One good original novel e
worth any number of good coplea, and fantasy literature will be the eventual
loser if new writers are encouraged to waste their time and talents imperson-
ating already established ones.

C J Cherryh -- THE WELL OF SATUAN {Magnum, 253pp, £1.50)
Reviewed by Ann Collier

One could be forgiven for thinking that this is a heroic quest fantasy. It
ian*t. The props of magic swords, buried treasure and all-powerful gates be-
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tween worlds sugqest that a predictable scenario will be offered: instead, the
focus of the book, and its interest, lies in the interrelationship of the
characters.

Cherryh's lack of cormitment to the fantasy elements is evident in the uneven
guality with which they are executed. There is a splendidiy cinematic destruc-
tian af a city by the arrival in the nick of time of the Arch-Destroyer

Morgaine wielding the magic sword to save her alliea trapped inside. Tn con-
trast, the peanoltimate elimax is woefully inadequate; the narrabive momentum

is geared to the race to reach the Gate that spans worlds. Jt 1is a perilous,
exhausting, desperate journey for the characters who eventually stagger Into

the fortress that guards access to the Gate, but nothing has been evoked by it.
Cherryh's lack of interest in the magical can be seen in the line “he did not
know how te call what he saw and his thoughte would not held it" {p.229). The
character's ignorance is her indifference, and the reader is left with a feeling
of anti-rlimactic blankness about it all, Whilst it is of the essence of magie
for there npot to be a rational nuts-and-bolts explanation of phenomena, or even
a precigsely comprehensible description of them, one nonetheless needs tc have
some image of the phenomena so as not to feel cheated by the author. All
Charryh gives vs is a description of dimorlenting noise and light which brings
cheap discotheque equipment forcibly to mind, bnt which 111 serves a purporkedly
world-~ghattering climax.

If thia bock 1s not a wholly committed fantasy, neither is it a simple novel
of character. Motivation 13 explored in only ane of the protagonists, Jhirun,
a peasant girl whose baredom with her limited existence and har dreams of a
glamorous fulfilled life elsewhere get her caught up with the exploits af more
powerful helngs Iin a drama she scarcely comprehends. She carries the total
welght of the reader’s nesd to identify with some element of common humanity
in the atory, and just manages to do asc without being a purely reactive pres-
ence. But the two characters destined ta star in the series of navels are
emblematic. Morgaine is the personification of ruthless destruction, account-
able to no cne, "implacable in her purpose and disinterested in others’ des-
ires". Her psychology ia as impenetrable am that of any of the Black Queens
and wicked witches of legend. Her henchman is Nhi Vanye, and whilst he does
have human emotions of gratitude, duty, shame and need for human centact, his
absalute devation to Morgaine is not wholly explicable by its being a punish-
ment for fratricide. And in this element of elusiveness is a richer vein of
interest, for both act out of character in nbedience to the strong surges of
emotion between them, emotion often denled by Morgaine's insistence that she
owesa nothing to anyone. That this mutual attraction is left undevelcped is
due not to Cherryh's lack of literary expertise or to timidity, but to her
desire to permit them their harolc estrangement, and the fantasy setting allows
this triangle of relationships, where =so much is unexplained, to work.

Thelr race to reach the Gate through a country hostile in its inhabitants,
geography and climate {5 not otld with a uniform narrative pace. There are
fits and starts; long passages where the trio pled wearily on, the dreariness
of this sodden planet dampening not only the travellers' emcticns but alse the
reader's (and, with this book and Hestia out of her system, Cherryh will per-
haps tire of drenched worlds so reminlscent of Manchester). Interspersed with
these passages are ¥apld, sventful set-piece action sequences which temporarily
alleviate the novel's generally gloomy atmosphere. But even gloomier than the
climate 15 the sombreness of the relationships, which are all ahout powsr and
dominance. Characters are isolated from their peers, lacking any natural,
comforting contacts, a lack heightened by the all-pervasive feeling of an
imminent descent into chaos, the chacs of the disturbance of time and space
that takes place in the Gates. There is the feeling of lost glorles and of a
dying world.
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It 14 a sequel to The Gate of Ivrel and cne's response to it is enriched by re-
reading the earlier work, but thia is not essential since much background
detatl i1s recapitulated. The ending of The Well of Shiuvan strongly suggests
that there will be further books Iin the series. The danger 1s that these will
be just more of the same: adventure fantasies with characters reacting inter-
estingly together in the foreground agalnst a backdrop ©f non-natural action.
It would be more readable if Cherryh could weave together more successfully
the events and the characters so that the action helps develop their inter-
relationship. The difficulty in that lies in achleving the delicate balance
nf drawing the characters sufficlently fully to make what happens between them
interasting without detracting from their sense of mythic detachment which is
essential for the fantasy.

Mick Farren -- THE SONG OF PHAID THE GAMBLER (New English Library, 537pp, £1.75)

Reviewed by Martyn Taylor

It is not unknown for an SF wrliter to hanker after being a rock and roll star,
migrations the other way are rather more rare. Back when the Age of Aquarius
dawned fitfully and the gospel according to Dr Tim was propounded by the Merrie
Pranksters, Mick Farren had the John Peel peal of approval as a Pink Fairy/
Sgcial Deviant and worked hard at being the embodiment of the public image of

a hippy: mad, bad, and dangerous to know. MNever renowned for his musical tech-
nique or for the originality of his imaginatjon, what he had in plenty was a
raw energetic commitment. These qualities he brought to IT and Nasty Tales,
and 1t was my knowledge of this background which caused me to approach The Song
af Phalid the Gambler with some trepidation. I did nat expect to find those
virtues that I look for in a good book, and I was not surprimed. The novel is
derivative, implausibly plotted, and demonstrates little more than the most
rudimentary language... and yet jits energy and pace got toc me.

Between now and Farren's future, mankind has lived the techmological dream. The
planet has been tamed, the weather controlled and the stars reached. Every
sci-fi speculation has come true, but since the brightest and best took off For
the stars humankind has gone soft. Those who were left behind have forgotten
how to maintain the machinery, and the Earth has bean sliced up by banda of
extreme weather conditions passable only by some technological marvels that
muat have been developed after the Lords left, although Farren does not tell

us how this was managed. 1In actual fact, this degenerate sorciety would be
familiar to a man of the 19805 if he had read the right books and seen the
right films and can recognise the toys -- droids, blasters, flippers, et al.
Like s0 many of the effects in the fllms Farren has so obviously studied, the
picture looks good fram a distance, but closer scrutiny reveals the mundanity
af itg component parts.

We meet Phaid, the gambling man, in an upriver ruin -- by Sowerset Maugham out
of National Geographic's notion of Angkor Wat —- where he has sunk as low as he
thinke he can get. A first cousin to George Macbonald Fraser's Harry Flashman,
in the first twenty pages he wins a card game by cheating and murders the irate
locals wha want their money back, a day's work he tops off by laying the river-
boat woman who takes him on the first leg of his journey back to civilisation.
{As might be expected, sex iz one area where Phald does not have to cheat.)

Any resemblance bhetween Christianaville, the civilisation he eventually reaches,
and Las Vegas is purely intentional.

But a detalled resume of the plot would be Futile -~ the bock is entirely
centred upan action, and Farren throws in everything. Phaid makes his way to
Christianaville, winning scme along the way and losing an egual number. He is
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unwillingly involved in a very confused revolution, and is made a hera by both
sides —— whirh endangers FPhaid's favourite person, himself. Ahout every tenth
page he has a close encounter with death, usually as a conseguence of or a
prelude to a close encounter of the sexual kind. He winds up broke, busted

and a long, leng way from home, but alive, which is mure than can be sald for
most of the characters he has met. He has participated in and witnessed events
af great moment, and not a single one of them is in the least credible. Coher-
ent dramatic development is ahsent Erom this book; events ococur and characters
appear (and disappear) for no other reason than to move the plot along, to
resalve a situation, ta save Phaid or transfer him ta the scene of the next
set-piece. 1t 45 this arbitrariness that is the majnr weakness of the novel

-~ after hia first couple of close shaves not esven the most gullible reader
could believe that there wil] nat always be some convenient plot device at hand
either to rescue him from or to deop him In the shit., Indeed, Phaid himself is
nothing more than a plot device, an escapee from the most formulaie of tales,
and even within these limits Farren fails to create a consistent character.
Turing a display of dangerous aerabatics, Phaid is offered a wager on the
chances of a pllot pulling out of a dive befors he hits the ground, hut is
horrified at the prospect of wagering against the death of a brave man and
refuses the bat. Surely a man with Farren's street credibility would know that
the only reasons a qgambling man has for turning down a bet are not knowing or
not liking the odds. As it happens, Fhaid could have used wither reason, but
the deaths of brave men have been the bread-and-butter of bockmakers back to
the Colosseum and before.

A5 1 have remarked, The Seng of Phaid the Gambler is derivative. Within its
fashionable 537 page length, though, it packs a !ot of action. What Farren
grems to have done is acoured a vast number of other works and 'borrowed® any-
thing he ¢an use, which ensures a canstant suspicion of deja vu on the part of
the reader. At times this frritates -- for example, the "villain' is a member
of a higher race of men, the tall, pale, ethereal elalhim. Any more blatant

a borrowing of Wells's elei would be hard to imagine, and is made worse by
Farren's taking his mark from George Pal's broken-backed film of The Time
Machine rather than the original book. A rather more felicitous film refer-
ence is found at the very end of the book, when Fhaid plays Stewe McQueen in

a straight rerun of the final =seguence of The Cincinated Kid, 2 strangely
approprlate cholce.

This is a massively flawed work, relentless in its portrayal of non-stop
action, yet it is this very relentlegssness which redeema it. Its vitallty is
infectigus —- 1t la a crude, but effactive, wallow of escapist fun (deaplite

the claims of a blurh that plumbs new Aepths of inappropriateness}. If you
want poster palnt action without the adolescent preaching that today appears

de rigeur in American books, then you will probably enjoy The Song of Phald tha
Gambler, bhut don't be surprised if you groan from time to time. Groans are
inevitable.

John Crowley - LITTLE, H1G {(Bentam, 538pp large format, %8.95)
Reviewed by Paul Hincaid

A few yesras ago, Bameone perausded me to read 2 slim volume eaxlled The Deep,
John Crowlay's firat novel. It was enjoyable, T thought, but not great. Then
came Beasts, which mede pc impression on me: then Engine Summer, 8 stunning
book and one of the great plessures of recent aclence firtlon. All promising,
but none had prepared me for the achievement of Little, Big. The many fans

Crowly has won with his first three naovels will need ho encouragement to read
it, but 1 thkiok that even they will be aurprised to discover how good tt ia.
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Would it be too presumptuous to consider it as a cantender for the mythical
title, The Great American Nevel? It must certminly rank ms one of the moat
pleasureble - 1t is big, sprasling, alow and magical. It is the sort of book
in which you immerse yourself, sc that you ere no longer amware that you are
sctually reading words on u page. Yet I can think aof no eaay way of deacribing
it that will not give & totally false image. It ia & feiry story without being
in the alightesat fey or cotherworidly. 1t has atrong overtones of R A Lafferty,
yet it im natursligtic in the extreme. It ia s family eaga without any of the
vaual clichea. It isa a Victorian novel that is abaolutely up to date.

Smoky Harnable leaves an wnnamed Hew York to travel to a strange, rambling hounme
in the New England countryeide, Edgewoond, where he ig to marry Deaily Allce
Drinkweter, From that aetarting point, and with Smoky me 1ts focus, the novel
ranges backwards and forwards through the twentieth century, tracing the lives
of the Drinkwater family.

From the arrival at Edgewood of Alice's great-grandparenta, certain members

of the fapily have been aware af the fairy world around them. At the mame Lime,
through Tarot-1ike carda, they have an imperfect knowledge of the future, Thay
feel themaelvea part af a "Tale™ that had ite beginainga long before but whose
conclusion 1les with Alice's children. Though the novel follows other trails,
it 1a the "Tale" that provides i1ts direction. Yet it is not m drapatic tale,
unfolding slowly am it does over smeveral generations, and though it tenches &
coniclusion this could in no sense be called a climax.

It in the very non-dramatic nature of the novel and the erdinariness of the
events presented thet ere the chiaef jfoys of Little, Big, for you feel thalt you
ara part of a reality. The excursians are fascinating \throughout, for even the
ainor characterm are go wall drawn that you are caught up in the triumphe and
=lphapa of their lives. Indeed, these sub-plota provide the main interest dur-
ing the early part of the book, for the "Tele” iteelf does not begin to cocme
clear until halfway through, and even then it tends to drift in and out of view
as other events capture Crowley'a interest. It ip delightful to follaow the
seenuingly random twists and turne of the amcenic routea through this enchanted
landacape and find that pomehow they all come hack to the main route eventually.

There gre many things to admire here, The characterisation ia particularly
impreasive; the settings asre equally well handled. With a2 few deft astrokes,
Crowley gives us & very effective glimpse of the 19208, though even better 1s
the alowly decaying near-future New York with ita air of momething indefinably
loat. And Edgewood, where several different styles of architecture have come
together to create 2 building that is really many houges in one, different

from every peraspective, 1e one of those unique fictional) creations that is dea-
tined to linger in the memory.

I muat make particular mention of the quality of the writing. Little, Big owes
nothing to Hemingway ar to the brilakly functional prese that is common in SF.
Inatead, to suit the nature of the novel, Crowley affects a prome style that
followp an older tredition, with all the rhythzs snd cadences of the Victerian
novel. The sentences are long and rambling, with a certain old-feahioned form-
ality to them, and the efiect 15 Aomething spproaching Art,

Hut let me not give any falae impression of perfection, for [ cauld catalague a
long ltat ot faulta. The sentencea are pometimes po long and rembling thet they
lose both themselves and the reader; a littie judicious editing would mot have
coze amiss. It would have been hetter if the theme had been stated eariier,
rather than making the reader go through 200 pagea before he baging to fathom
what the bonk is ebout. In the middle section of the hook, but lingering into
the latter parts, where the nature of the underlying conflict becomes clear,
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there i3 an element of B A Lafferty-like ludierousnesa that does not really
belang. The ultimate conflict 1taelf, which invalves a reborn Frederick
Barbargsse and s secret pociety khown sg the Noisy Bridge Rod and Gun Club,

coumes straight from samething by Lafferty, and to me they detract from the novel.
And throughout the boak, Crewlay's gblique spproach mean that it is often not
clear exactlly what has heppened; in the main, this doesn't bother me, but 1 find
it irksome when 1t occura at the book' s climax.

In the end, Lhough, a book cannot he judged by & catalogue of its quallties and
weAkneages . Tt 18 the overmll effect, the final reaction of the reader, that
counts, acd as far as [ was concerned it had a powerful effect. I was tremen-
duusly impressed by Crowley's technical proficiency, while at the same time
gimply enjoying the experience of reading the book,

For me, 1981 has been a memorable year for SF, eapecinlly for the new baoksa from
Holdstock, Priest and, above all, Wolfe, Crowley haz moved effortlessly past
them all to take pride of place. Llittle, Big wes one of the greatest reading
plesgpures that | have hmd for msome time, and 1 can only recommend it ta you most
heartily.

Fred Hoyle and N ¢ Wickramawinphe - DISEASES FROM SPACE (Sphere, 241pp, £1.50)
Reviewed by Hrian Stableford

1 read this book shortly after recovering from my October cold. [ nlways catch
c¢ald in Octeocher, and so does nearly evervone else in the university where I work.
In my paive fashion, I had always assumed that the explespation for thls phenome-
non was that the populaticn of the univerality scatters during the summer vacation
to diatant corners of the globe, and that some individuals Teturning for the new
term import germs which have not previoualy run riot within the inatitution, sand
which take full advantage of theilr oppartunity. (Univermities are Utopla for
germa - people apend S0 much time crowded together in small rooms, and mast est
communally.) Hoyle and Wickramasinghe, hewever, would disegree entirely with
this interpretation. According to them, you can't catch colde from other
people: you have to be infected by virions drifting into the atmosphere freom
outer space. The reason lota of people cateh colda in more-or-less the same
place at more-or-less the same time has nothing to do with contagion and every-
thing to do with the Earth's orbhit interesecting the debris of comets' tails.
Obviausly, there Js cometary debris hanging mbout in the Earth's arbit in just
such a position that the Reading University campus gets it in the neck {or, more
aceurately, up the nose) every October, Indeed, the authors srgue that the only
readon human belnge have such funny noses 1s because natural selectilon has fav-
oured thoge of ua legst liable to have reindrops ecore a direct hit upon the
noatrils, (7 am not entirely certain that this arpument fite In with all the
ather things they believe, because they have pome pretty hersh things to asay
shout the theory of natural smelection in other contexts: they don't believe

life evolved on Earth, for ene thiug, and for another, they think &ll the impor-
tant eyvplutionary changea in the prehiastoric pest happened hecavse chromoscmes
tend to pilck up and sadopt stray bits of DNA which fall frpm outer =psce and
which then become new genes. )}

If this seema rather mind-boggling (yea, even unto the point of absurdity) then
Diseases from Space will reamssure you with lots of evidence sbout the apread of
influrnzp among schoolchildren ehich supposedly shows up the absurdity af baliev-
ing that schoclchildren cateh influenza from one enother. All of this evidence
ia negative In the sense that it presents anomalies in the conventionel account
of how diseases spread, but the authors clearly feel that it is enough: after
all, if people den't eatch flu from each other, where can it come from except

35



Book Reviews

outer apace? The main problem with their uae of thia evidence, it seems Lo me
{as a humhle skeptic), 18 that it overstates the ambitions of conventional theary
in order to make it seem wanting. Epidemiclogy ta tricky largely becauwse penple
differ from one manother in their responme to disemsses with which they come into
contact., BSymptoms vary in kind end intensity, eapecially with colda. We [ind
it difficult to explain why some people exposed to asome colds don't cateh them,
or why some fortunate swinem get away acot free when the rest of um are suffer-
ing the ageniem of flu. Because people differ in their resction it ts extremely
difficult ta track patterms of tranamiasion. Sheuld we really be prepared,
though, to cast the whole model out of the window Iin favour of a rival theory
which alao cannot explain why some peaple éatch colds and some don't save by
hypothesizing that gome juat happened to be zapped Ly the particles from outer
space and some didn't? There 1a lots of evidence that at leasat some cases of
some disesses are very definitely caught throuvgh contact with sjck people; there
is no evidence at all that any dimeape is ceught a8 & result of inhaling wiruses
from cometa' tails.

Occan’'s razor rulem, (K?

Edward Bryant - PARTICLE THEORY (Timescape, 252pp, $2.95)

Reviewed by Roz Kavaney

The short fictiona of Edward Bryant have all the merit and dignity that intelli-
gence, will and hard work can put into them. You look Bt them and you see the
gmall wheels turning the amaller ones and you think thet i1f you were samart and
hardworking 1t would be possible ta ase exactly which tooth moves which, which
gear had to be fitted to which rod in what order. They are the staries of &
craftewean determined to evoke this mood here and arouse that emotton there, and
they work, precieely. UBryant ia s determined schlever who most of Lthe time
acorea his points - hut there ims never any magic, never any sense that ke has
taken & risk and got away with 1t. You look st the gtories with their recurrent
powerful symbole, credible sensitive characters and tight, neat structures, and
after & while you move on hecause what you can see does its joh wll right; it is
what there is to see and thet ia all. But, actually, these atoriea da range from
the molid and meritorious te the pretty daen good, mo you can relax and go out
antd buy them.

But perhaps Bryant might have relaxed & little ms well, becmuse for all his
purity - one of 9F's mlick sacetics, he lived lean for eleven years, gvolding
almoat anything that might campromise his commitment to art - there 1ia aonething
quite vulgar about his writing. He makes stong, muscular use of atandard genre
aymbola, aymhala so standard that they are by way of being the genre's contribu-
tion to the cowmon cultural stock. Far more impartantly, his tight, crisp prons
always goes 8 little Hollywood when it becomes time to clearly express strong
emotion: "I recailed internelly. 'I've survived. Thet’se ecough.' ‘'Nao WAy .
You've been sitting around for eleven yesrs in suspended animation, walting for
fsomegne to chip you free of the glacier. You've let people carome past, occasi-
onelly bouncing off you with no eftect.” And of all the ilousy gin jointe in a1l
the towns in all the world she has ta walk into mine. Flay it, Sam.... The way
Bryant writea hia hig mcenes does have that effect, I'm afraid. Anrt what makes
it worse in that you feel the descent to workmanlike cliche ts a aolid decision
based on hia audience, the weighting of the story, his talent, his deadline and
the windspeed - and excecpt in the most abatract and absolute of terma probably
the right decimion at that....

The appesrence in this collection of gtories which appeared in Bryent's two
earlier ones - "Shark" is in Among the Dead and "Hayes and the Heterogyne' is in
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Cinnabar -~ ghifte one's perceptions of them snd clarifies one’s perception of
the sort of writer Brysut is. Among the Dead was dominated by angulshed radicsl
populist protest agaiost the atandard early peventies targets (paliution, Kixom,
the CIA, and so0 cn); read in that compepy, "Sbark™ was as much B story of u man
who spays 'non serviam' to a vicious and vivisecting state but will die far the
virtuoua peasants who heve given bim 3 home, Head with thess more personal
atoriea, the political mspect of the story becomes entirely secondary to the
atory of a man who has accepted that the woman he loves la kéen to go off and
become a ghark - 'The woman you love, you muat not possess' - and now accepts
that it is his duty to the figherfolk to die killing her. That alwaye was the
gubject of the story, and I wish that Bryent had cut the Bondlan melodrsma of
the inceptucus blonde aspassine from the World State and let the tale of love
apd death speak for itself. The whole point of gemre vocabulary is that once

it has been estabhliphad, a couple of bhrush strokes will suffice to fill in a
background of, say, poat-atomic catastrophe if background is all it i1s. "Shark”
is nonethelegs a fine and moving piece, a tragic love story whose extremity
couvld only really he pogsible within the traditions made availlasble by the geure.

] have always thought - and maby disagree with me - that Bryant's attempts to
extend hig range and imitate the gentle, amuaing, decadently erotic mythopaeia
of Ballard's Yermilion Sands eomething of & miatake. Cionasbar, the city at the
centre of time, lacks the charm of HBallerd's Tesort and the bawdy, witty, out-
rageousnesad of Moorcock'a "End of Time"; Bryant makes a gallent effort but the
truth ias that he is not a barrul of laughs and thig sort of story is one not
posaible to the gomewhat earnest, Even when be 18 portraying the adwirahla aide
of his self-centred irresponsible hedonists, his 14ip is curling with sn iaovolun-
tary Puritan dieglike; gome of the moai effective stories in Cinnabar are those
which ahow tbhe underside of this quasi-utopla and go on about the civil rights
of androide ar the importance of Heal Perscnal Commitwent ipn relaticnahipa.
"Hayes and the Heterogyne™, on the other hand, 1s affirmative about sexuml equal-
ity and the extent to which techno-bieolegical developsmentsa will make it practic-
able. Bryant's beart and head are in the right place, hut there is something a
litile chilly abhout his celebration, & bit like Jjumping cheerfully out of bad
and doing presa-upa. What does work, and what 18 mare ilamediately the subject
of the story, is ite portrayal though Harry HBlake, carried to Cinnabar by a run-
away time machine, of the awfulness of being a 16-year-old male virgio in Denver
in 1963 and how being carried off to the future {l.e., by resding 5F) can solve
part of the problem. But the archetypes who help Harry patch up his pesyche -
the Marilyn Monroa gister-whore figure and a hig brother mad scientist - would
be more effective were they not tha Tournalin and Obregon we know trom other
Cinnabar stories and had we not because of knowing tham definite preconceptions
of what they are like. Series can concentrate & writer's mind, but they can

alpo limit hia preparedness to develop ideas and people once they have hecome a
fixed part of it.

Of the new gtorias, some are accomplished, bright end miner. '"Strata" brings
together four achool frienda years later in an attempt to check whether atrange
events which threaten an envirocnmentally damaging mineral reaaurces achewe are
proof that the land resenta ite rape: it does. Tha phantaamagoric visions af
prehistory are effective and the journey down a canyob aighpoated with the geo-
logical levels 1t cuta is an apt symbol of the rediscovery by disappointed adults
of adolepcant hopes: but the sptory is prevented from reaching real quality by
the dictates ot the market, by the final descent into unneceasary cheap thest-
rica, Bryant has bhere forgotten the lessaon of Pamela Zoline's “"The Heat Oeath
of the Universe" that ance in a long while the apirit af SF can he propitiated
by merely making explicit the parallels between the mythic snd emotional aspects
af a paraonal situaticn and a acientific concept; the bip Cretacecus seasbeast
which bresks the exploitative genlogist'a neck iag bot powerful enough a symbal
in itsel? to weke up for this failure of nerva. "Preacesalon” is @ competently
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done plece about a man adrift in hia personal timeline; it lacks overwhelming
point save as a subject on which Bryant can lavish his sense of doom and loss
end as a display of technical skill., As such, 1t is efficlent, though the wir-
tuodity 1s obscured by the rather tireaowe trick of having the hero's companion's
nape ghift sround the permutetions of Elgpeth, Beth, Liz, etc.. “Teeth Marks"
is a ghost story sbout the way people are scarred by their parentsa; "To See¢” a
prose poem about the mcale of the cosmos; "Winslow Crater™ a twee though scien-
tifically accurate poeme concrete; "The Thermals of August” acolidly and conven-
tionelly shows two hand-gliders resolving their internal and amatory conflicta
by & deadly game of chicken. Bryant's good stories have the air of baeing semi-
generic reworkings of tales which might have worked without the trimminga; “The
Thermsls of Auguet" 1s puahed into genre by Bryant's wish to raise the emotional
temperature to extremes and keep actual death vaguely ornasentel in s way that
im posaible with fliers and not with, say, motorcycliets,

Exploration of extremes can include what in other contexts would be called had
teste: im "The Hibakusha Gallery™ Bryent comsenta Intereatingly on the expldig-
etion called confessionnl art and for which he has from time to time gone in.
The aponymoua gallery ia a rather unpleagant cultural response to mome vast
unstated nuclear accident - people go to 1t to have their own faces superiwposed
on photographs of the victime of the catsstrophe. The msan who runs 1t survived
the accident with a whole skin; his lover died quickly; one of her earlier lov-
ers is dying slowly and comes to tell hia off, The narrsztor reacts with what
nay be real sheme or simply an obelsance to what he knows he ought to feel but
does not. Bryant is telking about the imposaihiiity of reacting adequately to
the unthinkable; hia e¢linical, crisp prose slips loto terse cliches st momebts
ol tension byt here this seems an accurate description of human behaviour rather
than a slick refusal to risk incompetence.

"Stone™ has always left we cold ever since its first appearance in F k SF, partly
1 suppose because 1 have never been all that intereated in the cult of Janis
Joplin and sm accordingly cynical abaut the concept of & great bluea rock singer
who decides to fry herself with the worship of her fens. Significantly, the

other good Jania Joplin SF story - Michael Swanwigk's "Eve of 5t. Jania" - turns
out toc he gbout sowmething else entirely once it bas got 1ts mileage out of the
cult and the pain..., 8Sti111, given that the emotiona “Stone* describes are back-

atage atear-making retinue-guffer cliches and that in the real world s proportion
of thestricals really do act theatrically, this story has nothing clearly wrong
with it, mekea all the right geatures, and clearly moves a leot of people.

And then there le "Particle Theory" itself and “giANTS", which along with "Shark"
nake this story collection wore or less essential ag opposed to one which doesn't
insult you but of which you might get tired. In his article on the sol-diatant
“Labor Day Group™, Tom Diech categorised "glANTS" as a dumb @tory bullt around a
cliche that everyone knowa, viz: that glent ants would drop dead apd that induced
glantism would be one way of stopping a plague of ants. Had this been the point
of the atory, his rebuke would have some force, but as Orson Scott Card {eredit
where 1t's due) pointed out, the display of virtuosity implicit in writing such

a gtory is here part of the objective correlative of vast threate surmounteéd by
human intelligence in the literal details of the plot - which ia in turn, in the
area of the story's real subject, « wey of aymbolising and intensifying the way
the old scientist and the young dce reporter work through profesmionel roles to
intimate rapport scrosa the barrier of the scara of the past and a habit of pri-
vacy. Sometimes the majority is right and the intelligent and seneitive are
wrong; "giANTS" 1s a vulger story in i1te way, but it 18 also an effective and
soving one,

En 1t, "Sharka" and “Particle Theory", Brysnt shows people overcoming grief and
pain inptead of being ewapped by 1t; but he has to work harder to make affirms-
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tive noilaer mbout 1ife and I suspect that this 18 why thesr Etories are better
then the tales of defert, Bryant'a victaries are always Pyrrhic - in "Paorticle
Theory", there are literslly ohscure but emotionally convincing links hetween
the radletion therapy which hes cured the hero's prostate cepncer end the eplde-
mic of aupernovae that scems about to fry the human race, but there is no senae
that his doctor is responsihle for mess desth, only that she made a valid decision
on the pide of 1ife, Whan Bryant's hero saya amid the microsecond of burping
"'At leapt I have lived as long as I have now by chalce'", he may be uttering a
cliche but at leaat it is the right mart of cliche. Bryant is a aymbal of whet
the right attitude to the art of SF can achieve - his work does not have every-
thing, but it hes enough.

Michael Moorcock - THE WAR HOUND AND THE WOHLD'S PAIN (Timescape, 239pp, $12.85)

Reviewed by Mary Gentle

Graf Ulrich von Hek, mercenary captain ip the Thirty Years War, owes hisa soul
to Satan:; but Satan will relingquieh it if wvon Bek undertakes a queat for him -
to seek out the Cure for the Wortd's Palp, and thus establish as genuine
Lucifer'a wieh to be reconciled with Gdd. This is the intriguing premise of
The ¥ur Hound and the Werld's Pain.

Von Pek himeelf ia the krieghund of the title: the Cure for the World'a Pain ig
known by varioua names, notably in the Celtic ard Arthurian legends. There are
many literary {(and other) myths strewn throughout this book, often stood on
their heads - the apectacle of that mcat ippure knight, ven Bek, setting out on
B black Grail-quest, lesving his dubious Jady behind him in Satan's caatle,

has a rertain attractive irony.

The flrst mection 1s leisurely: von Bek's laconic description of his career amid
the bloody lunacy of the Thirty Yeara War; the castle 'whers no hirda aing'; the
deacent into Hell... 'Plty Llucifer’, says the book, striking sn tmmediate chord
with all thoae readera who ever hed a sneaking sympathy for the Fallen Angel.
Metaphyaicelly, it's interesting: Saten, bhaving no communication with God, begins
to doubt Hell'm purpose. "What 1if 1 em suppused to show mercy?" he seks rather
pathetically, while playing Virgil to vch Rek's Dante.

Maarcack puts forward convincing reasons for supporting the Devil, and off goes
von Bek on hig quest. Aa 1a compulsory, he amcquires enemies - Klosterheim, a
religious fanatic - and his own Sancho Penza, u Cosmack youth called Sadenko.
The quest meanders across a burned and desolate Eurcpe, and through Mittelmarch,
an oppowsite and enchanted realm, dewmon and waonder-haunted, but equaIT;"dnrk “nd
bloody. Peradisical valleys, hermits, magiciana, and the rept of the Grail
paraphanatia duly make their appearance, before von Red 18 trepped st the edge
of the wnrld by the hordes of darkness. Not that Prince Luciter has gane hack
on hia bhargain, aimply that some of the lemaer dewmon lards den't take kindly to
being redeemsd in their abpence, as it were, and losing thelr power. ‘'Batter
ta reign in Hell than serve in Hesven', said Milton, rather more concisely.

¥here the back falla down badly is in baving a firat-perason narrator. Vob Hek
tells his own mtory; therefore the resder aasumes he's survived it. As B chara-
cter the mercenary-with-a-nohle-heart is a pretty goad bet in fantasy fiction,
but difficult ta bring off in the firsat person, The semi-archaic language is
awkward rather than reslistic. Ulrich von Bek, heing Everyman, needs to be

peen from the cutaide. The interior view raises questions of relisbility:
people, after all, have been known to lie to themselves: omntacient authors

are presgumed to tell the truth - at least about thelr charpecters. Yoo Bek just
doean't aound convincing 88 B sevenirenth-century noblewan, and his attitudes -
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powerful religiogua and emctional experiences - are difficult to put acrnasa
without hias being either atilted, emharrasaing, or ineffective.

However, there are some remarkably pragmatic and attractive demone and super-
patural creatures here, Outright evil, in fact, is solely the province of
husan beings. Maorcock brings thia to its logical concluston in the Forest at
iha Edge of Aeaven. The ending is helped along by a deus ex machine (but, te
be fair, one that was planted in the text At an earlier point); and while it
fan't the end to mast Grail quests, it’s a right ending, and well handled.
'Thea marvellous 13 of neceasity a Yie,’' saya von Bek (which ts heresy in the
fantgay genre, if nowhere else), preferring 'justice and eanity'. The marvel-
laus 18 not necessarily a lle, Ra¥s Moorceck, uaing fantaey to prove some very
human conclusions.

Chelk ian't cheese, and the reviewer therefore shouldn't carp if The War Hound
and the World's Pain ian't Gloriane. Nevetrtheleas the impression remains that,
inside the melodramatic genre trappings of fantasy and the remnenta of the
Elric/Corun /Hawkmoonr multiverss, there ila a thoughtful, amueing, and intelligent
navel mstruggling to get out.

PARALLEL LINES: THE SCIENCE FICTION ILLUSTRATTONS OF FETER ELSON AND CHRIS MOORE
(Dragen's Dream, 95pp, E4.95)

Heviewed by Joseph Nicholas

Roonks of 5F art pour forth in profusion these days; here's another, purporting
to showcase the work of the eponymous artists but proving of litkle use to any-
ape sericusly interested in it. The pictures are presented cne after the cther,
jumbiled up together in any old order {(presumably to allow the reader to draw
comparisons between the two artista but, beyond the fact that they hoth produce
covers for 5F paperbacks, are they really so alike that they can be so easily
and so witlessly lumped together?), with the credits for each roming laterx:
first a page listing which of them painted what cover, and then {io a stroke

of genius that barders closely on the lunatic) several pages of small black-and-
white reproductions of the paintings with {at laat] their titles {some inecor-
rect =-- have you ever heard of A E Van Voight?}. And what on Earth is there

to be gleaned from that? WNowhere in the book 1s there the slightest shred of
hiegraphical information about the artists, thelr technigues, thelr interests,
life-styles and ambitions; instead, such text a= we do get is confined to a
perfectly inane {(and often ungrammatical) praface by Roger Dean, who saye noth-~
ing of any coneequence (but says it at mercifully brief length), and an almost
incomprehensible introduction by one Pat Vincent, who seems to have lifted his
etyle from Buckminster Fuller: if you rush along at top speed and at least give
the impression that you're saying something profound, no one wil! notlece that
you're not making any sense. Like this, for instance: "As well as being
vehicles, transmitters and armaments, spaceships are also floatling architecture,
home and protection for man against alien or hostile epvironment (sic). Such
architecture reflects the way in which man senzes himself in cppositicn to the
undefined, the unpredictable, the 'uncivilised'. It reflects his imaginative
measurement of self and his aspiratlons as much as did the anclent necropolis,
temple and palace. Thie is architecture that seeks not cnly teo emulate the
lost cities of God but alsp the divine artifice that shaped all the creaturea
of the world and engineered the diversity and ingenuities of nature." {p.l1)
Yes indeed: the spacemen of the future will be as the priests of ald, bringing
enlightenment to the savages and the heathen. Erich von Daniken would probably
love it; but it 18 in truth a pretty shoddy compilation, and cne to be avolded.
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Simon G Goedan Congratulaticons to Paul Kincaid on a penetrating expose of
25 Avondale Road  the wercantile policies of the publishing houses. The
Raylaigh editorial was a acathing indictwent of their blatant and

often unsuccessful quest for the greatest profits and it's
about time more opposition toe thie was mooted. There can't be many areas of
the financial world where the vendor doesn't sell what the consumer wanta, and
indeed wastes large amounts of revenue on advertising trying to persuade the
purchaser to buy the unwanted products.

I do think, though, that to expect publishers to calmly change their buasiness
structure, in the present economic climate, is a little nalve. I would hope
that the BSFA will stand as a strong lobbying group and demand change rather
than walt for it to occur.

Interzone ia a atep in the right direction and will provide a platform for
promieing young writers to display their talents. The ultimate success of the
venture, presupposing this happy event, may persuade hidebound publishars to
desert their narrow-minded policies of the present and once agein, as they
have dome in the past, provide us, the consumers, with the range and variety
of products we deserve.

it Intermsone ie indeed a step in tha right diraction, but i{ts success will
depand entirely on how well it selle — that fe, on whethar you buy it.
One very good way of infiusncing the deeisiome of bustness organisations
is with money. Spend it on Intersone rather tham the large mdbbish put
out by publighers. Ba digeriminating in your choice of SF. It's very
wilikely that you oan afford all that i{a published, and imposeible that
you oan keep up with reading it all, ao it makes sense to choose the
good stuff. (Just remembar toc eave the L6 for your BSFA membarship...)

A mumber of people agreed with Paul Kinoaid -~ and more to the point, no

ong disagread.
Xeith A Mackie 1 wholeheartedly agree with what Paul Kincaid said in
87 Comaly Bank Averue  his editorial °'The Death of Sclence Fiction'. The very
Edinburgh purvival of literature itself, never mind sclence fic-

tion, 1e being endangersd by the profit-mad mogulm of
the paperback industry. Brainless mediocrity such as The Humber of the Beast,
Ringworld Enginesrs, etc, is being masa-produced and sdvertined by mself-centred
‘entrepreneurs’ who know abeolutely nothing about the genre we all love. Qual-

ity 1s being substituted by quantity. It's happening with the mainstream Eic-
tion market as well.

Thia in & serious matter. Soon the S§F genres could be wiped out, replaced by
endless sequels to Dune, Titan and Ringworld: series of series, ad nauseam.
We have the Future to think of. Do we really want our children and our child-
ren's children to be reduced to gibbering imbecility by the endless stresm of
mass-produced blle smanating from TV sets with 30,000 channels, and paperback
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novels publimhed at the rate of six a week containing such wonders ag the ten

thousandth episode of the Areldes saga? The death of literature and good taste
1s facing us.

Portunately, I have an {dea. Interzope is% a good start. We need to get away
from the financial greed of big business and set up our own readers' and writ-
ere’ publishing co-operatives. That way we can print anything we damn well
like and circulate it to a readership of what is only going to be tens of
thousands, instead of the millione which the big publishing companies have to
cater for. That way we can keep SF going, good SF, that ia, through the daye
of Dallas-type ¢retiniem.

one last word. Y liked the way John Hobeon cut Poul Anderson down to size.
About time, too. All those glib, "libertarian® writers have to be told that
what they're advocating is the law of the jungle. Still, perhaps they know
already, and are just fascists at heart. (Still, they'll be the first against
the wall when the revolution...)

4t Fuwmy you finish with John Hobason, Keith, since he wrote a Standpoint
piace entitled 'Pumk SF' (Veotor 101, April 1881) expounding the idea of
tndependent publishing. Perhaps you twe should get together on thia.
A vord of warning, though: don't erpeot salee of 'tems of thousande'.
That's what publishere aim for with ordinary (os opposed to 'bestseller')
SF paperbacks. Intersone is, I believe, aiming at around threes thousand.

John Brunner Reading Vector 105 left me with a sense of depression that
The Square Houss 1 feel I need to sxorcise before 1 can get on with the
Paelmer Street story I'm currently tackling -- as much, I think, to cla-
South Petherton rify my own reasons for doing what I'm doing (a hard task,

Somareet, TAI3 5DB  since generally speaking I do what I do because ‘it ceems

like a good idea at the time' and only the passage of time
explaine to me whythat was so), as because a few of the contents of this lasue
are infinitely depreseing.

Chris Priest and Lisa Tuttle called on us recently, so I had heard about the
trouble he'w having in placing The Affirmation; Iafi and Judy Watson are due to
stay with us at Xmas and in between arranging the dates on the phone we also
heard about the difficulties he's having in getting his work properly published
and distributed. But let it not be thought that they're alone. Elsewhere in
thiz mailing someone referred to me as a ‘father figure' -- good grief! How
does he kpnow how much I look like my father now? -- but Players at the Game of
FPeople, which won me a ‘Porglie’ award last year from the West Coast Review of
Books, has yet to find a British publisher, and about the only werks of mine
currently to be found on sale in Britain arve either rehashed versions of early
works, like the appalling twi~in-one paperback of Web of Everywhere and Out of
my Mind which the blurb writer called "a MIRV of a read® -- an insult to some-
one who has worked so hard againast nuclear weapons! -- or else being remaindered
in spite of contractual obligations that any such remainders be offered first to
the author. I am still swarting from an encounter with a huckster at a recent
con who boasted that he was going to make €300 out of selling a batch of NEL
paperbacks which contractually should have been offered to me first. People
come up to me constantly at conventions asking why they can't get hold of a
copy of such-and-such a major novel, one of those on which my reputation as a
serious writer pust rest, and I simply can't tell them. I do not understand
the workings of a publisher’s collective mind. Just yesterday I had a very
apologetic editor {publishing-house type) on the blower saying that the admin-
istrative side of her firm had dumped large mummbers of SP and other paperbacks,
and ghe was being inundated with letters from angry suthors like myself. What
can one d¢? One can't afford the time to sue, leat alons the money...
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Speaking a® one who has generally operated outside the sc-called mainstream of
contesporary fiction, who reads less and less fiction {though far more non-
flction) as time goes by, who cares relatively little for the critical fads and
academic biases which seem to shift almost as quickly as the weather, and yet
would hope to continue ploughing a personal furrow across the landscape of 1it-
erature -- now there'sa a spark of fine writing for you! —- 1 am as much depres-
sed by the constant sense of disappointment I find in Vector thim time as by
the commercial problems faced by many superb writers like Priest and Watson.
Let me amplify and give examples.

It starts with regret at the blockbuster phenomenon and its ipevitable conse-
guenes, that good and often better work is then neglected owlng to lack of
funds. It continues with the 'reasssgement' of Where Late the Sweet Birds Sang:
I haven't read it, though in the normal course of events I do eventually get
around to the major award winners in order to keep in touch, but if half of Jim
England's etrictures are accurate, then I can be damned sure it would leave me
with the same sense of being let down that many similar bocks have evoked rec-
ently. This is not a fault confined to SF: ! have read too many pnovels in the
general fieid which offered a superficial gloss of quality, carefully-textured
writing, splendid 'set-pleces', clever portraits of minor characters, and so
on, yet ultimately proved to leave nothing behind save a senae of hollowness,
1ike falry-fruit. And often these, too, were baoks that had been grested with
critical adulation and considerable wales.

And beyond that my depression is fuelled by a reminder that the bharrier between
the SF readership and the readership of 'establishment’ authors who use SF
themes and imagery is not, as I long hoped, being eroded, but actually being
rebullt. It gladdens my heart whean, as novadays often happens, somecne at an
EF con pillories examples of B E Smith's appalling prose (I remembar reading

vy first Smith when I was an {mpressionable teenager st a time when SF was
almost impossible to come by, and wondering what ¢ould be wrong with me becauae
I thought this Grand Master's work was so lousy!)... but there seem to be an
awful lot of people who, not content with asserting what is after all true,
that in the SF field proper there are some excellent craftsmen, largely super-
for to their cpposite pumbere in other branches of genre fiction, are blinker-
ing themgelves to the way in which the previous epochs of SF have influenced,
even pccaslonally directed, trends elsevhere in fiction, rather aa though they
would prefer the future, worlds of fantasy and magic, and the rest, to remain
private property. Remain? Become, I should say. It never was and never ¢an be.

David V Barrett . Paul Kincaid's article 1 agree with very muchy a copy of it
Flat 1 should be sent to the SF editors of all our major paperback
83 Mayfield Grove publishers, with an invitation for a reply. Even if none

Harrogate of them responds at least they'il know how we feel. Another
¥ forks reason for tha emphasis on blockbuaters 18 that it's & hell

of a lot cheaper ta print and distribute one 400 page book
than two 200 page boocks. I don't know the figures, but I'd also imagine that
one baook at E1.95 brings in mere profit than two at £1.45. And I've noticed
that the likelihood of a book being awarded a Huge & Nebulous seems to be in
direct proportion to ita thickneass.

The dig at the 'faceless stock-controliers' of W H Smith and Bookwise was not
entirely justified, however. On the whole they distribute books (yea, of their
choosing) only to sweetshops with a book rack, or to the very small branches
of, #.g.; WHE == the 'community shops' =-- that are too small to have a book
manager. In the larger branches far more depends on the whim of the book man-
ager or paperback oderer. My ex-wife completely restocked and revitalieed the
SF shelves of twe shops (inecluding a WHS) where she was i/c books or paperbacks
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(I was unpald adviser). And at one successful inkterview she wae not asked how
good a4 salesgirl she was, but simply, "Do you love books?® This atticude may
nat be universal, but 1t does exist; the shame is that it appears now to be
rare in publishing houses.

A quick comment on Jim England‘s Regssessment of Where Late the Sweet Birds
Sang: it etank. You could do exactly the same thing to any book, quoting bits
out of context and wandering sarcastically through the SE(-)IY. To gquote England
on his own review: "in short, the wheole thing i1s vdious.” A eheer bad review.

A brickbat and a bouquet. Vector is not the place for political statements;

I refer to John Brunner's 'Open Letter'. If Brunner wanted to make an appeal
to all BSFA members, he should have had it printed on a separate sheet, to be
distributed with the mailing. And printing it in both Vector and Matrix was
totally needlesd, as all recipients of the latter alsc get the former. But
there are too many non-SF ltems in both publications: unemployment, disarmament
and feminisw spring to mind. There have been other subjects. These are only
relevant to the BSFA in the context of SF -~ and here I presgent the bouquet.
Stefan Lewicki's 'Work In Progrees' was an interesting article, and an excell-
ent example of how it should be done.

In reply to Jeremy Crampton's ‘confusion' over 'fans who believe in FIRWOL'

and the BSFA (Letters, Vector 105} you may, "The two are by no means synonymous
and quite a number of fans see the BSFA as irrelevant." Might I venture to
suggest that quite a nhumber of wembers of the BSFA wmay see fandom as lrrelevant)
several years of reading Matrix is leading me to that conclusion.

13 The publication of John Brummer's 'Open Letter’ twice was a result of a
fatlure of communication baiween Graham Jamee and myealf — probably my
Ffalt einea it wae indaed more outside the scope of Vector than of Matrir.
Howaver, I wanted to print it.

At the riak of getting into Matrix territory again, let me amplify my
vemark about fondom., SF fandom and conventions would keep going if the
BSFA fell apart tomorrow, and in that aense the BSFA is irralsvant to fan-
dom. I happen to think that the BSFA does still fulfill {ts original
purpose of introducing people to fandom, or, to put it enother way, fans
to each other. (I often wondar if people ever use the addregses I print
with each letter in Vector to start private correspondances or arguments.
That's what they are there for.) On tha other hand, if fans were made to
choona batwesn fondom and the BSFA, there would be nothing much left of
the conmittee and the editorial and productiom siaff. It's a good job ue
ean, and want to, do both. (Some of us, amyway. We are sitll looking
for a Vector editor. The next {esue is waiting for ons.)

Allan Lioyd I enjoyed Vector 105 very much, but one or two of your critics'
Quabb Cottage  remarks had me reaching for my pen.

Eardieley

Hereford "almost no Dick novel so far has been fully successful.®

HR3 8LP “...how little development in Delany's style there has been

over tha past fifteen years."”
“Where Late the Sweet PBirds Sang....pure Mickey Mouse, ae phoney as & plastic
lemon™

For the first quote —— 1f no Dick novel has been fully successful then I know
of no SF novel that hae been. Now that Dick has finally achieved the popular-
ity that he so richly deserves, do we have to atart knocking him, especially

in such a dismissive tone as used by David Perm. I do not claim to underatand
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all of Dick's works, but there are at least six novela that I go back to and
read again and again, and get more from them each time. I am not saying that
Dick is perfect, but why not have the courage to say that his major novels are
supreme examples of thought-provoking wetaphysical fiction?

The Delany gquote must strike anyone familiar with his work as arrant nonsense,
Can the atyle of Dhalgren be compared to that of The Binstein Intersection?

I2 Tales of Neveryon in any stylistlic way similar to Nowva? It would be
difficult to find a writer more concerned with the power and effect of worda
{I would go as far as saying obsessed) and this has ahown a constant improve-
ment in his work throughout his career. Delany's novels are not all completely
satisfying, but he aims so high that he can surely be forgiven for not achiew-
ing all his goals. Again, do we have to knock him just because he is an est-
ablishment figure? There 1s so wmuch rubbish about that we should surely be
grateful for so much ambition and intelligence. Why nokt show epthusliasm once
or twice?

A8 for England's reassessment of Where Late the Sweet Birxds Sang, I find it
hard to kpow where to start. Kate Wilhelm's style and characterisation, her
eheer story-telling ability gave me 2o mpuch enjoyment that I suspect that Jim
England must have bought a Vonda McIntyre book wrapped in a Kate Wilhelm cover.
Amazing how one book can affect two people sc differently. 'This does make me
somewhat cynical about your own attempts at a critical standard.

I Yike the idea of your Reassessments but once again it does open up the door
on even more knocking just for the sake of it, It is so much easier to knock
than to praise, and possibly your Reassessments are encouraging just such a
practice. All the people who are writing these articles joined the BSFA
because they enloy SF, =c why not encourage features about novels that have
glven pleasure. It is o0 much more interesting to discover hidden master-
pleces than to read of yet another book that it is not worth reading.

i1 I agree that it is better to find good novels and tell the world about
them that to be continually denigrating each and every book that ecomes
along. I prefer to publish favourable reviews, mot least bscause it
means that there are soms good novels being published, but alao because
it £8 poatitively directing paople to books they might well enjoy reading
— and I ean't actually think of a better reason for the eristence of a
book review colurm. BUT — (It {a a big 'but', which ie why I put it
in capitals...} BUT, sotence fiction {8 a big field, and containg eome
very different worka. Ro ons is goting to like them all, no ome can.
And I am not going to ask any reviever ( or rather, Joseph Nicholas is
not goting to ask any reviewer){are you, Joe?) to write any kind of re-
view contrary to the reviewer's beliefa. In the instamces quoted, you
happer: to disagree, Allan. Fine! 4And you have esaid eo publicly. Euen
better! We have a debats.

Simem Bratock Cne of my biggest criticisws of Vecter 18 the large

18 Gallows Inn Close  amount of book reviews included. Surely such an item
Ilkeoton belonge in Paperback Inferno. A few wouldn't hurt, as
Derbyahire you also have outside {of the BoSFA) purchasera and

DE? 48w they may never have seen PI, but half an issue sericusly

depresses the magazine. Which may be the reason you're
getting a hell of a lot fewer letters than you expect; book reviews are hardly
Btimulating enough to merit immedlate response. An interview, maybe, but not
book reviews. Never. Or at least not when there are more impertant matters
to be discussed.

Macinery is brill, Xev, good spacefiller (and I don't mean that as an insult).
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One thing though: it seems to have ahsorbed the guotes, which were a major part
of Yector for me. I'd be willing to find quotes If you resuscitate them, eh?

il Please do, Simon. I left the quotes out last time for two reascons: one,
to gee if anyone noticed, and two, I didn't have any. Several people did
notice, two of tham while they were collating Vector at the mailing
sepaion. Personally, I like to have them in (although as I type this
page I do not have any to hand, and may have to do some hunting around;
fortunately, I racently removed a couple cf doszan bad booke from my
shalves and put them all togeither in a ecardboard box, which ia quietly
faotering in a cormer, ac the hunting ahouldn't be too difficult. Did
I pucceed? Only time will tell...)

As for teo many reviews, well, I sometimes think this to myself, but then
Joe gives me another batch to be used up, and the feature article file
looks a littla desclate (not so desclate since Paul Xineaid began doing
hig stuff, I haaten to add) -- eo in they go. Actually, though, soms of
thoss reviews are little sseays all by themseluga, and several reviswera
témd to make generalised commenta as well as ones epecific to the book
under review. The next editor {ahem!}) might well agree with you, howevar,
and all could changs.

Mark Greener Radio ie, I believe, a dying medium. 90% of people hate
2 White Hart Cloae  thinking, they prefer to stare at a box. Radios 1 and 2
Bunting ford work, aa they play 'background wusic'. Television plays
Herta work, as all the information is layed out in front of the

audience. Radio drama, on the other hand, you have to ait
and listen to; the plcturea are inside your head. It is an effort to sit and
think, so radio drama does not work -- on a popular level. Radio has a great
advantage in that you can wake, visually, what you want of the scenarics pre-
sented. For example, my visual lnterpretation of Hitchhiker's Guide... was
totally different from the way it turned out oh the telly.

1§ And I bet yours was much better, tos; I know mine was. As another exrample
I can quote the Goon Show. There were scenes in that which could only be
visualised in the mind. I doubt if all the special effects in the world
could recreata some of Milligam's flights of feney —- and if they could,
in all probability they'd ruin the joke along ths way. The ludicrous and
the outrageous cost mich less on radio, too. A eudden thought: if Biake's
Seven were on radio you'd never know that the spaceships were made of
wobbly eardboard — in fact, thay wouldn't be!

Dorothy Davies I wish Stefan lewicki luck with hile research ihto Feminism and

3 Cadela Row SF. I don't, however, envy him the task. I just thought it
Faringdon rather nice to know someone is getting pleasure cut of reading
dxon, the stuff!

1 read a copy of Crystal Crone all the way through. [ tried to convince myself
that the lesbianiem and the fact that most of the writers completely ignored
the male gex, or mentioned them so casually in passing they might well have
been hamsters, were relevant to the plot. In the end I came to the conclusion
that it all had as much to 3z with the plot as Anna's Shakin' Stevens posters
have to do with my work. I decided, after careful thought, that it was shoved
in, in a manner of speaking, to make up for the lack of plet.

I sent Crystal Crone one of oy stories. It was a small cameo piece, a woman
walting for her man, who had gone far far away. It worked through her emctions
from rage through despair to joy, you know the sort of thiny. They kept it for
six montha, unti! I wrote and asked for it back. I don't think they knew what
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to do with it. The letter which accompanied it made it clear they were confu-
sed, and couldn't understand why, after my comments, I wanted to appear in the
book anyway. My intention was to try and establish some balance to the over-
whelming female blas., But as with all my good intentions --

I am a wife and a mother, by cholice. I am a woman by accident of a few genes
a long time ago. I am a writer by cowmpulsion. Hone of these thinge has very
much to do with the others; i.e., because 1 am a woman it 18 not incumbent
upon e to write as a woman, surely, 1 can just as easily write as a man.
What I am aiming for is a complete neuter state, when the writing is more im-
portant than what I am, and therefore should come across relatively sexless,
without being flat and dead. Several people now have glven me the cosmpiiment
*you don't write like a woman' and that to me 15 extremely iwmportant.

When I listen to, or read, the aggressive attitudes of Viragoe Press, or the
stated aims of Writing Women {19 Osborne Road, Newcastle upon Tyne, 1f anyone's
interested} I wonder what happened to the sheer joy of Just creating. I prob-
ably waste a good deal of my preclous writing time creating stories that are
rnever to be read by anyone, but I get a tremendous pleasure and satisfaction
out of it, and surely that is more important than anything else. Remember the
statement ‘First you write. If you wsell, thet's a bonus.' And there can be
no other way of leoking at it.

Cy Chauvin I think you are the wicked one. If David Penn truly meant
14248 Wilfred that James 8lish {in 'Common Time') 'told’ his story, rather
Datrott than ‘showing' it {which Ls preferable}), why does he say before
Mich, 48213 this "the best way to handle a grand theme i8 not to illustrate
UsA it wholesale® —- which he at least impliea Blish has done in

'Cormon Time'? If one illustratea a theme, one is certainly
shown it. 1In any case, if one reads the story at all, it is rather obvious
that the evants in it are not simply told {from a distance, or offstage), but
chown, and I say this not from childhood memories of the story, but from a
rereading five montha ago. I would agree with Penn that 'A Work of Art' is a
much better story, and seemingly less acclaimed; it deservesz to go in an anth-
clogy of modern literature, and not just as & token 5F story., But 'Common
Time*' has ite merits as well, if less of them.

I read Zelazny's Roadmarks, reviewed by Martyn Taylor. I don't know what
Taylor found about the book that made it "a difficult one, intriguing and stim-
ulating™ -- I was trapped into reading it, on a long bus ride, and it was
boring and empty. Zelazny has a certain stylistic grace and witty humour that
iz at times superficlally involving, but nearly all of his novels are like pot-
ate chipe; when one has finiahed the bewl or the novel, one is still hungry.
HWell, maybe he i3 an improvement over Heinlein: as Taylor says, there is no
hint "of patronisation by the author", but I can't understand what anyone
would find aysterious about ft.

‘Blind Man's Movies' 19 quite an interesting article. A couple of the plot
eymmeries for proposed science fiction radio dramas sounded rather bad -- I
mean, "In the belly of the big ship were the wingships, two-man craft that were
a handy size for darting down black holes..." {p.12] Uh, sure. »and the rock-
ets will make noise, even in ovter space. Actually, I don't mean to be patron-
ising: I wonder if all such plot summaries sound as bad. Plot summaries of the
Ian Watgon novels {at least frowm the reviews in Vector) make them sound fascin-
ating, but it sesms to me that the focus of radio SF drama may be at a lower
stage of development (and I always hate it when others wrlte about the 'devel-
opment of a genre'}.

Paul Kincaid's guest editorial reads like cne of your Standpoints {the better
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ones.) I agree with him entirely {how boring, you yawn)}. Sometimes I think
puffing up letters into Standpointa seems unnecessary -- and it puts a sort of
emphasis on the writer's letter that he or she may not have wanted, or deserved.
It (and those puffed up book reviews called Reassesswents] make Vector cseem a
little like a bowl of puffed rice cereal. 1I'd really rather read a few good
articles or even an interview {(although they've been overdone by other fanzines
to such a degree that I wonder anyone has anything to say). 1 know your reply,
I suspect -- "Then wrxite ope." I don't imagine that any articles have been
pushed cut of Vector because of the Stendpoint column, and anything that might
provoke a response from the torpid BSFA masses ia good, to a degree.

15 You got my reply juet right, Cy. However, I tend to agree that they are
overdons by fansines -- and I aleo think they are very rarely done well,
and ars frequently tedious. Interviews, that is.

Ae for whether I'm 'wicked' for interpreting David Penn'’e piece ae I did
-- well, let's sce what David has to say (and I assure you that I didn't
soliott this letterl)...

David Penn A8 Kevin pointed ocut in his reply to Cy Chauvin's statements
18 Anchor Street on my Galactic Clueter article, what I objected to about
Southport ‘Common Time' was that Blish tells us rather than shows us
Merseyeide what 1t 1s like when a man's time sense is distorted. I

PR? OUT admire the imagination that explored this particular meta-

phyajical avenue, and the theme of man's isolation from other
possible forma of existence is a powerful one which Blish puts into an interes-
ting new context. But look how he handles it: the story takes off and we go
and lock at the philosophical notion and then come back. I mentioned Arthur C
Clarke when 1 dicussed this point because it is he more than anyone who has set
the modern precedent for this rather poor form of writing. In his work we go
to look at an alien spaceship that has entered the solar aystem, we explore a
space elevator... There i3 a Hletzschean background to his storiea which makes
Clarke more than just a goggle-eyed guide on a cosmic package tour. But is he
anything more than an expositor of fanciful socio-philosophical notions in
these particular worka? A 4 is Blish any more than a metaphysical egquivalent
as the writer of 'Common Time'? 1Is it too much to ask of science fiction
vwriters that they dc not simply allew the grandeur of thelr ideas to work up
cur interest, but in addition supply the subtlety and multi-facetednesa that
distinguighes the fiction writer from the philosopher? Mot even Blake, who
among British writers came closest to leaving the pale of poetry for that of
seerdom, is inspiring simply because of the impact and power of his visiona:
no one wvho has read the 'Songs of Innccence' and 'Songs of Experience’ can
forget them afterwards, and that is because of the power of Blake's words to
summon up an inexhaustible array of images in our minds. The superb vigion
that went into the creation of these poemes 1is the driving force behind their
beauty, not an end in itself.

Hhat I'm getting at is that the short story is not such a minlature, limited
little squib as Cy Chauvin seems to believe. The problem 1s not of any limit-
ations inherent in the form itself, but of those that unambitious writers have
encumbered it with,

Borges doesn't revel in the concept of the Aleph or any other of his weird
products of fantasy, letting their profundity or unlversality alone be the
measure of his work. What he understends in fact better than any other writer
is that a writar is a teller of tales, and whatever the notion at its core,
the maln object of a story is to be a story. Perhaps this 1s why when he omits
to present character -- which, contrary to Chauvin's remark, is not always the
case == 1t can be taken that character is unnecessary within the format of the
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story at issue. My argument against Blish's failure to present character was
that 1 felt that such an element wae necessary in 'Common Time', since the
aptronaut galns admission to the greater universe by letting go his ¢wn self,
and it would have enforced this aspect if we had known what his ‘'self' was like
in the first place. It's not that I believe in character for character'a sake,
but I do think that where it would as a matter of course be an integral part of
a piece of writing, it mhould be present. What I think ie that Blish left
character out of 'Common Time' not because he regarded its inclueion as undesl-
rable, but because, employing the paradigms of this genre, he was unused to the
idea of character as a part of the source of sclence fiction writing. Once he
got hold of an original idea, there came out even in hiw vestiges of the feel-
ing that 'If it's inventive, it doesn't matter how I write it' -~ like a
sclentist delivering a paper.

To arque that one writer need not use character in a story because another wri-
ter doesn't is no argument at all, and to say that the portramyal of personali-
ties in a short story is iwpossible because one writer deesn’t deo it is absurd.
Many writers can describe characters in a few lines, let alone in the 'very
limited mcope' of a short story; if I may be allowed to mention Hemingway,
Lawrence, Joyce and Dylan Thomas in this context, those are a2 few examples of
writers who have got round to it in the past. Doesn’t Cy Chauvin himsel f
remember writing 'word portraits' at school? Of course it is a long step from
gketching a character to writing a story which rests inherently on that charae-
ter, but it can be done, as those writers I've mentioned proved eminently.

But it ien't the inclusion or exclusion of character alone that I want to make
an imave of. There are an infinite number of elements in the short story as
in any form of fiction, and which are brought into focus and which ignored
doesn't depend on eome sort of limitation of spacet a story developa its own
internal demands and laws as the writer writes it, just as a novel does, and
sometimes these may not entail character, or other pomeible elements. Again,
Borges above anyone else has shown the full range and complexity of the short
story, and that {t can have all the diverse facets and overtones of any other
form of literature. Borges's stories can be read again and again without lcss
of ipnterest because of their power as structures. Blish put none of this
potential richnessa into 'Common Time': not only ie character lacking, but aleo
the plot 1s too obviously a device for exhibiting the properties of time-
distortion, without any organic development of ite own. Blish, in this inst-
ance at least, ignored the full valuve of the short atory form =-- the full
poetic value =-- and &c however astounding or wide in coemic implication the
concept of 'Common Time' is, the story is still lacking in many of the quali-
ties of good fiction.

But thanks to Cy Chauvin for recommending ‘Darkside Crossing', in which Blish
obviously recanted his earlier sins! I*ll try to get hold of it.

Andreuw Sutherland It was worrying to read about the problems facing

32 Hillview Terrace Christopher Priest ag he attempts to find a paperback
Cults publisher for The Affirmation. The latter part of Paul
Abardeen Kincaid's article did reveal a certain degree of hope,
AB1 gKJ however, since Faber may publish the book. Paul L8

probably justified in his claim that "the publighing
scene may not be gquite as bad as I suggest”, since a good deal of high guality
5F is getting paperback publication. Arrow are bringing out Gene Wolfe's The
Book of the New Sun, for instance, although they probably hope that this will
itgelf take its place on the 'blockbuster' bandwagon. They have also had
sufficient faith in Wolfe's abilities to bring out a collection of his short
stories. This shows that one publishing firm at least has the courage to
invest in talented and intelligent SF writers and {8 an example followed by
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penguin with their publication, under the King Penguin imprint, of volumes hy
Angela Carter and Stanislaw Lem.

It seems toc me that SF publishing in Britain is still fairly healthy, and I
feel confident that a novel as imaginative as The Affirmation will eventually
£ind a paperback publisher. It would not be the first time that sn important
work has received publication in paperback only after a long and difficult
struggle.

A8
ad

The good news i{s that The ﬂﬁimtim has found a paperback publisher —-
our good friends Arrow again. (The slightly lesa good newas fa that it

won 't appear until 1883.) PNaturally a publisher hopee that his novels
will become best sellers {note, two wordsl); that's how he makes hig money.
The mithors, too, would very much like to ee¢ll millions of copies...

Note that Arrow are not just hoping about Gane Wolfe's booke; The Shadow
of the Torturer, I geem to m?ﬂ%er, had a 5" x 3" advertisement on the
ooks page of the Guardian u few momths ago —- and that would have coat

a bit!

We Also Heard From...

Bob Ardler wrote about the book reviswsrs tn Vector, tdentifying what he termed

the WABOF { What A Boring Old Fart) aschool of reviasing which needed to
hate the old established writers as a matter of necessity, and pointed out
the very salient point that 'has-beems' have been —- and who are the
reviawers? Worth remembering, that, o ilong as the reviewers don’t let
it domingte them,

Jeremy Crampton gets his second WAHF tn a row, this time telling of the devel-

oprent of hie reading preferences, which seem to ba along iines that Joe
Nicholas would approve of.

Nic Howard was yet onother who agreed with Paul Kineaid.

Christopher Mills 2oid of how he enriches his library 35p at a time by ordering

the latest SF hardbacks.

R Micholson-Morton ('Nik') said ks would volunteer for Vector editor (chears!)

but (booal!) was sure that other mambers with more SF knowledge and back-
ground vere more suitable end already nominated. You heard the man:

where are you? Care to try again, Kik? He also sent a Focus-type article
which, for reasons cbvious this mailing, I'm pasaing om to the Focus
editors. ..

Wait a minute! How come Pooug has three -- yes, thres -- editors, and
poor old Veetor dom't have none? (Just twe 'eomething aditors’.)

Disgusting (Harrow and Devon branch) wrote about how much he approves of books

like Julian May's Hag%-c.olourod Land (don’t say you haven't heard of it}
vhich do up all the old SF oliches new, aince that's fuat what we all want

== g new lock at all thogs sxciting old ecliches, Perhaps he meant to eall
himgelf 'Disgustsed’. On the other hand, he generally seema to writs what
ha means. (I, on yet another kand -- making three eo far, if you're
eotnting -— write lots of lies...)

sprang up. A thing with a pale, greeny blue lumingscence. An electronic
thing, a mechanical thing. & thing that was part of the robot genfus. A
thing thaqt was ao strange a8 the ship and ite cscupante. A force field, a
glowing greenish blus foree fiaid...
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