Al

The crical jourmal o the Bridsh Scence Fcton Associaton

GUY GAVRIEL KAY

interviewed

PLUS
GHOST N THE PEN T
LETTERS & BODK REVIEWS




VECTOR
-3

APRIL/ MAY 1967
c 0 N T B N T §

GUEST EDITOKIAL
Paul Kincaid

l

LETTERS
Your views on Garry Kilworth & the short story,
the ritual of the ragthorn, & much more

I

VRIEL KAY
is interviewed by Paul Kincaid

10

THE VOYAGE OF THE SPACE BEAGLE
Audy Sawyer examines AE Van Vogt's novel
in relation to his short story "Black

12

THE GHOST
Part 2 of Nike (‘oblly‘s ;unrs- on
politics and philosophy in SF & fantasy

It

BOOK REVIEVS
ew titles by Aldiss, Bishop, Cowper, Dick,
Pratchett, Tiptree, Vilheln & many others

Reviews edited by Paul Kincaid

EDITOR REVIEVS EDITOR ~ PRODUCTION EDITOR  PRODUCTION ASSISTANTS 0505-0448
David V Barrett  Paul Kincald Stmon Nicholsan David Cleden Sandy Eason Sharon Ball

PRIFTED BY; PDC Copyprint, 11 Jeffries Passage, Guildford, Surrey GU1 4AP

EDITORIAL ADDRESS: David V Barrett, 23 Oakfield Road, Croydonm, Surrey CRO 2UD  Tel: 01-688 6081

THE BSFA: The British Science Fiction Association 1is an | CONTRIBUTORS: Good articles are always wanted. All MSS
amateur organisation, formed in 1958, which aims to promote [must be typed double-spaced on ome side of the paper.
and encourage the reading, writing and publishing of sclence [Length should be in the range 1500-4000 words, though
fiction in all its forms. Ve publish bimonthly: Vector, a |sharter or longer submissions may be considered. A prelim-
Py inary letter is useful but not essemtial. Unsolicited XSS
Iaferno, a review magazine of the latest paperbacks; and |camnot be returned unless accompanied by an SAE. Please
triannually, Focus, a forum for writers. Other BSFA |note that there is no payment for publication. Nembers who
services include Orbiter, a postal SF writers' workshop; an |wish to review books must first write to the Editor.
SF Information Service; a postal Nagazine Chain; and am SF | ART: Cover art, illustrations and fillers welcome.
| Lending Library. ADVERTISING: All advertising copy must be submitted as
| KENBERSHIP costs £10 per annum (Oversess: 320 surface, 335 |black and white camera-ready artwork with all necessary
air). For details, write to: Josone Faine, ESFA Nembersbip balftomes. All enquiries on rates, ad sizes and special
|Secretary, 22 Thornville Road, Hartlepool, Cleveland TS26 |requirements to the Publicity l.nggr Dave Vood, 1 Friary
|2Ev. (USA: Cy Chauvin, 14248 Vilfred, Detroit, NI 48213.) Close, Marine Hill, Clevedon, Avon BS2! QA

441 cptaions expressed in Vector are those of the tadtvsaaal | 1y Rayricy CHENCE TCTION ASSOAION 11D —

catributors and must not be takes to represent
the Editor or the BSFA except whers explicitly stated.

i
:
;
@
'§
i




VECTER

EDOITORIAL

WHO KNOWS BESTT
Guest Editorial by Paul Kincaid

T THE TIXE OF VRITING THIS I SEEN TO BE TOTALLY
inmersed in awards. I'm considering my judgement tn
the Arthur C. Clarke Award, counting the nominations
for the Hugo Awards, and of course I'va just cast my
vote for the BSFA Awards. I find myself, at the same
time, surprised by how much overlap there is between
the three, and by bow little overlap there is. Same
books crop up in all three, others show strongly In
ane nm disappear completely in others.
course, one should expect some differsnce between
them. mer all, the constituency of the three is different,
the Clarke Award, for instanc for a book recelving its
first British publication during the year, and is chosen by
a panel of six critics, whereas the Hugo is for a book
recetving its flrst world publication during the year (so a
number of Clarke finalists which were first published in
America during 1985 are ineligible) and can be voted on by
anyone who s a member of the Varld Convention no matter
we shouldn't be

P

Yet, shouldn't there be more than the occasfonal title
cropping up in different lists? Aren't we all choosing the
sams thing? Aren't all three processes meant to arrive at
the same end: the best science fiction book of the year?

To answer in reverse order: Yes, !

If that puzzles you, think about it for a moment. Then
tell me how you decide the best sclence fiction book of
the year. Vhat are the criteria we use? Doss the science or
the fiction come first? And where, on that nebulovs axis
does our measure of quality lle? Three
for as many awards, I will have to decide my own
uestions, and I don't suppose they will
y two instances. Since thers is
no agreed definition of science fiction, there can be no

haven't
made the Clarke or BSFA short lists (though, since the
Hugo shortlist s from finalised at the time af
writing, there's no telling what may happen there). Staring
at the Sun by Jullan Barmes is a splendidly literate navel
tha the period betwsen the middle years of this
century and the middle years of mext. It is a sharp and
touching examination of the life of one woman, and though
its final third ventures into the future that aloma would
mot define it as science fiction, aven by my cathalic
reckoning. But within that section a central role is played
by a supposedly omniscient computer. It is a pure SF
device, but baving created {t Barnes does nothing with it

soctety sround it. Vers an award purely a recognition of
literary merit then Starfng at the Sun might well tind
itself on the short list, but something is missing that
prevants t belng good SE.

the other hand The Invaders Flan by Ron
Hubhnxd 1s everything the old gung-ho scifi was thqushl to
be. It's big and sprawling and full of incidemt, and it's
bursting at the seams with weird ideas and alien wonders.
That it has all the literary merit of a carrct is beside
the potnt. This is adolescent fantasy sensawunda adventure.
It's like ‘Doc' Smith and his colliding galaxies, amazingly
big and wonderful and like wow! But good SF doesn't fust
make the jaw drop open, it's not there simply to stir the
blood, it's meant to stir the mind as well, to make both
the {magination and the intellect click into overdrive, If
the award did no more than register thrills and spills and
outrageous gadgets, then The Invaders Flan might have got
the vote, but somehow it still misses out on being
SF.

Staple, 0od SF involves a balance of the two.
$66. Kint st ‘T GRratire, e Science snd the flctios
Yes, but that doesn't actually get us very far. Look at the
Clarks short list, Eight baoks, all of which lie between
our two extremes, all JHIAE achices Ui ayiticd]
balance, and all of them as different from other as it
1s posstble to be.

The Handmaid’s Tale by Margaret Atwood and Green
Eyes by Lucius Shepard both incline towards the literary
end of the spectrum, but where Shepard goes for a prose

s
And both reach that point by very different
routes. Shepard comes out of sclence fiction, but sets his
tale of the dead revived barely a heartbeat {nto the future
and clothes o very caretul has

Hictim ud achioves Mar. Hiterary affacts with comimtts
skill; in this instance, clearly, she has had to devote far
more thought to the story than the writing. For this is
her first venture inta the genre, and She uses it to make
a telling political point about the réle of women fn
soctety, yat it {sn't a tired soapbox but a careful warking
out of the future soclety she has chosen, and a thorough
consideration of the ramifications of all the changes she
makes to our future, in the approved Ssgar that all our
best science fiction writers are supposad to

Feminisa and politics also lie behind m: of the most
idiosyncratic books on the list,

controlled,
sustained and surreal flight of fancy, Jones is careful to
make each development of her plot lead on rigorausly and
inexorably from what has gane befare, where Saxton'

desply immersed in sciemce fiction, yet uses its images
carelessly as icons and sysbals, it doesn't matter if we
belfeve that Nagdalen really has been kidnapped by alfens,
the point is still made. Jones 15 still relatively mew to
the genre, yet she is painstaking with her use of its
devices, even providing a glossary of the language she has
invented, though the tale hidden under all this is actually
the conversion of St Paul. They seem to be heading off in
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diametrically opposite directions, yet both end up at the
same place, achieving the same
Dihers ek more: o of Tredttiooel 89: Bub S
in The Ragged Astronasts and Kim Stanley Robinson 1o The
Nemory of Vhiteness, for instance, both follow familiar
paths. Robinson takes us om a tour of the solar systes.
full of casual but assured comments upon and descriptimas
of scientific advances that have taken his world far from
our own. Shaw, on the other hand, pictures an alfen world
that allows him to relish the casual display of wonders
that is such a hallmark of his books. The central image of
his book, travel betwsen warlds by 4 oon, 15 a
glorious concett on a level with slow-glass. Yet the
sStrange planets are nat be-all and end-all of
Robinson's novel, nor are the wonders the sole purpose of
Shaw's. They use the devices merely as jumping off points
for books that do much else besides. Hidden away within
Robinson's grand tour are neat points about the
language of music, the shapings of society, and the images
of religion. Ha uses SF to picture man the soctal animal,
the way pecple interact, Shaw, on the other hand, is as
ever at his best describing character, the individual, and
uses the SF devices not to draw his characters together
but to isolate them, highlight them. It may be traditiomal
sclence fiction, but their surfaces both lean stromgly
towards the science while underneath they are suddenly
revealed to lean strangly towards the fiction
there are yet two more that seem to subscribe
heartily to the old SF verities, the catalogue of wonders,
the high ratio of amazements to pages. Yet could amyone
imagine more dissimilar books that Stars {n ay Pocket like
Grains of Sand by Samuel R. Delany and Eon by Greg Bear?
Bath do what SF is generally seem as doing, both take us
out into the limitless tracts of space, to the very
frontiers of comprehension. Delany takes us far into the
future, to a vast array of alien worlds, altered humans,
hugely different socteties, all minutely described. Living

rooms are bare, but images make them appear spacious and
comfortable. There are techmological wonders galore.
takes us less far into the future, but still manages an
asteroid that is infinitely long, tricks and twists of
Space-time, alien worlds and creatures,
diveregent time-lines. Again living
images zake them appear spacious and comfortable. There
are technological wonders galore. In idess, in cantent, they
are so much alike, but in fiction? Delany's slow, precise,
weighted prose is a world away from Bear's slick, fast,
adventurous story-telling. If they reveal one truth, it is
how many different ways there are of doing the same thing.
that is the problem with chosing the Best. Every
one of these books is the best sclence fiction of the year,
but each one s writing a very different science fiction.
And the list doesn't stop there, take & look at the other
books from the BSFA short list: Schismatrix, Count Zero,
Blood Nusic, the same is just as true of them. SF can do
an nfinity of things in an infinite number of ways. But it
remains a mixture of science and fiction. Vithout the ideas
it fails, without a clear idea of the world it is creating,
for it must remain at heart a literaturs of change. Yet
ideas alone do not make good SF, for it remains fiction
and must fulfill the functions of fiction. It must make us
see the place described, believe in the people caught in
Ha epusts, u:cept the sequence of events presented to us,
by the whole. After all, it is through the
Fiction that the sclece, the idess, the changes are
presented. Vithout one, the it Tkl
It all comes dowi balance, & weighing of one
against the other. But hat 1o the optimus proportica of
science to fiction? Vhere does tbe balance lie? Vho knows
what is best?

.

#A LOT OF GOOD LETTERS THIS ISSUE: THANKYOU. NY THANKS
also to ER James, editor of Foundation, who wrote to me:
"V136] was a splendid issve with each article good encugh
to be in any pro-mag." That's how 1'd like every issue to
be —— but that's largely up to you, the members. It's you
who write most of the articles. Vrite to me with your
ideas, in areas such as religion in SF, science in SF, the
didactic function of SF, socio-economic &/or political

sex in SF, bumour in SF.. or

iscovery
of a little-known gem. I'd also like your questions to put
to SF publisbers' editars.

And keep on writing those letters...»

SonE llﬁlBSﬂlG LETTERS IN VI35.

T 1 get upu;m when pecple refer to the
gere as et e because 1 object to people
enjoying the lower end o market, but non-
readers who use the ters sci-fi invariably believe that
there 1s no upper end of the market or, for that matter, a
niddle end (if you'll excuse the phrase). Sci-fi (and thus,
SF and science fiction) to them is unimaginative, badly
written, stereotyped rubbish with bad covers. They can't
understand why a 1 reasonable intelligence would
read such stuff, and so they politely avoid the subject,
and thus can't be got through to.

Vhat is most irritating, to me, s that these people
invariably have at least one literary, semi-literary or
just plain old SF novel on their sheives. Vhat is also

irritating is that they often can't see comnections between
F and other genres, For example, any story writtan about
humanoids on another planet (Darkover, Left Hand of
the "Vhileaway* stories) would, a few hundred
years ago, have been set on a lost Pacific island, but this
some explainin put it briefly, instead of
seeing SF as the literature of extrapolation, they see it
as a form of mindless violence literature. And because
they have this idea in mind, they are often unable to read
any class of 5F at all. This is irritating, and wasteful.

Mark Ogler is right in saying that if the BSFA wants
a bigger membership it will start having to cater for sci-
11 readers. Likewise, to get an even Muor membership you
could start praising Perry Rhodan, Gor novels and Fighting
Fantasy books. It's a question, really, of how far you're
P2 to lower your sights, bearing in mind also that
it isn't necessarily a simple division into SF and sci-fi;
there are several definitions of where SF stops and sci-fi
starts, all the way down to criticising Rattlestar
Galactics for not being Blake's Seven.

Re your comsent to Jim Goddard —- there's also the
point that there's readable and unreadable crap. Some of
By favourite authors aren't the height of literary respect—
ability: Bradley naze On the other hand,
there are some writers, to
height of literary respectability,
practically unreadable. I would count Rhodan and Gar
novels among these.
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JOY HIBBERT
11 Rutland Street
Hanle;

VECTOR 136 VAS A TERRIFIC ISSUE. AS THE VRITER OF THREE
and a half novels and a handful of short stories, I was
interested in your Mditorial on the writing of fiction o

Staffordshire ST1 516
#There's no question of Vectar lowering its sights; it's my
hope that by being more positive about books & authors
wortby of praise, we can raise the sights of those readers
wbo are able to curl up bappily with a Gar book, wean

ous _gar and

thought I cught to define "meretricicus". KV Bailey goes
cme step furtber:

*GARBAGE® IS A MISSILE ¥OV S0 VIDELY DEPLOYED THAT IT IS
perbaps useful to follow your example in the matter of
"meretricious" (the comment on Robert Steele's letter in
V136) and locate the word in the thickets of the Shorter

Oxford -- this dicticnary game being compulsive. There
its common usage is, of course, given: "Refuse in general,
(n US esp. kitchen etc. refuse); also fig. of literary

matter*; but there, too, is a note on its probable deriv-
ation from the Old French: garbe, a cheaf. (Vhat price a
sheaf of fiction?)

fact, that Sertvation gave Fies 4 gartages
cbsclete, but in our t nestly relevant meaning:
“hast straw asd the wars, as food for
1617 in other words what remains once the
seed, the nutritive essence, has been extracted. It takes a
touch of genius to get yet another harvest of sustaini:
grain by creating alternate histories, but Keith Raberts
does it; or by travelling in tim im Powers has done
it; transmigrations and metamorphoses —- lan Vatson; “four
seasons in the mind of man* -- Brian Aldiss. They and
their like feed us what there is to be had of the good
ocats and corn, (Ignore the idiomatic nuances of those

s 1y
Tt 1% baimes more dﬂ!lcult with incranse af knuwl.d!!
As regards your thesis that the writing of fiction s alsc
bard work, there seems to have developed in the past
decade or so a kind of pretentiousness on the part of
writers (some) which is the precise opposite of that kind
fashionable in earlier times, when great writers were
supposed to “dash off* literary masterpieces, “inspired by

the Nuse".
Many writers mowadays boast of what hard work their
writing is, with the suggested implication that
work bard and write many drafts, what they finally
produce must be a gem, polished to perfection. Conversely,
they suggest, any writer who is satisfied (to a large
extent) with his own first drafts must be a fool

every sense "know what he is doing”, ie. the results of
his labour do mot come solely from the operation of his
apart from ensuring that his
ess correct, it may be that the less

better! Dostoevsky hardly ever rewrote anything.

In the same issve, Garry Kilworth tries to have it
both ways. He mentions im t by “constant practice
and hard work® but also writing "in a state of white beat*.
His statement *I would start a bar-room brawl over the
short story. 1 might even kill for it.." s impressive and
not at all pretentious, but it says a lot about Garry
Kilworth. So does his pronouncement that a short story
“needs to reach inside and twist the guts".

I don't know about you, but 1 don't like having my
guts twisted. Vhen I think back over the thousands of
short stories 1 bave read, the ones | judge the best were

wordsl) 1f we are still hungry, or just there
is plenty of the "chapped small" fare to be had at our own

choice and risk — and a modicus of 1t is not unacceptable
for “the lomg train journey", robots, aliems, dragoms,
saucers, sorceries and all.

Cliché though the phrase may be, “long train

PI would suggest, occupies a firm place in the fan's uxe.
he/she travels from convention to convention or simply
comm: In various jobs at various times I've bad my

share of the long haul but, being in a small way a ratlway

h 1f, and an historian of sorts, I was always reluctant to

or example, the experience of the great Harringworth

vn.amc or the quickly vaRleuag glispew ot Dichan) of the
instant-long west-fronf t Peterborough -~ or even
the last cal) for lumeh — by being profoundly lost in

Shikasta or Anarres. Thus, a quick hike arcund the galaxy,

or some fleeting dalliance in a Celtic never-land, offer
pter exits than do those deep intercity hiber-visions

induced ity Bl s

are different.
the mum e eatry

In that particular limbo
into other dimensions of
reality: imsersion into Intersame ratber {ina Goemitig] tin
glossier bits of Omns; the
Smsowe: The same goes to some extent o night travel
by rail; yet even on those journeys there's a pleasure in
id-ntuymg whatever cluster of urban lamps,

aces, or rushed-tbrough lighted station; and this the scant
attestion called for In the consumption of “wheat straw"

permits. the paper “sheaves" on the racks in

booking-halls, for me at least, day or night, serve a
purpose.

KV BAILEY

1 Val de Ner

, 1

not g (although stories
do, of course, tend to linger in the mind) but stories

whose appeal was to the heart and head, like Eric Framk
Russell's "Hobbyist*.

JIN ENGLAND

“Roselea”

The Compa

Kinver

V Nidlands DY7 6KT
«I don't think Garry meant ‘gut-twisting® to equate with
A'rnuttwsly unpleasant® — at least, I didn‘t read it that
way. Brande, in her excellent book Becoming a
Vriter (:93« Macmillan 1983), make
“the t
conscious,
the analytic.

the intuitive and
Vhite beat and constant practice have to go

THREE CHEERS FOR GARRY KILVORTH —- A VIGOROUS DEFENCE OF
the short story has been long overdue. 1 would, though,
disagree with his opening sentence; "Dutside science
fiction and fantasy, the shart story is barely breathing.”
I would say that outside the Grand Duchy of SF & F, the
short story is very much alive — if not exactl
in the clamay grasp of TV. Suffice to ey um along with

1 —

the plays of
orientated pop song-tale, stnrrulﬂng hns been distorted
to the of selling you commodities, cults, styles

rpose

and, eventually, yourself.

As to the source of idess, I agree that their develop-

ment is a learned process whereby the tired and hackneyed

plots are winnowed out.

the central idea

novelty anak b rationally or causally explained, only
intuitively grasped,

XIXE COBLEY

18 Athole Garden

Hilltead

Glasgow G12 9BA
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1§ HIS ARTICLE I V136, GARRY KILVORTH EAS PUT INTO VORDS

wat I've been trying to articulate for a couple of years
Vhen 1 discuss the short story with pesple, I alsost

-mys find myself defending it against such ts as.

It you've got a decent idea, why mess about with short
stories? You might as well expand it into a novel,” or
“I's going to turn my latest short story into the first
chapter of a novel,” or “Short stories are good things to
practice on befare you go onto the serious business of
writiog nove

¥o, 5o, and no. The short story is as dAnuu:L Eid
the novel as is the It is a separate
not a stepping-stome, it is not a poor r-num 11 ycm

ort story is not a novel, read Daniel
Keyes' Read the version
first, then see what happened to it when he tried to turn
it into a novel.

y young writer; 1 have a long way to go
and a lot to learn. I criginally decided to concentrate on
writing short stories simply because 1 didn't bave the
tine to write novels. = But, having begun Lo study the form,
1 have become fascinated by it. 1f I saw Garry in a brawl
over the short story, I'd come in on e aide. T dave
become converted. But, in my studies of the short story, I

looking at only a bandful of SF writers: Ellisom,
Kilworth, Bradbury, Tiptree. Xost of the rest don't seem
0/ o, exchyle vecy supuﬂcnuy, what a shart story is.

I've turned to Chekhov, Xaupassant and Katherine

o ﬂuyuung else in an endless search for ‘uriaunuty'
t frustrated reading SF, and not
why. But 2o roaon Jiss heres a0 fev GF vriters hava
paid any attention to the major advances in story-telling
technique, advances made over the past bundred years by
the best writers in the world. It seems that in searching
for a method, scientific principles alane have been brought
o bear: there is a right and a wrong way; story-telling
techniques can be reduced to formulae; a logical plot is
more important that emotional contemt. But it doesn't work
that way.

Ideally, SF stands at a unique crossroads, where art
and science meet. The story, with its infinite
adaptadility, is ectly suited to deal with the

VERY GOOD TO SEE GARRY KILVORTH STADING UP FOR THE
shart story,
which its existence is
original anthologies are very scarce
plentiful; but you don't have to be South American to get a
collection pubkished. The North Americans that will now
be forever known by the lamentable lable “dirty realists™
tend to favour the form. Faber, Secker, Virago and Chatto
all list single-author collections in curreat
catalogues. Vhat Kilworth is right about is the scarcity
of books of short stories at the popular end (ratber than
the literary end) of the fiction spectrus. 1 think
he's absolutely right about the correspanding pletbora of
fat, readable’ novels.

Vhat occurs to me, living a bit closer to London than
he does, is the suitability of short stories for tube train
Journeys, -na other self-contained bits of reading time in
the lives of peaple who like to bave a book on the go ——
last thing .e aight; for example; in queues and waiting
rooms,  What these areas wholly dominated by
newspapers that don't Lnlurl and magazines that trivialise.
Lots of readers tell me they actively like to read short
stories, 50 why do publishers insist that books of them
don't sell?

An editor on a fiction magazine rang me to ask for a
story this week, and when I lamented that I write so few,
sy.p.ms-d “Vell, you're important things, like
1 hastily add that she's only a temporary editor
thought she was

wholly justified in attacking.

«lt's good to get so much to an article; Garry
clearly struck chards with & number 5
Incidentally, the new London Daily News is apparently

printing short staries regularly: for once, a new market.

Fow for a few comments on tbe rest of V136

the paths leading from it.

that at least one person has got her

that every SF writer will read Garry's article, and will
listen to what he is saying.

L1z SOURBUT

15 South Bank Avenue!

York Y02 1DR

TWE REVIw 0F SCIENCE PCTION

1 must admit that my first reaction to
peeudo-review of The Hitch Hiker's Guide to the Galaxy was
that he should be hung, drawn and quartered. On reflect-
ion, | realised that a more appropriate fate would be a
week's Incarceration with a Vogon poet. This latter fate
might at least teach him that the ability of language
(English in particular) to be distorted and corrupted, and
yet remain xnurpreun., if not intelligible, is one of the
Jain weapons in the creative writer's arsenal - vis such
aiziag exanples as Juyue‘s Ulysses.

would agree that a strang streak of cynicism, and a
mxn; for black humour, helps one to appreciate Adams's

" Hawever, to call the humour “shallow” is a commen
noc on the writing but on Jim England's apparent inability
to distinguish between ideas born of his own prejudices
and those contained {n the work which he purparts to bave
analysed.
Consider, for example, the Sirius Cybernetics

ation and its products, including the immortal (almost)
This combination is a very subtle plece of humour
1atesd. Do the che Mead e have e su: e sl
af all that people fear and despise about megacorporati
impersonal, arbitrary, inefficient, ourh-rllg. atrustve
and stupid. Yet in Narvin, one of their products, whom we
might ordinarily be expected to despise as such, much as
we are brought to despise the talking 1ift, the talking
door, and the drinks dis; , and whom the characters
themselves often find unbearable, we are presested with a
creature who is so pathetic, and yet at the same time so
noble, that we can only sympathise with him as a victim of

Jin Bngland's
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Marvin is,
cast as the clown, monstrous
than physical, attributes.

This s "flip and shallow* humour? Black, yes. Com-
fusing, yes.  "Pseudo"-intellectual?  That depends on
whether you take it at face value or whether you're prepar-
ed to dig a mu. to expose own assusptions and
valve , and to question them in order to learn
something new ot your perception of things.

That say epeselative fiction reviever ehouid gl that
characters being “impossible to believe ia* is

here

in fact, Frankenstein esics re-
becavse of his mental, rather

rescting, the task of the reader under
is twofold. He must realise that the

these cir

now any better. 1 can't help wondering, not having read
the book, if the woman is “inhuman in virtually every way"
because of character defects, or merely because of
intelligence?
Y HIBBERT
11 Rutland Street

Hanley
Stoke-on-Trent
Statfs ST1 516

TERRY BROONE'S CONNENT IN Vi36 THAT A SEQUEL SEOULD
always attempt to expand on familiar characters® contrasts
strangely with Nichael Cobley's thesis that trilogies are

simply to umped in with ‘“réle-playing, Irekkies,
Stmgitisg, D Vho, fanzines, t.. = examples of 1980s
“schisas tation®.

erry talking semse and

preaching a lupd Xichael is Xun:lng facts into ludicrous
thearies — I wonder why?

Trilogies do demand our attention, and in many cases

Can I tell you how I find many of them?

ually embodiments of a particular set of values, yrtnclplﬁ
and ideas, rather than -real” people, and should them pro—
ceed to identify and understand these combimations and
their interactions. This may be a variety of intellectusl
masturbation -- but it produce  worthwhile

for verbosity, Jim England is living in a glass—

house. His entire review boils down to the following few
111-considered words: "I don't understand how anyome with a
brain can find this trash funny.* The rest is just pseudo-
critical window-dressing and personal invective.
MARK DE ROUSSIER

35 Blandfard Road
Langley

Slough

At the risk of mm,, ay -dlta'l‘] jud‘a.clt
with my personal fe ) Nark, nk your last sentence
describes your own umr .aunuy Dpintans differ about
the worth of Hitch Hiker (I agree with some your
points, and also with some of Jim's) —- and I think you
should accept that viewers will dislike 1t
intensely, and will say why. That's their prerogative.
Joy Hidbert understands this:y

CONGRATULATIONS ON FINDING SOMEONE VHO DOESN'T THINK
HHGTTG is at all funny. I think it's bilarious, persomally,
but it's nice to see the opposing view, particularly since
T didn't think anyone who understood the concepts (as
opposed to pecple who don't read SF and thus found the odd
SF image intrusive) held the opposing view.

Had to recover from the shock of Ken Lake's review of
JhE: Jorvae dab Wkt dnda Sieiet Dot 1 21

that he doesn't always read the Vector books — what's be
trying to do, drive me into a heart attack?) sy e
empathise with a thick hero? Vell, possibly the most

likeable, empathisable-with character in SF is thick, to
put it mildly. To go with your discovery of the one
person who doesn't think Hitch Hiker is funny, have you
also found the one SF reader who is uncaring enough not to
enpathise with Charly, in *Flowers for Algernon"? There's
alsc a sympathetic thick character in "Born of Nan and
Voman" but whether he's actually retarded or just kept
ignorant is unclear. The retarded female protagonist in
“Xotber to the Vorld" (I think that's what it's called, it's
the one where the only pecple left after the nukes are a
man of reascnable intelligence and a retarded
e has marry if the species
attention is paid to the possibility that her disability is

- 1s much more than the man who
uses her. And those three are just les from one
collection. «Vhich ane?s There's also the possibility that
an objectionable thick character is more empathisable-with
than an objectionable bright character because s/be doesa't

The Tirat valeme, espectally when it to be an
individual novel, sets out a believable and fascimating
invented arema with characters interacting within it and a
reasonable conclusion arising from that interaction.

The second book (@) the characters
transplanted to a mew environment where they act in peis
now-backneyed manner, or (b) the old envircnsent is invad-
ed by mew characters who are vastly less entertaining and
i add nothing to the original interaction. Usually the

book reverses these two -- that is, it picks the
develnp-nl pr-vnuly vend. Thix in & grest pity.

theary, a trilogy is a novel which bas

the bwbdﬁ of norsal publishing c-pnmmy within a ilngh
cover, and which falls {nto three separa internally
consistent sections. There is, in other vards a logical
scheme of of plot,
which carries one along just as the on.pnr- in any singl-
novel should. Lord of the Rings is of course the
example: there are thousands more, a3 e Fouat st
more to do with the 1980s and schisms than it had to da
with the 1890s and the Victorian craze for serfalisation.

& tuully different form of trilogy arises when the
intention of writing more than

their own plotting outside that first scheme
into new adventures. Here the word "series' is more apt
-- Sherlock Holmes is a perfect example -- but often
current publishing practices lead to the authar being
bullied into creating a three-story "trilogy" for nmhing
more than marketing purposes, and in such casan 5y
find him proceeding with a second trilogy, or sp n-
offs of one type or another. Vhere the chlrncters and
stary-line are this can make for excellent
reading and for consumer loyalty — the trouble comes when
the author starts to feel typecast and seeks to break away
from his successful format simply because Lt is successtul,
and here lies of course the danger of disas!

But the nadir of trﬂngy Nelsthg coste when commerc—
ialisation and triteness re an authar with
nothing much to say uses a -und.m fornula (the Quest,
for example) added to a suspended conclusion, attempting
to drag the reader along a well-worn path while denying
him/her the emotional release proper ending. The
sijectacitis) i acnipab dloappnlatioe; and the reaction
from the reader is ofte nd regrettably, if under—
standably — to say 'trllap-. you can keep ‘em, they're
aertking bk emplattabion”,

and segmentation® —- what rot!

KEF LAKE
115 Markbouse Avenue
London E17 8AY
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1 READ VITH ISTEREST YOUR LETTER IN V136 ASKING FOR I¥-
formation about a "ra " tree which you saw whilst on
Boliday in the Yorkshire Dales. 1 t the local
=an told you the name of the tree has confused
botanical information with folklare.

" does not appear in the OED, so 1
suspect it is a dialect word, maybe used locally to
describe one particular tree. The custom of worshipping
or vemerating trees was common throughout ancient
northwestern Europe, and there are still several sites in
Britain where traces of the old customs remain, though
aften people do not know their symbelic Rigaitiitcn.  Uaa
ey ol cuetin,/YMEk E(tL gy n Skl placie
in Britain, was to bamg scra rags of cloth (often
tarn :m the =lntMng 'af_ worahippere) oa a holy® trem.
The mos on superstition attached to this practice is
the beltef that leaving a part of one's clothing behind
will ensure a safe return to that place. Such votive trees

are often described “fairy trees", and are often
ascocixtat: Witk o wicing o well.
Naithws (loitoapie, Souijoyadl- ash Wiaekibor

(Prunus spinoza) are treas which have close associations
with fairies ln British folklore, and because Pagan

us Rosaceae)

Wick dgbeldiaen ey enally, 2ad sereal éxiabisg Mioly
thorn" trees are unusual-looking hybrids or sports (eg the
Glastanbury thorn, which flowers very early, in 1.!.“ on
Christmas day). your “ragthorn® tree was not a sport
or hybrid of bawthorn or blackthorn, it may have been a
wild plus (Prunus domestica, a very varisble tree) or
cherry plus (Prusus cerasifera, usually thornless, but
occasionally specimens with thorns are found) or a hybrid
of one of these species. Finally, the tree may have been a
Common (Rhamaus catbartica) which looks quite
with oval finely toothed and

like a blackthorn,
black berries.

I'm sorry that I can't trace your A ey
The fact that your local informant

iry
Sidg meen-tc U e my Mere
faTion tnte atoums. 1t you can give me more information
about the tree, particularly am location (village
name?) and a more detailed description of it, Il try to
find out more about it for you.

SUE THOKASOR
31 Barfield Road

York
¥ Yorks Y03 OAV

FROM DR NAGEUS'S DESCRIPTION, THE TREE SOUNDS VERY LIKE A
blackthorn — even though he said it wasn't.
of no other native tree that is crooked, with long thorns
and black bark. However, the species is not important in
the name ragthorn must derive from its function.
1 have checked in various books and tauun 1 can't

find a reference to the name ragthorn, 1 found ragbush in
the Chambers Dictionary. It gave the mzu-n.; datiattion:
Ragbush —— a bush to which shreds are
tied as offerings to the looal spirit, q:ec:.n; by a

by more infarmation about these customs is to be found
in Sir jobn Ebys's book Celtic Folklare, Velsh and Nanx
(first pudlished in 1901). Gemerally the wells were
thought to have healing properties and the tying of rags
to a tree growing mear the sacred well was part of &

Yorkshire ragthorn is the same as a ragbush — 1ally
bearing in mind that plant and tree names have many local

variants. Rhys also states that he has heard of rag wells
existing in Lincolnshire, so it seems to
widespread which was practiced om the esstern side
of the British Isles as well as on the
ls of the ritual carried out at the well
slightly from place to place. one le the sick
persan 2 mouthful of water fros the well and, keeping
it in the mouth, walked twice round the nn. un.uy
lpﬂtiug i u-m mq 2 Which was then ti
tree. In other places, with a wmlnd \muld
g the e e a rag Vettat "with water from the well,
and then bind up the wound with a fresh rag, tying the old
Tag to the thorn. As the cloth left tied to the tree
rotted, the sickness faded or the wousd Realed — or eo it
was believed.
wells were originally sacred to the old gods,
80 50 doubt devout Christians would crose themselves when
referring to them. Vhen Sir Jobn Rhys was writ:
Meved these rag offerings were still being made in the
e parts of Britain. Even 90 years later,
guperstitions would linger and a man might well atill
Toss himself when a ragthorn was seen or referred to.
Finally, 1 just vant to say that I much enjoyed the
articla by Garry Xt

i y get
get o Practice must be pu't-ctus something — and
it's nm st writing style.

Rites: fertility
1982).

rious works, though
still a cobbling together of older authorities rather than
iece of original . However, it does
include a chapter on holy wells and sacred trees, in which
they discuss the fertility
wells, the healing power
the ides

bnuugn;ay, which inclodes Vaughn Cornish's Historic
the British Isles (Country Life, 1941),
inlch u,n contain further information.

1nto so much detall partly because of the
pwslb}s SF connection, but mainly because this sort of
delving for detail is sometbing many SF fans are good at,
the function of tbe BSFA should be
to pass on the Dbemefits of our spectalist abilities,
interests and knowledge.

and I beld
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THE IMPERFECT ECHO

T

An Interview with Guy Gavriel Kay
by Paul Kincaid

Gy Gaveial. Kay'e Cavoivamest Witk Mgk ntaay gowe Lack

f them all, JR.R.Tolkian, for Kay assisted

12 e o e b6 BtLeariHe yath Christopher Talkien.

His own fantasy trilogy, The Flonnavar Tapestry, has
wonhim considerable praise in his own right, and the
Zicond velume, The Vandering Fire was published in Britain

by Unwin during 1986. It was reviewed in Vactor 136.

PAUL KINCAID The Sunmer Tree was your first novel?
GUY GAVRIEL KAY The Summer Tree was my first
published novel, 1'd written a book about M years bvefore
that, The first time I went to Greece, in fact, to write
was {n the winter of ‘78/'79, and 1 wrote a book called The
Grand Tour that was about North Americans back-packing
through Burope, and was very well recetved
publishers who saw it. A lot of positive encouraging
notice, but nobody thought they could make any money out
of it, so everybody said: “This guy is worth keeping an eye
on, but send us his fantasy when he writes his fam

And that, basically, is what bappened.

PAUL KINCAID
fantasy?

Vhat made you interested in writing

GUY GAVRIEL KAY I'd alvays been fnterested in 1it.
Nythology, folklore, and fantasy as a derivation of that,
ere extreme childhood interests. The specific conmectiom
to the genre, as you probably know, came in 1974/75 when I
was hired by the estate of JRRTolklen to assist
Christopher Tolkien in the editorial construction of
Stlmarillion. And that was a very deep re-immersion in the
genre

PAUL KINCAID How did that come about?

W R

GUY GAVRIEL KAY Christopher Tolkien's second wife is
from Vinnipeg where 1 grew up. Our families knew each
other, and I met him a number Of times in the two years or
so before his father passed away. Vhen he nesded
assistance in the editing of The Silmarillion, for a number
of reasons it made sense to him to have a younger

associate rather than another fully-tledged academic of
bis own standing. I think for reasons of balancing the
editing tesn a5 much as anything else. And I was sble to
provide an external viewpoint in addition to tbat, Be
invited me in m. L u1 'u to come to Beford wad
work with him on there in October and we
were wditing The S mertition il the. cumner. ofthe
following year

PAUL KISCAID W was 1t lke working with
Christopher Tolkien?
GUY GAVRIEL KAY The editing year itself was an

extraordinary one. The process of doing the book was both
exbilarating and at times terrifying in terms of the scope
of the project, the size and numbers of the papers that
wers the ien canon if you will. And the process of
editing it went remarkably amiably, very smoothly, I think
as much as anything else because we were both so intensely
{avalved.

Suzmer Tree. Wby
of trilogies?

PAUL KINCAID Let's go back to The
is 1t that so much fantasy takes the form

GUY GAVRIEL KAY question. It's beginning to
disturb be a little bit too. I've sworn a few caths not to
write any more trilogles. I've also sworn an cath, fn

ing, not to make the Fionnavar Tapestry a four volume

trilogy. There seem to be mare and more of those happening
as well, where the writer goes back to the well cme mare
time.

1 think, to answer the direct question, it's as
e

towards a certain f
entrenched. Fantasy and science fiction sesm to

them a strong notion that a multi-volume work is
appropriate, in most other genres it's regarded as
inappropriate. Once you've that propensity or
predisposition, readers who writers have read a
great number of multi-volume works, their mind when

Structuring their own volume tends to fall naturally into
the form that seems to predominate in the genre. So it's a
calt pucpeiimiing thing.
other, more technical aspect of it, I think,
is that u ynu e doing a process of world-butlding, and
you're doing it seriously, you're going to take some real
pains in constructing the world where your novel takes
Place. It seems a dreadful shame, bordering on tragic, if
you've Spent a lot of time constructing a world, to abandon
it after 250-odd pages, nnd e thruugh m whole process
again. 1 know in my nt 18 months
constructing and bulldlng he werla uf Fibnuaver; 1 oe
many i nunsim\s = apable of conceptualising, as
before 1 sat and

1ng pariod,
R T g,
PAUL KINCAID
writing per:

GUY GAVRIEL KAY

Vhat exactly did you do in that pre-

Two things really, two Simultaneaus
processes. One is extensive note-taking towards the plot
and the characterisation; and the other s equally
extensive note-taking in terms of structuring the
gecgraphy, the map, the history that underlies the story of
the tapestry. A great deal of care -
fetish of mine, almost - a great deal of
structuring the magic, and figuring out what exactly the
rules of magic were going to be in Flomnavar. I have a
frustration with a lot of books where I bave a feeling
that the use of magic Is erratic or simply to fit the
dictates of the plot at any given moment. I wanted the
whole structure of sagic to make sense and to bave ry
clear {n my own mind before I began writing the bodk that
Vould mabe oma Of 3¢
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How dfd the idea first develop?

It's a good question. 1 knew that I
4o a book on the largest scale that I could
would be an attempt to marry or merge the
tory-telling potential that I've alvays felt
high fantasy, growing out of our childhood
folk tales and legends and so forth,
t ectly adapted for
that with something
tes that I've read,
erisation, plausibility

0
T

was possible to do a

very much high fantasy while at the same
on to the plausibility and characterisation

that T liked {n contemparary
The spe bit harder. It

came In vignettes year
started writing 1t; I was given
of certain scenes that later ended up being part of the
book. And when 1 sat down six years

structuring the novel that would contain these scenes and
this underlying purpose, the plot gradually took shape

PAUL KINCAID You've talked about the predisposition
to write fantastes in trilogies, were you from the start
plotting such and such will happen in the first volume,
uch and such in it will come togsther in

the second, and

this way in the third?
GUY GAVRIEL KAY vell, quite. Certainly from the
start I knew it was a very big book. It wasn't formally a

trilogy from the very beginning. One of the other reasons
there are so many trilogies is that there aren't that many
1100-page novels being published. And if you're doing a
very big story then there's going to be a publisher's

W R

predisposttion towards bringing it out in sequence in any
case. 1 dan't like fake trilogies, I don't like the ones
that are three volumes of 180 pages each or something ltke
that, I find that might be a bit manipulative. But three
volumes that come out at 12 or 1100 pages I think is a
legitinate exercise in multi-volume work

Once T'd started writing the story, began to get
a sense of the length, 1 started to pay fairly close
attention to where the breaks should fall. And I've been
accused by readers with varying degrees of frustration who
picked up The Summer Tree before The Vandering Fire came

out, of leaving them on a cliff.

T think once someone begins The Wandering Fire,
they will see almost immediately why The Summer Tree had
o end where it did
no more than that.
very
time

The Summer Tree occupies a span of
1o a ek o s BLE At ey
rapidly moving developments in

days,
close

matter of hours and days, it really does seem natural that

they take a beat befors moving on. The end of The
Vandering Fire has, 1 think, the same sort of obvious
conclusion to it before moving on to The Darkest Road,

which is the third book.

PAUL KINCAID you have the entire Tapestry
complete before the Ilrst appsarad’
GUY GAVRIEL KAY ¥o. 1 subscribe to what I call the

Graham Greene school of fiction, because he's put it most
succinctly. Greeme is on record as saying that he doesn't
like to know exactly what is going to happen at the end of
his books because he gets bored writing them. He becomes a
stenographer, as 1 think he's put it, he's simply writing
down what he's already worked out. I had the broad outline,
certatnly, I think if you simply leap into the ocean you're
going to sink. I did have the broad outlime, the sections

and remember
that what you are
reading is closer to
' fact than fiction”
Today

Abook of the future |
that could so ‘
easily become fact. |

An Arrow Paperback

| S




100, 200, maybe even 300 pages ahead of me were quite
y structured, but I didn't have the exact detatls of
the last volume worked out until I began that volume and
the movement of the plot was making itself clear to me
where 1t had to go.
This is by no means a comment on writers who
work the other way. Vriting is difficult enough that
whatever works for Balzac, 1 think, kept
rotting omicos in Ats he felt
inspiration flagging be Opened the drawer. I think it was
Paviovian: 1f you don't get moving you're ® Eoing 0 hevs
saull rotting onimme, 0 youd Detter write
rom my potnt of view 1 found it very
ener[lzln!. very stimulative to the creative process. to
sit down {n the morning and say, ckay, you have to figure
out where this must move, you have to discover it. So I
was constantly engaged in creating the book, rather than
one orgy of creativity before I started writing, and then
three years of simply transcribing that nitial impulse.

PAUL KINCAID
in the book.

There's a strong undercurrent of myth

GUY GAVRIEL KAY  You're quite right, there is a strong
and It's a of

mine, comparative mythology is something in which 1 read
very deeply both specifically in preparing the background
to ‘the trilogy, and just out of gemeral interest for most
of my adult life. 1 wanted to play and work with the
trappings of mythology in the tapestry, to turn some of
them upside down, echo others. The notion of the
tapestry itself, as now, is that Fionnavar is the
first world, the perfect world, which all otbers, including
cur own, imperfectly mirror. One of the ways 1 thought
would be most interesting to lay in that concept, without
hammering the reader over the head with what I was doing
which 1 don't like, was to echo, slightly dlitnrt‘ half-
references to mythologies which we know world.

“you know, I know that little bit," or “that reminds
me of something". So that, for example, on a very mundane
level, the sword in the stone of Arthurian legend becomes
the king's spear in Fionnavar. Just a tiny, minor change

of patterns in histary.
the answer to the question, I think,
there's an inevitability to the comparison, The:

1s that

that kind of fiction for that time, so all of us vurkln! u.
te, et rom-n period must sustain compariso
and analogy. In own case, cbvicusly, because of -y
close association vit! the Tolkien works themselves, it's
also appropriate that critics make a comparison, and 1

manceuvring within the structures and parameters of high
fantasy. Some writers have said he did it all, th

way I could carve out for myself a space anywhere near the
top of that mountain, I'm going to do something completely

Tolkien was fascinated by himself. And that repository can
be warked with so many different ways that I really do
think that there's lots and lots of room for writers to
work with those primal myths, as much as Tolkien himself
and come to a different destination.

PAUL KINCATD Talking of primal myths, Umberto Eco
Sees the middle ages baving established all contemparary
woes, parliaments, banking systems. And he regards heroic
fantasy as a barkizg back to the beginning of the woes,
whereas fantasy writers seem to use it as a barking back
0 an age of innocence. Vhich do you?

GUY GAVRIEL KAY That's the sort of question that you
don't want to answer glibly because a perceptive
cbeervation. One thing that occurs to me is that the
middle ages, the medieval societal structure, for those
with some status, some room for manceuvre, represents a
period of time when the individual could make a difference.
Vhen individual actions and input could quite
powerful profound effects reverberating through either a
peAIUaiataty o' Atkenh\ohd: Thcds R nccibelogy,
n y soctety that that {sn't the case. That

that, I hope, will serve, as they to give
readers the sense [ want that this is where they began,
and we've got it filtered down, if you will, from worlds
nd centurfes fnto our world, and we've got the basic
tory, but we haven't su! 1t eucily cight. S the v

to the

parallel to the ravens of Odin in the Narse myths. The
shamanistic rituals of the Dalrei very closely parallel the
rituals of the plains Indians, and shamanistic
traditions of the steppes of Russia

PAUL KINCAID think the mythological element
has extended to the struczuru the shape of the book?

GUY GAVRIEL KAY
did extend to the shaj

That's an interesting question. What
try idea, which
the

of it was the Tapes

and very
dliberate attempt in places to come up with a rhythm for
the narrative that would echo that kind of movement of a
loca.

PAUL KINCAID

fantasy navel that comes alang is compared to Tolkien, as
1f Tolkien bas set the shape and the structure of fantasy
novels for all time? Do you think that's so?

GUY GAVRIEL KAY It's one of the root questions, it's
one of the central questions of our day in fantasy. He
casts a glant shadow. He didn't create the genre, but you
put it very well, he set the shape of it, even to the
trilogy question. The whole tradition springs from the
accident of the paper shortage at the time The Lord of the
Rings came out. It came out in three volumes by accident,

is becoming more and more difficult for the adividual &

directly, by your own intelligence or courage or recititude

or probity, make a significant difference on the world that

ng that's slipping away from

us. So that's one of the attractions - maybe in gemeral,
certatnly for me - of writing in this sort of context.

But the middle werwst & very, Ixpooumt

tize, 1n terns, Ve a contemporary

mythologising of them. That line abows TS Ohie sod

Future King: "The middle ages as they never were but
should have been”, which is a wonderful, wonderful
description. T think that sums up that view of the middle

as a time of innocence, But as you knaw 1s0
interested in the complexities of power politics in that
sort of context, In fact The Summer Tree begins, and that
slement is sustained in the other two books, Wwith internal
religious squabbling between the followers of the goddese
and the god, and that underlies much of the work. There

the
lossed over if we think of
erely as bucolic times of innocence.

Yes, 50 many fantasies seem to be
fnnocence in  that

frustrated that the market seems to
them, rather than books that try to do something desper,
stronger?

PAUL KISCAID
exerc 1

GUY GAVRIEL KAY I don't suppose there's much point
getting irritated. Nost - bow shall I put this? - most of
what's written in most genres top quality. Nost
lawyers are not top quality, most physicians are not top
quality. The majority of what c in anything s
not going to be straining or striving for excellance, I
don't think there's much paint in wasting a great deal of
energy being irritated.

PAUL KINCAID In other areas the works or quality
are the ones that are recognised, whereas all too often in
fantasy the percefved image af fantasy is the majarity

and that sot a pattern. A lot of scoldente have set a lot GUY GAVEIEL KAY If there's » frustration it's that the |




genre, to my mind, {s unduly defensive about the SEuff
that's churned out. It's churned out, there's a lot of it,
but in the same way the prepanderance Of mainctream
fistion is stuff that's churned out. But you don't bear
pecple saying of Salman Rushdie Saul Bellow that
they're not very good because they write in the same genre
that Jackte Collins writes fn. It would never occur to

anyone to diminish or downgrade the excellence of the
quality writers of mainstream fiction by saying that they
write in the same field as trashy writers. On the other
hand in genre fiction critics and to a certain extemt we
ourselves working within it and reading within it, get
overly defensive, I believe, about trying to separate out
our quality people from the trash and apomglslng for
then. I think one of the signs of the coming o of our
genre will be when we say “yes, of course gl
rubbish being written. There's a lot of rubbish being
wEltlen 18 grecy vy, Bt Jock ab s, this. is. gl dad

we won't be defensive about e writing rubbish,
we'll sisply say that any smlul thriving fors of
endeavour will attract people with a wide level of |

competence and aspiration, and we'll accept it as a fact of
ite

PAUL KINCAID How do you feel now that the trilogy
is over?

GUY GAVRIEL KAY A very strange uaun& Paul. It's
11

tion, rellef, and a

Tot out of me 1m (56 attemyt To Tring fhe cliaax up to the
level I could sustain recently all
f1nsh
Dext.
probably fairly predictable transttory
Baven't quite pulled myself out from what I had been doing
to get moving into the next project. So there's a great
fesling of relief. There's a certain satisfaction because
I'm very bappy with the last volume, I'm n.ppy um
the way the thing ther, And  th
anticipation and hope that when it finally does el
the readership response will vindicate that feeling, And
it's coupled with an awareness that wve to put it
behind me and move onto the next project.

PAUL KINCAID Atter
whera do you go next?

something 1like the trilogy,

GUY GAVRIEL KAY
do 1 don't want to be redundant
involve fantasy elements to a
The novel that's {ncubating slowly in my mind is another
atteapt to synthesise or barmonise elements that I admire
in both fantasy and contemporary literature. I think 1f [
end up locking for a niche it s somecne trying to
bridge what we often see as a huge gap between the fantas;
genre and the mainstream. I'd like to try to eliminate or
dininish the size of that gap.

1 don't do the same thing. Vhatever I
It's certainly going to
indesd

sense

in some ways. It was a very intense six year amn 1 was
extremely deeply immersed in the the
story. It's a very emotional story, the last volume Stk
—

THE VOYAGE OF THE SPACE BEAGLE

Rody  Sawyer

E Van Vogt is not ome of my favourite SF writers.

But his novel The Voyage of the Space Beagle (1950)

exesplities al1 that is, to m t about bim, and I

ike to take a lnok at what makes the book,

o spite its crudities, a

1can best explain its nxpugm by i g B

novel with Van Vogt's first published SF story,

Dstruyer' (1939), which is essentially a "first arater lm-

ce Beagle. The practice of fleshing out a short story

or novella into sovel length is one of the banes of SF;

a look at both novel and short stary offers

useful insights lato how the original concept bas changed,
both in plotting characterisation and the la

with which they are built up, to tramsfors a powerful but

into a symmetrical and

It is my opinion that

writer change and develop after a story is written, and
bow the concerns of science fiction itself developed over
the course of a decade.

-nmx Destroyer" became the first f Space
Beagle. An expedition to a distant world discovers Coeurl,
a huge, intelligent cat-like creature with super-biological

In his introduction to the story
reprinted Voy Gvon, 1982,  ed.
Knight/Greenberg/Olander), Van Vogt tells us something of
his writisg metdods and preoccupations; his comstruction
af the , the fact that “the story
itsel?, as with most of my stories, came to me in a dreas”
and that "each word was chosen for the sound of the
letters in it." Mood and action were essentials in telling
s story. But this is typical Van Vogt: I dmc uum ta
g0 very much deeper into sonal
practice writing — entry in th- llehans'
Encyclopedia of Science Fiction and the items it cites will
do ‘that better than 1 can. Vhat is important for my
argument is that when he came to turn "Black Destroyer®
(and three other stories) into Beagle, he revised
beavily.  First, let's look at the actwal writing; s
examples, just take the !ust two paragraphs:

On and on rowled! The black, moonless,

almost starless anll yielded reluctantly before

a gria reddish dawn that from his left

A vague, dull light it was, that gave no semse

of approaching warath, mo comfart, nothing but &

cold, diffuse lightness, slowly revesling a
ightaare landscape.

Black, jagged rock, and bleak, unliving

im, as a pale red sun

peered at last above the grotesque horizon. It
was then Coeurl recognised suddenly that he was
on familiar ground.

("Black Destroyer®)

On and on Cosurl prowled. The black, moonless,
almost starless night yielded reluctantly before

It slowly revealed

pe.
black rock and a black, lifeless

plain took form around him. A pale red sun
above the grotesque horizon. Fingers of

light probed among the shadows. And still there
was no sign of the family of id creatures that
he bad been trailing now for nearly a hundred

days.
(Space Beagle)

Even these introductary semtences bear evidence of
The first sentence merely

inversion remaved and is cut short, while out of it Ls
constructed the fourth sentence of Space Besgle. ("It was
slowly revealed....”) The prose has became a lighter shade
of purple: tauter, simpler, mare effective.
raph two, the first sentence ol il
make two shorter, tighter sentences. he sentence
beginning "Fingers of light...." gives more ntnnaphnr- and
a sense of progressing in time, continuing the build-up to
the final semtence which, in both versions, brings us to a
mini-climax: of disappointment in the novel, of recogaition
in the story.
Both introductions are actually skilful acts of scene
setting, altbough the novel-vers to bear
marks of a better, more experienced writer. Vhat is
mmurmy 15 :n way the bones of the narrative have
remained, nvmmux—dybm@tum.
slightly alterant position in less than a hundred words.
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Already we have a slight but poe-my .15nmunv. change
in the story, and by returning our the events

narrated, rather than mewunuuud.--unmnnmx

that Van Vogt bas substantially changed the tale be
originally gave us.
The structure

of "Black Destroyer" {s standard SF—
a 11s and overcome.
Apart from a treatise on cyclic histary, which becomes
relevant at the descmsent, ve are gives little beyond this
pattern.  The p unnamed, the relationships
between the crew members upuy sketched if touched at
a1, e little happens apart from the basic conflict
tween the men and Coeurl.
As soon as Van Vogt gives a name to the ship —

iscovery
e, of evolution,
and it is this which leads us into the novel to follow the
Space s‘yo along a path which seems guided by that very

non the allen perils which the Space Beagle
encounters — cumulatively greater — and

which is faced by the Nexialist Grosvenor as he struggles
to establish his "super science® as the basis for a kind of
evolutionary quantus jump to transcend the cyclic growth
and decay of civilisation have Darwinism at their root.
By adding as a sub-plot the rivalry between Kent, head of
the Department of Chemistry (who from a cardboard but
fairly positive character in “Black Destroyer* becomes a
political opportunist characteristic of a civilisation
about to collapse), and Grosvenor (who does not appear
the story-version), Van Vogt increases by several orders
of magnitude the tension in his tale.

A I?.lndud fix-up, you may think -- but sub-plat, for
a start, perbaps the wrong expression for
actually h-pynng here: to the standard pattern of men-

. Van Vogt
adds a more dramatic compoment -- quarrel-among-
themselves. In Beagle he has m-:::al(ully ‘subsumed
that pattern in two larger omes.

nglerian theory of historical cycles intro—
duced n a fairly undigested form into "Black Destroyer” is
retined in

structure.
bird-pecple; the Rii

before the Big Bang; the galaxy-wide dust intelligence, the

Expedition, to
accepted and break out of the cyclic pattern, um struc-
ture the novel.

Hence the way in which the initial actions of "Black
Destroyer* are given further meaning in Space Beagle, For

Comnitai: 1AL Xarton hatrd Litkin orapiey Loty
the chemist, laugh with the embarrassed
gurgle with which he invariably announced e
uncertainty....  *I'll take chances with
anything as big as that.*

Commander Morton allowed his own deep

chuckle to echo alang the communicators. “That,”
he grunted finally, “is reasons why
you're on this expedition, Kent -- because you

The communicator in the headpiece of his space
sult came abruptly to life. A laughed
Sy, da e sl “Piwoutiy, Tia diklly do
dhtace itk anytilng ad lrgs e
As the other spoke, Grosvemor roeop

the voice of Gr-gm—y Kent, head of the chemistry
department. A small man physically, Kent had a
g paramaltty. e aa friends and

supparters aboard the ship, and had already
gaminced bl casiidacy 2o e
the

Another voice sounded.
deeper and more relaxed.

The tone was
Grosvenor recognised

it as belonging to Hal Morton, Director of the
o That's one of the
a

fact that Kent
Norton's opponent for the directorship.  Of
course, it could have been designed as a bit of
incidental political virtuosity to put over to
the more naive listeners the notion that Norton
felt 5o 111 will towards his rival.
(Space Beagle)
event — the approach of Coeurl to the group
of scientists — is used in Space Beagle to illusinate a
whole new set of plot structures. Again, a sceme is
rewritten, this time extensively, and it becomes not just
an event in itself, but a clue to forthcoming events and
wider implications.  Essentially the
spoken, the same actions performed, but the novel dwells
on them and lets us see them more clesrly ing
undertones which are not present in the story and instead
of a more or less unimportant exchange of words, the
passage, as perceived by Grosvemor (note the change in
viewpoint from Morton to Grosvenor) becomes a key passage
in establishing the basis for the future conflict.
Compared to Space Beagle, “Black Destroyer® is
altogether cruder; a straightforward adventure tale with a
dash of cultural speculation. Space Beagle, whatever its
faults (and I'll go into these shortly) is a carefully
crafted novel. It is patterned in several different ways.
There is the obvious, strictly linear journey further into
space: the novel ends with the Space Beagle having to lead
the Anabis out into intergalactic space to starve it rather
than risk it following them to the Home Galaxy. There is
the episodic, cumulative pattern of encountering each time
a more powerful alfen threat. There is the cycnc pattern
in the and
conflict between Grosvemor and Kent. necessary
to believe in Spengler's theary of historical cycles mor
Van Vogt's “Nexialiss® (which, 1like most of bhis
aupas(xenuuc panaceas, remains largely undescribed but
to be a mixture of up-to-date teaching methods and
mununl to enjoy the book, but they are good struts to
bang the story on and give Space Beagle the shape of a
novel rather than a collection of linked stories.
18 jcomlimion; Space Besgle seess to me to be ope of
Van Vogt t novels. Despite its origin as a fix-up of
related short stories, it has a novel's etry and depth.
Its language is, at times, powerful: Van Vogt knows all the
tricks of pulp fiction. Its range is limited, but mot
superticial,
That 6 not to say I do not find questionable, even
sinister, themes in it. Grosvenor knows everything, it
seems because Nexialism is Super; fine, it might be, but I
still remain suspicious of panacea philosophies, and here
Van Vogt is clearly stacking the deck in advance of the
ame.
R among the weaknesses of the pulp fiction which
Van Vogt does so well is its inability to come to terms
with the fact that there is more than one sex. Thus the
Space Beagle, we read, is "an all-masculine expedition
(where) the problem of sex had been chemically solved by
the inclusion of specific drugs in the general diet" (enly
too neatly sidestepping several further possible areas of
patterned conflict: no wonder the poor souls spend so much
time in political intrigue!), which is on one occasion even
faced with "an enemy who had curiously womanlike bodies
and faces
Still, at lesst we bave a novel where the wimner
by brain rather tham Dby

succeeds brawn, even if his
position stage centre as Messiah of a new “science” gives
him something Of an unfair advan his opponents,

and 1 find a satisfying pattern and logic in The Voyage of
Beagle (even if I must ultimately refect it on
and ethical grounds) because it

the mark of an effective work of a

1 do not wish to make inflated claims for Space
Beagle as a book or Van Vogt as a writer, but a careful
reading of the bock will show a level of care and
ingenuity which surely ys study by anyone who is
interested in what science fiction is all about.
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THE GHOST 4k PEN

A View of Politics and Philosophy
in Science Fiction and Fantasy

Part 11 - Fantasy
A0 gy st 1 have so little of any of these things!
ou are wise and powerful. Vill you mot
take the Ring?"
"Noi* cried Gandalf, springing to his feet.
“Vith that power 1 should have power too
great and terrible.
would gain a power still greater and mare
deadly* His eyes flashed and his face was Lit
as by a fire within.
do ot wish
himself, Yet the way of the Eing to my heart is

by pity, pity for weakness and the desire of

strength to do good. Do mot tempt met [ dare

not take it, not even to keep it safe, unused.

The wish to wield it would be too great for ay

strength. I shall have such meed of it. Great

perils lie before me.*

Gandalf knew that tbe One Ring represented an absolute
power that could absolutely corrupt him. Sauros, in
creating the One Ring, also created a sub-reality totally
permeated by his own obsessive and corrupted influence,
and inhabited only by himself and the Vraiths. Others
could enter and through it by way of the powers of
the three Elven rings, or through the usage of magic like
(Gandalf, Sarusan, ast et ab), but they
become of it uiless they wsquivocably
accepted the Ring and all it stood for, or were captur

and subverted — like the Vraitds.

Central to the Fantasy genre is the comcept that the

rusiog of the universe —— aod by extension, mortal lives

is the responsibility of powers greater than ordinary
mortal human beings: in Lord of the Rings it is Iluvatar,

Unfortunately, belng a truly sesinal work, Lard
Rings bas bad a paralysing effect on fantasy and
fantastic literature, such that lluvatar, Sauron and Gandalf
have been cloned in their manifestations that appear in
the pastiches currently flooding the paperback market.

Yet Fantasy did not begin with Tolkien's wark. Its
roots sink deep into the international myths and legends
that have had an undeniable Influence on what might be
termed Modern Fantasy.

of eloquent intricacy like Clark Ashton
Dunsany, the singular HP Lovecraft, and the swashbucklers
Robert E Howard and Edgar Rice Burroughs.

The Vorm Ourcboros by ER Eddison saw the light or
day in 1922, “rhe Hobbi? by Tolklen in 1037 and The Sword
In The Stone by TH Vhite in 1939 —- but it wasn't until
the 60's when the youth cultures rejected established
solutions to seek out their own, that fantasy really took
off.

The success of Dune by Frank Herbert was quite
significant - it was swaggering space opera, it was the
saga of battling families, it was the spice drug, it was
mystery and mysticism, and all emacted across tbe almost
tangible sands of Arrakis. Frank Herbert's observations on
power were interesting -- Paul Atreides discovers how the
spice can be destroyed and holds this over the heads of
the Guild Navigators for whom the precognitive qualities

of the spice are essential in the operation their
starships. Because be can destroy the spice, Paul has
complete cantrol of it, and thus wields immense aver

the Harkonnens and the Padishah
abdicate in favour of Paul.
cantroller of the spice.

is vlslnn ul the young bero tapping sources of
hidden and unlimited power ta overthrow the corrupt (and
usuaily older) upns.nuun- of authority can be seen as
a reflection of wish fulfilment. In a peychedelic era,
pundits and mentors were selling "guide-books" to
cosmos, eastern religions had come west in a plethora of
yogis, swamis and gurus, and all of them promised states,

Emperor who is forced to
Authority lies with the

Michael Cobley

keys, paths and selves in a confusing scramble for the
Ultimate.

The thing was, lained what the

msequences of attaining the Ultinate of the hidden Power
-x;m be. The dencuments Of fantasies set in semi-medieval
or pre-industrial societies usually depict the victorious
Prince, now a safely married King, toting his magical
sword Hordewaster and his holy hammer Ninioncrusher as he

swanning around his newly acquired on oo a
publicity tour. The problem with mosarchic power is that
no-one can guarantee the bemevolence of the new King's
descendants, no matter how saintly he {s. Ofind you, it's
alvays good for a sequel or four!)

This is not to say that all fantasy sees the Ultimate
power as benevolent and unassailable. In Nichael Noarcock's
Fternal Champion cycle the gods of Law and Chaos omly
seem to be all-powerful —- in reality their very existence
is dependent on the faith of the bumans with whom they

But they are vulnerable to the Eternal Champion in all his
flaved and despairing guises: even the Cosmic Balance —
the ultimate Logos of the Champion's worlds — is wrecked
by Erekose in a final act of despair. Vith Corum and the
Hand of Kwil and the Eye of Rhynn, Jerry Cornelius and the
Shifter, and Elric and Stormbringer, Nichael X ¥ made
it clear that a source of power could not fail to affect
its

possessor.
The Logos in Roger Zelazny's Amber is the Pattern of
Amber, a weaving motif laid out on a cellar floor beneath
the royal palace in the city of Amber. The Pattern's power
supports Amber and casts shadows of the city outwards,
shadows that with distance become progressively less )lh
Amber and more prone to mamipulation by the
Chaos, the strange dark counterpoint to Amber. Obercm, Al
built Amber, was a remegade Lord of the Courts. After his
disappearance, intr: to secure his throne ensue among
the various factions of his somewhat extended family, a
group of individuals whose Nachiavellian aptitudes and
sheer devicus double-dealing would put JR Ewing to shame.
The five volume story reveals ter layer as
cabal after cabal comes ta light and plots are laid bare.
Corwin, son of Oberon and the story's narrator, finds
power slipping away as he seems to draw nearer to it.
First it is the throne, then the Jewel of Judgement which
canfers weather control on the wearer. Later he discovers
another Pattern, the original, of which the one below Amber
itself a shadow. He then meets ome of his father's
servants who is aleo a renegade from the Courts —- and it
is he who {s the Pattern, and the Jewel of Judgement the
tool by which it was created.
the Logos of Amber stems from the person who
created it and towards the story's end, in a bid to defeat
the desolation unleashed by his enemy, Corwin shapes a mew
o afghte; m, sounds and memories of
Earth, itself a shadow of Am
‘The Mdd-n-nro-cln-hs-hu/hr (@imost invariably
*his')-destiny" bas very quickly become a cliché, along
with the concomitant rie of elves, dwarves, dragons
and wizards set in their antiseptic medievalism. It is no
coincidence that fantasy has increased in popularity in
recent years while *rational® science fiction has suffered
15

Dread
increase in demand for the novel of anti-science fictiom,
ially series novels pandering to adolescent
fantasies,

This view may seem harsh but the
support it. This is an age where the political parties of
the Right have set liberal education and civil rights ik
By over ten years, where illiteracy and
rusning at catastrophically high levels, where the Yoral
Majority — with at least tacit approval of the

evidence tends to




erican adnministration —- has been revampl
hnlnvlﬂhing techniques from the Bible Belt for this age
of Tele-Vitiation, and where our Prime Ninister has accum-
ulated so much power during her term of office that, for
just one example, she single-handedly resisted every call
and plea for sanctions against South Africa in the face of
national opinion and the unanimity of Commonwealth suppart
for sanctions.

Because this is an age of Schisms, opposition to the
Autboritarians has taken a long time to achieve any
coberency, certaisly in this country — in the States it
3ay already be too late. But here in the UK, as in the US,
people are pursuing lifestyles of survival, of doing their
own things without those in Authority. In SF this
bas taken shape in fantasy and science fiction novels jam-

packed with primitive palitical and social concepts,
moribund imagery and relentless formula plots.
A prime example of this is the *hero/ine-who-is-

mn-?rr_-n.rzn»w-mxm-m.gxc-)k..nn- plot. You
Xnow the books of which I speak —- the Darwath trilogy,
the Spellsinger books, the River of Dancing Cods trilogy,
and the Covenant books for instance -- yet in taste and
inventiveness they are several light years ahead of the
Gor books, the Calibans of our tempestuous fictioms. But
compared to what has been produced by the likes of John
Brunner, Thomas Disch, Brian Aldiss, Harlan Ellison and
Robert Silverberg, these novels are distinctly reminiscent
of soufflés -- notable more for their volume than their
content.
an uot a hater of fantasy. It is bad and cynical
-mng that I detest, regardless of the form it takes. The
of the matter is that our beloved genre is being
sliced up, to the extent that cross-fertilisation between
the sociologists, the technophiles and the good old adven—
turists is at a perflously low ebb, and another fact is
that the last of those three groups s by far the most
powerful, in terms of numbers and spending tial.
Aund what now? Vell, as soon as Villlam Gibson's

i) B 411 1hat, at the mame time

something fresh and alsc (in its narrative
.tlmyhr-) redolent of our times -- cults, fashions,
styles, youth gasgs and despairing attempts to survive in
the shadows of corporate gargantua that have grown too
powerful to be sericusly cnaneqa:

Although  Neuromancer Count Zero seem more
concerned with the oliaaation of a atmosphere of deep
hopelessness than an attempt to suggest solutions, this is
n0 bad thing — ome writer's imagined vision of where we
night be going may help to warn us all. To quote from
¥orman Spinrad's Stayin' Alive (where he has spoken of
these problems more lucidly than 1 have here); ——

“..one of the cultural functions science fictian

should have been perforaing sora centrally sll

“sci-fl" (Lhat awful contraction) but they all possess a
signiticant ingredient semi-religlous transcendence.
Their popularity is an indication of a widespread need for

assurances that the good guys will win -- and that we can
line up with thea!

Hlence the demand for fantasy novels with their mock-
archaic prose, young fated heroes or displaced denizens of
Earth (if you think om it, the fictional multiverse must be
svarm with Semu-clad, guitar-playiag students desperately
searching for the Ploth, and
climactic battle resnlhn& in vnaxuum.. shaliow humour
and thmpaat bappy-ever- afterisss.

is important to realise that the Auveniur.als

and  the all  firaly

satrendiad fa Uiis drw of Schizns, albeit alleoated from
one and other. So don't go expecting much depth from the

genretied novel i i trilogies. Questions about free
will, ambiguity, the comsequemces of our actions and
responsibility for them, adax, social probleas —

imaginative explorations will be frequently avoided, even
by the soclologists among us if they've chosen to shackle
‘themselves to some ideology of Left or Right.

But as with rock music, the current state of spec—
ulative fiction isn't a complete blandout. The good s(uﬂ'
is there, but Sturgeon's Law applies today as much as
ever did in the 50's and 60's: 90% of SF is garbage, by
which 1 mean average, pedestrian, jnlt gnod encugh. One
main difference between the 60's and ¢ It
volume of SF being published and rIld end-
90% of dreck is as an ocean next to yesteryear's swimming
pool. For the 10% of angelic product it is like comparing a
paddling pool with a puddle.

Narketing is the other great difference between the
eted

ages. Everything is marke presidents, prime
ninisters, pictures, pms and paperbacks. I suspect that
punk/new wave rock the t great youth rebellion: at

first the record mlylnlas were thrown off balance, but it
only took them & couple of years to absord the movement
and, by marketing its dissent, neutralise it. Just as the
seven Inch 45 record has become a multi- marketing
device for the music industry, so is this trend discernible
at the bottom end of the SF paperback market. Nore
particularly in America where meaning and art take poor
second and third places b;hud commercial demographics in
the list of p«bushtug eriter:

tle  of° tais article hclud‘d the word
‘plumphy' and thus far there to bave been damm
little mention of it. From ame point of view that 1s ardly
- practically no SF author is going to sit

y things for granted and a lot of
these .m.pum are of a philosopbical nature. It is
these philosophical assumptions and aspirations that
deternine how society works, and thus how SF is treated,
bath culllerchl)y and culturally,

along is that
prophecies, of keeping sociaty alert to pusib]u
pits in the road up ah

added an
1938-1950
1965-1980

So by way of Isaac Asimov's four stages 1 have
alternative five: 1926-1938 Sense of Vonder;
Scientific and Social Naivety; 19501965 Dread;
Confusion; and 1980 onwards Schisss.

Sclence fiction in its pulp incarnation was most
Clearly defined by its obsession with technology (mock,

or authentic), its faith in technology's promise as
a panacea, and its lack of interest in political and espec-
1ally social probless.

Vorld ‘eveats — Verid Var 11, the dtom Bomb, the Cold
Var, Korea Vietnam — body to the
technologically faithful, prndm:llg a resentsent of
politics and politicians that has contriduted to the

tolsation of SF. There was a split, the first of mamy,
in which human problems of society began to be discussed.
But with the 60's turbulence of rejection and near frantic
pursuit of lifestyles promising Nirvana, the discussion and
even the tion diffused and lost direction during the
years of Nixon and the oil crisis.

Out of the Nirvana Hunt, modern fantasy became a
fully fledged genre. But it also suffered from the
Confusion of the 70's although not as much as rational
science fiction. 2010, the Star Vars films, Close
Encounters and E.T. may be seen by the general public as

fandom has been locked in a ghetto
mentality for a lang time now,

with the outer world —- after all, if we consider the sheer
wealth of intelligence and talent among the writers and
fans, perhaps we can make a difference, real and tangible,
to a real world that is in real trouble. It is time SF
before time runs out.

ge the ibility that
the thrust of this article may be completely and utterly
urong, that my historical designations are totally arbit-

ary, and that I's suffering from bunker-digging parancia.
Could be.

ML e g R Gy 1 am at lesst
PRy EIGN, [n doy cabe, Sk BF Iftalice can ike
think about possibilities and lea: about
ourselves.

The pressing question is; are we learning what we
seed and is our learning keeping pace with ocur changing
needs?

CORRECTION

In the first part of Nike Cobley's article in VI
Valter Lippman quote should end “they are likely to e
the most power®, not “unlikely; in the following paragraph,
"democratic society" should read “democratic majority"
Sorry!
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TRILLION YEAR SPREE: THE HISTORY OF
SCIENCE FICTION — Brian Aldiss with
David ¥ (Gollancz, 1986, Siipp,
215 /b, £9.95 pibl

Reviewed by David V Barrett

FIBST OF ALL, IF CASE NY LATER CRITIC-
isms give the 1on, let me
say unreservedly that if you cnly have
two books about SF on your shelves,
Trillios Year Spree should be cve of
thes. (The Other, of course, sbould be
the Bicholls Eacyclopedis.)

First, Aldiss insists on & start-

ing potat:
Frankesstets. . just as good & case
o Ve vt for that as

say, Jules Verse, Genesis or Gilgamesh
1t all o8 how you define SF, a

decades, and which I would be Dappy to
see surface from time to time in Vec-
tor. It's fun, It can be iastructive
but it susta
wEo attempts to define SF
a differest definition.

Adiss's, for

t
cosfused state of kaowledge (science),
asd is characteristically set in the
Gothic ar post-Gothic mode.”

Somewhat Yordy, Bt a little pretes-

tious — and allowing meatly for cnly

one possible e novel: Fraskes-

stein. Vhich came first, I wonder: the

mumnn. or the decision that Kary
is

elle; mother of science
tiction

And {t's not that he had to start

somewhere; Aldiss s chapters on

“honourable ancestors* of SF. But by
insisting that nothing before Franken-
stein can be called SF he is led to
rather silly evasions like this, about
Gulliver's Travels:
“It is fortunste that this masterly
work does not count as sciemce fict-
fon.. for, if 1t did so count, thes
perfection would Bave been aschbleved
straightaway, and the geare possidly
concluded as soon as it had begun.”

Incidentally, Aldiss's thesis that
SF's roots lle firaly in Gothic liter-
ature certalaly seems visdicated each
tise I lcok at the new titles {n For-
bidden Flanet: an overwhelaing pre-
ponderance of farytale palaces, and
casties cold and grim, of besutiful
wemsn  brightly Jewelled sad richly
gowied, and bag-ridden crestures too
Lorrifying to contemplate, of over-
dedicated brilliant sclentists, and
dreadful pln(s of crazed megslomaniscs.
Fure Gatbic

But Aldiss should Bave shown the
eves greater debt that borror and fan-
tasy, rather than 5F, owe to the Gotd-

the search for a definition of 5

REVIEWS EDITED B
Pa Kicad

isd glarious opport-

uaity to d!.lcsss Joia mehrs um-

5lg and Mark Helprin's Vinter's Ta,
aoders

problex: if SF is borm of the Gothic,
vhence came the shift from the female
bias of the Gothic to the male domin-
2tios aad appeal of 557

ly second major cosplaist agatast
mma Year Spree

dtbau which Bas been going om for [N

not as an author.
And considering the vital tmport-

tp [3%C€ ©f the short story ia SF, how cam
Aldiss pusmy get away with saying
of Garry Kilworth —- arguably the best

evaluation whatscever beyond that bare
statement?
Ia any work of this size, some %!

pristing errors are inevitable;

should be pointed out for correction in

future editions. First, all

beadings in Chapter VIII
using:

two

the page
read VI,
Which “is confusing; second, Doc

mistakenly given as the Skylark series
rather than the Lensman saries, which
is unfortunate.

I've
throughout,
producing this major rewrite and exp-
ansion of Billion Year Spree (1973)
should not be forgotten.

pursue obsessioss. David Vingrove a
former editor of Vectar) has, 1 feel,
tempersd Aldiss's prejudices to some
degree, making this a more balanced,
substantisl and worthwhile

1t might Gtherwise have been.

Lespite my cavils, as ! said at

the beginning, Irillion Year Spree s

essential 1

jabout SF

jout and tuy
L

reading

Colin gets,
otie brief semtion -- but as a eritic, to

fector|SPeciality ®
al

Saith's famcus six-volume series is|FolY

Tur BEST SCIENCE FICTION OF ISAAC
ASINOV - fsaac

(Gratton, 1987, szv" 10951

Reviewsd by Jim Eng!

TEAT THIS IS A COLLECTION OF THE BEST
of

reasons mecessarily
lu!ug merit) in lu -d-rhgly lrlnk
introduction. There was another
1]

lecticn 1n 1973 eqnin-gxzna-s

"’"m e points out, be has writtes more,

qun! storfes but this is not the case.
20 stories in the collection were first
publisbed in the 1950s and most of the
diss |Temainder are one

or two pages based
on wordplay of grest silliness (the

short story" ever written (make sense
umtumm)

all these stories there are
what -un lcosely be termed ‘ideas’
and the ides {s almost

never giving offemse by rising
bove crude

sStereotypes no matter

loag the story or how slight the idea.
The second longest story, 'The Ugly
Little Bay' (nearly 40 pages) is excep-
tional in that it is supposed to “tug
at beartstrs and *I can generally
people sniffing by the time

they get to tbe end*, but who sniffs is
(to me) a mystery. It is sickening and
unbelevable schmaltz about a prissy
nurse who ceess like a cross between
cartoon versions of Nary Poppins and
Florence  Nightingale. “The first
version of this story was rotten,” but

ta be up-front
parlance, so that they will not get any
contrary and wrong ideas.
To end on an upbest note there is|
just one story in the collection that 1
regard as brilliant - ‘The Last Answer'
be confused with ‘The Last
Question’), first published in Analog,
Jamuary 1960. Oaly seven pages long, it
be recommended

reading for|
uya- ™ the possible|
(the 'idea’ 1s all it

recent, some old-
izers (like me) may not bave read it.

|
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CLAN GROUND - Clare Bell
(Gollancz, 1986, 258pp, £7.951
[Reviewed by Helen McHabb

THIS IS A SEQUEL TO RATHA'S CREATURE,
with Ratha now in firm control of the]®
group of sentient cats who call them-|
selves the named, to distinguish then]
from the unintelligent unnamed, animall
lcats, ~ Ratha's Creature dealt with|
Ratha's discovery of fire, how shel
learnt to use it as a means of protec-
ting the clan, resulting in her becom-|
ing Clan Leader. Clan Ground is self-|
contained, 1t isn't essential to have]
read the first book to understand this|
one, although, as with any series, i
ldoes help.

Into the stable clan comes

ldisrupting influence, an unnamed cat o
lundoubted intelligence and remarkable|
bravery who wins acceptance into the|™
clan and 1is named Shungshur. despite|
the reservations of ding leader|
Thakur. The plot tnlln\vs e shifting
of the balance of power from Ratba tof
Shongshar, and the complications which
larise mm that struggle.

with the first book it ig
ruduhle. fluently written and contains

af

lstories deserve

Taken individually it of these
‘Voices', a|
leralst Table abst & b6y whe 154
perfect ventriloquist/mimic, but whol
also suffers from voices in his head)
15 Bishop at bls second best. 'h Gify
the s', about boyh

)
g
8

came to an English public school when
his family were slaughtered in Amrit-
sar in 1947, and went on to become a
brilliant physicist. Dreadfully aver-
used stereotypes both, as {5 the|
narrator, Professor Hawkesworth,

o

family cruelty and Nuclear Var, amusc
hits ~target. ‘Alien Graffiti', which|
concerns 1inexplicable alfen intrusions|

perhaps the best of the lesser stories)
its contrived ending grates, though it]
must be said that Bishop's writing]
props up the weak storyline.

were interesting and well handled, as|
was the discovery and domestication of]
la monkey-like creature by Thakur, butl
the absence of emotional depth mars
the rest of the author's achievements.|

cat fanciers that should suit its pre-|
adolescent market well, but it doesn't
have that extra dimension which would|
L1t it above the ordinary.

ICOUNTERS VITH THE DEITY
Michael Bishop

(Peachtree Press, 1986, 307pp, $15.951
Reviewed by David Vingrove

MICHAEL BISHOP HAS GOT GOD,
same way that he earlier 'got' Aliens|
jand Anthropology, as an obsessionally-
pursued subject. Here, in aptly-|
named collection, he displays a few of|
[the nine billion names of the deity.
Bishop's last collection,
Vinter in Eden, hasn't, so far as I
fnow, attracted a British publisher,|
perhaps because 1t is difficult taf
plgeonhole its contents. Little of his
work is overtly science-fictional, and|
lhis approach has more in common with|
afka and Borges than Kingsbury and
[Brin. But whereas Eden illustrated thel
frange and excellence of Bishop as al
fhort story writer, Defty displays a
marrower, less interesting writer than|

lenough  depth to retain an adult's|

interest although I never felt any| Perhaps the most dissatisfying

lemotional involvement with the charac-|element s the overtly theistic|

lters because, despite the author'|material. Bishop looks at his deific)

efforts, they remain two 1phen 5 rom  every|

The beginnings of a worship of fire[angle, and that's the problem. The
stories are hard meaningful 1in

~|Heinemann, 1986, 262pp, £10.951

The pmfundny
smven t'ur simply isn't there

ps some enterprising
publisher Vi1 take the best from Ong
Vinter in Eden and Close Encounters
with the Deity amd create a volume|
which demonstrates the real strengths|
of Nichael Bishop as a short story]
writer. Alas, this doesn't.

THE NEN VHO MASTERED TINE
Butler

David

Reviewed by David V. Barrett

DAVID BUTLER'S FIRST NOVEL IS A
quaintly old-fashioned artifact, in
everything from its title to its char-
acters, plot literary style. Vells
could have written 1it, or Wyndham
it is not a pastiche, as|
Space Machine or Aldiss's|
Frankenstein Unbound; this is genuinely
old-fashioned. Butler {s chairman of a
nanagement consultancy company and a
well known figure in the computer ind-
ustry. But unlike most technocrats who
think :hey can_write, Butler actunlly

- skywriting of a deific or possiblylgieereortn's reminiscences to Hawkes-
alien; kind, - bagihe ‘m““”“y' oMYl orth, a conventent way of segmenting|
o g et Wy o] hernics Linear taie and pelatt ing|
rationalisation: 0yable |oyents from the past to appropriate
perbaps, is 'The Bob Dylan Iambuurine stages af the invesugatmn =
Software & Satori Support Services 5 b Susonsh,
Consortium, Ltd’, which first saw light B e Lo, o et
of day in Interzone. i ?n?n.{?m and our work together i3
Hlgeyliera; ‘howawer; Biskop e TR A R greméi'smm of
caught between trivialities and over- the rivesse. It Il aan” e
ponderous dei-fiction. In the former| UVE‘M!ﬂ of EGWIH% 701 MHV yea But
bie style blnts the necessary homour| 3,5 nidhinsre oo, one il a::‘i'“
as in ‘Storming the Bijou, Mon| an right in what [ have vorked out 1
Amour', an dirritatingly unsatisfactoryf have mrmuy u jessed  Inayal K’Ym\'s
story about the Gods of Hollywood, buf Fi; R IhY, dhan the fate of U sancing
with the best one-limer in the book]] Khan has disnpyeared into  the|
"He wes 501614 movies old and moHl . ity the tnteation, Stesrforts
getting any younger." ‘Dog's Lives' 1S|yoijouec of recreating the future in

ar, then|
now in

teerforth and Khan's b

a don at their Oxford ,nueg
his declining years

The stary is told largely through|

his own tmage, Following a scattered
trail of clues from Coleridge, espec—
tally his 'Kubla Khan', Steerforth and
Hawkesworth set out to save the world
from his megalomanta.

any reader even slightly fan-
iliar with time travel novels there are
no surprises; every plot development is
telegraphed chapters in advance. Yet|
this is one of the most entertaining

novels 1 have read in a long time,
Butler's gentlemanly prose, and fthe
costly hackneyed nature of the plof,

nake this feal on first reading like a|
treasured book you have returned to
out of sheer love and enjoyment.

THE SHIFT - Hugh Cook
(Cape, 1987, 215pp, £9.951
Reviewed by Edward James

THIS IS PROBABLY THE RARE CASE OF
book whose b]urb nccurate'ly describes
its content and t
4 hilarious pasl S extravaganza |,
invalying, anong other things, “inter-
alactic spionage, forture,
ron FAntiss magatine,
afia, heroin-saugaling, Tray's arc
eneny e Barlzebub .
and so on. Including the Spang, “fluor-
escent-orange allen invaders, with
hooded green eyes, ravemous sexual
appetites and an affinity for bonsai."
1f you have any desire to read further,
the plot involves the machinations of
the power-mad Iridfan Troy to dominate
the world; the book's title is the name
given to a machine his employees are

2
the
biLd

can ough I suspect he
little SF since his public schuul and
Oxford days.

The Nen Vho Nastered Time are
Steerforth, a young duke who owns a
successful publishing company, has
[played cricket for England, and is a

[we're accustomed to.

Antarctic, which
can sele:cively alter human histary.
book, as can ses, is

intended as humour. And some of it is
vaguely humourous, at a consistently
low level. For example, a list of 20th
Icentury classics found on a yacht:

brilliant mathematician; and Khan, who
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4 lace Suide to Face Relations by
2ola Budd; 1 1y Isportanc
oy ! tion: < Austrian
i7 Antidoies By the Gorid
Organisation .
And no doubt some would find other
elements of the plot screamingly funny.
alien conquerers demand the

s 408
Heaith

vhat purpose? To be upcd’ To

be
n? For aliens to lay ‘w“ thele
9 play

nally one man
m iens tole

sceptical, he resists belleving so mz
Bis final conviction is

credible, and it is the sort of ghost
that many can belteve in because it is
a ghost made from umhappiness, guilt
and loneliness. It is never explained,
meither is the cat; what, if anything,
really happened is left for the reader
o judge, but the whale story is never
less than gripping.

1 once saw Cowper's work describ-
ed as watercolours. It was meant as an
insult, but it struck me as having
certain amount of truth, not as am
insult, but as a compliment. Vater-

10 |colours require good technigue, skill

doused kero
fhus effectively saving

Merere a1 yas the sliens
anned 1o do vith thes. (pp 201-

nmu satire? No, proof of a very
unpleasant interest 1in cruelty and
torture, which

is more graphically
evidenced at other places 1 ‘book.
A nasty, immature semse of humour,
therefore, in a book which adds
nothing to the canon of science
fiction, Ken Lake told us in Vectar 136

hat it ma autnor
Couk a ﬂnuhst m cn- 1955 Times/Cape
Young Vriters' cnnp-emun God help
us, and God belp Cay

SHADES OF DARKNESS - Richard Cowper
[Kerostna, 1986, 143pp, £10.951
Reviewed by Helen NcKabb

THIS BOOK IS FULL OF ECHOES OF OTHER
writers - the most cbvious are Graham
Greeme, referred to in the story, and
Conrad, whose Hesrt of Derkmess is
remenbered in the title and has assoc-
fations with so much of the back-
ground. It isn't necessary to have read

them to enjoy the book, but they add |at

depth and texture to it, like figures
in a landscape they give more idea of
repective and scale. This novel has
different levels, different angles of
approach, all of which can be equally
pleasing, it just depénds from which
direction the reader is comi
It starts in Africa. An investig-
ative journalist is thrown out of
Uganda and returns home to write an
for his paper, only to be
thrown off that as well. He has some-
thing to say and deprived of his usual
channel of communication, on
urging of friends, decides to say it in
the truth, the whole truth,
mora than could have appeared in the
paper, clothed in a light disguise of
fiction. To avoid distraction he rents,
an {solated cattage on the Besex coast,
ch where the story switches

and becomes, on one level, a
ghost story. And this is where the
plot synopsts stops because 1 don't

want to give it away
story, but not a horror story, or at
any rate the horror is that in the
hearts of men. It is also a love stary.
It is built up genmtly, the hero is

It s a ghost

which
bold

and great delicacy. Al

thoughtful, less flashy.
he paints a picture of a ghost story
on a windswept Essex coast, and {n the
detail and the depth are the darkmess

more souls by spreading evil. ‘l‘nrtm.
more | revolution, character the

the original exemplos are
De Sena fuses them, the Vondrous Phys—
ictan and his Llady bridging them in

their sequential réles of lovers,
victins, dialectically
resalvin is the rose tree, in
the ﬂmuring of polarities
disappear and re-em The story's
close is marvellously subtle - and
ambiguous.

Swards sorcerfes this book
contatas: N, o sarcery® 1t is
not. In imagery it is sometimes remin-—

!wt of the paintings of Bruegbex

of the title and the heat of an alfen [ang

country with a culture and life we

really understand. It is
beautifully writtes, eatnently readable
book. I reconmend it unreservedly

THE VONDROUS PHYSICIAN -
Sena (trans, Mary Fitton)
[Dent, 1986, 123pp, £3.95]
Reviewed by K.VBailey

Jorge de

DE SENA, PORTUGUESE ACADENIC, POET
and novelist, died in 1978. O Fisicio
Prodigioso is bers available for the
first time in English, transiated by
Mary Fitton in a prose conveying
images of brilliance and clarity. Her
verse translation is equally felicitous.
De Sena took two 15th cemtury exesplos
or moral tales, extracted their themes
and wove them, with other strands of
legend and popular lore, into a fantasy
which he regarded as experimental and,
its desper symbolic levels,
sutobtngraplical
Sena's ballad-like poems

anong severnl features which give the
book an experimental flavour. Its chap-
ters are prefaced by woodcuts, naively
Gothic, which reflect the symbalism
and lend ‘period' atmosphere. Present-
uniformity is further broken
by passages of bifurcated narrative,
ie. splitting into parallel columns ta
follow variant lines of perception and
action. The appended original exemplos
and the author's discursive and schol-

the |arly notes bave the effect of addition-

ally ‘enclosing' and ‘artificialising’
Bis story, though, paradoxically, in
doing 30 they rather tban

diminish its power.

The exemplos are simple: DeSena's
development of them sophisticated. The
first theme is the physician who
cheats death and resurrects corpses by
the magic of virgin blood; De Sena's
development creates a kind of "garden
(or of earthly delights”,
erotic, hedonistic, but ensnaring and
gutlt-haunted. The second is a man's
pact with the devil, who saves him

from hanging that he may catch him

devel
contemporarily relevant.
have S0 fine a wark of the imagination
in 50 readable a translation

THE NAN VHOSE TEETH
ALIKE - Philip K. Dick
(Paladin, 1986, 256pp, £2.95]
HUNPTY DUNPTY IN OAKLAND

VERE ALL EXACTLY

- Philip K.
Dick

(Gollancz, 1986, 199pp, £9.951

Reviewed by Paul Kincaid

PHILIP K.DICK'S SCIENCE ncno: 18 THE
1950s was successful papuhr e
1t didn't approach the ach

later in his career. Nor did it mly
satisfy his as writer, and during the
late 50s and early 60s he made
constderable efforts as a mainstream
novelist. All this wark was refected,
and languished for two decades among
his private papers. Since his death,
however, his reputation has earned
deserved publication for all
books, the two latest of which have

years ago. His literary style is flat,
he has an obsession with the minutise
of datly life, his subject matter i
the lower middle class, working pecple
and their petty

against the questions of reality and
understanding that drove his SF it
scquired a resomance that made his
work magical. On their own they are,
well, mly the stuff of which best-
sellers are made.

Tet with hindsight we can see in
them not only the qualities we all
applaud in Dick's work, but the patient
working out of his favourite themes.
The Nan Vhose Teeth were all Exactly
Alike, for instance, written just before
his triumphal return to SF with The
Nan in the High Castle, contains
echoes of, for example, The Penultimate
Truth. A quarrel between neighbours Leo
Runcible and Valt Dombrosio escalates
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inevitably until Runcible discovers|of the use-i

what may be a Neanderthal skull, or

reaching truths about his viliage to
estate agent Runcible.

This sense of pettiness escalat-
ing inevitably to tragedy informs
Humpty Dumpty in Oakland, when Iim
Fergesson decides to sell his garage.
Al Killer, who sublets part of the lot
for his second-band car sales, worries
that Fergesson may being rooked,
and his concern leads him into shadowy
realms of big business and crime.

Feither book shows off Dick at
his very best, but still the
the sad humour, the precise ordinart-
ness of people and place, make them
well worth reading.

Thomas

by Karen Les
(Grafton, 1986, 78pp, 5.95)
Reviewed by Mike Dickinsun

THONAS M. DISCH, ARGUABLY AMERICA'S
premier SF writer, author of such
classics as On Vings of Song, tries
his hand at children's writing
especially remembering that
originated in the Nagazine of Fs

and-throw-away society. The
subtitle, ‘A Bedtime Story for Small
Appliances', suggests szome sort of
allegory with the human condition
*we're all tools who need to find a
purpose and/ar God" sort of thing.

The result of suspecting these
sl is ta give the story a
more adult context than it demands -
though its provemance argues not, If
you have children try it on them, it
may work; but Disch seems to me to
have fallen between two stools

THE CHILDREN OF ASHGAROTH - Richard

Ford
(Grafton, 1986, 444pp, £10.95)
Reviewed by Sue Thamasan

INAGINE TAKING A BOTTLE OF YOUR FAV-
curite fizzy drink from the fridge
(champagne or Irmbru, it matters mot).
Imsgine 1t sweating with coolness on 2
hot summer's day. Pour out a glassful,
take 1t into the garden ... and leave it
to stand for a few hours. Ti ult
will have pretty much the flavour of
this book: spirtt but no sparkle.

The book opens promisingly in a
11 community of vegan non-interven—
tiontsts \'hw will not kill for food,

and Science Fiction, does he?

baving seen their master for three
years. Vith commendable mechanical
ingenuity they set out to find him,
encountering a sexually rllplnt daisy,
genderist squirrels he horrors of
the city dump. Their iIndint- qumt
is & failure, but all ends happily.

Doubts, however, set in early. It
is clearly inspired by, and a parody
of, The Incredfble Journey - a situ-

ation elluded to in the opening section
where the machines compare themsslves
to a small dog, Grover, which has
recantly completed such a y.
Vould many children identify with a
an electric blanket, a Hoover,
2 lamp and a radic, or understand the
reason why they are not amused by the
squirrel’s dirty jokes? Despite their
asexuality, the machines are delineated
in anthropomorphic terms and some
incidental humour is generated by this,
such as the blanket's sulks when it is
called a *wet blanket", a key to its
character. This may appeal to some, but
the initial effect a  rather
crunching tweeness.
ere are, of course, other ways
of interpreting the fable: the scemes
n the city dump, the machines'
constantly reiterated desire to serve,
and their similarly frequent remarks
on their robustness, tmply a critique

animals.
They etae by foraging, eat leaves,
berries, nuts, seaweed, honey (presum-
ably gathered from wild hives without
killing any bees A, and various
fungl. Not surprisingly, they realise
they're going to starve fairly scom
unless they Do Something About It.
The Council of Elders

patnful decision to allow the killing
of animals for food, and the clearing
of land for crops. This is only to feed
the old and the 11l who camnct forage
for themselves, only the bare minimum
of environmental manipulation will be
allowed, and any killing must be quick
iod pilalees, Tho vilisgers tamoltataly

Vision) and live happily sver 3
tne an

Lambrusca. Read

won't bave to,

sternity ©
and

this book

VALLEY OF LIGHTS - Stephen ua
[NEL, 1987, 192pp, £9.95)
Reviewed by Alex Stewart

GALLAGHER'S FIRST NOVEL, THE LAST ROSE
of Susmer, was his last substantial
plece of conventional SF. Vith Chimera
began producing distinctive and
disturbing stories which mingle SF and
the supernatural with the traditional
narrative structure of the thriller.
Valley of Lights is his first|
novel in which the fuston of gemres is
| completely seamless. It starts quietly,
| when Sergeant Volchak of the FPhoemix
receives a routine call to a sleezy
motel. Volchak is ome of those temaci- |
ops so common in thrillers; un- |
able to let go of an interesting prob-
lem, he becames drawn into a personal
vendetta against a hidecusly powerful
and malevolent adversary. Traditional
horror themes, ltke possession and t
living dead, are skillfully blended
with the real American nightmares of
the serfal killer and the urban under-
ground. As the struggle grows more
desperate, wheeling across the city and
the Arizona desert, the very lives of
the peaple around Volchak become pawns
to be used agatnst him.
Gallagher’s use of a first person
bas given him much greater
control of his material then in his
revious thriller/chillers, the pacing
is noticeably tighter, and the writing
Volchak is a complex and
likeable character convincingly bewild-
ered by the situation he finds himself
in. At one point he muses:

fost of vnat | knew cane {ron speculat
Ton and e Tt vasn't 1ike in the
Baoks, wnere sondons pops wp vith all

the afisvers in an ancient manuscript,

ance of the surrounding uum, and
indiscrinminate butchering of anything
on four legs.

The reason is: Nen (and Logic)
were created by Dreagg the Evil God
and are essentially Bad; animals, elves
Magic were created bgarath
the Good God and are Good. (Presusably
women arise by spontanecus combustiom,
but we won't go into that; in this book
Xen are Nem, Villains are Thugs, and
Vomen wear clothes that never quite
conceal their Feminine Charms). Bracca,
our Hero, sets off to find and separate
the Three Seeds of Logic. This will
destroy the corrupt human race, leaving
the earth free to become an Unspoiled
Paradise through natural regeneration.
I an giving nothing away in revealing
that after the usual trials and tempt-
ations, he succeeds. The nmasty men all
die, the nice men turn {nto elves, and
the good main characters from this
novel meet the good main characters
from the previous books of the trilogy
(Quest for the Faradawn and Nelvaig's

H

e answers are all
there ging naturally in the course
of the narrative. The banes of the plot
are in danger of showing tbrough in a
few places, but are fleshed out for the
most part with a well-drawn and con-
vincingly quirky supporting cast. Even
a drift {nto movie logic at the climax
been adequately defused earlfer,
although It seems to stretch the
1imits of Volchak's methodical nature.
As usval with Gallagher, ome of
greatest strengths is sesse of
place - here the timeless, unchanging
Arizona desert incongruously fuxtaposed
with the teeming streets of Phoenix —
which enfolds the characters, throwing
their actions intc stark relief. The
image of Phoenix at night, like a huge.
thriving organism, ts one of the most
haunting and lyrical in the book.

In short, Valley of Lights
unhesitatingly recommended. Not only
is it Gallagher's best book to date, it
should be the breakthrough to the
wider audtence he so richly deserves

his
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A BAG OF NOONSHINE - Alan Garner
Collins, 1986, 144pp, £8.95)
Reviewed by Maureen Forter

¥ HIS BOOK
Alan Garner emphasised

OF BRITISH FAIRY TALES,
the fact that

the fairy tale was originally told
rather  than  written down, and
attenpted to recreate this effect
through  the  pitch, cadence and

colloquial richness
The stories cried out to be read aloud
which was surely the mark of success.
he same can of his
splendid new collection
Noonshine. In some
back to his earlier wark in The Guizer
and 4 Book of Goblins, both collections
being arranged around a theme, but in
contrast no particular point is drawn
from the assembly of storfes abaut
Jack the lad, the character who always
came
apparently shiftless.
tales about Jack. includ
among others, an excellent retelling
of the stary concerning the Fairy of
Llyn y Fan Fach, as well as a spine-
chilling tale of a girl turned into a
mole after selling her soul
devil for fewels and a velvat dress.
Again these are stories to be
read aloud. Althaugh the stories are
drawn from a number English and
Velsh sources, Garner uses a colloguial
style which owes something to the
Speech patterns of his native Cheshire
without destroying the colour and life
of the original, and where possible
retains the narrative tricks of the

S0 with A Bag of Noonshine.
Vbat 1 do find a little off-
putting about this baok is the
inclusion of some indifferent calour
plates. Sadly, the artist Patrick James
Lynch cannot match the beauty and
vigour of bis own black-and-white text
illustrations in these plates, and
think it might have been wiser to
leave them out altogether. On the Gther

Catholics have made an tmpartant comt-
ribution to fantasy and SF (Tolkiem,
Killer, latferty, Volfe) before ane
dismisses the book out of hand.

The story is narrated by a fairly
trendy Catholic priest who s almost
interchangeable with the author. He is
presentad with the latest fantasy game,
‘Duke and Duchess', by a computer buff
who wants him to test it. The game is
transforned from an adventura with
crude graphic characters to an alter—
native cosmos with apparantly real
people in high resolution colour by a
freak flash of lightning (groan!), but
having established this link between
worlds by somewhat dublous means,
Greeley's novel begins to come ta life.
The Duke and Duchess are engaged in a
long-standing conflict fought with a
combination of medieval weaponry and
‘zap-guns', and the marrator, who finds
himself still in control of the ‘game’
via bis computer keyboard, becomes a
benevolent mantpulator trying to bring
peace batween the warring factions. As
this interaction continues the narrator
finds the characters are less and less
maleable to his whims, interestingly
paralleled by the transformation of
the characters from cardboard cut-outs
to real ‘'flesh' - a process aoften
experienced by writers (or Gods?) with
their creations. This makes it diffi-
cult for him to bring about a ‘happy-
ending', and adds depth to the stary.

There is considerable philosoph-
ical speculation about the nature of
the two ‘cosmi' - and thetrs —
which is not always well placed, but
does give the navel a more serinus
approach. This is not to say that the
book s without humour, brought out
matnly by the marrator's frustrations
with characters bent on undoing his
charitable work. I did find the name-
dropping of otber literary warks and
their authors a little irritating, and
there was one major gaff at the begin-

t when  Greeley

appeared in their author's collected
works. N.R.James' 'The Nalice of Inani-
mate Objects' and Sheridan Le Fanu's
‘Borrhomeo the Astrologer' are typical
examples. The first, a delicious black
Jjoke, was an

ephemeral in
James'

obscurity following its anonymous pub—
lication in 1862. Although the identity
of the author had been suspected, the
first person to produce a thoroughly
cmmn:n.; case le Famu's
biographer, V.J. llecorucx 1in 1980. In
recent years this superbly eerfe tale
of plague in 17th century Nilan has
been reprinted twice, but cnly in small
press and limited edition booklets.
represented in Tales of
Dungeons and Dragons finclude Bram
Stoker, Edgar Allen Poe, Fritz Letber,
John Vyndham, Villtam Hope Hodgson,
Algernon Blackwood, Villlam Norris,
Lord Dunsany, Robert E.Howard and H.P.
Lovecraft. Some stories are rather too
well known to deserve inclusion (for
instance Stephen King's 'The Kangler'),
but others are truly rare, having been
unavailable in print for fifty years or
ore. It must be sald that several of
fully deserve to remain forgotten,
there are sufficient of high
quality (often better than some of
thetr authors' more popular efforts) to
make this a very worthwhile collection.
Haining has done a fine job
in putting the anthology together,
though 1 would criticise him slightly
for not always giving credit where it
is dve in his introductions t:
‘the stories.

THE PROTEUS OPERATION -
Hogan

[Century, 1986, 496pp, £11.951
Reviewed by Keith Freeman

James P.

describes  this world:
“hatr world was different from ours
it

in the sort of tiny way that an SF
writer would not imagine". I would
dispute this, but 1t is true that

Greeley has treated his subject matter
more skillfully than many SF authors
might have done.

TALES OF DUNGEORS AND DRAGORS - Ed.
Feter Hatning

(Century, 1936, 406pp, £11.95)

Reviewed by Rosemary Pardos

hand, 1 accept that some people judge a
book by appearence rather  than
contents. 1 can cnly say that 1 found
the contents more than satisfactary
and would recommend this book o
anyone who wants to hear the authentic
voize of the stary teller

GOD GANE - Andrew X. Greeley

(Century, 1986, 503pp, £9.951

Feviewsd y Chris Barker

nrznn- ES 10
a baok for

THE ONTRARY, THIS IS
devatess of fantasy
In fact the dread-

.m, NE 13 ONE DF A GROVING NUMBER

novels  concerned recent
R personal computer tech-
nolugy - in this case interactive fan-

tasy games, Greelsy's a Roman Catholic
priest whose previous movels have been
mainstrean; his approach o the themes

Rove therefore, somewhat
it must be remembersd

snusual. However,

-
ful and misleading title seems guaran-
teed to repel the very readers who
would enjoy thi= collection of thirty

short storles book s divided into
three equal paris: ‘The Sealed Sectian:
Tales of Hors ‘The Ghost Section:
Tales of the Supernatural' and ‘The
Vonder Sectirn. Tales of Fantasy'. The
common fa is that, for ane resson
or anot: the stories bave never

THE BOOK STARTS IN 1975 IN A VORLD
where North America’s the last rematn-
ing bulwark of democracy in a Nazi/
Japan dominated world. Atomic war is
threatening .. and a small group of
“Spectal Operatives” (commandos, sabo-
plus) are semt back via a mot

fully understood time machine to 1939.
The plan is to alter history, and it
s Cewripia

change. The paradox of
what Mppens to the future the heroes
came from is neatly solved -
event spawns alternate worlds
cross between time travel and altern—
ate worlds is an effective way of hav—
ing both a cl ble world in 1939
and a 1975 future to try and comtact.
Although the basic plan seems to
be working, that is Britain's resolve
is strengthened, the contacting of 1975
is more intractible, It's soon revealed
that the time machine was ‘“stolen®
from further into the future. A small
group of dissidents from 2025 - an
Spfarae gl © had sent a timegate
925 to cause the Nezi tyrany.
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Mixed in with the confusion (?)
outlined above is good basic adventure
storytelling, as the team struggle to
overcome the problems besetting them.
Nazi spies, boodluns and the USA emer-

the depression all add to

the use of figures
as Churchill, Efnstetn and, er,

Isaac Asimov (who's in the story for a

real reason besides the “"in joke®).

The loose ends combine after an
exciting commando operation to enter
the Nazi-2025 timegate to destroy it
before the Nazis are given atomic
weapans. The tale carries from 1940 to

I thoroughly emjoyed this book

and my only qulhhh came fatrly Jarly
1t that total-

Tarian states covidn't be upu‘md to
technical/scientific

Y
recommend this one wholebeartedly.

ICE - Anna Kavan
(Peter Owen, 1986, 158pp, £8.95)
Reviewed by Colin Greenland

AT OIE FODIT 1N [CE THE
wealthy, ercenary, abducts
the fratl, h!lpl-l woman of his
dreans from a refugee hostel, dragging

filled

NARRATOR, A

ing i S Y
This chllhng -onmnron- inage of
breakdown of civilization, the
forces of law and order callously
complicit in the devastation, makes a
vivid illustration of what

the

it
thoroughly disturbing shifts displace
fatliar phanomens {0 reveal the Abyss

the same time, this
sequence 16 powerfully and deliberately
ambiguous. A page later, carrying his

woman is Kavan herself, her emotions
frozen in a junk tramce, watching the
blood run down her arms “remote
urprise”. Kavan's fiction has many of
bed Althea

the Romantic
overwhelming paranoic
Balluctnations (of huge advancing
ciiffs of ice); sudden bouts of delight
and despairiabrupt and disconmtinuous
solftudes. T are all qualities
shared with Coleridge and De Quincey
by writers fn the tradition of the
English apocalyptic disaster novel,
from NPShiel's The Purple Cloud (mow
avajlable again in paperback from
Allison & Busby, £3.95) to the entire
works of JG.Ballard. As an obsessive,
alienated exponent of the form writing
among ¢ fractured  chemical
{lluminations of the 1960s, Kavan
close ta Ballard here, bath

in theme (“the unreality of the outer

world appeared to be an extension of
my own disturbed state of mind™) and
in imagery:

Closer,

traes
s»mm m ice, dnpold ma wlvllnd
vith veird prismatic jevels The
world had becose an mm rnsoﬂ fron

wnich w sscape s all its
creatures Piecurely 35 were
m‘:ms alrm llleless inside their

1t wpema that m imnhnn at home

curea ing, R'u
Yeforsation vas tosing. hrbughe the ul]
llhl\‘ of the disaster was not yet

futuristic

(though she said it would result from
disintegrating ice-fields reflecting
sunlight away from Earth). She was
snrprlsud and, at first, not pleased to
be told she had written a sclence
fiction book. The force of Ice, with
its collapsing vistas and shattering
uncertainties, is the cold light it
throws on violence both human and
inhuman:  geophysical, polftical,
military and espectally sexual. Her
eternal  triangle of  anonymous
characters stalk each other around and
around, exchanging masks in a dying
world. “It was no longer clear to me
which of us was the victin. Ferbaps we
were victins of one another

Ice should have been filmed by
Lindsay Anderson. It is a book

4| everyone who relishes the work ux
K

afka, 1liam Burroughs, Ballard,
Christopher Priest, M.John Harrison and

the apparent rapist turns out to 3| Christopher  Evams. Perhaps  this
hero, resculng this confused and| g icong re-tssue by Peter Owen will
frightened  woman from  imminent| . .ot picador to reprint their 1973

of events established than
adaits: "Vith one arm I warmed and
her: the other arm was the
‘executioner’s.
Ice, first published in 1967, was
successful book by a

who her
from ber admiration for
ber inspiration from

b litakeg Mdictios to berofn. In
one _sense constantly imperilled

its valuable
Aldiss

paperback edftion, with
introduction by Brian who
tncluded Kavan as a ra in
several pieces in his 1977 callection
lLast Orders) its Daunting cover
painting by Paul Delvaux.

THE VARRIORS OF
Lawrence

[Bodley Head, 1986,
Reviewed by To

TAAR -

Louise

196pp, £4.501
m A Jones

THIS BOOK IS LABELLED b
and the blurb tells me L
spectalises in that genre, n'
sure what it means. Vhilst the book |

SF - and I don't mean sex'n'viol:
The plot is not original. Out-|
worlders bave wver and indu:
rialised most of Taan. Ve are lead to
believe they are from Earth but this
is not stated explicitly. The natives
are kept in reservations, albeit large
ones. The aggression of the men, shown
by futile raids on the Outworlders
counterbalanced by the peace-loving
Sisterhood. Standard feminissm,
the Sisterbood is mot beyond
ation to achieve its aims.
justifies the means,” our heroine says;
I find that more aggressive than the
outright physical violence of the war-
riors, and condone neither. Ta this add
the Stonewraiths, strange creatures
who have exiled themselves to tumnels|
in the earth but retain vestiges of an
advanced science - deus ex machins.
The plot follows the Ststerhood's
manipulation of the Prince of Taan,
training him from a typical warrior

and is certainly more ‘adult’ than m\b‘

cease 1o hate
Tive - togethes »en
sisters and varriors,
“ratths and Dutvorlders.”
In so doing he can save his race and
planet from destruction,
It this sounds destructive, it's
not meant to be. Whilst there's nothing
greatly original the story is well set
out and on the whole well written in a
straightforvard and economical manner.
Unfortunately two things really
annoy me. One chapter emds; "And all
over the universe little lights were
going out" - derivative, trite, spoiling
what had been a carefully constructed
section. Even more important, I could
not believe the ending; to suggest you
can “amputate* the bits you don't like
fron industrial soctety makes no all-
owance that such socleties are complex,
and tampering with them is just as
catastrophe as
tampering with the eco-sphere. But I
think Ms Lawrence did believe what she
wrote so at least it is not a cop-out.
is book {sn't a masterpiece and
it has its faults, but it is a good
story and better than a lot of SF.

NERILKA'S STORY & THE COBLURA -
NcCaffre

(Bantam, 1987, 192pp, £8.951
Feviewed by Dent:

Anne

VO STORIES: 'NERILKA'S STORY: A PERN
Adventure' 1s adjunct to Noreta:
Dragonlady of Pern, retelling it from
the viewpoint of a minor character;
‘The Coslura’ finds NcCaffrey tn omly
slightly less familiar territary.
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McCaffrey admits (in a lengthy

Prologue) that ‘Nerilka's Story' is
essentially an ‘ancillary tale", bu
nevertheless does her best to give

enough background information to allow
it to stand alone. She only partly suc-
ceeds: 'Merilka's Story' is certainly
comprehensible (even to someone comp-
letely unfemiliar with the Pern ser-
fes),” but somehow insubstantial. Time
and again incidents occur which seem
to have immense significance to every-
without

potentially resonant moments fall flat
The heroine may be only dimly aware of
what 1is happening around her, but the
reader was not really intended to
share her ignorance, and to that extent
1t is not self-contained.

‘Nerilka's Story' is, at heart, a
reworking of Cinderella, wicked step-
motber and all. Finding father, Holder
Lord Tolocamp, unsympathetic and new
stepmother, vain and spiteful Anella,
intolerable; Nerilka escapes to a rival
hold dressed as a drudge. The story
tells how she finds a vocation as a
healer and attracts the attention of
“unattainable" Lord Alessan. The empha-
sis s firmly on the latter, however,
with Nerilka happily abandoning a
chance to enter Healer Hall in favour
of a life as Alessan's new Lady Holder

‘The Coelura' too contains
strong Cinderella element - although
the setting this time is not feudal
" technology Demeathorn.
at odds
parents cool and
autacratic, mother shallow and vain) is
deternined to make her own wav in the
world, However, omce outside paremtal
influence she wastes no time finding a
personable aristocrat to fall in love
with, and the story ends yet again
with a wedding.

Despite their SF settings these
are fundamentally pieces of romantic
fiction — not necessarily a bad thing
when well done, but these stories are
not good examples of the genre (bath
heroes are rather bland, for example,
and one ends up wondering what the
beroines saw in them). Perhaps it is
difficult to compress the machinery of
a traditional romance {nto anything
shorter than a novel. In both stories

>

emotions come too fast, committments
are made tao easily. Anyome who
enjoyed Moreta will probably find
‘Nerilka's Story' of interest, but this
is not McCaffrey at her best

OF CORUN - Michael

96, 454pp, £9.951
Mark Graener

CHEONICLES OF CORUN FORMS THE
uel omnibus to The Swords of Corum
ntly in Vector.

o has died, leaving near-
run morose and surly. He is
in hic sleep, by voices
besesching his aid in combatting the

frost gods which are comgutig the
future  earth, Coru the
visions symptoms of encrmchlns mad-
ness. However Jhary-a-Comel informs
hin that the voices are not an hallu-
cination and his aspect of the eternal
champion 1s required in ancther place
and another time

This fsn't the best of Moorcock's
sword and sorcery novels. Corum
embarks on quests to obtain magical
alds to destroy the frost gods, which
gives Koorcock the appropriate deus ex
machina to extract the from
various thorny sttuations. This results
the book baving a somewhat
contrived feel in places. However, this
fault may be forgiven in view of the
high quality of the writing. In spite
of the staccato rhythm of the prose
common to many sas novels, the plot
alvays atme for a resolution of the
conflict and does mot present distinct
tableaux in the common manner. The
characters are described in greater
depth than is usual in fantasy novels
although 1t falls far short of the
superb  characterisation shown  in
lnnrcnck's more mature work.

common with all his fantasy,

The LArﬂnIc}es of Corum, 1s refresh-
ingly free of the miscegenic, homo-
erotic, sadistic and sexist undertones
which tarnish the genre.
due, in part at least,
political philosophy;
are most evident in those novels with
the strongest right wing influence

The Chronicles of Corum isn't the
best in the eternal champion series
But it is vastly superior to the major-
ity of drivel that drags the contem-
porary fantasy novel into the mire.

g

DENAND THE INPOSSIBLE: SCIENCE
FICTION AND THE UTOPIAN IMAGINATION -
Tom Moylan

{Methuen University Paperbacks,
242pp, no price quoted)
Reviewed by David Vingrove

1986,

IN A VAY THIS IS AN AMBITIOUS BOOK -
an attempt to fuse sclence fiction,
lterary critictsm and radical polit-
ical commentary into a single, coberent
argument. As such it is a distinctive,
if not wholly unexpected approach to
the madern science fiction utopia - or,
to be mare specific, to Joanna Russ's
The Female Man, Ursula LeGuin's The
Dispossessed, Marge Plercy's Woman on
the Edge of Time and Samuel Delamy's
1f the politics dominate, then
that's a sign of Movlan's interest and,
in criticising the critfc, I shouldn't
really take issue with it. That said, 1

Jjudgements as to the relative worth of
the four texts under discussion.

oylan argument, which I
tend to agres with, is that in the late
60s and early 705 the critical utopia

was reborn out of radical political
activisn. Itz form was different from
both the rraditional utopia and early

20th century dystopia. These
ceptual images" are:

the wapression of the tendency of hunan

beings o resist exploitation and opp

ression and to desire and vork

don and fulfilsent. The rmm w.opm

inpulse is part storical

rocess of, sacial struggh and Ehange.

4 is the drean that
In this it's hard to disngree with him.
Where 1 begin to part company, how-
ever, is with his continual insistence
that “the present is hell” and real
1ife lles somewhere in the future. This
is part of his militant, revolutionary,
and overtly Marxist politics.

Vhat results from this paliticis-
ing of literary criticism works in the
cases of Russ and Delany, bath of
whose texts balance and satisfy the
novelistic and political demands of the
reader. Here Noylan makes me want to
© back to the books and re-read,
which is good criticism. Vhere it goes
wiusg is in the other Two instance: -
Plercy is uncritically praised, LeGuin
1deologically damned. Noylan's comment-
ary is one of the most perverse read-
ings of The Dispossessed I've encount-
ered, reduced to a “fatry-tale® full of
“textual discontinuities and comprom-
ises”. The memorable and powerful
Shevek becomes a cypher: “the text

sage of male, individual,
intatlactial, elitist leadership rather
than one of collective resistance and
comman victury . It makes The Dispos-
sessed sound like something Jerry
Pournelle might have bashed out, This
is not only silly in the face of the
novel's real effect on the reader, but
shows Moylan's failure to do his home-
work. He believes there were only three
novels before The Dispossessed, fails
to comprehend fts place within the
Fhumen sequence (he seems not to know
that ‘The Day Before the Revolution'
even exists!), and is unable to see
that this is also a sclence fiction
novel, not merely a sociological text
book, which results in this reductio ad
absurdum. 1t reduces The Dispossessed
to the least of these four works.
that's surely wrong!

If this seems a bad review, that
fsn't to say 1 don't recommend this
book, For all its irritating Narxist
dogma and perverse readings and valu-
ations of two of the four novels, it is
a book that stretches the reader and
sharpens one's attitudes towards those
texts, In that its ambitions succeed.

“precon-

THREE FANTASIES - John Cuwpar Powys
(Paladin, 1986, 186pp,
Reviewed by Nik Morton

PALADIN 1S BRINGING OUT A NUMBER OF
good large format paperbacks, and now
they have produced three stories by
“the grandfather of magic realism".
Fowys harks from a prolific literary
family and died aged 91
JB.Priestley called him
few English novelists of the last 50
years of whom it can be said that they
have not talent but genius."
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So, with this kind of pedigres,
what are we to make of these fantasies
written between 1959 and 1960, towards
the twilight of Bis life and novelistic
career, and published bere for the

irst time? Ny first uppulsll was:
inconsistent, whimsical, poorly writ—
ten, without many redeeming features.
But perhaps they should be viewed in a
wider light. Notwithstanding the incon-
sistencies, the random philosophical
spaculation and wayward narratives,
there is an
current to be plum
are oblique references to Powys's Own
guilt over sexuality and aggres—
siveness which apparantly nunmﬁ his

Cavaltero provides
disturbing and
intellectual homesty demar

Pa
by fantasy
meanings between the
[ pruvnd- m isteresting exercis
o-psychoanalysis.  Susper
lcgic nd g0 with the free- -nmmx
fancy and some of the whimey will
amuse, some of the trony will enliven,
and some of the darker pA!sAga; will
make you wonder, Not sast

and fan-

vhich reccour frequently can be an

categortes: the natur
man, his origins and fate, and the
moral dilemma he faces - or doesn't! -
as in 'The First of Namkind', 'The
of Mankind' and 'DRA Interplay'; and au
area which you might title ‘cosmolog-
lcal' It {5 this latter whish is the

but an interesting curms!ty

EQUAL RITES - Terry Fratchett
Toollancz, 1987, 200pp, £0.951

own 11 re his| Raviewed by Barbara Davies
fail thetr
unfon. And it is sadly sigaificant that
he pe and| THIS SUCCESSOR TO THE COLOVR OF NAGIC

ravish for the sexual congress
wife. There is comment om the
1mumm of masturbation
ears before Aldiss's onoe—
ontroversial foratio Stubbs Sag
‘Topsy-Turvy' relates the adven—
tures of the souls of Topsy a picture
and Turvy a door-handle. The animism
is ure of many of his novels.
Polgnantly, it 1s a picture of Powys's
beloved sister, Felly, who died in
childhood, written all those decades
later ... There is intriguing philosophy
on how works of craft, of art, take on
aspects of their creators' personal-
ities. Here too emerge repeated refer—
ences to the loss of virginity, “only
through secretive violence of this kind
does humanity progress™; to emascul-
ation to an agonising desire to

“have e baby* which “nobody heeded”.
bertackle' is a surrealistic

umm which underpins
pnmamu and arbitrary mpature of
n.nmm ~ reler-fncu xs made to the
master Laurence.
Sterne Phuusnphlcll ccn(ent relates
to zachines taking over from God, who

is by the way dead. e
are made between men and women,
hunorously enlarged upon bserving
that men don't touch their faces while
women tend to constantly. And mention

our father and mother".
ltke his earlier
novsl. Narys ix sati-vivissctioist, &
infernally cruel pract: crusade
ts set upam to it B o

sclentists. Consideration is given to
death: *But be dead .. than
lve ... with uy ldses growisg bigger
and wiser and subtler and
years and years". And “let's bave e
divine and delicious dullness of
death”. There is a acter called
Nelly. Not surprising by now, more

references are made, "taking® a
woman relating to the sharing of sex?
And there is emasculation, repeated
fron the previous story; admittedly
litted from mythology.
0, what are w

stortes? A know
might help: the

to make of these
edge of Powys's life
Afterword by Glen

and The Light Famtastic is set
more on Discworld, and Ml
“funny, inventive
send-up of the fantasy genre” begun in
the previous books.

In this adventure we mest several
old acquaintances plus two new protag-
onists - Eskarina, potential girl wiz-
ard, and Granny Veatherwax, witch (not
very) extraordinary who tries to out-
think opponents by use of “head-
The title is indicative of the

alogy",
subject matter, namely equal rights,
magical rites and rites of passage.

Eskarina, eighth daughter of an eighth
son, inherits at birth a wizard's Staf
by mistale, There las merer
female wizard betore. S8 oy
must travel from thetr vm.,- of Bad
Ass to the city of Ankh-Norpork - site
of Unseen University - there to learm
the skills nec to control her
increasingly uncontrollable powers.
Terry Pratchett is a dab hand at
this sort of thing - building up tem-
sion with some serious writing thea
dispelling with a wise-crack. In
less skilled hands 1t could become
tiresome. As usual there are some
interesting ideas and some good story-
telling. Take m; goitapt ot &
The 1iving n't -pmmu hov
anlml:d Phetortd § vnan,you 38
dead, decause while deatn fr i
ait
i sions 1t also cuts it uy
1o Snother dinansiin. 5o
i rusbed up AqaiTat bl
Y legs s o siedly
at that he ses
xmm

fron

the sase
nutes

1 Ly
233

Tt Vs 5o "ate mm
(s

n

Adams 1= <
This ts an amusisg.
Shiasieding book. Ny one quibbie must
- how many more Discworld books
ViIL there be? Cauid 1t be time for
something completely different?

to

CITADOR - Michael Spelzini

[Dicker Publishing Co Ltd, 50 Great
Russell Street, London VC1B 3BA, 1085,
31pp, £2.00)

Reviewed by Chris Barker

CITADOR 1S A COLLECTION OF POETRY

basis of the
s, e

world and the human race and these are
two important goals of mainstresm SF.

—e
nmn'rll.ss FALLS FROK TRE AIR - James |
Tiptree

tSphere, me 334pp, £3.501

Feviewsd by Faul Kincaid

OH 1 REMEMEER THOSE KEA./V Dns WVHEN
the first stories by

caused Such a stir. Buf “Rer Firet
novel, Up the Valls of the Vorld
1978), fatled to match the intensity
or the sheer bumanity of the short
fiction. Now the secand novel bas

and anyone who hoped that
Tiptree might have come to master the
long form as she has done the short is
" tm' = itk disappointaent

be land, a
disparlte ast broght together on a |
distant planet to watch the aura of a
nova pass b  a
day and a night some

vlunny that nova

destroyed an allen civilization. Still

another, in a moment of high silliness |

that it astounds me Tiptree could ever

consider, pulls off his human mask to
totally unh

provides a new twist whenever the pac.

shows any sign Of varying. And the
tuists ara all efther mind-nuadingly |
bvicus, or else increastngly d

all her undoubted abilitles
writer, Tiptree clearly has no
the elementals of plot and pac

Th is incapable of
antiraly bad
The Damel, for instance, are s crearion

that is vintage Tiptres; 1 dell
examination of an ahuman 3octal &
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sexual organisation. And there is the

wonderful idea of the time flurries
that the various nova fronts
pass, allowing alterations to the

are used merely as
decorative curlicves on a tediously
unadventurous tale that is far far
below what Tiptree is capable of.

REPARATIONS - Gordon Wardman
(Secker & Varburg, 1987, 196pp, £9.95
Reviewed by Martyn Taylor

“AS SOOF AS THIS PUB CLO-OSES™ GOES
“the Revolution starts!

lessly) arguing ideological purity than

putting wuev.s through Fascist beads.
Gordon Vardsan draws a

1999 in St Thatober Daw bema mee

¥orth-South divide is fixed by barbed

Hank discavering revolutionary violence

of verbals, except
is utterly personal,
hose who would kill the

Soligarity s inaigisisle . lopalty 3
seanless garnent 11 3 going to be
lonal, " o s
Hortly, "t Tlends, “his arty: his
class ;.. But the thing 15 it has'to
in that ‘fucking order,

It s solidarity which

"A" may be for
“Alienation”, but not from yer atn folk.
As you might expect,given the
rough-hewn Northern hero and setting,
this 1s a barsh but humourous story of
Colin Velland brand ;rw Vbich
the weakness 3
Vardaan has folloved Velland ta weit-
ing a filn script. Everything is either
|action or dialogue, ~with precious
lttle invardness which is the written
word's strongest suit. There is too
little description or scene setting. I
see because this is my
wotry, my people, but a
| man =might struggle. As for a New Hamp-
| shire man ... It would make a fine film
too. The dramatic structure 1
founded and paced, the characters vivid

ceeded by Tebbit and Tebbit by ... The |

ultimately | o
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the word - book, well worth reading
and having nothing whatsoever to do
with Science Fiction, however defined.

HUYSNAN'S PETS - Kate Vilheln
(Gollancz, 1986, 247pp, £9.95]
Reviewed by Tom Jones

THERE VAS THIS STRANGE, NOBEL PRIZE
winning sclentist, Dr Huysman, whose
asperinusia my bave produced a race

assistant (playing the evil scientist)
wishes to use these people, most of
them children, for military purposes.
Enter Drew Lancaster who, whilst
trying to decide if he wants to write
Huyssan's biography, stusbles on Huys-
by assorted
have avoided the
a counterfeiter and his assist-
ant, and some unwitting secret service
agents, Drew saves the day.

YOUARE IN ERRER

The style 1is stratghtforward,
but

This is a sF
it, thank you Kate Vilhelm.

VORLD: THE TOVER - Colin Vilson
mnnun 1987, 398pp, £10.95)
Reviewed by Paul XcAuley

THE FIRST PART OF A SCIENCE FANTASY
‘saga’ by a writer known more for his
interest in pop-philosophy and the
occult than SF, this book pleasantly
ised me - the first balf, anyway.

e 1

desert, hiding from patrolling spider
balloons. The hero, Niall, is the child
of one such family, le-

o
tions of life in the arid landscape are
simple, lucid and realistic.

st -of the pleif Briafly, Hiall

also intelligent beetles with their own
servan

ts) are well described, but

thereafter Vilson rather loses his wa

Fiall's telepathic power threstens the
and

this sound old fashionea and
terrible? It isn't. The characters are
fleshed out to a depth appropriate to
thefr réle within the story. To call
rew a hero is wrong, he's mare a
catalyst, the herotc acts tend to come
1re en

‘pats’.
ere are many possibilities for
cliché and melodrama and Ms Vilhelm

thing goes too well for the good guys.
Vith much of today's literature we're
not used to that but it's still a valid
outcome. Having said that, we are left
with the thought that if the 'pets’ are
superior to us perhaps we didn't win.
Causality is an important part of

to be unkmowingl
position to help the ‘pets'. Drew spec—
ulates on just how long this has been

|and real. & P bogh. 1t io|0iNg on. Vhere the mamipulation 1s
g Tl e el g Fecent perbaps the ‘pats' are respom-
That said, 1 enjoyed the book,|Sible. but if the ipets’ als

although the Fascist Beast State is
hardly omnipresent in the manmer of
its oppressiveness and Hank and Leanne
can travel suspiciously easily. Not all
squaddies are idiots, Mr Vardman, an
not every secret policeman a clow
Yes, an interesting - in all semses of

responsible in
they've been planning
which tmplies an uhxlity for long-term
prediction, which
into question or
some other force/entity is involved, or
it's a cotncidence. Interesting.

spiders* be must escape
or be killed; in a way not clearly
explained be finds himself inside the
tower where a friendly computer deli-
vers an enormous expository lump and
gives Niall a “thought mirror®, telling
him that it:
vas perfected by an anciant ciyilisati
cahba” e et PR
Sadiiation Bétors pertorming s, husan
gaorifice, The secrel via rediscovared
by, puraorasl, researchers |
fuartieth century "1t b
ntal Voresion
Sraln."the veert'and the sotar
Er,

up more and more of th
perhaps Vilson doesn‘t wholly believe
in it: the spiders are at last beaten
back by Kiall and some of the beetles'
servants (ncluding an unbelfevably
anachronistic Cheerful Cockney) with

o e
plexus,

su pons from an ancient armoury.
The novel succeeds where it only
describes landscape and action without

t00 much explanation; the I
position and mysticism uau 1ittle and
will strike the average SF

full of old-fashioned notioms, Still, at
the end it is hinted that Fiall must
return to the desert to continve his
struggle, sa I will keep half an eye
out for the mext in the series.
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