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soved to the States a superb job, her typing

greatly ..onrn.uu-g g production qulity of Vo

-- antta

l ¢ Kate lelfers: we wast your resposse to the articles and

ifke 10 thask ler for her effarts, and wish her all the best | caviaws in Vectar

acrosd he Paad, This meaia’ that thive say bo more typose: that |+ froa i1 et
|

usual this issue, as Paul and I have dome mast of the typing, but e Yo tanh oo s (matiing. S wask o

we hope ta bave 4 new production assistant Vectar, please don't walt o be asked!

Ve're alsa hoping to be able to stay at 24pp, or even lacrease |«  More advertiseneats from pablishers. The BSFA does a lot to

o 28pp, but to make this possible, there are a humber of thizgs prosote your books, and fevesue from your ads can balp us ta
‘naed

that we Coutinue dotbg this —- and your ads should do you some good
cles fros members, of & Ligh enough quality ta as well! Please contact me for details. - Ed
EDITORIAL
David V.Barrett
LETT!
Readers' opinions, for, against and otherwise
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THE EXTRA DINENSION
Bob Shaw on his new novel The Ragged Astronauts
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TRILLION YEAR SPREE: The History of Science Fiction
After a billion comes a trillion. An extract from the
new book by Brian Aldiss
BOO!
Reviews edited by Paul Kincaid
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VETOR

(OAVID V' BARRETT

ONEBODY NENTIONED VECTOR IN THE OFFICE RECENTLY, AND
one of our said, “Oh, that's your sci-fi

Bristling, 1 tald ber it was SF; we

(aow there was a plece of SF! Or was it
set-117)

A fow days later I mestioned to asother BSFA member
ST’ sorry,® e emid, L thonght

some Books.
exasple, is a thoughtful examisation of the woman-machine
terface. Ad the original , Dragonflight, was
a well-realised creation of an usual world, in a skilful
mix of old SF tropes: dragous, telepathy, threat from space,
time travel, etc. 1In a way it drew dragoss, which like
usicarns, are creatures warthy of respect, back out of
the world of low-quality fantasy isto a pretty decent SF
novel.

5o why 1s NcCaffrey now ome of the despised and re—
Tied 1s the pages of EF critioles mageries? Mpart from
the fact that her dragon books have now become somewhat

mare than & Tittle repetitions, 1 thisk thers mre
- Ty Wk, . ABR - iy Wb AR
than about her, the writer.

The unpardanable nu that she has committed are.

L. She hao written not jut a trilogy — in iteelf toat

would call down the wrath of the critics, it seems —— but a
whole serfes of follow-on books.
2. She's a packet from ber Dragon She's

commercially successful.
pomsidly 1ive with Neraele?
i, B peeaisg
pus:n %o 6 great ‘meay resdars:
Trretovant, lontt (49

This is dreadful; how can she

brought a great deal of
But’ then, that's

95% OF EVERYTHING

It was Theodore Sturgeon who said '95% af everything is

ything
getting too m.mln;nc.l. n & pact of cur every
It's samethi ually need to spesd much time
talkiag about, but o yw‘ll pardan the pun) at bottom it
mankind.

rose.

we be 50 bitterly dismissive Of 50 much of our

genre? Isu't it more productive to praise the "good” than
tocondian:tie et (Tie Iasectal Sokmia:ars; del bersin)

every science fiction novel to be a great
Is this the case in

Vorx ot Titeeatare? other genres?
record collection recestly 1

Rare they than becme fafarior quality mesic? So, bet there
are other things 1 prefer to these xy

s AND
Vay back In Vectar 108 1 wrote about Ua and Thes,

and was
roundly condemned in the letter colusn for the next few
issues for being elitist. I'd com SF and

readers of sci-f1, and had
1’11 quote just three sentences:

styiad arbitars of taste, siyle sad quilty — bt aisce

when Bave the Paris fachion houses had much {mpact om what
you see walking the streets of Rochdale?
Ry oxtilon Nl mimeed] . pelsts 1 was sot

advocating this stasce; I being descriptive, mot
Eeigti. 1 wn eayisg (At this s dov wa ars, or st
often come over to other people. Negative.

Too clever by Balf.

asimov

l-ybl it's not as

bv; aybe thmrws Scmethtag fa it which irritates the hell

me —- but that's as likely to be my fault as the
fraftad

Bet cne of the main thisge that cmses w40 carve

a book or is commerclal success. If it sells, it

mcome it heing bought by Them; 4t st Balag bougkt by

then it can't be good,

it's commercial!

we were delighted that
gl well-weiivia; bcrous; Ixtellachinlly, susiatyteg. F
was oo the radio. Then bl $he ancond. ciad e
TV, venicn; e ks, ke raoucds sk ‘dapens

play. Yes, it became Ayped; Taa, limguatiey atario
ated. the reason so many of t 1t was
that it had become popular. Ve were no e s
clique. Ve had been joined by Them. And we weren't having

t.

E¥OBS UP THRIR NOSES

1A b SRR 40 AR S Semi Mo G il
leave the BSFA after t they see us as a bunch
of stuck-up arrogant intellectusl smobs. Ve get up their
noses. They joined to find out mare about science fictiom;
all we do is leap up and down on Asimov, Clarke, Heinlein,
Berbert, NcCaffrey, Simak et al — quite passibly the very
authors who drew them into the gemre in the first place,
and maybe recestly. If those are the autbors you
Sppeeniiter Jou Wt 3. tin lidast! ol Sea th 1utag
as rubbish every time you pick up a BSFA

Norman i in the same league as Samuel
20t saying that there aren’t appallingly bad
I'm oot saying that 95% isn't crap.
the vast majority of SF
BSFA.

try the
it mayie its the attide s by Se
turaing Thes o

which 1s
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READING XY LETTER IN VECTOR 132 1 REALISE IT COULD BE
misconstrued. Ny comseats did not relate to any experience
1 have had of Nilford; not being eitber a writer or aspiring
writer my only experience of Nilford was whes I was invited
there for a party (one of the perks of beiag BSPA chairman,
I thinl). 1 the party and was grateful to the org-
anisers who had invited me. Ny referred to other
itamtions whars 1 had 30t foumg 3t possible to fit in.

I enjoyed V132 I'm getting bared of saying that of
late. Concentrating on one author is a good idea praviding
it doesn't become a habit and I was pleased with the choice
of Keith Roberts who 1 enjoy. Vhilst Keith no doubt
"suffers" from people bringing up Favane at every
opportunity that'e the price you have to pay for writing &

ly anly criticism is that some passages

interview appeared verbatim in the article which followed
1t; they stuck out like the proverbial sare thumb.

TOK A. JONES

14 Eaywood

Bracknell

Berks.

AS A BSFA NENBER VEO VILL BEGIN TO TEACH GCSE IN A VEEK
ar 5o, T feel that I ought to bring to the attention of the

he
R ummm :nghuy. we may also include:

Orwell — Anlan-r-
It should be pointed out that this is an advisary book
list. Otber books may be used but: "Vhere it is desired to
use a text not in the advisory list care should be takes to
(quate
version of the syllabus for 1988).
ir Bone of the above bocks are bad bouks,
but isa‘t it about time that SF in schools meant same!
Gther than these old chestauts? As for the pecessity for
the isherest warth of a work of literature
before it may be sald to be of comparable worth to ome of
the above, it would be quite difficult to find another SF

I suggest that the only reason these books continually
on such a st is the majority of
people still regard SF as low-level recreational literature

only, and are unaware of the Roberts/Kilworths/Gentles/
Cowpers etc. Could the BSFA not inform the
boards of what does exist?
NICHAEL FEARN
22 Glenavon Road
ratford

London E15 4DD

it's this sart af réle which I feel we should be taking oo;

maybe we could exert a positive {afluence. 1 got fed up

with the same thing in my teaching days In uela!e'ns:
"classics” ar (for class readers)

eftder old
oders Joventies, with trite idess aad Victorian stettades
o8 sexual, ractal aod class comsciouspess. L 1t

1on,

s adgaties Piokarian tttinins

treagth under iron reign of

Owl K-rvlmsuldﬁmtul’):lims
Eds

which seem to be gaining st
Nad Neg. Garner's
excoption in the GCSE list.

"CHARLTON IS A TINY OIFORDSHIRE VILLAGE® SAYS THE
evocative paragra)

a definition in Northants., where there is only one other
village which does have its own station...

To avold confusion, I ought to add that there Is a
Charlton {n Oxfordshire, but it's not one Paul was
talking about because it's not near King's
(Forthants.) as Paul's was.

WARK VALENTINE
35 Grafton Vay
Duston

Yew

Yarthaspton ¥¥5 68G
«Thanks far the factual carrectioes, Nark... but did you
enfgy 1t7 — Ed»

I'N FORVARDING THE ENCLOSED LETTER TO YOU BECAUSE 1
thought aight be pleased to kow that running the
article o Ochiter in 7133 has Dad a fairly lxmefiste

months,

encouragiag to know that Orbiter obviously

., by some BSFA members, and that ruaning an article
in Vectar has an effect!

SUE THONASON

1 Neyrick Square

Dolgellau

Gwynedd LLAO 1LT

Dear Sue,
ax &ismim ot Tl.rry Broome's Orbiter group, and
this letter because I

iser. 1 was
little of its history — sf
folders and yoniching people.

“"Keep 1n contact”; all of our
af communication, and most
It does mean that we have to rely
rather heavily o the Post Office, however, as we live miles
apart (one member in the Navy, serving in Hong Kong.
Phone calls are a last resart, for reasons of cost.

stories, sometimes — feel 1 may be achieving
something through others. Ny biggest problem is that,
being extroverted, I occasionally write criticism which

crit is probably the greatest pleasure my writing will ever
bring.

SINON NICHOLSON

Road

h-slzy

Berks, su 78T
o agres with Sue; its gratifyiag to cee & resposee like
this. Ay enquiries Orbiter, Sue will be bappy to
bear fros you. — Ed.»y

I'N A TRIFLE DISTURBED TO SEE 70 THE STARS LISTED AS A
viable market on p8 (V139! Terry Carr commissiomed a
space Opera from me over a year ago, asking for up to
25,000 words. So I brought it im at 24,500, as long as a
[!ﬂn(lnﬂve) and he sald he loved it. But I'm still
"

ting to be paid...
JOHN BRUNNER

FIRST 1 VISH TO EIPRESS NY GRATITUDE AND ADKIRATION TO

a little more polished — but
articles and latest information on publications and
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conventions) the quality is of a very high standard.

Having said that 'Build ‘em up, then kmock ‘em down")
1 am writing with a few suggestions which I hope may prave
warthwhile.

To start with the reviews, I feel that a little more
emphasis could be placed on the "scientific" content of the
more "hard" SF books. of these books very
often have recetved sclentific training and they put a lot
of thought into thelr fictional technology. Reviews of such
works could be greatly improved if the ariginality, feasib-
ility, uses and implications of the {deas comcerned were

discussed more fully.  Some ideas, I know, are too
incredible to even consider the technology imvolved Gas in
tinar travallls 3Bt eoou far-fetched inventions certainly

"in extension of this weuld be a lok back at the
“future sclence” outlined in old SF novels — an article an
the sclentific and/or social relevance of such warks today
w16 anyiol e speculations have e fact ar

rematn as fiction

SLLI1 tn an historlc veln, £t would be nice to see some
articles on the development of sclence fiction and its
And how about an article or two on
Some of the major themes often used in SF, such as time
travel or first contact with alfens, and how well the ideas
have been developed by authors. I know it's easy enough
for me to say these things, but I can't write said articles
since 1 know very little about the topics involved.

DAVID J. GARDNER

31 Nilbury

ris Barton

Forthanpton ¥H6 OPZ

«Some useful Ideas far articles there, David. If amyome

would like to write ome ar mare of these, please drop me a
lipe. — Ed.»

THANKS FOR THE LAST TVO EDITIONS OF VECTOR VHICH HAVE

his letter. Andy says that "if the book is worth it, then
knowing the ‘plot’ doesn't nuu." I wonder. I think the
plot (if there is one — some novels are a little thin in
this department, 1 admit) is an in t aspect of any

book. Although a "retelling” of the plot may not deter me
from reading the book, it certainly detracts from my
overall enjoyment. I res e of 2010 a

handed review,
inagination as I should have been.
Pringle's book I am trying to avoid staflar incidents.

This raises the question of when It is reasomable far
a critic to discuss the whole plot. After reflecting on
Pringle’s intentions I think he is probably justified in
doing this in his book. At least in the case of older SF
readers. After all, most of the novels have been around for
several years and older readers will have read a sizeable
proportion of them. Vill it appeal to newer SF readers?
think not. They will be pleased at obtaining a valuable
reading list but not too bappy about knowing the climax of
so many good books.

Kerseyside 133 6UA

RE YOUR EDITORIAL IN VECTOR 133: 1 THINK THE BEST SCIENCE-
novel 1 have read must be Fade Out by Patrick
Tilley, 8 well rasearchad [fook 1a oclence facts and geog-
raphic loca

The probles about the best authors: arts- or sclence-
trained will be always with us. The scientist sees the
world in a more factual way, whereas a story to be totally
e e R experfence, which is why a
in social education (le. Arts) is maybe a

Petear wetter
"How did the world deteriorate to 19847

is an
unanswered question in LJ Hurt's article "Ve are the Dead".

A possible clue: about i weeks BEC Radio 4
broadcast a Saturday night p]ay (I've forgotten the title or
author) set in Britain about ten years into the future.
Crine has practically vasished, w0 football violence, there

ia  stroug oemse of Law & Onler aromd. Bt those who try
o Tind out why the isappear” into the clutches
otappisits dcsr and are inv-rhbly found dead. There is

Pl 0y, Yils mewy A i & anly mentioned
ttoe, he action he stary, but he is told he
wiil g PRt iy gt Loy

question of foatball hooligans, Dick Norland's
Abtont A1biont depicts England as a society ruled by gangs
of football thugs A la Jubilee type of soclety); it
sometines seems slightly true, judging by my experlences on
BR last weekend!

»

JOHN C. FAIRVEATHER
26 Avenell Road
it

Highbury

London ¥5 1DP
L Hurst's article has prampted a lot of resy both pro
and anti — with same excellent points raised on all sides.
-~ Ed»

I VAS VERY PLEASED TO READ LI HURST'S ARTICLE, "VE ARE THE
dead” in V133. An account of the work of Jobn Vyndham, by
omeone who appreciates its true worth, was long overdue.
I could not help thinking, however, that his arguments,
against the derogatory criticisms of Brian Aldiss, John
Clute and Christopher Priest, could have been further

substantiated by using exam) from some of Vyndham's
ather works, in addition to The Day of the Triffids. Never-
theless, quoted criticisms were tackled well and

calpr:henslvely refuted.

ring, however,  that diss  quote
speclhm“y referred, not only to mmas but a0 b 7ae
Kraken Vakes, I feel that examples from the latter should
also have been used in this article.

The Priest and Clute quotatioms, however, referred to
V¥yndham's work more genmerally and examples from some of
his other works could have been used, to good effect,
disproving these.

exanple,

F some of Vyndham's more inventive and
inaginative ideas

(from works such as The

work (for instance, the overt feminist message of Trouble
with Lichen, could bave been used.
Also, in reply to Priest's criticism, it could have
inted out that, in Triffids, Bill Nason was certainly
not portrayed as being part of the "bourgeoisie", and, in
the earlier part of the novel, Josella Playton's upper class
pretentiousness was portrayed very negatively and seemed
Fery;pathsticmier i clrc mctaes of the et

This was mainly
fact that most of these characters were
scientists of ome type or another. How many scientists
during the 1950s had a working class background?
of this having been said, the article certainly
achieved its aims, not the least of which was, as Hurst put
it, to show that "The Day of the Iriffids is much more
complex and richer in texture the critics have
admitted" Anyone who has read and understood the works of
John Vyndham at anything more than a very superficial level
nust realise that this is true for most, if nat all, of his
post-war novels and short stories.
=y cpiaion, Vyndham at his best (especially with
ds) ranks alongside the likes of JG Ballard snd
Brian lldls as one of the most important British wrf s
of imaginative fiction in the past 40 years, and I hope \ t
more articles on his work are published in FVector in t.e
future.
STEELE
37 Birkburn Road
Kelloholm
‘Sanquhar
Dunfriesshire DG4 6SE

more/
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Be resained a staunch Anglophile during the
affair which did not make him popular with the junta. I do
want to make Mim out as some left wi
mxrun.mum.mmpmnpu.um,umﬂ»
wed to the stories of Borges is T have to

bis views from Natrix to

re we
4000-5000 enquiries, and where the money comes from.
mass-circulation magazine like the old SF Noothly does not
exist in the UK anymore. Ads in the US magazines bring in
few members (ads have been run in FASF for little return).
Ads in books do not produce this sart of response (4000+)
451 ave wpevaive, (ani. thom. noki cact-atfect {va)) ualececone
deal can be
Ads in ‘cunrll interest magazines have failed to
produce results. Ads on TV associated with an appropriate
Jepranaa could be gmd but are very, very expensive.
free plug is best (The meotiom af the Prisouer Appruchtivn
Soctety after one episode of The Prisamer
response for them) but free plugs are very Srticut i get
(I know how hard people tried when I was Chairman.)
1 know Ken lake will say these are problems we should
1 agree, but it would take mare
nmns-nm and discipline than we've had and less fun for
-u fic this organisation. Further I'm not
okt oy ould any benefit, the
sonimy ' arale Still (st thare with A00) meabers so
enough to attract more adve ar
‘m wrong 1'd be interested to
1 think it's time for Ken lake to up ar shut up,
tell the committee how to get this advertising
which will produce the increase in numbers, cost it, and
then tell us how to get the mavey.
TOX A. JONES
14 Haywood

Bracknell
Berks RGI2 4VG

1§ CONTRAST TO PATRICK NOORE (VI35 EDITORIAL) JANES BLISH
concluded that “the important scientific comteat in
aclds’ wiiucs fictin ere | the impossibilities” since these
suggest (or paradigms in sciesce.

T've ea! p,usmv._gmmmm,mm
do this, asd explore perbaps less well-known brasches of

science. I also think that some writers given the
"hard science writer” (such as David Brin) don't really
deserve it; Brin may be a physicist, but his ovels use
sclence to umlmrmhuumps rather than being
about science in any importast way. 1 thisk in
orfal you alsc misced the real problem in writ:
"hard science” SF — the conflict between the novel
acter and the sclestific probles. A good at
should focus om both, and I think the difficulty of
a novel that does not let either become dominant
been stressed.

i

g

o

[ &ii
ih

1 am appalled by LJ Hurst's description

Abides as "a cosy novel, everyone in it feels all

1t is that cosiness which distinguishes it from

= By of e TA0R  ecaset Hiilies
Earty

ig*
i

war]
the

EE

character 4bides) 1s often driven to despair and
uvu:xllur._tllhr—ll_mlmmm-ly
own death can That has come to most . W

£
Ao

that the other offspring lack. This ms $1d 1n.the plages

Is that cosy? At the end of the novel, as he is near dying,

Vil th on O cruding Ouliie Ghta Bridge, and feels
has destroyed

should be sald to be subjective; but I would

more jable to read,
Somtt thtnx critioten bam to appear in enduring
same of what appears in Vectar is criticism. Critics are
acticiate, ey,

On the review section:
classics seem pumn._
anything new about th
feature article might e lateresting, if you must cover then
at all. I would rather see the space devoted to books by
mew authars, or else longer reviews. For instance, KV
Bailey seems almost too brief in his review of Turmer's In
the Heart ar In the Head — this is a bard to obtain and
expensive book, yet It was nominated for a Hugo Award. No-
me:mnmnmn.mmwmm.nvmmn
Birely 1 et e
you could list e 0 s sheipiion peice 4lt) 21

the

shart reviews of well-known

subscribe, never get to read Vactar, and thus never the
pleasure of writing you a loc! (Surely a sublime delight.)
CY CRAUVIN

190 Vit

llclla- uzu

Cy also metions Ehat the Spaced Out Llhrl:7 o st Bﬂr’z

Street, Tarosto, Ostario W55 2E4, Canada) 2 copy of
Vector 117 to camplete its collection. r'u sesd a copy
direct to them as Cy suggests, for trade. There must be

oy fow complete Collectios of Yector arveed; glad to
know cne of them is in Capada. Thanks for the point about
quoting a $ price; we'll see to 1t imsediately’s
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The Secret Masters of

—SCENCE FICTION

o Sty i siaioer W e Ve

Tom Jones

aboit). Moorcock and friends took the troubled “New Worlds® and

W0 suAPES s,
im0 lowe piles of original
Sheiller blockousters, or fantasy frilogies, of cyberpemk?
It fsn't you and me.

Ficus e e vel1 pou s tx ST

Tomeers of the BSPA 4nd thus discerning resders of SF. There' .
of us to matter. not the critics and revievers,
oty ied ik daslndee 231 ok falacumca . baes

than leaders (and who gives a dasn what they think anyway). Now
the mass of readers do have influence but usually as an indicator
ts course (pity the poor publisher with half
to push out when the readers decide

Go the feaders. although sose of them are very quick to jusp on the
Sandwagon. Think, ve see 4 very small percentage of the stories
writecs producer, thes

there were certainly periods, for instance
JWC was interested in psi (ESP), by God we got a lot of staries
soou

which are told you get
bylis

1 vould aven suggest it vas che seed for the
ave whis confused with the British
ane: iiet swpectiialiy sistin Saptoe St i
© other magazine editors been a5
ixtlencial vickin she fiald as o hale they cartaialy shape thais
I don't think any but the most rse would
ron with that. | This dosen’t saan that e gl et M
Say. such as the publisher oc the editor’s spouse.
accept that presise for the magazines it's a short

step to accepting it for novels. My knowledge of the imner
workings of a publishing is slim but I believe the first
f1lter is a professional reader who, 45 the nase
the manuscripts and produces a report. Once
Save the sditor. The editer decides what vill be sublished.
within guidelines set by the ovners.
vith the editors.

Now, let's not kid ourselves, publishing i
2ooks are marc

unesploysent statistics.
Of what an editor buys has to se. that itse!
 known author with a following, sosething which

tnree
Fita uithin the Crend O creads prevaieac at the Cima, o
someraiag deiah it b abls £ siare o e tredd (T ficsd

unique, never-to-be-do

the completely ne-in-this:
being s tive whee 6 dsais Steciesienile

masterpiece as

ounding
active at the time and from this nuuunx viewpoint is that
Ene shape of "Astounding was the shape of SE.

r most notable/notorious magazine
$5:dotn exisall cuane

ving to the UK ou
St oas Mickued Nasieoek. Lipalonie

shese ciiles = g ience FPanta: New
worlds® were a et Bt s o
Critae, Dt they G16n"E have tha sort of infleence 5on taiking

o ouumton v s SUreamRly Bl v shOUON"S

L.+ oo n Niven and Pournelle
Praduce theis nest “biy Job* oc Jack L. Chalker delivers his 16
voluse opus combining all the basic ingredients of SF and £
(Just like Tolkien used to writ
cover), and if Asimov/Clacke/Meinlein produce their massive
tioratt e Ak ool ares, VLT akeliy st
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AU BOB SHAW

| Some notes on the genesis
X of a actaace Tiatasy aovet

IKE QUITE A FEV OTHER VRITERS, I TEND NOT AL this coul senrchisg hes come abost beosuse 1 wes
very much. (Vhen 1 drift down out of the office Tin the Ragged Astrona
late afterncon, having spent the day putting words on

1 don't really feel like staring at pleces of ago
paper on which people have been putting words. As a|my earliest SF novel and the most receat.
Hetoraty Jemue: Btk a: i o ighter: pilt: fucig
, but secretly 1 think it's great, and the Korean conflict, and he was acutely aware that
o0 much time watching it. That's abou in a way, the first “"sciesce fiction" war
becouse writing doesa't just give me a

foal gelty sbost mt
ractically every the book and was totally ulv(rthy af
book 1 read yields up sn.zlhl_lg A e velaie fa 'y o
ork. By reading ten times as much, the reasoning goes, Xy first novel was Fight Valk, published i 1967
ne might become ten times as good an author. o8 sitting down to write it 1 found myself petrified with
= e =




Nt gL dults & fir skt wlucien 8
u.gmng to feel quite at home with the form
the

Bow

phs of a novel? A m‘

1 dithered arcund for days, scrapping
overawed by the of

the book 1 admired so much, and use it as the opening of

Fight Valk. A comparison of the actual wording will show
t I am not kiddis

The Hunters: A winter night, black and frozen, was

W R

soving over lapan, over the choppy vaters to the

east, over nm floating islands, all the
cities and towss, Bouses, the bitter
streets.

Cleve stood at the window, looking out.
Dusk had arrived, and be felt a nusb lethargy.
Full animation had not yet returned to
ceemed that everybody had gome il “ale
he had been asleep. The room was empty.

Right Xl Valk:

A winter night, sharp and frozen,
moved new Vittenburg, pressing down
ma on the bitter streets, laying uneven swaths
of frost on the rete desert of the space
terminal.
Tallon leaned against the window of his
room, 1 out. bad dozed oo top of
ruspled bedclothes for several hours, and during
that the world to have died. The
hotel felt empty.
That plece of blatant thievery did the trick. It got me into
aver there

the first novel and my own voice took
but further oo in The Huters was a

a growp of a

Saville, the book's bero,
cold blue sky...
Suddenly Pell called out something at three
o'clock. Cleve looked. He could not tell what it
was at first. Far out, a strange, dreamy rain was
falling, silver and vavertng, T. wos 8 group of
drop tanks, tusbling down from above, the fuel
and vapour streaming out of them. Cleve counted
then glance. There were a dozen or more of
them, going down like thin cries fading in the
atlamcs. That many tanks meant NIGs. He searched
above but saw nothing.
A11 at ‘anoe 1t ME me that Salter, pilot as author, perceived
the situstion {n three dimensions.

leading & patrol over Korea in a

The height factor Bas always bees impartast in aerfal
combat, right since the first fluttery skirmishes over WV1
Frasce, but alter vaca’t talking about aopaaiim menpmcal
in hundreds of feet. He was talking in terms of miles.
| Riding on the back of a gt eagine, an instrument provided
kn by 2 sex teckaciogy, be hed moved isto a rarifisd bl
vironmeat in which the vertical dimension was mare
llpﬂ!‘l( than the others. He bad become a Fairy
The hero of his novel knmew there were two
going into action directly above him, but they
above him to be visible. He also knew, though I haven't
quoted this bit, that there was action below him, but he
couldn't see the planes fnvolved —— they were too far away
as well. Far the mament he was lost, but not (n any way
previously understood by mankind. He was vertically lost.

1 don't know if I'm getting my feelings of wonder
across to you. Sciesce fiction is like that, bless it. The
range of ideas is so wide that oot all of them will comnect
with everybody. Far example, the mnotion of cloning human
beings stirs some authors, whereas my reaction is: All
Tighty you! b o bemck ol puglaall Uik i~ Va7

he concept of persomal freedom of movemest in i

Atnaton ot llnys en alvays produced tha

| gelscate and tremor o8 stgroh
endeaic among S etians ot fee 3 got it strongly
| reading Brian Aldiss' 3 the moom

I'm not giving it its accepted meaning in this article.)

many bad a to write a sf
featuring verticality. Ny 1979 novel Vertigo, was a w5 ta
that direction, but in it the vertical dimensions were
limited ta be fully satisfactory.

They could be expressed in metres, and my compulsion
was to deal in thousands of miles. There was a period when
I considered giving Orbitsville a huge interior atmosphere
and setting a stary there, but that would have produced an
uneasy bleading of disparate themes.




ALBITON

1 was beginning to wonder 1f it would ever be ble
to put a handle on the {dea, then day while 1dly
glancing through an atlas of the solar system I noted the
peculiar relationship between Pluto and its single moon,
Cliite. The tin dre quite siaflar i alx, and Charon

revolves around Pluto at a

W R

That may sound 1ike heresy to members of the literary
establishment, but in real life em t and circus-
stances play major riles {n the farmation of character and
persanality. Vho is to say that the science fiction writer's
techa: is ot

relevant to life itself?

best, the most fruitful, the most
(choosing that verb because it ey
occurred to me that I hadn't read about amybody averr:

nmu;fumymtmmxumwm-am
the Land-Over

Furthermore, Charon angs same spot om Pluto -
an awe-inspiring spectacle for the aotiomal
either body.

That was it!

1 had facts paper a few times

seen

but mot until this occasion did I fence
that turmoil at the centre of the being which s often
as inspiration. That's the way it works. Vhen
you're in the market for an ides, the comscious mind seems
to put a requisition slip la to the subcomsclous, a search
begins and — sooner or later — bingo!

In that single moment I saw the universe of The
Ragged Astronauts ia 1ts eatirety, though without details as
yet — the sister worlds of Land and Overlasd, each hanging
at a fixed point in the otber's sky, looming, beckaming,
oosupying & largs poction of of the heavens, occulting the sun
jevery day, producisg a diurnal cycle of foreday, littlenight,
lattday, mmn;n deey.qn aftoight.
¢ was where the real work of planning the book

Bullt fnto the original inspiration was the idea of a
from but it had to be an epic

of technology roughly
equal to 16th Cestury Eurcpe. And brought with it the first
major probles.
Even when assisted by low gravity, the voyagers would
btunzqullmnehslntmh;nlnm'p lanetary vacuus
so — not without qualms — I took the steps of envuapmg
both worlds in a common lt-nsyherl Arthur C Clarke

hin and everybody else with astronomical kmowledge
of small worlds having

sister planets into a different universe where
laws of physics differ {rom ours. Vhen writing The Ragged
Astronauts 1 dida't go into detail about the differences —
it isn't that kind of movel but suffice it to say that the
differences are exactly those required to make possible all
the 1 wanted to be possible in the story. Vhen you
create a fictional universe you become a microcosmic god —
and half the fun of it is in taking advantage of the System
by laying down your own laws and issuing your own set of
commazdments. In the case of Ragged no
matter what techaical or scientific objections readers may
come up with, they will be overcome by the rules of my
alternate physics.

S0 1 given myself an environment
with thousands of miles of vertical air space to work with

thea together, let them interact and report what happens. If
you try this technique with a scieace fiction story, nothing
Will bappen. That is to say, nothing of much interest to the
science fiction buff. Like it or not, when writing SF you

have to start with an idea/situation/environment in a way
that explares all the attractive intellectual avenues.

of to land enviroament
I found the task strangely compelling. It was far from easy,
Munmm“umuslu-,m.-unm
six months 1 lived with them I had man tmares, many
sweet dreams and much {ntence satisfaction. It wouldn't be

fair to anybody, least of all to me, to disclose too much
about that side be story before the book has fully
reached its market, can talk about some of

ssasans
while

and
fiendishly d.mn:un.
without months

g to live in a world
top using phrases like, "In

"golden haired” — though not as
would have to find a substitute.
discipline. It probably would not have ma
else, but I felt that having created a warld without
it would be unethical of me to employ metallic adjectives
while describing it. The problem had two sides. On Land a
wood known as brakka is used in place of irem, but to
describe a person as having "a will of brakka" would have
would Bave sal the -suspension of

there was the question of names for animals,
foods, units of measuresment, etc., which do not exist on

writers. vas n
Astounding in which an allen being introduced itself to a
human as “{Glama", 1 was

thought, that's great. That's really alien.

1 begin to fret Axe:

.u- alphabet, with o relatiosship to our ows, could do

tmay 4 things to printed English?

In The Ragged Astromauts I decided to give exotic

sames caly to things for which there are no equivalests om

Earth, and to them immediately in comtext. Far
else I used familiar terms. Ny contention is

that if every word uttered is in an allen language,

Sutiok 15 toansliting {o avold Ghe uu af difficulty which

15 being a bit arbitrary,

again. The illusion tends to tremble and dissolve when you
read, "I have ridden ten gorkles to meet you," and then have

ot simply put down 720 miles” in the first place and get
on with the stary?

Proiijpeer ks tink fulp o, el molance, Holln a0

write — which reminds me of m-u'.hh:g 1

hmlﬂ be producing SF at this very minute. See you around!
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Nike Noir looks at

The Ragged
in the light of Bob Shaw's earlier wark

¥EV BOB SHAV BOOK, NOVEL OR COLLECTION, IS ALVAYS AN
event. His latest, however, has been heral
very special event. The Ragged
longest and most ambitious novel to date.
ant do Gollancz comsider it, they have wrapped bhis
work, far the first time, ia full colour. I expect |
there will be mare disagreement over the cover than the
The cover may not be that special, but the conmtemt
definttely is.
Shaw

sm;suveuu.pp-uth—.yy_.s

impressive first movels of its time. His work qu‘nlly
became recognisable m— its n,,- q\nutp ;-ruml.ny fu'
reatures.

Finally, and least essy to explain, is his injection

of his own marvellous semse of humour. Ouly cme Shaw
novel, ¥ho Goss Here?, is meast totally as a humorous work,
but all the rest have just the right level af humour in them
to make them a joy to read.

Bob Shaw's fimest books, until mow, have been those
with the fewest SF elements. They follow the old rule of
"Make one smart techaological e
--wmuummmmmuuumumm

Tight Walk, with gleowes fox T oae biish tat let thes share
thers® eyes; Ground Zero Man (revised to The Peace Nachize)
with a machine that reduces the critical mass of nuclear
terials; 4 Vresth af Stars with its anti-peutrino world;
and Vertigo, with its asti-gravity packs. It is mo

incidence that although their key elements are the single

based, very near future tales, I was perhaps a little
apprehensive of The Astronauts with ite totally
alien theme. It follows the new trend for SF novels with

there are twin planets, with over-
lapping atmospheres, in fixed circular arbits. This means
20 and the planets fixed permanently in position in
each other's skies. The novel, not surprisingly, comcen-
trates on the attempt to travel from ope planet to the
other. The imhabited planet has esseatially no metals, nor
bave its the use of pe 3
50 the emigrations are performed by balloos.

ly once before has Bob Shaw attespted a novel om

SF scale, in the very successful Orbitsville

This time, lullm.klﬁm.-umwm&m‘
considerably mare successful.

character, Toller, is a member of ue‘
‘s Guild who would much rather be a saldfer.
Inftially be is a particularly dislikable persom; later he
becames a herv. development of Toller is the
major sub-plot, matching the devel a0 e aiaters

travel. The whole book is filled with strong char:

and this is where Shaw shows groatest skills,
recognisable frum his previous books. Vhat makes this ome
very special is the way he marries this with the complex

such a

it deserves
The

lane

soclety, and then has carefully bent a few mathematical and

physical laws (the true implications of x being exactly 3

% patantially Wiad togpting). Ko Maa, fuil) them Lats a

carefull erhaps

most important of all S apah flaunted the differences;
to

una.
allow a comparatively high-tech soclety, given no petro-
chemicals or metals.

Bob Shaw has always been remowned for quite shart
navels, completely free from padding. The increased length
of this one has not been achieved by padding; the book is
very tight and lean, leaving you bungry for more. there
will be more; The Astromsuts is the first movel in a
trilogy. Dom't be put off by that: it stasds perfectly well
oa its ows, with just a hist of what might come later; you
oo mt Infh Rt ok th am

This book is well-publicised It could be
hgst.seu-n bringing Shaw many new and retursed fans.
an ordinary year | would mow write: "If Bob Shaw
Gollancz were Amer! this would be a
contender for a Hugo, which he has
deserved.” But this year is different.
at the 1967 Varldcon in Britafn.
Naybe The Ragged Astronauts will

I

win Shaw his Hugo.
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~ TRLLION YEAR SPREE
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Fiction, Now, assisted by David Vingrove, he has revised and greatly expanded
| the original, bringing it bang up to date and making it an even more
significant work,

Ve are delighted that the authors and publisher have given us peraisssion
to print extracts from Trillion Year Spree, which was published by Victor
Gollancz Ltd on October 20th, (8/2pp. £9,95 paperback, £15,00 hardback),

These extracts are taken from the introduction and the very end, and give,
ve hope, an indication of both the flavour and the scope of the book, [£d7

‘ IN 1973 BRIAN ALDISS PUBLISHED BILLION YEAR SPREE: THE HISTORY OF SCIENCE

Villion Year Spree is a very much revised, altered, and enlarged version of the
19705 book. Itincludes and attempts to digest all that has been happening in the
|| science fiction field over the last two decades.
| What has not altered in that time are my convictions. True, 1 have changed
my opinions of this or that; how could it be otherwise? But my basic convictions
have merely strengthened over the intervening years. I refer to certain ideas
which, tentatively groposed before, roused anger, shock, vituperation, threats
of violence, and oceasional acceptance, in my readers.

OF course T understand that basoms can scarcely be expected to remain
tranquil in companies where SF s supported, s idolized, is a way of life. Any
deviation from an established order of ritual must be challenged. Equally, one
must stand by one’s beliefs,

Foremostamong these beliefs s cevtainity abbut the origins 5ESF. OF coise,
it is in'a way a Stonc Age truth to say that SF began with Mary Shelley's
Frankenstein (1818). The more we know, the less certain we can be about origins;
the date of the Renaissance becomes less clear decade by decade as research goes
bt
| Nevertheless, bearing in mind that no getire s pure, Frankenstein is more than

2 merely convenient place at which to begin the story. Behind it lie other
| traditions like broken skeletons, classical myth, a continent full of Marchen tales.

But Mary Shelley's novel betokens an inescapably new perception of mankind's

capabilities, as is argued in Chapter One, Morcover, Frankenstein is marvel-

lously good and inexhausible i its interest, Not a negligible point.
Were there women writers before Mary Shelley? Research into this subject is
carried out in al the world's universities. One name at least emerges, that of the
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lively Margaret Cavendish, impoverished Duchess of Newcastle, whose The
Description of a New World, called The Blazing World was published in 1666. The
absence of Margaret Cavendish and Mary Shelley from standard literary
histories reminds us that science fiction is not the only thing against which
learned men have harboured baseless prejudices.

Before I wrote, almost no one paid any attention to that old pre-Victorian
novel of Mary Shelley's. Having seen travesties of the theme on film and
television, they believed they knew what they did not. The situation has
remarkably improved since then. (After writing the history, I wrote a novel,
Frankenstein Unbound, designed to draw attention to its great original.)

Like all di ies, this one was prompted by more than circumstantial
evidence. It was born of a wish to refute certain nonsensical claims previously
put forward, which did a mode of writing I much enjoyed no honour.

My belief in SF has not diminished over the intervening years, and remains
strong at 2 time when true science fiction appears under threat, swamped by an
avalanche of imitations and wish-fantasies in the United States and, in England,
the virtual disappearance of young science fiction writers, thanks to the chill
climate of discouragement which there prevails.

For all its tragic flaws, its absurd pretensions, its monstrous freights of
nonsense, the platonic ideal of science fiction remains alive, as the literature
most suited to our progressing and doom-threatened century, the literature
most free to take aboard new perspectives, new manifestations of the zeifgeist

Critics expected the Gothic to go away. It never has. Born pseudonymously
from the mind of Horace Walpole, fourth Earl of Orford, it proved to have all
the adaptability of a living species. Critics expected SF to go away. It never has.
It is the urban literature and will, we hope, exist as long as there are cities, in
whatever form.

Both the thesis that Frankenstein marked a beginning and that SF was a Gothic
offshoot were so unacceptable that Billion Year Spree scarcely received any
reviews in those journals in which its appearance should have been instantly
greeted; indeed, had it not been for the vigilantintervention of my old friend and
ally, Harry Harrison, those réviews would have been even sparser.

Itis hard to recognize now the confusion that existed then. Before my book
appeared, there was no accepted idea of when SF began. Some critics claimed it
all started in a semi-juvenile pulp magazine in the twenties, others that Homer
wrote science fiction. Ludicrously enough, these were often the same critics.
Yet to have no understanding of this matter is to have no understanding of the
function and nature of SF. » » »

XVI. The Future Now

Whither, then, the trillion year spree? Whither that long journey on the wings of
progress into darkness and icc?

One thing is certain, Science fiction is now an industry, not a genre. Nor will
it ever return to what it was—a family affair with its hideout in a gaudy 25-cent
pulp.

SF has grown huge and, in some respects, bloated. It has grown self-
conscious s well as sclfindulgent. But it has survived as a form, and
diversificd. Despite the vast amount of derivative work being donc in the ficld,
there remains a healthy prop of an exciting new
work, as we have demonstrated.

Even so, therc is no sign at all that science fiction can ever become more than a
department of literature. Little sign of it growing into the natural form of
expression for young writers, as some hoped in the sixtics.

A stritification of the ficld into high-brow and low-brow, spoken of in Billion
Year Spree, has, to a great extent, come about. It may be expected to grow into a
schism by the end of the century—not so far away now that we cannot talk of it
familiarly.
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Such a schism will be accompained by a process of sclf-labelling, acrimony
and hectic internecine fighting. All camps will claim they represent the real thing,
the genuine form of SF. Each will have its champions, its critics, its individual
magazines. The day of the SF salon will arrive. There will be bridge-builders,
of course, but they will have a hard time of it. The academic critics must in
consequence choose to be less cautious.

A new generation of giants will rise up—the Silverbergs and Wolfes of
‘ d carn ever more p ladvances. At the same time a new
generation of feminists will bring an increasing complexity and maturity to
their themes™: the most vociferous of a number of splinter groups we expect to
see using SF as 2 mode of expression.

Human nature being what itis, we confidently expect that a few individualists
will always stand against the popular tide. That the notion of science as quest
rather than conquest may still animate a few Benfords. That iconoclastic
Harrisons and Sheckleys will still maintain guerilla warfare on behalf of the
readers. That Vonneguts and Lessings will continue to slip across fronticrs
That there will be critics as well ch for the idea of prog the
name of which forests go down for every rocket going up. That the mass market
will lly—if by accid up not designed merely for
mass tastc. That storytelling will go on

Of course, all of this depends on the continued economic stability of the West
and its ability to walk the nuclear tightrope. The old SF stories have come truc to
an extent. The doomsday weapon is here, scattered about our globe in silos,
rocket launchers and submarines. This is the Future Now. The few years before
century’s end will prove  long time in world history; we live, as they say, in
interesting times.

In the coming years we expect to sce continued growth and proliferation of
mass media technology. Will books themselves remain unaffected by this
radical shift in our entcrtainment habits? Of one thing you can be certain—
there’s an SF story about it somewhere in the magazines.

Finally, we predict a growing predilection in the non-literary artistic media
for using SF metaphor as an art form; something that will, in time, feed back
into the literary form. We sce the beginnings of this in the pop video, with its
abrupe, telescoped imagery. Art often revitalizes itself by refashioning the
popular.

This volume has told an amazing story, of a virtually secret movement that
has, by appealing to the imagination, become a vivid popular success. Such
success makes modern-day SF a challenging place in which to work. A beginner
writer's voice must contest against a thousand clamouring tongues—many of
them cquipped with loud-hailers. But writing is something always done against
the odds.

We have also told another story. The story of how science fiction began
largely outside the United States, and of how it is becoming mainly an
American activity. Contributions from _other _countries—England _in

grown ly marginal as the nincteen-cightics
ircgress. T emphasisot in fuct, it concemyitelf with the sensiasance pawer=
centred world which the United States inherits from Europe. From the time of
Frankenstein onwards, SF's main preoccupation has been with power in one
form or another. It is no coincidence that the widest span of its popularity comes
ata period of rapid technological evolution, which is linked with the risc of the
USA to solo super-power status. Themes of empirc and congquest naturally
predominate.

SF often exhibits 3 brazen whorish face to the world at large. It is more
important than ever that it should continue its old rolc of evaluating the pluscs
and minuses of progress, and that hubris should continue to be clobbered by
nemesis. For SF is in crisis

Where it belongs.

This is our prayer for the future: “Oh Lord, make SF perfoct—but not quite

YLy
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FICTION NOVELS - Ed!

Asimov, Martin H. Greenberg & Charles
G. Vaugh

Ulshisece; 1060, 57450, 24105

Reviewed by L.J Hurs

HIS THREE PAGE

Darwinan struggle for space in the sf
ines, and consequently “editors

magaz

chose only those novellas that were

sure-fire, so that by and large oly

well-established and

authors dared write them".
1

xpswmny\svurx...:
People’), and one more story is mot

So that leaves six novellas
to 11t this valuse sbove the sverage.

BOOKS

Reviews compiled
and edited
by PAUL KINCAID

That s the variety u! I.Mi col-
content.

better. A present for a friend on the
edge, perhaps.

THE BOOK SHORT FANTASY
WOVELS - Edited by Isaac Asimov,
Martin H. Greenberg & Charles G. Vaugh
[Robinson, 1986, 612pp, £4.951

Reviewed by Tom Jomes

it the SaN of SaS
but a 1ot of pecple obviously are and
if you 1ike Conan that's okay

Suzy NcKee Charmas's ‘Unicarn
Tapestry' is certainly the best modern
vampire story I've read, assuming it is
about a vampire and not just a psych-
osts. It's an excellent story, read it.

I'm nct a fan of Avram Davidson
but found much to enjoy in ‘Sleep Vell
of Fights'. You could say it was too
much 1ike a set from a 1940's film and
you kept waiting for Humphrey Bogart
to appear and you could there's
not much story (a ghost and buried
treasure). Perhaps you'd be right but
feel that atmosphere.

A

popular but I find them fust average.
This is certainly a varied book
and big. I would guess it contatns
something for everyons t.lthuush you
-x!nt already have read it)

days £4.95 isn't a bad price "for 012
pages. A book to pack for your
bolidays, perbaps.

THE BRIDGE - Iain Banks

It s perbaps more
something in the editors tham b
authors that mot ome of the stories is
concerned with amswers, and while
several of them are based on problems,
none describes clearly the nature of
the problem at its beart. The heart is
mush, Three stories te this:
Astmov's 'Profession’, Niven's ‘Flash
Crowd' and Pobl's ‘In the Probles Pit'.

*Professtan’ bes a future of
intense education and specialisation.
m n-m after being treated as ESK,

out of his ugly ducklinghood,
n-ush:g that he can become clever
outside of educational specialisation.
However, he never comes to criticise
the system that caused the pain he
experienced and others will experience.
Astmov's lack of intellectual pehe-
tration leads him to treat his protag-
onist as a hero when he is little more
than a maintainer of misery.

Pl rowd', about population
pressures and soctal probless caused

by a matter transy mass transit
system and its bero's solution (et all
transit systems lesd to police

cells), and 'In the Problem Pit', where
a brainstoraing group try to escape
and the story ends with a rescue
Scrose the boul of the Arecilo radio

greater depth but it aut as
nessee Villiams moved slightly west.
Phyllis Eisenstein's 'In the Vest-

ern Tradition' is a good reworking of
persanal obsession with images of the
past and the damage it does, and

Donald Kingsbury's ‘The Moon Goddess

and the Son' hides its scap roots well

nnsr 15 15K 30 ooRAK ABOUT THE
woman clasping A
d.uer tufuce’ aa jafiart Wt buge,
red, cratered planet as backdrop. Not
only is this sexist, it conjures up as
accurate an image of fan ‘space-
ships with BENs clutching scantilly
spacesutted matdens does for sf.

1 was Greemberg or Vaugh 14
be annoyed that Astmov's name is the
only one on the cover. But his name is

sell products, a science
ncumx 'By Royal Appointment’)

not sure if there's a strict
a.u..mun of ‘novel' or ‘short novel'
but these stories stretch from around
13,000 to about 30,000 words, certatnly
not novels and probably not short
novels either. Perhaps the publisher
thinks ‘novelette' and 'movella' are too
difficult for the reader to understand.
onto the stories.

Rider Haggard's
‘Black Heart and Vhite Heart', to 'Tower
of lce' by Roger Zelazny and ‘A Man
and his God' by Janet E. Xorris,
certatnly a wide span of time. The two

‘11 Net in
Gray Nouser

a Fafhrd
story which won the Nebula n 1970 and
Thomss Burnett Swamn's 'here is the
Bird of Fire?. If you haven't read
them then you should, if you have you
will remeaber thesm.

1 used to be a keen reader of
Jobn Carnell's Scfence Fantasy magazine
and alvays looked forward to Nichael
Noorcock's Elrfc storfes. This troub-

cert-

(Nacmillan, 1986, 259pp, &
Reviewed by Paul llmld
Dickinson

& Mike

IAIN BAFKS' TVO PREVIOUS NOVELS,

ve prepared us
for anything as rich g
The Bridge. It is an extravagantly
fnventive novel, delighting in word-
play and oblique literary allusion, =

tossing the way side ideas
images that would have provided nny

another author with a dozen novels.
A brief summary could only make
the book sound trite and unoriginal. A
th- vmn. forgetting even
es in a coma while his
ousness wanders through weird
ldv:nt\rns on the Bridge. But then, the
plot is by far the least impartant
part of the book. Banks

glinpsing land. The alter ego is him-
elf an amnesiac wasbed up om
Bridge and known as Orr, a sigaificant
name since the whole novel is made up
of chotces and possibilities.
peychiatrist requires him
to write down his dreams, and the book
1s dotted with these dreams within

led,
anly different from m traditional
swordsman hero, 2 in ‘The
Lands Sp‘-klu‘ 2

dsman
the granddaddy of them 211, Couaa, 18

novelist even if be dispenses with the
pyrotechnics.
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1f 1 bave cuggested that this is
a complex movel, them so it is. The
unravelling of its intricate structure

beslthy helping of wild, black humour,
t is there in full. The moromic

encountared for some time. And there's
barely a page goes by without some pun
or joke to enliven an already slick and
vivid narrative. 3

1 have been racking my brain to
find some suitable comparison for this

come
Alasdatr Gra
extravagant praise,
extravagantly good book

THE BRIDGE 18 TAIN BANKS' THIRD NOVEL.

ainly established his presence. Valking
no such storm and
rather diffuse in execution,

There are also clear hints that this s

‘s Vake, including a
ce. the real
message of this book is that we bave a
new voice of grest power and maturity
who is moving into the speculative
fiction area. This will also provide an
interesting test of the major literary
avards - nothing better has been or

will be written this year, if they do
not respond to it, dismiss thes. (K.D.J
THE VITCH IN THE CAVE - MNartin .

Brice
[Allen & Unwin, 1986, 196pp, £9.95)
Reviewed by Barbara Davies

THIS FIRST NOVEL IS BASED ON THE
legend of the Vitch of Vookey Hole,
Camden's Britannia referred to “Ochie
Hole" and Brice's heroine s called
Ochy. A human skull and multicoloured
bbles were found there, and the leg-
end included a dog. These elements and

more have been woven into the story.
The Peaple of the Bear, formerly

cave-dwellers, tend cattle and grow
corn to trade with the Narsh People.
Their witch, Vhi-vhang, is old with
fading magic ber position

+ Nhirr-
cutn. The tr!be's partial destruction is

eastly controlled novel, instead he
confirned kineslt am the [best prician
writer of his generati

A geologist, arsed civil sgtaver
(both are sigaificant) lies critically

erious amnesiac who suddenly appearsd
there, and his explorations {lluminate
the strange but convincing details of
this world, The only intrusions are the
menacing dreams and visions, which
gradually filter out to two - a man in
a hospital bed, and a Scottish Conan
with a highly intellectual familiar.

The whole thing is beautifully
howing great variety
Banks moves deftly from m

to

later, nxknnqu
alienation of the Bridge, to the farce
of the Barbarian sections (which are
extremely funny) and finally introduces
a fictional autobiographical element
which shows real strength of charact-
erisation. The pattern fits superbly
with the state of the patient, demon-
strating that though his tactics are
marvellous, bis strategy is masterly.

Syabolisa adds a depth and rich-
ness to the narrative, though the cent-
ml eyubol of tia Sridse-io ixtagial
to the history and character
protagonist. Isages sbound that r-ﬂ-:x
the sexual destruction that the central
character suffers and practices.

is possible to detect so

influence of Alasdair Gray in Bank:
work, but Gray has never approached
the control and focus of this work.

ic T Vhi-vhang 15 put to
death. The old witch's daughter, Ochy,
flees o the caves. The rest of the

Ochy's transition from

Fire and Vater. Subsequently
wreaks her revenge upon the usurper
nmmh—umvxmu‘m
People of the Bear.
lmnﬂ.lﬂduﬂlm“lu’nl‘
on a sequel.

Xartin H. Brice has clearly done
bis research. The details of the life
of the tribe and the ritual of witch-
craft are plentiful, as are the des-
seipiind, of U covee Obiy s Ao
d-water heroine but a full-
blnalld woman with destructive obses-
sions. Her relationship with her famil-
far, the wolf called Dhogh, can only be
called overfamiliar! The gory sacri-
fices and battles were not to my taste
-1 the early parts dealing
with Ochy's tramsttion to full witch.
It did bold my interest and
read it in ome go. An unusual, well-
researched fantasy. 1 shall visit
Vookey Hole with mew interest.

XORANDOR - Christine Rose
[Carcanet, 1986, 211pp, £8.95)
Reviewed by Nartyn Taylor

THE GRINE CAITIC VED HAS DGNE I ALL,
must somet! the ardin-
-rynmndsn!chegmxwmtnx
of , espec when the gemre
makes about itself the tawdry claiz to

genre SF writer, as the first page

disbol-"

shows. The topic may be computers

the protagonists the staple hn;n
young kids of tle but the
style is deceptive, and fine. These
byperintelligest  compt freaks

ien't Just fun for the kids.
fitaer muages an o4 Corais wioe

‘They* oring nuclear waste,
b Wi s prizes for
guessing what Xorsndor uses for food,
which makes him (?) a Godsend for the
l\:thﬂ'r‘lti&. to whom nuclear waste has
become 41d

distinctly unconvincing fashion -nu.
encnstrates even stones

bananas by pointedly pointing -t

good,

and reality, politics and realpolitik,
truth and falsity, semantics and logic.
And all the wbile the story line bowls
slong as merrily as any adventure
thirsty reader could wish. Vhich isn't
to say everything rings true - the
assumption that a Nartisn
‘machine' would operate on machine code
is made a little too glibly for my
1iking, and the ending is just too pat
and predictable, a disappaintment after

space opera but extrapolation which
ought to make the reader think while
thayeniey thaxedlras:
much about this book
e 15 Mghly: eapcyibie; Ths ts
wan abundance. The
ublect i lhuryllu appear to
excite the author, who s obviously a
writer of no little skill in the
classical 3 that excitement
communicates itself. If you want a
boock to remind you why you gave up
‘real' SF

anthropomorpl are
fatrly r‘umxc So far as I know no
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ome's devised a gemre title for them
other tban animal stores, but this

fits into that genre without
Although Batha is given

a
must be nearer in size to lons than
the domestic moggy, they are possibly
prehistoric, poesibly from ancther
plane detalls are unclear but it
dossn‘t matter.

Ratha accidentally discovers how
to keep a fire alight, move it, control
1t and use it, but for daring to do so

sxtinguishd, Uiti] seacly the ed of
the book there is mo more meation of
Fire hich ‘dous maks the title rather
misleading. Instead we follow bher
adventures with the umnamed - all the
cats outside the clan. She initially
sy thes unintalligent and with-
out speech, but learns that some have
enough intelligence to nearly destroy
the clan, Her part in that and the part
fire, her creaturs, plays in the resol-
ution of the plot make a good read.
atha makes a vesble heroine,
she develops through her experiences
0 become a different pereamality from
the young cat at the beginning, which
is a lot more than many can
clatn. Bell Gl the story withoot

always competent. It lsn't a start-
lingly original book, it dossn't set
the pulse racing, but it is eminently
and well

aainai p.mcuuny at, starise.

HOUSE - Valter Besant
(Greenhill, 1986, 198pp, £7.95]
60 - 1. Leslte Nitchell
(Greenhi1l, 1986, 254pp, £8.951
Reviewed by Bdward James

THESE BOOKS BEGIF ‘GREENHILL SCIENCE

the publisher invites
suggestions: write to 2-6 Hampstead
Bigh Stradt, Lantea WVS 100,

Valter Besant published The
Do Boige 1o 1060, Toa. ‘nep Boi
is the former chancel of the House of

Life, once Canf Cithisial, o tha
alter of which s kept the X apes, of
macrtality. The discovery of immort-
ality led to the tamtizhest ot &2
apparant utopia of equality and free
don rom wat. Tia Feopls Jave forgat
S8 religion, becsiee that arces ot of
fear of death. Hence the {magery of
Inner House; the Great Secret of Pt
physical Immortality has replaced the
Christian promise of future immort-
ality. The inevitable bappens: a child
is born (a very rare event) who is
cbeessed with the past and inspires a
revolt. A pulp sf writer would have
ended with the the House
of Life. Besant is much more subtle. If
cne can ignore the Victorian passion
and melodrasa, this an astonish-
ingly fresh extrapolation, dealing with

(1932) is more conventional, or seems
G now we've read others of its kind.
A mtlitant p—:ms:. a5 armasents
manufacturer  and ‘pornographic*
Rovaliat, wte & Darweia Trisngle-type
time-warp, and go back into the Palmo—
lithic. It takes thesm an {mplausibly
long time time to realise it, but them
none of them seem to have read any sf.
They fall in with a group of Cromagnom
, who very implausibly speak a
proto-Basque which s intelligible tu
the pacifist who, of course,
Basque mother. The novel is not just a
tale of how modern men and women cope
with ife among the primitives; it is a
counter-blast  against  those  who
imagine man's capacity for inflicting
pain axd desth 5 Ve mm fxtegral part
of s sature.
Rousseauesquely noble; it is the Yoar
derthals who are the evil progenitors
of the worst side of twentieth-century
man. Nitchell was born in 1901; his
novel s nbvumly a reaction to the
horrars

Great Var, but also
mn-u- bis ultimate in the
potential nobility of buman nature.

of the 19208 soctety
novel, which make it almost as alien
Besant. But it is another
grand survivor of the days when sf
really was about ideas. Greemhill, and
Stableford, need every encouragement to
reprint some mare gems like these.

DEATE 15 A LONELY BUSINESS - Ray
Brad

bury
(Grafton, 1986, 239pp, £9.95)
iewed by Jon Vallace

“RAY BRADBURY IS ONE OF THE FEV TRULY
great science fiction writers of today,
and indeed of oIl tine® 8 it eays o
the back his first novel for 23 years.

would disappotnt any
sclence fiction fan.

The dedication fincludes: *And to
the mamory of Raymond  Chandler,
Dashiell Hammett, K. catn, and

Ross NacDonald.* A uyawy novel then?
This book would disappoint any
mystery fan.
So what is it? The flyleaf tells
us, *The book is a carnival of extra-

ordinary characters - a classic
aystery, a love story, and a nostalgic
evocation of a time and place.”

Vith this novel, Bradbury has
written about people, sbout a time and
place, and he has dome it well. The
S 1s 1049, {hw' piacn Yantom Cal (e

community where are
runnlns “down. They are demclishing the
pler and late one night a young writer
finds a body stuffed into a discarded
lion cage in a canal, Bradbury inter-
acts all these elements into a story
line which is not a mystery stary in
the classic sense, Ruth Rendall or Bd
NcBain fans would get nothing from
this, in terss of a puzzle.

In fact it is a Ray Bradbury
novel. Vith most of what that implies.
Bradbury i a master at handling the

The men is a post,

PR
e Sdats 3 e n; red lum 2 n‘
llll,ll'ﬁlnrn wiaing o 1

A (e e
n 10 you, weuld turn away forever on
wrong baulevard,
lu By memory is of a writer who
couldn't handle realistic dialogue. It
reads well, but said alowd sounds
contrived. Bradbury has solved that to
some extent by creating these “extra-
ordinary characters" who do speak like
that, and also by moving some way
towards a more realistic style.
Wl have you done about the haircut?’
T
ﬂuvml before ydl“!‘a" l'u Vlllld
ned about it at e s sorgue, 1 et
‘knew only one really loisy barber
:wll have ‘M
This is a m.nu work, p.op)-i
with strange, sympatbetic
fleshed out in the inimitable Brldbury
style. They live and breathe in its
pages. The style is intricate without
being florid. It is worth a read by
anyone who enjoys good writing.

KHALINDAINE - Ricbard Bur;
(Allen & Unwin, 1986, zssyp. £10.95)
Reviewed by Nik Korton

THIS NO-NONSENSE QUEST NOVEL IS A CUT
above many partly because the land and
characters are well drawn, the land
{brant or as menacing as the
people, and the fantastic elements are
1inited, with 5o magical swords, jevels
or talismen There s 1o
must
assuse that this is bis first novel -
and 1t is an accomplished one, too.
The obligatory map sbows
route of the companions, from mount-
atnous Narthreach to Cythroné, home of
ress. The plot is almost as
the empress is dying and talk
lost bastard heir s becoming
loud again. Vill he be found to save
the land from the impending conquest
of the inhuman Agaskan? Two brothers
related to the empress plot to murder
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the bastard and take the throne for
themselves. That, quite baldly, is the
plot. But Burns manages to imbue even
the bit-part characters with their own
identities and quirks. Also interwoven
are observations on court etiguette,
touched upon with colour a our',
and architecture: the towns and cities
can be pictured most vividly.
Description, as already hinted at,
is original. For example, “Elsban felt
her heart swell as she thought of ber
lost cbild, and knew that the doctors
were the heart is full of
emotion, and the emotion was buretisg
ke

Sy, awkward and well-padded.”

is an all-pervading medieval
glml even marbidity, about some of
the passages, creating good atmosphere.

imaginatively
ending satisfactorily does not betoken
a sequel. I look forward to Richard
Burns's next book, in the hope be will
=atntain the promise of Kbalindaine.

THE SONGS OF DISTANT BARTH - Arthur
C. Clarke

(Grafton, 1986, 182pp, £9.95)

Reviewed by Chris Bailey

ARTHUR C. CLARKE'S 1957 STORY, ‘THE
Songs of Distant Earth’, is effective
enough. On the long-neglected colony
planet of Thalassa the placid routine
is rudely interrupted by the arrival of
a starship from mythical Earth for
emergency repairs. Love briefly blos-
sams between a ship's officer and a
native woman and a child is conceived
before duty calls the officer and
kinship the woman. The tone is the
faniliar Clarke elegaic. The prevailing
emotion is of loss and regret, hope is
sttiral & 3 gellAK, ese
feelin are paltry beside the
mn-nsny and mparsmumy of space.
the story has been expanded
into a novel. Unltke many such
projects, this exercise is potentially
worthwhile. There is plenty of meat
remaining on the bones of the story -
the courageous voyage to a new from-
tler, the jealousies and heartbreaks of
otional content
beefed up with the revelation that the
last refugees
from a destroyed Earth. The Thalas-
sans, meanwhile, are on the threshold
of sometbing just as momentous.

The scale of the vision is sabot-
aged by the fragmentary mature of the
narrative. 57 chapters in a very few
pages - what should be an awe-
inspiring saga of man's far destiny
comes out like a succession Of Dews-
paper reports. The relationship between
the Thalassan woman and the ship's
officer must be central but the reader
is tald about it rather than experien-
cing 1t. They bhave the occasiomal
stilted conversation then slip inta the
background as Clarke moves on to otber

things, forgetting how they were the
rock on which the original bittersweet
story was built. So the spaceship is
afflicted by the “Bounty syndrome®; the
ship's spokesman struggles witb grief
over bis lost wife (rather sentimental
blade meets a
(posttively drips with
sentimentality); the Thalassans own
stary, very different {n mood, begins

Obvicusly Clarke had to flesh out
the original, rich in potential though
that is. But ke hasn't integrated all
the new elements. I had the impression
of pieces of mood music - whenever the
emctional intensity slackened, Clarke
introduced ancther weepy theme.

Be can irritate and impress in
The space elevator and

ng  monotonous.
His attempts at jocularity are leaden.
At other times be gemerates ideas with
the expected facility. He discusses the
relationship between population density
and sclentific ; suggests cir—
cusstances in which censorship may be
FattHans; providic a splendid three-
page history fon; redefines
‘democracy’ and mumpnuy suggests
the first nation to subscribe to this.
Sometimes he s quite radical.

These asides, though, do not dis-
tract Clarke from the major vision. He
still feels for the classic themes of
SF as vital issues and strives to ex-

ess this in his fiction, It is prob-
ably pointless to suggest there might
be more pressing concerns, although it
would be interesting to see him try
sailing a different tack. He bas told
the story of The Songs of Distant
Earth more than sy before.

A PLACE ANONG THE FALLEN - Adrian
Cole

[Allen & Unwin, 1986, 352pp, £10.95]
THE ISLE OF GLASS - Judith Tarr
(Bantam, 1986, 286pp, £8.951

Reviewed by Chris Barker

TVO FANTASY NOVELS BY NEV AUTHORS
(though Cole has previously written
children's books).

refreshing and enjoyable read and lock
forward to next volume in what
appears to be a trilogy
4 Flace Among the Fallen, by con-
trast, treads much more tional
ground. Originality has been bleached
from this kind of fantasy, which makes
it very difficult for a new author to
break new ground asd find his own
voice. There is, tberefore: a map of
Omara; a central character, Korbillies,
who reluctantly wields great power and
comes into conflict with Simon Var—
gallow of the Deliverers, set to purge
such evils; a mission to destray evil
which unites the warring facticos; and
the final struggle of good and evil in
a climactic conclusion. To be fair this
is actuslly a good rendering of these
elements, and 1f you like such
fantastes it will not disappoint you. I
found 1t difficult to put down.

STARS IN XY POCKET LIKE GRAINS OF
SAND - Samvel R. Delany

(Grafton, 1986, 464pp, £2.95
Reviewed by Jim England

FOR THE FIRST TIME, I HAVE TO CONFESS
to skipping large portions of a book
sent for review, much as I would feel
obliged to skip baring accounts of who
begat whom n the Old Testament.

It has to be admitted (or does
1t?) that Delany is (as Nicbael Bishop

says): "a variety of genius". He is a
Nebula Award winner, a noted critic of
science fiction. He is also a sort of
stylist. But my unease about the book
began with the 1ll-conceived simile of
the title.

Apropos of style there is a
saylng: “Easy reading is hard writing*.
Vhat, I wonder, about hard reading? Is
it easy to write? I have a feeling that
for Delany it 1s, because he derives a
leasure from it. Vhen he
tells a tale he does not make it plain
and simple. He likes to confuse,
complicate, elaborate and exaggerate.
He likes to invent neologisms, exotic

themes but the

different. Both have a central char-

acter who wields ‘supernatural' powers,

an underlying debate about the use

of such powers. Therefore the effect

$hems. foroms have:cn. e clsrsotece: s
key to both books.

Do fale e Glass, set at the time

the Liomheart, involves

names, exaggerated metaphors. He s
They have common | fond of subordinate clauses, asides,
are very even within

parentheses. prefers to describe
baroque hard-to-visualise surrou

He is obsessed with numbers and nn;nt
colours.

Apropos of content, there
hardly any. Not much bappens and
Delany makes few cancessions to plaus-
ibility when it does. Characterisation

m-m.ur Alfred, a monk with unusual | is negligible and consists of making
and apparan tual youth. It | brief reference to sexual proclivities
cosbines historical fiction, fantasy | and lengthy reference to ways of
and some SF 'devices' The | speaking - body language

theme is the conflict (internal and |and so on. The characters
external) as the monk tries to recon- | interminably in vapid and unlikely
and 'Blf- | dfalogve. As I read on, I began to see

cu- his ‘witch-like'
background

book more tham

is belped by a convincing cemtral
and Tarr's ability to produce
a well-constructed story. I found it a

the novel more and more as a marathon
exercise

of publication
thought for

conveying an impression of the alien-
ness worlds, Delany caly




Soniys ke slimatton fron this world

encourages allenation in his
g impression of alienness is
also militated against Delany's
intrusive and frequent use of m-mm;
century American colloguialis
sum up, 1 thought this one ot sowtt
pointless, self-indulgent, g

read

To quote froa the Few York Tizes
Book Review, however:

*Vhat makes Stars in my Pocket
Like Graiss of Sand especially chbal-

NICHAEL ENDE, SON OF GERMAW SURREAL-
ist painter Edgar Ende, has written a
fantasy to complement 18 of his
father's lithographs. The relationship
of draw to narrative is oblique
and subliminal rather than natvely
direct. Edgar Ende's surrealism is
scnteraly classical, 145 sopkfeticetioe

with such vigorous theatricality is the

classical motif of the Cretan laby-

rinth, and bere, in imagery of enclos-
Y

longing - and - ic that the
complex soctety in which the charact-

ers move 1s f the author's own
imagining a major step forward. A
¥ of adult sclence fiction, an

extraordinarily satisfying experience.”

HE ARNY TRILOGY - Nathan
Elliott

EARTH INVADED (160pp)

SLAVEVORLD (143pp)

THE LIBERATORS (144pp)

(Grafton, 1986, £5.95 eachl

Reviewed by Darroll Pardoe

THIS TRILOGY HAS EVERYTHING. ALIENS
who come in three colours depending on
their réle in life, and who are bent on
invasion and colonisation of the Earth
The brave band of buman guerilla
fighters, led by the hero Hood, based
in the tube tunnels under the runs of
London. A mobile robot with a char-
acter like a teddy bear but lacking the

Merciless but lacks the charisma to do
it properly. & nnm.m professar who

nages suitable
Tovensieon for . very ight commer of the
plot, at a moment's notice. In short,
every time-worn cliché in the science
fiction catalogue. Allens die in droves

at every encounter, helped along by
having become so lant on energy
weay no longer take precau-

pons they
tions against old-fashioned project-
iles. Of course, humanity triumphs in®
the end, largely through the efforts of
the apparantly indestructable Hood. The
defeated aliens are given the profes-
sor's  latest hormon treatment
purge them of gressiveness,
and pund off to a strangely temper-
ate Venus. 1 can really find nothing
positive whatever to say about this
tril It's merely the Yellow Peril
tale beloved of Chums and The Boys Own
to an interstellar
wonder if the pseudonymous
auther 15 pulling our legs?

first two drawings, ‘Bull and Bunch of
Grapes' and ‘'Vinged Figure', suggest
the Minotaur and Icarus archetypes of
the first two episodes. Hor, imprisomed
in a vast eapty howse, endlessly roass
its Dreass strnglly

its -n.-

passages. ar
intrusive ‘recollections’ -
expertences beyand

stars

wverging in infinite splce little by
um-. e by mental image>

0 episodes are variations on

that cvnvergznue‘ and they should be

read in sequence, ideally at a sitting.

Then the effect mounts powerfully, of

toner and outer phencmena, of dream

within dream, of equivalence and anti-

thesis, of recurring symbols mutating

‘and merging.

There are many macabre ironies
but little humour - and that fairly
harsh. Yet this mirroring book bas
something in  common wm Lewis
Carroll's gentler fantas sub-
structure and even in ucm-nz one
narrator dropping on all-fours in mid-
shout bleating 1like a sheep; trial
scenes of logical/illogical jurisprud-
final bombardment of the

o~

‘ative of the playing cards
Vonderland; above all the clown (in the
culninating episode embodying all the
protagonists) who echoes Alice and the
Red King when he says: I don't want

do

of each other*.
Carroll are in their own ways both
writing about crises of {dentity.
Descriptive  virtuosity  (and
translator's skill) fi11 this book with
conceived  vistas,

delights
warranting more than one reading. Vith
ok re-readtig, I Somics 7, the
related

WIREOR IN THE NIRROR - Nichael Ende
1 Brownjohn)
ikt 1986, 224pp, £9.951

tewed by K.V.Bail

drawings and narrative hu:n- ever
more pleasureably apparant.

ORGASNUS - Jobn Gartland
(Bachman & Turner, 1986, 205pp, £8.95]
Reviewed by Chris Norgan

MOST PEOPLE VITH DEGREES
seem convinced of their
write a successful novel.
correct, the vast majority - including
Jobn Gartland - are is an
inept and ocbviously untrained writer
who has produced a patchy novel that
is often excrutiatingly bsd. He seems

IN ENGLISH
ability to
few are

is
esting, exposition essentiall
After a ressomably bright
silly) first chapter there is a chapter
2 lecture, them a chapter 3 lecture.
This 1s full of boring lectures,
most in the form of narration though a
few are presented as unwieldy dialogue.
There are too many shallow characters
(none worth caring about or identify-
ing with) and a plot that consistently
avoids any hint of credibility.

Okay, but what's it all about? Not

work but spends much of his time
screwing various women, sometimes at
wark

recruited by Orgasaus
for Salvation of Mankind,

St due to betng too farcical. It
. 83 autobiographical visk
Toitiment fanta has very little

connaction with BF.

THE NAGIC COTTAGE - James Herbert
(Hodder & Stoughton, 1986, 309pp,
9.951

Reviewed by Mark Greener

JAMES HERBERT IS A HORROR VRITER VHO
bas made a career out of the literary
version of the ultraviolent genre now
prevalent in the cine
Nagic Cottage marks a major depart
for Herbert, and though flawed is his
best book to date.
Vhen Nike smn;qr and his girl-
friend Nidge move into Gramarye, the
tage of their dreams, strange events

animals beal rapi
find their artistic capabilities vastly
improved. Gramarye acts as a f

peychic energy, a fact recogmised
the previcus owner, a white witch, and
the Synergists, a strange cult lead by
chariszatic

Nycroft's evil.




ven a reader with only a passing
acquaintance with horror will
nise the plot. Herbert infuses it with
a degree of originality impossidle to
convey in such a synopsis, though the
originality arises more from skillful
use of technique than original ideas.

Unltke most Herbert's navels,
tension arises from anticipating the
outcome rather than carefully orch-
estrated violence. He develops the book
well, events'

rationalizable, to the point where they
fall ocutside human understanding. The
cross-over point is nicely blurred
Ranr e clias 12 kifle drjiete
his major weakness as ter.

il ol Bt m
be virtually non-existent. This is a
flav common to all his novels, but
usually the reader is carried along by
the bresthless pace of the plot. The
Nagic Cottage is his most subtle novel

and as such requires the mos ul
characterisation. His fatlure here
seriously novel. Even so, I

flay the
ves wable to put it down during tie
last 100 or so pages. Even if you are
not a Herbert fan, The Nagic Cottage
has a lot to recommend it.

THE LINITS OF VISION - Robert Irwin
(Viking, 1986, 120pp, £8.95)
Reviewed by Maureen Porter

To be honest I am not sure that
this book s anything more than a
clever piece of fantasy, a vehicle for
the author's clever and
perverse humour. The various literary
conceits scattered throughout wers
amusing but lent nothing to the plot,
in fact they slowed the pace quite
badly. The other major weakness
that Irwin eventually becomes bored
with his own creation, and gives the
game awa an unexpectedly clumsy
fashion which sits most uncomfortably
in an otherwise beautifully structured

attempts to return to the ambiguaus
tone of earlier chapters. Yet despite
all this, The Limits of Visiom is an
intelligent plece of fantasy, bandling
an unusval subject In an unusual way,
and for that resson I recommend ft

- Afleen la Tourette
[Virago, 1986, 192pp, £3.95
Reviewed by Martyn Taylor

introduction
mnu her sons for being her science

fiction consultasts. From that I pre-
suse she basn't read the stuff. If she
had she might know that most

banal SF writer works bard at setting
their alien scenes. Certatnly this book
would benefit from a little traditional
‘scene An; She might also know
that when the concepts get tough the
writing becames clearer (in good SF)
because the ideas demand clarity, There
are some good ideas here, bu y are
burfed under a slurry of mistakes and
plain bad writing.

Doubtless the audience for this

book, mention the author and
publishers, lvill disaiss my comments
s those of a mers man. Naybe o, but

as a work of fiction Cry Volf doesn't

get past first base (g0
Angela Y La Tourette -

Bow it is really done) and as polesic
it onl in reducing my

beings at Greenham and elsewbere.

CRITICS LOVE CATEGORIES. THEY FORM A
shorthand tbat may be critical
method but it is all most books aspire
to, and most readers want, Nevertheless
most critics long to be presented with
work which transcends categories and
de Ands genum nnly-

ard the effort by
mn; Unfortun-

IN  SETTING UP  THIS  COMPLEX
intellectual comundrus | wonder quite
what Robert Irwin bopes to achieve.
mmasnnh_nsmmuma
way that whatever the reader
deduce the author will be able to say
‘wrong'. The mnovel is so demsely
structured that it becomes impossible
to discern his intent, alvays assuming
that he bas one. If he hasn't, then the
game has became distinctly unfatr.

The novel examines ome day,
possibly the last day, in Marcia's lome
battle agatnst dirt, chronicling her
obsession with its inexplicable accum-
ulation and removal, Yet one is uncom-
fartably s a very
intelligent woman, holding
discussions with Blake, Darwin and Da
Vinci in between nminutely describing
the world of the thick pile carpet in
positively surreal terms. Her insight
{s remarkable in its imagination.

we a choice. Narcia might be
driven aver

sophistication
limits thetr world view. Or her with-
drawal into a rich, satisfying inner
life may be an intellectual game to
make housework palatable. Equally, it
may be that Marcia simply has a unique
and colourful attitude to her daily
chores and genuinely enjoys them. On a
secondary level The Limits of Vision
can be {nterpreted equally successfully

up the
or a
hymn of praise to an absorbing life of
domesticity. Or is 1t?

ately there are exceptions to all rules
and some categary busters are so can-
fused and confusing, badly written, and
downright perplexing they defy all
critical templates.

Volf 1s such a book. The Vir-
ago imprint indicates a feminist atti-
tude, and Ns La Tourette is certainly
feainist. Her post-Armageddon world
to be populated entirely by

clarity is not one. Curie
crash of symbols!) is a teacher in
this future world whose morality and
religion has been created by Curie and
the other three W'others who fortuit-
ously came to this isolated community
just before the button was pushed. The
Xothers are of that over-educated,
undlr-ocmpt breed of feminist who
to undo the hard work of
um.— sistars wha do rather thes tark

tale of the girl who cried ‘Volf',
1t would be a very isolated example of
busour in this awfully solean wark.
There i{s so much amiss with this
book 1 know where to begin.
Several discrete stories are told, each
in a different style, from the turgid
and convoluted main tale to brief but
meaningless descriptions of how the
four ‘heroines' penetrate top secret
nuclear bases to try to talk the men
out of pressing the button. Not for a

moment can I suspend my e
give a damn about their fate.

THE - Margaret Nahy
(Dent, 1986, 266pp, £7.951
Reviewed by Maureen Porter

'HARRY' 1S VERY NUCH AN OUTSIDER IN
ber own family, overshadowed by a viv-
aclous older sister, and a much-adored
but insecure father, and isolated from
ber mother, absarbed in the needs of
the younger siblings. Seeking solace in
writing, ber mnovel is a mixture of
childish dreams and besitant acknow-
ledgement of her inciptent adulthood.
Christsas at €9 tantly Meildey Nt
oaly the  underlying
conflicts vlthln the family, even more
50 with the presence of visitors. One
is an English academtc, the other three
are less easily identiffed.

They claim to be descendants of
the house's original owner, whose
drowned son s the 'possible ghost'
But Harry is disturbed that they seem
to have taken on the forms and attrib-
utes of her literary creations, and b
the way they expose family weaknesses
and stretch internal tensions ta
breaking point. Only she recognises
that they are collectively the ghost,
feeding off the family's distress, a
realisation  complicated when she

powerful study of family relationships,
or both? As a ghost story I find it
overstated. The ghosts are too matter—
of-fact to be “omptalile
natural beings, though t!

is certainly bizarre. The author tries
to hint that the incident is initfated
by Harry's confused mind but there is
no controlled development of suspense
and the insinuations evaporate rapidly.
The only section with atmosphere comes
right at the end when Harry sees the
ghost as one personm, across the fire
in which she is burning her book. It's
a long time to wait for such a
pawerful scene to be wasted




As 2 novel about famtly relation-

The moralising

rital affatrs, love and

and  parent-child rel R
ships smacks of the author's ‘awars
nest: of the need to handle difficult
topics with care, and she tries too
bard. The cl are all much
larger-than-1ife, sterectypical rather
than individual, and nothing than
the authar’s pleces hout.

Vhich is not to say that it isa't
, bt 1t would be so much
betar If We Maby settled for ome
thing or the other. Fer evious
in the same vein - Tde Haunting
and The Changeover (1984) -
each won the Carnegie Nedal,
novel will probably do the
nlcnnup it doesn't really deserve %
particular formula bas becon
rlthn' worn and Margaret Mahy ought o
turn ber talents elsewhere. Not a bad
book, but not great.

NASTER OF PAIVAX - Phillip Nann
[Gollancz, 1986, 280pp, £9.95)
Reviewed by Barbara Davies

“PART ONE OF THE STORY OF THE GARDEN-
er®, thic book is the first of two, the
sequel being due early next year.
Phillip Mamn's The Eye of the Queen
was apparantly well recetved for its
portrayal of convincing allens, Naster
of Paxwax continues this development
and s, as the blurb says, "a sweeping

far future eptc”
The Human Race, dominated by the
Eleven Great Families, has st
claimed the galaxy for its own - in
process wiping out numerous aliens
and their worlds. Surviving aliens have
refuge from The Grest Push
inside the seemingly barren planet
Sanctus awaiting an opportunity to
strike back. Neauwhile, in the guise of
the mystertous Inner Circle, they are
keaping an eye on the Humans. Partic-
ularly the Fifth Family of Paxwax
whose second son, Pawl, has been
obscurely indicated as a saviour of
the Sanctus inhabitants.

Pawl Paxwax is about to break the
Family Code that prohibits marriage
outside the Eleven Families. Bad enough
if be was just the second som, but the
death of his fatber and elder brother
promctes him suddenly to MNaster of
Paxwax. Pawl finds himself catapulted
into violence and intrigue as be tries

save himeelf and his empire.

he is aided by Odin the Gerbes, an

alien snail-like telepath of the Inner

Circle, and Vynn the bio-crystaline

brain created from Pawl's brainwaves.
Naster of Faxwax is on a scale

of Asimov's
books. There are a bewildering number

Gat find himself recomstituted
slightly differently at journey's end.

with curly bair instead of straight, or
mew freckles. Apart from the aliens,
the Humans have begun to mutate. Clar-
1ssa of the Xerxes Fourth has feathers
on ber head and shoulders, Laurel
Beltane 1s piebald with webbed feet
and hands. The customs of each family
are different too. The Xerxes ritually
castrate their men when they reach
ten, the Vong have all the character-
istics of the inscrutable Oriental

much of a good thing, but the =5
thread concerning Pawl and Laurel is
gripping. 1 alsc like the relationship
between Pawl and Odin. As usual plenty
of loose ends have been left for the
sequel to tie up.

Xaster of Paxwax is entertaining
though rather disjointed and overdone
in parts. It will be interesting to see
if the sequel is any improvement.

THE SVORDS OF CORUN Wichael

Noarcock
[Grafton, 1986, 509pp, £9.951
Reviewed by Terry Br

FIRE FRON THE ASHES - xzmn«rs e
(Readers Internationa Strathray
c.ranns. London, ¥V3 ln. 1986, 204pp,

289
Fortaved by Nik Korton

THIS ONNIBUS VOLUNE CONTAINS THREE OF

the st of Corum, The Knight of
Swords, The Queen of Swords and The
King of Swords.

Prince Corum Jhaelen is onme

aspect of Moorcock's Eternal Champion,
the sole survivor of t
hagh on his plane (the
planes in his universe), and determined
ta Tevege imsslf
bder

leader of
e Skt x st At ia eye during
torture, A sorcerer gives Aim the Eye
of Rhynn and the Hand of Kwll, and
learns that to defeat Glandyth be must
take the Knight of Sword's beart. He
succeeds, only to realise he now must
face the Queen, and after her the Ku
of Swards. Here Rhynn and Kwll them-
selves provide what appears to be a
final solution to the balance between
Law and Chacs. Unfortunately, the
ending didn't possess any surprises.
In the second book the Companion

to Champions, Jhary-a-Cane!

the scene, and in book three there's an
unusual but perbaps self-consciously
commercial meeting between a sarcerer
and three of the Eternal Champions -
Corus, Elric of Nelnibone and Erekoss.
Hawksoon are also

Good is ravaged by ae, Wb
needs one more death to became fnvin-
cible. A hero, guided by Gods, et
the day. There's nothing new about The
ot nfiCicte, Bif, 100 oot -t

ype I've read,
T e il
If you want to read lightweight
fantasy, sulathmg to pass the time
during long journeys, then you could do
far worse than read Swards,

THESE ARE JAPANESE STORIES ABOUT
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and more than
one of the authors wrote from personal
experfence. Their ‘fictional' stories
are the

literary expression, as an eyewitness,
to the wretchedness of A-Bomb suffer-
ing and damage, resisted Allied
censarship and publisbed many works.
Five years later, when it was rumoured
atonic bombs might be used in Korea,
he committed suicide. His ‘The Land of
Heart's Desire' is a depressing remem-
brance of things past as the character
lies dying. But for all the depression
there 1s the hopeful cry: *I myself
have long cherished a vision of an age
when barmony would come to the earth,
when deep in men's hearts would sound
the quiet murmur of a spring, and
there would be nothing to souff out
individual existences any more.

Yako Bta, survivor, whose
death at 57 was prohlbly attributable
to her Hirosh! viewed the
survivors' pains and pmmns in terms
of relations between self and others,
Life and fiction overlap: a character
visits the monument to Tamiki Hara, a
character whose
years still
everywhere. Her ending to ‘Fireflies' is
inevitably moving: mot only were fire-
flies the ghosts of dead soldiers, but
also the slugs that slithered around
the dilapidated shacks, as though they
can't rest in peace until the threat of
nuclear warfare is eradicated forever

Thuse's 'The Crazy Iris' begins

with an iris that flowersd cut of sea-

which she then carries to school; she
grows to adulthood with glass frag-
nments, sprayed widely by the atomic
blast, still eabedded in her back.

In itsubary Inove's ‘The House of
Hands', fears of radiation after-
effects reveal social discrimination
against survivors, and in Hircko Take-
nishi's The Rite' a woman who @

gustic effacts, leading to Hiegtvings
marriage and childbirt!

" i ot give pm-rm votce
to a real fear for our future, but also
express a hope too. There is a strong
faith  evident, that people will
overcome the fear, they will survive.
Let us hope that survival will be
without another Hiroshima or Nagasaki

THE LIGHT FANTASTIC - Terry Pratchett
{Calin Smytbe, 1986, 217pp, 8.95)
Reviewed by Barbara Davies




THIS LIGHT-HEARTED SEQUEL T0 THE
Colour of Nagic contimues the story of
Dtsavurlﬂ. and 1in particular Rincewind,
inept and cowardly wizard, and
Y-uﬂonr the tourist.
iscworld is a flat, disc-shaped
world carried by four giant elephants
who are in turn on the shell of the
giant turtle A'Tuin.
tered, Rincewind and Twoflower bad
fallen off the edge of the world, but
as in all cliff-bangers this book
begins with their unlikely deliverance
from suffocation in space.
massive red star is on
collision course with Discworld. The

wizards of Unseen University are not
too particular whether he is alive or

dead - if the latter the spell would
transfer to someone else.

The book is full of nice touches.
Twoflower's belief that “nothing bad
could really happen to him because he
vas not {nvolved” is beld in the face
of all adverse situstions. 1 partic-
ularly liked Twoflower's camera, a box
costainisg & Picture lup with paiste
and an easel.
remtniscent of other books, gty
tuist. Coben the Barbarian, for inst-
ance, an aging muscle-man of 87 with
5o testh and a bad back, whose three
greatest things are “Hot water, good
dentishtry and shoft lava

Throughout The Light
are the most outragecus puns and
swipes at anything takes the
author's fancy. Accurate descriptive
ben we are told

reporting. *Thus, if a legend said of a
notable hero that ‘all men spoke of his
P any bard who valved his life
would add bastily ‘except for a couple
of people in his home village who
thought he was a liar, and quite a lot
of other people who had never really
heard of him'

The Light Fantastic is mnot for

time this may well be worth a look.

the machine is built and the selected
few sit in it and turn it on. The flesh
on is supplied by the
characters we follow via the beroine

beroine, making
thing more difficult Tor biaselt).
advantage of a long mnovel is that
characters can be butlt up slowly - so
you'll zot be that we start
with the birth of Eleanor Arroway and
follow her through her educatiom, both
public and private. The story leaps ten
years to find her the director of an
institute seeking messages from the
stars via a radio telescoj

the
reception of an intelligent (though at
tirst not fully understood) message
Despite apposition, three machines are
butlt, by America, Russia and (at first
unotfictally) an industrial conglomer-
ate tn Japan. The American machine is
damaged by sabotage, the Russian one
has faults in components (despite the
touted international co-operation) and
so Eleanor plus four begin their
Journey of discovery and enlightenment
in the Japanese machine
Thetr return coincided
with a fesling of ati-climax - hlvlng
done what the book's title promises we
have another trus-
tration is the main ingredient. No-ome.
officially, will believe the reports

from the travellers. One or two loose
ends are tidied up (loose ends which
hardly had any bearing on the story in
the first place) and a new concept is
briefly mentioned.

The blurb says “Not since HG.
Vells has there been a novel that so
stunningly combines starytelling
and sclentific vision". 1 did enjoy
Contact but my feeling was that the
style was remtniscent of Clarke rather
than Vells — except that Clarke starts
with more original ideas and has fewer
unnecessary complications. KED

FEV REGULAR VATCHERS OF DOCUNENTARY
television in this country will be
unfamiliar with Carl Sagan. His science
series Owlns made him a household

\m ‘haps fewer pecple are aware
that in 1078 be won s Pulttser Prize
for The Dragons of Eden and currently
is professor of astronomy at Cornell

CONTACT - Carl Sag

v:
- Hussain|R. Mobamed

FIRST INPRESSIONS ARE INPORTANT,
impression of Contact is

the fairly unimpressive
cover there's a large bock. It is an
for the price and

- Wil enjoy 1t? The plot is
Telativaly n-pu tand hardly orig-
inal), recetved fram Vega is

docoted {5 reveal a plye fi a8 mechtie,

For a scientist his popular
profile 1s high, and so apparantly was
his advance, in excess of a million
dollars for hs first novel Cantact.
Sagan is a well known advocate of
seTI for  Extraterrestrial
Intelligence), so it is ot
that be chose the subject for his first
into fiction. Contact coucerns
the efforts of a radio astronomer to
find extraterrestrial life by listening
to an enoracus number of frequencies
with a radio telescope complex called
Argus. Her mission is successful and
contact fs made. That, in essence, is
the plot. Vhat makes this & movel not
a thests is the cast of characters, up
to and including a female US president.
1f sclence for Sagan is a world of jay,

the world itself is far from happy. He
has a tale to tell of the way govern-

ing true incidents.
surprise to read a clear condemnation
of SDI and his portrayal of the USSR
ber. sympathetic - not a
common attitude in America these days.
Does Sagan write a good book?
be made of the way
he handles words and the skill of his
characterisation, but 1 susj
will be of little importance to most
peaple deciding whether to read
Contact. It is far more ltkely that
those who see merit in wondering haw
they might react to knowledge of an
xtraterrestrial presence will want to
read the book, and those who see such
efforts as pointless will not.

Contact has one problem that
overrides all others it has to do with
using fiction to d: an a serious
though abstruse subject. If Contact is
a case being made, then being fiction
and likely to be seen as simply ‘sci-
£1' its message is severely diluted. ¥o
matter bow accurately or factually
based fiction may be, in the end it is
fiction, and a line is drawn.

Contact deals with issves readers
a more clearly defined literature
might find of little relevance to the

probless of the human race. Yet
Contact, which bas faults, held =y
SStention s firgt 4 liat. iad made

if some day those ones and
e ghe really appear in Pi. Maybe
for resson  alose should
rmuend this latest addition to that
tiny sub-genre; science fiction written
by scientists. HRX

REEN EYES - Lucius Shepard
[Chatta, 1986, 275pp, £9.95]
Reviewed by Chris Batley

FAFERBACK INFERNO SONE vumz BAC&
“Vincent Omniaveritas' predic rue
tnnovation in SF will not :nl xm-
some exotic elite but from a process
of internal subversion ... Look

eminently commercial,

Lucius Shepard. Vhen I first read Green
Byes I wasn't happy with it, the geare
elements disturbed me. Now I see what
be is up to. In genre terms Green Eyes
is =0 glariosly OTT it becomss posi-
tively outre.

The SF 1s quickly disposed of. An
unboly brew of DA extract, chrome—
sazes bacteria fros slave grave-
yards is pumped into a new corpse,
a Bacteriologically

and, bey presto,
I Artificial Personality. Except
by page 3 one calls them "zomb-

ies® and shortly l(".r m scene shifts
to: *This it glooming
oo the ags of the s s-up caid patingl




VEETOR

caks and penitential moss, imhabited
by dead men come to life again ... here
were both magical setting and charact-
ers, the stuff from which great drama
arises.” That's as clear a statement as
you could wish of Shepard's attitude to
fiction. Great dramas are the ones told
most frequently and therefore codified
into gemre early on. If these dramas
are to be retold effectively, the thing
to do 1s accept genre unreservedly and
attempt to take it one step further.

1f Green Eyes were mere pastiche
1t wouldn't be worth reading. An insts-
tent cajun rhythn; a crumbling mansion
decorated with ou emblens and a
stors lashing the windows at theatric-
al moments. Should a stray dog wander
on stage you know something appalling
will happen to 1it; the point when
reading Shepard is the extra insight.
So with the stamp of his writing on
well-worn material. The prose as
luxuriant as the vegetation that chokes
the grounds of the chateau at Xa
villosa, Shepard is saying, I am writ-
ing about dead men rising and walking
the earth again. If I can't make you
belfeve this intellectually, you're
going to have to feel it in the gut.
The struggle genre situation
and the actuality evoked by Shepard's
language results in a tension that is
absolutely addictive for the reader,

rees Eyes is so good in places
$hie YO Syt 4t s Shrit novel and

shortcoming. There

1o 1o insight into the fears and
feelings of the principle “zombie® g
tagonist, a lack that none of Shepard's
bravura passages can compensate for,
the eventual revelation of just whers
the bacteria are being dug up from
means that the story's rationale comes
to lean too heavily on voodoo cultiss.
Niggles though. Do not read Green Eyes
when in & niggling frame of mind - be
prepared to simply surrender yourself
to it

- Clifford D.

Tond 19 aa appecartly immortal nean-
derthal working on a present day
archaeological dig; and in ‘The Birch
Clump Cylinder' pecple travel from the
present to the past and future and
finally use time as a star drive. Any
of these might appear at best to be
cliches, were ft not for the wonder-
fully matter of fact way they are
embedded in Simak's rursl backdrops.
The fact that the paradoxes inberent
in any time travel story are
successfully ignored is a tribute to
the power of the writer.

His characterisation, while not as
strong, 1s ing, His characters
are stereotypes, but they are Simak’s
sterectypes, somebow more rounded,
more knowable. And that is the mark of
a fine storyteller; he can't charact-
erise in depth, so he uses sterectypes
with quirks to do the job, where a
lesser writer would be used by them.

The only thing I could honestly
say 1 missed to begin with w
humcur. There are no garrulove robots
or pedantic dogs. But looking deeper 1

perhaps the humour bas ma
This book i= supposedly edited by
Francis Lyall, ‘Introduced by’ would be
better. The fntroduction is pll-nntly
unobtrusive and perfectly in keeping

with Simak's style, but
nagging suspicion it isn't necessary,
the publisher wanted to fill a few
blank pages and bad no more of Simak's
the book 1s

basts for a fat collection of shorts,
But let us put these publishing
qulbblas aside. Books like this,
short, can send you back to
st onscts long forgotten. I recom-
mend this book not only because it's a
joy to read, but also because it will
make you want to read Simak's other
work again, and that's no bad thing.

Simak (Edited by Francis Lyall)
(Severn House, 1986, 171pp, £8.95)
Reviewed by Paul Brazter

1 DIDN'T ENJOY THIS BOOK THE FIRST
time I read it - that wasn't the book's
fault, it was mine. I was living a
prtioularly fresetic iife unsuited to
urely pace of Simak's writing.
anln! calmed down a bit and re-read
it, T can report that while it holds
few surprises, it is a workmanlike and
typically Siamakian book.
To anyone familiar with his work

squirrel are old friends. So is the
fascination with time travel. Each of
these four staries some form
of tize travel (I've never read a Simak
stary that didn't). In 'The Narathon
Photograph' future humans travel back

the present and cur past; in 'The
Vhistling Vell' the central character
is transported in his mind to the pre-
cambrian; in ‘The Grotto of the Laugh-
ing Deer' a man going "the long way

A WEST OF NIGHTNARES - Lisa Tuttle
[Sphere, 1986, £2.50]
Reviewed by Feil Gaiman

collection of shart
stores, 4 JNest of Nigl 1s
Sytilag but. imtine; i ths Vorlds
Loneliness, Anxiety and Fear
yru:hl- the blurb. The blurb, for
ance, is quite accurate. The title is
also both revealing and correct. Nests

unity of content: the fears addressed

are those of interfamtly relationsbips,

of parents and children, of friendship.
nest 1

The in Ns Tutt , is no
1 a place of safety and retreat,
but ome of nightmare, discomfort,

embarrassment and death

The supernatural horrors, whether
horse gods, white goddesses, ghosts, or
gigantic, sister-stealing birds, wait
umm;a or at the limits of vision.
) real monster however s
nu.ya shown: it's the horror of
personal relationships, of families and
lovers, of fear and enl
perhaps best shown by the
partially .ummagnpum)
Byzantium', the story of
fautaey writics aboainable u'pcrhao-

t,
bl
‘Hylnq to

adal ardness

Vhich ner socaptat fantasies Spring.
In the final analysis I found tbe

collection far ing

most _modern

P in an untensble position,
of a relat:
home mo a
o comfurt, of “Imalioses,

zombles or glant ptre
dogs, newts, voles, and_ silverfish ad
nauseam can ever do.
is not catbartic. It {en't reassuring.
It might even be respectable. But she
surely does show you her view of the
monster,

THE HORROR GENRE SEENS u.vns 'm
bave been split into two campe:
who show you the manster, and hn-l
who work on the often correct theory
that what you see s  often
disappointing, while what you don't see
can always burt you.

Clive Barker, with his artist's
sensibilities and bis peculiar

man
i

novel,
Faniliar Spirit, was -t nm.-m- for
showing one monsters: king
was around but uvum. umwgn the
book. It was a routine occult barror
movel, finteresting for its femsle
viewpoist and bizarre sexual subtext.

STCVER FOX
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