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good @ writer he is. I said mixed
I EDITORIAL with disappointnent because  the
book in question Empire of the Sun
(Gollancz  £8.95) is, by all

the book in the Guardian, takes the
next step and tries to disassociate
Ballard from his previous work; "the

Geoff Rippington

If you glance down ~the contents book deserves to be considered quite
Listing you would most probably find apart from his former work, not
it difficult to discover a common least because it marks a decisive
link between the various pieces. break with his past reputation as
But, remarkasbly (because it was essentially a  science  fiction
not intended) the whole issue not writer.' - the implication being, if
only has a strong theme, but a theme he is a SCIENCE FICTION WRITER, he
that is extremely topical. cannot be any good...Leaving aside
Most of you, I expect, have the historical factors of how this
seen the short list for the Booker attitude came about, why is it still
Prize  and  have noted with prevalent today?
surprise and pleasure, mixed with Let's play that favourite game
disappointment, the name of J.G. of the science fiction genre; "What
Ballard. Not of course that we SF 1F2%. What if Ballard had written a
readers should be surprised as even novel on the same subject as Empire
five years ago, Ballard, in the of the Sun which is just as good as
words of the Nicholls' Encyclopedia his present one, but had decided,
was; ‘one of the most important for some reason known only to him,
writers to work through the imagery to use the ‘imagery of SF'
of SF' - we have always known how Continued on Page 26
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M John Harrison:

The Condition
Of Falling

ANDY DARLINGTON

You must remember this...

Trick ymic aind back. NN VORLDST nagazine?
England's New The heat-death of the Science
Fiotion Giveres?’

M. John Harrison: "1 began on "NEW WORLDS" in 19683
by then Michael Moorcock had been editing it for four
years. The ideological terrain had long been mapped out
in his editorials, and in guest editorials by writers
such as Ballard and Aldiss. The unprecedented Arts
Council Grant and 1
charge were already historical”. Yet through Harrison's
short stories - and novels that followed - it soon
became obvious that he understood “the depths and
subtleties of the genre to an extent that elevated his
work far beyond that of his contemporaries” (editor of

Born in 1985 M. John Harrison's first professional

sale was to the long-extinct "SCIENCE FANTASY" in 1966,

followed by hard S.F. contributions to the "NEW WRITINGS

IN SCIENCE FICTION" anthology series. His later work

wes featured in "QUMRK", the excellent Sevoy Drosss
11 he

t
Sndy of eoirse, "NEW MIBLDS®, Tor whIch he wes Titerary
editor from 1968 to 1975. His elegantly crafted and
meticulously fine-tuned critical essays for that journal
launched damning invective against his chosen victims,
a ritual literary slaughter that allowed no quarter
sttacking, al) wrkting Ehat he demnad impecfuct, and afl
idess that were muncane, hackneyed, or over-ussd,

thia way he aet the standurds against Whish fis
S it Bt judged.

He lived in Camden (London) A Wit o7 STt
to be "the largest domestic cat in the world", relocated
narth S Glsesos, nd thon o his cusrant eddeoss,
small cottage ona steep hillside overlooking the
Yorkshire village of Holmfirth - producing, a fistful of
critically acclaimed novels on the way. The Committed
Men, The Centauri Device, The Pastel City, A Storm of
Wings, and In Viriconium; fantasies, according to "TH
GUARDIAN"  newspape: rounded in M.
sense of reality” with the ability to "realise the unreal
by brilliant selection of detail”

to discuss The lce Monkey. a new short
story collection he describes as part of a transitional
process of moving out of the Science Fiction ghetto and
into some less stylistically restricting definition. "My
next book will have absolutely nothing whatever to do
with S.F." he declares. "My stories and my fictions from
nom on will be human. They mill have the human sympathy
of & single human being far other single human being”.

In" the flesh he's often difficult to interpret.
He's entertainingly self-opinionated in a style that's
instantly recognisable from his "NEW WORLDS" essays. In
a style that makes this conversation a lethal amputation
from the genre he claims to be abandoning. A vehemently

eloquent parting broadside at both 0ld and New Waves;
but 1 get the impression that he's also fueled by s
nervy energy that's humanly sensitive to any retaliatory
slight.

is "late evidence of the "NEW
WORLDS' n". A writer whose style evolved out of

restlessly challenging and uncompromising spirit.
t remember this...

DARLINGION: Did you grow up reading conventional SF7

HARRISON

I gres up on everything. | read Science
Fiction along with Boy's School Stories,
Girl's School Stories, 1.S. Eliot, books about horses
From the age of eleven to about age twenty | read
genuinely omnivorously. 1 preferred fantasy with a

read the first line of "The wasteland". And I still do.

DARLINGION: Was J.G. Ballard an influence an your
development?

HARRISON: At about twenty this omnivorousness stopped,

ond | begen to read only Selence Fiction,
This happened for the first is that I
discoveres 1.6, Ballard: 1 becan literally cbgsssed with

his work for the two to three years that followed. So
yes, he did influence The Committed Men, and one or two
af the early short stories - "Visions of Nonad" for
inatance. The second reason was that I began to work on
“NEW WORLDS" and 1 didn't have time to read anything but
review copies - and of course, they were all 5F. It

ruined my head until sbout 1976 when 1 finally packed it
all in. During that time 1 never read a good book, never
even read a decent book. 1 reckon at the age of twenty,
although | was everything you would expect a young mriter
to be, that is - naive, not very good, etc. etc. - I
could at least have BEEN a writer. But by the time | was
twenty-four/twenty-five, 1 could only be a S.F. writer,
because then | was reading nothing el
had become stuffed mith the rubbish, even though | hated
most of it, it still went in. It was like being force-fed
with dirty dripping. And it went in every single month -
a hundred, two hundred American paperbacks on that sort
of grey paper that smells of excrement. About four years
ago 1 decided | would get rid of the last vestiges of all
that stuff in my library. [ just chucked the whole lot
out. 1 don't read S.F. of any sort anymore. | reckon you
are what you eat, solely. Science Fiction was a very
expensive blind alley as far as I'm concerned. It allomed
me to earn a living and make a very small reputation
within the field, although nowhere else. Ihe technique




riters is so POOR. They don't KNOW anything, HARRISON:  Yes. OF course, he specialised in the Middle-
don't  READ anything but Seience Fiction. It's not class disaster where everything was alright

fault, although to an extent it's their fault as again at the end of the novel. If we all pull togethe
as it is their readers. The readers won't read and be nice and decent, thoroughly decent and Middle
ing but § They are like children who won't eat class, we shall get through. Remember th serie:
"cos it hurts their teeth (with a sneer), or it "The Survivors"? That was straight 'cosy disaster'. Did
them feel sick. So they eat cake all the time. you notice that there was always one lower-class persan
ce Fiction publishers are there like confectioners, per In every episode there
supply lots of cake. The whole "NEW WORLDS" and the was one, and he always spoke with a gnarly speech and
e Ne ement in 5.F. was blown from the start touched his forelock and all that sort of thing. Horrible
you eat nothing but cake then . It's a nice description though, ‘cosy

3 nathing else you ue've specialised in it in Britain. Until -
desperately be a great writer was going to say, it wasn't until Ballard and Aldiss came
hwhile, but if you've spent your along that we had any disasters that WEREN'T cosy - but

and writ you haven't got a they were grinding different axes anyway. You couldn’

techniques really call their things disaster stories. M

Committed Men was @ not-very-cosy disaster.

essay "The
divided the

an approved

omfort, which you

those

don't

DARLINGTON:  New W was conceptual literature in that

~ it was consciously reacting to the ‘cosy’
Science Fiction that preceded 1t. It wasn't market-
orientated writing. The Atrocity Exhibition was concep-
tual S.F. in that it manifesto, a statement
sbout what J.G. Ballard thought Science Fiction SHOULD be

That's true. It was @ reection, and a
destructive one too, it was iconoclastic. The
trouble is - is it worth producing that amount of
iconoclastic energy to break up and let air into the
hermetic escapist dreams of children? Is is worth it? Was
it worth all that running around foaming at the mouth
saying "this is terrible stuff"? I'm not sure it wes. In
fact, I'm quite sure it wasn't. It's not my place to
criticise Jimny (J.G.) Ballard - but what s weste of
talent to be only reactive. To exist only in reaction
sgainst something which 1is palpably and obviously
rubbish. It wasn't necessary. The Dada art movement was
necessary in its time. It reacted against the entire
monolith of established art - that's a lot. But Science
Fiction wasn't very much. It was just a little genre
which nobody took very seriously, which frankly, isn't

many American writers, the

so-called

have

of much use. S.F. has only been of use within
litersture when it was polemical. That is to say, when
it was "1984", when it genuinely was @ fiction of ideas

as in Huxley or Orwell. That seems to m
limits of its worth when it's considered as part of
literature.

mainstream.

4



HARRISON: 1 don't know to be honest. I haven't been

near a shop that sells it for

years. 1 haven't read any for so long.

DARLINGTON:  While the mass pulp market for good new
S.F. seems to have vanished entirely.

HARRISON; 1t ws bound to happen. They printed too much

oom. The bust is
Publishers never
they are very slom

f the stuff during the
aluays bound to cone after the boon.

learn that sort of thing because
people
DARL INGTON: by deflating the escapisn of

Pesteps
Science Fiction you were also destroying
its practical applications, its use as a comfort fiction?
Perhaps people buy 5.f. like they buy records. They dance
to the recard without being overly concerned about how
technically well it's assembled or how aesthetically
pure its motivations.

What you're talking about is a process of
sawing off the bough that you're sitting on.
We may have done that, intellectually, and over a long
period of time. I don't think we did it as far as the
people who just bop to the record are concerned. They
went on just buying the stuff, and the publishers - who,
of course, are only concerned with people who bop to the
record - went on selling it to them.

HARRISON:

DARLINGTON:  But much of the Science Fiction that i
popular today - the "Star Wars"/"Star Treler
syndrome - is a reversion to pre-New biave mentality. The

type of material you weie attacking.

uh s, n S with you. If what you're
is  that we sawed off our own
particular bough, we did. And I think it was
about four writers it was a good thing. The
writers who were good enough to make something out of the
condition of falling. Of realising that there was no
Thomas Disch. Ballard. Aldiss. One or two
uriters

HARRISON:

who said something about the world, about people. They
had always wanted to be proper writers. lriters in the
tradition of writing - which S.F. isn't. It's not in

that tradition. And sawing off that bough, ina
them the confidence. You've got to go for it in the
end. You've just got to decide to do it. Tom Disch hasn't
wittn _amyithing that. you could describe as Science
Fiction for some time

current book, The Ice

DARLINGTON
similar process of

You describe your
Monkey, as part of a
moving out pf Seience Fiction.

HARRISON:  The book is very Lransitional in the sense

that it still tries to use SF or Horror or
some other genre to make its point. Pz!haps the points
are now so human, and so concerned with hunan being,
that the S.F. is distracting. It's taking the readers
attention away from the point. The Science Fiction
slement in "Rurning Down" for instance, is where the

hap cynical, unpleasant, and
misorable, that his own self-disqust affects his enviton-
ment. It was a good enough inage in 1975 when 1
talk directly about people. As a writer L wasn't
cally capable of simply looking at people.
dossn'tt;vasn o, fa be mueh of a solution nowadays. 1f

were writing that story now there wouldn't be any S.F.
in it. There wouldn't need to be, because I now feel that
my technique is good enough For me to laok directly at
people, and write about people.

But Science Fiction inagery provides a rich
vein of contenporary mythology that can be
used in a Symbolist sense. Much of what you describe as
the 5.F.-content of The Ice Monkey stories is little
more than the kind of symbolism in some of Kafka's work.
1 think it would constitute a considerable loss to your
stories if you anputate that element.

DARLINGTON:

HARRISON:  Exactly. It is, in Fact, Symbolism. The

ories are symbolist stories. Even the
cruder ones in there, written as long ago as 1975, are
structured exactly the way a symbolist would have
structured them. Exactly like Catherine Mansfield, or a
post-Symbolist, @ kind of proto-Hodernist like Virginia
ool f have. There are no plots

per
thing proceeds by parallelisn and contrast of symbnls
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do a little better and not
space at all. I don't think you need them. You can cut
out and still write the same story. Still make
the ssme comnent about being human.

DARLINGTON:  There are advantages to working in a genre.
There's a guaranteed minimum market.
HARRISON:  You've got a guaranteed audience. You've

ot a livelihood. But I realised that the

genre wasn't allowing me to say anything and at the
sealised that i you really want to say what you
y take the risk of not having
that guaranteed Sourve got to move out. It's no
goud promieing yourself to write a wonderful non-generic

these days. bhat you've got to do is

Fxn.ully st lanse and do it. There's a very difficult
Rock clinb in the Peak District called 'Cut loose
or Fly'. Flymg being slang for falling. I just decided
to cut loose. You must commit yourself to th
effort even if you suddenly find yourself hundr:ds of
feet up in space with only two directions - or
doun. " You must take the cisk I deczded todo it hich
means 1 shall probably become very
quickly. But then I wasn't all that £ich to stort with,
For me, from now on, after fifteen years of
writing about robots, all I ever want to do again is
't say that 1 won't ever

1 wouldn't be interested in it and 1 won't even

bother trying to fake interest. People are much more

interesting.

DARL INGTO Do you think in terms of an audience?  Are
the people are going to read your

stories a consideration?

',... he whistled off down Henrietta Street,

ready to walk as as 1d. Looked

inland, at hills looming though 5qualls

of rain, Soon he would climb up

and let the wind blow thnse clean cmldxsh

little sins out of him and away.’ "Strange
Great Sins” by M. John Harrison (Interzone 5)

HARRISON:  No. But on the other hand, oddly enough, I've
found that I've gat a bigger audience since 1

decited to be me and oo what 1 wented to do. When you do
when you make that decision for the First time in

yuur life - you mature as @ writer and you develop a
very obvious, typical, voice. And people are bound
to be interested

stopped trying to be a generic pop-corn writer.
stopped just grinding it out, and started to spesk with
oun voice. Certainly it's had more effect on the

more honest, and because of that the voice is more
distinctive. A lot of Science Fiction is so
philosophically and meta-physically crude. Some S.F.
writers  are very matter-of-fact chaps, for so-called
inaginative people they are very very blinkered. They
seem to have the mentality of school Physics’teachers.
You suspect that - although they blather on about him
all the time, they have no understanding of Finstein or
relativity. One of the reasons I didn't earn much of an
income as a Science Fiction writer - as a so-called
profession writer - is that my standards were a bit too

high. The stuff I wrote never actually made it as good,
rubbishy, readable, generic S.F. - because it was always
too fastidiously well-written. If 1 hadn't done my

side-trip into 5.F. I might very well have matured a
little bit earlier. In my case, 1'll adnit that being a
professional for fifteen years has given me certain
techniques. Techniques for sucking the reader in despite
himself, for facing him with things he wouldn't normally
read - because he can't stop reading, because he wants
to Find out what happens. These are techniques you don't
learn from reading Virginia Woolf. These are techniques
that you learn - god help you - from writing crap. And
the ability to suck the reader in and keep him there
uhile you do your operations on him, I suppose, is worth
learning.



| SURREALIST VERVE, ITS LOONEY
NON-REALITY, ITS PIERCING TRUTHS,
ITS WIT, ITS MASKED MELANCHOLY,
ITS NOSE FOR DAMNATION, ITS
BUNKUM, ITS CONTEMPT FOR HOME

COMFORTS, ITS SLEWED
ASTRONOMY, ITS XENOPHILIA, ITS
HIP, ITS CLASSLESSNESS, ITS

| MYSTERIOUS MACHINES, ITS
GAUDY BACKDROPS, ITS TRAGIC
INSECURITY. 99

From the foreword by Brian Aldiss

B The Science Fiction Source Book

E I'edbyDa Wingro j
Uhlished 3 tember 1984 Eq

Longman i




The Michelin Guide

To SF

DAVE LANGFORD

anyone remember the

thi:
Ideal of the ultimate SF reference work.

Critical Standards

to aim at rather than to achieve, a Platonic

David

by
urrnunﬂu\g the 100-0id pages . of author-indexed

"Michelin  Guide"
(Aldiss), various
length), ing

(Wingrove) and

are  essays on the history of SF

Stableford, at
oddly assorted writers),

Looking Forward to Reading Battlefield

Earth (Amis). Au are wunt
and t the

LIST 1

Richard adams.
Lo gpricuod

A Anderson

mm St

umnqm Bayley
se Bierce

Lloyd Bigale Ir
8lisn

Eadison
George Alec Effinger
Carles G. Fimey

Robert P, Holdstock

Each of 880 authors gets a
biographical/ critical

tory  cited, each of the
f categories Readability,
Characterization, Idea Content

and Literary Merit. (Ten stars,
as in H.R.F. Keats ilar
volume about detective stories,
would have been better and
Howed morg,_ fime tunlnq )
Searing thess i ain
At e artibee fitey
Theve i comon?
he answer: nane of them
scores the coveted five stars in
any category for any of their
cited SF/fantasy. (The implica-
re

uorld seems to only
Tisted book scoring zero in
every category: 1

carry no torch for Longyear, but
this looks like spite, since his
often-praised short "Enemy Mine"

e Y ron e saying all these
writers deserve a five-star seal

Chalker
consistently wtt five stars for
Gorbliney.

None can achieve the originality of lom Reamy's Blind
Voices (five stars for idea content. Although a plessant
Book

None
is as readable as my own The Eater, ha ho.) (You
think I'm joking, don't you?) Nome can ascend that
suprene pinnacle of literary merit and gain the five such
stars allotted to the stodgy Web Between

The Worlds by
Charles Sheffield.

ive Cstars  for resisbility seans you'ts
consistently more readsble than notoriously

comulaiva Bester, Harness, arce o vogt  (in
idea conten|

more original and pr anything
Bideys; Pibl; Sladek o Walfes (in‘eddition i
Five for characterization sets you above any
efforts of, besides List 1, Angela Carter, Cowper, Dick,
lasdair Gray, Herbert, Pangborn, Roberts and D.M.

you're non-:ut-nuy
Blish,

Five for literary merit is the biggie, and gives
you the edge over, inter al 1diss, Beagle, Dick and
Nabokov, Orwell, Mary Shelley,
t _wnd beils, none of wose listed

T ies ok the gead? L-Wi1 a1 jou, Exactly
eight books score the big five stars in every category.
Bracbury's  The Martian Chronicles  and
Fahrenheit 451, Crowley's Little, Big, Farmer's fo Your
Scattered Bodies Go, Golding's e Inheritors  and
o.‘;uneu v;m'rn et e trat dmioed are doing beret),

W06 fo Guin's ' The LaFt Hend of Darkness . sad
vatied batch, Srarai

m!Essessea A Somewhat e:
whose acknowledged merits do not
exactly include top marks for
2ippy readability.

atuston’ secelie Toid dbarea o LIST 1
Thus Blind

Voices and ite's )spital
Station would be perfect if they
were only a little more
readable, while The White Hotel Domon knight

R.A. Lafferty

-like the slightly higher-
scoring Web Between the Worlds--
-would be perfect if only it had
better characterization,

and utter perfection is the
tiniest lack of Literary Merit.

This, in Clute’s
oft-repeated words, is a game
shich  bes ing.  This
shanbles inconsistent
Estings 1o z  eeally. the feilt
e contributors Eogar Allan Foe

r:upnﬂumle. oalthowh . tate Cneistopher Priest
G Block s ey'ie Thanas Pynchon
unjust, as Eric Frank Mack Reynalos
Fuasell, whoss “thnlJars about Salnan Rushdle
invisible superhuman Bertrang fussell

ies" e excusably Erlc Frak Russell
dismissed as “routine", after James 4. Schmits
which  two 3

) ok Trevar Story
cation — Buys. Or take st

the case of Charl Grant, Nilliam Tem
who'd have got better ratings if Nilson Tucker
he'd written no s, as Tutner
then he'd have been assessed Lisa Tuttle
(like Cabell or Eddison) on his A.E.van Vogt
considerably better shorts and John varley
fantasies.  Kipling, most of Vercors

whose many collections include Jules Verne

some fine fmuuy/sr. is faintly Gore vidal

damed as an author “"two of oan Vinge
whose short story collections voltaire

might be considered to include Evelyn laugh
SF stories, although this is Franz werfel
more 3 use of supernatural wiinei

than speculative material™---
this on the same which

awards whole constellations of
merit to  Stephen  King.




Clearly, different contributors have different ideas of
the book's scope.

And they all have different views of the books.
Here's the fatal flaw. The noblest attempt at
establishing an objective critical standard, a formula
which will infallibly generate the correct star nnngs,

is poisoned roaches of
people who if 1 had had lnv
say in the G.K. Chesterton piece here, you can bet the

e been consistently
rated below the intermittently competent Jack Chalker in
every category.) Studying the results as above, I suspect
that the better critics tend to be more sparing with
their praise, more reluctant to dish out five-star
ratings... little knowing that behind their backs, the
not-so-good critics are top marks on pet
authors. Add to this the hypothesis that by and large,
the belter critics are asked to assess the better
and perhaps my list of anomalies isn't so
Trerplicstle after alls
onsistent critical standards? At times like this
have © cold feeling that the ideal really is
unattaineble, that the only way to carry on is with as
much honesty as possible along one's usual path of merry
subjectivism. and that unless he'd tackled the
msssiue, Sofimoitisn tatk of Weiting every enky | hinself,
David Wingrove's Michelin Guide was doomed from the
start to founder in the sloughs of inconsistency. Hubris
clobbered by nemesis.

Again Whodunnit

David Barrett

[m: AUGI U OMM. By ESaC astiw,.  Grecwds 1984,]
319pp., £B.95. ISBN 0-246-12308:

The standard, and highly offensive rejection
letter from "Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine”
reads in part as follows:

‘Most stories are rejected because they lack a new
idea or theme. A great many of the ideas that may
seem innovative to an SF new

familiar to readers more experienced in the field...
Another common cause... of rejection is the obvious
lack of basic English compositional skills on the
pect of the mathor...s ity iyour ety may. have
been rejected... ly because it failed to rise
far enough above the othar 849 seen that month.:

plot of The Robots of Dawn is straightforward.
Or Hen Fastolfe, the great roboticist of Aurora, is
accused of roboticide - causing mental freeze-out in a
humaniform robot he had designed and built. Plainclothe:
man £lijah Baley of Earth is called to clear his
name. It important that he succeed: Fastolfe's
political opponents want  all runhur planetary
colonisation  to be

reputation will be sullied,
comiimnad Topewis (3| faatas i, thelt, Caves 8F steel.
Hence the fate of Earth, if not the Universe, hangs on
Baley's success. (By this point, p22, | was already
yawning. Still, there were less than 400 pages to go.)
In true Asimovian style, we then have numerous false
leads, Lije Baley accuses everyone in sight, then
wonders why his mitnesses are a mite unco-operative,
and 1n the last ten pages of the book it is finally
revealed (ShockHorrorAmazesent) who actually dunnit.

book is 3 very late sequel to The C

of

is es
Steel (1954) and The Naked Sun (1957), and references to

both abound. Han Fastolfe =npnrm in the former, and
G-du Delmarre, in whose R. Jander Panell was

killed,' is from the latter. w of course, Baley's
Faithful ol buddy is also :

saw @& thoroughly human shape, with a broad,
high-cheekboned face and with short bronze hair

lying flatly backward, someone dressed in clothing
with a conservative cut and color scheme
“Johoshaphat 1" said Baley in a nearly strangled

oice.
Partner Clijah, said the other, stepping foruard
2 small, grave smile on his
"Daneel!" cried Baley, (hrn-)m; his aras around
the robot and hugging tightly. "Daneel!™ (p30)

This touching little scene confirms that Asimov
still writes about emotional interaction with all the
Literary skill and deftness of Mills 1ng

x-):l. though, he has to give the robot's point n’ view
a5 well:

“The robot was holding him lightly, allowing himself

to be y

to a human being and enduring that action because
the positronic potentials of his brain made it
cause dis-
embarrassment to the human being,
The insurmountable First Law of Robotics stat

st in case the reader has forgotten the Three Laws,
they are repeated and explained and elaborated on, singly
o Topether, Antarmuhly. throughout the book.

Asimov has alwa d a love of chapter titles;
for exanple, 'Cnnv:rsutmn with a Commissioner’ and ‘A
Roboticist Confronted' in the earlier books. This
tine the Eitles ars characters' nemest *Daneel ",
‘Giskard’, 'Daneel and Giskard', 'Acain Daneel and
Giskard', etc. The system falls down because there are
Rire _chetens ban cherecters) end buosuss. Ciskard
pears in Daneel's chapter and vice verss, does
it wcvune @legs  Rlovs, the 13 neml Shasters re
subdivided into B4 numbered chapters, so why bother?

Asimov has not yet cured himself of the habit of
hyper-melodranatic chapter endings, nor of embarrassingly
cliched writing:

‘He struggled desperately to open his clogged
throat, to call to Daneel for help - He could make
no sound - ' (p6l)

-:;he raised it high and browght his arm down

torl it et Beley. And Baley, emght utterly | by
surprise, barely asnaged to cringe beck age

chair.' (p87)

""Let's get all of it into the open, so that we may
be able to see light in what now seems darkness.
(p164)

950 talk! Now!"" (p213)

References, passin, to siersctars s pieris {6
lbe c-ua- of Steel and The Naked Sun are to be expected
me by surprise, Though, was e Festolfe
l!lhng B-)-y the 'legends' about Susan Calvin and the
telepathic  robot (pp82-3) ('Liar!':1941), and Andrew
Martin and Little Miss (pl91) ('The Bicentennial Man':
1976), and about the possibility that:

'"there may come a day when someone will work out

broad strokes of the future, and know what might be
in store for humanity, instead of merely guessing
as 1 do, and know what to do to make things better,
instead of merely -pemu:zmg. 1 drean sometimes

ounding a mathematical science which I think of
as p-ycmnmaxy... 108)

[The Foundation tetralogy: 1951, 1952, 1953, 1982]. There
te plot reasons for one of these references,
but 1 feel that their main function was to establish a
unified framesork for all of Reincy's majer wocks. In sy
case, it seems a clumsy conceil

Clumeiness if ons of the | hallmarks of this novel:

‘Baley cried out (gasped out, rather), "Straighten
the vehicle, Giskard!"' (p323)
*(Giskard) said in his contentless voice.

(p328)
Toneless, perhaps, but contentless?
rlet se take the oppartinmity of ence sgain
apologising for the rvy trick I played on you
With Teapect to the Porsonal ! (pi0)-2

The extreme formality and ‘'scurvy trick' don't



guite blend. Using the Personal, by the way, equates to
the American phrase ‘going to the bathroom.' I
convinced that Astnov is prepering a_lesrned peper on
the anthropological implications of toilet taboos; he

he book discussing them. He also
displays an odd fascination with the genitalia of
humaniform robots; Gladia is speaking to Baley before
shoming him the body of R. Jand

Nothing was lacking and those portions which might
be expected to be erectile were, indeed, erectile.
Indeed, they were under what, in a human, would be
called conscious contral. Jander could tumesce and
detunesce on order. He told me so when | asked hin
if his penis was functional in that respect. | was
curious and he demonstrated."' (plas)

‘The body was, perhaps, not quite human. The
muscular contours were somehow simplified and a bit
schematic, but all the parts were there: nipples
navel, penis, testicles, pubic hair, and so on.
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visions of the robot filling an internal
small polythene bag with a suiteble synthetic fluid
before performing coitus in accordance with First and
Second Law directives.

&s the robots are so human in appearance, why does
the cover show a particularly chunky and mechanical,
decidedly non-hunaniform robot, and in an alien and
totally non-Auroran setting? Reading the thoughts of the
persan at Granada responsible for such decisions, ‘It's
Sci-fi, it's Asimov, it's robats - | don't need to read
the thing - where's Chris Foss's phone number?’ They
also didn't bother to Anglicize the spelling; that's
laziness.

Asimou has written some demn good short stories
over the years, but he was never particularly good at

rything is explained at interminsble
length because the author is thinking it out on paper;
but the second draft he knows where he is, so he can cut
down on the verbisge - but it seems Asimov never got that
far. IF At bey) besti eritten by sy lesser mortal it
would have been rejected on the first reading.

ROAE ot e cedeokion Tottesis.

Worthy, but

Martyn Taylor

[IHE_DAY LASTS MORE THAN A MLIM]RID YEARS By Chingiz)
facdonald 1984. T8.95. ISBN D-396]

Aitnatov.
(09575 11

A Fussion book. A modern Russian book. A Soviet
book. Not, perhaps, the sort of book to sell in millions
and be made into @ film by John Carpenter, but a thing of
meight and significance. 1 call it 'a book', which it
cortainly is, but | hesitate to call it 'a novel'. We
shall see why

In his brief pressble, a call for mutual
understanding and an end to the arms race, Aitmatov
declares his allegiance to socialist realism and states -
*The main object of socialist realism, in my view, is to
present the image of the working man.' In the west the
term 'socialist realisn' conjures a composite image of
dull epics set in a tractor factory and thase flag draped
forward leaning colossi seemingly so typical of the
artists and sculptors who celebrated the imediate post
Revolutionary fervour. 1t is Sholokov rather than
Solzhenitsin. It is @ dish that daes not appeal to our
palate. Worthiness is not our cup of tea. As a model of 3
worker hero, though, Aitmatov's central character,
Vedigei, serves well. He is named Burranyi Yedigei after
the railway junction where he has worked for forty years
since returning from the war shellshocked. Burrany: 1is
miles from nohere in an ares of steppe called the
Sarozek, which is one of the last places on this earth a
man might choose to live and work. While he is ignorant,
in that he is unlearned, Yedigei is by no means stupid or
unthoughtful - a stark contrast to one of the book's
principal educated characters, who combines examination
success with thoughtless stupidity in an all too familiar
way! In his heart he has a lode of Islamic poetry which
translates the rigours of his life and endless work -
work to which he is stolidly devoted in a way which draws
the contempt of younger men blind to any dignity in hard
physical labour. As befits a modern worker in a socialist
state he sometimes thinks on the complexities of life,

history. But he is not simply Pravda's dream. Yedigei 1is
a mensch. No doubt sbout it. He is mucho macho, Big John
in person. e is a big man who feels he is not yet out
of his prime even though he is 58 years old, a passionate
man who can be prideful and angry, whose pride
passions sometimes lead him outside the bounds of what
proper (and safe) ta the dignity of a socialist
In  many ways he is one of a kind with his ca
magnificent Karanar, an animal which doesn't know what
tiredness is, who is cock of his walk, as obstinate and
enduring as only a canel - it seens - can be. But when
the season is on him Karanar is the terror of the steppe,
insatiable In his rut. Oh yes, if Yedigei stood next to
me in @ strange pub 1 should know him instantly; | might
want him to stand a little further off, but I should
know him.

Given that Aitmatov devotes 350 pages to creating
Yedige: this is hardly surprising. When you give a reader
8s much information as Aitmatov gives it would be strange
indeed if we did not have some sort of picture by the
end. The problem is that the aforementioned Solzhenitsin
would have created an equally complete picture in so many
words and, what is much more important, done what
Aitmatov signally fails to do, breathe life into his
character. As ideas Aitmatov's characters are strong -
the stalwart Yedigel, the wily old Kazangap, his ne'er do
well son Sabitshan, the doomed former schoolteacher and
prisoner of war Abutalip, ever Karanar - and within the
context of the very solidly plotted, realistically
described story which Aitmatoy has devised it would have
taken just a tiny spark of that genius which is at the
heart of any storyteller to bring them all sparkling inta
life. A clue to the reason shy that spark is missing is
contained within the text. There is & character,
Yelizarov, s a scientist who came to the Sarozek on
a brief business visit and stayed on years to get to know
the people and their lives. There is no doubt that




Yelizarov loves Yedigei and his fellows. By his diligent
observation and recording he has nade them briefly

There can be no doubt that Yelizarov is Aitmatov. It is
equally plain that Yelizarov can never be anything but an
interested outsider. Like Aitmatov he knows all about the
people of Burranyi, all the facts and figures, but when
he writes about them he writes about their externals.
Which is what Aitmatov does. His intellectual knowledge
is farmidable, but he does not write from the inside. As
an  educated, compassionate anthropologist's dissertation
this is an interesting book, but it lacks the vital
internal animation of a novel.

The story is ‘'slice of life' with side dishes of
history and fantasy. The 'life’ works well as an
accurately reported may of people behaving. 0ld Kazangap
has died, and his great friend Yedigei determines that

this fine 0ld khazak nust be buried with all due simple
respect at the traditional burial ground, Ana Beit, some
30 kilometers distant. By all the force at his command
Yedigei bullies a respectful attitude into his neighbours
and Kazangap's worthless son. At the end of their journey
they discover a cosmodrome has been built on Ana Beit,
and the military jobsworths send them back to bury
Kazangap in the steppe. Along the way we are told of
Yedigei's war, how
How he caught the golden sturgeon for his young wife
Ukubala and how he lusted impossibly after the wife of a
fellow railway worker, the former school teacher Abutalip
who was captured during the war but escaped to Yugoslavia
where he fought with the partizans and who hss been seen
to write and, fatally, to write a diary of his martime
experiences showing them not to be 100% congruent with
the war as seen through the eyes of Josef Stalin.
Interspersed with the contemporary
Aitmatov gives us some of the histories
and the legends of the Sarozek. It is a
testinony to the content of his book

that Aitmatov keeps the reader's
attention despite the flat pacing of

TO BOLDLY GO WHERE FICTION | fzoie s e o

poetry in Yedigei's soul, but nowhere

HAS RARELY GONE BEFORE frrled ST oy

Aitmatov tells it all exactly how it

is, no less and no more, as though he
were delivering a learned trestise.
Quite hom inept Aitmatov is at

the creation of a mork of fiction
rather than the assesbling of component
" parts in textbook order may be seen
when he leaves behind the stuff of his
£ observation. The historical items are
noticeably less ‘real' than the con—
temporary scenes despite their higher
content of physical action, the
product, I suspect, of long hours in
oy the library rather than long hours of
imagination. Yet beside the space
—_

element running through the book these

J-G'BALLARD
The Voices of Time

RACHEL-INGALLS
sinsteads Safarn

scenes are prime examples of the
novelist's art.  Improbability of
organisation is not uncommon in SF, but
however  improbable the arrangements
must be believable. Aitmatov gives us
a joint US/USSR  enterprise, the

Demiurgos programme, which is super—
power paranoia in concrete form with a
duplicated control system on an

craft  carrier equidistant

: botueen vmm.m and San Francisca,
The Voices of Time heli " setvonmit e cach
Aclasslccmlecuunuls\unesby ‘science fiction's most brifliant and most unorthodox :mmlry Tovelled ‘Paritycaptain 1/2°
iter’ New Musical Express £2.95 and  'Paritycaptain 2/1'.  Surely

Aitmatov  cannot be unaware of the

The Drowned World impossibility of the Soviets sllowing

“This story of flooded London, overrun by tropical vegetation, first mspbayed Ballard's
extraordinary technical brilliance to its full’ City Limits

The Terminal Beach

‘a dazzling collection of tales of fantasy dystopias' The Standard £2.95

— RACHEL INGALLS

Binstead's Safari

Rachel Ingalls's marvellously inventive tale of love, legend and fantastic transformation is ‘a

o0e of their man to be slong in spuce
with an American, or to allo

Aactomn trpes o oF b Ihasdeerel
In his description of the purging of
Abutalip  he scknonladges the
institutional paranoia Russian
Buzealeicats, 32 Wy bils Sbsurditys oF
course, 1 may be missing something
il cangd Mol
dreadful  translation, but | don't
believe so. Aitmatov is simply hope-
lessly out of his depth. The entire

small triumph. . . It should if there is any justice, bnng her hundreds of new admirers’ ""““" seems like something dreamt up
€295 some

Paul Bailey, The Standard
Mrs Caliban and Others

hack at the behest of

laplutchnt who wants to see Wings of
the Fatherland print sone ‘nobility of
socislist science' pieces. And if his

Suburban housewife meets gentle sea monster in this impeccable parable . . . so deft and hardware and organisation is smugm
austere in its prose, so drolly casual in its fantasy, but opening up into a deep female out of some Soviet version
sadness that makes us stare’ John Updike £2.95 *Tomorrow's World' his astronauts ﬂon'L

EF- EVERYMAN FICTION FROM DENT

even reach that level of credibility.

His two astronauts blithely take off
T | nith some recently encountered aliens
out

ground control, leaving only a note
couched in terms which a reminiscent of
the very worst ‘beautiful higher
beings' excesses of the hm books  in
Doris \esslm;s ‘Canopus in Argos’
series - ol B i



Lessing's humour, insight, erbal  felicities.
Astronauts are 'can do' engineers riding the hot end of
specifically progranmed machinery which cannot function
without them. IT it could they wouldn't be there. They
men who won't break wind without the permission of
ground control if it isn't in the game plan as worked out
by the thousands of scientists on the
today, and today's

behave as his do. 1 fail to see how any half way
reader could take these passages without 3
stupefaction coming into his eyes. Of course they
have been demanded by some bureaucratic formuls, but if
that is the case how has Aitmatov ‘got amay' with
allowing Yedigei dissident and nationalist sentiments,
and a strong Islamic faith, mithout so much as a hint of
censure? At the end of the day I am thrown back on my
inpression that Aitsatov writes convincingly - if not

movingly - about what he has seen, but his ability wanes
steadily as he moves amay from his own experience.
My first expectations of this book were of

something worthy, but dull. The first few pages dispelled
that inpression, but as grey page follomed grey page and
Y stary nevar oot off the ground T was cestored to that
impression. This is a worthy book. Anyane
learn something of khazeks and Khezsksten
Day Lasts More Than a Hundred Years in the
expectation of being edified. But it is dreadfully dull.
Chingiz Aitmatov proves all too clearly that it is
possible to know all the

clue sbout telling that story in such a way that it comes
alive. 5o, a book, yes. A novel” No.

SF's Coelocanth
Edward James

[BATTLEF IELD EARTH : A SAGA OF
[HUBBARD. Quadrant Books 1984.

THE YEAR 3000: by L. Ron]
819 pp., £8.95]

Our worthy editor expressed amazement that someone
should mant to reviem this monster. But anyone interested
in SF must also be curious sbout the first book in 40
years by someane who was once an writer,
the first book written
world's first SF

the S buying public in the US (sssuming that it is being
bought by 5 readers rather than by Scientologists)?

1s rather difficult to spproach the book in any
other way than this, as an historical curiosity. It has

no literary merit whatsoever. Its style is positively
coelocanthine (thought by experts to have been extinct
since the but brought to shore to cries of
amazement by St Martin's Press in 1982). It creaks from
one climax to another in an effortlessly clumsy (and
ofter owismseticsl) gross, endivened only by e
appearance o much-loved 5F cliche or stereotype
Chinanan. The. basic plot has hesn aired many Circs
before, by Heinlein with more economy and Russell with

there is may sometimes, 1 am
afraid, be unintentional. The names, for instance, if
intentionally ludicrous, certainly destroy the mood of
Tealisn Hubbard tries to creste. Could you believe in
aliens with names like Zzt (by hook or by crook 1'11 be
last in the Galactic ‘phone book), Mumph, Schleim,
Rogodeter Snowl and - wait for it! - Roof Arsebogger?

The plot is this. The Earth has been taken over by
vicious aliens (with the help of a loan from the Galactic
Bank). Only a few tribes of human survive,
the Psychlo conquerors ss mere animals.
animals, from Colorado, Jonnie Goodboy
help of his stone club and an
ability, wipes out the entire Psychlo race (apart from a
few tame ones) and shows man's innate superiority over
all other races in the Galaxy by being sble to decipher
the secrets of Psychlo technology. After B19 pages of
relentless detail (you realise the amount of time I
saving you by revealing the end) he has managed t
peace upon the Galaxy and make himself a trillionaire in
the process. The ultimate story of self-help.

more humour. What humour

It would be all too easy to dismiss the book with a
sneer as a piece of incompetent and indeed amateurish
writing designed to cash in on the authar's notoriety.
But George Hay has made the point (in foundation 28, July
1983) that scientologists have been much concerned in
recent years with the growing reading probless suffered

y the younger generation. The short paragraphs, the
painful lack of sophistication, may all be designed to
help the thoussnds of semi-literate young people who

loved Star Wars but who have never got
Battlefield Earth is well

learn from

self-help? Fubbard's own philosophy and propagandist aims
emerge plainly, particularly in the last

deals with the reconstruction of Earth. This
Hubbard

it means

Freedom From taxation and
from

e to dominate),

government  interference,  freedom intellectual
elitisn (including that purveyed by churches), and goad
old-fashioned family values. Jonnie realises that

learning languages or mathenatics was not going to teach
his son Tinmie about ‘the vital things in life's he takes
hin off to Colorado and teaches him to ride horses
(without o ‘sissy’ saddle) and to kill wild animals with
a club. (His daughter Missie 'was fine and she helped her
mother very

well and learned all about real tanning and
cooking and things like that. 8But it was limmic who got
the attention’ (p.B18).) The 'modern' architecture of the
‘wasn't architecture but just a che
rubbish in the air and get paid for it
ALL good populist Scientological
make their appearance as well, however.
the Psychlos, that the Psychlos had
it was the sinister
psychiatrists, geddit?), the
ts of carnival mountebanks, wha
t cult' to warp Psychlo minds,

medical scien
their Empire.

and control
Battlefield Earth is a fascinating insight g the
impac

mind of the ST writer who has had more of an

the non-S world then pecheps sy other. 1€ is
anti-intellectual, amoral (seldom concerned with the
ethics of human action), imoral (full of casual and
unthinking violence and callous selfishness) and

ill-written. If in addition it
probably sell very well.

any sex it would



The word Robot was coined in Prague by Karel Capek
in 1920, when the play RUR was published (it was staged
the year after). This event thus preceded by seven yesrs
the christening of our genre by Gernsback. Capek never
heard of science fiction before his death

From this fact derive all the unique qualities of
modern Czech SF. One might call it extremely literarily
ariented. The borderline between mainstream and our
sometimes difficult to dra. Moreover it was not called
science fiction for a long time, until practically the
mrssent boom shich originated towards the end of the 70's
and that brought anly sevecal intarasting res
itiee wd deveral good budts. but also
theary.  One ithor 1a, Me Sicbodnik, g
Shiasiate te SIoPk e oo

¥ Czech author and journalist Mr. Neff, who has
Gnoacthed s very interesting information sbout the
birth of the Robot.

The word itself means ‘wark’ in
Czech it means ‘serf labour', 5o hated in the feudal age
of the Counter-refornation. Karel Capek originally had
in mind the word Labor, taking it from Laboratory, so
we might today have laborontronics,  labororization
and the dangerous Lsbors. But would we? Would LUR
be so successful the world over as RUR was? This is
a theoretical question concerning names of literary
heroes. Because the Robot is @ literary hero beyond
doubt, practically the only one that ariginated in modern
Czech writing and is known all over the world, with the
posaible. expéption o the Gaod Soldfor Scweiks Wien 1
went to the Pacificon in Oakland 20 years ago hardly any
fang Wi ihie toweuer,. vrlror havelchianidfor e
better. They have also changed back
translated and eagerly read and even written. st ines
it's even considered as a danger to young talent! One of
our leading critics recently told me that every other
author who is beginning to write is trying to write
science fiction.

To explain the situation 1 have to bother you with
a short lecture about traditions. It was Chateaubriand
himself who called Bohemia and Prague "centres of
fantasy, heresy and magic." Behind this statement lay the
Czech heretical tradition dating from the Hussite wars,
and Drotherhoods and sects thereaftar, thet
ts, martyrs and magicians as well as a
flourishing of all "secret” esoteric arts and sciences,
especially in the reign of the mad Hebsburg Rudolf the
Second. This Emperor invited to Prague leading European

and

Russian, but in

sorcerers: Kepler, Tycho Brabe, Arcimboldo, Hayek,
Sandivogius, Kelly, to name only a few. Rabbi Loew,
creator of the Golem lived in the Jewish quarter, and
they say Ahasuerus was seen around there. History of the
Prague Jewish quarter is full of special secrets and
dates back practically to the origin of the city itself,
s, zewd 20, Mojerick. e Kafon, They sl D
Faustus lived in one of our squares towards the end af
Descartes came there befors the Betile af the
and Comenius befor emigrated and
Weate his famiiis LayRLAth, & work OF fantasy and médic:
Last, but not least, that fascinating personality af
Wallenstein owned half the city during the great crisis
of the Thirty Years' War, a condottiere who was given to
astrology and  wanted to change history before his
assassination by Piccolomini and others.
fter the Thirty Years' War the Czech nobility and
intelligentsia, if not exterminated, fled abroad, being
Spanish and Italian gentry. The
country wes forcibly re-Catholicized. The time of the

an
palace; you can read tales and novels about Prague and
Bohenia written in German - Franz Kafka and Mayerink were
mentioned already - and if you are lucky you can see the
famous films of the silent screen, The Student of Prague
with its doppelganger theme, and the The Golea. Above all
you can marvel at the rebirth of literature written in
Czech, especially the fantasy shich is of interest to us
today.
ounder figure ture- i coneidered to be Jakub

Arbes \anD—HIM 8 journalist, political prisoner,
author of mony "romanettes termed his longﬂ
fantasy stories. He was a pupil of Poc, Varne and E.TA.
Hoffmann; is most original where the atmosphere of the
city is concerned, and was already one who wrote about
tine travel.

Karel Capek (1890-1938) 1is the secand figure, today
internationally known. He was strongly influenced by

Wells and Shaw snd Anglosaxon literature in general. for
a long time after writing it he was unhappy because
people did not understand his play RUR. "It is a dy
Sbout truth and people”, he told the Seturdsy Revie in
1923, "But the audience is interested only in robots. I
didn't intend to create machines, but artificisl
biological beings. But the world wanted mechanic
nger, because it is more fascinated by machines today
than by biols next book The Factory of the
Absolute wasn't however such a success as AUR. Nor was
Krakatit, a novel that in a anticipated the atomic
bomb. Both these titles are novels and so is his best
mork  War with the Nemts, published in the thirties
perhaps 38 an allegory of fascise. His other works - The
nsect Play, The Makropulos Secret, etc. - are well
lmn-n 5o 1 would only like to mention that his heroes
are very different from the usual action type of the
productions we know. A touch of humour is added, which
seens to be a characteristic of fantasy in Czech.
Jen Weiss (1892-1972) author of a
rs. This fantasy
originated during a typhoid dream when he was a prisoner

interested in science and has been regarded as a disciple

Frantisek Behounek (1898-1973) was @ colourful

Reason And
Rationalism

JOSEF NESVADBA

Seacon 84  Guest

of Honour Speech

personality: a physicist, pupil of the Curies, member of
the Nobile expedition to the North Pole, he survived the
crash of s airship. He wrote mainly far young people

eninds one of early Lem. In this he carried on the
Tradition oF S weamr &5 1t eyINead in Couhin e
early 30's, mainly as reading for older children (Triska,
Rypl, Hruby, Foustka, Babula).

udvik Soucek was a stomstalogiat and callesgue of
mine, born in the same year 1926 and dead four years ago.
He is @ very popular author in my country, & prolific
writer who becsme successful mainly through books
parascience.

Last, the contemporary ones, authors of promising
books - a dozen names

- or suthoress? - is writing the truly big book, better
than everything I have mentioned. But what will be the
theme of this book? What are we discussing at our
meetings?

The limits and boundaries of SF, first of all.
There are people, not only among fans, who dislike
“mainstresm” literature and would like to live
perpetually in an underground world. And there are others
who would like to understand SF as a "truer" literature
inspired by knowledge and the development of knowledge.



In this connection our themes are obvious: the threefold
mrlste we face (todey (oppromy; Todigieys ecalooyl, e
whole concept of progress (where asis is
Tald on toitmica), piagtess i o6, LHtikie o tha progress
of the human personality, or so it seems to many people),
and of course the question of war and

re do | stand in all this? Here are a few words
about myself. Before the war I was a pupil at the Pragie
English Grammar School, which was closed by the Nazis
shortly after they occupied Prague. But 1 had a lot of
boske &0 roed, mostly be ells, Wuxlay snd Shan. Wella's
Outline of History was my urce of  independent
Information. Leter | fried translating. Aftes the wer 1
published my of Coleridge's Ancient Mariner.
Some people trace his influence in my writing, Certainly
ny story The Lost Face was influenced by a quotation of
Coleridge his face. 1 tried to translate modern

English poetry and served an as interpreter when Dylan
Thomas visited Prague in One morning he made me
tell hin what I was writing about. "It sounds like

the
writing plays and dreased

first time I heard about the genre. I was

of a career in the theatre.
with
began to write synopsis of the
plays I had already written or intended to write. The
first book was called Death of Tarzan, a collection of

short stories published in 1958. 1t was a success
home. Later, when the title story was filmed, I had
trouble with the Burroughs family because of the name. So
did Mike Moorcock, who also began his writing with a
Tarzan story, as he told me much later. I mrote two other
such books in a three-year span after that. I was trying
to convey to the reader what 1 thought sbout the world,
its fate and development. This interested me more than
psychology. The staries were more or less anecdotes -
mtsphors, or patedores, if you like. They wmere called
science Fiction when Avram Davidson published
s e e gt Vnnusy s Betonce Fiction* in
1962, For some were also tranalated in
Euross.. It Wk M | pnrmd 7 U “how toval® e Faritha
prevailing literary taste they were too Full of message,
50 they were called science fiction even in Germany where
there was no market for this genre at the time.
n 1964, twenty years ago, I was invited to
Oakland, thanks mainly to Don Wollheim. This was my first
trip to the States, my third to the west, and it was a
revelation. I met a lot of mriters, then
Simak and the fan Forrest
the other
who had already written
shaut. wy utories: Ve ted 3 sarvellovs tise- The: fashion
st the for biological science fiction,
socistisiogical stocies, themes. I sold ane of my

back
some
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genetic stories to Judy Merril, or rather she sold it for
meA heim puhluhed my 'Vampires Ltd' story in his
Best. we discussed the possibilities of
Dlol:ﬁmlﬂqy lnd sutomation. Science was highly thought
. It seemed that in the approaching time it would
wl_ahca”y bring peace, that we would understand each
other through the langua
of a scientific morld without
seemed to be over with the Korean War
full of hope... and also young. My book was published by
Gollancz and Taplinger later on, and here Brian Aldiss
was of help.

1 travelled a lot in those years. The invitation to
Oakland reached me in the Czech hospital in Haiphong,
Vietnam. I returned to the States in 1966, full of hope
that my Vampire story might be filmed. I had several good

films shot in Prague and wrote more SF. But it was not
. It was @ reworking of old themes. I started to
write 3 big novel about a science fiction writer, his

1 warked for almost ten

the project and its success cannot be campared with the
success of the short stories. for various reasons,
moreover, 1 was not a full-time writer at the time.

1 my medical degree in 1950 and since that
time have been working in another field regerded as
eccentric by our standards at home, 1y  group
psychotherapy. This wark entirely consumed me for the

First part of the seventies. I was also looking for new
experiences. Until that tine I hed avasded writing shout
the psychology of my heroes, for fear that my patients
might feel themselves cheated. But B e my name
became known @s @ writer I began to run into another
difficulty. to achieve fame through being
treated by me. 1 both my roles, to
become a writer-psychotherapist, so as not to get letters
like this one:

"Dear doctor. 1 am a schizophrenic, an invalid, and
an avid reader of your stories. My disease started when I

experience...” Neurotics wrate to me sbout their family
problens or their lack of families. Soon T realised hom
interesting these lotters were, not because of their

contents. With my colleagues | tried to develop something
we called throu by
utilising the style of our patients as an expression of
their personality pattern. It was the time when Berke
corresponded with Mary Barnes here, and their letters
became a literary success. In my view nobody until then
had analysed the style. This could be of aesthetic value,
too. But [ mention this only in passing. Much more
important was the change that occurred in psychology
psychiatry during the seventies. In my youth, sdvances in
behaviour theory and behaviour techniques, under the
influence of Pavlov, Watson and Skinner, seemed to be
all the mystery from psychiatry and psychology.
Even Freud wanted to study man as an object of scientific
analysis, in order to explore laws mhich would enable us
to forecast and cantrol human behaviour, in the same way
as scientists in other fields. But towards the end of the
sixties many people, particularly the young, looked for
other. They experimented with psychedelic drugs,
meditation, Fastern religions and oceultism.  In

psychology there was talk about human values proper and
the deeper meaning of life, and so-called humanistic
psyzhnlnqy was born - inimical to science 2s we knew it.

that 1 think we are
nllnesslnq in our

parascience in the

sorcery, and so on. Science fiction these days is very
short on science as we knew it. mysticisa and
mythology is in progress Can we accept this? I am
troubled, as | can remember the very same process [from

astrologers were emplayed by the
brownshirts in Germany, for instance. This is only a
symptom, but it seems that when we abandon reason and
rationalisn & major crisis ensues... or vice versa.

not so strong;
in @ boom period far SF proper. However,
parescience is also eagerly read, and this inspired me Lo
write an “anti-Daniken" book in the

(Delusions of EN). Later I turned to m
namely psychology and psychotherapy, and wrate two more
books.

first Drivers Licence for

It was inspired by the birth of my daughter when
T wms siscat Fifty. For & peychiatriat who spends much of
his life digging out his patients' infantile experiences,
such an event is of revealing importance. 1
the book “child-rearing Fiction”, whose

one is called




interaction between generations. It is also an experiment
in'an idyllie dystopis.

“ldeas of an Dld Psychiatrist" is the e of
!hesecu\dhook.-m-:huclnmv he Second
Time, &nd it's i as
Inventions, that would of
paychotherapy. It could easily be tetmed paychafiction. |
also tried to combine it with popular inforsation, an
experisent that 1 would Like to repest.

1 Finishing a T novel. It's
aubtitioa "aex fiction", but it tries to understand not
only human sexual behaviour but also our aggressive
drives, instincts, thirst for knnwludga, arts and

simply the whole volution" as
po call 1t seb  drja dar Future; 3¢ could also be coiled
"Notes from End of this Millennium", for it is
cuicanl: that. 31 we: Could aremoe tho questions; What sort

of being is man? What determines his behaviour? - we
could also answer the m.vesunn: What will his future be?
How this millennium will end.

T

oday don't feel the enthusiasa for scientific
sdvance that we felt 20 years ago. But should we abandon
reason becsuse of that? Everything we wrote about has
: robotics and i

computers, biotechnology and space exploration. But
this didn't result in & scientific world at peace. On
the the very microelectronics we dreamed of
leads to & new arms race and new tensions. economic
crisis will not be solved by robotics, there will be no
rabot revolution - they will silently take the place of
all cheap labour instead. And the endangered species Man
Sah tie handrulatad Fuftfes iheniahi b8 own sciwicest hia
embryos stolen e-engineered, his linbs and organs
Soten i Seplusid,. s very thinking controlled.

It 1s evident that our themes today are different
when compared with the themes of the sixties. It is the
duty of every one of us to speak for himself and find his

Personally, | see my theme - apart from debating
with parascience new mysticism - as stressing
the value of the individusl human
its entirety, in its wholeness,
population explosion on the one hand and
atomic extermination on the other.
important. Everyone of us is a source of hope and should
be treated as such.

inportant, it seems to me, to

it i Tl amoed to, bang ingether desvite
same myatical festures which placed
e erigiral Dock outatas the S eano

Wou with Valentine Pontifex we pick wp the story
of our volume one hero, and show his interaction with
the hero of volume two. We trace them through many
adventures, yet this is by no means just an adventure
story: having set scene in the earlier
Silverberg enbarks quite openly ona Pilgrim's
Progress. Motivations begin to matter more than actions,
dreans and portents loom larger than life, every stage of
Valentine's anab has at least two deeper levels of
meaning ~ this is an allegory, and if one is prepared to
fowt SE Ko et Wl winy of Bk othereias iioring
tricks and trappings cease to bother and becor
an 14 and honoured form of atory-talling with 8 haral.

1 confess before I embarked upon the actual
reading, 1 saw what 1 s a screamingly funny
Dave Langford (in Cloud Chamber 28)

pense, unless of course they have cheated by reading
he book's title.” The point is, however, that it's
perfectly obvious from the start o the zeadsr thet this
i5 to happen; it's Valentine wh won't  accept
it, and we wetch hia reactions with roming interest and
involvement as this tangled tale umwinds, knowing that
the denouement is inevitable but savouring the hera's
struggles and troubles.

Having said that, I must enter my there
is, unfortunately, s very arest smount of aorfeultural
dissertation among the intrigue and the adventure. Since

every plant is alien, and most have names to -hn:h 1 can

affix no semantic connotation, 1 never managed L

the m,k: for the halatingas and cmeqisitly Toue 1ot

of the meaning escaped me. Homever, in the same way that

Ledy Chatterley's Lover can be read as a guide to gase-
eeping, so this work can be used as an introduction to

= plants (and plagues) of Majipoor.

But a much greater must  perforce be
recorded sbout the conversations in the book - they are,
for the greater part, dire. Setting aside those boring
‘refresh my memory' xnterpnl-unm her  conver-
sational
chitchat, such a textbook eanﬂlu of

uch
the Anerican novel'

communication between our different worlds, and between in nll xts lurqiﬂ glory, that it reminds me of nothing
individuals to create mutual understanding. Here science mor immense canvas of Custer's Last Sland T
fiction can play an important role. Ours is perhaps uvery wddﬂn wrinkle on every goddamn

the only genre that is indeed painted in.

and read in east and west, north and south, because The lover of adventure seeking some action, the
our themes and our problems matter everywhere. It is mystic in search of tenment, the SF fan who has

our duty to uphold these links... be it only through
meetings and discussion such as we are. having here.

adaired so much of Silverberg's earlier mork, will be
looking for samething inventive, isaginative, challeng-
ing and even enthralling. Had this novel one-tenth of the
power of Up The Line (1969), The World Inside (1970),

Bunyan Reuvisited
Ken Lake

SILVERBERC.  Victor]

[VALENTINE PONTIFEX by  ROBERT
TSBN  0-575-03444-0]

[Gollancz Ltd 1984, 347pp., £9.95.

e it, this isn't science Fiction. Lord
Valentine's Castle (1979/80) was the Ffirst in this
Series and 1s a tale of adventure set
environment masquerading as some
aspects (the comparative hei certain mountains
the functions of the Isle of Slzep) hich defy acceptance
by any logloal pesaon. f confees i, fedtedive sk Firat
kept waiting for the "scientific" explanation which
il Tk my mind at s anr these non-standard
featiires: £t SonL palt
The r Chronicles

Let's face

(1981/2) took the story
off on a new generally attacked by the
for being 3 fix-up, using a fairly blatant
gimmick to take the reader through the highspots of
Majipoor's history and cultural development in the form.
of a series of poached memories. To be honest, 1
thoroughly enjoyed the book for what it was: a series of
exercises 1in depicting - and empathising with - strange
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A Time of Changes (1971) or Ran-ll:d To Life
indeed ane-tenth of the insoucis
Costle, o of the charn of Ihe ajipoot Chroniciss, ohe
might have forgiven its frequent longueurs.

But goms a5 my life has been only o chain of
4 lxave

indeed " he world, lordship"
Loava one, in that stats 25 admu-bly encapsulated by the
late great Dorothy Parker as “tonstant weader thwowed
w.*

Sarry sk bats If you are addicted to Mills &
Boon, enjoy this work. If not, you mill cry for
Silverbecg's daecent into bathos, of sisply write hin off
s an old hasbeen who has totally lost interest in his
oo crast lon but, canst rump the rojalties that e sore
tired eld slog will bring hin (til1 the gams i3 up).

Ultinately, though, this shole trilogy falia down

el gt ety impossibility:
Syerbery. postiates

mechanical transport and living in a medieval style
with  blatantly medieval enjoynents (jugglers and
stilt-walkers, for example) and equally medieval

gallantries and Palace intrigues, would at the same time
be sble to maintsin worlds apart from the
the ‘Anerindians' of the the original
sn.peyunm rpose threatening power lurks behind every
action and eign lord can set off

B e Toucness sl aat with
basically welcoming subjects “everyshere. By this basic
flaw in visualisation, he forfeits our wi. suspension
of disbelief right from the start, to the detriment of
our appreciation. A pity.




Close To Home

Paul Kincaid

very precise, and show Cowper at his best
The

‘Bruther»-. s is not

third story of childhood,

it =0 effackive 2 tase othes two,  perhaps because
is told through the eyes of the FCoy eattwe than
Toing Sk upon the incident. Again it is set in a

remote  country

best

through in his writing.
precisely located in place or, more importantly, in time,

[THE TITHONIAN FACTOR By RICHARD COWPER Gollancz 1984.]
[T60pp., £7.95 0575 O340 6T —

and this
boy

the ways 1t has

village,
accents well realised, indicating that Cowper
when he lets the strain of English pastaralisn show

is perhaps a defect.
whose brother is returning from
ro worships his brother, but during the course of
the story learns of the grim deeds he has had to

simply, too straightforwardly told to be as effective

the rural atmosphere and
is at his

with

But this time it is not so
The story concerns a boy

military service. The

do, and
but too
as

nged him. A nice idea,

1 have always preferred Richard Cowper's short

stories to his novels. I suppose because in his novels it might be.
the plot is to the fore, whereas in the stories he tends The title story of the collection, ‘The Tithonian
to concentrate more on atmosphere. Like Keith Roberts, Factor', also employs the flashback within a flashback
the writer Comper most closely resembles, he is a master device. Again by this method Comper is able to give a
at creating atmosphere and a sense of location. The image depth and a strength to the stary that might otherwise be
of the remote monastery in ‘The Custodians’ lingers lang no more than an interesting irony. A drug is discovered
after the memory of what actually happens there has that confers immortality, some time after that mankind
. And for me ‘The Piper at the Gates of Dawn' will conquers death naturally by some sort of evolutionary
always be superior to the sequence of novels that change that involve allowing the soul to fly
followed it free, but those who took the "Sempiterna” drug are unable
to enjoy this freedom. Many another writer might have

What a pleasure, therefore, to be able to welcome 2
particularly at a

new collection of his short stories,

time when femer short story collections then ever

seem to

irony the centre of the story, but by

back on her encounter

with a sempitern, and then having the sempitern look back

taking the drug, Cowper is able to

be being published.

1 have leﬂluwea already that =tms e is the to her reasons for

phe:
strong point of Cowper's stories.
fact the thing that emerges most Chearly
from these stories is a sense of nostal-
gia. The most comon structure he uses is
of & looking back to some carlier time CHERRYH BARRINGTO!
that had a sort of rosy glow auwx-a lo C. I‘ i Nl‘
it; and as often as not there will b Hugo Award Winning BAYLEY
Tlashback _ within | this  Tlashback.
e T O e Author A SF writer on the verge of

comwolited storfes wre - atralghtened A brilliant new Downbelow international acclaim
out, they mould probably be as slight THE ZEN GUN
and as simple as the plot lines of his Station novel £1%
novels too often are. But by loaking | MERCHANTER'SLUCKE£1.95 (October)
back at the key events, instead of
simply recounting them, what happens
becomes less important than the feelings
and emotions generated. CLIFFORD D. SIMAK GILLIAN BRADSHAW

A case in point, and to my mind
the most Lypical ang the most sucessars | Ome of SF’s greatestnames  Areissue of her distinguished
of the stories in this collection is 'The | TWo new novels. Arthurian tnlogy including a slip-
Scent of Silverdill'. The narrator loocks | SPECIAL DELIVERANCE
back on a childhood when he played on the DI £195  caseset
near decelict wasteland that had been s | OUR CHILDREN'S CHILDREN HAWK OF MAY
spaceport. But there are still a few | £]05 IN WINTER'S SHADOW
people who work there, and the boy makes
friends with an old man who had visited (October) KINGDOM OF SUMMER £5 85
Mars before it was declared independent. and a classic reissue (October)

The old man has a tale to tell that does
e a sense of the alien, but it would

creat
Gortataly ot weans 36§ SE4LY i Eks owd

right.  Homever, tied up as it is with
the old man's regrets for lost opportun-
ities, the boy's longings for the
unatisinable, wnd  the ovarall nostalyis
for childhood, it becones a
compelling  and  enjoyable mece.
It is interesting that of the six
stories in this collection, three are
concerned with childhood, and of
them, ‘The Scent of Silverdill' and
‘what Did The Deazies Do?', have the
form of looking back to childhood. ‘What
Did The Deazies Do?' is the closest to

home of all the stories, and seems to be
the story that Cowper was most comfor-
table writing for the writing is assured,
the stary is decked out with inciden-
detail that establishes the time and
place more effectively than any other
story. The setting is a remote Fast
Anglian village before and during World
War Teo, and concerns a gateway through
to another world or another plane of
existence. The glimpses of

rl suitably atmospheric
picture of local life,
place and of time, the

‘WAY STATION £1.95

T.J.BASS
From the author of The
Godwhale, a pulsating vision of
the future
HALF PASTHUMAN £1.95
and a reissue of
GODWHALE £1.95

PETER
Atlast, his stunning Celtic fantasy
1s complete with the third volume
BUCCANEERS OF -]
£1.95

..and the reissue of the first
THE FIRES OF LAN-KERN

£1.95

country speech which convinces
rather than seeming contrived, all are

BENBOVA

THE WINDS OF ALTAIR
TEST OF FIRE

First UK paperback publication
£198

THE EXILES TRILOGY

inone bumper volume, from the
author of Colony and Voyagers
£2.50

(November)




milk stronger emotions with his story.
is notable that two stories that do not
employ nostalgia or childhood
sre the two weakest in the book.
oomcetoa o, Exgeiat bt b Tas St the ks
herself caught in in
good story, but Cowper doesn't seem re:
amay from English, or st lesst Curopean, landscapes.
is a certain * aspect to it all. If the

been more evocative.

As for the I‘lnnl ) Message to the King of
J it is 1 disaster

story recomtod from the beginning to e s
the end is telegraphed several pages before the story
actually finishes, it doesn't even manage to generate the
ususl tension. Again the story is presented as an ironic
tale - the protagonists set out with the best of
ftenkions to dlscovet o wameer §5 watld iricer, bt s
pectad alde offect they inleash something that is

beynnd theis contral Bt s e irony has been done

‘A Message to the King of Brobdingnag’ comes in the
collection immediately after 'The Scent of Silverdill',
and this juxtaposition at least serves to highlight what
Cowper is best at, and what he should leave alons

A Tangled Web
Chris Bailey

[THE GOLDEN GROVE by NANCY KRESS. Bluejay Books 1984,]

[250pp., $13.95. 158N 0-312-94180-3]

Here in Britain,
1diss,

Something 1s happening in Americi
safe behind the barricades of Ballard,

water at the gimcrackery, verbosity,
weariness to be found variously in the works of Heinlein,
Niven, Anderson many others. But now there seems to
be emerging a band of American writers idea
with emotion and plot with character; look out for Carter
Scholz, Greg Frost, Leais Shiner, Lucius Shepherd and
Stanley Robinsan.

the strength of three or four interesting short
stories, [ might have added Nancy Kress. Now, having read
her second novel, The Galden Grove (the first being The
Prince of Morning Bells), [ am not 5o confident. Second
ol ey e ones thet aie et its mict e (g
writers , and The Golden Grove should
natl this dreide in Nnncy Kress's car it has
a lot going for it, being o downbeat, bittersweet novel
of character; sles, He athor bodges i, elthiough oot
without revealing a deal of talent en rout:

So what is wrong? Well, there is the setting. In
focus 6, Garry Kilworth wrote of the importance of
Setting - if that feels wrong, the rest will not follow.
uhile The Golden Grove is a fantasy purportedly set in
classical Greece, Nancy Kress's

ames, an with  their
the occasional goblet of wine, which aeken
me wonder why the novel was not set in any one of
mber of equivalent presmt-day snvizorments, fo then
the author might have been able to breathe more life into
her book. And on the island there is the ‘Colden Grove'
itself, pivatal to the lives and activities of the
characters. We are told that it is a place of 'radiance’,
of ‘heightened amareness’, of 'singing lightness’; we are
told plenty sbout spiritual uplift but experience little,
certainly not

important to the drama.
higher plane
ress's cos

creates an undeniable magic.
The mvel - lnck of a sense of physical actuality
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serve to point
Greek tragedy,

the spotlight

at the
perhaps, the raw self

exposed on stage? Not exactly, for while Nancy
Kress brings us a cast of strong-willed people who have
plenty to disagree about, little conflict emerges owing

to the manner in which she handles them:-
She did not know what to say, but realized

surprised. Mostly she sorrowed for the
wounds her daughter would seek, and cause.
It was not like this that she
envisioned Amsura's future. Or had
envisioned it at all?

she

There

is nothing particularly wrong with this very
typical that

cunulative effect of
is to completely emasculate
t creatures. Scarcely has
something happened or somebody spoken, y Kress
pounce: lysis. While she worthily has
attempted to mrite a novel of character, her characters
exist only in her imposed interpretation of them and
thereby she deprives the reader of one of his greatest
pleasures.

If the novel is better than the above would
suggest, it is because it does succeed on the level of
device. In a book one of the recurrent images of which is
that of spinning and weaving, the author herself spins
around chéracters o comlex webaf {mges " snd
synbols, water and land, court and country, g and
Fleld, 'weaving and rending; the decay; doath and rebireh
of the Grove itself is a most effective synbol of the
delusions and subsequent coming to self-awareness of
several of the characters.

While it is elegantly and intelligently
the final impression left by The Golden Grove
absence of life and

resolved,

lying
o she ney well becons something very

little,

Second Class Returned

Ken Lake

[ALIEN DEBT by F.M. BUSBY. Bantam Books Inc 1984. 226pp]
(32,75 156N 0-553-20T76- oy 1]

Busby has invented one useful phrase - the Long
View, found in the First three chapters with and without

quotation marks and with and without italics. The concept
is sinple: time dilation gives space travellers both a
biologica a chronological age, and apparently this
can provide a social and even an intellectual cachet to
the possessor of two "ages'; with the nm chapter being
purportedly by 'a spoil!

child, the

of 18'is intended to imply someth
is, 1 fail to grasp, and certainly the brat's subsequent
behaviour fails to has in any way
benefited from the dual age.
t's true that in composing her purported
“introduction to a short study”, as a means of providing
us with the sort of synopsis that used to be pnnt.d in
italics at the beginning of partworks in Astound:
Busby has her sound quite unlike any 8. 5«nlr-cl¢ I
have had the misfortune to encounter, but then,
every one of your old favourites - Rissa, Bram, lvan,
Ilse and the rest - is a cardboard cutout at best, such
for the

an intro is par course. 1 only wish 1 o
realised going to write it, for it would have
saved me from wading through Star Rebel, Zelde - Tana

and the three
space oper:

subsequent volumes of this interminable

An intriguing writer is Busby: his Demu Trilogy
(1973/80) started off in the brutal, torturing style of
50 much of today's adventure fiction, but at least it had
the virtue of its speed, strength and conviction to see



you through the first two parts; by the time he reached
the third, however, Busby had obviously lost interest and
it all peters out in waffle and piffle. All these farths
(1978), however, is vastly more interesting, with an
unusual  development of “alternate
whereby spacemen can

but with each journey veer further and further from their
homeworld continuum. ALl comes out right in the end, of
course, both the mechanics and the characterisation
were fairly acceptable and, as usual, the suspense was
well crafted.

Now, unfortunately, we are back to the great
American multivolume family saga, Dallas of the Spaceways

and Juvenile motivat

injected snippets of sewality (including

breast feeding) and quite arbitrary

- acts of valour - domestic spats - simplistic

So ineffectual are the humans that the

aliens have to be described as "clown-marked"

“toe-dancing” so that the most clapped-out Earthman
can feel superior to them.

Busby from
language. The friendly aliens
syntax” ("she still piles all her verbs in one place a
Iot" as Our Hero explains it); this is fair enough as
indicating an obviously somewhat unintelligent alien
coping with the English language - after all, nane of the

regularly
sby's

a basic confusion over
speak "a rather Germanic

humans even attempts to learn the alien language - and
saves Busby having to provide any more realistic
charactorisation.

the "bad aliens" also garble the English

language to & point where understanding really is hard -
yet this occurs in parts of the story where Busby is
reporting their internal mnnlogues, where (as
translation from Cantonese into English) any competent
interpreter would automatically put the sense into o
syntax. Again, 1 suppose the aim is to stress the aliens'
alienness, but all seems both unnecessary and
domnright annoying for the reader.

Jerry Pournelle is cited by the publisher ss saying
that “Busby writes fine adventure stories, the kind that
made us love science fiction in the first place.” For me,
that “first place” must be all of forty years ago, and
perhaps 1 should have asked my neighbour's t son to
me. Unfortunately he
with anything not in
pictures, leaving me puzzled to learn just where Busby's
market for juvenilia can actually be found today.

Still, one must not be too unkind. There's a lot of
colourful action, things come out right in the end, the
cover portraits of Bran and Rissa match anything in True
Confessions, there is of course scope for an infinite
number of further novels starring the same cast, and as
throughout this saga Thud and Blunder rules 0.K.

Lemon & Onion

Edward James

L[m[ LUNATICS OF TERRA by JOHN SLADEK. Gollancz 1984.]

192pp., £7.95. ISBN 0-575-034464-5]

The Steam-Driven Boy, Keep the Giraffe Burning,
Alien Accounts and now his fourth short-stary collection
Tunless 1've missed one), the one with the most suitable
title yot. All, or nearly all, John Sladek's work

been about the lunatics who inhabit Terra, and certainly
some of these particular lunatics we've met
his S or in his
in his detective fiction (Black Aura).

even having conversations: if you want to be
unfair compare the bottom of p.60, in the story 'After
Flaubert the conversation on p.28 on Black Aura
panther ed., 1975

The pattern is to some extent the same as before,

regret: the standard is as high as ever. We
delicious parodies of the lumatic fringe.
‘Great Mysteries Explained’ is there, although sadly only

with the four great mysteries originally in lIssac
Asimov's rather than the ‘Seven Great Unexplained
he published in Jakubowski and Edwards'
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lete Book of SF and Fantasy Lists (1983). There is
“An explanation for the disappearance of the Moon'. from
Extro, which brings together pseudo-science,
Tinguistics, Celtic mysticisn and numerology
convincingly loony thesis. A third parody
tmentieth-century Renaissance man who makes
discoveries in all fields of human endeavour: he proves
that the sun isn't really hot, morks out a and
value for pi, discovers a thirteenth sign of the
and heads an expedition to the Cast Pole. (He had
been put off traditional science by his grandeother, who
had heard that scientists could still not make a living
life they make?
whatever it is all admit it." | never forgot her
words. Out of gratitude, I told her how to make a second
small hole in the other end of the egg, to make the
sucking easier."

T

e humour is, of course, still there, in almost
every story. Sladek is the greatest humourist in SF, as
has often been said, and it is worth pondering why. He

has that delight in the weirdnesses of the English
language which characterises all the best Anglo-American
comic writers, and, which comes to much the sane thing, a
great feeling for the English language, which enables him
to produce marvellous parodies of SF writers such as

those in The Stean-Driven Boy. He has an inagination
which can see the ludicrous potential of any situation.

He can turn out one-liers as fine a

much so-called SF humour cone in
afterwords which follow each story). But what gives his
humour intensity and staying power is his vision of the
world and of human nature, mhich is just as black as that
of Swift or Voltaire (as we have seen from Sladek's own
robot Candide, Roderick).
he world inhabited by The Lunatics of lerra is one

which we can recognise all too easily; it is, thank God,
still one or two steps removed from Earth. lerrans elect
a puppet (Punch) as *The
Whaleburgers' ).

keep up the
Whaleburgers'
they sre so overwhelmed by the pervasive
that they abandon their own alienness
lures, either passively (‘Guesting"
Owarf'), or acting out its fantasies
victins (‘White Hat').
fascinat ion

‘After Flaubert' and
and

the

Murgatroyds
a yearning to be incorporated into the machines they



dnire ('The Last of the Whaleburgers', 'Answers' and
“The White Dwarf'). Adult lerrans may become so taken
over by their irrational view of the world that they
abandon ('The Kindly Ones') or so involved in
play call isigire activities) that they
SR it Juvenility, machines and children to

the world (‘Enllmq S Gamdropa)); The stories sre
Got related to sech other. in'any weys but sil of them
(except perhaps the not very successful horror story
about a Teddy bear, 'Ursa Minor') share the same bitter
despair at the spparently innate stupidity and pettiness
of mankind. Comic, yes; work of great artistry and even
gen: doubts and Af you sent to cheer yourself up
afterwards, read some P.G. Wodehous

A Slice Of Heresy

Martyn Taylor

U1V COSPEL Foom qUIER SPACE - by ROBERT SHORT. Fount]
I3pp. -50

[Pape:

pamphlet is a printed edition of an illus-
times

such @s '2001 A Space Odyssey' and ‘Superman'
work of godless vaterialists shile "TEK'y
and 'ET" are modern reworkings of the bible story.
book looks impressive, with lots of serious
quotations, although there are more quotations from such
heavy sources as 'Peanuts' and 'Hagar the Horrible' than
from actual writers, whether dramatists or theologians.
The reason for this becomes obvious when the book is
actually read. Mr. Short evidently believes he knows far
better what any writer really means than the writer did
when he actually put pen to paper. A brave man indeed who
puts words into the mouths of such as Shakespeare and
Nietzche, whom most would have considered more than
capable of expressing their true thoughts. In one place
Short ‘quotes’ Stanley Kubrik. At least, the wards appear
in parentheses even though Short suggests they are a
paraphrase. In the wards are not a paraphrase of
what Kubrik actually said - printed inmediately before-
and in large friendly black letters for everyone to see
-~ but of what Shart thinks he said. difference is
illuminating - on Mr.Short. Similarly, he seems not to
have noticed that he quotes Carl Sagan with approbation
and then, sixteen pages later, dismisses him &s an
setheist materialist so typical of modern scientists. 1

are the
‘Star Wars'
The

suspect Mr. Short believes he has assembled a work of
scholarship. His scholarship is specious bordering on
fraudalent.

thealogy isn't too hot either. He has a notion
of ungmal sin which 15 ot so much novel as founds an
entirely new school of theology! He isn't too strong o
free will or the power of prayer, eith t these
into nothingness beside his crass incomprehension of the
nature of Christ. Whether or not one accepts the truth
of the Christian doctrine it must surely be accepted
that the Christisn churches do not hold Christ to have
been & good man, a shining example to us all, the most
perfect human being ever, but to have been the Messiah
whose crucifixion redeemed all of us,
Necording to Mr. Shart, O5lwen, ben Kenohl
are ‘Christ 50 in his world Christ
i s light s
turn the other cheek, Jjazz was so much
hot air, and a cute lmx» “allen withs hestt of gold
anice line in stage acts is the full,
perfect and complete sacrifice, oblation and satisfaction
for the sins of the whole world. Oh really?

Two facts give the flavour of this book. Mr. Short
is acasual antisemite, as revealed in his attitude
towards Speilberg, and in an avowedly religious work

quotations from William Kotzwinkle's
'ET’ than there are from the gospels.
uncomnitted will laugh like drains at this book. Me,

-1e

1 shsll pray for Mr. Short. With friends like him, who
believe they can lead young people to the truth
meretricious farrago of lies and distortions 1like this

90
book, our Lord has no need of enemi
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Trampled SF

David Barrett

[FIRE PATTERN by B08 Gollancz 1984. 190pp., £7.95]

SHAW
[TSBN 0-575-03452-17
wish you would burn to death,’

‘on, 1 snaps an

a local ;wrmhsl. is given the job
of writing 1p_the stury. te is pronounced _ sceptic,
stubborn, proud, and something of ‘o intallectual oo
who often Tubs people up the mrong way - it was easy to
identify with him. He begins to research the documented
cases of Spontaneous Husan Combustion, and very quickl
becomes convinced that the phenomenon is genuine. Within
a couple of days he himself witnesses another case of
SHC, mhich is qr-pmcllly described, and shortly sfter
that he learns how and why it occurs. Until then this is
ms- now it suddenly
becomes sc ings in... But to
reveal his bysilient, quite fantestical bot thoroughly
logical explanation for SHC would spoil the story;
inceed, thia 1s one of those books where surprise follows
revelation follows sub-climax, and there is no safe way
to outline the story beyond about pé5. What fascinated
me, though, was how, through one outragecus premise, Shaw
could then use a handful of well-trodden SF ideas without
letting them appear too old hat. Within the framework he
has set they work, so he uses them - and why not?
In passing, 1 admire his taste in

‘... sat there in

The Globe in Ulverston,
1

e pints
of Hartley's best every now and
(pp101-102)

Recalling the more than a few pints of Hartley's
1 knocked back my student years, I echa the
. Shaw's characterisation throughout is as good

Mild

ver; but this particular gentleman has to be drawn
from real life.
Another  character, who sppears briefly in a

telephone conversation, might also perhaps have some
clain to reality: a certain John Sladek 'who in 199 had
published a no-nonsense study of the paranormal in a book
called Psychic Superstars.' Sladek's first words are,
'You're not a bill

Jerone was inpressed by his book he eplies,
T V' om one of my readers...

ust. me

collector, are you?' When told that
" Thankyou.
der who

peop]
it's a whol
anies can refuse to pay off for.' (pp39-40)

passage; the atmosphere is fairly tense throughout the
book; Jerome and others are often in danger, or are
physically, mentally or morally uncomfortable. The
ensions uncertainties continue Tight up to the

nevitsble but smbiguous conclusion.

the first to complain about the
- tendency ‘of SF  writers to produce
over-extended epics. Fire Pattern, I feel,
benefitted from being mayl 1
were too telescoped,
could have been extended further - particularly the shale
subject of Spontaneou: ‘ombustion which, having
boan wspxined %o .nqmm.)y. is then almost forgotten.
This book inly win any awards but, like most
of Bob Sham's 1 -urk. HOHN gaod enjoyable read.




TERRY BRODME
5 Hykeham Road,
Lincoln.

N6 BAR

With  reference to  Jim

he thinks he is. I haven't read the

the facts, because it strikes me
Asimov can't (surely?) be
as shallow as he seems from the

f the review is true to the
book (I'm not saying Jim's a liar -
just that I find a veteran such as
Asimov could make so many mistakes

Future he (Asimov)
technological
hand-in-hand  with
advance - ie, we must grow at the
same rate our technical and
scientific knowledge expands.
Already, we have atomic
science and are too immature to
handle it properly - thus, we use
it or keep on using it to build

sociological

that's putting it mildly.
how can he
Aninal

criticise
Orwell's

or ‘very

fiction'? After all, the

sciences DO exist, and Orwell has

based or partly-based the systems
th

need amongst its mriters, to put
message or warning in
order that perhaps, common sense
ty will prevail eventually.
SIAR WARS isn't utterly brainless -
the filn does hold certain moral
standpoints, which is more than can
be said for any of Asimov's works.
reply to Martyn Taylor's
letter (Vector 121); I agree with
all three points he raises - I meant
to say 'form’, not 'philosophy’, but

I've since seen BLADERUNNER again on
video, and  though I  also

one enu’s (?) 1've come to the
conclusion that Mr Taylor was right
on this count too (that being the

found the dub-overs spoiled the film
somewhat, but if it helped others to
understand what was going on, then
Scott obviously made the right

Lisa Tuttle in Vector 121 the most
entertaining, on an author, yet, in
the pages of Vector. The two

‘articles', which follow, however,

should have been put under the
‘letters received' column: Good
writing finger-flexing exercises,

but as articles they're blown out
of all praportion.

V.  Bailey starts his
review/'exploration: _ mith  such
long-winded phrases! The first page

a bit was gobbledegook to me,
but perhaps the articles is aimed
at those who have already resd The
Oromned World? But if that is the

appreciation of the book, hom many
members of the BSFA is K.V. Bailey
aiming for?  Or am I, unknowingly,
the minority?

The article made more sense

it progressed, but even reading
the beginning three or four times
will not unlock its meaning to me.
tow many BSFA members, who would
like a greater appreciation of Ihe
Drowned biorld  have  read  The
Narrative of Arthur Gordan Pym, or
have heard of the Saturnalia’ Or is
it that 1'm ignorant of these two
wrks (1've heard of Gordon Pym, but
this is the first time  the
Saturnalia has come to my
attention). 1 gained nothing from
the article, except as a reading
because the references

who, after wading through the OED
left-overs, were left to drown in
the storms.

Or is the BSFA aiming for
scholarly and well educated audience
(ie, the university boffins

What 1S the level of education
of most Vector readers and BSFA
menbers

Perhaps a survey”

[[[ One of the perennial problems
with Vector is to know at what level
of knowledge the contents should be
ained at. (The
knowledge of science fiction and
Literature;
craticism). I think most
=ould agee that shen David Wingrove
edited the Vector the type of
magazine that was umnuced ms too
academic for most of the
In fact, to give you a more
example the contents of
119 and 120, (Competition
Blish issue) fairly
nbvmusn did not catch the readers'
interest as they killed off the
letter column of the last issue! But
conversely, the contents of those

concern yourself toa much sbout the
level of education of most Vectos
readers as any editor of Vector is
always going to aim the contents of
the magazine to elicit response from
his readers. Homever, this does not
mean that the contents of each issue
has to have the consistancy of
over-cooked porridge but rather a
mixture of articles/interviews/
reviews some of which are bound to
capture the interest of each reader.
In your case Terry I would suggest
that | succeeded in that aim and to
expect to like the whole contents of
each issue is only an ideal.

On the specific point of the

Ballard article | think it was
necessary to have read The Drowned
World but not the other books
mentioned. The fact that the

references existed was K.V. Bailey's
point. 111

Alderney. C.1.

Vector 121 is good value. My
only “reservation is that while

interviews re
enlightening and  stimulating in
moderate dosage, they can got a bit
boring if prolonged - all the same
there were some very interesting
things  in  the Lisa Iuttle
transcript - particularly the light
thrown on how living in Britain
affects sn  American writer. The
high spot in this number is surely

Actually 1 gt that until
after cospleting my 2 review,
and of course it retro-

spectively relevant. They share, in
y of common ground and 1
find myself mith a foot in either
camp, but a bigger foot, as it were,
in Damon Knight's.

Incidentally, it took me a
little time to puzzle out the
uncaptioned phota on page 28. It's
not me. It appears above a para. on
C.5. Lewis, but, although there -is
a resemblance, it's not him. It is
inset into a paragraph on Dante and
it's not him. By processes of
elimination and probability then,
it must be Mr. Ballard! [[[ 10 out
of 10! 11]

I liked very much your
autobiographical SF cocktail - and

title design accompanying it: a



nice complementarity of text and
illustration.

DAVID V. BARRETT,
31 Mayfield Grove,

Couldn't meke head nor tale
of your Editorial. Obviously the
move has had a
you. Liked the illo; clearly highly
significant. But 1 preferred it
when you gave some Editorial
comnent on the Contents.
to both Chris Ba
unobtrusive editorial  pres
p31) and Paul Kincaid (‘the reader
should hardly be aware of the
editor' p37), T think the Editor's
should be seen in the content
of @ magazine, and his voice should
be heard in the [ditorial, either
being deliberately ook coueratal
(or deeply thoughtful)
debate, or justifying his St &F
content.  Then in fifty years' time
(five years' time?) we can all sit

Editor...* [[[

rejecting material and by what
he/she requests an editor's hand is
felt in the magazine. 1 see no need
for Justifying, in specific terms
the Gelection of one article over
any other. As for the type of
editorial published; well, if you
continually publish

CY_CHAUVIN,

14268 Wilfred

Detroit, Mitch.
48213

n certainly is good to see
the Blish pieces in print,
particularly "A New  Totemisa?"

David Ketterer has the name of the
forthcoming book from Advent wrong:
it's  The Tale That Wags the God,

not Dog!” Otherwise, his Introduc-
i and

as Jerry Pournelle,

writers

sriters for his biography. ) 1 don'e
thi either, but instead a
:nreful -nl:r and critic who tried
to wind his way caefully betueen
the pre and
e S vidatly. Reatigg
he seems to have
figure in SF: between old writers
and new (he encouraged both Poul
lmrlnn and Thomas Disch and Joanna
i betusen those in Englend and
Amonca. since had lived m both
countries betueen utine
commercial fiction lnﬂ (hll which
attempted to be literature (he wrate
both the first Star Trek book series
and After Such Knowledge); between

editorials for the sole purpose of
getting response readers will
know what you are trying to do and
thus what you are saying will not

Homever, by coincidence,
you read this issues

Novacon speech and interview.

interviews, etc. add an extra
dimension to your spprecistion of
it; when you don't, they're usually
boring. I don't; this isn't; I must.

he continuing debate between
Dunory Kot = Gregory Benfard
could prompt yet another
correspandence’ on ‘' The nannmon
of SF'. The discussion is vital to

of SF, but

no-or
uunl.ble
eminded of
Pightangale's theaat to kry to find
out how it sang =0 swestly. But for
me, ‘hard’ S the  least
Interesting pert of the gente;
tmenty years ago it fascinated me,
but  now find  it,  aleo:
invarisbly, devoid of myfs_!t
on the humen condition. Leaving te
one side 545  and
Fantasy, American SF
tends to the ‘hard'; Delany is the
gL sxception. Recent British SF
easure by Cowper and Priest:
pmlumphy. yes, and also religion,
anthropology, sociology, psychology.

nojority of people de:crihr gecent
Comper_ rie:

Fiction? 1 will sonit thet 1 have
my doubts. 111

writers and critics; and science and
literature. There's not too many
writers in SF, as you say, that
have covered the same expanse
although 1 appreciste anything
done well, ro matter how narrow

writer's focus). Sometimes I think
there's not as much discussion
L g
ish was

wcem 8 bit more willing to
relax within their own pre judices.

Gregory Feeley's article on
King Log is interesting. "The City
That Was the World" is a good
charscter mtudy, bt "Deriaide
Crossing” is stunning: one of the
best of Blishia shost ficticne: ©
actually think it is better to

far ofe oy unworldly
than the prosaic "Binary Bmthen‘
Feeley strays into murl

ground

e attempts to extrapolate how
Blish might have written the rest
of the series: it's all i

"No Coward Soul" from Mnxm-.)
Kincaid's other commen
penetrating ("Swarm" is iy Junk)

letter

he interview with Liss Tuttle
was interesting: 1've always tended
against  fanzine:
printed fiction, bet  Liss
Erleiniy o cmeple’ of 4 sriter
depths.

different typefaces,
random (this was

rare
wenilts, or  fros Liss Tuttls
herself to suppress it?

The Knight/Benford exchange
reninds me of  James  Blish'

content in Science Fiction were
bec:

impossibilities,
suggested new paradigs in science.
Paradigns were e of

society?) on characters  and
society, and then there's the
conflict between this "thrill of
discovery" and the story and
sctar, devalopmst.. It pretty
heady stuff, and makes the problems
of writing SF properly (i.e. fulfil
all its potential roles) seem
daunting. 1 wonder how
many writers work out their stories
and background on a theoretical
basis, and how many Just weits by
feel™> Hard SF seems to need

and really doesn't affect our
enjoyment of the pieces we are lucky
enough to have.

Paul Kincaid should
give poor Terry Carr a break - I
sdnire his stamina for reading all
the English language short SF;
other languages would be wonderful,
but impossible. It's also obvious
that Carr read Interzone, but
didn't care for what he found. (I

t 1

didn* particularly
"Kitemaster", although if I were
editing such an anthology  as

Carr'e; 1% have included Sexton's

from spaceship seems a
sort of trivial possibility (or
impossibility) to explore. I don't
think anyone condemn hard SF
for its logic or rigor, but it's
the sometines fascination of trivial
ideas for there own sake that makes
m- end to avoid it. [[[ My thanks
y, for along and interesting
].uer. m




EXTRAVAGANZA!
KV Bailey

(THE BOOK OF THE RIVER by IAN WATSON Gollancz 1984,]
(208pp., £1.95]

How often in history, in literature, in mythology
been the divider,
tort. Bank/Right

st
Titerature
reappearing;  Charles Kingsley's small sweep's
pilgrimage from Lewttwaite Crag to the Ocear
eyclic "River-run"; Conrad's Congo journey into The Heart
of Darkness. As for mythology and allegory, there is no
nchez Synbol than a deep and winding river - unless it
an equally sinuous dragon. Bunyan's Christian had to
Cross the unbridged river to reach the Celestial City
in Revelation there is "the pure river of life proceeding
e throne of God” - Blake depicted it with souls

them; they flowed

immortality at the world's 3,
oot high central muntain

These are kinds of sssociations which reading
The Book of the B s up. It doesn't of course
Tollow narrowly any model of history, anthropology, myth
it crestes fts oun, but with a weaving
together of many deep-rooted compor

To particularise as to locale iy plot. We have =
planet, but its nature is concentrated in & river and its
hinterland - a river issuing from cloud-piercing
precipices and flowing northwards to sn unseen sea. It
has been populated at some lost point in
beings from someshere defined as "Eeden”.
that time provn&d with animals and plants to rear
food is also an indigenous, perhaps eventually
crnll—brvd. flora and fauna - four foot high croskers,
pianah-mice, fish with such names as "hoke”. The river's
west bank is occupied by a male-dominated, bigoted,
guilt-ridden socisty, devil-fearing and witch-turning, @
puritanical theocracy rul . The east
bank the domain o hedonistic, quly-tndmg-
upstrean-downstrean, woman-dominated  society.
sisterly, at times Sapphic, river-bost guilds maintain
its economy and cultural traditions. Men, on pain of &
strenge iver-inflicted desth, only travel by water once
- to find an exogamous

Passage from one Bk o e aihpr gt possible.
A black, viscous, worm-like barrier current prevents it.
To west bank men it is the "Satan-channel'; to east bank
o’ 3}ty e totem than a god. In guua initiation
the,

ink its scooped-up substance - which may then
ra)ict them. Yaleen, the first- pulnn—prataguwxsk
heroine, chosen for the New-year ceremony, unprecedent-

#d1y pasase.beyord the. diulding curtant ko resch the est
bak. She is, in rondsbout ways, instrumentsl in
drugging the current which, pis e o e
Vorsy Totvats tpvtremn to the cave From which the viver
floms, thus permitting the men of the west bank to invade
the women, whom they regard as mwitches devil-
worshippers. How Yaleen enters the Warm's body for s
whose

time, ielives e lives . sertatn ot thaided
e: has absorbed, emerges from this "harroming of
hell” lyoe of experience with the insight to make

maki
decisions affecting the future of the river, but also in
some sense conditioned and ndeered’ to act as agent
of the Worw In esking entry into Eaden.me 8 sove i the
war between the Wo ind of Eeden -
ectupy Part IV (The. Wars fas) of The
Book of tre River The sction is dwiously leading
preparation, The Book of the Stars.
ane 80 af ten winces at the Gestation™ amouncenent
of sequels or sequences, here 1, at least, would be
disappointad 16 that wers nat the case. So engrossing end
speculation-raising a stage has been set that one feels
on ending the book that the curtain should not come down.
This happy expectation may surprise you. As just
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Ine Book of the River nay oppear e already
ou rie Qu

overtoppling extravaganza. 50 een
nry m te d Arthur if m-uy :omprnua. Read

and n-l
at

is compelling and even logical. True, the
R e eive questions es to the viability of so
multi-structured and eclectic 3 symbology, and there is
surely some nit-picking could be done in matters of

of detail

and
(this T will get around to a Little later); but
fairly minor issues ders overall
imaginative range am the sheer good
esbraced by this book. The Yaleen
aission’ type; but the rarcative avoids the  tadlm of &
ncidents and

oty u; i ot et e’ are prone;  dather
Yaleen travels upstream, downstream, by land or mater,
boat or Worm, swims the river or is confined by it, there
is such o skilful cross-fertilisation of incident,
character and community that one quickly comes to
the plot as sn organic whole rather than heving to trail
it as a merely picaresque narrative.

The male-female opposition of the facing banks, the

understanding more new creation with which its
enemy the Far Intelligence has infiltrated it, are of a
oo Wit tha mountain-to-sea flow of the river; and the
existence, withdrawal, stasis and partial return of the
Hotn-currant mark the progeess of Yaisen's somi-messisnic
nission. In cosmic terns we have something like a mirror
of the fall and of "the dragon, that old serpent which is

the Devil and Satan”, a being itself aspiring to
knowledge and ta godnead.

is  undoubtedly & complex excursion in
mymmmmnm and many of its motifs are not new to
Watson. Some, in fact, were already there a decade ago in
his  first me The Enbedding. This featured the
disruption, d ~up and return of a river, and t

storing of resurrectable brains in the dome-like heart of
alien 5'thra - this

the starship of the knomls

nat unlike the womb or

Yalsen, 3o symblosis with

dead, reaches fresh

destiny. (Incidentally

royal mortuary' the
an

lan Wetson gives occasional hostages to criticisa
in  his invented nomenclatures. “Ke-theodral® is
"Deothorist H.Q." Bath are etymologically odd

hour.* 1d;
contemporary, but this has its hazards. Yaleen
nd then wonders what s stony body

Dialogue and idiom are,

look like; that is
stretching retained figures of speech and inherited
knowledge rather far, especially in a culture said to
hazy as to origins.

Such nigales will aluays arise when SF and fantasy
meet, as they do here. The concepts of men women
"sent fDl‘th to populate strange planets", lnu of

of beliefs and are
standard Sf. Concepts of spaceships and river currents
being flesh and blood entities verge towards fantasy. In
fact living ships, tree-houses, zombies, re-living the
lives of the dead, place-names like Spanglestream and
Honhone, the telescopic inter-cultural observation tower
etc. must be surely, and intentionally, evocat
inhabits imagination's Rllqlllly‘
junction zones of 5 and

its re-seeking, and ultimstely of whether what
conceives to be of the Gods" does or does not
imply a cosmic dualism.
inally, don’'t let me give the impression that this
is in any way @ weary or wearying fiction. The river runs
deep but it also sparkles; the book is a joy to read,
full of incident, humanity and humour. It lives up to its
heraine‘s dictus, shen she reflects disparagingly en the
duur researches of the west bank philosophers: real
true could only be seized in a laugh, il 1augh
Thot vould PeEElg tho Stars.s Can thaty L Wordes, be'read
as a preable to The Book of the St




Editorial Cont.

Ko portray his thee.
start, who would publish it?  Although

Ballard is well knoun and sells quite well, up to now he
has not been in the super league and would have
difficulty placing it in one of the literary publishing
houses. But let's say he has a stresk of luck and a
publisher, showe enucah-intetest. Sjarsece. 2 meeting.
his horror he finds out that it is the SF editor
(nost probably an ex editor of Vector and therefore an
SF expert!) who  is the offer. What should
Ballard do? He instinctively feels that it is the best

book he has ever uritten and with a bit of luck might
be considered for the Booker shortlist. However, if it
is published under the SF label with, most probably,
gaudy Japanese rabots on the cover, he can guarantee
that it will not make the shortlist or even be
reviewed extensively in the national press. In truth he
has little choice. With the stigma that is attached
to anything to do with science fiction it will be
unlikely to be accepted by any publisher other than an

SF publisher. This way at least it will be published.
Although our fictional case is a striking example of _the
absurdity of the fiction has within
literature, it is o nothing new. Over the
last twenty years writers like Moorcock and Aldiss have
been praised for their works outside the genre and
wpmerally {ononed For, toce inside.

t is new, and what is exacerbating the situation

s e ComnengiLl sucpeek: LML mopeIwEStarboare; PaVi%g
in the genre and the effect that this is having upon the
rest new science Fiction writers. Why or who
started it is irrelevant; be it the publishers’

accountants or the S Editors' essential laziness, but as

soon as science fiction had @ success the floodgates
to comercialism sprang open and now seem close to
taking the dam with it. Up toa point, especially

with paperback houses, commercial instinct must take its
place. But what [ am talking about here is established
hardback publishers whose very existence is not motivated
section, and who have

been captivated by this ‘commercial game'. It is my
contention that the ‘'safety first' policy of the SF
hardback publishers is continually widening  tf
creativity ap between the repetitive pap that we
laughingly call 'mainstrean’ science fiction and the
creative writer who 'uses the imagery of science
fiction'. Commercial instinct dictates that if something

is successful try it again,
have seen with Dune, Foundation and the
publishers have Laken this one step forward, and have
applied the law of 'supply and demand'. Most publishers
tend to stay with writers that sell, as long as the
quality of what is being produced is to standard, and the
science fiction field should be no exception. But by SF
publishers, signing long term contracts with their
current authors detailing a certain number of work/s per
year, instead of letting the material dictate the Flow of
work, instead of using sand, cement and water to build a
dam, they ignored the creative ingredients and have ended

up with a small muddy pile. This has not only hurt the
quality of our ‘established' science fiction writers
(however much it improves their economic life - for an

alternative point of view just ask same of the writers
outside these protective bubbles) but has left any avenue
Tor new writers firmly closed. The SF Editor once a
forces of commercialism seems to
both

a science fiction writer if we are busily reproducing
yesterdays fiction? Is it no wonder that the critics
Scoff1

If you look at the contents again, the linkage
should now be on obvious. M.J. Harrison, one of the most
strident critics of the SF establishment puts the case
for leaving the genre to its own end. On the reverse
side the coin, Josef Nesvadba asks us, before we
disappear under @ welter of Sword & Sorcery and Dragons,
to go roots of science fiction. Sitting

assist you in your evaluation of Science
the cover the complete gamut
Fiction field. Fron L. Ron Hubbard's Battlefield Earth
to Silverberg, Shan and

to Asimov's The Robots of Dawn
a
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A Reel Headache

Paul Brazier

[Rsbl by LAURENCE H JANIFER 186pp., ]

Doubleday 1983
[Su 95. H/B TSBN: -71

very strange. When 1 knew that I would be
reviening this book, I read a collection of Janifer's
short stories in order to ground myself in his style.
Reel arrived and I dutifully read it -- and t

revien was Ber\uusly

This is

thing and another, writing the
delayed.

when 1 came to actually write this piece, I
found 1 couldn't remember anything about the book. So T

leafed through it, refreshed my memory, and wrote some-
thing which constitutes a major part of the latter halr
of this review. filling in

ground. Reason?
stories either. I through
collection again in order to fill in that background, and
realised that, apart from one outstanding story, I could
remenber none of them. So I re-read one or two, and it
was as though 1 was reading them for the first time. I
didn't remember them at all. And this is, as I said
above, very strange, because I have almost certainly read
51l the stories originally in Astounding or Analog as
well as in this collection.

Now let me be quite plain. 1 like Janifer's
stories: and I like his writing. 50 why should 1 find it
so difficult to remenber anything about them apart from
the enjoyment? The answer lies, I think, in the nature of
the short story in general and the S short story in
particular.

A short story has little time or space to spare for
the development of character or plot. Bare bones are all

5
e
H

that ia passibis, and there is usally a single pivotel
point, be it a twist in the tail, an elaborately-led-up-
to joke or pun, or the Joycean epiphany. But at least a

that a major part of his
real world of

mainstream writer can assume
fictional world is co-extensive with the

the reader. This option is not open to S writers. They
have to tell us everything we need to know. OF course,

the art of writing short stories is to tell the readers
what they need to know without actually telling them --
sublininally, as it were. Thus it is clear that to write
short SF is much more difficult than to write short
mainstream fiction, simply because there is so much more
infornation to impart. 50 a master of the form can
delight and divert as much with the skill demonstrated in
arriving at the denouement as with the denouement itself.

nd of course, again, this is why Janifer’s short

adept at the absolute minimalisn necessary to good short
story writing that the minutiae of 1ds he
describes hardly impinge on our consciousness beyond

leading us to the story's end.

So we come to Reel, a novel by a master of the
short story. And a novel which I enjoyed inmensely -~ but
wich 1 fou @yealr il pitits rementer wybhing of .
And the reason this? Well, before I go into the
actual  stor, ting, are

At 184 peges, Reel 3o & Hort Hovel.
pages, the first twelve are blank save
publishing details, and a four
you could get the lot on a single side without
The story itself is made up of twenty 'calls’, each
contain- ing two chapters. That's forty chapters. The
thing is, the first chapter in each call is actually only
the epigraph to the second. To make it clearer, the
first call is laid out like this. The words FIRST CALL
are printed in the centre of the page. [he rest of the
page is blank, as is the other side. This is followed

whi

crowding.

by chapter one a twelve line quotation
from Plato. The ne solely occupied by the
name of the character call is for. On the next
page, chapter two begins way down the page).

his pattern is repeated for each call, so that
for each o calls we have four
pages devoid of narrative.  That's eighty pages



essentially blank! Add the opening
twelve, that's ninety-two. Ninety-two
pages blank out of one hundred and
eighty-six 1is nearly half the book:

the reason I could barely remeaber
Reel is that it is mm more than
an :xlemd short story.

‘m complaining about
this smrmess on a value for money
basis, although there is probably
another argument there. No, 1
find nost “frustrating 1s thet there
simply n't rose.

Moy the spigraphe. there ars
from Plato,
Freud, and Blake, and the nacrative
staggers beneath their erudite weight,
or it is at most a simple story. Boy
meets girl, falls for girl, and wins
girl, despite this being totally
contrary to the established patterns
of behaviour on his world -~ The Reel
-- where he is heir to great wealth
and pomer. Almost incidentally, he
foils an attempt to take over the
planet, and in fact the whole book is
a series of testimonies — or ‘Calls’
- this  attempted  coup,
including the final testimony of the
convicted culprit.
what this adds uwp to is an
awesone achicvement. The narrative is
entirely first person, but there is
never any doubt about which of no less
than seven different first-person
narrators  is speaking, once you
realise that they change. But, Oh
that short story syndrome! We get
occasional tantalising glinpses of the
vital functioning of what appears to
be a well-thought-  through and
convincing  capitalist anarchy. And
that's all.  Just glimpses. This
could have been a seminal contribution
to the dialectic on capitalism v.
collectivism in ST, and that certainly
sppears to be the intent. After all,
there must be some point to dreaming
all this up other than to tell a
simple love story for maney, else why
include all those heavy quotations.
But time and again opportunities to
expand on & particular political,
moral, or social point are passed over
in order to get on with the story.
Neither is there any investigation of
personal motivation inside each first
pereon nacratir, " slthough it 1n wits
clearly hinted that  the
Retivatione Shovs i eyand ‘wingle
greed, lust, and megalomania. To
fair, the entirely first person
thor the

opportunity to comment or explain
inpersonally, but surely this style
Llows for other methods of conveying
insight and explication.

As must be clear by now, my only
real criticism of this book is that it
is far too short. But that must be the
most damning criticism of all, for
there is not encugh of the writing to
make any sensible comment sbout. On
the outside chance that it does even
become available in this country,

read it unless it has been copiously
extended, for after a very short read
it will leave you only witha vast
inchoate  and  frustratingly vague
question mark in your mind. This I
find, the most ioplessart thing sboit
this book. After all, if the author

not trying to give us anwors to
burning questions, the least he can do
in all common decency is to try to
define clearly the guestions he is
asking.
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