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DITORIA

OAVID V BARRETT

ECTOR 1S SUBTITLED °THE CRITICAL JOURNAL OF THE
British Science Fiction Aesocistion®. Some monthe
g0 & friend pointed out that it was a bit odd that
we carry an ad for Foundation (subtitled *The review
of Science Fiction®), claiming it to be “probably the

Journal science fiction in the

Better than us? And we're saying so?

Then there was a letter from Nichael Noorcock in the

July 1987 issue of Australfan Science Fictiom Review: *I'd

like to see more ASFRs — it's about the best magazine in
the SF world by the look of this issue®.

then there's the fact that unmlike Locus and

David Langford's sadly now defunct Avsidle, Vector, so far

as 1 know, bas mever won an award, wbether as a fanzine,

semt-prozine or whatever. (For the record, if you ever

want to nominate it, Vector would normally count as a

Chronicle and others are familiar reading.
espectally those without ready access to spectalist

1 sus they are ames. 1 thought it might be
worthwhile taking & brief look at some SF critical
journals, semi-prozines and 6o on, to See what they offer
that's different from Fector.

Britain, as well as Vector and Foundatfom, critic—
al work (by which 1 loosely mean articles about SF, int-
erviews with authors, and cubctantial book reviews) also
appears in Interzone and the new fiction magazine Fear.
Then there are countless fanzines, of widely varying
quality of both content and production. Some have little
or nothing ta do with SF; others tackle SF seriously and
interestingly (though none measures up to Aresa, a long-
gone magazine by former Vector editor Geoff Rippingtom,
in this respect). Some are badly typed and horribly
produced; others are works of art, such as John Oven's
Crystal Ship. Concatenation #2, edited by Jonathan tanle

n
0ss paper (though the luyout is
too reminiscent of a trade journal for my taste), and an
interesting blend of science, space, fandom, articles and
reviews. However fanzines, of all sorts, get a regular
going over in Natrix, so I'll leave them at that.

‘oundation is the journal of the Science Fiction
Foundation, an academic body which, amongst other things,
has an excellent SF reference library (of both fiction and
non-fiction, books and magazines, and including the BSFA
ltbrary). Although membership of the SFF is restricted

writers and critics, the magazine is available to
anyone.  There is some overlap between the writers of
srticles sd revieve {o Foundstion wid Vector, but the
emphasic is different: Vector aims to be of interest to a
general SF r-ummp, while Foundation takes a very
definitely academic approach, Its articles and reviews
are generally both longer and deeper than ours; its
readership might be expected to know the difference
between post-structuralism and a pizza house. Vhat it
isn't is dry and boring, as academic journals often are;
if you have a deep interest in SF and Fantasy (that's why
you're in the BSFAD, you'll find it repays careful study.
between Foundation and
1'd say that it's more idiosyncratic and persom-
alised than Foundation, but its content is of a very high
standard. It has a bias towards Australian writers and
events in the came way as the BSFA has to British — ie.
this is the culture we live in and are familiar with and
0 are likely to write about, but by no means exclusively.
It is edited (1t seess in rotation) by a Nelbourne group
called the Science Fiction Collective, and, lke Vectar,
bas 2 strong pro-feminist stance.

(Speaking of feminism, 1 was sent a copy of Cube
#25, the news-zine of the Visconsin-besed Soctety for the

Furtberance and Study of Fantasy and Sctence Fiction
ST), Wbich seens 1o Bave very strosg lisks with Sumne
Haden Eigin's Laadan Dict: A long and largely
Tavourably revies of 713, e teniaien 3 5F issue, ends
“If this is a representative issue, then Vector is worth
keeping an eye on*. Thanks, Spike.)

Interzove regularly publishes some excellent inter-
views with authors, and bas a couple of good solid book
review columns, though tbe continuity and cohesion
brought by baving regular columnists is countered by the
snag that 1f you and the reviewer like different types of
SF, youre screwed.  (Obviously that applies to the
fiction in IZ as well; it never claimed to be a general or
populist SF short story magazine.)

Fear 1s still very much an unknown quantity. Its

editions will include far more Fantasy and SF. As
s fiction (and unlike IZ Fear i quite definitely going
for the mass market), Fear will dave regular isterviews,
articles and both media and book reviews. Keep an eye on
1t; 1t uay spring some surprises.

e seen one issue Of a new e,
Science Fiction Eye, and as that b\uad el s &
“Special Piction Issue® it's not
ive. (The first two issues focussed om cyb!rptm.l on
Philip K Dick.) It's published by a collective, and has a

peculiar balf-fannish, balf-professional feel to it.
ere's a very long, very good, but very heavy interview
with Samuel R Delany in #3, mainly on cyberpunk, and

another article by Bruce Sterling. 1 don't think I'll be
buying it q-xu. but n ym Te a cyberpunk fan, go for it.
Vhich  brings Locus and Science Fiction
Chronfcle.  Both mvﬂy Anerican, the former calling
itself *the newspaper of the science fiction field", the
latter *the monthly SF and Fantasy newsmagazine®. They're
neither of them in any way a critical journal; 1 think I'm
being kind to describe th
Natrix with colour covers a
publishers* They're useful for American SF news and
book reviews, and the ads at least keep you in touch with
what's being published over the pond (what we get over

here is the pick of the bunch, I assure you) — but
they've never upruua n
And  Vec — Ve aim to be interesting and

tnstructive; gl erudite, but I'd like to think always
enjoyable. Why don't we publish longer, in-depth reviews?
one member asked me recently, Because we want to cover
as many new SF, Fantasy (and related) titles as we poss-
1bly can. And with the calibre of some of our reviewers,
it's amazing how in-depth you can get in 400 words!
Critical analysis is sometimes improved by age, which is
why we often take a long hard look at an SF classic
(often under-rated or over-rated). Ve also have a delib-
erate policy of exanining books or other artforms on the
frisges of ¥ 1 etrongly believe e ths i ybare. much

xs lpyenring And you'll read about 1t firet in vectar

tion, £2.95, £8.50/3 1 p.a - SF Foundation, Worth East LMbdnn
ridoe Roac, Dagenhan, Essex RS’ 245, hone 01-$50
rary opining Line
i Osborne Road, BN L
‘ "Thlow ;:;’:nﬂ'. 5 m
Nicholas)/s 1

i v
f,‘,{‘&" {gnu £ n 95 at FP, $12/3 1 p, Box 43204, ummg-
Lo 280, 07 ms .mm J 4. via Fantast (Redway), PO Box
Upwel i, Vise
smm Fiction :mml Gparadle to Mgol Prese)/12 1
- Ethel Lindsay, 6 raoust 507 780

4y hoad

e frov roraiaden Flunet, 71 Ne Grtord sirest.
17 Charing Cron Bncroaeda Soot

Yirainghee: § other -ml-uu Shoos

are also avai
London: Fantasy I'l
8 Suffolk Street,
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EDVARD JAXES
Departaent of History, University of York, YOI 500

T FOUSD VECTOR 143 COMPULSIVE READING, AS EVER. HOVEVER,
one of the things it compelled this reader to do was to
comment on your "Books of the Year 1987° section. 1 must
say, immediately, that 1 do so from a particular stance
— as admintstrator of the Arthur C Clarke Award for the
best SF novel whose first UK publication was in 1987 —
but I write from my own viewpoint, mot that of the
selection pamel as a whole. 1 read over 50 books submit-
ted by publishers — very few of which actually cropped
up 1n the various shortlists your 15 contribut-
ors, and few of which, indeed, deserved to. Your comtrib-
utors had the advantage, of course, of being able to name
antbologies, short story collections, Fantasy, mom-fiction
books, all of which were outside the scope of the Arthur
C Clarke Award. If 1 had been asked for my "Books of the
Year" some of them might well
gt

However, I am not going to write
to comment on

unexceptional remark (1
same myself), but it does beg & mumber of questions. You

were writing in the context of wondering whby Jobn

Crowley's 4gypt was on our shortlist (and the BSFA's),
although it was not SF, while, far instance, Gentle's
Ancient Light was on no-one's shortlist.  Vell, the

Crowley was eubmitted to us by Gollancz, so Gollancz at
least must bave a broad emough definition of SF to allow
Agypt to slip in. It is not science fictiom, certainly,
although 1t 16 about science; but could it not be regarded
as speculative fiction in its broadest sense, speculating
about alternative possible views of and our
P The omission of Mary Gentle's book
(or Gene Volfe's, or lain Bank's, or..) is a different
problem, and illustrates something about SF awards chosen
by panels which you seem to overlook. No panel is going
to have six panelists each of whom come up with precisely
the same six or seven books for the shortlist; inevitably
there has to be bargaining, compromise, lengthy
discusston.

Ultimately the problem lies in that phr-ee you used:
“the best SF*. “Best® in what sense? — the most read—
able, the most entertaining, the most ungmn. the most
literate, the most znnugn provoking, the book that you
most want everyone to re
BSFA Award is much easie:

but each will have to recognise that there are
principles other than mere subjective approval which have
to be taken into account. Some abstract idea of literary
or novelistic quality bas to be there, and ideas about
originality, or even entertainment. There is even the
1dea of trying to push a book as one which should be read
And also, which is more question-
able perhaps, a book emblazoned with
Vinner of the Arthur C Clarke Award for the Best SF Book
Published in Britain in 1987 ought to be a book which
any pon-SF reader could pick up, recognise as SF, and
alsc perceive as worthwhile lterature. A Hugo or a BSFA
Avard can, 1f you like, be awards within the genre, which
may bave little tmpact outside it, and which indeed can

1 feel
panelists), ought to

(and this is a feeling shared by fellow—
be the sort of books that can attract

new readers to science fiction and incry

avarensss of the importance of SF, mot just withis ZO%h
century literature but ss an indispensable tool for
understanding our world and where it's heading. As such

Its disaster theme might make it sees
corny to some hardboiled (and marrow-minded) fans, even
though it incorporates much more up-to-date science and
social extrapolation than any other disaster novel of the
1980s. But it is beautifully crafted, movingly told, with
deftly drawn characterisation

The best SF can win awards.
dectding what you mean by “best®

It's just a question of

KEV McVEIGH

37 Firs Road, Wilnthorpe, Cusbria LAT 76F

THE VARIOUS LOOKS BACK AT 1087 (V143) VERE INTERESTING,

did read that was not there.
or older books. Vhen 1 saw these
books originally a thought struck me, concerning the old
argument between SF and Fantasy, as to where the boundary
Sl lin:  The author ta questios thia tims 1o XV Jeter
— his first two novels are most decisively SF, Dr Adder
wn Tae. Glass Hammer, bot the two listed by Locus are
very different. Dark Seeker is quite strongly a Horror
novel, possibly Horror-Fantasy if you want to be precise.
Infernal Devices is a Science Fantasy of the kind that is
alsoat EF, snd almost Fantasy, but not quite either,
Locus may have decided that its Victorian setting merited
the Fantasy label, but 1 would suggest that the two titles
should be in the opposite categories. The Best First
Novels list is very useful though, but I don't expect to
see many of these for quite some time, popular names like
Cadtgon and Blunlein apart that is.

1 have to say that Paul Kincaid got nearer to what I
would like from a review than your plece in V142 1 find

one, and then whether I have agreed with previous reviews
by the person concerned, These colour a review quite
constdersbly.  Take Wik Morton's two very favourable
reviews of Storm Constantine's Vraeththu, two books I
really‘eajoret, yet 1 found myself disagreeing with ik

had "misinterpreted” or ignored. It
Seene that 1t s AUfficult for & peviev to stand alone. 1

recently read two reviews of a new bout Sylvia
Plath; both concentrated On the subject rather than the
The Tizes and

book, which 1 fand dissppoiating ¢o sse n
The Independent. However former was the worse
offender in giving just one unn to the merit of the work,

then producing a potted biography of Plath. Surely
this is not the point of a review; I certainly expect an
indication of the plot but not a detailed synopsis
including the ending.

1 also find that a review can cast light on other
books, unmentioned, which are not the subject of the
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Part of this is due to compartwentalisatiom, but

is difficult then to interpret a
review from a general viewpoint, and so to shape it for
Baximus merit to most people.

HELEN NcFABE
The Bover, High Street, Llantit Major, § Glasorgan

1'v! BEEN NEANING TO VRITE AND CONGRATULATE YOU ON VEC-

or some time. 1 have been enjoying it a great deal
and Joved the article o Judge Dee — I've been a fan of
his for years; how about cme on JB Priestly’s Fantasy
novels?

Wby not? Would you like to write it, Helen?s

I also meant to reply to the letter from Kefth
Roberts before mow... It would not surprise me to hear
that Grainne was wrtitten before Kasetf, in fact I feel
quite relieved to bear it because 1 felt that Kaet! is the
very much better book (you can tell that from the reviews
1 suppose) and she is a more complete character. I bave
various friends who enthuse about Grafase and
although I enjoyed it and 1 can see that the plot is
perbaps more ambitious in some ways than that of Kaeti,
nevertheless Xaet! has infinitely mare . 1 never
grasped hold of Grainne, elements of the plot and most of
Ber cl resained a mystery to me, and 1 felt that
parts of her
whereas Kaeti
in the novel

meaning
(hich 1t s, not a collection of shart
it far more intriguing and stimulating than

for Ma oot dartag to create &n idesl womas..
N . He is intencely interested in
Woms, {a what maken Skt Hek, asd creating a believable
woman is not always an easy thing for a man to do,
espectally as a central character. I think he does do it,
and 1 also think that in doing 6o he creates a woman who
its {n with the type of woman he likes and is interested
in, so that she may become, for him, the ideal woman.

That is open to debate and discussion, and 1 am in
no way adamant about it, but it is an interesting point..

In the meantime keep up the good work ‘m
enjoying the criticism pieces, they are fascinating.
to do/not do what you are dotog yourselst

How

JIN ENGLARD
. The Conpa, Kinver, ¥ Nidlands DY7 GHT

CONGRATVLATIONS O YSACHING 20TH 1SSUE.

an idea for increasing the finances of the
BSPA and ‘hance; 11 Seatred. the membership, €0 simple that
I'm surprised you didn't mention it at the end of your
editorfal, as part of your appeal to members, and also
that (to my imowledge) no previous editor has. If the
idea has been considered and for some strange reason been
Te. before, 1 would be interested to know the reasom.
Stuply, the idea {s that members should be asked to leave
money to the BSFA in their Vills and, perhaps, be given
advice on how to do thi:

I to me that some would also be glad to
leave their SF libraries to the BSFA. I think this has
been done in the past. Could we have information about
the SF Lending Library? 1 may not have been taking

notice, but it seems a long time eince I heard any
reference to its being used.
«I can't see anybody leaving us all their
worldly wealth, but certainly members bequeath-
or all of their SF collections is an
excellent ides (auch better than the recently
bereaved carting boxes of books to the local
second hand book shop for a couple of tenners).
The BSFA Library is now part of the Foundation
; see this issue's editorial; furtber
details will appear in Natrix shortly.s
Apropos of your editorial, 1 must say that (ifke
Jour otiers) 1t hows; o the. wdola, adirable ratiomality
and clarity of expression. 1 do 5ot think you are
political”. But I am puzzled by your stated belief that
it is impossible “to separate out palitics from SF Gor
from anything else)*. Where, I ask in all innocence, do
you get that idea? It's the “anything else” that worries
me and which I would like you to reconsider. Fumnily
enough, last night on TV, 1 heard some musician say,
*Nusic is political’, and was flummoxed again, being
unable to imagine the sound of political music. Next, I
will be bearing *Pure mathematics is political® or
something else equally ridiculous. (Sure, I can imagine
some addled intellectual saying: “People listen to music
and do mathesatics and look at the sky, see, and where

you get people you get politics, so the sky, etc, etc, is
puxmszx' but would logic to me,
Vhere is

contributing notbing useful to any discussion.)

this everything-is-political dogma being taught?
wNaybe I should bave said *.. anytbing else
concerning pecple”. The sathemstician, or
bistory ar English Lit lecturer or student who
finds that courses and research projects are
cancelled through lack of
the computer programmer (and there's a lot in

FOUNDATION

THE REVIEW OF SCIENCE FICTION

In its fftcen years of publication, FOUNDATION has established a

world.

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

FOUNDATION publishes articles on all aspects of sf; letiers and
debates; and some of the liveliest s reviews published anywhere.
reviewers have included:
Brian Aldiss, J.G. Ballard, Gregory Benford,
David Brin, Joha Clute, Richard Cowper,
Greealand, M. John Harrison, Gwyneth Jones,

Rex Keveney, Devid Langhard, Chrisapher

Kim Stanley Robinson, Pamela Sargent
Robert Silverberg, Brian Stabicford, Bruce Sterling,
Lisa Tuttle, lan Watson and many others.

* x e o
FOUNDATION is published three times 3 year, e
Subscrit

contains over a hundred well-filled pages.

mail 10 other counsries ((13.50 air malk US $17.00 surface masl
(US 521.00 air mail) to USA and Canada. Indi

N.E. London Polytecknic, Longbridge Rood, Dagenham, RMS 245,
England.
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the BSFA) who is faced with a moral dilemsa
when bis or ber codis 1s to guide a missile;
e pop aizger wbowe eizgle in bacsed by the

because it attacks Cla the SF or
nnusy writer who can't ,-« a new book
publisbed because current ideological
Climate...; that's what I mean by “everything—

s y
the sophistication of market traders selling goods that
“fell off the back of a lorry®, and the goods are nearly
alvays shoddy. Shout our siogan, they to say, and
you are either for us or against us. Like Big-Endians
and Little-Endians arguing about the right way to chop
the top off an egg! Being blessed with the intelligence
and imagination of SF readers, one would think tbey might
see how narrow their fashiomable social comcerns are
likely to appear from the long perspective of future
bistory; limited to particular parts of the world and
periods of time in it...
by

1 was fascinated Kev lcvup's article om

cyberpunk and found that I approved of trademarks.
Dave Garnett's article was amusing. Nike Clnstll's axe
grinding article appeared obscurant and silly; it

«I thought Nike's use of Hitch Hiker for bis
exanples lightened what could bave been a very
beavy article. Here's some further discussion
of it

XV BAILEY
1 Val de Mer, Alderney, C1

Tinishisg agaia in bie etructuraliete cosclusion that
the remnant ancther many to ome
situstion” — but substituting Arturie Rex for Arthur
Dent! After that the solemn temples dissolve once mare;
but when all has been deconstructed (things like “the
Eteral Feminine, the "Round Table* and the "Matter of
Britain) is there perhaps an indissoluble residue? Such
25 what Kathleen Raine describes as *a sense of glory and
cosmic significance®?
In Kev NcVeigh's letter-turned-article I rather lost
the wood for the trees. Ve emerged, however, after a
grand and exbaustive, if exbausting, tour to the comclus—
ion that “cyberpunk's sole feature 6o far is all the talk
Collapse into thin air of yet more cloud
Xore puncturings and collapees, occasioned
by David Garnett's cnslaught on 4 Time Before Genesis,
left behind pot 60 much thin air as an expiring monster;
but long before it expired the endless skilful and relent-
less sticking-in of darts evoked a kind of pity. One
wished for the coup de grace. How to come to this more
quickly was very well demonstrated by Helen Ncabd (in
PI72), taking on the work of a much more seasomed
“victis" — Gordon R Dickson's Vay of the Pilgrim. How-

suthor of Fairfes 3
turn out to be a new-found Kilgore Trout?

XEITH BROOKE
12 Vestern Hill Road, Beckford, nr Tevkesdury, Glos 6L20 7AJ

THANKS FOR ANOTHER GOOD ISSUE OF VECTOR (#144) AND CON-
gratulations on your three years as editor — I1'll look
forvard to motter threel
t Help! ot

Perbaps inev! n.rny. my first comments will be on Kev
McVeigh's *Schism, Nirror, Lens". Although I don't whole-
beartedly agree with the conclusions I was plessed to see
a well-balanced article on the

subject as op) to
either outright denial or blatant hype. 1 think the major
flaw in Kev's aalysis is that, although the

article he ises the fact that writers of cyberpunk
do not only write cyberpunk, earlier in the article he
seens to be confused about why, for example, Sterling, the
cyberpunk, should write a first novel that is fairly run-
of-the-mill SF. This misunderstanding led bim to
labeling Robinson and Shepard as cyberpunks, rather than
*writers have written cyberpunk® and the then
confusion caused by those writers' more

V144'S CRITICAL FEAST HAD A CONTENT OF ITENS RENARKABLY
varied, though at points subtly inter-relatable. The most
intricate was Nike Christie's “Guide® which took a good
deal further, more controversially, and with more exemp-
lifying detail, his V139 exposition. The critical past—
iches made their point nicely, though the more contempor—
ary they were the apter they became. Neither Mattbew
Arnold nor TS Eliot eastly recognisable in the prose
representing them. 1 appreciate Nike Christie's resson
for not providing a post-structuralist examimation of
Hitch Hiker; but this, on the given mise, surely
indicates an obligation to apply the method to his own
essay; at which point the whole critical exercise begins
to melt back into its ideclogical foundations, gorgeous
palaces, solesn temples and all. back Arnold, come
back Eliot — all, or pearly all, s forgiven.

Eliot who wrote of Nattbew Arnold that "... he had peitber
walked in hell nor been rapt to heaven; but what be did

know, of men and , was well-balanced and well-
marshalled.” You camnot belp feeling on firm ground
there.)

It would be interesting to see what might came of
substituting as text Katbleen Raine's for Douglas Adams's.
Her "Sleep of Albion" fragment (also VI44) in essence

states, in contexts of both myth and history, the
of and the buman
rule, law and order. 1 guess Nike Christie's critical

progression might then run along much the same lines,

humanist or mainstream SF work. Of course Sterling and
Gibson don't always write about sleazy computer worlds,
and equally obviously other writers who have omly rarely
dabbled in cyberpunk will write about alternatives too; in
the same way N Jobn Harrison, for example, someti
writes SF, sometimes Fantasy, and sometimes non-fiction
about rock-climbing.

One thing that struck me throughout Kev's article
was the desire to draw boundaries: this is cyberpunk,
this 1s not; be's a cyberpunk, be's mot. SF
labeled cyberpunk or humanist doesn't have sharp boundar-
ies as SF, itself, is often difficult to separate from the
mainstrean (does lan NcEwan write SF? — does that make
him an SF writer? Kurt Vonnegut Jr? DN Thomas?

1 was curiovs read the review of Nichael
Swanwick's Vacuum Flowers and Nichael Fearn's delight in
the “truly original ters® wetware. Although Swanwick's
use of the wetware concept is, indeed, very skilled (the
whole book is full of wonderful, throwaway touches), the

Around the time Vacuum Flowers was first published
in Asimov's (early 1987) Rudy Rucker was completing a
sequel to Software called.. Vetware (he wants to follow
these with several more, including Limpware, Senileware
That's just from checking an old Interzove

I's sure the idea bas been arcund a lot longer, at
least as long as (dare 1 mention 1t?) cyberpunk.
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LIFE
LITERATURE
G AND ENTRO

MARK GORTON

HEN THE VORD "ENTROPY* VAS COINED IN THE 19TH
German physicist imvestigating
it referred to the amount of
energy in a closed system which is unavailable to
do work. Since then the meaning of “entropy” bas
been expanded by 20th century mathematics, whick
bave even found 1t am important place in communication
theary.

Science fiction is no stranger to the word either.
“Entrapy* the t the
New Vave; J Ballard's landscapes are often called
ntropic®; Philip K Dick imagined an alien cosmology in
which the eurupy principle is an anarchic deity called
“The Form Destr

But m-nmnmemmmgnp.a by the
word and the many layers of meaning it can generate. His
mame is Thomas Pynchon, a remarkable fantasist whose
work is underwritten by sclence in gemeral and thermo-
dynamics in particular

1F HE EXISTS, THONAS PYNCHON 1S NOV FIFTY YEARS OLD. 1
have read everything be bas written — at least under
nd a great deal of material generated by
And yet, even though be is “one of
eatest novelists writing in English®, 1 kuow as
little about him as anyone else.

Vho is Pynchon? ¥o one can really say.
Pynchon?

Vhere is

Same reply: his fame coincided with a remark-

IN SEVERAL RECENT ISSUES VE BAVE FEATURED NEV |
i sctence fiction,
ve mu,W‘J

co-editars [
| of Focus) it ceemed more fitting that "'"M
sxn.u-pp—runnsnn-nnn Y

Chris's book, and find same af it |f

Vat dn-i be look like?
a guess, thanks to the
photograph -nxcn purports to
likeness, taken during his student days.
But maybe it's ot even him amyway;
snapedot's just a decoy. Some have clatmed that
is really JD Salinger, because the rise of the former was

able disappearance. Vell, on
this one at least we can

ol

mirrored by the decline of the latter. Otbers that
texts drawing on almost every field of buman endeavour
could not be the wark of an individual: mo polymath, no
tter how brilliant, could parody Jacobean tragedy,
discuss the physics of plastics and probe the
complexities of communication theory, with equal skill.
Aud that's just a fraction of his Therefore,
ttee.

that Thamas Ruggles Pynchon
wae born on May 8th 1937 on Long Island, New York; that
Be went to Cornell University to major in Engineering.
served in the US Navy, returned to Cormell and switched
his attentions to Literature, wrote some short stories,
graduated with "distinction in all subjects”, found a job
with the Boeing Corporation (om my desk there's a plece
Pynchon mon-fictiom, an article called “Togetherness®,
about the airlifting of tded missiles,
written for A Safety in 1960), and then published
s bis first novel, V., 23 years ago to great acclaim.
There have been two more novels since then,
apart from that, save for a piece of journalism,

of
all

but
a
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charming introduction to a collection of his apprentice
short fiction, and the odd letter, nothing, "Zilch," as
Kurt Vonnegut would say, "doodley-squat.”

Thomas Pynchon ceased to

And some might say this {s fust amother index of
Pynchon's genius. His privacy pre-empted fashionable
literary theory that texts must be severed from authors
and their biographies. Fans of Roland Barthes trumpeted
“The Death of the Author® with great vigour; Pynchon made
life easy by committing literary suicide. Nind you, if
Pynchon is The Invisible Man, he is also Frankenstein's
Monster; fashionable lterary theory notwitbstanding,
readers, 1tke me, will assemble him from the million spare
parts of ity scattered throughout his writings.
Sketching, 1 assume he is very much like his novels:
funny, sad, complex, baffling, engaging yet frustrating,
with a gemerous heart in the right place: with
rejected, namely, to borrow his borrowed
terms, the Preterite, those for whom The System,
controlled by the Blect, has little or no use.

spontaneous energy change in an isolated system must be

the isolated eystem of the universe (by definition there
can be nothing outside it, Clausius argued), the increase
must go on until it can increase no further; that is,
until all energy has degraded into beat, uniformly
distributed, and all the substance of the universe is at
low) temperature. This is a prediction of
“the heat death of the universe" —
shock to Victorians raised on Newtonian
of conservation, and Darwinian ideas of
universal progress. Villiam Paley had likened Creation to
a watch, to prove the existence of a Great Designer; he
448 00k wike 65 fmlogy $0154s" Gonslomrctiy that SEd wmteh
might also be winding down.  But, according to
thermodynamics, e oniveres wes fdead ticking its way
towards a final motfonless state.

omas Hardy moted this removal into a deathward
universe in his novel of 1882, Two on a Tower. His
hero, Swithin St Cleeve, t the Nilky

principles

THOMAS
PYN

CHON
THE CRYING OF
L0T49

Pynchon, then, has given us a handful of early shart
storfes and three novels. V. (1963), riddled by tunnels
burrows through our cemtury of power
The Crying of Lot 49 (1967)
paints an amusing but dismal picture of the failures of
communication in modern America; while above the war-
chattered world of the huge Gravity's Rainbow (1973)
hovers the ballistic parabola of the V2 rocket, forerunner
of the ICBMs which may one day deliver the ultimate
release of energy... and the ultimate triumph of entropy.

ntropy? What the hell is “entropy™?

The answer is as simple as it is difficult, Batropy
belongs to physics, to the second law of thermodymamics.

determination to unite our *Two Cultures®,
just the sort of science with which artists should be
intimately familiar) entropy, like Pynchon, is an enigma.
Vhich s hardly surprising, because thermodynamics and
entropy ain't easy concepts for physicists, let alome
readers of fiction.

But they must be tackled if we want to tackle
Pynchon, for most of his fiction is underwritten by
entropy as metaphar.

So, here goes,
term was colned by German physicist Rudolf
in 1854,  “The energy the universe 1s
The ety of the universe tends towards a

Bacaiss amt G2 ity Tiow ‘spentaliscialy o
ome direction — from bot bodies to ry

es
Vay with Viviette Constantine. He remarks: *And to add a
new weirdness to what the sky possesses in its size and
formlessness, there is involved the quality of decay. For
all the wonder of these everlasting stars, 1
splieres, udt wiat ot they ave st averlacting, tieyare
not eternal; they burn out like candles
To a modern physicist, entmpy is mot only the
ssssire ot energy “unavailable to do work" in a system,
but also the measure of the system's disorganisation, a
measure of its molecular randomness. A system in a good
state of repair, a vital system, is low in entropy and
therefore highly ordered. Though here — and this is
o Pynchon's metaphor — order means different-
fation, not uniformity. Statistically speaking, a closed
system will always seek its most probable state, which
means chaos, undifferentiation and (heat) death.
Vhicn 1s where tne paradox of life comes
adult specimen of either plant or animal rapras!nts a
complex, highly ordered and improbable system, a system
of low entrapy, high differentiation, resisting inherent
instability.

The organism rots
and the Scriptures, returns m the dust from whence it
came

l.chnnmuy. it seems, life 1is therefore an

more, 1ife is a counterforce against
Livxng organisns are not closed systems; and
they are able, for a short time at least, to swim against
the inevitable tide, by assimilating Degative entropy:
sunlight, water and minerals in the case of a plant; while
animals — and this is where physics and metaphor begin
merge — can flout the second law by consuming food
and tnformation.

Xankind also maintains social systems.
must devour vast quantities of emergy, and generate
massive entropy. (Claude Levi Strauss even suggested
that Man is little more than a tool of the second law of
thermodynamics; ordered societies are an illusion; they
pay the price demanded by physics and are merely
ing the inevitable *heat death®, a motion well in
with apocalyptic visions of a bed-out o
resourceless future.) what about the spiritual or
buman conditfon of those systems? Collectively we do
bave the power to resist entropy. Ve must keep our
systems open and covet diversity if we wish to be truly
alive. ‘Trouble is, do we? And are we?

, it seemns to me, is at the heart of Pynchon's

EIR cniatitic molagher,

may not be metaphor at all niggles Pynchon

thrwghaut‘ Are ve, in a very real semse, threatened by a

universal comspiracy? use the second law is merely a

new guise for Old Nick, the Devil himself. Satan, detern-
fornles:

To do s0 we

ined to return the 05 to its original
is the anti-Logos, the spreader of confusion. Pope pre-
empted this idea in The Dunciad, his own vision of
cultural entropy: here the obscene goddess Dulness,

“Daughter of Chaos ‘and eternal night", aims to reduce all
things to "one dead level’; she reduces language to sheer
noise. Pynchon, who enjoys a similar slapstick sense of
humour and equal poetic gifts, harbours comparable fears,
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thoroughly explored in Gravity's Rainbow. 1f ever there

of a thermodynamic Satan abroad on earth,
they were surely the designers of The Third Reich:
enemies of diversity, ruthless controllers of informatiom,
sdyoosies, ol an crlar. sWhiC sda: sredllys living duatly
makers of total war, the ultimate reductive process.
ralubov itaelf fa the architecturs of Fasi eciemce: the
ballistic flight of the rocket which still hangs heavy
over the world, whispering hideous promises of global
entropy.

But if there is a “thermodynamic conspiracy* there
remains the cpportunity to resist, and time after time in
his fiction Pynchon examines what we might call the
politics of entropy. Can we refor our social eystems?
Reverse the deathward trend?

It may well be that there is no way out of the
labyrinth; no organised “counterforce®; no solution to the
universal detective mystery which enfolds us; no final
clarity where before there were random  and
There is, however, the possibility; and

darkness, streets which riddle our selves as well as our
towns and cities), The Quest represents motion, not dead
stillness. Oedipa Maas, heroine of The Crying of Lot 49
is bombarded by clues and signe which seem to indicate
the presence of ancther America built within the empty

spaces of peoples' lives; she knows it may be unreal:

touched the end of its voluptuous field,

Xnowing it would be lovely beyond dreams to

submit to it; that not gravity's pull,

feral ravening, promised
But then che wondered if the gemlike
'clues' were only some kind of compensation. To
up for her having lost the direct,
epnepuc Vord, the cry that might abolish the

And yet her journey 1s a hopeful ome, because if there is
hope, it les in the poetic faculty, in imagination, too
often neutralised by highly probable mass media messages,
the modern heat death, social systems in which each point

Chnsm?“e‘ e

bas the same amount of imaginative emergy, in which
there's a real danger imagiiative motion will come to a
halt.

Borges described the “aesthetic reality” as the
“tnminence of a revelation that not yet produced®;
Pynchon's fiction teeters forever on that brink. Like the

messages,
quite make out.
order events which would otherwise be random and chactic
and more horrific for being so; we are experts when it

common with the rest of Nature, which, literally against
all the odds, remains regenmerative. The seeond law of
thermodynamics can be re-stated as “death by
confinement*; 1f the ratnbow is to take on the colours
seen by Lawrence, "a new growth, rising to the light and
the wind and the clear rain of heaven®, then we must open
up our systems, our hearts, and our minds

=

I NN

« Pynchon's novels and Slow Learner, a collection of bis
early short storfes, are published in Britain by Picador.
An excellent study of Pynchon's fiction, written by Tony
Tanner, from whose criticism I have profited, is included
1in the “Contemporary ¥riters® series published by Nethuen
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O VEAT 1S THIS REVIEVING GAXE Amr ANYVAY?
Adapting the old joke — was it
quizzed about one of his songs? —

the practicalities of writing book reviews. Let's look at
an actual book review and see scme of the constraints and
demands which have forced it into the shape it bas.

manner impossible if I were to use sameane i
here's the first instance in bow factors which bave little
directly to do with a piece of writing shape it into the
form it : 1 need a review which 1is broadly
favourable to the book (I'm laying myself open
here without pillorying other writers!) and which I'm
PPy as a review to reproduce for
examination but which contains areas I nt to as in
So this 16 a review written by me of a
by me, which ehould be self-referential
enough for the most avant-garde critic.

One 1f by this process the "review" becomes a
“critical® piece, expanding areas not directly mentioned
in the text of the review, that perhaps highlights the
relationehip between the two forms, But 1 bope that most
Iotsbeanda. dn ay fon are implicit in the review

t, to me, is a of its success or

m)uu
Vhat forms the language of a review? The tone of &
review on its audience. 1 don't review much for
l’:cwrmtl‘nnmxeeﬂmtvlnlu 1 tend to use
more language. A review I've recently submitted to
Tha Ao iwtnat Dieariia — ot A resacen report aimed at
librarians interested in the provision of materfals in
ethnic-minority las — is more formal still, in
that it's aimed at people seeking information ratber than
Paperback

a fun Inferso reviews are,

differest from Vector reviews: the idesl PI review is
briefer, more succinct, partly because Vectar as a
“Critical Journal® ve 1 more analytic

1 do find it more interesting e have a variety of tomes
from a variety of reviewers. Some pecple write from an
acadentc , Cthers as fairly new but enthusiast-
ic readers of SF, others simply as pecple who have read a
great deal of the stuff over the and have developed
a feel for it. Some have a Grand Unified Theory of SF,
others are guided by 1ndividual response to each baok.
And tastes, course, different. It would be
possible to get totally contradictory reviews of virtually
any book simply by sending coples of it to carefully
selected reviewers.

This leads us to the jibe that's o often made about
book reviews: that they're just ome person's opinion. And
yes, even if that one person is the world's lead:
on the subject, that is so. But Paul Kincaid,
contribution to this series in V143,

is different every time the review is read.
there are three sides because the reviewer him/herself is
already taking part in a debate with the author of the
book in question). In essence a review is a complex
series of relationships between author, reviewer and read-
er of the review. WVhere the first and third are the same
and the reviewer has wielded the axe a little too force-
fully — why, that's when the fun begins.

ALl this, of course, is hardly new.
dramatist Thomas Dekker complained about “th
sting of & narrow-eyed Critic* (The Vonderful Year, 1603),
and wrote that:

&S
ACONITED

. STING_

ANDY SAWYER

To come to the press is more dangerous than to

pressed to desth, for the pain of those
tortures last for a few minutes, but he that
lives upon the rack in print hath the flesh torn
off by the teeth of Envy and Caluany even when
be means nobody amy burt in his grave

g

11, 1607

Even when a review is utterly ldnllwry the reader
might disagree... but that's the nature of the game. Let's
see how it actually works in ome instance; my review of
Ann Halam's King Deatd's Garden from PI 73, repristed
here:

KNG DEATH'S GARDEN 1S SUBTITLED

!egEe
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Don't be fooled by the "Puffin® label; this
15 & very powerful ghost story indeed.

EERE FOLLOV SONE OF XY REACTIONS ON RE-READING THAT
Teview, vith commests cm whst 1 vas thiakiag sbout vhen
1 wrote

The first paragraph has perhaps too many questions
and reads more like a blurb than a review, it now seems
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to me. 1 wanted to mention the enigmatic Moth — clearly
an elemental sprite but there is a hint at the end that
The first draft of the

ambiguity of the “ghost® element in the ghost story.

The second paragraph — more successfully, I
— 1s concerned with three main points

First, we know that this is a ghost story. Naurice
tries not to. He is aware of, but tries to overlook,
Moth's strangeness. She shows him a blue-tit's nest and
tells him that there are twelve chicks:

“Twelve? How do you kmow?

“"Basy. 1 counted®
“On, very funny. Didn't you find it a bit dark
in that hole?™

*Ob yes. And smelly. 1 kept stepping im bird
atre>

She had a very childish sense of humour..
Naurice tries to think of b drll-lll(nll-alﬂ-l
rather than a source, using the
fact that they are clearly visions of the to suppart
bis theory that he is experiemcing a kind of mental time
travel. He finds Professor Baxter's belief in Fairies a
*serious disappointment’
At the back of his mind, Maurice had been count-
ing on the mysterious scientist. The Professor
Baxter connection made his exile respectable.

16 the

1n t as relativity,
by his igaorant fasily all these

Even after his dresms and his experfences with Noth, and
evests which can omly be called “supernatural®, Naurice
clings to rational terms, writing to Caltec with his
drean lences. (Shades of Adrian Nole writing to the
BECH

And at the end, the lanation that the shadows
vaiting to claim h\n’iee are *just — chemical patterns.
Inages from the pas regenerated...” 150't encug?
Maurice can mmv-. from a Cruel
Vorld, but

I won't be able to play about like that any

more,” thought Naurice regretfully. “Not in the

daytime anyway, 1 suppose. 11l be

He felt as 1f be had pulled himself up on the

, somehow
like MNoth, freedom

a—-

And the th
be d— too were watching, waiting.
less chemical patterns® after all.
Xnown it from the first, cnly he just didn't like

the word.
Death is not cosy. It's a mystery and a terror. 1 think
of two men 1 write the review; first, what's

W
pointed out in the text about Maurice's self-centredness,
snooping on the memaries of dead pecple (“Pecple who've
been left to rest in peace probably have a right to
expect just that*) and, second, my own nightmares as a
child in which 1 knew that I was about to confront a g—
but could 2ot articulate the word “ghost® for all the
terror that it brought, even though the only way to wake
up was to scare myself awake. The first is what I think
about as the reviewer and critic, but it's the second
which really makes me feel the book and want to re-read
it and write about it rather than amy cme of dozens of
others.

A point 1 wished to make centred ‘the
subtle way Ann Halam structured her story. On the first

ancing effect which, to me, is very similar to watching
the reaction of & fils actor to something which Bas not
yet appeared on the screen. “Cinematic™ also implies

strong visual stimull,
references to shadows
rather balf-sees, there is the important element of
Bhokograsty o mdarlie the *fairy” element of the stery.
©One of the of “evidence® for
supernatural beug- ar u-m- is the case of
“Cottingley Fairies”, photographs taken by two young girls
which were vouched for as impossible to fake by various
authorities until fairly recently when ome Of the
perpetrators admitted her share in the hoax.) There is a
Jovely here, however, because the book s only
“cinematic® by allusion; we read of Maurice half-seeing
things, or of a reference to Naurice reading something
which is not shown to us, and the effect is greater
because we do mot directly experience what the viewpoint
character is seeing. In a film version, we would see too
much — thus is the power of print and the imagination.
The third major impact of the book is the idea of
catharsis.  Naurice's self-centredness is healed.

and,
the

as well as the frequent
presences Naurice sees, or

waiting to join thes, and his bitterness at being “exiled™
(even though he doesn't actually like his school) exacer—
bates the isolation caused by bis persistent allergies and
asthma. Naurice comes over as an unpleasant, whinging
child, snobbish and racist to his Great-Aunt's Home Help
(ironically so, as he's fixated on an Astan girl). The
references to this were almost entirely cut out of the
first draft of the review partly because of the ward-
count I was working to and partly because of that nemesis

Just

But you about being a friend, and
having respect for someone... You going to bave to change
that" And so I added the phrase about catharsis, “a

healing rather than a scarring®, on final revision.

There are a couple of minor Bolsta wnien eisp ik
it into any of the drafts of the review, which I
would mention were I writing an extended piece about the
. They refer to incidents rather than integral parts
of the story. One is Maurice's encouster with & skinbead
1n the
'Dn Dot attempt to deceive meS
expressions he used were less
pom:.) " *Where's your mate? The one that was
fooling around (or words to that effect) up in
the tree, chucking things."
This is coy, mawkish “children's book" stuff; 1 would far
rather read cbscenities in children's books than have
this game of implying words that the writer knows that
the child reading the book knows and the child knows
that mxr parent or teacher kmows, but it's all right
because words aren’t actually printed. Having said
nn. u then have, in the t climate of backlash
censcrship, grester difficulty in ysmy:u e
of the book in a children's library,
effect could just as essily Bave been obtained mug
any bint of forbidden language. The other qu!hhh §
is the of a minor character who is
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referred to throughout the story as “the ordinary boy":
thie is certainly a personal response quite
understand that others might feel the device might be as
artificial as the aforementioned skinhead's dialogue.
Nefther criticism really affects my enjoyment of the book
and as such was not necessary in the review.

However, one final change was, I felt,
my initial reference to °SF writer Gwyneth Jones® the
words "SF writer" did not originally appear.
inserted, not so much to point out that
writes SF novels adults, but to underline
TRfeceices 4 the different interpretations of the "ghost

story*. ould, of course, have been a strictly
coleatific tineehitt tale and nothing to do with the
supernatural at all by the end, with everything neatly
explained; certainly, King Death's Garden could have been
SF bad the author wanted it so. Quite deliberately, a
sctence fiction novel has not been written.

This sounds all very -empnysml. and 1t' a cliche
of reviewing that reviewer ten lambasted by angry
authors for wanting a dittorent book trom the one. ihe
author actually wrote, and slamming what they have
written because it's not what they should have written.
And yes, in most cases this is simply bad practice. But
like many clichés, it has an element of soun:
sense in 1t. (And not just because the “alternative® book
could be literate, well-plotted, with believable charact-
ers, etc..) Perbaps it's insidious structuralism, but cme
of the interesting things about books is the different
ways they could have been written. I've mentioned three
(cne major, two minar) here but the point is that a good
writer will (as here) make their way seem the right way.
It seemed to me in writing the review that, as I've said,

an {mportant part of the story is the tension between the
“rational" and ‘supernatural® interpretations. I've no
doubt that a great book could have been written in which

Maurice's initial "scientific* view prevails and everything
bas a meat rational explamation. It wouldn't be King
Death's Garden, though.

,;,*S"{

And like to think about possibilities,
because 1 like ghost stories, and because 1 think that the
most effective ghost stories are the ones which leave you
thinking — and because I think, rightly or wrongly, that

King Death's Garden has this quality — that's why I
wrote the review I did.
here are, of course, other reasans; more fundamental

but, perhaps, less relevant. As Paperback Inferno editor
1 have more control over what I review than a “staff”
reviever. There are books I review out of duty and books

librarfan 1 was “professionally” interested: in fact, the
copy T read was my library copy. I had attended Gwyneth
Jones's Bastercon speech shortly before reading it. I
have been a fan of ghost stories for many years. All
this disposed me to want to read the book, and to be
sympathetic when 1 read it.
me: Maurice's imminent emigration, for ome.

Jones lived in Stngapore.
side of my time further up the Malayan peninsula, but
another slice of identification fell into place.

None of this is relevant to how you, the reader,
respond to what 1 have said about the book. Kore import-
ant ought to be the ideological and critical hardware 1
bring to my examination. Yet 1 will ekip this, partly
because Mike Christie has charted the literary-critical

labyrinth (V146), but mainly because it was in fact the
personal rather than the fdeological comtact with the
stary which seemed important at the time.

t may be significant that I've focussed on the more
structural® aspects of King Death's Garden rather tham,
for example, exploring more fully the moral issues of the
author's introduction of a multi-racial echool or
Maurice's father's choice of work abroad or the dole.
Both interest me, but to be successfully discussed in
their proper context, meed more lengthy explication. Xy
“critical approach® is probably, in Nike
“post-structuralist®.  Vhatever that

that I don't believe that some
political or critical theories are nearer to reality than
others, t approaches are capable of offering insights
and ways of looking at a book which, perhaps, make it
more readable. Time and again I find myself enjoying a
novel when 1

ideology, discovering a worthwhile point in a work of
criticism whose overall view I find incomplete. This may
n tell?

expr
uniforn ideclogy in their works and no critic or reviewer
worth paying attention to ever praised or blamed solely
according to how much the book in question satisfied the
demands of social theory. It's because this is fundament-
al to my approach that I'n not favouring you with a list
of my precise differences from 1988 yuppie capitalism.
It's not my job as reviewer to give you straightforward
simplistic answers. Even when I'm at my most dogmatic,
I'm still thrusting questions rather than answers at you.
Even when 1 know I'm right, I may not be.
reviewing, ome doesn't mentally list one's
pnssible critical gtances and. chose which i1l be
1 2 bere, I'm setting a linguistic trap,
because cetuar Witn, Bdtag so-asienat o isiapeciant
these things part of the reviewer's nature, used
automatically. lwly 30 years of reading SF and Fantasy
as the major but by no means exclusive aspect of an
almost obsessive lust for the printed page, and a hefty
dose of academic study gives you some knowledge of relat-
ionships between modes of writing and some approaches to
reading which you find rewarding, whether you like it or
not. And I've already slipped a lot of this in, in the
original review, and here. can't help it. Basic
literary-critical terms like "catbarsis®, concentration on
the way the text manipulates our expectations as readers
(all those questions im the first paragraph: that phrase
about “our privileged standpoint as readers") emter into
my discourse (there, I've done 1t again, haven't 1?)
because I do feel that a plece of writing Eust move the
reader and one of the most effective ways of doing this
is actually to allow the reader some awarenese of how and
why this emotion eprings of "Ann Halam''s
the children to whom Puffin aim to sell the
111 be aware or interested in exactly how or
why she manipulates the conventions of the ghost story,
but I suspect that the PI readers who might be interested
in the book will have themselves read emough ghost
storfes to find the signposts in the text ur *alternative”
npprmch& part of the pleasure of readi;
erhaps all writing is emblematic und f1gurative,
but xt is possible to draw up a spectrum of modes with
SF/Fantasy at ome end and “the realistic novel” at “the
other. If this is so — and I know I'm oversimplifying
== becomes more natural !nr me to quote supporting
instances (as above) from other great age of

emblematic and polemical wrnlng, the 16th and 17th
centuries. As I reread, it sounds “academic®; as I think,
it's as relevant — perhape more so — al

not my biographical reasons for writing, but what I say
about the bock. Vhat's important to me is the experience
and world-view which 1 bring to bear on the book and the
way this is changed by the act of reading. The final
paradox about any piece of writing — and this includes
a bock review as much as an essay or a novel — is that
the subjective and the objective are so inextricably
linked. Perhaps the Reverend Sydney Smith was correct
when be wrote °I never read a book before reviewing it; it
prejudices a man so® 1 quite enjoy dealing with the
prejudice.
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THE NEV GULLIVER - Esné Dodder idg:
IWomen's Press, 1988, 267pp‘ £3.95)
Reviewed by Edward J

LEMUEL GULLIVER JR LIVES IN A WORLD
which, technologicslly, corresponds
roughly to the esrly 20th century,

slthough clearly it is
century. While exploring on the front-
fers of civilisation in an airship he
crashes and finds himself in s country
whose very existence had never been
suspected: Capovolta. He fs nursed back
o health In a Cspovoltan household,
and gradually learns the horrifying
truth: in Capovolta It Is the women

o

more keenly observed and much wittier.
Ve follov pompous young Gulliver

in his first person narrative (vritten
in ressonsble pestiche of his more
fenous ancestor) through his slow
avekening to the fact that he hes
found himself in & soclety which rout-
inely oppresses him simply becsuse of
his gender. Indeed, all the presuppos-
itlons of his own soclety are turned
on their head (as, of course, the word
*Capovolta® inplies). There Is no word
in Capovolten for "henpeck”, for inst-
ance, as women sre naturally dominant;
other disparaging sdjectives applied
%ly 12 wommn (such 80 “byapicieniact)
are also missing, i male
equivalents. iy A naturally
physically stronger, they are given
which involve hard manusl

lsbour, such as housework; the less
physically demanding jobs, such as
teaching, sclentific resesrch or gov-
ernment, are almost entirely restricted
to the neturally more intelligent gen-
der, the women. Gulliver progresses
from one misery to another
appallingly oppressive soclety,
unable to get s job better than e
nmere secretary (which he has to give
up when his wife has children), and
then finding himself deserted by his
wife In favour of & younger snd more
handsone man. inds comfort only in
the friendship of some other equally
oppressed husbends - sithough his

chances in Cepovolts are improved when
his middle-aged boss falls for him.

is odd how many detalls make
one think sbout the nature of our own
society. Could It be thet it s
intended as satire?

VISE CBILD - Monica Furlong
(Gollancz, 1967, 224pp, £7.951
SLAMBASH WANGS OF A COMPO GORMER -
Robert Lg

(Golltns, 1567, 200pp. £3.931
RACHEL AND THE Robert Westall
[Macmillan, 1537‘ 187pp, £7.50)

GHOSTS AND JOURNEYS - Robert Westall
[Mocmi1lan, 1988, 167pp, £6.95)
Reviewed by Jessica Yo

ON MULL, IN 7TH CENTURY DALRIADA,
"Wise Child" is abandoned first by her
mother, who chooses a life of lust end
sorcery, then her

learns the properties of
herbs and how to resd and write Latin,
but she also has s thrilling ride on a
broomstick sfter being costed with
specisl ofntment - or was It all in
the mind? Then the villsge priest ar-
rests Juniper for witchcraft, and Wise
Child meeds to summon up courage and
fntelligence to carry out a rescue.
Stylistically the book fs impecc-
sble and Intellectually it ralses imp—
ortant questions: the differing roles
of men and women, altrulsm vs greed
the persecution of minoritles. But the
proportion of description to dlalogue
and the distanced first-person narrat-
ive which reduce immediscy, result in
& book which fails when judged
most besic sum-m th.t
keep its resders t the page.
1t .unmnmry that Wise mm
made the shortlist for the Ca
Nedal when better fantestes  fatied.
One such is Slambash Wangs of a Compo
Gormer, & of dungeons and
dragons. Arnold thinks he has crested
the fantasy world of Klaptonia and its
nonsense tonten. He is
wrong. The world already exists, and
when political chicanery forces & swop
vis transfer besn between him end his
alter ego Dornal, Ammold has to cope
a hero on Klaptonis, Dornal as o
comprehensive schoolboy
Behind linguistic joking end
fantastic adventure, Leeson's message
is much better digested within the
text then in Wise Chlld. Both Arnold
and Dornal wonder about the morality

of killing people, end in the story sre
successful without having to do this
P condenn
because they teach that violence fIs
the solution to most probleas).

Robert Westall, who slso missed
the Carnegle shortlist with his excel-
lent Um Burfal, has two new collect-
s mostly
of which
sdult

fourn
and horror storles,
"The Borgis Mirror* has an
appesl: the unfalthful husbend
rich wife buys an antique mirror and
disappears into it to keep a tryst
with & Borgla besuty. T duys later
his body is dumped in the bedroon
with a Borgla dagger in hu chest, and
the wife has to dispose of the body
Rachel and the Angel will be more
to SF tastes. It includes the original
of "Urn Burial®, "Peckforton Hill" about
computers nurturing the remnants of
life sfter the holocaust,

1t's

edition, that's most

the natives are ugly snd will keep out
of his way. To svold loneliness he Is
provided with robots who look lfke and
function as beautiful women. He tskes
them s lovers, only to find they ere
controlled by real women who use them

choose him as her sex slave

THE HIDDEN WORLD - Stuart Gordon
[Mecdonald, 1988, 352pp, £12.951
Reviewed by John Newsinger

A COMPLEX, DENSELY WRITTEN NOVEL, THE
second in s trilogy, that requires

earth to help uplift humankind before
they are snnihiliated in the Great
shift. creatures of

however, because an
is underway
and reclaim his

creaturs

The main protsgonists are Sam

VECTOR 145 August/Septeaber 1388




—

14

8 social worker (st last this
ledged!) engaged in s titenic struggle
sgeinst the Besst in pre-history, and
his daughter, Chrisss, merooned smong
the doomed Cathar heretics in 13th
century France. As well ss their joint
struggle sgainst the Beast, the book
gives some clues the tnner
meaning of it all which will, one ass-

usl resistance, with passion and
conmitment. Unfortunately it is only
here, where hes an historical

anchor, thst the novel reslly worked

the minus side, Sem and Chris-
sa, are confused, bewildered and lost.
And so for much of the time is the

reader. Gordon's prose plunges his
resders into

their tortured, disloc-

unted conscious-

4 intellectual eff-
ort cen make sense of events; the book
unfolds its inner mesning in its own
good time. It has a revelatory struct-
ure, taking the reader deeper into a
Feligicen aystery with sclance fictin
trappings. A brave lterary effort but
cne that has atas fatled.

Gordon has sttempted to write a
“serious” fantasy novel thet {s uncom-
promising in the demands it mekes on
his readers. Unfortunstely he seeas to
consider that seriousness necessarily
excludes any sppesrance of humour: the
book s ell grimace and no grin. There
are some good moments but The Hidden
Vorld 1s anly for those with stamina.
Gordon takes his frrationslism a bit
too serfously for this reader.

OTHER VOICES - Colin Greenland
[Unwin, 1988, uzpp £11.95)
Revieved by Paul

1 FOUND SOME OLD SCHOOL REPORTS THE
other dey. "Lazy. Could do better if he
tried” seemed to be the regretful sum
of the comments. Now I have begun to
understand that tone of diseppoint-
ment. With Other Voices Greenland hes
disappointed me grestly

This is not to say that it is &
bad book. Far from it. Coming to it
cold, having never read anything by
this suthor before, you would leave it
wenting more. But coming to it after
the first two novels, a fallure of
imegination becomes apparent, Daybreak
on a Different Mountain was a fantasy
which while flaswed promised well for
the future. But the outhor confided
that he thought it too ambitious, he

had knew the answer to the
probleas of life. Indeed The Hour of
the Thin Ox was less ambitious, though
in some weys a more sweeping story.
Nevertheless it was sclence fict-
fon, the very fact of It being a diff-
erent world was of vital importance to
the plot, as the nature of the -nrld
tock & hand. K
Fobin, 6 ts aeaa Norld; and nabre
sgain takes & hand In the culmination.

But this time there is no strange

the previous novel this was not

case. Not, Itself, any great sin.
After all, worlds must be essentially
sinilar to ours for us to understand
them. But the same failure of imegin-
ation is alsc evinced in the cast of

Ox we saw the conflict of
two cultures, where both were portray-
ed. Here, we have the o(:upnloﬂ of &
small mountaln town and

comparing this novel with its predec-
essors, Taken alone, s a well-
written, well-plotted believable jour-
neymen work. I recommend it whole-
hesrtedly es s good book which even
repays & second reading (it is good to

sympathetically and believably, and has
them do believable things, suffer
believably. He even creates s credible
s My only complaint is that the
is under-achieved
lu-udxomurun-tgu
not expect the completion of the tri-
logy next year. Certainly I am in fav-
our of thin trilogles, as this would
undoubtedly be. I fust hope that in
attempting to round up all the loose
ends and bring to fruftion the strands
of plot still dengling from two books,
the author will actuslly fulfil that
which he hes so far only promised.

FORTURE OF FEAR -
(360pp)

DEATH QUEST - LRon Hubbard (351pp)
(New Era, 1967, £10.95 each]
Reviewed by Debby Moir

LRon  Hubberd

YET ANOTHER TWO VOLUMES IN THE MISS-
fon Earth Dekalogy. | guess the best
thing that could be sald of thea Is
that there are oaly four more volumes

I an beginning to find this
oes go on rather. The sheer
inertis of starting yet another volume

is rather s drowback, especially as
there is so much to remember of what
has gone before, none of It particul-
arly i lwrlble

I found both volumes & fun
rnﬂ s 1 got started, I didn't need
to think much while reading them, a

nice change after a day st the office.

Although unfortunately
to recur

ters,

of the credit card compenies, in-
land ruvuﬂu-. to name but & few.
There is also an Incressingly mor-

bid hl:lnlllun with the seamler side
of ux. All the old cheuvinistic chest-
nuts are raked over the coals: women
really want to be raped; lesblans are
poor misguided souls who don't

As with the esrlier volumes,
characters are larger than life. Sol
Gris, the supposed narrator (as trans-
loted by the Robobrain in the Trans-
lataphone, 54 Cherlee Nine) is the
archetyps] dumb gangster boss, only
outdone in szupmey by his minfons.
Hettero Hell “all  American*
slten hero, who
falling on his

the
tan

minded professor. The Countess Krak,

as deadly as she is besut-

but apparently without an ounce

se. In fact it's a wonder

that snyone could belleve that slfens

could be a threat to mankind if they

are all like this

you are looking for escapiem

and don't mind the cheuvinism and

rother excessive length then these
books are probably worth a try.

s
iul,

- Marjorie
Kellogg with William B. Rossow
(Gollancz, 1988, 382pp, £11.95
Reviewed by Chris Barker

Bradley

THIS IS THE SECOND, CONCLUDING PART TO
Lear's Doughters, begun with The Wave
and the Flame. It is best seen as a
sclentiffc detective story with mets-
physical overtones. The source of the
is the bizarre,

and how far the native Sewl population
is correct In attributing the extremes
in westher to the battle between rival
goddesses,
on the plane!
entists seeks to solve this perplexing
85 they begln to share their
Iives with the Sew
The bire Soves WUIAE be it o
place In sn SF magazine of the 1950s.
Since then, however, we have had the
ertigon of  writer
enphasis on the sof
.na he development of resl characters
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forms the crestive backwash to this
two-part novel. Both hard end soft
sciences are well portrayed here,
bearing fruit from Kellogg's collabor-
ation with Rossow, & NASA sclentist
specialising in planetary atmospheres.

resding The of Fire 1
wes struck afresh with the sinflarity
between this novel and Mary Gentle's
Golden Witchbreed. The latter has less
emphasis on the hard sclence aspects
of the exploration of an ancient alien
civilisation; end the intent of the

is discernibly different, Kell-
ogg's is, in essence, very well done SF
mystery. But It would be easy to over—
look the thorough exploration of the
Sewls' culture and the gods who give
the overall title to the work. Without

zzle s not simply a scient-
ific rationalisation st the complete
expense of, say, the "religlous™ exper—
fence which marked the conclusion of
the first book. Gentle's Intent fsn't
so much @ resolution of & specific
mystery as an exploration both physic-
ally end metaphysicelly of an alfen
world where the ending does not re-
quire a specific answer. The problem
Kellogg and Rossow face reflects the
fact that they build up to en ultimate
revelation of the mystery they have
proposed, with the inherent denger of
producing an anti-climex. Fortunately,
due to the skill of the writing end
lhc a-uxnp-n of good characters

enmeshed in the mystery, the
-nuug does not pall.

CLOUDROCK — Garry Kilworth
(Unwin Hyman, 1988, 160pp, £11.95]
Reviewed by Paul Kincald & David V
Barrett

L WAS  ORIGINALLY  WRITTEN
while Kilworth was at University,
though It has been extensively revised

tor Lhis tirst appesrence in print.
There is no question that this is the
scouring of waste-paper baskets and
bottom drawers that some writers in—
dulge in when“running short of inspir-
atlon, this is s mature, effective work

sometines excessive length. One of the
lessons an writer learns
is just how much or how little needs
to be said to set the resder's imagin-
stion working, and in his short fiction
Kilwor th demonstraled time and

very well. By the seme tol
e can also lay the blame
nerrator's long and often repetitive
introspections at the feet of the
youthful suthor.

Ferhsps the older Kilworth might

have edited some of these longeurs to
worthwhile effect, but
done is take the freshnes:

shaped
rock rising out of the deadlands. The
two Femilies that occupy the rock, the
daytin and the nighttime
hunters, and narrow, ritualised,
matriarchal societies they have creat-
od. The litersl casting out of the un-
ted, deformed ofispring of their
institutionalised in-breeding, and the
shadowy existence of the deformed
nerrator, who escapes death only
loag es nobody acknowl his exist-

poverful sense of
er, and they work in the novel because
the mature writer has given them a
solid, realistic grounding. Each inven—
tion {s bslenced with the detail that
tells us how such a world, such a soc-
iety functions, and where it falters.
Kilworth has made the pruunu-s of
Shadow, Clay, Yellowbark the
others deep and clear enough e ta
to know that this Isn't s one-dimen—
sional s solidly

1f the plot that takes us

from the Romeo and Juliet romance
between Clay and Time 1o thé-vitgi
through the heart of the rock to the
unknown world b-lm-. to the inciptent
war between the
eventual need to work together for the
greater good, to run on rather
too predictable lines; and if the pace
sometimes faiters in the face of too
much exposition or introspection; then
the invention flags, and Kil-
worth makes it all eminently readable.
P}

1 VAS AT FIRST ASTONISHED VHEN 1
learnt that Cloudrock
unpublished novel,
rewritten. 1'd been going to say that
Garry Kilworth had at last written a
novel as good as his short storfes.
He bas long been a master of the
short stary form, but his novels have
somebow just missed being of the same
standard.  They've bad good tdess,
plots, characters, writing, but some-
thing was missing, the same indefin-
able something that made his short
stortes so good. This novel has it.
Cloudrock is a mushroom-sba

mountain, a plateau atop a pillar. Two
tribes coexist on the same land; one
bunts by day, the other night.
They acknowledge each other's exist-
ence, but otherwise ignore each other
uneasily; there is no social inter-
action.

Vith the smallness of each soc-
ey, inbreeding is to be expected; a

essity is made a virtve, and a son
rrynn; his sister or mother is seen
as keeping the blood pure. Genetic—
ally malformed babes are flung off
the edge of the rock. The tribes,

like all primitive societies, are rich
with taboos and rituals, including the
eating of the flesh of those who die
in itself is the basis for
noﬂ nml. but a complete extra
dimension is added: the whole story
1s told by the Shadow, born malformed
but not killed. He may live so long
as no-one acknowledges his existence;
he attaches himself as a silent shad-
ow to his brother, who can only show
bis affection by continuing to ignore
him. Fictionally and anthropological-
ly this is a brilliant device: the
Shadow is with the society, but mot

To outline the plot would be to
41 & good stary; suffice to say
that although some developments are
expected, many others are mot. But it
15 the characters and the examtnation
of a primitive soctety which make
this such an excellent boock — and on
reflection it makes sense that this
is a rewriting of an early work: like
some of Kilworth's early novels this
is an anthropological creation and
study, to which he bas now been able
to)Sing bis sxperianos:end. devaloped
ki1l a5 a writer. oV

THE HAMMER OF THE SUN - Micheel Scott
Rohan

[Nacdonald, 1988, 502pp, £11.95)
Reviewed by Valerie Housden

ELOF THE MASTERSMITH HAS LIVED HAPP-
ily with Kara for seven 1
fearing that he may lose her, he
utilises sll his craft to stlver
anklets that will bind her to him. At
this the sensible girl ups and leaves
hin. So sets sail with his old
friend Roc, on s Quest to find her,
which takes In icebergs and Ekwash not
to mention betrayal in the ancient,
corrupt kingdom of Kerys, and culmin-
stes in the final confrontation with
the dark forces of the Ice.

As with the previcus books the
first few pages of this novel, the
third and hopefully final volume in
The Winter of the Worid sega, seems
stilted until the reader becomes ac-
customed to Rohan's lofty style. Then
after some serial sex and yet snother
detailed description of a forging, the
story finally gets going, pausing only
for obvious padding at suitable oppor—
tunities such as the safling boat
chese through the ice floes,

The strands of plot established
in the esrlier volumes sre satisfact-
orily, and not always predictably, tied

—
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BOOK |

LORDS O TiHiE MIDDLE DARIK

The firstin Jack Chalker’s epic Rings of the Mast
series of four books is out now!
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together, although Elof's identity has

been obvious from the start. However,
I spent much of the book pcndarlng
the relevance of the title —

hanmer
only just.
are convincingly sustained,
new characters are believable —
Kerys hss a particularly nasty king,
for example. The final battle between
the forces of the Ice and the combined
ermies of Kerys and Morvanhal is en
effective climax to the trilogy. The
consequences of the action are a!
fully considered

ere are still more sppendices,
providing new information concerning
various aspects of the land and soc—
fety of Kerys, the Duergar, the Ekwash,
local flors end tauna elc. plus waps
and disgrams. Although all very inter-
esting and amusing, 1 tind it unnec-
essary and wish wrilers would keep
thelr_ background research to themsel-
ves. Tolkien hss & lot to answer for.

If you have already read The
Anvil of Ice and The Forge In the
Forest then you will probably enjoy
this. For afficionados only.

is eventually linked in, bot
The established characters
and the

LIFE DURING WARTIME - Lucius Shepard
[Grafton, 1988, 383pp, £10.95]

Reviewed by Maureen Porter & David
Hodson

LIFE DURING WARTIME 1S NOT A NOVEL
within the tightest definition of the
but rather s linked serfes of
commencing with
S0 inexplicably failed to win a Hugo
. It is about war, & war which
might so easily happen in the not-too-
distant future given the current pol-
itical state of Central America. But as
the title suggests, the war is reaily
only & backdrop, and the storfes chart
the philosophical development of David
Mingolla, s he progresses from aver-
ege solder to Psicorps, and is sent
to hunt an agent of the enemy, the
girl he has fallen in love with. It
sounds so trite, so clichéd, and yet I
doubt one will ever agsin encounter a
character with the depth ‘and richness
of Mingolla. His anger and frustration
8s he comes to understand the nature
of the war he is fighting s so well-
drawn, so powerful, the reader cannot
help but be drawn into his plight as
he tries to do what he feels s best,
torn by loyalty, love and his own
sense of justice. The journey he and
Debora make, to run away from the war,
only leeds them into its heart. And
the terrible ressons for its existence
beautifully Illustrate the stupidity
inherent in war. Shepard does not
apologise for war, nor glorify it.
Analogles will obviously be drawn with
Vietnam, but this novel is far beyond
& simple coming to terms with » war
fought twenty years ago.

But Life During Wartime, for sll
its futuristic trappings, is not sci-
ence fiction. Instesd, It is a rich and
exotic fentssy which owes more than
ittle to magic realist school.

agic and science move hand in hand.
Soldfers place their falth in rituals
and omens, in telepathy and “feeling".
Shepard writes & lush, descriptive
~prose, very much in keeping with his
setting, but always svoids going too
far. His use of imagery is startling
at times, but never less than effect-
ive. However, plotting s a little
unsteady, "RAR" and "Fire Zone Emerald®
being the strongest sections, and his
handling of ambiguity, effective in
both these sections, comes unstuck in
others, when more information would
have benefited the resder in grasping
the ressons for the war. This novel
may be & flawed masterplece, but it is
the sort of flaw which adds lustre to
the stone. P

A FEV YEARS AGO NEUROMANCER WON THE
Nebula, Hugo and Philip K. Dick Awards
and was halled as the freshest thing
to hit the SF fleld in years. It was
one of the modern Ace Specials edited
by Terry Carr, and in sll the furore
the Ace Special fssued immediately
before Neuromancer missed & lot nf
the attention it would have
other year. Green Eyes had very 5wd
reviews nost agreed
that the author, Luctus Shepard, wes a
talent to but while Gibson
became o medis star as opposed to a
promising author, Shepard quietly
churned out an amazing body of short
fiction and slowly brought his abil-
itfes under full control
Now comes Shepard's second novel,
Life During Wartime which, 1 heartily
predict, will challenge for many main-
stream fiction awards es well as
clesning up just about every SF award
in existence. Life During Wertime is
thet once in & decade, If you're lucky,
book that becomes an instant classic
and influences fiction for years after.
r the first time in years & book
that forced me to get so emotfonally
tnvolved with the characters, settings
and circunstances that I unconsciously

relationship.
reading two sections of the novel fn
megazines and having & expectation of
the power of the book to come. Nobody
could have predicted the tour de
force; nobody could have foreseen the
telent that was to develop from that
body of short fiction.

But let's not oo, carcled
suay. Shepard still hes a lot
his scenarios are starting to Wooma s
little repetitive, the theme of
.xmcmmnry man

juﬂderlng fashion. Shepard constantly
seems to be saying that we cen't trust
ourselves to use the new miracles of

science to the best of our sbilitfes
or judgement, but the way in which he
mixes various ethnic cultures with new
technologies and allows co-
exist ever more easily and peacefully
seems to contradict this view. The
main element missing from Shepard's
work s eny centre ground on which
his consclous end subconscious views
can meet, work, and come to pesce, but
it's something that cen't help but
develop in such a talented author and
this 1s only his second novel.

C
tral America caused by US economic and
political interference, or so it seems.
Both sides have been experimenting in
the use of drugs to meximise the
fighting efficlency of

er, and dis-
covers his own abilities in this area,
but cen't make hinself desert. He en-

of & more realistic,
equally complex snd fentastic, {llun-
Bt wiyle coneptraey;

Shepard gives us & reason for the
petty conflicta that have bedn taking
place around the world for decades,

All that having been sald, Life
uring Wertime is basically a love
story which exsmines why people who

have nothing, or very little, in common
come to forge the bonds they do, end
why those bonds seem to flourish fn
tines of adversity.

undoubtedly become
one of the very finest writers that
the SF fleld has ever produced, but [
don't think we'll see the best of him
for quite a few novels yet. Even then,
I'm not entirely sure that he'll be
dealing with concerns that British SF
readers will be completely sble to
sympathise with

NORSTRILIA - Cordwsfner Smith
{Gollancz, 1988, 275pp, £10.95 hardback,
£2.95 paperback]

Reviewed by L.J. Hurst

THIS BOOK HAS NEVER BEEN PUBLISHED IN
its entirety in Britain before, though
o dissected version appeared in two
volumes s The Planet Buyer and The
Underpeople. Gollancz's publicity has
that it is being issued In
their Classic SF series but the cover
nakes no mentfon of this. The table of
contents lists s biographical pege of
detail which, when you to it, is
devold of content, lscking even a pege
number. fhe biographical detail

more heard of then seen. sed
to recetve it for review becsuse 1'¢
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never seen it in any of its forms, yet
everywhere Cordwainer Smith is hailed
es an important suthor. This edition
comes with & quotation from David
Pringle's Science Fictian: The Hundred
Best Novels, which tends to sgree with
the other three sources I've consulted
"Vividly drewn and Senfar ity

... confirms tha
-:unu

fiction's

gives sbout the smy (the legality of
the hero's computer) is v end
tend to think thst his believe
Smith's originality is also wre

Most of Smith's fiction is set in
& common future — Gollsncz say they
are going to publish his other three
collections of short storfes, so the
Future History and its worlds will
become clear, aithough the main events
and some of the main charscters are
all in this novel. It's & vast ded
universe of linked worlds,
trode but split by
for instance, the
Stroon,
Norstrilia which is ruled by a hered-
itary nobility, and all tending to dec-
sdence — this fs the general back-
ground. In the particular
Norstrilia, a young man
world comes to manhood by becoming o
nililonaire and a prosthetic ESPer at
the same time. He also comes into con-
tact with the Underpecple, animals re-

n

Jotned by
trade wers over,
longevity drug

the planet

of the themes of Smith's work
of animals, Pringle points out, is rem—
iniscent of Wells' Dr Moresu, but he
doesn't point out that the whole style
of Norstrilia is very close to Alfred
Bester's 7he Sters Ny Destination, but
neither do eny of the other critics
I've consulted. Yet re-reading Bester
directly after to double-check, I'm
sure that the two works are similar. A
bizarre satire is something lhey have
in common - Stroon comes from 1000
ton mutated sheep.

1 welcome the publication of this
book, while offertng my (plrhlps 1dso-
syncratic) opinion that is not
original as it is Ryl o
be, but for those who would like lo
discover another Future History, or
tor those who like a slightly megalo-
maniac style, the sppesrance of Smith's
work could be & potentislly wonderful
mine of reading

THE AVAKENERS - Sher! S. Tepper
{Banten, 1988, 476pp, £12.95]
Revieved by Sue Thomason

THIS IS A NOVEL ABOUT AN IMMORAL REL-
iglon, founded upon an immoral eco-
systen.

It's slsc one of those books which
lounch the unprepared reader into &
strange and interesting place full of
strange, interesting people doing

interesting things -
and “explanation”
tightly interwoven, and because every-
thing in an ecosystem is dej t on
everything else, I can't tell you much
more about ft than that. I can say
that the book concerns the intersction
of humans and intelligent non-humans
on a world with two polar continents
separated by a World River (or World
Ocean), Northshore is the known land,
Southshore a rumour or 1 M

ment on Northshore fs
townspeople may travel within their

Trade sisc
moves west, cerried almost exclusively
by boat.

Auskeners of the title sre a
humen religious and theocrstic civil
service: they dress in black, live in
towers (one to every township), super—
vise the worship of Potipur, Viranel
and Abricor. They also control the un-
dead Workers by dosing them with "the
T-r- of Viranel". What the Awakeners
do, and why, s the key to un-
dnrltnndlng the way Northshore works.

Despite Initisl impressions, this
is not o fantasy, though it does con-
tain a good desl of religlous specul-
ation. It does not depend on megic or
the supernatursl (though it does con-
taln  wingmen and walking desd),
nelther does it make any overt use of
"herd science”. It's s book about the
soctety's bellefs

<

logical, even necessary,
given the ecological niche Into which
the humsn soclety must fit itself. In
fact in many ways the themes of The
Awakeners are the themes of Dune.
Landscape, ecology, planetary religious

w1 thoroughly enjoyed the
and it highly as en
absorbing puzzle-story and o thought-

ful, dramatic, well-told tale.

4

THE STKAOS PAPERS - E.P. Thompson
[Bloomsbury, 1988, 482pp, £13.951
Reviewed by Gwyneth Jones

THE PURPOSES OF SATIRE AND SF ARE
closely linked: it would be hard to

find any S completely innocent of a

secret egends. It must seem churlish

then when genre writers grumble snd

sneer st those from the wider stage

of politics or philosophy who hijack
for

thetr own high But
however spologetically, to
maintain that EP. Thompson's The

b
pers is yet another exanis
of & falled expedition, a doomed pro-
Ject that founders in muppr. ens fon
and emateurish over confidence.

An slien srrives on Earth,
crashing his shuttle beside an English
motorway. His name is Of Pas, from the
planet Oftar. The resder who deciphers
this simple code will learn that we
sre being inspected by Wisdom, whose
home is Reason. There are no surprises
in the trestment this wandering fnno-
cent receives, in his whimsical end
trenchant judgements on our “Sykotic
veys; nor in his fate when the Powers
That Be are eventuslly convinced thet
they are dealing with & genuine allen.
The grester part of the book concerns
O1 Pes's prolonged debriefing, in the
kind of establishment (a very stately

while, America and Russia
two and their tmpotent “allfes”, Japan,
for Instance, doesn't exist) deal with
the shocking reality of epproaching
allen invasion. There are no surprises
here either, and the end of the story
(aside from & code which is too emba-
rressing to mention) Is predictable

In genre terms, this is sn aston-
ishing farrago of stroclously corny
idess, from the dyspeptic word proces-
sor which epparently vomited the text
into Thompson's lsp "by timewarp", to
the hints at former visitations from
certain legendsry Oftarians, Droo Id,
Kris Ne and Bod Ha. It's also presented
- a time-honoured device - as If ft
fsn't really “fiction® at all. The
rllull!nt scrapbook of committee min-

all their suthentic horror),
"dxary entries”, “sclentific notes",
news cuttings, may sstisfy some suth-
orial need to make the utterly bizarre
idea of an alfen invasion presentable.
Buf effect 1s hardly resder-
There Is some serfous sci-

= detalled snd fairly rigorous attempt
to depict the progress of & relation-
ship between Earthling anthropologist
and allen being. But sadly the sclent-
ist (s girl-anthropologist, of course)
eventually has to take s most
unprofessional role: with some tender
pelvic-thrusting dialogue in the style
ot Cigtam Kik, fid T bardly Ut ts
mention the Instantaneous speed
which enthropologist vanishes
wife-and-mother, post-seduction ...
None of which matters very much:
la sot, cne resitees; fntmnded o
be Interesting or original SF. However
it must be intended to be effective
propeganda, but it is here that Sykeos
goes desperately wrong. We learn that
face of utter disaster the
hesvy dancers will see us sll dead and

it

this
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demned before they give up their hid-

eous posturing. All very well, though

hardly s new insight; but the problem

is that Resson reversed is no benign

Utopis. Oftar is a machine society run

by computers, a culture with no equi-
1

lings as present day Australls is for
native Australians. To be fair,

son does have a satirical rationale
for mak: the inveders hostile. In
the Oftar culture, he wishes to lam-

dangerous.
Unfortunstely the net result of this
thrifty conflation s that
finds himself felling us that the
a merchants ere r The

Other Is deadly dangerous. They will
step on us as if ve were bugs

How did EP. Thompson, tireless
campaigner for a positive future and o
habitable planet, get himself into this
illogical bind? It is extraordinary fin
the work of & peace activist to find
thet the only mention of grass-roots
political sction is s brief contempt-
vous dismissal of some ill-informed
"Greenhan Women®. Otherwise the people
are stlent. We, the readers, are
no alternstive but to identify with
those “In the know", the officer corps,
and join the writer in hopeless mourn-
ing for the beloved England of horses
and cats, roses and lilies, loyal
servants, gracious ladies and
intelligent, blue-eyed army off

Is' this mn fsldarts bitter end
despairing dismissel of the peace
movement and, by inference, the human

race? 1 think not, for there Is after
all that cods, and he tr
days"

ts his “last
sentinental puppets
affection.

characters,

in any serfous
gulse. What we have here is the nost-
algia of & generation which, becsuse
1t has no other youth, cannot do other
then dresm of the cameraderfe, the
coursge, the clarity of totsl wer; and
sbove all the emotional luxury of
unifying enemy (cf "The Lucky Strike",
KS. Robinson). 1 suspect Thompson Is
well sware of this effect. I suspect
he feels he paid for the self-indul-
B8 by ity Wla (ala . douo it

ending, and thet the bad logic, for ail
serfous . thus forced on his
first contact scensrfo doesn't matter
because this is “only science fiction".
But it does matter. The future has no
existnce bat & cur tmegioetions: wnd

imaginary surrender s uncomfort-
iy chome to the real ife vind.

T8 shorter version of this revies appeared in
The Mew Statessss, week ending 3 June 1988)

X=X=X¥
AT\ AT 4T,

TJACKARGO - Cynthis Voigt
[Collins, 1988, 284pp, £4.95)
Reviewed by Meureen Porter

CYNTHIA
erable
fiction

VOIGT HAS GARNERED A CONSID-
reputation ss & writer of
for teensgers, and has now
turned her hand to tentssy with
Jackaroo.

It's & slow-moving tale, much
tine being devoted to describing the
feudal soclety in which Guyn, the
heroine, iives. The common pecple lead
& hard life, reltant on the grudging
bounty of the Lords, at the mercy of

tewsrds who organised the dist-
ribution of it's a cruel world,
and Itfe comes very cheap. In their
discontent, the people talk sbout
Jackaroo, old-time outlaw who
helped the destitute. Gwyn is s prac-
tical girl with no time for tales, but
she is also thoughtful and comes to
appreciate the divisions between the
people the Lords. Atler being
forced to take refuge tor lhe winter
in 8 cottege with s Lord's son, she
comes to realise that are not
unlike

assume the role of Jackarco,
dress the injustice, only to find she
is not the only person sssuming that
1dentity.

Voigt paints a strong snd vivid

soclety has allotted her,
is unwilling to take on. The laws
demand thel she either marry or dec-
lere her wish to unwed, that
her brother take on ownership of the
inn arter her father's death, slthough
it is she who would run it. The only
way to live &s she wishes is through
rejection by her own society.

to admit that my tirst
this novel leit me unim-
prused but ft's ltke o bomb on a
slow fuse. 1 couldn't stop thinking
about 1t, and 3 second reading proved
that it is s fine novel, & well
rounded tantasy, and & telling comment
on the predicament of young women in
o restrictive culture.

AMBIENT - Jack Womack
{Unwin, 1988, 259pp, £10.95]
Reviewed by Mandy Gunn!

THERE IS A SONG WHICH APPEALS 10
Texan ears: "Send me to Hell or m

York City, 1t'd be 'bout the same to
me". Womack, & native of Kentucky, rei—
lects the same sentiments in his Iirst
novel, set in & tuture New York ruled
by o post-industrial overclass with
the right to do snything, but anything,

The rich-raff pey
few employed — the to make
sure the evil s done on & grand
scale. The undercless is just as
brutsl, meking New York the grotesque
urban wet dream that Ma and Pa have
aluays known it to be.

The story Is told by Seamus, &
crackerjack rent-a-pig, in & mixture of
bestard English and tortured Spanist.
The torture

getting the hang of Spanglish, is
Jerringly confronted with more normal
speech. Or worse yet, stumbles scross
the definition of 8 word she fatled to
decode 30 pages earlfer.

But there Is the
suthor's medness: the shifting styles
of speech indicete social strata, and
the different spher:

opening scenes he
mean streets in a fast car, slicing up
anyone the boss doesn't like. The plot
is simpler than the language and et
o5 retreshing as & TV chase
Seamis 13 o hancmen uith s hesrt,
He's got s bad case of loveslust for
Avalon, s macha hombresse (my Spang—
lish for butch girD in the sado-erotic
gear that her sideline as murderous
roller derby queen demands. What a
surprise that she instantly turns out
to be s soppy for Sesmus as he is
for her. From here the plot keeps to
its Post-1t sized dimensions ss boy
gets girl, loses yirl, end gets girl
ogain while making obvious down-stage
asides that explain Womack’s viston of
New fork.
don't mind characters lusting
after each other but this looks like
gratuitous sentimentality. The

head-
jus:

busting tart with s heart is
plain old Bonnte — this time starring
with & gun-weary cyber-Clyde. The

masculine chick is the fantasy girl of
the new masculine chic.

Some readers will like Womack's
burlesque vision of a future America
dhece. tha olen axtaliad victiss of &
ssez-(aire economy are the source

unrelieved depravity. Those
like whacko sub-cults wiil admire the
Ambfents, & marginal but thriving
bunch of cyber-nerds hacking at limbs
and other dangly bits in a disco-style
carnivorfun.

But again sentimentality strikes.
The Amblents are quite nice — kind
>f spiritual, resily — and are on the
serge of ushering in an androgynous
jodhead to redeen the earih. e
nero's smbient sister loves her kid
brotbar ibut darest bug bin. for: o
nails in neck. If suthors who
apply more ol oy wicwa fanths, ko
Hollywood tormulae appeal to you, then
Ambjent's lack of developed characters
and omission of & plot will not

iistract you.
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THE ULTIMATE COMICS, SCIENCE FICTION, FANTASY AND HORROR BOOKSHOP.

FORBIDDEN

PLANET
BT LONDON

71 NEw OXFORD STREET, LONDONWLC 1A 1DG.
TEL:O01-8364179 ANDO1-379 6042

Forbidden Planet celebrates its
tenth birthday by opening its biggest
? q and best ever store in the centre

of London.

The twin worlds of FP1 and FP2
collide to make the planet's most
famous comics, science fictionand
fantasy shop into the world's largest!

With two brand new spacious floors

in New Oxford Street we can provide
more room, more stock and a far
greater service than ever before!

THE NEW FORBIDDEN PLANET
~— BEYOND THE LIMITS OF
YOUR IMAGINATION!
Also now open
FORBIDDEN PLANET
Cambridge?

BT CAMBRIDGE

60 BURLEIGH STREET, CAMBRIDGE CB1 1D

FORBIDDEN PLANET SHOPS ARE ALSO AT:
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