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ou read a movel on a long train jourmey, or in an
evening or three. By the following week you may havel
forgotten most of the characters'
the plot. (Obviously there are same books whosef
impact stays with you for years; but these are very|
much the minority.) Because of our

names and much offis to produce concrete results — ie. if you're
to write anything.
s‘:-uua a writer As lucky: after the firsi few|
the Nuse over, and the words|

with creativity, it's how to pick up the shovel."
FPicking up the shovel is essential If your creativity
ever gaing

for the printed word, we all read far more than we could|fiow.

really take i, if book we read were a masterpiece
But of

o Sometines. But by 50 means always. Often you have
to ﬂ;nt to get every single ward down on paper. Tol
common

if the wards pour out it

every
(m.-.—.ppemg we all read a
amount of crap or the debate in the
column) perhaps I s.mnn I call it meretricious garbage.

How ma—n;ummmcmm,‘mwm
finished, whetber it is garl masterpiece,
written by a persos, sitting at a table day after day -nu—
day, or night after night after night, for montbs upon end,
the pen scrawling and wamlmlmrm~
processor keys clittering and faltering, with the baby|
crying and the washing up mot done and the red versions of|that
electricity and ges and telephone and rates bills piliag up
on the mantlepiece’

msuucmw-ﬂn,umwuq.mxmmm
non-fiction. So do shart st It took me seven
of evenings and m-rm:-am.numxsm
la handful of short storfes. t this was just me,
uatil T began to discuss the aunmms of writing with|
professional authors. One, like me, tok seven years tol
profice; s published novels, taking a degree at the same)

Another, when I asked what he was working on

b=ry “Nothing.® °“Vhat? You can't be not writisg’® It
alvays takes me a couple of years after finishing one book|
befare I can get up the strength to begin the next,” he|
said.

Vriting takes time. It also, as any of s who has|
tried knows, takes a great deal of effort. And it consumes|
vast amounts of physical, mental, emotional .nd spirituall

lenergy. Vriting drains you.

Most writers have to write. It's a on.  Same
call it an illsess. Chris Evans, in V119, mp.ml it to "a
cross between pregnancy and addiction®. And nearly

t difficult part about it
actually starting. The difficulty of sitting down at tbe|
desk, picking up the pen or putting a blank sheet in the
typewriter, and starting to put words on paper.

Radio 4's My Vord! examined the problem a few months
ago. It isn't just confined to those strange creatures,
modern day science fiction writers. Famous authors of the

bad their methods of forc hemselves to get
started.  Disraeli would only write when in full evening
dress. Victor Hugo wrote in the nude; he handed his clothes
to a servant so there was no way he could go out until he'd|
finished his daily stint. B}

Dylis Powell, when asked on Ny Vord! how she dealt]
with the problem, replied: *Vhen I was a very y
Journalist, people would come up to ome and say, 'How lavely
to be able to sit down and write!' It's absolute belll
sitting down to write. It's absolute torture.. The oulyl
thing is to put something down, whether it's right or wrong|
Put it down. And then n-nns from somewhere, another]
word, ar two wards, or perl even three words, which is|
marvellous, will come. But let's face it, sbeoluta
tarture, There's no way of doing it, except 1

Frank Nuir was asked how he stimulated “what some,
uhn dos't actually do it, would grandly call ‘the creative

“It's not ltke that at all.  Bat if you're a)
professional writer, it just isa't like that.

mwh-ae

moan you're writing wonderful creativel
prose s\rn;h( fron the sml; youtrs as Mty &5 e
product

(1 lock back at my early e B e o
poetry and shudder.) If you bave to struggle it doesa't
necessarily mean that what you're writing is laboured and
artificial; you're as likely to be producing something that's
pn;uly planned, with a careful choice of lamguage, and
communicates to the reader.
Two of the articles I've
months about camputer

written in the last few

1 got letters about those articles, saying uey were|
-;uwm interesting and informative. 1 thes
again, and they . They were pmfassxuux pieces|
of ;-n.usm Vithout the effort [ was forced to put into

them, they would have been no better than average. (Mind
you, T'd have preferred it if I'd got samethisg cut of the
writing of them.)

Sticking with non-fiction for a moment, though I
believe the same does apply to fiction to some extent, it
doesn't become miraculously easier when Iz
subject inside out. It becomes more difficult. It's much
leasier to write when you're finding out about the subject
you're writing about; as you write e you loarn; your writing
becomes a of discovery. Those journalists who flog|
different rewrites of the same article to several magazines
may save themselves research time and effort, but they make
their writing job itself much mare difficult

It does apply to fiction as well: there's nothing to
beat the curprice when events you hadn't foreseen work
their way into the movel you're writing, ar when characters
suddenly take it into their heads to get up to things you
hadn't dreamt tbey would do. Vhen things go right, you
know there is no greater pl
sa-m.ua it 1s posaible to write the first draft of a
novel or a shart story in a white heat, and it can be fun.
But that's not the draft you send to the publisher. Now the
real hard work begins, the crafting and pruning and editing
and rewriting and making sure that every word is the right
word. And, again, that takes time.

A novel can to write, from the initial
impulse to the final draft. There are exceptions, of course;
early Nichael Noorcock for ove. *The Runestaff books
originally tock three days each, the Eternal Champion took
three days (the ariginal was 18 hours, and it oertnin]y
shows), but was no point doing thesm
quk:kl’. and 1 was simply exhavsting myself, I siow

seven or ten days.* (Vartex Vol 1 Ko 4, Apru 1977).
c-m. That rate of writing is 1onal, and as Noarcock
says in the same interview, "Also I'm a very fast typist.”
But I doubt whether anyose, including Noarcock, would

argue
that these are He's written much better

quality
o, s kS8 tick K g |
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There used to be back Vestern writers (maybe therely,

they can

It brings in|
|relatively) quick momey. why is it 5o much quicker to
produce genre hack wark? It's pmh-nly because such stuff
is not of the author; it doesn't come screaming from the|
soul as word by word it is bled upon the paper; the author
[has not gome through the torment of literary pregnancy and
fchildbirth.

And that's why such books tend to be instantly|
forgettable,

Quality takes effort. Samuel R Delany reckons it took|
him a minimum of six weeks of full-time writing to produce|
short stary in that classic collection, Driftglass.
Vriting takes time, and it's damn work. To quote|

rank Nuir again, this time from ¥ogan on BEC1 just after
bristmas: "No-one would be a writer by choice: it's a
lboring, lonely, terrible job.*

[~]

lyoung hopefuls not to take it up. But still people want to
be writers. Cassandra magazine, the BSFA's own Orbi
lpostal workshops, and Vriters' Circles in most towns bear|
vitness to this.

Vriters have to write. It fs a compulsion,
laddiction, an {llness. And if you bave to, you will.

In which case, the soomer you get down to it, thel
better. Don't say "I want to be a writer.” Don't just talk|
bbout it. Do it. And do it mow, not in six montbs time.
Because a writer isn't someone who dreams about the
povel they'll some day write. A writer is someone who)
i tes.

an|

A a
-|writer, and why not, she is after all a professional writer|

ter| the recard,

LETTERS

ITH REFERENCE TO YOUR EDITORIAL [N Vi34 CONCERNING YOUR|
criticisa of Amne NcCaffrey and her nrmq. baving ).st
an excellest bock, The 1
mu-.pnu.x_nmnasmaaaprsnm.symu
could casually write ber off as “twee" and “repetitious";
{this could influence a great many mew readers with your|
singular view.  Although 1s 1ally viable)

A s it i o M e i i i
lexpect to.

is you have probably guessed I am what you would ters|
las ome of *Them®. If it were not for people ilke NcCaffrey,
Beinlein, Herbert and Simak, I would probably nat even be]
reading SF.

Your remark about *Us®, you, driving "Them", me|
land people similar to me, away from your subscription: you
shall not however do this to me as I like your publication

leven h you constantly criticise my favoured authors
land praise the more cbscure, less commercial group.

By the way, it is relevant that a great many re
lenjoy McCaffrey's books, not as you said, "She's also, in
passing, brought a great deal of pleasure to a great many
readers. But then, that's irrelevant, isn't 1t?" It most
certainly isn't.

BRYAX § COLLINS|
Oakwood Avenue

Cyncoed,

Cardiff CF3 7EZ
«Id thought I'd made my clearly far too subtle iromyl
samewhat cbvious; in fact, it was ouzing sarcass. Just forl
I don't think it's irrelevant that people get|
from reading NcCaffrey. That was the pofnt of thel
whole Bditarial. On the same subject, Terry Broome has|
some thoughts an NcCaffrey, and on reading and reviewing i)
general.s

1 AGREE|

YOU RAISED A FEV POINTS IN YOUR EDITORIAL (Vi34).

tal lld didn't get on with the sequel at all: the]
quality of writing was not up to the of the Pern]
series and plot was old and tired. Noreover, thel

story's romantic element showed no advancement in treatment|
from that in Restaree (no maturing of the treatment of the
stuff of love) and did not advance Killashandra's character
beyond that already partrayed in The Crystal Singer (a

sequel should always attempt to expand on familiar
characters). By advancement in treatment, I mean something|
interzone
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the writing to indicate a maturing 0eas or al
those ideas in a mew or different|

merely competent (but oOtherwise

optnion, Ntlqumgmtlsr!s‘pmslhle that goes somel
-asure standards in SF literature are|

The level of concentration required for books like Thel
Bridge by lain Banks is much greater than that needed far,|
say, Simak (who is, by the way, still one of my favouritel
authors).  This information about required concentration|
levels is present, I think, in all the BSFA reviews. The
reader is told if she or he buys, Inr:nlplz, nenrup.
s/be's In for a deeply involved read, and if they
latest *Dumarest” by Tubb, for a mare
iy Btk Vhat the reviewer may personally think of the

entertainisg, but I've never regarded it as the word)
nrmamxmu-ny_dsgi.mmnm

I've never seen an “us® or “thes*® in regards SF, except.
to feel annoyed when comeane comes along who doesn‘t like
SF and pulls it to pieces without actually having read any.

There seems to be a widespread dislike for Interzone even
among fans, but when asked if they've read any of the
stories, the answer is often "No" or "Only from the first
tva issy

they are written in).
becessarily impart something of their reading difficulty.
an usually very pleased with IZ.

Yes, I've outgrown Heinlein, still lixe some Asimov.
(though not much these days) and lap up Vance. Asimov,
makes good reading for children and young adults (as this
is the age level of literacy required — pity it is not|
marketed as such), but it doesn't alter the fact his work
has flaws. I've recently reviewed a collection and an
anthology of ghost sn:rl- for children. The collection is|

knocks

children, or

on quality, not
It is as true as it ever was that Asimov is
inmensely popular, but even in children's fiction you cam,
find more terature than Asimov has written.

by all means,
reading, try an Aldiss or a LeGuin.
Gtimulated, if you want to relax, the reverse is true: buy an

or a Plers Anthony or a Simak. !numn-dm
challenging fiction than Asimov; you can more sedate
fiction than lain Banks. This is what a mvm- tells you:
it makes you aware of the chaice.

but if you want mare challeng:

«I've been reading a lot of children's fiction in the last|
|year; I was amazed at first at the consistently high
[standard and the level af sophistication you meation — of]

thelig
read (I'd]

only min;ymdamvewdnlslekmru&lsinm what
of |preai

] T camnct imagine
[that 1 was criticising hin, persanally, for “getting at John
If you don't want to be|vyndnas®. = S s )

ting, characterisation, plot, idess, moods, maral cholces,
otc. — way, way above Asimov et co. I'm still planning a
"children's book® issve of Vector; I have some articles
issioned ar already In, but there's room for one or two
mare if anyone else wishes to contribute to it; but please
write to me asap.

The function of reviews and criticism: this is a

subject
Greenland wrote oo it in V129; but further
course letters) are always welcase. Here's a couple mare:»

| VAS INTERESTED BY YOUR EDITORIAL IN Vi34 ABOUT INTELL-

opinions are absolute, and that anyane
Who disagrees is mentally sub-normal and not even worth

unless Know
they like and dislike in general. The question uppermost in
mind as 1 read a review is, "Am I going to invest my
time and momey in buying this?* To that end therefore, |
feel that 1 should be able to tell fram a review if I will
like the book, regardless of whether the reviewer liked ar
disliked it.

Sow itheni i g dchiive Cjactinity in reviewing? The
answers are (a) you can't, ) you don't have to. The
it is be to
measured.
Mnsnnly..ypm‘mug-mm.mx
doesn’t even try to

&mmmm how about, as a footzote to each
review in future, the
two books which are similar
Effectively, this would say to the reader,
X, you will like this book too." In some cases, Purtlcullrly
for established authors, this would be fluous or
insulting, but for new authors it would help readers get
around any potential snobbery. If a new author has all thel
qualities of Asimov, Herbert or Beinlein, it's Vector's job,
not to just crucify the book, but to say, "Look ou like|
these authors you will like this book. If you dom't, you

make clear
After all,
it|

BEN STAVELET-TATLGR

Somerton

Somerset TA1l 65P

«I think a well-written review should give enough of the

“flavour* of a book that its readers can gain an impression

of whether or not it's the type of boak they might like,
without it necessarily giving direct comparisons.y

IN REPLY TO CHRISTOPHER PRIEST'S LETTER (VI35 1 VOULD
first of all like to poist out that nowbere in my letter
(Vi36 did I imply that Nr Priest is “masty”, mor did I
1n t LI Hurst's article (Ve are the Dead”, V139 as

dotng so. where Nr Priest got the idea

[vy " never met Nr Priest and have read very
little of his writing — only, in fact, his article in V127,
[nuch of which 1 agreed with.

The my letter was not, in any way, to
It was, simply, intended to agree with
and praise LI 's article, whilst pointing out that, in
y opinion, the article could have been made even mare
effective than it was by using examples some af
Vyndhan's otber works, along with The Day of the Triffids.
In the single ceatesce of my letter to which Mr Priest
referred, 1 was also "busy making a point® which | felt that
L) Hurst had mot made clear emcugh, and my use af the ward
"bourgeisie” (which Xr Priest referred to as myself quoting

purpose
[dengrate Mr Priest.
Hurst’




R4

i furst quoting him) was essential to that particular
oint. | still think that the point is valid, by the way. I
lfeel that Nr Priest is incarrect in making such a sweeping
lstatenent about John Vyndham's work. 1t came across as not
lonly mistaken, but also as rather simplistic, and I cannot.
lsee ow il could be favourable to John Vyndbam, even in the
context of an article which was favourable overa

AL of this having been aid, I would at ihis point

lUntor tunately, however,
letter that 1 have to disagree with. He described the work|
of Anne KcCaffrey, Piers Anthony and Alan Dean Foster
*meretricious garbage".
anot comment on work of Nr Anthony or Mr
Foster I bhave not read anything by them apart from a
couple of film novelisations by Foster, which were
competent and readable —- but I hnve read all of Aune
Mccartrey's Dragon nuovels, all of which good,
entertaining, escapist fiction, and I enjoyed every ome of
them, unashamedly. They certainly could not be described as
intellectually stimulating, and I don't blame Christopher
Priest for disliking that type of novel, but I find the
lattitude, that disliking something automatically makes it
"neretricious garbage®, rather unpleasant. As far as I am
concerned, entertainment value can be just as important as
intelleclual stimulation, and T am sure that the majority of
55 fans would agree.
ow, with all that off my chest, I think that I can
safely end this letter with a point upon which 1 agree with
Xr Priest.
have just finished reading The Ragged Astromauts,
which I was prompted to buy by the Bob Shaw article in
34. 1 can homestly say that, with the possible exception

IT;I

of Sturgeon's Nore than Human,
enjoyable novel that 1 have read since finishing Brian|
Aldiss's Helliconia trilogy in November 1985, The Ragged)
Astronauts certainly gets my vote for the BSFA Award, and|
with it, Bob Shaw is not only as good as Jobn Vyndham, he
has surpassed anything that Vyndham ever wrote, and I look
forward with great anticipation to reading the other books
in the trilogy.
ROBERT STEBLE
37 Birkburn Road
1loholm
Sanquhar
Dunfriesshire DG4 658
«Sometimes you look up a word that you've used for years)
aud get the shock of your life. “Neretricious®, a 0]
1y Shorter Oxford, means *Of, pertaining to, befitting, ar of
the character of a harlot.” Vhat?? The later meaning]
perhaps m ore sense in the context: *Alluring by false|
show; showily attractive.” The Concise Oxford relates thel
second meaning to an ornament or to literary style. To a
large extent I agree with Chris; but you've pinpointed what|
it 'is, Robert: authors like ffrey,
many others) may well provide the reader

meat, and there's mowt wrong with that, as you rightly say
but they're all glitter and no ce; like a
Christmas tree bauble, they're tty, but empty,

F
Incidentally, for once I left all the *Nr*s in your letter to|

-lactually impraves the

as|good luck

1. Vriter
2. Pub ]ishgr/iﬂ!tnr
3. Retaile
4. Pun:]u.m
5. External sources e.g. government.
14 Tha Fleot 1val, & welter can cemis Kis G wark
to make it better for publishing. I have recently dome this
With a piece of my own (unpublished yet) and hopefully it
s 1d have gome further;
this would have rendered the punchline meaningless. 1f a
writer is prepared to alter his work on publication grounds,
to him, but if it's really necessary then 1 think
either (s)he's failed or the likes of nan,em;s Visions and
New Vorlds have been forgotten. 1 hope not.

he censorship by a publisher or Frriem—
ninimal since DV and KV, but perbaps we are creeping back
to those pre-60s dark Ve must, however, separatef
editorial cuggestions which improve a work from editorial
censorship which, (usually) despoils it.

ncorship by the retailer is frequently seen. I

lieve at one time VH Smiths (?) refused to stock ¥ew Varlds
though they do sell those magazines on the top shelf with
undressed women in.

Censorship by the purchaser is very difficult to gauge
because it is a two-edged sward. For every buyer who
rejects a book on grounds of 'cbscenity' etc there must be
at least one who will buy out of curiosity ar perversity.
The pop world saw this when Radio One banned Frankie Goes
To Hollywood's "Relax™: it sold in thousands and was Fo. 1
for several weeks.

be-

ominous ud sinister level of
externa: particularly
At this stage there are three varieti
g as the current Peter Vright fiasco;
eg. Tebbit to the BBC; and more subtle,|
discrete suggestions that we may never know about. The
effect of government action can be more widespread than
ather forms of cemsorship as even hints are sufficient in
some cases to cause censoring by publishers etc.
personally dislike t:ﬂnsnrship because it is ool
dstsicnd b eantrol and keep it in proportion to the|
work in question. Beyond this 1 am much more concerned
with the quality of the writing and its ability to conjure
an image than the morality of (hat image. In higher focms|
of literature sorable cantent is often part of a
broader meaning or message which have its own
internal morality.
On to the X Jobn Harrison interview, which was a
reasonable piece to someone who's read scarcely any of bis
work, but one point did strike me: he says that SF and
Fantasy elements were metaphors in his work. “Metaphors for
ctuff that a mainstream novelist would deal with directly,
because he's allowed to, whereas 1 was mever allowed to in
the sence of having to write for a genreaudience.”

PFPOUNDATION

THE REVIEW OF SCIENCE FICTION
Contimes e fr s away the bt 0 he k™

i first thing is to anaiyse the forms of censorshipl

i wxint. As I See it there are at least five levels on

see what it looked like; but 1 think most authors are i KL< G

;‘jdi'fj:’f B ‘l;";;;" toubp iR danns =468 5“""“"" ot e i shodd i o ot o FOUNDATION S
Now fow responses to the Vi35 editorial - and -

thunk you, everybody, for not pointing cut that the first

o, sl spelt.  Censorship with an § indeed; whatever|

neks

R EDUORIAL ON CENSORSUIF TN ¥195 VAS DTRRESTING | | im0
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This sounds like rubbish to me

nam.nnn-m

lat

severity of it m l- much doubt, the model does make
infat

GOOD VECTOR.  PHIL WICHOLS' ARTICLE A LITTLE DRY, BOT A

good survey of a neglected area. Have just bought a copy of

the Barribles book for my library, so will read it as soon|

as 1 can. (1 don't quite agree that not being published in

hardback will result in resticted circulation of a book, but|

that needs more space to amplify the argument than I've got|
bere!)

ANDY SAVYER

1 The Flaxyard

Voodfall Lane;

Little Neston

Cheshire L64 4B,

| VOULD FIRST LIKE TO ADDRESS NALCOLX EDVARDS'S CONENTS
lon my article about SF editors: knowing their names or
nesting thea at conventions jan't what 1 wes talkisg sbout
bs I'm sure Nalcols knows. I'm addressing the
lis your editorial in V135, implicit censorship u-pucn n.
fthat any selection ure means non-selection of
items which is fertile ground for cessorship).

There are few writers who can guarantee their books
[vill be published no matter what — Heinlein, Asimov and
cmne, perbaps. There is then a further, and larger, group
ko can probably be assured of publication Lf their stories

else,
they have an editor who has his/her views of what u-sm-
utes “good™ 5F to satisfy. So what is published and what
we read is in many, if not most cases due to the editor as.
much as the writer. Is that heresy? Perhaps a series of
interviews/articles about the editors at the major SF

pumsm-mmu-m

e asked two editars — no names, no packdrill —
ual.sk;-rllnq-mldllhlawrnenlrucle
against such criticisms, which havel
mm

any other publisher's SF aitars dn oppartunity to put your
side of the u!u.ut.

it

PI also criticised the science, mainly the
ouclear winter. First I should point out
facts, theories and models favour

b
njoyed Phil ichols's n—ncxe on the TVSF
makes some

write for any audience in specifics. Either he wrute and our .mmy
those terms because it was all he bad available at the stu—y even with severail
time and hadn't developed the ability to leave them out, ar|Crays grinding away. Second, su.x -n. does ate
[he did it because be chose to. science really matter a damn i Vell, it's

in
taken a couple of years but I've nuny m that out of =y
systea.

«it's not aften any of us admits In prist to changing ocme's)
mind on samething, Tom! Glad Itked Fhil Fichols's

icle. Betweon the writing and the publication was quite|
a gap, and Phil has sent me a few further details:

SINCE 1 CONPLETED THE ARTICLE, THERE HAVE BEEN ONE OR TVO
little developments. The feature film of 4 Boy and his Dog|
was given its TV premiére here (BBCZ2, 22-11-86); some of
the Ellison-based Twilight Zones have been on|
video by CBS/Fox (*Paladin of the Lost Hour® and "Shatter
day*; and David J Schow and Jeffrey Frentzen have produced
a book, The Outer Limits: the Official Companion (Ace, 1986
Which gives further detail on Ellison's work for that
series.

Nuch h 1 enjoy the warks of X John Harrison, I
was a little irritated to find interviews with X Jobn in the
latest issues of both Interzome and Vectar
conducted by Paul Kiscaid. 1 know tl
two interviews is minimal, but I still felt a little cheated.

s ksov to your cost,
when something will see prin
ation was completely cofpcidental.
80 compection between Vector (or the ESFA is
|general) and 12, though obviously they share some readers,
and, sametimes, writers. Ditto Foundation. The UK SF world
ain‘t all that big, after all.

Finally, an unusual query from Germany:»

I AX RECENTLY ON HOLIDAY 1IN ENGLAND, VALKING IN THE
n.xesnzm—nsmu On one of the days 1 was lucky to see

very type of tree. It is one 1 have not been
ar|camiliar with ever hafore, yet 1 can cay I am an intorested
observer of all types of plants and know a great deal about

This tree was a very large but crooked varlety with
many long thorns and black bark., I understand a hawthorn
land blackthorn, but this was not ame of those.
I were talking about it when
us and we asked him if he knew the name from the tree.
lsatd it was called a ragthorn.
Now, sir, 1 have the scientific rumances from
llules Verne and HG Vells and I am sure that in one of their
staries there was a reference to this tree, the ragthors.
[could you assist me please? Perhaps if you prist this
lletter in your magazine, some ame of your readers might
irecall which of the stories I mean, since I camaat mow find
the reference.
that you will
editor friend
is because

DR KED UVE MAGEGS
5138 Heinsberg
Karken

Deatschland
«If anyone knows the answer, please let Uwe kuow -
[Vector know as well; I'm intrigued.»

Vesten)
and let
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SHORT

Garry Kilwarth is, witbout any doubt in my mind,
the British of the short story form. In
this article be raises a number of costroversial
polnts about the writing of short staries. In
addition to letters, I would welcome articles
frus other professional ..mus replying to
Garry, and putting forward

view. — DVB

of South America,
llike and

[Frame, whose "Vatching Mrs Gordon" has a subtle power
lintensity

later.
ne cannot even point to a certaln

fof being struck does not come until
ftated.

bf magazines that accept
[vith the thusb and forefinger missing.
lnuch better, outside the SE field.

lshart mainstream stories to my
jwrote back: “The

jmore than 30 years ago.

AREPECPLE T00

utside Sctence Fiction and Fantasy, the short story is|
breathing see even fewer shart story

more ing gloss than

poetry, and we all know how well poetry sells. In thelcarving. It is little wonder that we collect sn:

past few the best short stories have come out|the of {ous geperal fiction, when we enthuse over
from the pens of magical realists |the cbvious.

, though very recestly I read am
limpresisive collection by a mew young British writer, Ronald
and[story is a different matter.
in any English writer.
[omewhere towards the end of the story the reader is given
p tremendous blow, just over the heart, but the realisation

Nothing is
place in the

[tory and cay, "This is where 1 knew! The subtlety
transcends any specific sentence or paragraph.  The
revelation is hidden in the tight weave of the whale

try, and when ope looks for it afterwards, it is very
Kifficult to find even the general area of the delivery.

However, to returs to my opeaing statement, the short

ktory is barely alive. In Britain you can coust the number

y short stories oo a siogle hand,

America is not that

Istarfes) died with the Sy, Svaing past, G.:ulas. etc.,|

W R

There are two things which disturd
me; a belief that:

o of & Sht oinry, 4bd that:

wr a 3 N

2.1"::‘_” taportant of a
short story is its idea comtent.

STORIES

Because of the nature of our genre it is expected that
the something "new" we require of all books and authors
should be an idea, a concept, ratber than a style, form,
unusual characterisation, or virtually any other 1it
devin. Origimlity of theme comes first. 1t in pomcibie,
|though 1 casnot quote an instance, that an SF author might
have broken emtirely mew grousd in movel farm, but if his

by robots,
occupation (yaws) asd all thel
otber ideas that bave been dome to death by our literature
Why? 1 wish I knew. Ve are still, after all these years,

1 am, to a certain extent however, willing to accept
this attitude with regard to the SF movel, but the short
1 rise ewiftly to its defence.
its réle, ite raison d'étre, its
1 would start a bar-room brawl over
the short stary. might even kill for it, if it were
threatened with extinction and the only way to save it were
to wipe out its opposition. (I would certanly go over the
top on it bebalf)) The short story might indeed be about|

ing. I would present no arguments against a linear
plot, which tells of an incidest or accident,
mmny all the

to understand exactly what bappened, how and why.

Tn fact, a sbart 5F sovel, People read them and enjoy thes
and this is reason emough for their existence. Just as
many early SF stories were extended jokes, which without
the final Iine would have beem totally dlnpphﬁlg
Again, no serious persomal cbjectioms arise in my breast
bave writtes both. Ny je:umsn.;uwmmmamt
these are the oaly acoeptable m—- af presentation. It is
also doss. A good shart

the short story.

There are two thisgs which disturb me a
gleaned from attending writers' workshops and
various magazines which circulate the SF scene.
belief that there are rules which govern the writing of
short story, and two, that the oaly important aspect
short story is its idea content.
the latter misconceptiom first.

little,

wish to or not, therefare my a heavy mp-smu:y far,

reading the|lost

alderived from
a|Barges
af al
T would like to deal with)

af . It stirs them to a
It croates chacs with feelings.

1 believe that one of the reasons short stary collect-
| 10ns, hy writers particularly brilliant at that form, havel

their popularity, o tasus e txtwaily of et
a single short say in a
collection — leaves the reader drained, and it is|
difficult, sometimes impossible, to read a second or third
inmediately afterwards. the reasons for the success
of the fat, readable novel is that it fills a space of time.
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Fe live at a fast pace and 1f we put a book down it must be

need books to fill the
poimportant hours, to relax with, and if we read a story
Mhich takes the breath away and drains the emotions, what
lo we do with the rest of the train journey? Sit and
weat?

A short stary is the essence of a looser
jark — a concentrated collection of wards which, to quote
Julio Cortazar, "works from the interior to the exterior, not

lrom outside in as if you were modelling the sphere out of
flay” It should burn with a brief but brilliant flame, so
fthat it hurts to look at it. does not necessarily have
0 be about dinosaurs, or starships, or near futures, though
t may contain these things; It meeds to reach inside and
wist the guts, so that you pay attention to it.
mixing my metaphors here, because I believe a good shart
ptory can do all these things: it is a live creature, with a
This
eaf be brought to life with skill, by
manipulating form, not simply by the idea content. The
atter has to be presented in such a way as to induce these
bttects: not sarved up. up boiled or fried.

Vhat I am about to say next, concerning Irillion Year|
{opree, might give rise to the accusation that I have a
persanal grievance. This would be true. 1 think one or two
Pf the 40 short stories 1 have published in the last ten

paid that the glancing half-sentence given to The Sumgbirds
jof Pain satisfied me persomally. However, the book was not
Mritten to bolster egos like mine and is an excellent Eky
huch was of it from all the various corners
FF field. It could mot be expected to fulfil all taome
flemands, and like any encyclopedic tome, it must leave holes
br become a hundred thousand: volumes. It is an easy
farget for ritios. Xy scular quibble Is that it gives
story minimal attestion and those that do receive |
[tteation a0 S0 on the streagth of the ldon bebind thes,

p-
1 would be lying if I|Now,

WaRiIT

Trillion Year Spree stated tbat taere was
of (SF) growing into the natural form uf exp
young writers”. Nor will it ever while we con
on structures consistenl with SF conservatism and io

the idea content as
by the vebicle ionism as a legit
form is to deny the yi a means of tramscending
the gemre. Happily, stories like Ryman's "The Uncanguered
Couutry” do not know they are out of line and go abes:

win awards anyway. Ope of the reasous 1 like Interzo
(5 Vi pobiii St Witk Loy sataliiidas. magnitis

the only

important cargo

being too whatever (you can supply your own
[eimctive Sere, bisce they cover a wide range). Readers may
dislike 1Z for a lot of but the magazine does
publish stories, which non-existent magazines do mot. That
Sound trite? Vell, think about it.

The power of the short story lies in its ability to
surprise the reader and jolt him or ber out af complaceacy
Obvious contest has no monopoly techmique for bringing this
about. On the surface, Poe's "Ligeis” can be read as a ghost
stary, except it is more likely a surder story, and the oaly
way the resder s this is by discovering, through the
subtiety of the writing, that the sarrator is ot to be
trusted. He is totally unreliable as a source af truth.

Similarly, the narrator of “The Fall of the House
Usher” gms o g :xnes to his doubtful sanity. Take

E:

Usher) _presentad
tangular v

to
it .-uem

qmm n
o

i Datheis the o

i inaparapriate s endour
Anything smooth, white, without projections and bathed
That without shadow has bo form

motives or sanity, and susy
him. There are several others in the story. ome to do with
music from Usher's hand, which when the description is
boiled down reveals that he is merely pluckisg out a siogle
note, time and time again.

The surface idea behind the story concerns the
supernatural destruction of the last surviving members of
an aristocratic family. Both these storfes, "Ligeia" and
"The Fall of the House of Usher”, would fit quite well into|
a book of spocky tales — ln fact they did, because I read
Lhe- in comic form as a kid -- except they are much more|

t. Poe hid his hard, practical reasons behind a
‘su‘pernnturnl front. Ope has to look beyond the trappings
of the genre for the real story, and
ignored n the SF fleld because we are so concerned with
‘lmking far !lﬂ.zy new peewdo-scientific ideas. Ve may not
bave our Poes Hawthornes, but who the hell can tell
i v alioe curediventrbaeliadad by the sheen?

for stories come
oS fhe d-vqu-n :x ideas is a
learned  process, nothing
magical bebind it.

first

the point raised at the beginning of (this
article: that there are rules governing the writing of a
short stary.

At a well-known writers' workshop recently, i
-m.a ,sau-.mmz..ur,mm never be in the

pot for the skilful use of form.

|
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it is deemed npprqadaﬁehyumlumur) Imagive going intol
a cabinet makers and the carpenter, "You can‘t use
a spokeshave any more — ws not a tenable tool.”

I should say what 1 think aj
wen. it probably does mot need
sayisg, since it is so obvious, but a short story should|
evoke

unication between tbe writer and reader.
is between the Story and the reader.
t of the tale that evokes the

escapes me, "Just because you wrote it doesn't mean you|
know what it's about.”
I belleve it's entirely wrong to put walls lrulnd
|creativity, especially in a gemre like ours, where
t have mo either in cuntent ar|
form.  Restrictions bind individual i

W R

hen Homer was riding high on the royaltfes of
Toe Hiiad (1 think his half-yearly statement said eighty)
black ships). The ressom it's still asked, I suppose, is|
that it's a reasonable question and one that has never been|
|answered to the satisfactios of those that wish to know.

Vhen 1 first started to think about it, been|
asted a couple of times, I got scared. 1 felt that there,
was something a little too subliminal there to meddle with.
lm—r@mm«ulwg.mumm.i
n;m actually damage the delicate process through which

ideas came to me. I felt that the tion was a place|
that once viclated might cease to function. It was holy,
ground.

T had seen other writers shy away from the question,
as if it contained a nest of spiders, the|

story does not work, for any reader, then it will find its|
own hole in which ta bury itself. It is as well to remem-

Somewhat savage criticism, when you Tind the whole force of
religion ranged agatnst your little
Vhen 1 write a short stary, it is in a state of white

lalready exists, in my head, but I have to get it out anto
bard copy to make room for something else — like, what am
1 going to have for breakfast. Since my early twenties I
must have written at least 300 stories, only 40 of which
bave found print. MNost of the umpublished obes have beea

If T am writing
anything at all as I draw my last breath, I hope it will bel
a short story. Its form is part of me. | have a relation-
Ship with the poem and the novel, but the shart s has
made its home in the argan that pumps the blood around my
body. It incenses me to see it treated as sec to the|
novel. s le toa. imes they are big
people, like Napoleon. Ask King David whether size is the|
measure.

The short story goes back at least to 1400 BC — thel
Ancient Egypt of Rameses II —- with "The Two Brothers", its|
manuscript being one of the oldest {n the world. It has a
long, illustrious history, albeit it has taken a back seat at|

ber too, tha hanges tacteo

Tlizgerald found poone vould Yublish his transistion

21 Buar Khayyan, Eventuatly. it s Ermu shonysausty

it pont 31"’ copies nadd up ey retaliet
The original author bad fared no better in his time,|n
lam his own people. There is a Shiah Sect prayer,
lvhll:b 7‘.45

i, T T B e s S, Then
Ot abd ™ e Dt e e

and come up full, and

the questioner and leave me free to wipe the taboo thoughts

from amy brain. But then ome day I was LeGuin's The|
Vind's Twelve Quarters and i the preamble to "The Ones who
Valk Avay from Omelas” she says, "..where do I get my ideas

from? " Why, from forget: Dostoyevsky
backwards.” (The town in the title is 2
, with an O added.) That's not t. Vhat is
ixportant = that LeGuin used a spia-off from s
Brothers - the scapegoat —- as the story's

la1d not realise it until later suggests that it was subcan-
scious use. It then to me that perhaps fdeas did

There are many writers who would not like this theory.

After all, fospiration is what separates them from the

commca run, aad' faspiration is &' divies syetary, o gitt

from the gods, a not. skill, which

smacks work .nu pm:uae. like carpentry. The

Romantics, for example, were fervently in favour of it.
of

times to otber forms of literature. 1 think it was
Cortazar who sald, "The short story Is not always
|fashionable, but it is always there” It is going through
one of its lean periods at presemt, but go through it will,
land live an, if we do not allow it to stagoate and are not
y intolerant towards

P

coba

Having said in the above that the idea costent in a short]
story is not its raisom d'tre, it is still, none the less, a

it is still asked, with
cothusiosas which it two and a half thousand|

-[aot warry me so

proof regarding this theory, but a lot of faith.
thought that good ideas arise from pools of sweat.
much as the thought that some delicate|
mechanism might one day break down.

©

A




bound special edition baok,
Xasterpieces of Science Fiction series.

ONE OF THE MOST PROXINENT SCIENTISTS IN THE
world turned to writing strict gemre sclence ﬂchcm,
the realms of both literature and science took notice.

€
published The Black Cloud in 1957, apparently not mot-
icing that be had linked science fiction and real, hard
science in a way no one had before.
consider The Black Cloud to be Hoyle's best
fiction, and indeed as his most As

lagrans,
h equations and begins to feel quite a
scllnﬁsl himself by the end of the story."
xactly. Hoyle later told me that his method of
wrinng fiction was to begin by thinking the whole stary
p.rhnps making some and doing
would clear a week or so from his
busy 1 ncu:mg, sit down and begin writing as)
lquickly as be could, holding the whale tale in his head.
¥hen be wrote conversations — for his often have,
great slabs of talk, highbrow intellectual pingpong among
cientists — e would try to reproduce how be carried am
lcollaborative discussions with the leading astronomers of
his day.
ALl this was qualitatively differest from the sclence
fiction that came before. (‘A"..lnly scieatists had
major characters, and, , ormate technical talk|
festooned even the early pulp magazines. But never before,
bad science fiction comveyed convincingly the lively logic
of cclentists at work. Vriters had pressed thelr noses
uss peering inward at the technlcolour glaw
e Lad jerticipatal st the highect levels.
Lae: Dutly. mqnpa rightly remarked that The Black Cloud|
11 readers "...more about the i s

»ugn treatisea”
le had followed CP Snow's earlier forays into the|
[world of science and Both

been|uic ceminar was a brilliant .r;m« in favour of a

used minimal dramaticl o
authorial|

THE MAVERCK ASTRONOMER

Gregary Benford

30th anpiversary of the first publication of Fred Hoyle's
Greg Benfard wrote this plece as the introduction
published by The Easton

to 2 leatber
1 1ts

superficially within a years. This minor loss was|
offset by the verisimilitude of using England as it was in|
warts and all. Ve don't mind that computers use
(electronic tubes, replaced by transistars in the|
ma 1950s) and are by, dolem prmckbl 13 vy

. Vhat matters is the excitement of watching peoplel
stru“la with large probless.

Wot that these are fully rounded people. Hoyle devoted
little space to "humanising” his characters, perbaps because
be has always felt that there are types of people whosel
thinking is more im t than amy other facet. L
untutored authors, he esds up portraylng himself.
|to bave realised this, and in his Preface warily sidesteps
|identification of his characters with real people. But the
central figure of The Black Cloud is clearly much like|
Hoyle.

Even before | met Hoyle in 1963, 1 had wondered if
this novel's Chris Kingsley was a stand-ln for the author.
The novel had affected me strongly, because for the first
time it united my growing intercst {n science with the zest
of speculation I enjoyed in science fiction. Vbea I arrived
at the University of California in La Jolla, to register for
|graduste study in physics, I was startled to see a

announcing @ seminar by Hoyle that very week. 1 arrived
early, and saw a man of middling height who spoke with|
straightforward assertion, his manner accent quite|
different from the studied styles of Dxford and Cambridge.|

|cosmology, and be quickly covered writing boards
with tensor equations. He was at nm best in the give-and-
take questions afterward, when be the|
[conventional wisdom of the big- cosmology. That was
the clue. nyaxc-uy Hoyle dmn't resemble Kingsley, but
there was air: "I's only really comfortable as an
underdog, xnssx.y remarks in the novel, and indeed Hoyle|
throughout

"It is now to

[produced.
\deliberately avoiding amy taint of melodrama. But Hoyle's
lerucial was to introduce, without apology, a
lspeculative premise, He had seen that an incisive way tol
lshow scientists at work lay in making them solve a problem
that was oew impartant., This clearly mare
interesting than recounting the history of discoveries in
lerystallography, as Snow had done in The Search.
Vhat's more, Hoyle believed there was merit to his|
speculations. His preface ﬂ.uy says, "After all, there is
could gomivably. npp-- ‘l'n

be created at a steady rate, to force the expans!
The Steady-State theory was a lovely idea, but the stary of
the brutal murder of beautiful theories
by ugly facts. The nasty fact that the universe had an
earlier, hotter pn.a- (pru!uchg the microwave hiss known
finally killed

e ‘Steady-State -:hl.
V¥hile he made major contributions to ey d n-m-,
t known

le|stellar evolution to cosmology, Hoyle for

Continved Page 22




Michae! Cobley

PART 1 - Science Fiction
e LIPPNAN SAID:
one can serfously maintain that the
,mu:—.z bumber must have Lhe grestest wisdom,
ar the greatest virtue, there {s 20 deaying that,
under modern soclal canditioss, they are unlikely
to have the most power.
It makes sense, but turn it on its head and it makes semse

virtuous and true by the democratic systea that their
lelected representatives have the most . The concept,
lof the "absolute rightness” of the democratic soclety is the|
Dixias: Bight iat Elug reorn.

this bave to do with politics and
pnnusnpny as observed in the glitterglass of SF and
fantasy? Quite a lat..

Far stealthily, almost il e the last 70 years
or so, ane particular aspect of the speculative field has|
lemerged and grown towards a .num,. It is the parallel
between the “"whatiffery" of SF and the pre-Socratic philos-
opbers of Asciest Greecs. Vithout plunging aose-first intol
la’ welter of histary, the pre-Socratics were philosopbers|
Who kept a belief in their myths; if they saw

4 thunderstors comingtbey would say “Uh-oh, looks like Zeus
is angry, chapst But their bellef was tempered with the
Innovation of discussisg their myths, changing them if they

dide't seem to fit the facts, and proposing mew omes in
their stead.

Ta the same way, SF was dlscussing canals on Mars,
Jungles on Venus and rocket flight decades befare Sputaik,
Geninl and the planetary probes either totally demollshed
those pet fictional ideas or put them under to

pres.ure
Thus the light of experience and demonstrabls f

too: it is because the majority is proclaimed to be wise,[been di

THE GHOST 4t PEN

Jand Galilean.

A;gsn,; ny -my back mlt of this sidetrack I want to
y f some SF
land Ilnl-sy riters.  Vith regard to Falitlcs xad sl
lophy, their ability to explore and and their
literary skill — has changed mslmbly over these past
decades.  For some, growing a maturity. But for
others 1t has beea quite different

The progressive in the t of sclence
fiction (fantasy will be discussed in a later article) have
by no less an authority thas Dr Asimov.

suggested four
1926-1938 Adventure dominant
1938-1950 Science dominant

s a kind of nod to the pre-Socratics 1 should lke to
rename these four and add a fifth, so that the list would
iread:

af Vonder
Scientific and Social Naivety
Dread

Confusica (to 1980)

Schisms (since 1960).

This alternative nomenclature might be illustrated by
the fallowing:

: EE Doc Samith, Edgar Rice Burroughs, "Tam

[swirer;
Scientitic & Social Naivety: Isaac Asimov, Robert Heimletn,
Arthur C. Clarke, Jack Villiamson, Ed Hamilton;
Ted Sturgeon, Philip K. Dick, Brian

: Michael Noorcock, Norman Spinrad, Harlan Ellison,
John Brunner, Roger Zelazny;

t|Schisms: Villiam Gibeom, Bruce Sterling, Piers Anthomy, Jack

Chalker, fantasy, réle-playing

rather than rely solely on these examples, I would

spernican

like to liak the five periods to society in the real world




aview of olcs and pilosaphy

as it changed. Vriters, after all, live a dual existesce, in|
both the imser worlds of their creations and the outer
world that rolls by, tugging on every human life, including
their own. And it could be said that it is the writer's

lexpectations of the outer world that colour the explanatioss |

lof his inner worlds.
Pre-Varld Var 11, there was a pervasive uuev um despite
Depression, science and

in science ficon and fantasy

The idea that incontrovertible Truth could be seen by

technology could uslock a bounty for mankind -- despite the.
Bitler war — and that society could be perfected, perhaps
even Man too. In the end it was two cataclysmic explosions

wondrous devices whose functions were anly n-m.d by the
imaginations of inventars in their self-financed labs (and,
presumably, the extent of thefr mal finance!).

a bolsterous and assured view of the capnbl]!ues
of science, and a set of unshakeably confident heroes:
Gordon and  Buc , Doc Savage and the Shadaw, Juhn
Carter of Nars, Kimball Kinnison and the ageless Tom Swift.
Mostly, the kind of problems those paladins had to face
involved situstions in which the good guys were undeniably
good and the bad guys umequivocably bad. There were plain
dualisms — good and bad was white and black with little or
no room for ambiguity, complexity or depth of character.

The second

of writers included, as well as Asimov, Heinlein and Clarke,
others like L.Ram mm.n.wump.n'u'qt
Harrison, Bester

to blur. In

era, |writer,

dealt that a blow from which it never
truly recovered.

The Berlin Blockade, the Cald Var, NcCarthy, CHD
marches, and the Bay of Pigs. Fear is salzlhtns af a
transient emotion but dread is far more ive and

enduring, and many works from that period are tinged with a
neavy greyness and describe struggles against corporate and
state greed, malice and indifference. Orwell's, 1984 is the
starkest example of this, depicting a society where power
is derived primarily from the af ledge, a
facility residing firmly with Big Brother or the clique

behind him.
To be rigid about it, Orwell was not strictly an SF
but that has an influence in field

cannot be doubted. The post-war years provoked writers
into examining and writing about sun,p:m previously|
thought to be ocutside the true business of science fiction.
The|ln Earth Abides by George Stewart, the global S8tamtsopta

Xiad
lan existence is constructed by the military around a man,

Guam, 50 that his unique

Ragel tive ability can be
lexploited without his knowledge.

In Three Stigmata Palmer

Eldritch returns from an in trip with a lichen




=]

drug which, when taken, binds the user in an austere sub-|
reality where Eldritch is an t near-deity.
Einstelalan ph:
placing the speed of light limit on space travel, while]
t

a kind of transition barrier during which the fear

inited dread and protest into outright rejection and|
oppasitios, resulting in borrors like the massacre by thel
State National Guard of four students from Kest Statel
University in the USA.

The fifteen years up to 1980 began with a hodge-|
of styles, movements, beliefs and cam;
the confusion of the mid-70s.
the ousting of the Heath
direction became apparent.
their battles had been won and their sufferings vindicated,
some seemed to withdraw into a social and cultural shell,|
while others thought it safe to join the “chastised” and|
"pur!ad" Bstablishment and reap the odd profit here and

A few kept on fighting thair particular struggles.
IiArry Harrison's Nake Few York|
into a baked, dusty ant-hill of a city, its inhabitants
living on soya and catmeal and suffering a creeping, drawn-
out imbroglio of social decay.
his finest is not a crash-bang-wallop adventure, its
detalled atmosphere and description give a chilling and
credible image of runaway population.

Harlan Ellison is a writer whose voice and protest has|
carried conviscingly from the 60s into the 80s. Yet the
705 perplesities bad their effect on him too, as shown in
one of his stories from 1971, “Silent in Gebenna". A ye
man, Joe Bob Hickey, tries to kidnap the President
Comptroller of a future USA in arder to obtain the freedom
af his fellow rebeis. But in failing he is transported to a
cage in a strange world where bumans are the slaves af
bulbous aliess.
the slaves,
pause before him to wail and beat themselves with whips.
Then they leave, whipping the humans who them around
in carts. It is a very bitter stary, betraying, ! think,
Ellison's anger at American paliticians of the time, emact—
ing public penance while practicing the same shoddy
venalities as befare.

Carruption, greed and stupidity are the latertwining
causess underpinning the environmental horrors portrayed In
The Sheep Look Up by John Brummer. 1 not read this
book untll this year, and consldering our recent enviran-
mental catastrophes (Chernobyl et al the relevance of thls
work cannot be overstated.

A remarkable book from this epoch s A Varld Between
by Norman Spinrad, to my knowledge one of the few genuine
attempta to look the problems inherent (n the open
democratic soclety. To Pacifica, a planetary electranic
democracy, came representatives of the two ideologles locked
in a galactic struggle — the Transcendental Scientists who
are very much the male-dominated group, and the Femocrats
who are the flip side of what might be termed a Nbius

The story that unfolds a5 esch grop attespts to use
planet’s media to selze contral, is
fascinating as veli o very entertaining

! tu

3

ics was starting to filter throughfcome

among the burgeoning|
1960-1965 itself wasiSplinter youth groups
lcorparate

Vhile this novel — ome of[poar

ane.
Vith the awakening confusion af groups in the 80s has
a pervasive air of self-preservation asd a bost of

life-styles and beliefs that scarcely meet at anmy
level. ~  Yuppies and semi-artificial demographic
Personal, social and

greed combines with {111 to uce a vast

locean of ignorance. Crests of stupldity and prejudice
iswell, undulating towards a tidal wave.

1t may be a dismal picture I paist but I feel it to be
lan accurate ome. This age of schisms and segmentation has
in its culture, its art and its literature.
[Science fiction, maturally, is not immune to this and it Is
lat conventions where the marketed divides become most
lapparent — Réle-Playing, Trekkies, Computing, Dr Who, Re-
lenactment Societles, Fanzines, Fantasy, Trilogies, Fantasy
Trilogies! There is practically no discourse re and
involving the vast majarity of SF readers who are not con—
goers, never mind the con-goers Lhemselves!

The writers, gh, look to be reasomably in touch
with what's hlppqnln!, sulng by some of the stories being
printed in ress. Many of these stories are
filled with aesp.xr ant hopelessness, which is hardly
surprising as those are common aspects of life among the
and usemployed of our society. Unfortunately, there is
a danger that some of the mew writers may be as uncritical
of  some more common ideologles (socialist,
communist, anarchist) as the earller writers were of sclence
and technology. Yes, these philosophies may be useful in
explainiog the warld,, but beyond a certain point they all
become Truth-traps.

The search for Truth is a danger-pitted path. SF is
at its noblest when its writers hypothesise and offer
explanations while writing with an iovestive skill that

challenges our perceptions and stretches our imaginatioms.
To reach for a non-existent absolute truth is to strait-
hckel the mind; what price imagination then?

present there are many o )G
olleangYmLhm-wuam,x UK 1 as 1o the

US. But in SF specifically there is a dtocernible movesent
among the technophiles that sees the SDI ("Star Vars™

a5 A Good Thing, and which is willing to suppart
a US Space amme at any price. Even ice is
the axing of civilian and commercial flights, with comtral
over the programme in the hands of the military. It is|
tempting to ask if this is the end function of s¥:
from prediction and investigation on the edges of sclence,|
to active promotion of government policy.

The ldealogles and people who promise absolute and
infallible truth are often seen by their followers as great,
good and kind, staunchly resisting the depradations of|
doubting barbarians. dollar-

se they and
This upsurge in need for the absolute Truth is reflected in
the veritable explosion in fantasy stories, films and games.
Thus it is the Fantasy genre that will be examined in Part
11 of this article, in a future issue

Suventies sappel whatever
faith in te-hnology that survived the dread and protests of
the 50s aud B0n  Sciesce and technology still bad their
tut they were In 5o way the majurity of pre-Dread

70s also seemed to put the dissesters to sissp.
[Such thal Ly the tise they began to realise that things had
u golvg wrong, and thal the Authoritarians of a Cecade
4g0 bad returned, seemingly stronger than before, it was too
ganlse effective resistance. This Is <

US whers the Noral Najarity-backed Autlusitar
e firaly ia the ascendant. In the UK, such
demvcratic and “resolute” politics seem to s on the

ns however,
sati

resained of the
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THE AITCHHTXER'S GUIDE TO THE GALAXY
- Douglas Adaws

(Heinemann, 1986, 590pp, £9.95]
Feviewed by Jim England

HUNOUR IS A FUNNY TRISG. THAT IT IS
quite different from wit (or ratber not
quite the same) and not at all easy to
define is the sart of statement Adams
might eastly have made (but does not)
in this book, in his characteristically
verbose fashion. It is

you
turfan Mega-Donkey?* (p.138) as funny
or (p15) the statement that 2000
years ago a man was “nailed to a tree
for saying how great it would be to be
nice to people for a change". I don't,
Adans is a Cambridge graduate in
English and former script editor of
Doctor Who who appears to like to see
his words in print (cf Asimov) much as
some people like to hear the sound of
their own voices. It matters not what
sense the words make, so lang as their
nusber is impressive. This book is too
long. Nost of it has appeared in print
before, has been broadcast as a radio
sertes, appeared on records and TV, and
is soon (according ta the author) to
be *a major motion picture". And here
it is again. It is, of course, intended
to be an anarchic romp based on old SF
clichés, and one finds echoes of the
Xarx Brothers, lewis Carroll, Coward
and the dialogues of Peter Cook and
Dudley Moore. It tsti-

f1lip, shallow and mcre nihilistic tham
amarchic. It is impossible to identify
with any of the characters because
they are impossible to believe in. The
sarrative prose is sloppy, colloguial
and not always correct English. There
are even a number of spelling errors.
the credit side, it is a fat
book with thick pages, very easy to
read, with short, episodic chapters to
sult readers with a low attention span.
A clue to the author's philosophy
may be found on p‘HO

the' noney and lng, then
Could g5 with the evertise

1 admit to sailing a !!ll times in
the course of reading the 590 pages
and lavghing once, on p.227 when some
bovine creature in one of the restau-

“I an the main Dish of the Day. Nay I

interest you in of my body? It
was a reltef to find something fumny,
so 1 can fairly say that I didn't find
1t all bad

FOUNDATION AND EARTH
(Graftan, 1986, 462pp, Py
Reviewed by Jon Vallace

c Astmov

reader who mamaged to penetrate the|
of will

ative gem, on the whole the journey
from prosaic beginning to the ending
(vhere Asimov creates a few more links
between his Robot serfes and the

AEVIEWS EDITED BY
Pl Kicaid

'mmmrnrmnmumm

ation series, and continues the sag:

the point where Foundation's e Rett
off. Golan Trevize is on Gaia and has
used his ability to make right dects-
ions based on incomplete evidence to
comnit the Galaxy to become one vast
interconnected organism, Galaxia. As|f
the book opens, he is agonising over
this decision, and making -v-ryunl'u
life bell. So he decides

incomplete evidence) that the key tn
whether or not this is a sound course

excuse for a very thin plotline, toms
of unnecessary wards and three major
|characters who spend all their time

oy o
e
.. @tc, etc for another 20 lines. And
wnuns J\st to 111 out space ..
Councilean, what is your
mmu' Lt “ne find dut ‘1T 1 fels
1

J'In this, Or Pelorat is

revize said,
*T have nn ﬂbj!nmﬂ to that," said
, *Dr Pelor

extra wurds there! This
padding out of the book is one of its
most overriding and obtrusive faults,
the whole thing has the feel of a much
shorter book which has been extensive- |
1y (and badly) rewritten to make it up
to a stipulated length. This is a large
voluse (462 pages) with ideas .nwn

the largest amount of frustration with
the book and its author.

always been noted for the scope of his
imagination rather than the quality of
his writing, and here he has good
tdess in plenty. Ideas about the way

sertes) is not really worth
the effart.

THE VENUS HUNTERS - J.G.Ballard
Gollancz, 1986, 142pp, £8.95]1
Reviewed by L.J.Hurst

_ [lana

THE VENUS HUNTERS VAS ORIGINALLY PUB-
lished as The Overloaded Nan by
Panther in paperback in 1967. In 1980
|they left out two stories (including
|the title story) and an article on sur-
realisn, added three stories from the
lnh seventies and published it under
the present title. Gollancz have now
published the collection for the first
time in hardback, as they have donme
with Ballard's other British 60's pap-

lespecially the invention never falters,
‘Now: Zero' and ‘Track 12', about
different ways of murdering p-apl-.

origtnal group.
Venus Hunters'
and narrative style to m

[Votces of Time' but ary the

o %e [kind of work exactly. They are Sniial

both deal with extraterrss—

g unusual alsc among Ballard's work in

[that the main characters find what
lthey are locking for, in that
success find their disastar.

Of the three stories added in
1980, ‘One Afternoon at Utah Beach' and
‘The Stxty Minute Zoom' are both abaut
unattractive bourgeois psychotics and
lack depth. But the masterwork of the
volume ts 'The Killing Ground', desc-
ribing the future war between British
resistance and the American army of
(occupation. From the first sentence,
where 1in typical Ballardian fashion
one word implies a massive sequence of
events prior to the story's start, to
the protagonist's death in the last,
Ballard combines a powerful narrative,
pays close detail to characterisation
and writes a brilliant analysis. Otber
people have said it before but it
deserves repesting - Ballard was there
irst. fie's still

Greg Bear
lGuHAncz 1986, 504pp, £10.95]
Reviewed by Nike Noir & nnyn Taylor

things would probably bappen which
made me sit up and say, yes that's how
1t will be. But he has tried to build
them fnto a framework which just
doesn't have the room to hold them.

The style is stilted, the
terisation is abysmal and altbough any

charac- | book

‘IN THE GREAT TRADITION OF ..' OUGHT
dustcover of

1is smack in en tradition of the

‘Grand Masters'. Nothing about it is
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restrained or understated, from {ts
stze to its concerns - Armageddon is a
sideshow hera! Vere it entirely
successful it would be one of
classics, and for a good half of the
book 1 belfeved Bear might have the
imaginative scope to bring it to a
satisfying conclusion. That he doesn't
is a disappointment rather than a
tragedy because he still hoists emough
kites to keep most of us fascinated.

In brief the background is the
sudden appearance in Earth orbit of an
artificially hollowed asteroid a mere

and some miles long. Of course
everything s not as 4 as in
2005 the sald asteroid is still mind-
ing its own business out there in the
asteroid belt. Naturally we earthlings
are keen to investigate and, this being
the Ameri get

g

sition preparatory to the explanation
his warks well. The plot bounds
along. The characters function well

wanted to know how be was going to
have a mathematician so radical in her
young thought nobody could comprehend
her and a Soviet space commando solve
the problem of a seemingly infinite
construct of probabilities.

The book falters, though, when the
focus switches from ‘us' coping with
the greatest opportunity and the
!mtnst causuupn- in human history,
stault 1y, to Bear's human 'aliens'
and their muy ey petty politics,
politics which have advanced hardly at
all with their technology (cause and
effect does not affect the process of
evolution in human society, it seems).
Vhat we are shown is interesting right
enough, fascinating in concept, but the
writing becomes fuzzy, the starytelling
the coincid-
cotncidental.
After careful reading and rereading

am still confused about certain ele-|

ments, and I don't think I ought to be.
Which, as ! say, is a disappointment.
Fevertheless, Fon is a big, fat, juicy
boak which is worth reading. Vhat more
reconmendation doss it need?  (X.T.)

OTHER PECPLE HAD A LOT OF NICE THINGS
to say about Blood Nusic, Bear's last
novel, and now we are told Eon is even
better. As far as I can tell, Bear is
attempting to join the big league, the
Nivens, Hetnlein's, Herberts, Asimovs
and Clarkes of this world, fon, and
ol ke 4, i1 s, iy, it B
there. will no doubt
planty of money, but what do we get’-‘
Eon ts a book full of startling
lations, strong imagination, and is
in scale. If you prefer the
to plot, style and characteris-

rev
grand

ation, then you should read this book,
you might love it
It starts in the year 2005 with

the|the arrival of a large asterold-like

object in earth orbit. After a number
of quickfire discoveries we learn that
not only s it hollow and a spacecraft
of human origin,
from an alternative earth future. The
next and most devastating discovery is
that the fnside of the hollow asteroid
is apparantly infinitely long. This is
Bear at his cleverest, because to
counterpoint this fact he has made the

whole novel hollow and apparantly
infinitely long.
I Bave to be careful reviewing

this book as even its packaging shows
me it is ocbviously not intended for
the likes of me. Bear may want to join

also choose to favourably campare Eom
to Stapledon's works and there they g0
too far. The scale of the book may
ainic some Stapledon, but otberwise it
15 entirely inferior.

The basic future scemario may be
thought out quite well, but there was

one major point that anmoyed me
perticularly. In both parallel earth
histories there was a contained

nuclear war in 1995 and a major one in
2005. Understandably,
kmown as the Little

Death the earlier cme is still known
a5 the Little Death. No-ome ever
thought of the Great Var as Vorld Var
1 until Vorld Var 2. I hate
partisan, but dammit the Littla Death
did wipe out much of England and
Vestern Eurcpe,

t was a considerable struggle to
finish this tome and I didn't enjoy it.
I found it shallow, colourless and at
best Bear is only a competent story-
teller. The characters serve no purpose
other than to react like dolls to each
and every revelation, In fact the
revelations are all there is and they
e just thrown in regularly every 50
pages in hope of keeping your interest.

be fair many people will get
enjoyment from this book, it's just I'm
not one of them. After thetr success
with Gibson, Gollancz nesded a new
rising American star. Vhat a shame it
had to be Greg Bear, why mnot Shepard,
Robinson, even  K.WV.Jeter?
Unfortunately the answer 1is simpl

1

Xass Narket Appea O0X.)

but also it comes [among

make stupid remarks and idiotic mis-
takes - just like us. And in how many
fantasy novels do you come across an
emotionally retarded girl coping with
the trauma of her first period?

sn-xsou-nzon-nmmw
write a parody. nclude,
others, a n-:y knight, a e,
with a broken horn, a wicked witch, a
somewhat pissed-off magician, a Cock-
ney crow who's seen life and ain't
{mpressed, and a garrulous goldfish.
The plot overflows with hackneyed hack
fantasy situations. It has to be deli-
berate: Ns Brown must be extracting
the ichael, surely.

But the problem fs, {n ustng all
these stock characters and situations,
she falls into a sticky gooimess which
is ultimately retch-worthy. A spoof
should be clean and tight, and very
|carefully bandled. It's no good if a

becomes just another example of
ing - which is

you lotr

But over all, if you like over-

the-tap achmaitey ‘tantany, you'll enoy
1 throw

BEST SF OF THE YEAR 15 - Bdited by
erry Carr

(Gollancz, 1986, 365pp, £10.95 hardback,
£3.95 paperback

1
Reviewed by Ntk arton

BEST OF 1085, INCLUDING SILVERBERG'S
Webula winning ‘Sailing to Byzantium;

in all and good value for money.
Terry Carr is well known for selecting
winners in his collections and, besides
the excellent Silverberg, there are the
redoubtable  Shepard's ‘A Spanish
Lesson', Bishop's ‘A Gift from the
Graylanders' and Vatson's imaginative
leap, ‘The Peaple on the Precipice’, all
worthy of awards,

Silverberg's character, Phillips,
finds hinself in a future Earth which
only possesses five cities - always
only five, though their sites and style
change as robots pull down, say, Chic
ago and replace it with Constantinople.
Time ar n 1 felt Silverberg was
utilizing his vast amount of research
for non-fiction (and fictfon, viz Lord
of Darkness) to a point of wish-ful-

paeas

THE UNLIKELY ONES - Mary Br
[Century, 1986, 426pp, £5.95
Reviewed by David V. Barrett

. to
those to come. At about 60 pages it is
quite long, though not loog enoughi
literate and full of feeling, but

MARY BROVN HAS FALLEN SONEVHAT UNCO-
nfortably betwsen three stools with
this fantasy novel. She's clearly set

make realistic: the char-

acters ars all flawed, have hang-ups,

the top, shawing off Sitvertarg'e,

It was nicely done, the carruption of
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the natives was peatly revealed.

the pictures are not
chronological. Besides, the film snows
up after viewing: perbaps man's vivid
memory is still best, nost precious?
David Zindell's 'Shanidar' takes
place on an arctic world where
reshaping humans by chemical, surgical
and other means is possible; it is a
quest, a parable and a love story, and
works; ; pity about the obvicus ending.
‘All my Darling

who squirm
- it's blatan

and not pleasant. The intention was to
character

viewpoint, and it succeeds.

TheTiptree was about an adales-

cent making First Contact and bow that
bonded the

‘s Highly recomnended

The Clavering Chronicle’ which
depicts an actual act of sex, something
which, with women's knickers, seems to
be an obeession of the author's; but a
disturbing stary can reverberate in
the mind for years, as with 'Alice in
Bellington Lane', in which a Vonder-
landish Alice mnever does realise the
horror of where she is or what
happened to her.

These are very sophisticated
storfes for a children's market, but
the finer details should emerge with
sach reading. A whimsical and cynical
sense of humour and fine characteris-
ation are present in all the stories,

basically it's another Quest in which
wizards take on warriorly attributes
and warriors acquire wizardly skills.

1 feel most fVector readers
will find it far too undemanding, but
you should give it a try just for the
sheer relaxation it brings. And do
reconmend it younger readers

bas [ theyll lap it up

THE OF ENGLISH GHOST
STORIES - Ed. MNichael Cox & RA.
Gilbert

(Ostord Untversity Press, 1986, S04pp,
951

Rt by Rosemary Pardoe

but especially poignant in ‘Great

Grandad is in the Attic' and 'Eight for

Dinner'. And is it the ghost who finds
man

1n | tnitive

THIS BOOK IS INTENDED TO BE THE DEF-
of 'English Ghost

a young
‘The House on the Eill'?

THE VIZARDS AND THE VARRIORS -
Hugh Cook

two
it's sentimental, and even the downbeat
lmﬂn‘ 1s hope-filled.
e only dud was Fowler's
'Praxt , 10 a future where play-acti
was the only real world, where life
Seemed pretty cheap, but the decadent
sicreal wxld sever case alive for me.
ce precludes writing much
mare. sumc- it to say, the book is
recommended. But with Terry Carr's
Ky didn't

reputation as a selector,
really need me to tell

TALES TER EAUNTED BOUSE -
R.Chetwynd- Bly!s ye= 76pp)

THE SBCOND AFTER NIDNIGHT
STORIES - Ed uy lym 188pp)
(Villian Kimber, 1986, 28.95 each]
Reviewed by Terry

(Golin Saythe, 1080, 3Sigp, £2.95)
{Cargt, 1986, £2.
Reviewed by Ken Toke

Stortes":
ition but not mecessarily by Engl:
authors. Thue Sir valter Scott and J.

storfes in the English trad-

ical arder, which is useful
for the insight it gives inta changes
in the ghostly tale over the years, but

NEV ZEALANDER HUGH COOK'S FIRST NOVEL
was FPlague Summer (1980); his next,
The Shift, made him a finalist in the
1985 Times/Cape Young Vriters!

ition and will appear early in 1987.
This book, first of a serfes with the

Darkness, is unfortunately described in
the publisher’s blurb as *a spectacul
fantasy epic to rival The Belgariad
and The Chromicles of Thosas Covesant.

1 say "unfortunately® for two rea-
sons: first, this is less a

THE SECOND BOOK OF AFTER NIDNIGHT|
Storfes is a disappointing children's
including works by
and  Brian
and Lumley display
quality writing and lack of inventive-
ness also found in 'French
Lesson' by Patrick Biggle.
better is Lanyon Jomes's ‘A Dickens:
Christmas’, concerning the rebirth of
youth and love, and slightly worse is
Alma Priestly's ‘The Old Elm' - “mebbe”
for *maybe" is used in the text, some-
thing to be avoided in & children's
story. JClIrewin's 'Night Ferry' is
sppallingly written, even mare|
by the number of asides it

Xargaret Chilvers Cooper's “Hapotecn to
Josephine' - a delightful study of
Josephine, a 14-year-old who outwits
her ghastly relatives and discovers
her recently-deceased aunt's secret.

In comparison, Tales from the
Haunted House contains seven staries,
four of which are excellent.

A chill is quickly forgotten, as

readers, replete with tes and
baddies, with every step and character
set out in simple words and sentences;

secondly, we're all fed up with rivals
to these works which were poorly
written and vastly over-hyped.

Colin Smythe is a spectality pub- |
lisher whose most well-known and|
successful works have been those by
Terry Pratchett (the most recent are
The Colour of Magic and The Light
Fantastic). These too had an air of
*junior fun" about them, but were
deeply ironic and camplexly structured
to illustrate the author's grasp of the
really funny side of fantasy fiction.
Hugh Cook, by contrast, has provided
us with a juvenile adventure - and one
that will appeal, 1 am sure, to many
fans «locking for a somewbat less
demanding late-night read than is
offered by most fantasy warks.

The sentences are brief, their
‘structure simple; the action is vivid
(I liked the idea of attacking by
[nobilising o moustain to fight fnr

Campet- | spend

|also tends to emphasise the one or twa
notable omissions. Of 11 pre-1900
stories only four are by wor
|prising inbalance since the editors
e time in their introduction
aiscussing the importance of Victorian
lady writers. Nrs Oliphant's ‘The Open

1d certainly have been

general title Chronicles of an Age of |Door'

included. It would also have been nice

marred by the omission of anything by
Famsey Campbell.

Yost otber types of Eoglish ghost
stary, however, are well re
The three grestest writers in e
genre, anu, M.R. James and Vernon
Lee, all appear with good stories, and
there a particularly genercus
selection "in the X.R. James tradition®,
| including tales by E.G. Swain, Arthur
loray and Christopher Voodforde which
have never previcusly been reprinted.

There are times when the choice

Charles Linkworth!, for instance),
the editors have made several umex-
pected selections which bave paid off.
It 1s good to see BEdith Vharton's
excellent 'Nr Jomes' instead of her
oft-reprinted ‘Aftervard’, and V.F.
Harvey 1is represented not by ‘The
Ankardyne Pew' but by the frightening
little tale, 'The Clock'.

The Oxford Book of English Ghost
Stores inevitably includes a number of
very well-known tales, but this is
forgivable, In their fairly short but

Cox and

you and mostl;

bottles, Vords of Power). The Pl
ters are all easy to understand, their

Gilbert say "Ve have tried to strike a
Beigios. Seiynio, tie expectations of

are clear and
 their reactions uppeanngxy obvious.

to whom several of the
smrilu will be familiar, and the needs

[There are nice turns of phrase, but

of the reader coming fresh to the




VICIOR

genre". 1 think they bave
rather well. The book is finisbed off
with & good bibliography.

TEE GHOST STORIES OF X.R.
Selected by Nichael Cox
(Oxford University Press, 1986, 224pp,
212.95)

Reviewed by Rosemary Pardoe

JANES

jed (a5 a fine writer with some excellent

ideas, and in this book he bas taken
two fairly comman SF concepts of alien
1ife and applied them in a fascinating
manner to create races that 'live'.
Unfortunately his husans are tot-
ally unbelieveable. Vorse, Our Hero £
completely unlfkeable! SF readers
book-orfented, thinking people; how b=
we empathise with a hero who is, not

THERE ARE 33 PUBLISHED GHOST STORIES
by NEJames. This new,
book contains a well-chosen selection
of rang: rom the earliest,
‘Canon Alberic's Scrapbook' (1893), to
'A Vignette' (published posthumously in
1936), James is widely acknowledged as
the greatest writer of English ghost
storfes, and ose given here
demonstrate his unsurpassed ability to
creste a chill of horror with a few
carefully and wittily selected words.
To complement the staries, Rosalind
Caldecott has provided a large number
of illustrations, beautifully drawn in
pencil. Xost of these are of buildings
and architectural details described in
the text, but some portray scemes from
the stories, all in a subtle and under-
tated manner. They are in perfect
keeping with the prose.

storfes are selected

[Z]

by

the information on the ghost

stories given in the biography and
enlarged 1t, both mma;npmc-

critically.

include

upon
ally and
1

to put too fine a point on it, thick?
Baving alienated our interest in
this way, he creates a female protag-
onist who's inhuman in virtually everyl
way, and has the two interact through
a serfes of set pieces in which bath
behave like retarded 15-year-olds. Is
1t surprising the rest of the human
race is depicted as unfeeling, unthink-
ing, callous and pretty stupid?
Our Hero's name is Jim Vander,
can you believe, and his beloved space-
ship is ‘AndFriend’. Like that, in one
word - and nobody laughs! Nome of the
characters have ever read a book, list-
ened to serious music, had a thought
that wasn't controlled by the strictest
of nmilitary disctplines (what is it
about freedom-loving Yanks that makes
them suckers for the Army's rigid
thought-and-behaviour structure?). Yt
- and this beggars belief - the moment
our thick Hero and his intellectual
life's
meantng,

which lacks even the concepts ‘matter’,
‘life’ and ‘betng’.

Finally we have the totally unbe-
lfevable (yes, six times before break-

a(
the people and places most important|
to James (some, but by no means all,
also appesr in the biography). Most
interesti: are some early and
previously unpublished sketches by
James McBryde for the first edition of|
Ghost Storfes of an Antiguary. Only
four drawings were completed before
McBryde died in 1904, but fortunately
a fey sketches for the other planned
{llustrations have survived. Rough as
they are, it is good to have them in
print at last.

N.RJames died in 1936, so went
out of copyright at the end of 1986
As expect  to
several collections of his ghost
storfes soon, but few will be of any
value. Nichael Cox 1is
qualified than anmyone to compile a
selection of James's tales, and The|
Ghost Staries of N.R.James is the first
of two which he has edited (the second
will be published 1in OUP's Vorld's
Classics series). These are undoubtedly

She ones you chould by,

written
ter | characters._And that's cheating!

' where genius Mary
falls head over hesls in love with
moron Jim - all in the space of five
seconds and before the disbelieving
eyes of arch plot mover General ollen.

y |Sorry - four out of ten for a story

that deserved eight in other hands.
Two thoughts: first, this is
s0 blatantly a misapplication of the
concepts in Haldeman's superb The|
Forever War that I'd have expected
Dickson at least to change the title.
And finally: this is the textbook
example of an author setting up a

Niddle East MNaurice's parents leave
him with ber because of his asthmatic

be accidentally
discovers how to travel back in time,
through the dreams of those buried in
the cemetery, and meets the enigmatic
Noth. Gradually, Be realises that she

half a century earlier, but

her ambiguous warnings about
danger he is in.
Maurice's experiments with the

superna are contrasted with his
inability to relate to the real world.

He refuses to be drawn out of his
self-inposed  cocoon  of  illness,
rejecting all offers of help and

friendship. The underlying message is
that, however indirectly, the majority
of his troubles are of his own making.
He is a disagreeable ohild, meddling
with forces he doesn't understand and
prying into his aunt's atfatrs. Yet,
bis difficulties engage reader's

synpathy, and cne is genuinely relieved
1 from

when he 1ly escapes the

influence of the cemetery's
Ann

readers
daeeptlw)y oy
developing the atmosphers with subtle
touches, mirroring Naurice's initial
disbelief and reluctant acceptance of
the professar's discoveries, and only
revealing the full horrar of his plight|
when be is trapped in the graveyard.
It's a welcome change to read a ghost
stary which still leaves some work to
the reader's imagination.

The Chimney Vitches is 2o
altogether more robust story concern-
ing Ellen's magical adventures during
a hunt for a missing medallion on

Hallowe'sn. rrative e full of
inventive touches, and the characters
‘are well-drawn. The is
embellished with silhovette illust-
rations in the style of Jan Pienkowski,
and whilst it is probably intended for
younger readers 1 thoroughly enjoyed

the ronps

a

bogus plot by making his

stupid that the; olve a lleh

y cannot sol
see|problem, and attempting to hide that

solution from us by giving us the same
linitations into  the

THE CENTAURI DEVICE - X. John Harrison
(Allen & Unwin, 1986, 212pp, £2.951
Reviewed by Maureen Porter

KING DEATH'S GARDEN - Ann Hala:

mr:mu Books, 1966, 126pp, £6.951
VITCEES Victoria

vnwnd

(Orchard Books, 1986, 143pp, £5.95)

Reviewed by Maureen Porter

DEVICE,  ORIGINALLY

published in 1975, and now available
agatn mmun Unwin's Oron imprint, is
a curious undoubtedly
space , being matnly cancerned
with a lot of people looking for Jobn
Truck who, as the last surviving

XAN - Gordon R. Dickson
(Ace, 1986, 375pp, $16.95]
Reviewed by Ken Lake

Centauran, hn)dl the tional

KING DEATH'S GARDEN 1S THE STORY OF
Maurice's increasing obsession with the

1 HAVE ALVAYS REGARDED GORDON DICKSON

secrets of the eponymous device i his
Fmti: u)my Needless to say, the
chase across vast partions of
the guhxy

Yet by the same token it is rare

beliefs of a long-dead
profess: his great former
clplaver " Vhen tbey e i o Ao

to encounter a space opera with such
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complex plotting, not to mention well-
characterisation and

1san are
his tale and leave it at that. Ratber,
he sketches in the decadent subculture,
in which Jobn Truck is forced to move,
composed of gangsters, drug pushers
and flamboyant and wealthy eccentrics.
He's probably the first and perhaps
the only writer to create a space part
soclety one can believe in, a socisty
that whilst squalid is still undeniably
attractive,

It has flaws. It seems clear that
the author would like to break free of
the restraints of his chosen form, and,

is more inf in the peripheral
chas he's created. The plat is
tortuous at times, with several
extended di tons to

soctety in which Truck is living. It's
warth

BACKTRACK - Peter Hunt
Uulia NacRae, 1986, 136pp, £7.25)
Reviewed by Paul Brazier

the|of all ages.

CLUNY THE SCOURGE, FEARSOE nr vu-

Redwall.

peace-loving religious order of mice
and other woodland Creatures.
was founded by the great

warrior-mouse Nartin whose help is now
sorely needed. The young novice Natt-
hias seems to develop in both strength
and wisdom as he guides the other
sntmals in their desperate struggle.
Has Martin mysteriously returned? The
story includes the quest for Nartin's
sword, numerous battles and adventures
and a confrontation with the fright-
ening adder Asmodess befare it is
brought to its satisfying conclusion.
Redvall can be read by children
Its blurb groups it with
Duncton Vood and Vatership Down but in
both those books the animals live and

The [book related to every other, although

good does win, and everyone lives
bappily ever nn.er. as they should in
all the best Lryu.\s This is one of
the very best fal

T mrative 15
dense, every minor incident

intricate and
in the

this isn't always immediately obvious.
But Ns Vynne Jones keeps firm control
throughout the novel and the ecomomy
of her plotting becomes apparent as it
progresses. Her characters are very
very human in their weaknesses,
and abave all extremely believable. She
also has the rare to turn
magic into an acceptable everyday sort
of without destroying  the
wander.

Howl's Noving Castle is ancther
gem from the fertile imagimation of
Diana Vynne Jomes, and undoubtedly her
best work to date, succeedis 1t
in combining sly and subtle

and

=]

bebave as animals.

. The
phiss of Redwall puts it more in a|cl

Class with The Vind in the Villows.
The idyllic life at the abbey prior to
Cluny's attack is illustrated by
slap-up feast which would have given
any real animal severe indigestion.
That said, are striking

THERE'S LITTLE SF OR F HERE. TVO ADOL-
escents, by and girl, both had great-
uncles involved in a local early 20th
century train crash, set out to find
its cause during their summer holidays.

as if it were Afs parrative.

of opinion. However,
another problem.

This disruption makes the narrat-
ive unreliable. But as the
children's investigation is exhaustive
of written records and primary sources
(the older villagers' reminiscences)
which also prove unreliable, it left me
uncertain as to why they came to the
conclusion they did.

Vhat bothered m however,
was the children's attitudes to one
anotber. Kids of this age would be far
more intemt on 4 each other
than
historical event.
their “developing relaticnship®
didn't see it. From the they
seen sexually knowledgesble, but not
aware of one ancther this way.

Perhaps this is a true account of
this kind of child. Perbaps I have a

1t

per}
very book. Intellectually, I'm sure
a valld case ve for this
book's attitudes. I can only say it

b wrong to ue.

ts | ta

sud convinoing, Clusy fe vindictive end
dangerous  yet hereas

a | of the book

husour,
naracters grxppnng and
inventive plut which keeps the reader
gecing right up to the final pages
e e
THE VANDERING FIRE - Guy Gavriel Kay
[Allen & Unwin, 1986, 298pp, £10.95)
Reviewed by Helen McHabb

Asmodeus 1s almost s\rporutunl.\y

convincing char
who talk like comic-strip Red Indians
Seht: Wiy antmals alvays seem
tereotyped: mice the goodies,
nts e baddien aad fores the sl |
double-crossers? It might be interest-
ing to try it the other way round.
h the chapters are extremely
short - with handsomely illustrated
headings by Gary Chalk Redwall

builds up a considerable momentum. Its
style is clear and concise and its
characters are memorable

uirrel Silent Sam will win a few
hearts.
1

It is a compelling first novel.|
1f Disney should pick up the
ta?

[Xethuen, 1986, 212pp, £7.951
Maureen Porter

1 RECEIVED THIS BOOK VITH PLEASURE
and anticipation. It is volume 2 of the
Fionavar Tapestry which began with The
Summer Tree, a book which ended in
such suspense that I greeted the arri-
val of this with acclaim, began it with
enthusiasm, and put it down in disbe-
lief on page 34 when King Arthur was
| resurrected. Kay has tod many
mythologies to create Fionavar and my
credulity reached snapping point when
Kim Artbur. However I could
not stop reading there so 1 continued,
|albett with dampened enthusiasm.

In many respects this
excellent book, as was its predecessor.
Kay's writing is fluent and convincing,
at’ times even poetic, and is never jar—
ring or pretentious. His character-
isation is good, I was interested in
the pecple in the stary, and they are|
people, not mere puppets moving when
the relevant string is pulled. Vhen one
of them dies I found myself crying,
which says a lot about my emotiomal

s an

Reviewed by
IS INGARY, NOTHING IS QUITE AS IT
seems. Howl isn't the evil magician

pecple believe him to be, simply a
reckless young wizard, susceptible to a
pretty face. Sophie isn't really an old

n, but a victim of the Vitch of
the Vaste's evil spell, and that as the
reeult of mistskes idutity. Add to
this the fact that Sop! sisters
have a habit of svuppsng mnmy. not
to mention falling in love with other

REDVALL - Brian Jacques
(Hutchinson, 1986, 351pp, £7.95)
Reviewed by Barbara Davies

of the Vitch's spells, also
that Howl's fire demon wants Sophle to
set him free, and the stage is set for

a great deal of confusion. Eventually,

with them. The plotting is
intense than in The Summer Tree
because it bas grown from the situ-
ation in that volume while setting the

for the confrom

less

scene for tation in the
next, but it 1s still unpredictable, I
didn't guess the ending. In all these

1t 1s an admirable book, but
the praise is still qualified by doubts
which cannot be resolved until the
work can be judged as a whole.

The books are cme long marrative
and are not in any way independant so
it is impossible to gauge the success
of the author's endeavor until it is
complete. My doubts lie, as they did in
The Summer Tree, in the mythology he
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has created which, probably because it
15 based on so many Gther mythologies,

back to Buripides.
Dad

work,
since 1 en
and would be disappointed to see them
fail. Kay's cancept of the world as a
Tapestry where all the separate
strands combine to form something
complete in itself is appealing and
original but it's impossible to say yet

DAD'S NUKE - Marc Laidlaw

Johnson himself echoes comic—
even the

terrains of Oedipus are all detectable
in the fictive substrata. Satire and
symbol, farce and fantasy are so
uncomfortably yet so adroitly mixed
ttat Sgsllinautry perhape ressiss the
o5t word.

THE SILVER NETAL LOVER - Tanith Lee
SECOND NATURE - Cherry Vilder

(Allen & Unwin, 1086, 240pp & 254pp,
22.95 & £3.50

Reviewed by Helen NcNabb

[Gollancz, 1986, 255pp, 29.951
Reviewed by K.V.Batley

GALLINAUFEY - A VORD NOT OFTEN USED
now. You could apply it to this book
in its OED meaning of "a ridiculous
medley”, though using “ridiculous® mot
pejoratively, but to signify comically
(and  blackly)  prey
Jobnson 1s head of a family living in
a west coast residential enclave. The
house, guarded by automated semsors
and bristling with disguised artillery,
has a home-made nuclear reactor in the
garage. A lead-lined baby Johnson ests
the waste and excretes plutonium. Plug-
in sims make absence from the neigh-

who forsakes the family on discovering

bisself not anly to be gey, but
genetically programmed so to
o Cotblemtons Bl

it's  wild

gty i stn ae wall a8 for real, as

there in year-long subjective trauma.
Satire and symbolism emerge pro-
gressively more distinctly as the
aarrative’ takas shape. Consumeriss io
satirised in the Carte fundamen-—
falst right and other e
his militants; sundry secret
in
Beneath the satire run veins of sym-

evels.
bis Church of the Open Road initiatiom,
or in the getaway, runs a maze of sub-
conscious and dream imagery, epitca-
ised in his guerilla-escorted esca

.| Jane

THERE SHOULD BE A VORD TO DESCRIBE
books which are middle of the road,
books which are readable, a pleasant
but undemanding way of passing a train
Journey, the literary equivalent to the
‘easy listening' category in record
shops. Both these books come into what
could be called ‘easy reading', they are
better than mediccre but nothing to
get excited about.

The Stlver Netal Lover is a rom-
ance, the love affair of a girl and a
super duper adroid with something
extra which makes him almost human.
The book 1s set in an entirely credible
future society drawn in considerable
depth and with some subtlety. Although
the heroine is portrayed in much
more detail than the rest of
characters who tend to be types rather
than individuals, on the whole it is

the [al1e

for their opinions on Omega, whether
it will be good ar bad for humanity.
mu character, introduced very ur!y
is later rey urdersd
t.hxs has anything to do with the sn:ry
1t certainly wasn't ocbvious and there
are other loose ends that annoyed me.
“future scenarios® are

specifically detailed to be believeable,
To forecast humanity's path could be
possible - but not the date of a part-
icular person's death. The whole book
revolves around the argument as to
whether the computer is good or evil.
The eventual answer is supposedly left
open, but the future
‘good") -

prediction of the

1t therefore seems illogical that (in
the alternative pradiction) the ‘evil’
Omega didn't simply do this rather
than conning humanity into cbeying him
until the point where 2 could
dos the ozame layer and with it
bumanity. Vhat action there is
before Omega ‘takes over' and most of
the information we are given is in the
forn of predictions with no
explanation of why pecple would obey
Omega when he, for example, tells the
nations of the world to lay down their
arns. Vhole new vistas would be cpened
up 1f Omega had control of weapons —
but txu- 1s not apparantly the case.

to be switched on in
1996 As reasonable, for 1996 to appear
50 frequestly (the length of Omega's
usefulness, the
generations® to the perfect computer,

enjoyable, suffictently involving toland a couple of of occurrences)

keep at bay. puzzles me! The cover put me off (for
Fature is wider in scope(no reason 1 can explain) and the

but as it fails to fill in its blank |content didn't alter my first opinion

spaces 1t is less satisfying. It is set
in a world where a human ship crash
Tasian o leal yairm previoily
and the main plot elements the
search for the esca st
crashed ship, the hopes that the Vail
(a sort of omnisclent sea monster)
will reappear, and a minor lave story
subplot. There are also extra alfens,
talk about circumnavigating the warld
and other bits which add little to the
story and seem to have no real point.
It is readable but not cohesive, it
doesn't a complete work some—

became
Sow, ty achully’ pivas the fajemeeiia
which has been
publishing

a

1t

SO FICTEN: TEN RIPLORATIONS -
c
a uclﬂln 1088, 24055 220
Reviewed by David Vingrove

goun long cenent Lanes through untrissed
trees, old higheays over
iceplant, slgivs Joving slovly it vith
strange $ysbols
- warnin take

nether road. He is Pllgrin Christian

OMBGA - Raymond Leonard
[Poplar Press, 1986, 197pp, £9.951
Reviewed by Keith Freeman

at the end of an age, Elder brother
vu-gus wanderings - pligged-in or
“real*, are in a dimension where they
“sall on & fragmented sea

Homericana®, one "not dark
but with ofl and mercury®.

with wine,
He yearns

THIS 1S THE STORY OF THE INCEPTION OF

“super-computer” to direct human-
kind's progress from 1996 onwards. The
characters seem to have little basis

AS THE TITLE SUGGESTS, THIS EXPLOR-
ation of science fiction takes as its
approach a study of ten authors - more
precisely, one work by each of those
authors - covering the genre's history
from 1951 to 1983. Such an approach
might provide us with an insight into
what modern SF is. Nuch depends, how-
on the choice of authar, wark
perbaps most important, author's
standpoint. Manlove is a Reader in
English Literature at Edinburgh Univ-
ersity and his previous work tackled
Fantasy in much the same way that he
takes on SF here. One is immediately
on one's guard. Is this simply another
academtc ‘doing’ science fiction?
Having read, re-read and thought
bard on the matter, I'm still in two
minds. There's little doubt Nanlove
knows the texts exbaustively, and has
done us the honour of reading around
his chosen subject matter. Nome of
these works is presented in isolation,
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but within the broader comtext of the
author's work. That said, there's a
nagging doubt that he actually under-

broader context of SF
I must defend such a statement,

science fiction - the usual
1iterit-psychoanalytical approach of
the movice !smr‘hutm'-tw
grips with the ‘this-ness' of He
concentrates on  world-bu

s much in pricing it so hig]
Part of the disappointment is in

the seemingly haphazard selection

his subjects, To begin with Asimov's

Aldiss's
Stlverberg's
Your

Rendezvous with Rama and Volfe's Book
of the New Sun are all comprehensible
choices. But then there's alsc Fohl's

glimpse the complexity and diversity
of SF. A debate that includes Simak

lex definition of science fiction from
these more
than a collection of tem essays, it is,
in a sense, an overview. And it is as
an overview that I found it lacking.

On certain authors NManlove is not
merely accurate but and
thought-provoking. Pohl and Farmer are
good value in this respect. But often
bis judgement is suspect, particularly
in respect of Radix. There, more than
anywhere, Xanlove's miscomprehension
of what makes good SF shows itself.
lacking context he seems umable ta
distinguish is derived
and what is brilliantly inventive. He
has done sterling work in assimilating
a genre from an outsider's viewpoiat,
but one knows that he hasn't grown up
with it Vell-researched as it is, it

there's not

been 3

natural love of the field formulating |THE OTHERS

nder- | (Xethuen, 1986, 208pp, £7.951
Thomason

these judgements, nor = wide u
standing of where invention leaves off
and derivation begins.

1 don't want to damn this volume.

1 enjoyed it. arguing with it
and against it. And that's, in a way, 2
tion, copsi how many

acadenic books are fust plain desthly.
There are real insights in this volume|
and, thankfully, no condescension. For

| axy,

THE VATCHER - Jane Palme:
[Vomen's Press, 1986, 177pp, £2.501
Reviewed by Ed. James

lus ir1enﬂly teacher understands that
revolutionaries bave to
mx and act stupid sometimes, to fool

THE BIRD-LIKE OJALIE LIVE IN OUR GAL-
though it seems mare like a cosy
back-garden. Vien the Star Dancer dra-
ins the Ojalie emergy pools it escapes

But Ojalie tracking stations

its destination in seconds;

given w using -xmrmguﬂ«
 os

nau ion vaves for
oialie
instantaneous
} using
o mnmy wug
en't been so easy since
x.x‘s-m omttd b echan: Siryts
since before Veinbaum. Must we conc-

Douglas Adams or Terry Pratchett (al-
though Joy Hibbert compared her to the
former in PE5); che is indeed witty,
in a dry, quiet, and very British way,
but the subject of her wit is not

itself, but (even when writing of the
alfen Ojalie) human fallibility. 1 find
it difficult to believe that it is a
¥ send-up* at all. It reads mare

the rest of the SF field - or is quite
ignorant of it - and merely uses scme
of its clichés to its own ends.
Vhich makes it fresh, interesting,
at times intensely irritating.

androtd, and proves to be .
RAToM 1b v At e Vabsier, e of
those  who the laws of the
universe, very implausibly, in the last
sentence, turns out, well I never!, to
It ic not the plot which makes
it an entertaining read, but the char-
acters, their quirky livee, and Jane
Palmer’s intelligent and ironic cammen-
tary upon them. In sum, an acquired
taste, which I just about acquired on a

lude that s Palmer has read no SF (or | Doctos

1ike a novel which deliberately ignores o

the Bad Guys who are runat
mests Venti, a dress desig-
ner of the Others who has sneaked away

fantaey. oddly overlays a disturbing
flactd

only sllghuy dlstorted. Ergos father
is an ineffectually violent man who
suffers a stroke-analogue and goes
into hospital, Ergo's mother consents
to an operation which is in effect a
mercy-killing, to silence him, Ergo has
LRI dslives. dboi Ml geRds
mother, in an old people's home. He
Hile ter by bewayls dac o the
r. Pregnant women, summoned
the clinic for mysterious scans,
balf-realise that their unborn babies
are being moulded, deformed by the
interaction (interbreeding?) of machine
Sicxy A balploal eatesy.

Ana the book is actu-
ally a plct\n" of the inside of a real-
life Erga's head; the frustrations and
fantasies of a youth at the Tech who
dreams of riding the Vall of Death
despite secretly despising his mates'
rigid macho code. A lad wbo is longing

thing

publish such easily accessible fantas-
ies is yours to judge On the whole, I

and (ithink any break in the armour of young

male convention is good. This is the
and

book  kindly
librarians hand out to the lads in the
B stream to try t them reading
for pleasure. 1 hope it worl

THE TRAVAILS OF JANE SAINT AND OTHER

STORIES - Josephine Saxton

[omen'a Eress, 1986, 1045p; £2.90)
HELL

LITTLE - Josephine
Saxtar

[Paadera, 1904, 465 000 BAEINAGE)
£3.95 pay

Reviewed hy Pmﬂ Kincatd

second reading, but it bears little

her first Vomen's Press navel,
Flanet Dweller; those who did should

mjoy The Vatcher even mor
a

- Alison Prince

Reviewed by Sue

THIS CONPETENT JUVENILE USES THE
trappings of SF to gloss a standard
‘teen resding' blend of romance and
gritty realiss. Ergo is a designer-bred

shich, 1 guess. ve suct be gratefu e

ANYONE FANILIAR VITH HER SF VILL KNOV

What to expect from the first of these
collections by Josephine Saxton. She
doesn't so much write science fiction
as a brand of surrealism, wild, ludi-
crous, full of coincidence, and seem-
ingly written in one glorious flood of
creativity. To read one of ber stories
is to embark upon an adventure through
a dreamscape where the normal rules do
not apply. Vhen Jane Saint quests for
ber lost daughters she is accompanied
bylmhngdqlndnlmslmede
Beauvoir as ound side—
b, Vi i vl 8 Dl et
is the cue for parties and the assass-
ination of the ome person who might

jerground
workers, and goes to the Tek,

Bold out hope for our survival. Vhen
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Gordan, solitary ruler of a qmm of
a planet, wishes to choose the mother
of his heir from the female
aytomatons that attend bim, it depends
on a game of and  unsuspected
machinations by the women. The stories
are full of feminist synbols and argu-
nts, they are also vivacious, vivid,
1

and explorations of the
furthest shores of our ldterature and
our ps;

“The Travails of Jane Satat!,

examples of Saxton's distinctive brand
of free-wheeling SF, but 'The Nessage',
perhaps the best thing she has written
to date, marks a significant change of
direction. It {s darker, grimly
realistic, full of modern urban life,
touching in its unsentimental portrait
of an old lady, and in the end
wanderfully 1ife-aff:
I

Points the way towards|ref

the more recent storfes gathered in

ions, food and bolidays. These are full
of sharply rceived horrors, the|
exquisitely awful plumbing in Morocco,
a disastrous spaghetti for a would-be
stylish lunch party. They hark
constantly back to the 40's, 50's and

been - 1 certainly wouldn't advise any
collector to pay too much attention to

them. Chris Evans' entry, for example, |American

omits his latest novel (though the
book 1s supposed to have been revised
up to 1985), and includes ome short
story written, presumably,
Christopher Evans. Davi
entry lists a fanzine article. As for
the essays, well there's little consis-
tency here. David Brin gets a page and
a balf, Lloyd Artbur Echbach nearly a
page, Christopher Evans less than a
third of a column. An otherwise exce
lent article on Josephine Saxton pays
no attention to anything written since
1971. Many of the critics are familiar
tn Gary Volfe, Colin Greenland,
others appear to have had little or no
previous involvement in SF. The results

and is hardly disturbed by the disc—

overy that the villain is really an
imposter. Though the

that he is a mad scientist with a nom-

VASP name does devalue his criticisms

of America's ruinous greed.

Like Rambo with a halo this must
be balm to America's psychological
wounds; to others it must appear as
insolently irrelevant as the baseball

morld certcet
THE BORN - Judith Tarr

{Bantan, 1986, 272pp, £9.951

Reviewed by Chris Barker

THE GOLDEN HORN IS THE SECOND VOLUE
in the mew fantasy trilogy, The Hound
and the Falcon - and, for a change, it
is a true trilogy, ie. The Golden Horn
is a novel and can be

are predictably varied, some are
excellent capsule of an
author's work, others are woefully

inadequate. And though the book is up
to date enough for the essayist onm
Villian Kotzwinkle to refer at some
length to his 1985 novel ET:
of the Green FPlanet, there is mno
erence to significant pew writers
such as Gwyneth Jones and Geaff Ryman.

Fevertheless, this is an axe-nnn

work of reference whose st
outweigh its weaknesses

'S END - Vhitley Strieber &
James Kunetka

[Grafton, 1986, 418pp, £10.95]
Reviewed by Mike Dickinson

The Book|The tril

read without baving delved into The
Isle of Glass, though a fuller back-
ground to the principal characters can
be found by reading that first book.
ogy 1s centred around Alf, once
2 monk, and his quest to recancile his
splos uibtinty W B daue
ctly un-human nature powers,

the Mmtorical bioveloth o

Knight/Priest, Jehan, and in The Galden
Horn the action takes p!
Constantinople at the time of its xun.
during the Fourth Crusade,
The balance between histary,
thealogy and fantasy in the first book

60's, and to the petit-bourgeats of the
North. They are nasty, acute and in the
end blackly comic.

TVENTIETHE CENTURY SCIENCE FICTION
VRITERS - Ed. Curtis C. Smith

(St James Press, 1986, 933pp, £39.50)
Reviewed by Paul Kincaid

IT IS AMERICA, 2021, AND MANKIND IS OF
the Anction. Dr G
the Depopulationist

population must commit suicide to save
the world. Such is the
platfors that all the world, with two

THIS MASSIVE VOLUXE COVERS SOME 572
English language writers of science
fiction since 1805, plus 38 leading
foreign language writers, and five
major fantasists. They include new
writers like Bruce Sterling and Connie
Villis, mainstream writers with

forgotten like Villiam Dean Howells. A
typical entry includes a Vho's Vho-
type summing up of life and career, a
list of SF novels with note of first
American and British publicatiom, a
list of non-SF novels, of uncollected
short stories, and other publications.
There is then an opportunity for the
author in question to comment upon his
own work, followed by a critical essay.
As a work of reference it i indis-
pensible as the Nicholls Encyclopedia.
That said, it could easily have
en more useful. The bicgraphical
st all awards,
indicate what the awards were for. The
bibliographies are neither as detailed

nor accurate as they might bave

England  (toug!

Scots, Velsh and Irish) and, of course,
the USA hold out. Now the USA s about
to cave in. Seemingly only ome grou
opposes this incredible empire. Their
leader is John Sinclatr, a Canvictor,
who ruins reputations by forming comp-
uter simulacra of people from voice
tapes, which simulacra then answer
questions about the target's imnermost
secrets. St became a bero by
exposing the unorthodox sexuality and
lack of Christianity in a Prnﬁldgnt
Vhen he attempts to do the
Singh a war ensves, which Stactatre
group seems to be lostng.

The thimness of this cockeyed
plot is accentuated by the inclusion in
the text of great chunks of data file,
interviews with travellers and by the
multiple narrator scheme.

versus evil, for Singh is *A
stre foreign man with strange
ideas” (p209), disapproved of by decent

fighting for “our own cultural roots
Vestern, bumanitarian and Christian®
becomes

this | character,

.| trilogy

to|evidence so far,

is displaced towards the historical/
fantasy camponent in this second book

This is, in part, due the inner
changes which take place in Alf as he
affects and is affected by the turmoil
around him. It s Tarr's concern for
. above even 1gtnal
histarical background, which lifts this
above genre mediocrity. One
might accuse her of an over-simplistic
style - however, in avoiding the half-
way of peeudo-medieval prose,
she is able to capture the histarical
events in a fresh way which actually
brings them to life.

The Golden Harn ts a movel of
character, and the tension tenced
by AIf is substantially dissipated in
this second novel. Therefore one camnot
help wondering whether the author can
maintain the standard she's set berself
in the concluding volume. From the
however, 1 await the
final book with anticipation rather
than trepidation

aul Theroux
(Hamish Hamilton, 1985, 469pp, £10.95)
Reviewed by /im England

PAUL THEROUX IS VELL-KNOVN FOR HIS
best-selling travel books, and a fair
number of novels, starting with Valdo
in 1967. Although not described by the
author, or publicised, as such (he
appears to have a low opinion of most

@2).

SF, 0O-Zoe s SF by




any reasonable definition
To summarize very beiddipy
group of wealthy New Yorkers in
future celebrate Bew Year by u.ﬂng
trip into a radicactively contaminat :
area of the mid-west called O-Zov
The trip is described in great deta!
but virtually nothing happens. But so
a second to O-Zame is made
Allbright, with his 15-year-old geni s
izzy, who finds himse {

jextent that it can induce a kind
emctional  ansesthesia. A
lquotation from the first page of t
novel may suffice to illustrate:

Mo Starkies, no Skells,

Diggers, 3
Federals|* He vas photographing it
through the sting in his nose cone.
1don't see any Owners either,'

The reader who expects all these
terns be explained is due :ir
disappointment. A number of elemer
in the plot background also stri.n
credulity. Vould an area as milly
contantnated 0O-Zone actually gliw
in the dark? If as radicactive is
described, why are the inhabita: s
affected so lltl] y does no-ine
think to use a Geiger counter? Eian
supposing 15-year-old Fizzy to be
genlus in the fleld of theoreti sl
physics, whould he be able to mi ke
discovertes in particle physics? It 11
seems rather over-the-top. T
icisms having been made,
must say that the author's ability to

meticuloss (f long-winded)
yritizg in Highly professiool,
of  apparantly effortl ss
muunu If you are mot put off oy
the long-windedness of the f: =t
hundred or pages, can
repetition, lack of explanation, © me
explicit sex and the description ©
trip to Africa which contributes 11 -
to the plot you will probably
reading 0-Zone a memorable and rew: -d-
ing experience. You may even un :r-
stand the statement on the fromt c
blurb: “The past is a mystery, but
future is faniliar* And the fact
the story is set in the future

| %OST PRODIGIES,

“almost an irrelevance.”
Ha

dn't heartedly recomnended

THE PRODIGY - Amy Vallace
IMacmillan, 1986, 207pp, £10.95)
Reviewed by lavid Vingrove

Cream of American society. That he was
none of these has less to do with his
failings as an individual - substantial
as these apparantly were - and more
the failings of a materialistic society

IT SEENS, ARE LITTLE
mare than walking-talking calculating
machines, often with the gift of a
perfect memory. Few mantain their
meteoric course into adulthood, even
£ prove  genuinely innovative.
Villian James Sidis, born 1898 and the
subject of this book, is ome of those

ts who
encouraged and trained him to taink
logically from the start, nature

and nurture combined with frightening

;| etfictemcy. By tares M e 3 Tt
reader

writer, could use a type-

Armentan. In adult life be could pick
up a mew 1n a day.

But Sidis was an exception in his
use of the He not
only found it easy to grasp cancepts,

t found new ways of combining and
using them. In 1910, aged eleven, he
lectured to the Harvard Nathematical
Club - perbaps the leading American
forum for mathematical ideas - om
Four-Dimensional Bodies which strained
the comprehension of the lstening
prafessars. ms teachers - eminent and
respected men - guaranteed that Sidis
would be the tatellect of his age. And
but it was not

Stais was not a normal child, He
bad few friends, and at home little
love or attention. His mother showed
him off at parties, his esoteric father
(a contemporary and rival of Freud)
talked ideas at him. Neither prepared

8|bim for or defended him from the

sneering ridicule of the press. Time
and again he was pilloried and made
the butt of cruel cartoons. These|
factars drove him into rebellion and,
| subsequently. a kind of exile, He spent
the rest of ife taking menial
office jobs - usually omes where he
could operate a simple hand calculator
and not think about what he was doing
- while he pursued his various hobbies.

He was perhaps most remarkable
fur his complete rejection of all the

trappings of success. He could have
been rich - a doctor offered him $3000
tn the 30s for 45 minutes work which
only be might have dove. He could have
been the foremost scientist of his day
bis one oublished work of science,
The Animate and the Inanimate (1925),
formulated the theary of black holes
same 14 years before amy other worl
was done on the subject. He could have
inflvential his

parents’ sanitarium catered for the

Unsurprisingly, he was a sclence
fiction fan and wrote two novels and
several short storfes, Again typically
Be never sought publication. fis life
story bas all the fascination of an SF
novel, but with the added sting that
this is pure, hard fact. It's a book to
make you think bard; a study of the
alien amongst us, a mind in exile.
Powerfu] 1 wholly

SOLDIER OF THE NIST - Gene Volfe
{Gollancz, 1986, 335pp, £10.95]
Reviewed by Sue Thomascn

THIS BOOK IS THE FIRST VOLUNE OF A
[historical fantasy sequence set in the
Hellas of the Sth cemtury BC. Latro, a
fsccossey soldier in the army of
Xerxes, suffers a severe head injury at
the battle of Thebes in 497 BC, result-
iag 1n the obliteration of his day-to-
day memory. He can remember his
mother and father, and the house where
an was born, but not his friends or
ctions of the previous day. His
affliction is the result of the anger
of Goddess, and carries a
\ccrnlpmdln; gift; Latro can see and
speak to the Gods as they walk about
the earth, and any God or Goddess that
he touches becomes visible to other
husans as well. In order to function
imore or less normally in his search
for a cure, latro starts to write down
what he has been doing every day, so
that he can read over his work the
following day and remember who he is
and where he's going. Soldfer of the
Nist is the first part of his writings.

In some ways, the book strangly
lechoes Volfe's Book of the New Sun. The
protagonist is a man without a past,
who wanders about the countryside
having experiences whose significance
he doesn't reallse at the time,
lcollecting and losing companions in
[respanse to the pull of some strongly-
felt but unintelligible destiny. He is a
man distanced from the everyday world,
he s new to things that everyome else
takes for granted. He is a marginal
man, an cutcast if not an outlaw.

But new to Soldier of the Mist,
and a great strength of the book, is
the very well realised historical
setting, which Volfe brings home with
great

avotding
'Classical) associations. The details of
Latro's day-to-day life ring sclid and
true, and his encounters with the Ge
|are oddly resonant.

1 think this J= probanly 3 very
know I enjoys
1 recommend

further volumes




—most geseral

ViR

iis more speculative ideas. He proposed that Earthly life
cculd have begun from molecules delivered by

He wrote two novels exploring the ides that
between interstellar civilisations would
proceet fostructions for building special
lcomputers.  Be fought a L 4 action in favour of
the Steady-State theory, oftes im -nu.; ingenious ways to
he microwave backgrouod radistion and keep the

i gtack cicoa sets forth perbaps his best knowa
wild idea makes plausible the notion of a purely
physical augln for life, with B0 necessity for biological
processes. In priaciple this is possible, since life at its
demands ooly a flow of epergy through

ly organise itself into more|

| ould arise there. Tbe papers have been attacked,
haw replied with pointed and witty rejoiners. &

11 through his varied career be often seemed to emjoy
olaying the underdog, ar tak
Cambridge scientists Nartin Ry

and Eoyle,

Toliow le and Anthony Hewish
the Nobel prize, principally for the of
pulsars, Bayle strongly protested in the Times that Bewish's

lgracuate studest, Jocelys Bell, had been wrongly igoored.
[Se had in fact spotted the regular radio pulses that led
to the discovery. Omitting ber the prize was a
spectacular example of Establishment stupidity.

1 occasiomally talked
graduate career, ané came
uf a more geseral attitude toward Establish

infalling [Snow.

worldviews damaged society. Indeed, Hoyle went furtber than|
He felt um the scientifically trained are better|
suited to g\m.n arts-educated, sioce technicall
studies are less mn to emotional questions, and thus such|
pecple could bring a certain coolsess of judgement to hotly|
contested issues.

These views echo Jabn V Campbell, the editor who led|
the Golden Age of ise science fiction. Indeed, Hoyle
has led a life Campbell would have liked — original, spec-
ulative scientist, "bard” science fiction author, maverick.|
Ve might think of Hoyle as the first persom to do what o

recall asking “nyle if Chris Kingsley's name hinted

at n-;sxq Amis, one of the Angry Young Nen who were
caming to prominesce an early berald of|
ctence fiction 88 significant literature, in his Jew Naps|
of Hell, 1960.) Be answered that be could not recall, that
details about is fiction faded quickly after the work was
dose. aded is the importance of The Black|
Clowd, with its grasd ideas cast in a plain, flat style
The novel's opening chapters oftem catch the characters in
Bokioh; Lamiliiay; U Jet awt sciestists do) to keep on top
of a fast-breaking idea. Hoyle's simple demand that sclence
fiction ot yield incessastly to melodrama, that it render
with fidelity how sciestists think and talk and struggle
for power — these facets bave persisted in sciemce fiction
Though 1 had mot returned to the ovel sisce my first
reading in 1958, I can see clearly that its influence stayed
with me. 1 used Hoyle as a real figure 1
Timescape, and mined my memories of his seminar style for

jowsr. As his Kingsley remarks, "Don’t 1 keep telling
everyose that our whole social system is archaic, with the|
ieal knowiedge at the bottom and a crowd

|sotblaleloys at the top” This, too, paralleled CP Suow's
famous Two Cultures speech in 1959, which pointed out that

with Hoyle during my Own|fictional characters in it, too.
to see his novels as expressians The Black Cloud uses a dual strategy scrupulous
t science and [attention to how rea against a
genuisely bizarre ides. This quiet little bock wrought
major changes in how "hard“ sciemce fiction could be
whole of |written, casting a pale gaudy starship

gaze
captains and mad scientists of the pasti
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