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Me, read comics?
You must be out of
your skull.
Vhen I was eight or
nine, a new magazine
zame out: Boy's World.
Until then, I'd been
getting the Eagle
every week. Boy's Warld contained articles, on astronomy,
science, current affairs, modelling, as well as stories.

After a couple of weeks of getting both, my mother
gave me a choice: I could have one or the other, but mot
both (we were poor at the time: three growing children,
and one very low stipend). “But I want both* “No, we
can only afford one.” (This was in addition to my pocket
money: 6d a week.) “But I can't choose. I want the Eagle
because it's fun and it's got Dan Dare, and I want Boy's
Vorld because it's really interesting and I can learn
things from it. 1 want both.* “You must choose one.*

I agonised for days. My mother told me I would face
much harder decisions between two things I wanted equally
when I was older. I didn't believe her.

Bventually 1 chose: Boy's Varld.
decision that affected the course of

my thirst for
me reading comics.
glance at a child's Dandy or Beano for old time's sake, I
don't think I read a comic again.

Until last year, when Titan Books started publishing
comics in a big way: comics of some artistic and, yes,
literary merit. Vhat, me? Serious old me, read comics?

remember in the early 60s when SF paperbacks
suddenly hit those wire racks outside sea-side gift
shops. Cult pulp magazine SF had suddenly transmogrif—
fed into semi-respectable books. A similar transforma-
tion is now occurring with comics the pulps are
becoming emartly produced books — though I suspect it
will take as long for them to gain social respectability
as it bas for SF (we're still waiting..). 1 felt
dreadfully self-conscious ome lunchtime last December,
sitting in a pub at Charing Cross reading Watchmen,
especially when I noticed the looks from the clutch of
yuppies next to me. 1 was wearing (for once!) a suit,
collar and tie; how could someone, presumably intelligent,
presumably taking a lunch break from (professional) work,
be reading a comic? (Snobbery, thy name is Yupple...)

1 must confess, I'm not a great fan of Judge Dredd,
Judge Anderson & co., or of the war comic Bad Company.
They seem little of an advance on the blood and guts
Stuff that's been around for years. For real guts,
sublime horror, you want the Swamp Thing books: man
injured in explosion, flung into swamp, metamorphoses inta
8 s xeucs. To employ a cliché, Swamp Thing is an
excellent example of its kind: not quite my thing, but
there again, I'm not a great horror reader.

There's no doubt of the comic book (or graphic
novel, which makes it sound more respectable) of 1987:
Vatchmen. This is a full-fledged novel; it takes longer
to read and requires comsiderably more brainwork than
most novels. Just because it's a comic doesn't mean it's
1ightweight — a lesson it took me a while to learn.
Vatchmen 1is set in an alternate present, where
superherces, masked avengers, are real; only, as in our
own world, their heyday was 20 years ago. But a series
of mysterious deaths persuade the superheroes to come out
of retirement... Watchmen is a deep indictment of our awn
society; it should be reading for

The Adventures of Luther Arkwright is also set in an
alternate world: present-day Britain under harsh Puritan
rule. This is a powerful and disturbing political allegory,
with stunningly detailed artwork. Read and beware.

Maybe it was a
my life, that

coMmICcsS? |

DAVID V/ BARRETT

Neil Gaiman's Violent Cases, reviewed by Naureen
Porter in this issue, had a similar effect on her as
Vatchmen (one of the first comic books I read) had on me.
A graphic version of a short story I read and admired at
the Milford Vriters' Conference 18 months ago, it is
simply the adult recollections of a child who may have
met Al Capone's osteopath. WVhether it is SF or not is
irrelevant; it is a deeply thoughtful psychological drama,
beautifully illustrated by Dave McKean.

Wost comic books are black-&-white; of those that
are full colour the French The Magiclan's Vife makes the
best use of it. This is a harrowing and haunting dream-
like (often nightmare-like) tale of a young girl who
an unprincipled stage magician but much of
This one requires several
readings for full appreciation of its subtleties.

Other continental comics include Gods in Chaos, a
fascinating blend of SF and Bgyptian mythology set in
21st century Paris; The Gardens of Aedena, on the awaken-
ing from innocence of two young space travellers; and the
sad, cruel but rather dull Joe's Bar, set in New York.

Of all the comics I've read recently, nothing
measures up to the work of the Hernandez Bros. Gilbert
Hernandez in Heartbreak Soup convincingly portrays the
life of a small US/Mexican border town: its midwife, its
unmarried mother of four children by four different
fathers, its village idiot, its loves and fights and hopes
and tragedies. The characters and their problems are
utterly real, totally believable; you can smell the hot
dust on the streets.

But brother Jaime's Love & Rockets characters have
stolen my heart. Maggie and Hopey, two teemage punks,
live together, sometimes with the strange, disturbed Izzy,
who is a writer; Maggie is a prosolar mechanic, largely
gay, but smitten by the occasicnal male; Hopey plays bass
in a band, is devoted to, and often arguing with, Maggie,
between fighting off the attentions of another girl.
Other characters include Penny Century, who goes out with
a billionaire with horns on his forehead; and Rena
Titafion, a retired female wrestler. The Love & Rockets
stories, possibly the strongest male-written feminist
work I have seen, have stromg SF and Fantasy elements,
but the important feature is the characters themselves,
their relationships, worries and problems — paying the
rent, putting on weight, living in a poor, mixed-culture
society.

One word of warning if you fall for Los Bros' comic
books: the Titan editions and the American Fantagraphics
editions are different but overlapping selections of
stories; if you mix the two you'll duplicate some stories.

For London members, all these books are i
available in Forbidden Planet; but many of
them can also be found in good SF/Fantasy
sections in “ordinary" book-shops. That's if
you don't think comics are bemeath you. Me?
I'm going back for more of Maggle and Hopey.

« Many thanks to Titan Books for supplying:

Love & Rockets | & 2 Jaine Hernandez

Heartbreat Soup | & 2 Gilbert Hernandez

Vatcheen Alan Hoore & Dave Gibbons

The Adventures of Luther Arkwright 2 Bryan Talbot
Violent Cases Neil Gainan & Dave McKean

The Magician's Wife Jerome Charyn & Frangois Boucq
Gods in Chaos Enki Bilal

The Gardens of Aedena Jean Giraud

Joe's Bar J Muloz & C Sampayo

Swasp Thing 1 4 3 Moore, Bissette & Totleben
Judge Dredd 13 Wagner, Grant & Robinson

Judge Anderson | Vagner & Grant

Bad Cowpany 2 Milligan, Evins & MeCarthy




| sociaty as a whole,

we can go off and do in a corner by ourselves.

FOLITICE.

STAN N1
Loncon W3 270

s0n Court, 41 Parkhill Roag.

T00 WUCH POLITICAL BIAS IN BSFA PUBLIC
issue of Vector seems to be full of the
selt-opinionatad, humourless right wing
teel like — to paraphrase Dorothy Parker
spent two hours with Loke for
PETER TENNANT
3 Henry Crass Close, Snipdnam, Thetford, Marfalk P25

KEN LAKE STATES THAT -/[sMS DO MOT UESERVE TO BE CONS
ered in fsolation from life ifself, yet 3 paragraph or so
ter he Seems to claim this very prarogative for science
fiction, with apparently no awaraness of the self-contra-

. diction tnvolved.

No literary genre can exist in isolation from
and perhaps this is more true ot
It is not something
Vriters
are aftected by social change and, whether we like it or
not, this is reflected in their work, for good or evil.
Ve need to consider such things.

It is not good encugh to hail 1984 as a gemre class-
ic while blithely Ignoring similar trends in the real
world, or to moan because you can't get your hands on a
book while pretending censorship doesn't concern us.

Of course Ken knows this just as well as I do. Be-
neath all the carefully phrased rhetoric what he's really
bleating about is that you've printed palitical opinions
he doesn't want to hear. Yet often, listeming to view-
points we don't ltke is the only way forward. your
facts or the inferences drawn from them are in any way
incorrect, Ken should write a letter explaining how and
why, instead of demanding you refrain from expressing
such opinions. Ve can draw our own conclusions as to
why he doesn't do this (I showed your recent editorial on
Thatcherite repression to several Conservative friends,
all of whom dismissed it as crap and none of whom could
say why).

As for

ence fiction than of any other.

Ken's suggestion that we withhold subs,
frankly this is contemptible. Like the majority of pecple
I voted against Mrs Thatcher at the last election. She
won and therefore my taxes pay for policies I do nat
support. That's how our democracy works. The BSFA is a
democracy too, and if he doesn't like how it's run Ken
Lake is welcome to stand for office.

(V BAILEY

1 val ge Mer, Alderney, CI

IT IS SINPLY FOOLISH TO DENY ANY EDITOR THE RIGHT TO
sState personal views and convictions in the context of an
editorial, so long as he makes it quite clear that this is
what he 15 dotng. The last sentence of your V139 editor-
ial alone might be debatable, tn that it could be cor
rued as advocating the commitment of your very va
bady of readers and writers of SF, almost as a Community,
to a particular kind of political activism. if, however,
what is implted by working towards a feminist society is
also what ts convayed by a passage in Gwyneth Jomes's
llent article in the same issve, them no place could
advice than an SF editorial: *..men
secretly feel as much need as women — in the lave
riles for themselves
But the doubt and

(may)
20th
And

SF 1

a :
= analyset an but
illustratal the uses =

of a

such a way as to make clear its relevance to EF and for

1ts readers. To sneer at this as “pseudo-intellectual® is
simply to revesl some misapprehension of tntellectuality
and to demonstrate a rather philistine intolerance
Vector shol 15, a Jjournal ot balanced tar:
ratlecting the content of that wide lfiterary spectrum
#hich constitutes SF, with all 1ts varfed: fannish, techno-
logical, secio-pelitical, mythopoeic, metaphysizal and

what-not constituents

LL
e

Land af Graen Ginger, Front Street. Tynemouth, Tyns § Vear

AFTER SOME 20 YEARS OF INERTIA THE "EDITORIAL® EN
lake in VI41 has finally driven me to comment. [he iang-
uage of his 1 t ted with valus
judgements —
left wing assertions®, vociferous mtnorities®
tell us 3 Ken lake has strong views and (b) he
wing and not a lot elss. Talting about minoritiss being
voclferous it sesms to me begs quite a few questions
(which may have even more than two sides) like: women
are a majority tn the UK and If the opposite of a "voc-
iferous minority* is the stilent majority how are their
views to be dateratned? By self-appointed persons who
fael they are in the right (or on the right more likely)?

Basically 1 suppose :hey suppurt the status quo (the
way things are) and any -

“blatantly obvious prejudices”, “tandenticus
0

as

knows this desire for change is called "subversion
those who don't like the prevatling -ism (yes folks, cap-
italisn!) deserve all the pejorative adjectives, spurious
facts and anti-intellectual prejudices they get. That'll
learn them! God help the people who suggest these things
actually belfeve In them (except the prevailing -ism
which of course is the way because we have it).

Now forgive me but Science fiction is either enter-
tainment or speculation or hopefully both. It has its
fair share of reactionaries — more if the truth be told
and a lot of decent liberals who used to say maybe
the aliens have got a point. Villiam Temn's "The Liber-
ation of Earth" popped up in my mind., So guessing about
the shortage of material available [ reckon that if there
are literate, intelligent proponents of the New Right, Old
Right and Righter than Right then they could just about
be guaranteed to turn Vector into a Poul Anderson/Keith
Laumer-ism magazine. The editor needs the articles. Of
course it might provoke a frontlash from others but it
would be lively and most people would still read the book
reviews, I promise ! wouldn't sesk to get back a proport-
ion of my subscription on the basis 1 didn't like what
somecne wrote. Or at least if I sent the BSFA an invoice
on that basis 1 hope they would know what to do with it.
Ve all have the choice of participating, sitting back and
enjoying the fruits of the labour of others or just not
renewing our subscription. [t's amusing to see just how
closely SF reflects the moods, prejudices and themes of
its times whilst appealing to the longing for a timeless
universalist approach. Has anyone bucked the trend? —
perbaps Olaf Stapledon, but that's debatable.

JOHN GVEN

4 Wignfield Close, Newport Pagnell, Bucks ™16 3AZ

1 FOUND KEN LAKE'S "RIGHT OF REPLY" TO BE AN EXTRAORD-
inary piece of jumbled thinking, much of it well-answersd
by your own reply. Ken seems to be of the opinfon that
SF s a ncn-contentious, non-political geare, promulgating
ideas that are swaetness and light, and that the BSFA
should quite naturally follow that lead. Of course, Lt
isn't true: SF iz made up of authars of all political
persuasions, many of whom push their own particular creed
*brough their books (good ol' Elrom being the prime cand-
idate, naturally). Does Ken gbject to the American miltt-
authors (like Pournsile) as well as the feminist

=)




authors? Does he feel that the BSFA should now do a
right-wing special to redress the balance?

Ken tries to dismiss -fsms as being only relevant
when taken in the context of overall life as we know it.
Of course that's not true. Initfally, all —isms bave their
basis in a truth. Indeed, the very existence of an -ism
indicates that there are problems within society that
bave to be addressed. The “truth* within an -fsm is what
makes it go: behind Nazism was an injustice of a vengeful
settlement at the end of VV1 which bled Germany dry;
behind Marxism was an Industrial Revolutiog which
enslaved workers to a horrific lifestyle; behind feminism
is a society which fails to give equal standing to women,
even now. And you can go on and on denying that these
-isms exist as separate entities, and fail to realise the
power that they have. They are fdess, and as any SF
reader should know, ideas are the most powerful things in
creation: they are creation itself at work. Often, they
bave to be highlighted to ensure that they are properly
considered, and not brushed off as “irrelevant® or “left-
wing claptrap® or whatever.

Ken's closing suggestion, that we should deduct part
of our subscription in proportion to the amount of “tend-
entious politicking® that we find in the Assocition's
reading matter rather misses the point: if the BSFA's
organs are failing to raise issues, failing to strike
sparks, failing to pursue ideas (and ideals), in other
words, failing to be alfve, then it's up to the membership
not to reduce our subscriptions, but to provide the nec—
essary material that is missing. If Ken believes that the
BSFA editors are putting in material that is one-sided,
then he should supply the balancing material.

IMELDA HIGTON
16 Forest Avenue, Marsh, Huddersfield

I'VE BEEN A MENBER FOR AROUND A YEAR NOV, AND LATELY
I've enjoyed reading the magazines from the BSFA. 1 would
like to express an opinion about the letter you printed in
V141 by Ken Lake; the letter smacked of the dreary debate
1 became all too familiar with when I used to get ‘zines,
and read locs, with it seemed paragraph-long sentences,
which were simply incorrigibly dull even when the subject
matter was fascinating, because of the hectoring style.

T honestly hope this isn't going to become the norm
in Vector.

#So do I. let's leave the subject there, and go
on to other matters. John Norman's Gor books
are still raising a lot of comment:»

GOR

MARGARET HALL
5 Maes yr Odyn, Dolgellau, Guynedd LL4O 10T

1 NUST ADNIT I FOUND IT RATHER AMUSING, THE VAY EVERY-
one was condemning John Norman with extraordinary zeal
whilst at the same time strenuously denying ever having
read any of his books. 1ike Sue Thomason and Andy
Sawyer — prepared to admit to having read several.
And 1 agree with Andy that the first two or three are mo
better and no worse than many other books of the hack-
and-slay fantasy genre. They are Ripping Yarns, with mot
very ariginal, but decently paced plots. Tarl Cabot is a
typical, durable hero who survives every hazard. You just
know when be is sentenced to be torn to pieces bet-
ween two tarns — that ome of the huge birds will turn
out to be his own and when he finally plummets to earth,
he conveniently lands in the web of a giant spider which
turns out to be intelligent.

The slavery of the women did not unduly trouble me
at this stage. It was how the world was. Tarl Cabot in
fact (if my memory serves me correctly) is most unbappy
about this aspect of Gor. However, when 1 purchased a
later book, to while away a train journey, 1 was appalled.
Not only by the book, but by the emotions it generated in
me. Suddenly, John Norman was wallowing the horrible
details of how women were broken to slavery.

Ellen Pedersen seems to be trying to defend Norman's
books as acceptable sexual fantasies, but they are cert-
ainly not women's fantasies. The descriptions are of
physical pain, impriscnment in tiny cages and humiliat—
ions, all designed to break a person's spirit. 1 wonder
what her reaction would have been if the slaves had been
black, instead of female? Vould she have defended Norman
in that case? Vould she be writing articles saying it's
okay for whites to have fantasies about dominating blacks
and okay for middle-aged, white, middle-class American
college professors to write books that indulge these
fantasies?

Vbat emotions these books arouse in male readers, I
don't know, but in me that final book gemerated terrific
revenge fantasies. The only rile for a woman was as a
subdued slave, but I eould not locep'. that I would succ-
omb to the Vamen from Barth
to be slaves on Gar). Sq T fantabtead abost escapes,
stealing a tarn (the giant birds) and a sword and finding
the slave dealers and giving them a taste of their own
1 didn't like what that book (Assassin of Gar)
was doing to my fantasy life or my blood and T
have never ed a Gor bock since. Admittedly I dida't
actually go out and start attacking and tying them up
so I could brand them, but if the books can do that to a
respactable mother-of-two, what do they do to impression-
able adolescents?

Sharon Hall says a lot of very sensible things about
“rape” fantasies and it may be that Gor has many female
fans, but 1 am very umhappy about bocks that partray
women in such a degraded réle and regard that réle as a
woman's *true® place. Besides, as far as I can remember,
there are no rapes described — and certatnly nome perp-
etrated by the hero. The most common scemaric is that of
the available, willing woman, trained to please a man and
begging for sex. The rescued princess in Tarnsman of Gar
is offended when Tarl Cabot at first refuses her offer of
sex (his reward for rescuing her). This is a male fant-
asy, not a female one. The traditional female “rape"
fantasy involves the brooding, dominating hero who won't
take no for an answer and presses his suit relentlessly.

Finally, Ellen bas a very refined view of English
society. Naleness has never been defined as good mann-
ers: that is being a gentleman. Nalemess (for many) has
more to do with drinking far too many pints of lager,
driving too fast, language and fighting lt
football matches. Femaleness is page 3 of the Sun.
similarity to the Gor “ideal” is close enough to be uun»y»
ing. You can't stop people fantasising, but you can
refuse then fuel for their fire.

this debate, everyone has assumed that
nnmm are harmless, But are they? The use of fant~
asy as an ald to altering behaviour is an established
technique used in, for instance, the treatment of phobias.
Patients are asked to imagine the object or situation that
brings on the fear and gradually they learn to handle
their emotions. Vhen they can handle their fears in the
fantasy, the make-believe is replaced by the reality.
Fantasising about performing well and winning has been
recognised as an important tool in training for various
sports. Therefore, if a man is constantly fantasising
about women as Gorean sex objects, it is going to make it
very difficult for him to simultanecusly bave proper
relationships with women and treat them as equals. The
main reason I confine my fantasies (both the sexual ones
and the more general daydreams) to imaginary people is
because to use real pecple would interfere with my deal-
ings with them in real life. Of course they wouldn't know
that I'd been fantasising about them, but I would, and
that would alter my perception of them.

JENNIFER COBBING
Flat 12, 419a Harrov Road, London ¥9 3QJ

THERE'S BEEN SO NUCH TALK ABOUT THE GOR 1 JUST
had to find out for myself! Of course I've seen them on
the bookshelves but hadn't even considered buying them
since I read the blurb (a long time ago) and decided they
weren't for me. I didn't actually buy a book — I took
advantage of Forbidden Planet's indulgence of browsers
and had a look through a couple.

1 was not {mpressed but obvicusly someome is or the
books wouldn't sell. On the whole I found them juvenile
and badly written. 3




T get very angry at any abuse to women by so-called
“men®. But not all men fulfil their fantasies by actually
committing rape. Research shows that women have fantas-
fes about being raped. These fantasies have nothing to

| do with reality and don't mean that women go out search-

| 1ng for rapists. Mary Gentle should take a look at the

i on the "Romance" book shelves. These books are all

| b, el Bostactine: fans i rape) — they are

] written by women and bought by women. Some of them are
more explicit than the Gor books.

In my job I have contact with women who have been
raped, These women range from shy young girls to old
sge pensioners and are usually vulnerable, ordinary-

pecple. They bear no resemblance to the umreal,

i g o Wl objects in Norman's books

I know many feminists disagree but I do not believe
a bit of macho domination in badly written books urges
all men to brutal sexval attacks. The men who are raping
women don't need a fantasy world in a science fictiom
book. Their needs are very different.

¥en will continve to ogle women in the street, talk
airty about the girls at work and boast about their sex-
ual prowess even if all books, films and page 3 girls
were banned. (Hard core parnography is another mare
serious matter.)

Although 1 am a feminist (in that 1 believe I should
bave equal rights and my independence) 1 do not believe,
as many do, that all men are base, sexually animals. I
stubbornly believe the good men cutnumber the bad. And I
do not belleve that this kind of literature does a lot of
harm. These fantasies are in men's heads — they won't
disappear just because they're not in print.

MARTIN H BRICE
11 Cherryvay, Alton, Haspshire 6U34 262

VHAT IS IT ABOUT CONAN VHICH PROVOKES SO NUCH CORRES-
pondence?  After all, he's a bit of a woodentop. His
supporting characters show even less gumption; supposedly
worldclass swordsmen are always disarmed at the first
thrust and parry. his women! Okay, things may
happen to them, but they themselves never actually do
anything. They're just living wallpaper. Compared with
them the life of the archetypal housebound housewife is a
continual round of fun, adventure and crucial decision.

So let's accept Coman as nothing to do with real
life. He's just fantasy and 1if science fiction readers
and authors start putting the mockers on any particular
form of fantastical writing where will it all end? All
literature, no matter whether written, pictorial, audio or
visual, is fantasy and nothing to do with real life and
real life behaviour. In how many love stories does some-
body say, “I can't kiss you because I've got a coldsore on
my 1ip and 1t'll start bleeding again"? In detective
stories, how many times does the robbers' getaway car
drive round and round the block trying to find somewhere
to park outside the bank?...

So let's accept Coman as just another type of liter—
ature. And if his fantasy is too exaggerated for your
taste, then let he or she who doth never ever fantasise
cast the first bookmark. 1 can't say that I'm a fan of
his books, but 1 do ltke the covers, when reproduced in
large format without lettering. carefully at the
backgrounds, the portayal of trees, waves, animals, and a
whole realm of natural phencmena: they really are out-
standing fantasy art...

looking at those pictures I know I'd be the one
who'd fall over and have to be picked up and put in a
safe place while Conan prepared to do battle with yet
another monster.  Although I suspect that even the
fictional Conan must occasionally feel like saying, “‘Ere,
mate, I'n ‘avin' me tea-break. Let somecne else go for a
change.*

slet's leave the world of somewhat dublous
fantasy characters, and take a look at some of
the issues sparked off by V141 and V142.
First, some comments on an article I emjoyed.
but expected to be criticised for not being
specifically about SF. But no»

JOHN OVEN

LI HURST'S ARTICLE ON THE JUDGE DEE BOOKS IS QUITE EX-
cellent. I've commented before, in my own zine, that 1
often read historical novels as extensions of the fantasy
novel, rather than as a genre in their own right. Hurst's
plece on van Gulik's creation can be extended and applied
to other such series, such as Ellis Peters's Cadfael
serfes, or the works of such strong historical novelists
as Cecelia Holland. To me, the same sense of “estrange-
ment* is present in many of these stories, indeed, it's
almost inevitable if the author truly manages to recomst-
ruct the historical context in which the characters move.
If that s far enough back (over 500 years, say), then the
forces acting upon the characters are going to be differ-
ent enough to become “fantastic” in comcept.

CYRIL SINSA
2 The Hexagon, Fitzray Park, London N6 6%

AS SOMEONE VHO HAS BEEN A FAN OF ROBERT VAN GULIK'S
Judge Dee storfes for many years, I was fascinated to
read LJ Hurst's article about them in V141 It has long
been a complete mystery to me why van Gulik's novels have
been out of print in Britain since the early 70s. They
are, as Hurst points out, not only fascinating for their
historical background, but also very readable. In view of
the tremendous success of Ellis Peters and Umberto Eco in
recent years, to say nothing of their imitators, and the
emergence of what might almost be considered a sub-genre
of historical detective fiction, ome would have thought
that some publisher somewhere might have been bright
encugh to reissve van Gulik onto what is obviously a very
undersupplied market.

All his novels have been reissued in paperback in
America in recent years. The Haunted Nonastery and The
Chinese Naze Nurders are available in an omnibus edition
from Dover Books «sometimes available in the UK», the
other four "Chinese" titles from the University of Chicago
Press, and the remainder in the Scribmer Crime Classics
series.

There is one further Judge Dee novel, Necklace and
Calabash, not listed by Hurst. This takes place during
the period that Dee was magistrate of Poo-Yang (c.668 AD)
but is actually set in Rivertown, a settlement adjacent to
the Vater Palace of the Emperor's favourite daughter, It
is one of the last books that van Gulik wrote (copyright
1967). There is also a collection of short stories, Judge
Dee at Vork (also 1967), which has a very useful chronol-
ogy of all van Gulik's Judge Dee stories to the date of
cumpllutinn

must correct Hurst's statement that the ATV series
based on van Gultk's work dates from the early 70s.
Though 1 do not know the exact date of the series, I have
two novels reissued by Heinemann in 1969 to tie in with
the serfes.

Van Gulik himself tramslated an authentic 18th
century Chinese detective novel featuring Judge Dee, under
the title Dee Goong An (Tokyo, 1949), reissued by Dover
Books in 1076 as Celebrated Cases of Judge Dee and curr-
ently still in print. It is clear from the introduction
and notes (see p 231) that it is this work which first
gave van Gulik the idea of writing his own series of
Chinese detective novels. His introduction also gives a
very useful potted summary of the differences between the
Chinese detective novel and its Vestern counterpart, back-
ground information on the Chinese system of justice, and
several suggestions for background reading...

Van Gulik's novels are enormous fun to read, and to
those of us mot familiar with the Chinese tradition they
do, as LJ Hurst points out, produce a tremendously invig-
orating sense of estrangement. They are lang overdue for
rediscovery in this country, and 1 am grateful to Vectar
for affording them the sort of publicity they deserve.

DAVID MILLS
81 Austin Orive, Didsbury, Manchester N20 OFA

1 THOUGHT THAT EVERYBODY KNEV THE DEFINITION OF CYBER-




punk, but if Terry Broome (V142 pl5) wants to know, then
here it is:

Cyberpunk is a type of science fiction that contains
at least onme and a half of the following conditions:
1. Computer software that plugs directly into the brain,
preternly via a socket behind the left ear.

1 ith more
pewer than the legitinate govarnments, prnbably run by an
Artificial Intelligence, and whose heavy mob is a bunch of
android Yakuza derivatives.

3. Ageing hipples squatting on derelict satellites in an
LS Earth-Xoon orbit.

I am still working on my definition of science
fiction, but it certainly does not contain anything about
cognitive estrangement.

Finally, isn't Scientology a unndar!nl religion? It
proves there is a life after death. can tell that
good old Elron's brain was decomposing wnen he wrote the
Mission: Earth series, but it's not bad for someone who is
pushing up the daistes.

CECIL NURSE
49 Station Road, Kaxby, York Y03 8LU

MOST OF TERRY BROOME'S COMPLAINTS ABOUT “CYBERPUNK™
seem to apply to the term “science fiction®: a somewhat
ambiguous definition, a marketing ploy, something a good
number of people don't want to be seen doing, a search
for “roots" in writing that pre-dated the term, all cont
ributing to the creation of a literary ghetto.

Despite the critical bewilderment that seems to sur-
round the term, I note that Frederick Pohl bas no diffic-
ulty in replying to a question about “the cyberpunk view®
(V142). He doesn't ltke amy of the characters. As I
recall, punks went out of their way to shock and disgust
people, so it couldn't really be called a criticism; more
like a recognition of their success. FPunk was about
recognising and resisting the squelching influence of a
commercial music-business machine, among other things,
and rediscovering the raw populist energy of pop music.
It was extremely cynical about what happened to people
Who accepted what they were fed, and in general avowed
and found virtue in the poverty that so many young people
find themselves heir to upon leaving school.  Vhat's
wrong with recognising a similar attitude in one's own
writing and cotning a term that might be appropriate?

Cybernation: comtrol by machines. Well, exactly.
The intermingling of man and machine in a way that,
unlike being bionic or otherwise emhanced, feeds back ta
change the nature of the being that is created. That,
surely, is only one of the aspects of *control by mach-
ines" that is addressed, though admittedly symbolic of all
the others. Vhat about the continuing mechanisation of
human beings, the of
that is occurring right now?

ine an Edwardian gentleman presented with a
device that is able to do some menial chore quickly, with
invarying precision, and without any complaint about
wages, boredom or fatigue. He is completely astounded,
and inspired. He bad thought that dealing with surly
workmen was an inevitable fact of life; suddenly he spies
freedom. It isn't very long before the virtues of the
machine seem to him (and us) to be virtues that human
beings should emulate. Aren't the cardboard competent
heroes of early SF just that: human beings that have been
conditioned by centuries of admiration for machinery into
being as useful as machines, our vision of the shining
future?

So, 1 like the term cyberpunk. I haven't read any of
the central works nor any of the alleged manifestos, but
then I don't particularly care what paople say it is or
think it is, or isn't, Like the archetypal punk, half of
the point is that it is I, not someone else, who decides
what it is (and thus whao I am), and anyone who goes
around accusing other pecple of being or not being cyber-
punk has obvicusly missed the point entirely and deserves
little more than a headbutt. Certainly I won't agree with
what you think it is, nor bother to justify myself to you.

JOHN OVEN

KEITH BROOKE TRIES TO CONTEND THAT CYBERPUNK IS SOME-

thing wonderfully new under the sun, presumably Sprung
forth whole and perfectly formed, like Athene from the
forehead of Zeus. ‘Tain't So, as anyone who has read
widely in SF over the past 40 years can (and should) tell
him. He berates New Vave and thus places me in the
somewhat invidious position of defending something 1 was
never that fond of anyway. But to write such drivel
without understanding bodes 111 for the future of cyber—
punk: after all, with supporters like this, who needs
enemies! 1If he finds Delany a cure for insomnia, maybe
he's mever tried reading Babel-17, or The Einstein Inter-
sectfon, because those two books (along with Iritom have
much in common with cyberpunk. And what about other
“New Vave" writers, like Zelazny, Silverberg, and

tally) Spinrad. I think you could make a good nrsulent
that Norman Spinrad was the first “cyberpunk® writer, yet
he is solidly based in the New Vave, contributing to New
vorlds, etc. Stutf ltke Bug Jack Barron and A World
Between treat civilisation as an interactive process, much
as cyberpunk does, based solidly around information tech-
nology, and predating the Gibsons and the Sterlings by a.
decade or more.

Keith, there ain‘t nothing under the sun that is
entirely new: nearly all of it evolves out of something
else. This is most definitely the case with cyl
and trying to deny it just does everyone involved in the
genre a disservice.

'H BROOKE
84 Eade Road, Norwich, Norfolk NR3 3EJ

IT VAS AN INTERESTING LETTER COLUNN IN V142, A LETTER
from Nike Cobley in which he comments on the extreme
followed by just
. Ny point in V141 was simply that if a
number of writers and readers wish to label the sort of
fiction they like — whether it be science fiction, cyber—
punk or New Vave — then why mot? Cyberpunk can be
described by a number of common factors, such as the
5qneruuy high-tech nearish future described in fast-

oving terms, the of the current
Sikan form, and so on. Sure, Terry Broome could criticise
any definition of cyberpunk, but the point remains that it
is possible to loosely group some mid-80s SF together in
such a way.

Compartmentalising?  Ghettoising? Yes. Here in
Norwich 1 ignore the ome bookshop that doesn't have a
distinct SFAF section — 1 don't generally bave the time
to wade through dozens of non-SF books just to find a few
Gibsons or Silverbergs. Just as the SF label constantly
highlights new authors, the cyberpunk debate has drawn my
attention to several excellent authors associated with
Gibson and I, for one, have found the label useful. Being
a constant sitter on fences, 1 am aware of the problems
of the SF ghetto and I have to rely on luck and fandom to
draw my attention to authors that might not be labelled
SF (lan McEwan is an excellent example). Also, I was
intrigued to see Terry take my comments about Dick and
Smith so seriously when 1 was only trying to say that of
course cyberpunk has its roots in the traditions of SF
— another case of the over-heated response to the
mention of that word?

REVIEVING

COLIN GREENLAND
17 Alexandra Road, Chadwell Heath, Essex RMS UL

YOUR DIAGRAM OF THE CONSIDERATIONS OF THE FICTION REV-
iewer is intriguing, if only because it would never have
occurred to me to represent them diagrammatically.
Everything that's here is relevant, yes; some of it
crucial, much of it all too often absent. Of course *not
every point in the diagram will appear in every review":
it 15 a chart of questions to be asked, not information to
be found.

Still, I don't recognise myself as the reviewer on
the left-hand side. Vhen I sit down ta work, I never ask
myself “How valid is my judgement? 1 know how valid my
judgement 1s: as valid as anyone else's. [t might some-
times be better informed; it might sometimes be better
expressed (of which more in a minute). Nor do I ask "Am
1 a reliable critic? any more than an ambulance driver
asks “Am I a reliable ambulance driver?  It's work:




Something you do as well as you can under the circum-
stances, while, if you enjoy it as much as I do, trying to
do better all the time. Simtlarly, "Do I know what I'm
talking about?® is what my Latin teacher would have
called "a question expecting the amswer no*. 1 mean,
efther there's no question; or the question is actually:
*If 1 don't know anything about Jack Vance, should I
review Araminta Statfon or turn it down? if 1 want to
review it, how much research am I prepared to do>

Vhat you're missing most prominently, as far as I
i 1s the fact that reviewing is writing. It's

Baking something. My consideration is: *Vhat can I make
that's 500 words long and will present this book properly
to my readers?™ — and not only properly but persuasive
ly. The answer will be governed by who they are, who my
editor 1s, how interested 1 am, how long I've got, as well
as all the things on the right hand side of your diagram;
but above all it's a question of style. Should I be
amusing? angry? enmthusfastic? neutral and factual?
Reviewers are wasting space when they say “Rush out and
buy this book* or even "Don‘t bother". It's like the
singer in a band saying, “Come on, everybody, dancet* If
they have to tell you, forget it.

Incidentally, I always reckon a useful distinction
between reviewing and criticiem is that reviewing is
before the fact, and assumes you haven't read the book
(which s why a reviewer should avoid giving away the
end of the story), while criticism is after the fact,
assuming you have (and 1f there's a chance you haven't,
giving you a good account of what's in it), while putting
it into a theory or argument. But there's an overlap, of
course.

KV BAILEY
1 Val de Mer, Alderney, CI

FRON CONTROVERSY TO CARTOGRAPHY: VECTOR EDITORIALS LACK
nefther vigour nor varfety. “Cartography® because that
double-spread diagram is no less than a mind-map, a
charting of, not simply a reviewer's mind, but of the
complex of stuun. conditionings, skills, xnsx;ms.
which
nkinglmdlnglnypml-l of a book. It is about as gnod

powers and expressive skills, 1 shall need all my

prejudices to resist the lure of theirs. WVith the unknown

1 must, even more, be alert as to how the battle of
prejudices may go, without letting this mar what I always
hope will be enjoyment of a creation in which an author
has invested some of him or her self.

MARTYN TAYLOR
14 Natal Road, Casdridge CBI S

| T vAs INTRIGUED BY YOUR DIAGRAX OF THE REVIEVING “PROC-

ess”, although I'd suggest a more linear sequence
(although the other questions are all inherent in the
process):
« Question 1 — Vhat sort of work has the authar set out
to create?

Manifestly you do not criticise a plece of
potboiling entertainment for not being War and cs
(although 1 fancy the *right thinkers" would criticise War
and Feace for not being pot-boiling enterainment).

+ Question 2 — How successful has the author been, and
why?

This is the tricky question, to my mind, especially
when working within the word limits of Vector. Almost no
book will be so good or so bad that the reviewer can tick
“Yes" or "No* for this question, and the more problematic
the work the more difficult it is for the conscientious
reviewer to evaluate.

+ Question 3 — Vill the intended audience like the book?

Now here is where the “right thinkers” have a point
Members of the BSFA are committed SF enthusiasts. Ve are
not the audience towards which books are aimed (unless
Interzone has begun publishing books..) The intended
audience will be both less enthustastic and less know-
ledgeable about the genre than we are — and less dem-
(and remembered resding) Plot
1A one hundred times already. As an example, my father
— who hasn't read amy SF since Vells — recently read
Contact and enjoyed it immemsely. Vho is right — we
who condemn it as being derivative or the reader who
innocently enjoys 1t? There is undoubtedly a tendency to
criticise books for not being swans when the author
lnunded to creste a chicken — which

mali

as a two-dimensional representation can be, but
suffers limitations, because that kind of mapping, with
its lines of descent and internal inter-relationships,
finds its closest amalogy in the genealogical tree; and in
a genealogical tree the end "twigs® are both disparate
lives and "growing points', whereas in the case of the
mind-map the entire concept is in its nature holistic.
There are no true “lines of descent; any factor or com-
bination of factors, with all their cross-correspondences,
may at any one time be operative at the “working face" of
the process. This is, of course, implicit in your accomp-
anying editorfal text, and in any case doesn't really
detract from the great value of the diagram as an
analytical (and practical) guide.

A most important feature of the editorial text is
the emphasis put on the creative nature of reading. To
some extent an author's text is launching an invasion of
the reader's mind: maybe a merely petty and distracting
one, maybe a grand take-over. This especially relates to
that element you place at the heart of your right-hand
sector — “the author's world-view". The reader, and
critic, may receive it, perhaps suspiciously, or perhaps,
on the basis of known credentials, gladly; but always as
an experfence to be coped with and liable to culminate in
anything ranging from antagonism to empathy. Vhile all
this 1s so in gemeral, it has particular force in the
reading of science fiction.

Sydney Smith, the 19th century critic, litterateur
and wit, said: "You should never read a book before you
review it. It will only prejudice you* Over and above
this being a fibe at reviewers, there may be some sense
behind the nonsense. He may possibly be saying that you
have to take stock of your own world-view and of all
those attitudes, relevant for reader and reviewer alike,
listed in your left-hand sector, before completely raising
the barrler for the author's entry. There are writers
such as (odd pairing) Thomas Carlyle and Robert Heinlein
whose world-views 1 personally am somewhat prejudiced
against; but I know that in reading or rereading them
that, such are, in their own spheres, their imaginative

ce.
r-v!ewar have a duty of honest care to the author. I also
bave a duty of care to my audience, the members of the
BSFA, enthusiasts all, experts all.

« Question 4 — Do I like the book?

The fact that the reviewer likes/dislikes/cannot

remember the book in question will of course colour
everything, but so far as | am concerned personal like or
dislike is of limited significance in a review except when
it 1s exceptional. A rave review or a trashing job is
automatically suspect. For myself 1 am reluctant to
review my favourite authors because I will possibly be
harder on them than they deserve. Equally, if I loathe
something 1 must wonder whether | am the right reviewer
although 1'd say those bocks I've trashed in seven
years of BSFA reviewing have all deserved it, objectively
speaking.
Many BSFA reviewers are writers themselves — of
all sorts. Ve love SF and we review books for the love
of it. Ve have varying degrees of technical knowledge
about the way fiction works, knowledge acquired in acad-
emic classrooms and in the light of midnight ofl poured
over hot typewriters. Of course, this may be a spurious
expertise but it may just mean we know whereof we speak
when we criticise a book for being badly written.

And before the "right thinkers® trot out the special
pleading that *SF is a literature of ideas” let me say
that a good idea deserves the best of expression, and if
the authors the ‘right thinkers* would have us praise
regardless are so good why aren't they more widely read?
A quick survey of my local bookshops (and this being
Cambridge we have more than Smiths) shows me that the
“popular® writers (outside the genres) are all batter
writers as writers whatever the subject matter
than the “right thinkers'“heroes. 1| see no reason why |
should pretend a semi-literate is a great writer because
he is ideologically sound in the view of the “right think-
ers*. If I am required to do so then I'll stop giving my
time and effort to the BSFA, thankyou very much.

+ Conttnved on p |g




OPUS

Quarterly

Opus Quarterly, now in its second year of publication,
was set up to provide an alternative to the larger
circulation science-fiction and fantasy publications and
paperbacks, and to encourage talented British writers
and artists who might not otherwise get the chance to
see their work in print.

The magazine has quickly built up a reputation for
“strange and strong’’ fiction (Adventurer), and in
accepting work we look for well written stories with
good characterisation and innovation in theme or ideas.

One of our main aims is to publish a wide variety of
sf/f, and in doing so broaden the field’s horizons. In
our first year we have published stories ranging from
straight sf to explicit horror to humour to fantasy to the
surreal. Our future issues will continue this policy as
well as continuing to reflect the state of sf/f short story
publishing in the 80s through reviews and articles.

Why don’t you take a look at the contemporary
British sf/f short story scene beyond the pages of
Interzone and the all too rare anthologies, and join the
ever-growing body of readers already enjoying Opus?

Individual issues cost £1. 50 in the UK (£1.80 elsewhere), and a four-issue
subscription £5.50 (£7). All prices are inclusive of postage & packing (surface
mail to outside the UK). Please make payment, in sterling only, to Michael
Hearn, Staff House 2, Broxbournebury, Broxbourne, Herts. EN10 7PY.

IN RECENT AND FUTURE ISSUES: Graham Andrews, S.M. Baxter, Eric
Brown, Dorothy Davies, John Francis Haines, Kenneth Harker, Garry
Kilworth, Kim Newman, Steve Sneyd, Johnny Yen.
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BOOKS OF THE YEAR

IT'S ALVAYS DIFFICULT TO DECIDE vﬂn ARE THE

best books of the
people use

year. For
the same cri '.er\a

no two
But at this time

of year, with awards in the air, everyome is

making precisely that decision.

So we thought

we'd find out what our reviewers enjoyed during
3 -

KV Bailey
IN GREG BEAR'S THE FORGE CF GOD THE GREEN-EYED CHROMIUM
spiders and the exploding gourd-shaped robots could have
emerged straight from Amazing, loved in my youth; but the
sophisticated science-fictional self-referentiality, the
global paranoia, the masochistic eschatology and millanial
horizon-seeking, are perched right on the nerve of our
late-century decades. So, two enjoyments for the price of
one.

IG Ballard's The Day of Creation compels lastingly
That river, like a Yeatsian gyre, springs from fountain o
flood, dwindles to source, and flows again through flood
to drought, imaging the beginnings and endings of worlds,
of memories, of desire. Only John Crowlsy's £gypt, where
systems nest within systems, histories within historiss,
books within books, for me stretched the boundaries of
perception further.

Cheers for the Evans and Holdstock Other Fdens
which anthologised original stories, recognisably Erit
but varied, admitting many such fine snakes as Kilworth
“Hogfoot Right and Bird-Hands®
Clock" and an intricate Lisa Tuttle bio-sexval quadrille
Tuttle's A Spaceship Built of Stone 1 rate high ameng
individual collections of '87, in particular for the dream
fantasia of its title, and for the delicacy of both prose
and treatment of an archetypal theme in “The Bone Flute"
a mini-classic I suspect

Chris Barker
THE HOUNDS OF GOD BY JUDITH TARR. THE CONCLUDING VOLUME
of Tarr's Hound and Falcon Irilogy, and as the first work

new fantasy author a surprisingly mature work
Because of the simplicity of style, it would be easy to
underrate this pleasing blend of history, theology and
fantasy, original enough in its treatment of these themes
to refresh the bored reviewer

The Wave and the Flame by Marjorie Bradley Kellogg
with Willian B Russow. Another new pair of writers in a
novel reminiscent of LeGuin and Gentle, Again good ior ite
balance of hard and soft sciences with good character-
isation and an intriguing anthropological/theclogical
mystery intertwined for good measure.

Equal Rites by Terry Fratchett. I remember reading a
book sent to me by the now defunct Reader's Union book
club; the book, Strata, had me laughing out loud — a
occurrence. This is funnier than Adams, I thought
rest is history. The latest offering from FPratc
wonderful 1light relief, not quite as funny as
predecessors though

Eon by Greg Bear. | bought this afflicted by Britisn

Rail boredom. Despite uperlatives om the fromt, it is

good! Hard SF with a of wonder and unli

old days, an author 1 pesple in h
11, in the wake of Renford's more literate near future
The Memory of Whiteness by Kim Stanley Kebinson

read for a long time, It's a fi
my previou
. it fails only &
on Mars, sometim
nave a feeling this

v

tran:

~limax

David V Barre
THE BOOK OF TH]: YEAR, FOR NEVS IMPACT, HAS TO BE PETER
Vright's Spycatcher: fascinating, far better than Chapman
Pincher's recycled stories or “Nigel Vest"s turgid stuft
But I'm not allowed to say why!

Kathlesn Herbert's Ghost in the Sunlight, sequel to
her Queen of the Lightning, is one of the best historical
novels I've ever read; it will also appeal to lovers of
Celtic his*uri“al fantasy

spect ,bemuby] ic Fred Pohl's greatest novel
(see vzm though it quite definitely ain't SF. Neither is
£gypt, the first in a tetralogy by John Crowley; but it's
on both the BSFA and Clarke Award shortlists. It's an
excellent 20th century Renaissance novel which explores
the history of the philosophy of science, in its widest
sense

But it always seems to me that the best SF doesn't
win awards. Mary Gentle's Ancient Light continues the
story of Orthe ten years after Golden Vitchbreed, which
it far surpasses — but it didn't even get shortlisted
Neither did Lisa Tuttle's A Spaceship Built of Stone, a
fine, painful, pain-filled collection; short story
collections are ineligible for the BSFA Award

Finally, had a lot of hype, but Alan Moore and
Dave Gibbon's Watchmen really 15 worth reading. Any book
which can overturn my prejudices and preconceptions
tcomic-books? yeugh!) has to be good

Barbara Davies
I'VE CHOSEN 1TVO PAPEREBACKS AND
former, although first published
available in paperback last year.

THE
only

THREE HARDBACKS;
in 1986, were

The Ragged Astronauts by Bob Shaw is the first of
his books that I'vi found wholly successful. It
brilliantly realises h concept of the binary planets
Land and Overland and the technological restrictions

imposed by the lack of metal




Fat O'Shea's The Hounds of the Norrigan richly
deserves its seemingly permanent place in the children's
top ten bestseller lists. Pidge and Brigit's quest for
Cuchulain's pebble, fraught with danger yet full of
humour, brings back that rare "semse of wonder".

Phbillip Mamn's conclusion to “The Story of the
Gardener®, The Fall of the Families, charting the decline
of Pawl Paxwax, makes gloomy but gripping reading.

Daughter of the Empire by Raymond E Feist and Janny
Vurts provides an Oriental slant on SF. The abstacles
that Mara of the Acoma must overcome in her attempts to
reinstate her family make a compelling story.

Finally, Mary Gentle's Ancent Light, while not as
impressive as Golden Witchbreed, brings the welcome
return of Lynne de Lisle Christie to the planet Orthe. A
flawed but remarkable book.

Michael Fearn
1) ANCIENT LIGHT (MARY GENTLE). THE BOOK CONTINUES THE
feeling of “otherness* which was very cleverly portrayed
in Golden Witchbreed and is one of the best depictions of
cultural clash in SF.

2) Chernobyl (Frederik Pohl). It would have been
very easy to write a workmanlike piece of "faction® about
Chernobyl, but this book details the sequence of events in |
a highly readable way and is a memorable novel in its
own right.

3) Flowers for Algernon (Daniel Keyes). Yes, 1 know
1t wasn't published in 1087, but I hadn't read it until
the Gollancz re-issue, which was. It just happens to be
SF; 1t's one of the best evocations of personal tragedy
available anywhere.

4) Spiral Vinds (Garry Kilworth). The description of
the sceme 1is much better than the plot, but the
description of the scene is so good as to almost make you
feel you've been there.

5) Nature's End (Strieber & Kunetka). As in
these two have managed to deal with a terrifying
(pollution) in a way which is quite scholarly
being depressing. This is not an easy trick to do.

Varday,
problen
without

Valerie Housden

BOB SHAV'S THE RAGGED ASTRONAUTS ENTERTAINED E THROUGH
Vorldcon ‘flu. The complex, pre-industrial soclety, an
indigenous life evolving into an even deadlier form and a
sympathetic central character make this a great
swashbuckler.

Superficially, Orson Scott Card's Speaker for the
Dead has little to recommend it, being book two in a
trilogy end written by a too-clever author obsessed with
genocide. Nome of the characters are nice, and they do
some unpleasant things. Yet I was hocked by his easy
style

Douglas Adams' Dirk Gently's Holistic Detective
Agency is a short, very well crafted, time travel spoof,
with beautifully funny ideas — 1 particularly liked the !
electric monk. It helps to know a little of the life and |
work of Coleridge, too.

The impact of The Handmaid's Tale by Margaret
Atwood was as great the second time 1 read it last |
summer. This bleak dystopian fantasy {s written in
beautiful, simple language and contains a rich vein of |
gentle, underplayed humour, although some disagree. !

her book The Business Amazons, Leah Hertz
interviewed fifty American and fifty British successful
business women, and not a bitch among them. Vritten in a

positive, conversational style, this book is an
informative and amusing counterpoint to daft fantasies
such as Dynasty

LI Burst
THE DAY OF CREATION BY JG BALLARD. THIS APPEARED TO BE
received with indifference by reviewers. Many of Ballard's
themes re-appear from earlier novels, several incidents
are repeated from The Drought, yet all this reflects the
simple truth that Ballard's world was awaiting famine to
arrive as it did.

Puttering About in a Small Land by Philip K Dick. I
was able to praise this in Faperback Inferno but it has
then taken me six months to get hold of the two other
mainstream Dick novels published since his death.
Discussions ©0f whether Dick was a better SF or
mainstream novelist are only just starting. There are at
least five more novels unpublished. I can't wait to see
them,

Star Healer by James Vhite. It was years after
hearing of the Sector Gemeral novels that I first saw one
I'm glad to see Futura's publication of the whole series
and that they're getting good reviews. At the least
they're good entertainment.

Ferfume by Patrick Susskind. Historical novels like
Ferfume, Hawksmoor, Stome Virgin and 4 Maggot seem to
indicate a new strain of power in literature. They're
almost impossible to criticise although it is possible to
detect differences between the continental Susskind and
the British. In passing, having paid for them, after
reading I resented Ellis Peters getting her royalties. Her
buoks are pretty bad.

The 50 Minute Hour by Robert Lindner. This classic
study from the 1950s is cited in the SF encyclopmdias for
its chapter on a man cbsessed by his visits to distant
planets, The analysand may have been Cordwainer Smith.
The other four case histories, though, explaining Robert
Lindner's practical use of psychoanalysis are even more
gripping. Vhat a pity that he never got a chamce to study
a scientologist.

My complaint about Ellis Peters also applies to
Michael MNoorcock's Vizardry and Wild Romance. He did
himself a disservice in that book.

Liks every othar nuciear eactor is
the seorid, the RBME- 1000 s totally safe

. as lang 88 nothing goes wiong

FREDERIK PO
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Tom A Ji
I'M AFRAID I CAN'T MEET THE REMIT OF FAVOURITE BOOKS
read in 1987 and published in 1987, so I'll stick with the
former.

The Drawing of the Dark was Tim Powers' first mavel
and has been resurrected by Del Rey because of Powers'
popularity. It mixes Suleman besieging Viemma, an Irish
mercenary, the Arthurian legends, Vikings and beer
what more could the SF and fantasy fan want?

Speaking of Tim Powers, remember the scenes under
London in The Anubis Gate? Well you can read the truth in
London Under London, a Subterranean Guide by Richard
Trench and Ellis Hillman. A fascinating history which
puts the various Engxneering achievements in context with
soclety at that time.




VILIOR

I'm a sucker for the orient, it's an alfen world to
most Vesterners and Barry Hughart's Bridge of Birds
captures this “difference”. Using some basic facts from
Chinese history he creates a fine fantasy and manages to
inject some humour.

I seem to be locked into fantasies because my next
choice is Geoff Ryman's The Warrfor Who Carried Life.
This takes the standard sword and sorcery trappings,
including the macho attitudes, and turns them inside out
Ryman is a hell of a good writer.

Finally, a collection, Eric Frank Russell's Like
Nothing on Earth. ERF is a grossly under-rated author who
wrote some truly funny stories and that's not easy to do.
This contains an interesting cross section of the funny
and serious.

Ken Lake
MY ONLY HARDCOVER SF READING IS REVIEV COFIES, AND NOT
one I received in 1987 merits recollection so 1 am driven
to consider paperbacks instead.

BOB SHAW

David Brin hit the spot with The Fostman, The Uplift
Var and his collection The River of Time (which containes
"The Crystal Spheres®, a story [ regard as almost
perfect). Bob Shaw's The Ragged Astronauts reached me at
last and both pleased and amused me, as did David
Langford and John Grant with Barthdoom! 1 wish I'd been
able to read Terry Pratchett's Equal Rites and Kort, and
hope their paperback editions will appear soon.

But my Number One met with little famnish
recognition as its superbly presented  political
predictions do not jibe with your prejudices — yes, it

was Graham Dunstan Martin's The Dream Vall, which both
spoofed and terrified convincingly.

However, 1087 was really the year of the reprint,
and from that viewpoint I have no hesitation in
nominating Malcolm Bdwards for his sterling work on the
ongoing Gollancz Classic SF series — almost every one a
winner, and most of them better than any new writing of
1087,

Hik Morton

YET AGAIN I'VE NOT READ NANY NEVLY PUBLISHED BOOKS LAST
year. But of those I did read, the following I considered
the fiva best:

The Second Trip by Robert Silverberg. Admittedly a
reprint, but still a powerfully written view of an
unpleasant future where mind-manipulation is the norm.
The language is strong, most of the characters are
unpleasant, but the dichotomy between the original
criminal and the ersatz mind grafted on is enthralling.

Vatchmen by Alan Moore. A comic book and one of the
best to have materialised in a long time. Apart from the

tncredibly detailed multi-viewpoint artwork of Dave
Gibbons, the complex script, flashing back and forward
between three decades, and interspersed with a fantasy
comic to lend graphic horrific parallels with the "live
action", hangs together brilliantly. If you don't read
comics, then make an exception: there is now available a
book of all 12 issues.

The Enchantments of Flesh and Spirit by Storm
Constantine. She created a mutation creature in our near
future, but not some ghoul, oh no, but beautiful
hermaphroditic characters whose culture usurped that of
mankind, and it worked. The excellent style, the sensual,
descriptive passages brought this alive. Although unigue,
there are echoes of Mary Stewart.

4 Ferfect Spy by John LeCarré. Vell, it's his fattest
to date, and probably his best. He breaks every writing
rule in the book and gets away with it superbly
Chronology reintroduced for the TV series is
discarded. The reminiscences of Magnus, a traitor, written
down as they are brought to mind, dredged up from a
troublesome Subcomscious. And the haunting presence of
Magnus's father is ever present. From the fascinating
childhood, lived in the clover pravided by the Black
Market racketeering machinations of his father, to the
shadowy post-war spy networks, Nagnus tells it all, with
humour, pathos, and tragedy.

Fhantom of the Opera by Gaston Leroux. The original,
which for many years was overshadowed by the cinematic
versions, has been reprinted and is worth a look. The
prolific Leroux tells his bravura, mythic story with
panache and feeling. The character of Erik, the Phantom of
the Opera, is finely drawn and of course is now
legendary.

John Newsinger

FIVE FAVOURITE BOOKS: VELL FIRST NUST COME KV JETER'S Dr
Adder. For me this book was a revelation, an expedition
into the realm of male sexuality that omly a science
fiction writer could have accomplished. It is a crime that
we had to wait So many years for its publication. Another
book that made an impression was Richard Grant's
Saraband of Lost Time, a beautifully written novel with a
well-realised exotic landscape, memorable characters and
a nice balance between the mundane and the profound. Very
enjoyable. Also memorable, Robin NcKinley's fine short
story collection, Imaginary Lands. Vhile not every story
had the same impact, those by Robert WVestall, Peter
Dickinson, Jane Yolen and PC Hodgell in particular are
model examples of the form at its most expressive.

My last two choices are from the shamefully
neglected field of fiction for the young: first Michael de
Larrabeiti's Across the Dark Netropolis, the kid's book of
the eighties as far as 1 am concerned. The triumphant
conclusion of his magnificent Borribles trilogy. Lastly a
difficult choice between Diana Vynne Jones's A Tale of
Time City and Robert Leeson's Slambash Wangs of a Compo
Gormer. leeson wins. His novel is the story of what
happens’ when gormless Arnold Radleigh of Denfield
Comprehensive and heroic Himsir Dormal of Klaptonia
unwillingly swop places. An exciting, often hilarious,
send-up that effectively demolishes the values underlying
much of the world of dungeons and dragons 1n a
thoroughly enjoyable fashion

Maureen Porter
1 VASN'T CERTAIN I COULD FIND FIVE BOOKS VHICH MADE MY
year I've read so many novels in the last twelve
months, and so many were books I would be glad never to
see again. However, I offer a selection of books which
convinced me that intelligent speculative fiction is alive
and well, if fighting a losing battle with bulk pulp.

Grainme by Keith Roberts — an astonishing story,
which 1 devoured at a sitting. It's impossible to convey
the attraction of this without becoming incoherent —
just read it.

A Tale of Time City by Diana Vynne Jones — proving
that children's novels aren't just for children, and that
Diana Vynne Jones is getting better and better.




Equal Rites by Terry Pratchett —
which is a feat in ftself. A wicked,
feminism and fantasy.

Best Science Fiction edited by Gardner Dozols — as
a connoisseur of anthologies, the only way I ever find out
about new authors, I can confidently say that for size,
quality, and sheer value for money, this far outstripped
any other "best of year" compilation I have read.

Always Coming Home by Ursula LeGuin an
anthropological fantasy of the future which was not
everyome's cup of tea, I admit, but I like a book which
makes me work, and doesn't assume I need to have every
last detail spelt out to me. This novel provided the
information and let me draw my own conclusions.

For 1088, I would like to see fewer trilogies,
tetralogies, sequences, series and other publishers'
devices, and a greater number of thoughtful, well-written,
and well-edited novels. It's surely not too much to ask.

1t made me laugh,
wicked look at

Martyn Taylor
TOP OF MY LIST IS FIASCO BY STANISLAV LEM, VHICH
purports to be about a far distant planet in the future
but is about this minute, right now, and has Lem writing
at his acceseible, cerious best full of quirks and
knots, but definitely the real thing. Philip K Dick seems
to be better regarded mow he isn't bothering us with his
disturbing presence, but as far as I am concerned, even at
his worst he 1is magnetic. Radio Free Albemuth isn't
perfect, and presages VALIS, but corruscates proof that SF
is the literature of ideas, Robertson Davies is not an SF
writer, or a magic realist writer, or anything like that,
but his books The Fallen Angels and What's Bred in the
Bone show that "real" life is not necessarily mundane, and
he writes like an angel (for a professional academic...).
Vickedly funny. And speaking of wicked humour, Terry
Pratchett's Fqual Rites only seems less funny than The
Colour of Magic because I am getting used to reading with
tears in my eyes — and there ought to be a law against
his puns.

e Thomason
MOST ENCOURAGING BOOK OF THE YEAR VAS CERTAINLY THE
Friends of the Earth Handbook ed. Jonathon Porritt, which
encouraged me to get up off my backside and start
nurturing the growth of the sort of soclety I'd like to
1ive in, rather than just sitting and dreaming about it.
Funniest Book of the Year, in the absence of a new
Langford opus, was a tie between Equal Rites by Terry
Pratchett and How Much for just the Flanet? by John K
Ford. The former scores heavily on Ideological Soundness
(being about the sex discrimination faced by a young
female wizard), while the latter, a Star Trek navel, had

me giggling at the patter songs and chortling at the
inflatable rubber spaceship, but the thing that really
finished me off was the Vulcan epic poetry ...

The Silent Tower ties with Barbara Hambly's other
new title, The Vitches of WVemshar, as Best Genre Fantasy;
a well-told, convincing tale by a writer who knows and
enjoys the genre conventions, using them not as
unthinking assumptions, but with thought and care. 1 like
the ethical principles behind the books, as well; Good-
and-Evil being of course one of fantasy's most important
themes.

Also much enjoyed were Count Zero by William Gibson
and Wizard of the Pigeons by Megan Lindholm; two very
different books, both looking at the idea of “reality" as
an individual point of view rather than an absolute and
universal standard

But although there's been a substantial quantity of
good new fiction published in 1987, nothing absolutely
outstanding springs to mind, and a good deal of my
reading and book-buying over the past year has been

back-filling; GK Chesterton, Fritz
Leiber's Mitchison, Patricia
Vrightson. I look forward to sampling the fiction of

1988; may the year produce not simply a bumper crop, but
an excellent vintage!

Jon Vallace
FOR ME 1987 HAS BEEN SPENT RE-READING MAINLY LE
Carré's eight Smiley books — a hefty dose of Cold Var
cynicism. Terry Pratchett's two new Discworld novels
offset this. Nort shows that Death has feslings too and
Bqual Rites charts the rise of Discworld's first female
wizard. Both tremendously funny, with Nort having the
edge, I think. Death gets all the good lines.

Stephen King's Eyes of the Dragon is a fine example
of Americen Fairytale (you know, where the king is a
cigar-smoking redneck) written with King's usual
superlative skill, It is good to see him tackle something
different and make it work well.

This is the Way the World Ends by James Morrow is a
long way from fantasy. It is a black comedy about nuclear
war and its aftermath, with Morrow's deftness of touch
making it horribly easy to read but hard to forget.

But reading The Hounds of the Norrigan helps a lat.
Pat O'Shea's first novel is a children's fantasy; every
character, every incident, every line has the feel of
Ireland and a solid, suspenseful story is built round the
Irish mythology

lain Banks' The Bridge mixes surrealism, fantasy and
a twist of black comedy to achieve a book which explores
the inner mind and motivations of its protagonist in a
novel and surprising way.

NOTICE
We humbly spologise for last issue's slip-up; an
error at the printers caused pages 2 & 27 to be
transposed.  Apologies also to Kev McVeigh, whose article

on cyberpunk had to be cut at the last minute owing to an
editorial oversight. To reduce the risk of further slip-
ups, Vector's Production Editor was taken outside and
executed immediately.

Although the slip-ups were, in fact, nothing at all to
do with the Production Editor, we hope that the membership
will be satisfied by this gesture of sppeasement

Posthumously, the Productfon Editor would ltke to
thank Suzanne Nicholson for her help with this issue.
That is, he would ltke to; but unfortunately he ended up
having to do everything by himself. Again.

Many more thanks must go to Sharon Critchfield,
whose love, kindness and attention actually had very little
to do with the production of this issue — but who cares?

AN TED
Vector desperately nee: new Production
Editor, effective h-adlato!y.
paste-up of already prepared copy, and design

and layout of the pages on A3 sheets, for
photo-reduction by the printers. Simon
Nicholson, who having to pive it up to

concentrate on his freelance work, will paix on
to the new Production Editor all hiz tools and
be happy to give advice and
l’rofcnlollal skills aren't
time and

qu
reliability.

My personal thanks to Simon for all his hard
work in producing some excellent-locking issues,
and for not missing a single deadline despite
late-arriving copy.

If you think you could do the job,
phone me on 01-688 6081 no

please

David V Barrett




THE WOMEN'S
0Vt

SUE THOMASON

HE VOMEN'S PRESS IS TEN YEARS OLD
(April) ring those ten years, the Press has
grown from a small, specialist "fringe" publisher
which produced just five titles in 1978, to fts
present size and status; a major influence in the
much-expanded field of feminist publishing, produ
ing 60 new titles a year and with a strong interest
fantasy and science fiction. The Vomen's Prese
marking its birthday with a series of author even
festive celebrations and film showings all over the
country. I thought it might be interesting to lock at its
impact on science fiction over the last few years
The first five titles produced by The Vomen's Press

THIS MONTH

were all re-issues of classic novels by women (four
Brit: and one American), which were unobtainable
elsewhere. However, the Press soon decided that rather
than staying in direct competition with Virago, which

also specialised in re-issuing "forgotten” or neglected
work by women, it would concentrate on publishing work by
living writers, with a balance of about half fiction and
half non-fiction,

The science fiction list was launched in April 1985
with four titles, and at first it too was dominated by
re-issues of work by well-known authors like Naomi
Mitchison, Marge Plercy and Joanna Russ. However, the
Press policy of encouraging original work by new writers
soon made its mark on the SF line as well, with the pub-
lication of a number of challenging new novels and an
anthology of original short stories by women.

It's very interesting and encouraging to note that
in The Vomen's Press SF line, there is a much stronger
presence by British writers than is usual in a genre
which is dominated by a great volume of American work
Another unique feature of TVP's support of women's specul-
ative fiction is the inclusion of a number of humarous/
satirical titles. The Flanet Dweller, the first to be
included in the SF range, received a very mixed reception
Since then the Press has published a number of other
titles with a humorous element, including ome of the
funniest fantasies I've read for years, The Fires of Eride.
There's also a sclence fiction element creeping into The
Vomen's Fress's new Livewire young adults' line, with
recent titles being reviewed in BSFA publications.

cant new development in the feminist SF
the publication of In the Chinks of the
ine by Sarah lefanu: a critical study of the
number of women writers of sclemce fiction,
feminist, others not. The advance publicity
k suggests that sciemce fiction is seen as a
nal male preserve”, and that a feminist approach
re is to refect “the weight of misogynist ideas
s science fiction and, instead, use its radical
and progressive potentialities".

There was a good deal of ridicule and resistance to
The Vomen's Press when it first began, and there was, and
still 1s, much unreasoning resistance in the science
fiction community to the idea of feminist SF. It would
be foolish to claim that all feminist SF (or even all SF
published by The Vomen's Press) was wonderful simply
because 1t's accredited Ideologically Sound. 1f ome of the
unique virtves of feminist SF is a capacity for specul-
ation in hitherto unexplored dimensions of buman exper-
fence, one of its characteristic faults is the tendency to
degenerate into an ldeologically Sound tract in which the

story-for-its-own-sake is firmly subordinated to, if not
totally squashed by, didactic {illustrations of Good
Feminist Politics and exhortations to Collective Virtue
In fact, like many young and vital concerns, it takes

itself seriously, sometimes too seriously
However, 1 remain baffled by the actions of writers

like Keith Roberts, who in a letter to a past issue of
Vector wrote with considerable gusto of his attempt to
submit a story to the original anthology of SF storfes by
women produced by The Vomen's Press. If his point was
| that “feminist* is not a synonym for “written by a
‘ woman®, then 1 agree with him. It is surely one of the
| touchstones of a good navelist that she (or he) can emp-
athise with, and convincingly portray, characters who

‘ have quite different backgrounds, experiences and opinions
|

from those of their author. But this is no licence for

deception.
Ancther area in which The Vomen's Press SF line has
broken c y with (mal 7) is in

its graphic design. The distinctive stripy spines of The
Vomen's Press fiction titles are recognisable across a
crowded bookshop. The covers all use original colour
{llustrations, often by new artists virtually unknown
elsewhere. And there are no rocketships, no traditional
liched images of men conquering new worlds, rescuing
scantily-clad women, and subduing evil aliens; which is a
good thing, because you won't find those images in the
books either.

To sum up, science fiction in the hands of The
Vomen's Press 1= alive and well. The SF line is full of
fiction that challenges established conventions, both of
the genre and in the real world. And this is as it
should be in a field which prides itself on its openness
to new ideas. Vhy should men have a monopoly of the
future?




Iniroduction

In the following pages | shall describe the fruits of this
marriage between feminist politics and science fiction. The
freedom that S offers from the constraints of realism has an
obvious appeal and has been exploited by mainsiream writers
such as Margaret Atwood and Marge Piercy. s glorious
eclecticism, with its mingling of the rational discourse of science
with the pre-rational language of the unconscious ~ for SF
borrows from horror, mythology and fairy tale ~ offers a means
of exploring the myriad ways in which we are constructed as

Further, sience fiction offers women new ways of writing.
Despite the growing popularity of the trilogy — an unnerving
prospect for the writer as she starts out — there is still

privileged place for the short story within the body of SF. What
s perhaps most remarkable is the fluidity of form that SF allows:
the set length of the novel does not dominate. Writers can let
themselves experiment, writing and rewriting in short story,
novella or novel form. More than in any other form of fiction
there is an easy flow between writers and reders. Professional
writers often start out as fans, writing in funzines or producing
their own. One doés not have to be a professional in order to be
read. Ideas, themes and characters are borrowed, elaborated,
reworked by different people in different forms. One example
of this is the elaboration of the Kirk/Spock relationship in Star
Trek produced and written in & series of fanzines entiely by

guage of her novels
Native Tongue and The Judas Rose. Writers, C.1. Cherryh being
one example, may invent a universe and then invite other
writers to share it. There are many colluborations in S, such a5
in the rather unappealingly named Sime/Gen novels of Jac-
queline Lichtenberg and Jean Lorrah, and between Cynthia
Felice and Connic Willis. And the numcrous SF conventions
bring together writers, fans and artists from all over the world.

All this leads 10 a breakdown of the conventional hierarchies
between writers and readers, and challenges the conventional
authority of the single author. Such an anti-authoritarian style
has, potentially, a particular interest for women, for whom
writing requires nol just sclf-confidence, but the confidence
necessary 10 break through what can be seen as a male-
dominated world of ordered discourse, into a male-dominated
world of professionalism.

In the
Chinks
of the

World
Machine

FEMINISM &
SCIENCE FICTION

The book is divided into two parts: an overview, in which |

1 |

Sarah
Lefanu

Who is Tiptree, What is She?: Jumes Tiptree Ir

Tiptree's assumption of @ male persona is at times utterly
convincing, although she says that “trying 10 write like a man’
was “the last thing 1 was trying to do." As she explains, ‘men|
have s preempted the area of human experience that when you
write about universal motives, you are assumed to be writing|
like a man.™® This poltical insight into ways of writing, into
what is ullowed 10 women writers, does however musk 4 cértain
disingenuousness. As we saw earlier, Tiptree writing in the first
person in the Khatru symposium was doing rather more than
Just “letting people think' she was a man because of the male |
name. Her work cannot casily be divided into “universal’ - |
written by James Tiptree Jr — and ‘feminist’ ~ written by
Raccoona Sheldon, despite her claim in her introduction 10
“Morality Meat" in Despatches from the Frontiers of the Female
Mind that she used the latter when she felt the need 10 say some.
things impossible to @ male persona’, producing ‘a few overtly
fem 7

Tiptree's feminist vision in fact appears at its most powerful
and complex in some of the stories that have a male narrator, or

| where the authorial voice is mediated through u macho world |

view, even though, or perhaps because, those stories, at least to
this woman reader, are the most disturbing.

1 shall look first at “The Women Men Don't See’ (1973), not
least for the questions it ruises about the nature of feminine and
feminist writing, and also for its treatment of the concept of ‘the

Y udith Hanna describes as ‘a, if not the, dominant
7 In his introduction 10 the short story collection
Warm Worids and Otherwise (1975), Robert Silverberg siates:
“It hias been suggested that Tiptree is female, a theory that I find

| ‘absurd, for there is 1o me something incluctably

In a postscript 10 the introduction 10 Warm Worlds
1978, Robert

about Tiptree’s writing.™® He describes her stories as ‘lean,
muscular, supple’, and goes on 10 compare her with Heming-
way: *And there is, 100, that prevailing masculinity about both
of them ~ that preoccupation with questions of courage, with
absolute values, with the mysteries and passions of life and
death s revealed by extreme physical tests, by pain and
suftering und loss. "’

B
dded in
ilverbery says: *She fooled me beautifully, along

will mention a variety of work by women and look in detail at
| some of it, and four chapters on the work of individual writers:
| James Tiptree Jr (the pen-name for Alice Sheldon); Ursula K.
Le Charnas; and Joanna Russ.

In the first section of the book, the overview, | shall start by
looking at the representation of women, or the lack of it, in
science fiction, and ask whether this can, or should, reflect the
experiences of women in the ‘mundanc’ (to use a science
fictional term) world. I will then raise some questions about the
function of narrative, drawing on Rosemary Juckson's analysis
of the ‘fantastic' 1o explore the subversive potentialities of

| science fiction. I will describe some of the ways in which science

fiction narratives allow the inscription of woman as subject, first

by borrowing from Ellen Moers the concept of ‘travelling

', then moving on 10 look at different writers' use of

the amazon-figure and the contradictions thrown up by role
reversal as a literary strategy.

From narrative as analysis 1 will move to narrative as the
telling of dreams: the traditional ‘what if . .".?" of science fiction
transformed into “if only . . ."; then from dream to nightmare,

| from utopias to dystopias. 1 will return to woman as subject of
her story, looking at the constitution of self and other and the |
expression of desire; this will lead 1o a description of the
practitioners of what mi clled ‘women’s science fiction"
and [ will contrast their aims and aspirations with those of the
practitioners of ‘feminist science fiction

with everyone else, and called into question the entire notion of
what is “masculine” or “feminine” in fiction.”" This is an
important point, particularly in relation to what Silverberg said
carlier about this story: “It is a profoundly feminist story told in
an entirely masculine manner ... “? Both statements are
correct. The notion of what is ‘masculine’ or ‘feminine’ fiction
must indeed be questioned: it is 100 simplistic (0 say that male
writers of science fiction concern themselves only with technolo-
gy or “hard" science ut the expense of development of character
and the consequences in social terms of technological develop-
ment. Such a distinetion not only posits a crude sexual dualism —
masculine is hard, feminine is soft — which nyway is anathema
1 Tiplree, but it also denies the connections between the
different “hard" and ‘ot sciences, connections that in good
science fiction should be made. The fact that male writers all too
often don't concern themselves with the personal or the private,
but concentrate instead on so-called “extreme physical tests’, is
nothing 10 do with an essential masculinity. 1t is to do with
privilege, power and the division of labour between the sexes in
the writer's own world, that is, now.

To say that this story has 4 masculine manner is to place it
within a_tradition in which machismo itself becomes the |
protugonist. Tiptree appears o allow this, and then subve:
is what makes it  feminist story, as much as what *happe

init.




HAVE BEEN READING SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY FOR

SF & FANTASY IN 1967 —

A READER'S VI

IT'S INTERESTING TO SEE HOV ANERICAN CHOICES
of the best books of 1987 differ from Vector
reviewers' selections. Caroline Nullan looks at
the Locus recommendations, and says which of
them she will and won't be reading, and why.

statistics and recommended reading relating to 1987

over twenty years. There was a period of years in

the mid-70s when I think I could fairly say that I

read most of what was published in Englich each

year. One year I averaged over a hundred books a

month for twelve months — I spent most of my non-
school time reading — and most of those were recently
published SF and Fantasy. Ten years later, with a job, a
house, a boyfriend and a social life to compste with
books as claims on my attention, 1 find to my amazement
that I am still considered to be well-read in current SF
and Fantasy.

The American monthly magazine Locus, which
itself “the newspaper of the science fiction field”, sach
year recards “bocks received”, which lists include almost
everything that is published in America as or relating to
SF and Fantasy, along with a good deal of what is pub-
lished in other countries. Each February it publishes a
statistical breakdown of the American books, by publisher,
category (e.g. SF, Fantasy, anthology, mon-fiction), hard-
back/paperback publicationm, etc., and in the same issue a
group of “Locus staff, reviewers and outsiders® collabor-
ate in compiling a list of "recommended reading" from the
books and stories published in the previous year
The February 1988 issue is now available, with the

alls

a long-term and current reader of SF and Fantasy, I found
| the articles fascinating in relation to my own reading.
Hence this article.

In 1087 there appeared "an amazing 1675" books
which Locus counted. Briefly (and with some stmpliffc-
ation), it counted everything it saw that year that was
published in America, that was SF or Fantasy or non-
fiction relating to SF and/or Fantasy. The count includes
some late-appearing 1985 books, and some early dated
| 1988.  The “recommended reading® list is selected on
substantially the same criteria (as far as 1 can tell
from the article), plus of course that of perceived worth
by the group making the selection. This group included
Michael Swamwick and Orson Scott Card, of whom
review for American magazines, as well as others a Brit-
ish member of the BSFA (who does not also read Locus)
may not recognise. From this list I have reproduced the
three categories of recommended novels: science fictionm,
Fantasy and first novels.

Accarding to the statistical analysis, there were
298 SF novels published, and the group recommended 32
Of the 256 Fantasy novels 23 titles are recommended
(Incidentally, the statistical analysis splits Fantasy
(256 titles) from Horror (96), and the recommended titles

FOUNDATION

THE REVIEW OF SCIENCE FICTION

In its fifteen years of publication, FOUNDATION has established a
reputation as critical journal of inthe
worl

““Continues to be far and away the best in the field"
~Ursula K. Le Guin

RJUNDATXON ‘publishes articles on all aspects of sf; letters and
tes; and some of the liveliest sf reviews published anywhere.
oo regular reviewers have included
Brian Aldiss, ].G. Ballard, Gregory Benford,
David Brin, John Clute, Richard Cowper,
Colin Greenland, M. John Harrison, Gwyneth Jones,
Roz Kavency, David Langford, Chrissopher Frici,
Kim Stanley Robinson, Pamela Sargens
Robert Silverber, Brian Stableford, Bruce Sterling,
Lisa Tuttle, Ian Watson and many others.

* x x x

FOUNDATION is published three times a year, and each issue
contains over a hundred well-filled pages. Subscribe now!

The annual subscription rates are: £8.50 (UK and Ireland); £9.00 surface
mail to other countries (£13.50 air mail); US $17.00 surface mail
(US $21.00 air mail) 10 USA and Canada. Individual issues are £2.95
(US $6) post free. Transatlantic subscribers please add S1 i paying by
dallar chegue, to cover handling charges. Please make cheques payable to
““The SF Foundation” and send to: The Science Fiction Foundation,
N.E. London Polvtechmic, Longbridge Road, Dagenham, RM8 2AS,
England.

do not appear to include any Horror. This is fine by me:
1 am not now nor have I ever been a Horror reader.)
There were 36 first novels among the SF, and 23 among
the Fantasy (and one among the Horror); nearly 50% of the
first novels are recommended, as opposed to less than 10%
for efther of the two main categories,

There are obvious problems with taking such a list
from an American magazine and discussing it in the
Critical Journal of the BSFA. The most obvious, perhaps,
is that the list is necessarily a subjective selection by
Americans from books available in America. This speci-
feally excludes all foreign books unless they're worldwide
editions with an American distributor. On the one hand
this means that such British books as Grainme by Keith
Roberts (Kerosina 1987) and Ancient Light by Mary Gentle
(Gollancz 1987), to name but two, which BSFA members have
been able to read are not considered, and on the other
hand that the majority of the titles listed are not yet
available to British readers without access to American
imports. Even those of us who can buy or borrow Americ
an imports have not yet seen most of these.

For these reasons 1 have divided the Locus lists
into categories according to the probability that I will
read the books in the next year or SO assuming they
become available in the UK, while preserving the Locus
categorization into SF, Fentasy and first novels. My
categories are
+ Vill Read —  these are books I have already read,
and/or own, or will obtain at the first opportunity (boo)
already read are marked “s*);

+ Nay Read — these 1 may read if I can borrow them or
buy second-hand, or 1f someone recommends a title to me,
but I won't go looking for them;
. Von't I'm not ltkely to read these even if
someone makes me a gift of them.

The SF and Fantasy lists contain several books by
once-great authors who are still alive and ruining their
reputations. To Sail Beyond The Sunset was read almost
from a sense of obligation towards the Heinlein-that-was
It has become a cliché that Heinlein is past it (most of
my friends seem to have given up his books as unreadable




at around about Time Enough For Love), but I read on in
the hope that some glimmer of the former glory still
remains. To Sail Beyond The Sunset was boring: can | say
anything more damning than that? Heinlein is the last of
this group to survive this far: Clarke, Zelazny and Kiven
all bave books in this 1ist that I will not be reading; if
Asimov was represented | wouldn't be reading that efther.

There are some books by authors still great and
still alive, authors who have demonstrated their worth
and are not diminishing themselves with their recent
work. Pohl and Volfe are two long-established and prol-
1fic representatives of this category, while John Crowley
has never written a book that was less than superb. My
most fervent wish is that these authors live long and
write many more good books, but failing that I hope
they'll drop dead before they join the campany of Heinlein
ot al.

There is also a clutch of lesser authors reprsented
like Clement, Spinrad, Dickson, and Vance — who
written good books in the past, but whose recent Yock ax
not impressed me. Thus their books have temporarily or
permanently dropped out of favour, and I won't be reading
them until and unless the titles are recommended by 2
reviewer or friend that I trust.

Five books are “hopeful”. The Butler, McKilltp, Tepper
(twice) and Greenland titles — are *will read", efther
because the author wrote a really good book once and I
hope they'll do it again, or because I think they have the
potential to write something really good and I haven't
given up hope yet. If these fulfil my hopes they'll end
up with the greats; if they don't they‘ll eventually be
demoted to the *worth reading®.

Seven books are “worth reading". These — by Vhite,
Brin, Card, Hambly, MacAvoy, Pratchett, and Domaldson —
are "will read® because, by and large, I expect books by
these people to be interesting, competently written (I
mean showing evidence of ability to use the English lang-
uage as opposed to consistently abusing it; I exempt Don-
aldson from this particular criterion: 1 like his ideas,
not his writing), and to contain evidence of ideas and
thought even {f these ideas and thoughts are then not
fully explored in the novels in which they are set. In a
sense | have given up on these authors: | take them for
what they are, but once I hoped they were capable of
better things. They have disappointed me. Having read
almost all their books, I've given up expecting them to
write any ane significantly better or worse than their

average to date
from their peers is my taste: | like what thev
1 ware a slightly difterant perzon then the Bear,
Blaylock and Fowers titles, and a dozen orhe
"may read”. would foin or replass them in the

The only thing that distinguisies these
are. but if
Benford,

ted as

category. as it is, they don't.

Of the books in the "will read" c
only four
an3

uot mentioned so far —
Carrsil se are “awaiting §
Swanw until now, only sh
only one novel each by G
decided whether 1
i I only know that they are very well worth carryinz
o with until | know them better

I've already mentioned why

1 won't be reading the

Zelazny, Clarke and Niven titles The remaining “won't
read® fall into two groups: one — the Antnony. May and
Eddings — comprises books by authors whose work I inow
have  well not worth reading these days teven though in

Anthony's case it o asi; in the oth
Hubbard and Fefst and Vurts

group, books by
have caused me acute pain on
trying to read a few sentences; there is no way I'm going
to subject myself to whole books.

Locking back over these lists one comes to the not-

ry-surprising 1 that my are based
almost entirely on past experience of the author, with a
little bhelp from reviewers and my triends when a
particular title is in doubt. The first of these is
useless in the case of tirst novels: accordingly the
second assumes more importance.

Locus recommends 29 first novels. Of these I have
read the princely total of one: Swordspoint, which was, of
course, recommended to me by a friend. On the same basis
I shall seek out Var For The Uaks and Nindplayers as
soon as | can. There are also two books that [ have
already come across and decided against buying until and
unless recommended to me personally. The remaining 24
fall, naturally enough, into the *may read" category for
the moment, though I'll almost certainly end up buying/
borrowing some of them as I find them.

No-ome, not even the adolescent I used to be, can
read 1675 books in a year: some selection amongst those
offersd must be made. Over the next three or four years
1 may read half of the 84 books listed here, some by
design and some more-or-less by chance, as well as quite
a few not recommended by Locus.

Do 1 qualify as well-read?

And, how about you?

SF FANTASY | FIRST NOVELS
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bt 0 TG Ul o | S A, e ¥ o
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PAUL KINCAID

OT SO LONG AGD A VECTOR READER SENT ME A SAMPLE

review. The book had three people credited on the

caver, let us say author A, artist B and designer C

It should also be pointed out that A is better known

from his television appearances. Vithin the first

sentence of the review this putative critic had man-
aged to suggest that because A was better known as a
performer he could not have written this book; because
the reviewer had not heard of B (actually a well known
figure with many books to his credit) B was not very
good; and because the reviewer could mot wark out C's role
in producing the book he had clearly done nothing. That
the reviewer later went on to say that the book was quite
good only added to the confusion.

An extreme example, but apt. Like probably 90% of
you, my would-be reviewer clearly thought that reviewing
is easy, anybody can do it. The other 10% are the ones
who actually write reviews.

My critic didn't intend to insult the authors, and
atter I pointed it out in my letter refecting the review,
still failed to see that it was an insult. The critic had
simply committed the cardinal errors of:

+ putting thoughts on paper without sorting them out
first;

« imagining that criticism must be destructive;

« Baving no context within which to judge the book;

« and a complete blindness to nuance.

LET US BEGIN VITH THE OBVIOUS: A BOOK REVIEV IS A PIECE
of writing. Too obvious to nmeed stating? You'd be amazed
at the number of reviewers who happily denounce an
author's literary shortcomings while repeating those same
faults in their own review

The first and last of the cardinal errors are errors
in the writing. As in any other activity which involves
committing words to the page, a review is an exercise in
communication. Vhich means knowing the ideas you want to
get across, and expressing them clearly, effectively and,
in view of the space limitations, succinctly.

It also entails a basic understanding of the meaning
and use of words. Until I received the review I mentiomed
earlier 1 wouldn't have thought 1'd need to spell that out

you be writing
milkman, let alone book reviews.

So, let's assume you can write, and you're »
to devote as much care to a book review as you wo
what are the idess you sh

notes

COME T0 THE NEAT OF THE ¥
tion of what reviewing is ai
start here is with the w
ing" as opposed ta “criticism"?

neAeo BEVIEWING >

Some people seem ta believe that there is some great
and fundamental split between the two, though the nature
of that split varies depending on who is telling the tale
There are those who hold that criticism is a high, arcame,
academic pursuit beyond the understanding or even
interest of mere readers; while reviewing is akin to
writing an advertising blurb, a brief note to tell
potential readers whether they should buy this book or
not. Others see criticism as a slavering-jawed brute, a
great, evil, green-eyed monster intent on tearing luckless
authors limb from limb, with no desire in life other than
to uncover every fault, real or imagined, in a book and
destroy for all time the works that simple readers enjoy;
while reviewing is a gentlemanly sport that says nice
things about books and makes readers and authors feel
good at the end of it all.

Feither view comes within spitting distance of the
truth.

The two are aspects of the same thing. “Criticism®
is a detaled examination of a book which sometimes high-
lights its faults, but more often looks at its strengths.
A good example of literary criticism should reveal some-
thing fresh about the book in question, open it up in mew
ways, explore subtleties, and chase up hints and allusions
burfed in the text. In other words it should prompt the
reader to go back to the book, even a very familiar book,
with renewed appreciation and pleasure. Naturally to do
this thoroughly requires space — Samuel R Delany devoted
an entire book to a critical appreciation of a short
story by Thomas M Disch — and time; which is why it
tends to be done by academics and at book length. Inevit-
ably a jargon is acquired, and the worst examples of
academic criticism are impenetrable, even to other
critics. But we shouldn't tar an entire field with the
example of its worst exponents.

However, a book-length work of intense critical
analysis a year or more in the writing, no matter how
perceptive, is no use to the editor of a magazine with a
dozen or more books to cover and only half a dozen pages
to do it in, Hemce the “review". In approach and in
purpose it is exactly the same as criticism, but it is
written with the limitations of time and space in mind.

Vhich means that the reviewer cannot be as thorough
as, or match the insights of, the critic, but still strives
to find the strengths and weaknesses of the book, analyse
why they are there, examine what, if anything, lies below
the surface, and deliver a critical evaluation which
chould allow the reader to approach the book with fresh
appreciation

AND HOV IS THIS JUDGENENT ARRIVED AT?

In Vector 142 David Barrett produced an elaborate
chart to illustrate his idea of the way a reviewer works.
In the main I agree with his view of things; it seemed to
touch all the bases involved in a critic's evaluation of a
work. Perhaps too many bases; 1 think the chart was too
complex and lent too much weight to some things and not
enough to others. However, my major disagreement is with
his starting point.

The main dilemma facing any reviewer, any critic, is
the balance between objective and subjective. Reading a
book however deeply or thoroughly, is a subjective thing.

makes value — ‘that book is
| gnod or bad, dull or entertaining — but the job of the
critic is to find some objective basis for these

subjective judgements — book is good because the
reader is completely absorbed in the action from page
one, this book is dull because the author is constantly
making jokes that don't come off.

David Barrett leads us into the maze of reviewing
through the question: "Vhat type of book is it?" But that
immediately raises an objective point to which he expects
subjective respomses. I would prefer to start with the
subjective: “How do 1 respond to this book? Why?, and
find objective responses.

For me, reviewing a book is a series of questions
which provoke answers which raise further questions which




. Dh, you get the idea. The extremss are always easy: it
the bock is outstandingly good or outrageously bad the
review virtually writes itself. But the vast reviewty of
books are not like that, they belong to the grey region in
between, and judgements are much more delicate. One of the
worst feelings is when you are reading a review book and
thinking: there's something not quite right about this
book, but I don't know what. I'm sSure every reviewer has
experienced this same feeling time and again, the vague
sense of a book not working but with no specific fault
you can pinpoint. From then on it's hard labour as every

possibility is raised and examined: is 1t the plot, the
Characters, the writing, the sub-plot? As often as not
it's nome of these but, for example, an inconsistemcy

between the way the character
the plot requires them to
finely tuned for things like that.

Not that the book in question is the only thing to
think about. No bock is an island; even a first navel
stands within a context. Is it the 576th story about the
survivors of a nuclear war being called Adam and Eve? Or
a clever pastiche of Jane Austen? Or a political satire
which sets Don Quixote at large in Thatcher's Britain?
Vhat has gome before, what is going on around it, all
have their part to play in any full consideration of a
book,

But even more

are presented and the way
he antennas need to be

than that, no reviewer is an island,
Every single thing the reviewer has ever read has its
part to play In moulding tastes and

other factors like character and plot

You see the problem. To treat a one must
be able to look to the strengths fate the |
author's infent; but that must be with an
awarenes= of the book as a whole. It may be possible o
write a great novel without plot, or without characters: |
it is certainly possible to try doing this and rall just a |
11ttle hort of total success. The reviewer has to |

find the balance.

It's as difficult to say what makes a good or bad
review as it is to say what makes a good or bad book.
And there are at least as many exceptions as there are
ble rules that ome propose. In  general,
er, 1 will stick my neck out far enough to say that
s review should provide some sort of key to the work
reviewed. 1 have tried, here, to consider some of the main
of providing that key. But 1 can do no more than
ggest questions, point towards possible routes. The rest
is up to fthe individual reviewer. A review, after all, is a

pi ot creative writing. m

LETTERS continued

JOHN BRUNNER

and

perceptions, and it is these which go into making The
judgement.

So, from that initial question:

this book?%, we

"How do T respond to
have moved on to question the elements
that make up the book, and the inter-relationship of
those elements, and the context within which the book
stands, and the context from which the reviewer views the
book. It is possible to go on and on, there are always
more questions to be asked, new depths to be plumbed, but
these are the key questions, the broad strokes that go
into the making of just about every review.

Of ocourse, each book is differsnt, throwing up new
alleyways to be explored, new diversions to be followed,
And not only each book, but often each reading of a bnok.
For instance, I have recently reviewed a re-issue of
Tiger! Tiger! by Alfred Bester. Vhen first published a
g00d raview of the book might have detailed the canvol-
uted plot and commented upon the pyrotechnic writing
style. But any review today which did just that would
have been a bad review, because it would isolate the book
from a new context which has grown around if. Yes, plot
and style are as important now as they were in 1952
perbaps more so; but in the years since then the book ha:
acquired an extra significance which any successful
review from the perspective of 1988 must acknowledge.

Put simply, Tiger! Tiger!is ome of the most influen-
tial works of sclence fiction, a precurser, for instance,

of both the New Vave and cyberpunk. A review which
simply mentions the literary pyrotechnics, for example,
might make it sound like just amobher imitator of the

worst excesses of the New Vave; but if the review point
out that it predates the New Vave by a decade.or more,
that it set the scene for the SF of the 60s, and that
still stands out as a thrilling and innovative read when
most of its later imita have slipped into a well-
deserved oblivion, then the book has been set within a
context which does it justice

Do=s this give us any hard and fast rules for what
should be in a review? Vell, there are certain con

that are in most wor fiction: plot, characters,
setting, underlying fdeas, writing, Inevitably, any review
is going to consider well these
individually and as part of the whole,
holds the: elemen in & ditferent balance, and the

reviewer has to be able to cope with and reflect that. In
some instances a review that consists emtirely of plot
summary may be appropriate (though as a gemeral rule of
thumb th are had reviews), but anyone who Spent a
review of Anna Kavan's Jce looking solely at the plot
would find scmething thin and 1insubstantial because the
strength and beauty of that book lies alsewhers, in the
ideas, the writing, the characterisation. At the same time
Solaris may be overlnaded
worth devoting a review
ideas, but you cannot
appreciation ot the

be

so

1 VAS STRUCK BY YOUR REFEREICE ox P10 OF V142 TO "THE
20th century renaissance nove Your review satisfies
me that I must read Agypt, by the way.> I can think of
two such that greatly impressed me: The Sotweed Factor by
Jobn Barth and The Recognitions by Villiam Gaddis.
Recommended.

JOHN OVEN

1 FIND | KUST AGREE WHOLEHEARTEDLY VITH ANDY SAWYER IN
bis defence of Arthur Ransome, whose books in no way
deserve to lumped in with the likes of Enid Blytom:
his works are far superior, and as Andy points out,
damned good examples of the “fantasising” aspects of
children's play. In common with many in my age group,
I'm sure, | devoured the Ransome books at about the age
of 10 or 11. To them I would attribute my own feelings
for scenery and setting, which I find most satisfied by
some of the very areas he wrote about: the Lake District,
for example. Ransome is now looked down upon: in another
fifty years he'll probably be hailed as a classic.

! wke Ed Griffith's letter on Raymond Feist's

Riftwar books:

Of course such activity is rife in the fantasy field,
with far too many authors using clichés as building
blocks in the comstruction of their fantasy world., This
endows it with a safe familiarity for the reader, certain-
1y, but also constrains the author, since it precludes the
unusual, the unique. Plausible stories must arise out of
the environment in which characters are placed, and if
the context is hackneyed, then so is the story, 1If only
would-be fantasy authors would just go back after their
first drafts, read them dispassionately, then eliminate
anything that they can identify as a lift from Tolkien, or
any of the other fantasists already published. Some hape,
it's far too easy to use pre-fabricated materials.

ROB HOGAN
30 Grange Avenue, Street, Somerset BAG SPF

EING VITH MIKE COBLEY'S MAIN POINT ABOUT THE
language being of far greater importance than
analysis, I would like to take issue with his
statements in the next paragraph.

in my experience, physicists do spend a great deal
of time debating the precise meaning of the basic terms
And a study of the history of sclence over the past
century, or even the past two decades, will show that any
claim to accurate and extensive knowledge is purely tran-
sitional In the sciences, today's certainty is tomorrow's
quaint old helief.

I would claim the dislodged title for my own discip-

nmathematics, and it's slide rules at dawn for any
st who tries to reclaim it

line,
phys
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REVIEWS

VEAVEVOELD Clive Barker
[Collins, 1987, 72Zpp, &1
Reviewed by David V. barrett

351 |

I'VE HEARD FEQFLE SAY "NICE CARFET,
shame about the book." It's not so. Iz
Veaveworid wins auy awards, it will
only be on the grounds or “Hever mind
the quality, get lhe scales out*; but
1t's a good book nevertheless.

Mimi Laschenski, the last Custod-
ian ot the carpet, dies. Her grand-
daughter Suzanna and a tairly ordin-
ary young manm, Calhoun Mooney, are
caught up in a chase for its retrie-
Vithin the intricate weaving of
the carpel lies the Fugue, lhe home
and people o1 the Seerkind, human-
types with supernatural abilities, who
have magically woven Lhemselves into
the carpet for satety against both
mankind and the Scourge, an ancient
and evil power.

Also atter the carpet, but ror

its

destruction, are the Immacolata, a
twisled wember of Lhe Seerkind, with
her sisters the Magdalene and the
Hag, and her numan accomplice, the

salesman Shadwell, the multi-coloured
lining of whose coat ofters (decept-
1vely) whal Lhe -lewel wost desires. |

Ihere is little point in detailing |
the adventures ot Suzanna and Cal in

England, in the carpet, and in the
Fugue when 1t is released rrom the |
carpet; sutrice Lo say there is

excitement and horror aplenty. ‘Some
o1 the scenes of the Magdalene raping
human males to give almost immediate
birth to her "by-blows* are nauseous.

Un the whole, the book worke well
on the mythological level. Ihe epigram
in a book o1 taery tales given to
Suzanna by Mimi, “lhat which 1s imag-
ined need never be lost” 1s a 1ecur-
rent theme. lhe links with
1ield” Christianity are also,
whole, well-tandled:

she didn't need Lo
be_touc

on the

be a believer ., to

nyf
that wattered vas hov Toudly e 'inage
e
; |
and a little later: |
I find all this dirricult to belisve,
n e Bubyou st

ves, |
Vorthwhile points, but barker |
gets contused over the triune temale
principle, Virgin, Whore and Hag, all
Showing thewr dark race; and over his
identirication or lhe immacolala with |
"a daozen ditrerent the Black

names - -

| Malirecor1um";

the Mater
is

the

Kadonna, Lady or Sorrows,
the Black Hadonna
identitied with Mary Hagdalene,
Hother, Vhore, not the virgiu

veaveworla 1s a
average horrar stony,
attention throughout;
eroes, and | tearsd Lheu opponents

but no more Lhan that. lhe
packaging makes it appear much more:
the beautitul cover, the woodcut
initial lelters or each chapter; even
the massive size is a cheat: a large
typerace, widely spaced lines, each ot
the 1u3 chapters starting a tresh
page, blank pages and Tull title pages
Tor each o1 Lhe L3 parts and three
books. Normally presented, veaveworia
would be two-thirds the size, and
less than Lalt as iwpressive

than
Lhe
tor the

I zelt

ANATOMY OF WONDER - Ed. Neil Barron
(Bowker, 198, 74pp, 1o piice givenl
Reviewed by Faul Kincaid

VHEN ANAIUNY OF VONDER APFEARED IN
1976 1t was the first comprehensive
eritical guide to science ticLion. Now
in 1ts third edition 1t i1l an
indispensible part of any reterence
collection. Howhere else in one volume
do you tind such a wealth of inform-
aticn about science ticlion. lbere are

brier but worthwhile essays on the
history ot the genre, divided into
tour periods: up to 1920, 1918-1933,

6, each accom-
panied by a briet critical account of
the most signiticant SF titles o1 the
period. lhe modern period, for inst-
ance, details over b/0 titles, and
though a synopsis of two or three
sentences can do Ko more than SUgg:
the conlent ot a book, Lhe
comparable and  comtrasting
makes 1t more than a reading list

tact 1t 15 remarkably etrective at
providing a context tor the books
thal e jamiliar, while leading on
nto uizamiiiar and retreshing terri-
tory. Similar treatment is provided |
for children's Sk, as well as SF in
German, Fremch, Russian. Japanese,
Italian, vamsh. Swedish, Horwegian,
Dutch, Belgian, Fomauian, ivgeslav and
Hebrew. Even such standard rezerence
works as the Nicholls &ncyclopedia
and Iwemtietn Cemtury scicnce #1ction
bricers Lold me liltle or nothing
about work that did uct appear in
Englisk

41l ot this, plus the splendidly
balanced "Core Lollection Checklist®,

shoula make tnie & must for any SE
collector o cuwpléust. Bul au Lop o
that there 1s a “kesearch Alds" sec
Uon Which wakes 1t invaluable tor
o1 or writer on science

Vhere an one r1ind,

dily available and easily access

2 gwde to SF criticism and
rererence warks, listings o partic-
ular aulhor studies, a look at

teaching materials, and detalls ot SF
libraries and collections. In 1act
everything that Ome requires to begin
research is here at the tingertips.

As 1or accuracy, well he does
estimate Lhat koundation reviews 100
books a year, while Vector reviews 50.
In tact, in 1967 Vectar reviewed 193
books and rounaation ieviewed 7. But
1 think we can forgive that, since the
book is, as a whole, fa1 more accurate
than that. And Le does say some very
nice things about Vector, and the
ESFA as a whole.

GREAI SKY RIVEK - Gregory bentord
[Gollancz, 1988, 326pp, £11.95]
Keviewed by Ken Lake

LOADING [HE DICE AGAINST YOUR PROT-
agonists 15 one lhing: making Lhem
unnecessarily stupid just Lo make Lhe
plot work is cheating. Introducing the
memories or dead protagonists, inject-
ing them into “chips" that nestle in
the characters' skulls, then having
them ignore the vast background of
knowledge and technology that those
“aspecie” can imparl, merely annoys
the reader.

Ine "aspects”, however, are used
by Bentord as his way of imparting to

us the how and why of his imagined
world. He does this by having them
spout on interminably and boringly

no wonder their hosts can't be

bothered to listen: why should we? lo

bulk out the book, each “aspect" has
bis own lyperace; all spaced out
widely and unnecessarily, because each
is so 1diosyncratic it's instantly
recoguisable wilhoul lhe typescript
labelling.

Our  part-mechanmsed humans are
1ighting “mechanicals® which aim (o
remake the planet to suit themselves,
destioylug Lhe remnant as part o1
this plan. lhe Gumans are (olally
reliant upon mechanical aids for lite,
communicaling by 1adio and radar —
jet the author bas given them a bast-
ardised speech which, relying upon
inslant 1ecognition o1 terminology




VIR

for the satety of Ihe Family, relies
heavily on tour words: heysay, yeasay,
naysay, and  ayesay, when  the
immediate contusion of sound would
have ensured such silly expreesions
were mever adopled.

The book is basically a reiterat-
ion or bickering and killing, themes
which seem to turn up with such
requency iu modern American SF that
I begin to wonder what fandom must
be like over there. All Luis would be
bad enough, but the dustwrapper tells
us that this is "the first ot three
novels .. exploring the ane of the
trangest regions of space: the centre
o1 the galaxy where (as recent scien-
| titic intestigation bas revealed
it says here) an immense black hole
is gradually drawing tems of thou-
sands of suns into itselt.”

However, betare | had even gotten
deeply enough into Lhe book Lo pick
out its obvious and tatal tlaws, | was
brought up sharp by the sheer verbal
infelicity of this “internationally
respected scientist" when, describing
superbly the ruined city, its desol-
ation, lbe lerror of Lhe hero search-
ing tor his rather and rinding bis
wife, her dead goes
on to tell us “delicate
towers had glistened like rock candy.*
Bathos rules!

ANCIENT OF DAYS - Michael Bishop
(Paladin, 1967, 366pp, 14.951

MADE SIEVIE CRYE? - Nichael
Bishop
(Headline, 1987, 309pp, £4.95]
Reviewed by Barbara Davies

IHESE IVU BOOKS COULD HOI BE MORE
ditferent. Ancient of Days might be
described as a mainstream novel with
SF elements, whereas who Nade Stevie
Crye? 1s a harror stary with “photo-
grnpnlc illustrations” by J.K. Potter.

c. or Days supposes that a
prevxans human species, Homo Habilis,
is alive and weil and living on an
island near Haiti. One of these black,
gnome-like wen reaches the Soulhern
USA, lbere to meet up with the ex-
wize or lhe uarrator, Faul Loyd. lhe
stary covers Faul's reaction as he
realises that Kuth Claire prefers an
apeman to himselt, Llhe marriage of
Ruth Claire tc “Adam" and their sub-
sequent child, the reaction of IV
evangelists and the Ku Kilux Klan to
these events, and inally the Habiline
colony itselr. Along the way we are

Vho Made Stevie Crye? is about a
young widowed writer, her (wo child-

ren and her typewriler. w#hen Haiy
Stevenson Crye's Exceleriter type-
writer breaks down, lack of funds

sends her to a strange repair shop
where her machine is “fixed" by an
even stranger lepafiman aud bLis won-
key. ibe typewriter now types by
itselt, but 1s it chromiclisg Stevie's
progressively more weird dreams or
actually causing them? [he dreams
become indistinguishable trom reality
as Stevie's dead husband, the repair-
man, and especially the moiukey becoue
key rigures 1in nightmare
existence.

The heroine's contrived name, the
1limsy basis of the plot and the pad-
ding cul wilh “photographic illustra-
tions" hint that this may have stari-
ed out as a shart story. [he charact-
ers are unconvincing and their speech
rather wooden, Stevie calls her daugh-
ter "daughter mine" tor example. lhe
style 1s very colloquial American,
making constant reference to things
and customs which are untamiliar to
me. At one point we are told that
Stevie has written a short stary, and
it is presented Lo us in 1ull as "Ihe
Nonkey's Bride". Somewhat immodestly,
Bishop then has Stevie say "For a
1iret-timer it's pretty bloody marvel-
lous." longue in cheek, maybe, but one
more thing that grates.

A comparison of these two books
reveals Lhal Michael Bishop changes
his vocabulary and style to suit the
particular genre and audience he is
addressing. ¥ho Nade Stevie wryes
passed me by completely, but 1 would
recommend dncient or Days as an
interesting i1 impertect boak.

NINDPLAYERS - Fat Cadigan
LGollancz, 1988, 276pp, £10.95)
Reviewed by L.J. Hurst

AS [ECHNOLUGY CHANGES SO DUES CRINE,
but there are similarities between
horse stealing and Grand [hert Auto
that canuot be seen between torging a
signature and stealing a personality.
Once you have the techuology that can
strip a nind, and you have a world in
which people are prepared to do it —
who swap characlers as rashion chan-
ges, who become their heroes or steal
the creativity ot other people which
they can never achieve themselves —
new world, perbaps a

also shown lhe spiritual development | horror story. Aindplayers has this
©of a primitive man when he comes intc | background, and lhaugh Daadpan Allte,
contact with modern civilisati the pr 81
bishop covers many topice — | person it is d)xhcult to Bynpathia.
religion, uelapLysics, anthiopology, | with ber o indeed anyone else we

art, racism and voodoo to name a trew!
Ibis slows the book down atter its
promising beginning. The style is
very erudite with occasional lighter
contritutions by the narrator. Unfor-
tunately Faul 1s a rather unsympalh—
etic character which resulted in soume
allenation of wy interest. Since he is
talyst or witness of all the
this 1s a wajor drawback.

meet. There is littie zest in the play
implied oy the title.

In the spirit of many melodramas
Allie is rescued itrom a life of psy-
choct ime. special lalents are rec-
ognised. she is trained and becomes a
path der — going into someone
else's head to help them clear up. The
last halt of the novel deals with
seve al or her cases — Rand Gladney,

uer

Whose personality has been stolen; a
pair ot composers whose partnership
has broken up and caused major psy-
chic damage.

The psychological thearies under-
pinning Lhe book aren't clear — pun—

ted snakes of comsequence”, a page
ull of dots, indicate something like
Freud's theories put to use. In her
mind search, though, Allie discovers
people living within her who are part
of her, and this is much more Jungian
than Freudian, Vithin himeelf Jung
tound a Lwart and his teminine Anima,
a sort of Carla Jung, when he inmtro-
spected; Allie rinds people she knew
nothing of within her, and events just
as astonishing as her discovery occur
within her clients, Her treatment con-
sists of bringing the personalities
together, in echoes ot Ibree Faces of
Eve. At the came time as Lhe treat-
ment inmplies everyome comsists of
multiple personalities reconciled in
varying degrees, Rand Gladney regains
his crait 11om an Organic source not
irom something abstract.

Xindplayers, then, is a novel of
possibility not certainty or probab-
ility; 1t 1s about that view or SF
that says Allow this hypothesis and
work on from that, rather than a mare
hard SF attitude which would define a
more certain psychological science as
its premise. As iL is, lhe book tends
to ignore the hard side (apart from
how nerves make contact between path-

osfinder and client — you mougm
putting in contact lenses was
enough!) concentrates on Ln-

comnunication following, which means
long passages printed in italic as of
course this is unspoken. [he book
equally avoids many or iLs opportun-
ities for action — Allie never fully
escapes the criminal who introduces
ber to mindplay but neither ke mor
his milieu ever invade her world in a
gripping way. The lack of action com-
bined with the weak scientific basis
ultimately makes the book slow and

boring. Nothing comes from nothing.
[HE DOLL VBO ATE HIS MOTHER - Kamsey
Campbell

(Century, 1967, 284pp, £10.951
Reviewed by Nik Morton

ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED I§ 1976, lHIS IS
one of a number of reprints heralding
the new Century Fantasy & SF publish-
ing line. Kamsey Campbell needs little
introduction, he is one of the fore-
most horror writers in Britain, and
respected internationally too.

art trom Lhe alrocious Litle,
doubtless selected for its eye-catch-
ing pbrasing more than any attempt to
reflect the content of the book, this
is a good, deceptively easy, gripping
read. Campbell Las an eye Ior detail,
and uses it to good etfect portraying
his home town of Liverpool where Lhe
action takes place; and he is not
afraid to acknowledge the many people
and institutions who provided him
with time and assistance Lo get the
details right.
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Clare 1s 1nvolved in a Lrartic
accident, her brother Kob is killed: a
reak occurrence, but his severed arm
vanished, stolen

betriends her and together they try
to Lrack down lhe gnoul, Suspecting
that the thiel was someone Iram the
writer's past. During their investig-
ations Lhey inlerview a number oOf
people, all drawn trom lite, all dis-
tinct personalities. As the events
rom the past untold, threateming to
overtake them and destroy them, the
tension mounts. We care for these
people, even the untortunate “monster®
they are stalking — a product of an
evil mind, or somebody sadly warped
by his grandmother's unremitting 1em-
anders o1 his birth. Vhy do we carer
Simply put, there is gritty realism,
the characters seem to speak 1in the
real world, they have mixed-up and
sometimes dark Lhoughts, Lhey are

real, ibough it could be termed rant-
asy — as could most riction! — the
horror 15 ot overstated, the events

are consistent. Oz course, the paper-
cack bas been available tfor years so
there 1s no real incentive to buy the
bardback, but 1t 15 a good read

According to Jobn Farris on the
cover, Campbell has in this book

st 3 aiiticll culle niaselt
3nd Succeeded brillianily, siaing ine
Gark Tecesses of the husan psyine here

only the most talented ot rovelists may
%

accarding to James Herbert “it's Kam-
sey Campbell's 1inest"; and to Clive
Barker °“Campbell writes prose as
incisive and elegant ue anything the
mainstrean can orfer. but all these
Judgenents are so absurd as to leave
me almost speechless. ampbell has
written better sturs. He does no
mining or the human peyche here but
presents poorly drawn characters hav-
ing banal thoughts. ibe prose is the
opposite o1 “incisive and elegant"; it
s orten rambling, incoherent, padded

and written (ke the dialogue) in a
sloppy, contemporary idiom.
minutiae (taults:): he des—

cribes a school teacher reading ke
Sun whilst a class works, a nurse in
a hospital reading a story to a child
patient ton tue NHS?) and “the greem
neon glare” o1 a ish and chip shop.
He 15 a writer or undoubted talent, at
Bis best in conveying atmosphere
through modes o1 description that
often take chances with strained
metapbors — “a dark smell® "a gaping
hush® and one has to admire mim
for this. But frankly it saddens me
that this sat or morbid potboiler is

1HE INFLUENCE - Famsey Campbell
(Century, 1986, z34pp, £11.95)
Reviewed by Jim England

RAMSEY CANPBELL HAS BEEN QUOTED AS
saying "It I'm lead to believe that my

being under the “Fantasy
and SF* label. It appeals to gullible
readers whose minds are back in the
pre-scientitic [Dark Ages. How much
better it would be 11 Campbell would
employ nis talents in bringing them
up to date by writing about the real
contemporary  Merseyside  in

1ield can't achieve
give 1t He is talking, ot
course, horror gemre, In
this and other novels, what he 1s
trying to achieve is a transposition
ot something like Lovecrart's doom-
laden New England to contemporary
Liverpool, complete with loxteth, high
rises, pollution, videos and vandal-
ism. It is an unenviable task and a
moOt point whether ‘or not he has
succeeded. He 1is brave to make the
attempt, but i have serious doubts as
o whether it is warth the effart.
Derek and Alison have an eight-
year-old daughter, Rowan, and live
with matriarchal oid Queenie in the
latter's decaying mansion. [he strong-
willed Queenie believes that she need
never die. vhen she dies, she 15 bur-

the
of proletarian
mainstreanm writers.

2061: IHKEE Arthur L.
Clarke
(Grazton, 1985, 254pp, £10.95)

Reviewed by Jobn uribbin

ADYSSEY

1 HAVE A CONFESSION 10 MAKE. I'M IHE
person who thought 20U was a better
1ilm than Zwul. Ur course, the rirst
space odyssey never was a book, until
after the rilm; and the second was
also very much the-book Of the Iilm.
inree 1s quite ditterenmt
1rom eitber o1 its predecessors — a
genuine Arthur Llarke book, which has
50 with any 1ilm, past,

ied with a locket young
Rowan's bair. Shortly atter, Rowan's
bebaviour changes (her schoolwork and

improve, to give a trite
and Alison begins to suspect
the borrizying truth that Queenie bhas
somenow returned to lite in Rowan's
body: she is the evil “intluence’ of
the title. In due course, Queenie 1is
persuaded to leave the body, the child
re-enters it and everyome (except
Queenie who bas gome wherever dead
people go) lives happily ever atter.
Anyone who seeks to know how Queenie
entered the body in the tirst place
1s doomed to disappointment.

present ar 1uture.

Clarke 1s at pains to point this
out, telling us that his stories are
"variations oOn the Same theme, but
"not  necessarily bhappening in the
same universe." S0 it is no use quib-
bling over incomsistencies ot detail
and characterisation from One odyssey
to the next

“Characterisation’ of course, is
a word Lnat must be used sparingly in
connection with Clarke's work. lhis,
indeed, 15 good old fashioned SF, in
which the science is more important
than the tiction, and the people are
only there to provide a backdrop far

the scientific exposition. Clarke had
planned to use data from the space

trip to Jupater,

originally planned tor Lse late 1veus, |

is still the subject ot indetinite
postponement because of the Challen-
ger disaster. o, isstead, he has used
data visited
pass
tbrough inner Solar System —
which 1s why the action, such as 1t
1s, 16 set in 2061.

ibis could have made an excellent

basis or a story in its own right.
ihe connection wilh Lbe odysseys)

exists, it seems, largely
Clarke was already working this up in
bis mind when Galileo was postponed,
and had a nitty idea he didn't want
to waste, and partly because there
might be a more ready audience tor
Udyssey lhree than 1or halley Ope.
But Halley Une would have been a
better book.

“hat you get here 15 less than
the sum of its parts — by N0 means
vintage Clarke, but a good light read
with echoes of the old master. Parts
o1 the book reel like imperal Barth
in places, I am almost reminded of 4
Faii or Moonaust. Characters are pla-
ced in what ought to be lire-threat-
ening and suspemsetul situations, but
where you know rescue is at hand. It
is cosy, comfortable, and you learn a
little bit aboul Lhe Solar System
along the way. just as 1
like Dbick Francis thrillers, but I
wouldn't recommend it for amy awards.

Ot the three grand old men of SF
still writing, though, Clarke is the
one worth reading. (I don't include
Pobl as a grand old man; such a ver-
satile and prolific author of the
eighties 1s clearly young in every
way that counts.) With Heinlein and
Asimov both obsessed with Lying up
every loose end in every story they
ever wrote into one messy knot, he is
still recogniseably the author we
knew in the rifties. If you rind that
thought comiorting, you'll like the
book; 11 aot, you have been warned.

INTERZOME: THE SECOND ANTHOLOGY -
Jobn Ciute, David Frimgle & Simon
Ounsley (Bds) (205pp)

A TOUCE OF SIURGEON - Iheodore
Sturgeon \Selected and Imtroduced by
David Fringle) 234pp)

LSimon a Schuster, Lws7,
Reviewed by Mike Hoir

21095 sachl

IHESE AKE IHE FIRSI IWU BOOKS FROM
the UK 1ncarnation or Simon and
Schuster. It seems rather brave to
launch a new publishing venture with
two short story collections, but per—
baps tbat's the intluence of the other
common element — David Pringle, o1
interzone ram

Betore passing any comment on
the books I must admit a bias, | am
no great lover or short story collec-
tions. ln tact I think this Interzome
anthology is probably the rirst time
i have ever riuishea an authology.
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4s 1 am also not a regular reader
ot lInterzone, | tad read only about
one third of the stories betore. So
the book came as rather a surprise: I
greatly enjoyed it. Nearly all the
stories bad merit and many of them’
were of a high calibre. Most interest-
ing of all was the juxtaposition of
the stories by seasoned professionals
and newcomers. Ihe newcomers compare
very well, they gained in ariginality,
but overall they lacked the polish of
the "old pros®. On the establishment
side thers is ome of the best Ballard

very slick stories
Bentord and Disch. Most memorable of
un newer writers were Kim Newman,
r Garrett and Faul HcAule;

Read this book and know that
there is a tuture tor SF, and quite a
bright one it 1s too.

In camplete contrast the Sturgeon

In the rambling mansion called
Forever, young Swift passes an idyllic
childhood and a sheltered adolescence,
unaware of the mysticism and deprav-
ity surrounding him. But he is sens-

itive, soon Lo become sensual, and
perceives Lhat the atmosphere is
threatening, that

1s hovering.
Again, the author's excellent command
o1 ber character's feelings, her apo-
site and orlen haunling desctiptions,
help to make this a memorable navel.

Her prose s never dul
throu

msulng Viih
e

1 made a point of not reading the
blurb berore leading Lhe book 80 was
able to learn much that 1s rashly
divulged by the blurb writer, but at
the aulhor’s more measured pace; and
the of destruc—

can
him  voraciously
about 15 years ago, | read all that
was then in print, and have not read
him since. I really wanted to like
this collection, but I could not.

It contains some classic Sturgean
stories and some rarer omes, at least
unknown to me. lhere's a bias towards
ome of Sturgeon's ravourite themes,
that of tfantastic pseudo-scientitic
explanations for well known phenomena
such as spontaneous cambustion.

Usetully the stories are 1n
chranological order. The earlier cmes,
especially “Killdozer®, are powerrul
rather gung-ho “America the
. As time progressed the stories
seemed to lose some of their pawer
and gain compassion instead.

1 cannot really put my tinger on
why I disliked the book so much, I
have to put it down to my persomal

taste. | am conrident many readers
will enjoy this book, but some, like
me, will not.

On the basis of these two books,
Simon and Schuster, not torgetting
David FPringle, have started quite
well. In the present publishing clim-
ate it's most important that they
continue, we need them,.badly.

THE BEVIICHNENTS OF LOVE AND HATE -
Storm Lonstantive

(Nacdenald, 1968, 411pp, £12.95]
Keviewed by Nik Morton

IHE SEQUEL IO IHE ENCHANTMENIS OF
Flesh amd Spirit (Vector 141) — at
the end or that book [ hoped ta find
out where young Fellaz's tuture would
lead bim, but this bock hardly touch-

narrative,
Vraeththu, Swirt
black opal emitted by his bLoslling,
Cobweb, whom we met in the tirst
book. s uow See he viaelhlhu cull-
ure through bLis eyes, and probably
the ouly criticism i cau level 1s that
the voice oI the narrator is virtually
indistingwmishable trom Pellaz's.

tion orf the Varr tribes at lhe bands
of the newly awakemed Swift, though
inevitable, was a powerzul exposition.
Switt learns to love, and to hate,
and to betray. But he also learns to
subsume all emotion for the greater
good o1 the Wraeththu. [he seemingly
alien cullure trow a mutation in our
near tfuture, of creatures with strik-
ing beauty and mystical powers, is
gradually untolding: this book disc-
losed more powers, called (o ise
through the arcase sexual-magical
acts o1 swirl, lhe weaving of mare
threads in the tapestry designed by
the rirst mulation. But the remnants
o bumanity bhave not been ignored,
they make moving appearances, often
lemale, envying Lhe beauly of the
bermaphroditic Wraeththu. lhe upshot
of this melding of the old defeated
culture wilh Lhe powertul new is Lhat
where it was believed that the Vrae-
ththu would nol have a use for lhe
rail, debilitaliuy passiGus of Man
kind, such emotions are percolating
through. +helter (his 1s making them
impure or better is not yet clear.
Flesh and spirit, love and hate:
what now for the Vraeththu? Ihe ques-
tions still hover: what of this god—
iike race, would lhey sw ) e: b.en
atter ovel /U0 pages in Lwo bucks,
I'm sLill iuliigued Ly 1S wiaelbitn
sage. 1 teel you will bve, too. Now
that (he paperback or Lhe 1118l book
has come out, | recommend you obtain
it, it 1s powertul writing, creating
characlers and scenes which are
memorable and qillerent, ta 1emoved
rom slereotypical taulasy geure fare.

SPHERE - Michael Lrichton
LMacmiliau, 1vo/, Supp, &1U.¥0)
Reviewed by Jon Newsinger

A SPACESHIF IS DISCOVERED A LHUUSANT
teet under the sea and the evidence
suggesls (Lat il has been lhere tar
at least U0 years. Ihis is the opp-
ortunity with which Nichael Crichtom
controuts his baudpicked leaw of aca-
demic mistits. lhey are sent into the
deplic Lo iuvesligale, aud Iiud Lhem—

selves iuvolved in a plot that uneas-
1ly mixes ~o1bidaen Flanet, jaws and
20,000 Leagues Unaer ine ea.

Ihe story opens with a series of
humorous digs at the petty jealousies
o1 the academics assembled Lo uniavel
the mystery. lhen, quite skillfully,
Crichton introduces a growing semse
o1 danger, o1 unknown menace.

Ibe spaceship, they work out, 1s
actually trom a tuture Earth and bas
somebow been lost in Lime, Giashing
hundreds o years in the pasi. lhere
are no ciew aboard. hal bLappened la
them is not a subject that Crichtom
chooses Lo explore, allhough without
such an explanation there seems no
compelling reason for his making it
an Earth spaceship Lo begin wilh. An
opportunity missed perhaps?

Predictably bad weather forces
the withdiawal 01 the suilace suppo:t
ships leaving the investigators alone
in their underwater habitat, with the
mystericus sphere that the spaceship
contains. At this point the movel beg-
ins to loose its potency and fails to
fulfil its early promise. Ihis reader
contidenlly expecled some Lhieal com-—
Ine Thing or Aliten,
but instead all we get is a l9th
century horror out ot Jjules Verne.

Ihe manifestation that comes to
attack and destroy our herces is
untortunately too mundane to actually
gemerate the temsion, Lhe slaim ibal
Crichton is clearly aiming for. His
borrowing from Verne will not, ome
impress readers reared onm
more exotic and outlandish horrors
and the book looses considerably in
this respect.

One other criticism. Crichton fix-
es the burden or guilt Tor Lhe dau-
gers that overwhelm the team on two
characters: a black man and a Temin-
ist woman. fhey have chips on their
shoulders and it 15 this Lhat causes
the deaths of their colleagues. [heir
problems are explicitly identified as
problems of peychological adjustment.
However, the terrible experiences Lbey
undergo bring them to their semses.
Ihis sort of writing is clearly polit-
ical, but Crichton writes caretully
enough not to have spoiled the enjoy-
ment of at least this reader.

Having sounded a generally crit-
ical note, let me couclude by ewphas-
ising that this was quite an enjoy-
able read. It could have been so much
better though.

FIREBALL - Faul Davies
(Heinemann, 1987, 178pp, 210.95]
Reviewed by Michael Fearn

A LARGE NUMBER OF PEOPLE VILL ERJOY
this book, even 11 they are not SF
readers. Ihere are tew enmough books
in any genre which contain interest-
ing ideas but are an easy read. ihe
author ox this iiret novel, Froiessor
or 4 Fhysics at

bas written IM! (we are told) is to
be termed a sclentiric cariller 1atber
than a work ot .
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her mouth whilst on a busman's holi-
day 1n venice is lne 1inspirational
trigger ‘towards the solution. E
making all possible allowances, some
o1 the dialogue 1s nothing short of
putrid: "Do you mean the Americans
have Fireballs too!" One 1s tempted to
add: “uee whillikers!

Ihere 1s one character who lives,
whose porlrayal is genuine and touch-
ing: Leonid Burkov who 1s Ireed trom
internal exile in the USSR to work
with benson. ihe account of the cruel-
ties he has raced places berore the
reader a reminder oI the eIzect upon
1intellect or totalitarian cultures.

It would be very easy (but a
li1ttle unworthy) tor habitual readers
o1 Sk to be clever at the expense of
this book and 1ts suthor. 1o tead
rireball is a similar experience to
wearing old clothes. Lney are comror~
table, =ven i1 they do smell musty
and are a little threadbare 1n a tew
snbarassing places

VALLS - Philip K. Dick \Arterword by

Kim Stanley Kobinson

IKerosina, 1997,  25bpp,  wiswd
Collector's adition £57.501

Reviewed by lelen McHabp

LHIS BUUK HAS LaKBEN ME A LUNG 1IME
to read and I am quite unabls to say
exactly why that 1s. lhe usual
reasons o a leview book iie. one

jou bave to rsad) to take a long time
1S either than 1t 1s a very long book,
or Lhal you aisiike 1t. Heither o
Lhese 15 Liue Lnis case. Lhe book
is relatively short, and tar trom dis-
liktag 1T, L though 1t was remarkable,

origin and development or Horselover
Fat's 1neanity, out as the book pro-
4TeSses ThE WEINQNESS lucreases unlil
1o the second half, arter the protag-

aniets bhave seen the rilm "Valis”,
thej discover who or wkar valis is,
and zoliow lhe patn where 1t takes
them, rhough whether vhat be O
sanity or 1insanity is up to you to
deciae

| counot desciice Lne ook, bul 1
can aud do recommend 1t. it 1sa't
easy, out 1t 1s Iunny, thoughtrul,
vivid, exciting and quite unlike

anything else L've sver 1ead

CUSKOGONY AND COSMOLUGY - Fhiiip K
Dick

lKerosina, Lus’, 45ppl

Reviewed by Edw rd James

1 SHALL REVIEY LHIS As iF 1 Lib NOT

Know that 1t was tie work oI a well-
known SF  writer, which serves to
explaili bis later novels, above all

Vaiis. Let us take 1t on its own mer-
its. It 1s a o-page Lract, provadly a
11rst arart typed in one day, perbaps
1m late Jawvary L37u. It rorms part
or SOrWOUS QUALEILY O Stherwise
hanawritten material which he prod-
uced 1n the eight years between his

an

mystical experience in 1974 and his
death 1n lvcs. 1t s sadly muadled,
carelessiy thought out, and rull or

the amazing gaps ot logic and ration-
ality which characterise so much sec-
ond-rate mystical writing. [t purports
to explain Lnree "Iacts" (h: Lhal Lhe
empirical world 1s uot quite real;
that its creator can't be appealed to
tor redress ot 1ts evils and 1mpert-

reviewed vy Jon wallace

ectlons; that Lhe worid IS progiessing

PHILIF K. DICK DIED IN APRIL 1982. if
1S iromc that that event was to be
the impetus Tor rinally publishing the
non-SF material lett in mis estate.
ihe latest novel rom toat uwateilal
1s set in Faciric Fark, a small Cali-
1ornia town, lu Lhe early rirties.

Faciric park. Sel in the heart of rich

Calitornia, Unly two days of rain a

s'1ts own 1ce plant,

Lick's novels coutain au oblique
sew o1 reality which sets his work
apart trom Lbe iradilional mainstyeam
o1 SF. Dick's characters are always at
odds with their world, an alienation
which reacoes 1ts peak in Lhe clavac-
ter o1 Jason laverner (Flow my icars,
rossceman saza) who 1S wrenched
world where he had rnever
Inis style adds a sense ot
to of and 1in his mainstream
works like ine iramsmigration or Iim-
ctay Arcaer the dislocation wphas-
the

cae
mto a

ses the widening rirt between
cparaciets wud coen iives. but Hary
ana cae uianc 15 a “realistic" novel

and the very opliquemess which enhan-
ces oF 1s a rlaw bere.

Hary Anne keynolds 1s Lwenty and
conzused. 1s engaged t0 a clsancut
American smailtown boy, bub sne i
dirfereut rrom her peers. She dossu't

wan® to spend the rest or ber lite in
Facilic rark but sne doesn't reaily
£now how to get away.

ihe biurn says "its treatment oz
15 startivig
tnirty

nore tnan

ar a Aritten
Jears ago" And
“ould inaeel uase
oDk, Lut today th
oo an au Gt cid
Colé BLUCSE S
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been published as a classic, with all
the respect that a mould-breaking
work accumulates in time, then it
would have been more relevant, But
the apartuess of the chracters never
quite 1ings Lrue, and in ract detracts
1rom the book's message.

Ihis book is a curiosity whick is
more interesting to the collector o1
Dick's work than it would be to the
casual reader.

A NAN RIDES THROUGH - Stephen
Donaldson

(Collins, 1988, 661pp, £11.951

[Reviewed by Chris Barker

AS 1 WRILE IHIS KEVIEV UF IHE XEV
Domaldson tantasy, two weeks atter

its 1irst publication, it has already
reached number tive on the Sunday
Times Best Sellers list — leaving
the critic feeling a little powerless!
The question at the back of my mind
1s: why? Vhat are the elements in
this, the final part of what must be
regarded as cne massive 1400 page
novel, that send it soaring to such
dizzy heights. Ihe two blatantly ob—
vious answers might be: a) Donaldson
1 already a Bestseller — which only
displaces the question cne step back-
wards; and b) an awful lot of people
want to know what happened after
sentence ending to

cial hype; lack o critical taculties
in the reading public; escapism and
wish-fulfilnent. Of these derisory
comments, | think there is some merit
in the latter, particularly when ome
examines the hero and heroine. era-
den is the clumsy railure who makes
good; lerisa is the woman of little
substance in her own world who be—
comes the key Iiguwre in a lantasy
land. Shades of this central character
type can be seen in the Thomas Coven-
ant eagas. In fairness to Donaldson,
it is hie other main characters in
Xordants Need who give the books real
substance, for example the seemingly
senile King Joyce and his insane
riend Adept Havelock. [hese colourrul
characters - and others carry the
» and Lhiis 18 Lhe ciux of Lon—
aldson's success - he tells a good
story. 4 Man Rides ibrough does not
bave the weight or great literature,
but nonetheless I have to confess I
found it ditricult Lo put down and
easy to suspend my critical raculties
~ a problem I haven't had with the
previous LUonaldson books, which 1
found over-long. Ihe current navel,
despite its length, is more concise.
Vith greater maturity, the authar has
learned to control his sprawling
epics better.

You will have naticed that I've
said nothing of the plot: in fact, I
have scrupulously avoided it. To des-
cribe it in any detail would ruin the
sort of enjoyment this kind of book

offers. However, [ can say this: Boy
meets girl; boy loses girl and regains
her repeatedly; we tind out who the
goodies and baddies are; everybody
else rind out who the goodies and
badddies are: the goodies and the
baddies right (guess who wins!) and
finally, unresolved questions are
resolved. ihe 1act Lhat Lenaldson can
turn this into a /00 page book shows
bis ability to tell a story well, even
an essentially tamiliar one.

Reviewed by Andy

DON'T  PANIC: IHE OFFICIAL HITCH-
HIKER'S GUIDE 10 THE  GALAXY
COMPANION - Keil Gaiman

(Titan, muu 18zpp, 23.95

VIOLENT CASES - Heil Gaiman & Dave
ch-n

(Titan, 1957, £4.951

Reviewed by Maureen Forter

ONE NIGHT IN 1979 I SPENT A FEV NIN-
utes wondering whether to listen Lo
the new sci-ti programme offered by
Radic 4. Having decided that sci-11
was better than mothing, I tuned into
the 1irst episode ar Ihe Hitchhiker's
Guide to the Galaxy. lhe resi, as Lbey
say, is bistory, and I doubt whetber [
ueed Lo mention just how stromgly Lhe

caught the of
the British public. Being a purtst, I
remained taithtul to the radio series
and never bought the books, or the
records. Meil Gaimau's orticial guide
to the phencmenon has lately convin-
ced me that I may have been wromg.

He charts the development of the
idea for Aitchbikers, intermingling 1t
with quotes 1rom early drafts,
excerpts trom interviews with Adams
and other people imvolved with the
production or lhe radio, and later
television series, and with biograph-
ical material on Adams himselr. Most
importantly, trom my point or view,
be points up Lhe development of the
basic ideas as it moves Irom one med-
ium to anotber, providing Adams with
the chance to alter, adapt and intro-
duce new thoughts. At the time oI Lhe
book and television series, I found
these chaiges lirilating, bul Gaiman
provides an excellent insight into the
creative process, and Adams' unparal-
leled opportunity Lo 1elhink his ideas
at every turn, and I now understand
why the chauges were made.

Gaiman himsell 15 no mean creat-
ive force. His splendid short stary,
Vicient cCases, 1irst pioduced tar a
Miltord Science Fiction viilers vork-
sbop, bas been turned into a graphic
novel with (he aid of beautitul illus-
trations trom Dave McKean, an artist
ot considerable talemt. So far, the
graphic novel Loom has left me unmov-
ed, but i1 wore books were as beaut-
11ul Lo lock at as Violent .ases, and
i1 amore or em had slories as deli-
cate and = touching as this meeting
between a small boy and the man who
was al Lapcue's osteopath, I could be
persuadec to reconsider

Ecth of these books are models of
their kind, and I recommend them
unrese: vedly,

ORVIS - H.X.Hoover
[Nethuen, 1987, 186pp, £7.95)
dawyer

H.X. HOOVER IS A VRITER OF CHILDREN'S
SF whose themes and backgrounds are
not necessarily a watering-down of
those round in adult uovels. Irve,
Orvis - the six-legged robot whose
name gives the title to the book - is
quite cule when you get Lo know him,
but there is more than cutemess in
the way he is used to demonstrate the
question of whether artificial intell-
igence 1s really’ “lite", or to what
extent the taking of animal life is

Jjustitiable.

Tabitha (“Toby") West and Ihad-
deus Hall 1ind themselves lost and in
trouble in "the empty* - the waste

between settlements on a depopulated
Earth - as their plans to Tind a new

" home for the now-obselets Orvis and

evade Ioby's imminent transter to a
“better" school on Mars become dis-
rupted atter a hijacking. Ihey stumble
on a settlement of ex-Spacers wWho
seem curiously reluctant to let the
children go. And that's about it for
the plot. Vhat makes the book better
than most juvenile SF is the way the
plot 1is enriched by Hoover's tully-
yet  economically-written
Ihe Spacers, for example,
spending litetimes on distant worlds
and returning to a “home* changed by
the passage or time: disoriented and
alienated, they take refuge in myst-
ical religion and long for children to

were Lravelling.

own parents are
Spacers, shares this lonelimess. Vhat
i — in plot terms - a lmeat Lo
the children is — thematically - a
meditation on Lhe spaces between Lhe
stars.
As with the examples cited in the

say

episodes in the story itself, ratber
than being imposed and done to desth
as apparent digressions trom the
plot. Some adult SF readers may tind
Orvis slight, but
ones -
beyond Lbe basic lale - will rind an
entertaining story which carries out
SF's  charge speculate  about
personal and social possibilities.

SERPENI'S BGG - R.A.Latt
[Norrigan, 1967, 166pp, £10.95 Special
edition £27.50]

Reviewed by Paul Brazier

THIS IS AN UBCOMMONLY GOOD BOOK OF
which it is almost impossible to give
an immediate critical account. Evid-
ently an SF/symbolic imagining of Lhe
second coming, it does not allow us
to rest on literalism. It has no real
literal story, and thus would appear
to be trustrating to someome who is
just looking for a good read.

Vhat, in tact, Larterty does is to
plant pointers — ‘“our universe is
only a parable to illustrate a point*




VECTOR

| mogrizication into sortware).

— which it Would lake au iuciedibly
dense reader not to see as carrying

more momenl Lban Lhe story they are

embedded in, [o make it even plainer,.

two pages before the end of the book

we rind — "As the only human left of
the Royal Kids, | reel I ought to
stand ror something” — which is

then repeated twice with nothing else
in  the paragraph. Ve are being
encouraged lo look deeper lban Lbe
surtace. Indeed, much of the book is
taken up with investigating beneath
the surzace of a mew artiricial ocean.

1 cught to stress that this is a
very eatertaining read too. Although
the cast ot thousands in such a short
book, and the casual attitude Lo
death, lett me uneasy, I felt that
this was because | badn't rully under-
stood what was being said. | was
encouraged to go back and read it
again — which will be no great chare
1o such a short novel. | look torward
to the exercise.

4s 1is probably apparent, I have
never read any Latferty before. Surt-
ice it to eay I will be seeking his
books out in future.

I[HE ANNALS OF THE HEHCHEE - rreder ik
FPohl

(Gollancz, 1987, 33spp, £10.951
Reviewed by Keith Freeman

IHE FINAL BOOK IELLING [HE SIORY UF
humanity's discovery ot Heechee arti-
1acts, Lue Heechee and Lhel: secrel.
Ihis is the fourth book SO the quest-
ion 1is: do you need to have read the
1irst three? Undoubtedly it is better
it you have but not absolutely
necessary. Ihe Annals of the Heechee
does reter to what has happened prev-
iously — but not excessively. lhe
Heechee are, in tact, almost super-
1luous in this book which tells of
Robinette Broadhead's quest to under-
stand “lbe Foe" (aka Assassins) who
are emergy beings (much as Robipette
has been since his death and trans-
Ihere is
little action and lots or expositiom,
lectures and explanations.

Gne bundred years after Robin's
successtul trip on a Heechee ship and
the “laming" o Lhose ships he is
extremely successtul (though dead).
His “persoualily” lives on as a comp-
uter inteiligence, one among many —
wheeling, dealing and “living®. lbe
Heechee have come out or hiding Lo
warn humanity about "The Foe'

" and a
watch bas been set up over what is
either Lhe Assassin’'s home or one of
their dwellings. An alarm is raised
and allhough uothing apparently Las
bappened all ‘“non-combatants® are
evacuated. lbhree ot Lhese child retu-
Bees end up on Barth and cause yet
another alarm. A subplot entails their
danger and rescue and then Robin goes
oft to tace the Foe. His journey 1s
long and spent having the histary of
the Universe rom zero onwards)
expounded to him (and us). A quote
irom page 3iJ “Even the longest 11ver
winds somewhen to the sea, and at

last — al long last — st ug, long
last ..* aimost summed up v leeiings
at this point — yet, au: Lo Fohl's
writing skills and the intrinsic

interest one builds up wilie reading
the book you are held to the eud. The
characters (live, computer simulations
and computer held sumulacra) do grow
and one does bhave interest in
theur eventual rates

an

lalking or eventual Iates — this
bock leaves uo loose ends but 1
found the ending on extreme anti—

climax ... but read the books and see
for yourselr.

VHITE CHAPPELL SCARLET TRACINGS -
lain Sinclair

[Goldmark, 1987, Z10pp, £12.50
Reviewed by Faul Kincatd

IN 1975 BOOKDEALER IAIN SINCLAIR
wrote a long poem, Lud Aear. iem
years later il provided the theme and
inspiration ror one Or the most Orig-
inal novels of e Peter
Ackroyd's Hawksaoor.
Suicide Hridge, tollowed Lua Heat 1in
1979, How Sinclair's rirst novel
closes Lhal "Lriad" a ., so we are
promised, opens a second.

Sinclair has a tascination with
the darker side o human nature, the
magnetic attraction of evil. He exp-
lored it in the two earlier poems, and
it is cemtre stage again in this new
work. Ihe White Lhappeil of the Litle
is that haunted part or London's East
End, the Scariet iracings are lhe
blood stains lert by Jack the Ripper's
victims. And as 1n Hawxsmoor we tind
the evil rerlected in a strange syn-
cronicity as lhe surgeons William
Gull and James Hinton plan their mad
crimes in the I9th century, and
second-band bookdealers trace their
shadows through the ZOth.

It's a uovel, bul a poel's navel,
1ull of ellipses and suggestion. It's
uot always easy to follow, and as

olten as not a few quick lines are
sketched in and it is lett to the
reader Lo complete Lhe picture. Lhe
links between the various sections or
the bock are never spelt out, yet the
whole has a satistying completeness.
And there is a delightrul bumour that
runs through the book. s the trio oz
bookdealers descend like locusts on a
rural shop, Lhe narralor tinds a copy
of Ine Anubis Gates marked at &£15 zor
which he can get £40, and *an imscri-
bed copy or Peter Ackroyd's dawasmoor
for a 1iver®. In fact there's a lot of
ipsider knowledge about the book
trade to be gleaned trom the novel.
Strange baustiug  Symbols  tuu
through the text. Mantras and magical
concatenations o1 letters echo Lhrough
bistory. [he letters JK raise the
ghosts ot John Kenmedy, Jack Kerouac,
Doctor Jekyll, Joseph K and the K in
Philip Dick. Sinclair's intluences and
inspirations tange widely, and it
ien't always easy to know how Lhey
belong to each other, how they reson-
But rescnate they do. Sinclair

believes that everything intercon-
uects, is tied together by shadows. 4
thread or evil 1uis uulnter:upled
irom the beginning ot time, and all
else 18 suspended Irom Lhat thread.

Yet this obsessive interest 1n
the darkness, a semse that there is
something beautitul 1nhereat in 1if,
does not make 1or a dark or depress-
ing book. iou have to work al 1eadiug
it, but the ertort is well repaid.

ARAXINTA STATION - Jack vance
(MEL, 1928, 480pp, £12.95 hardback,
26.95 paperback]

keviewed by barbara Lavies

JACK VANCE HAS BEEN SUCCESSFULLY
writing SF since 1945. His range
includes short stories, mnovels and
series. Araminta Station i1s the first
book 1n bis latest series “The Cadwal
Chronicles®.

Ibe planet Cadwal is protected by
a decree of conservancy issued by the
Maturalist Society or Earth. Over the
centuries, the Six bureaux administer—
ing the decree have become assimil-
ated into Lhe enviromment, ss have
their servants. Ihe pressure of inc-
reasing populatious, and the contlict
with conservation principles, provides
the background to the main plot con—
cerning lo-year-ald Glawen Clattuc.

Glawen's girltriend disappears in
mysterious ciicumstances. His Job as
a trainee with Bureau B, the bureau
concerned with the patrols, surveys
and policing o1 Cadwal, means Lhat be
is scon involved in the investigation
o1 this and other strange occurences.
donstop action and adventure follow
as Glawen travels the various islands
and continents, and also the other
planets ot Mircea's Visp.

At first sight, Araminta Stalion
might be mistaken for a “juvenile* SF
novel, and indeed there are elements
of this. However, as you might expect

irom vance, Lhere is also much more.
Cadwal is a marvellously complete
creation; 1ts tlora and fauna are

zascinating and convincingly alien.
Only Vance could have come up with an
animal that stores its second helping
ot lunch o 1ts back, and then devel-
oped (he idea Of using it Tor trans-—
part by couning 1t 1into believing
that the rider is 1ts lunch!

ihe characterisation ot  Lhe
humane is rather black and white, but
jou care what bappens to the goodies.
ihe tour-de-rorce is the servant race
knows as fips. lheir settlement at
Iiptou, with its seedy canals and
strange rituals, serves to emphasise
the enigmatic pature of this seeming-
1y peacerul ana letbargic iace.

ihe style is literate and tluid.
lhe womeulum 1s never lost and the
interest 1s always held. Fleuty or
loose ends remain Lo be cleared up by
subsequent books, Llhese are Lol
irritating but merely serve to whet
the appetite. | suppose you could call
this a “rave” 1eview. au eujoyable and
entertalulag DOOK L iscommend il
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THE URTH OF THE NEV SUN - Gene Wolte
LGollanca, 1987, 3/zpp, 111.95]
Reviewed by Martyn Iaylor & Paul
Kincaid

THE BPIC OF THE NEV SUN IS DONE AND
Severian bas tulfilled his destiny by
bringing salvation to dying Urth —
or 1s it, aud has he

The Urts o1 the New Sun continues
the series' picaresque structure, ex-
cept our journeyman Autarch forsakes
the stony paths of power for a lit-
leral spaceship and the mirrormaze of
time. He has been taken Lo Yesod, in
another universe, to be judged worthy
ot his charge of redemption by the

and a philosophical cypher. why¢ Well,
1 dislike the structure — everything
“remembered® by Severian with the odd
arch interjection by the editorial/
auctarial More than a slight |
element or the suspense to
any tale, and especially one as ambi-
tious as this, is removed; even when
Severian dies, for no apparent reason,
Volte simply resurrects him. Ihen
is volte's habiL of wrapping

it all to some minar event in
The Claw of the Comciliator. Ihis last
volume proves that The Book of the
New Sun is one work, to be read and
understood as such. Ihe Urth of the
Few Sun no more stands as a discrete,

bewildering zadkiel,
The promised trial never takes place,
to my dlllppulnt- nt as I'd have
lixed to Severian up before the
beak of teaks. 1 tind him a nasty,
egocentred tantasist, well suited to
“Autarchy*. In tact Lhis entire volume
sets up a series of showdowns for
Severian with izadkiel, Iyphon,
himsel:, the human species — and all
are subverted. Faced with death Sev-
erian — Lhe New Sun, Lhe White Foun-
tain, a star in his own right — sim-

ply sleps inlo auother universe where |

the buttertly form of Tzadkiel gives
bim mare epigrammatic advice. Ihis
may move the book along far another
twenty pages S0 but left this
reader reeling distinctly cheated.
Fiction, of course, is just that.
Rules exist to be broken, but even Lhe
asylum must have some formal notion:
WVolte pulls innumerable rabbils fiom
his hat, raises the dead and slaught-
ers them again, multiplies Severian
almosl oul hand and sends Lhe
story tlickering in and out of time
stroboscapically but when I look tar
the logic 1 find only arbitrariness.
Endless deus ex machizae get Severian
into and out of trouble and each is
more outragecus than the last, creat-
ing the expectation that Volfe will
provide some 1evelalion Lo 1ender all
this sleight or pen worth enduring. In
the end, however, he left me gazing at
coloured scarves and an
ibat he is an artist or
stature cannot be doubted, even it his
prose 1s tiresomely ornate at Llimes
(as well criticise an ormalu clock for
the same "offence). His other works
bave shown him acute, insightiul. Ihe
Boos o1 the New Sun holds oul Lbe

promise of an analysis of the human |

condition which will be as signiti-
cant to the reader as Severian's bui-
den is supposed to be to Urth,
what are we given? A messiah who
would rather the cup were taken from
him, & retwrn Lo the womb, the amni-
otic ocean, the child as rather to the
man, mild Cime Lravel paradoxes and
the proposition that those who would
rule are really rather nasty with an
ego problem. Hmm. Some of us might
not be knocked out of our chairs by
all that.

ihis book has been held up as the
crowning glory of a major work o1
1iction. ! rind it a dramatic railure

novel than do any of the
other four volumes. Their separate
publication may not be a marketing
ploy, placing Wolte on a par with the
likes of Donaldson et al, but I should
not wish to argue the case. Finally, 1
am lert with the conviction that
Volte himeelt does not know whether |
he wants Severian to be a messiah or
not. Gr cowse Lbe salvation ottered
by messiabs is not always what might |
have been expected, but in the end |
Volfe is just too vague, too ambigu-
ous. Ihe reader has travelled too |
long, too far with Severian to be left |
holding so many looee ends in their
band. (his is promised as the end of
the tale. Ve've heard that ame betare,
and with tales ended far less preg-
nant with possibilities than this. Ob
well, I, for ome, will not be holding
ny breath. 0T

|

|

his puzzles in enigmas and referring ‘
back

THE BAK Jr 1EE WEV SUN VAS ONE OF
the most impressive and importamt
works of science 1iction we bave seen
for a good long time. When something
or that scale absorbs the creative
epergies of an aulhor and arouses
such a popular response, the press-
ures lo 1epeat lhe tarmula must be
immense. In stepping back to the Urth
ot bis imagination, however, Volte has
resisted the temptations and avoided
the pitfalls normally associated with
such revisitings. He is mot retelling
a tale he has already told, there is a
fresh story here, a new advance i
the saga, but the result is still not
quite as 1mpressive as ils precursers.

After a long work rich in arcame
names and centring upon a character
with total recall, Volfe retreshed
himselr with the opposite. Hence the
icss and demotic place uames
ot Sciaier in the Aist. Perhaps the
swing o1 the pendulum back from one

extreme to the other zailed to rind
quite the right spot, because cne of
the failings of Jhe Urth of the New
Sun s that it fails to recapture that
earlier, assured balance between the
omniscience of the narrator and the
ignorance of the audience.

One thing overhung Lhe original
quartet while playing virtually no
part in it, the New Sun itself, the
threat and promise of the future. It
1s the New Sun that comes into sharp
focus in this new volume. lem years
after becoming Autarch, Severian tol-
lows in the footsteps of his predec—
essor to stand trial before the Hier-
ogranmates and discover whether he
does indeed hold the promise of the
New Sun. He travels by immense sail-
ing ship between the stars, a ship
that by its very nature journeys to
the end ot time and back — ome of
the set pieces Lhat makes this book a
pleasure even if it doesn't wark quite
as well as it should overall.

4s ever, Severian is the hapless
catalyst for a stream of events that
are made more dizzying by the shifts
in time. Ihe confirmation that be is
indeed tbe harbinger of the New Sun
is but the prelude for further adven-
tures back on Urth where be travels
into the past Lo become Lhe Lonctl-
iator, and into the future to witness
the destruction imherent in the
arrival ot the New Sun.

It s an action packed book, but
as in the quartet Volte presents
incidents 1igorously through the eyes
of Severian; he's more concerned with
the impressions and ex) ces of an
event than he is with its explanation,
S0 it is often long after that we
discover exactly what happened.

Ine Book of the New Sun had a
clear, underlying Christian theme. It
was subtly done, but evident in many
small ways, such as lhe names "Hiero-
grammates”  (sacred ibes) and
“Hierodules" (sacred slaves), both o1
whom turn out to have been the creat-
ions or an earlier breed of Man. But
now the Christianity comes much more
blatantly to the fare. it is imposs-
ible to miss the identiricalion or
Severian with Christ, and this 1is
hammered home in many ways: the way
be dies and rises again, his identif-
ication as the Conmciliator, his judge-
ment berore I[zadkiel who's appearance
s angelic and who seems to play the
réle of Gabriel. In many ways that is
inevitable, havisg iecarded Lhe 1ise
©of everynan to messiah there was no-
where else to go but into the explor-
ation or the godhead, but the heavy-
handedness is untortunate to say the
least.

There's all we mnormally expect of
Volte here in abundan
cast skilltully handled,
storytelling complete with the little
action,
inventiveness that extends trom the
plot devices to Lhe language. lhis is
no make-weight capping a successful
series to cash in, but the question
remains: did the series need any sart
of cap at all? (P
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