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New Roses - An Editorial by Kev McVeigh

“The history of British Science Fiction in the 80s, is more than
just the history of Interzone.” - David S Garnett, New Worids.

Viewed from some directions you could be forgiven for minking otherwise. If you were an aspiring
novelist, for example.The last generation, if it can be called a generation, of British SF writers - Robert
Holdstock, Christopher Evans, Stuart Gordon, Joy Chant, Garry Kilworth, Gwyneth Jones, and (possibly)
Mary Gentle, Colin Greenland and Geoff ( who may all be associated with that group although
their main ﬂowenng came later) all pre-date Interzone.Since then, or at least in the late 80s who has
emerged? lan McDonald (via the US), lain Banks (via the literary Storm Ci

that, it would appear, is it. Excepting the odd one-hit wonder.
Meanwhile in the US, authors Iuke Pat Murphy, Lucius Shepard Rlehard Grant, Steve Erickson, Paul
Zindell, Karen Joy Fowler, Terry Bisson, Patricia

Dunn, Nancy Kress, Judith Moffett, Lois "McMaster Bu}old Jad( McDevm ‘and as as many more were making
considerable reputations. In Britain, Interzone and a handful of anthologies were still fargely dominated

The first ripples of change came around Interzone 20, with first stories by the likes of Eric Brown,
Chanes Strossmanﬁd Nicola anﬁlh Wlthm 18 months Paul y and Kim were
as irst

At the same time, perhaps nnsptred by these successes, and certainly fired by the period of apparent
Img1natmn that Interzone passed throus the small press began to rise. As many of the new young

ors in Britain came through Worgu Auguries, BBR al as via Interzone.So, as Interzone
rallied from its creative lows, British SF is rising again.
This issue of Vector sees an interview with Sue Thomas, whose excellent first novel, Corres-
pondence, was published this year. Simon Ings post-modern techno-thriller Hot Head is another
exciting debut, and | hear that Charles Stross (Scratch Monkey), Nicola Griffith (Ammonite), Alison
Sinclair(Homecoming) and at least three other authord have first novels due shos
This isn't a movement as such, some of these authors have collaborated (Ings and Stross for example)
others developed on their own (Graham Joyce, Jenny Jones). Some workshop t others use non-
writers or non-genre writers as their sounding boards. However there is a sense of break‘hmugh amongsl
those writers who are aware of the professional field, and the next wave are gaining an infectious
urgancgd It surely wont be long before Chris Amies, Molly Brown, Mike O'Driscoll or noe of a dozen others
is sign
There dcesn't yet, appear to be a e to label this group with. This isn't cyberpunk. These writers are
covering all the bases - Hard SF (Stephen Baxter), Fantasy (Sinclair), vibrant Punk Modernism (Sue
Thomas, Nicola Griffith), space opera with an edge (Simon Ings) and, to lift Paul Di filippo's term
ribofunk(Richard Calder).
Richard Calder has already been the subject of an article in SF Eye, several others were subjects of
Simon Ing's “Flabby Engineering” critique in er (and despite the misunderstandings | had with
Simon, | stand by that as one of the best things we've published in Vector). Michael Cobley has neatly if

too wickedly Baxter in So the critics are taking note. These

writers have faults, but they are also damn good, with the passion of youth to sustain them. There's going
to be some great reading in the next year or so, and I'm looking forward to all of it.

Editorial Comments by Catie Cary

This issue sees the start of a new column by Steve Palmer, it will be examining books on popular science
subjects and media . He kicks off with a look at the recent television programs
about Stephen Hawking. The first fnulgm appears on page 17.

Some of you will know that a further new feature was planned for this issue. Provisionally titled “Read
This” , it wlll consist of a series of short articles recommending books or series of books. | already have a
number of fascinating articles in hand, but ran out of time and space. The first of these articles should
no\zelappear in the next issue. If you feel that you would like to contribute, please write to me for
quidelines.

We were all saddened by the recent death of Isaac Asimov, I'm pleased to bring you two excellent
articles cuneermng his career. Norman Beswick, the author of the first is another new contributor to
Vector. Pleas forgive the i

“Asimov is the great sandworm of science fiction, tunnelling
under its arid places. And the critic’s job remains that of a
small termite, tunnelling under Asimov”
Brian W Aldiss with David Wingrove Trillion Year Spree
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Letters

Please send all letters of
comment to:

Vector

224 Southway,
Park Barn,
Guildford,
Surrey,

GU2 6DN

Jon Wallace's ‘review of my young adult’s
novel The Drowners (Veclor 166) was_the
second to mention that, set in
carly nineteenth century Enﬂ o, the scepuros
in the book are metric. In fact I was brought up
with imperial _measurements  and _ nalurally
The Drowners, but it is the
policy of Metbuea (aad 1| believe most
[hes of chidrea's fiction) 1 change imperial
‘metric. at pecul
a the’ original,

at the request

1 body, insist that youngsters will

become confused if faced with imperial meas-

urements at a time when they are_engrossed in

leamning metric measurements. The Drown-
ers was shortlisted for

and the Library Association’s Camegie Medl
so_there_appears 1o bc universal mrum
this amongst who deal directly
with the young.

Garry

Rochford, Essex

April Fool

Fram Ken Lake

fector 166 is a good mixture with plenty

of it snmcnmg information and ideas, but |
am sorry Gillian Rooke let the side down so.

1 have mly a sustained, vitupc-

raive, onc-sidod rant ia these pages. The fist

d

Natare, and she

outdated and’ juvenile

basic biclogy a5 if fopanting nows, of great
orth.

In the second half, she turns to pornography
for her kicks. Dragging in one-handed reads, my
lady's candle and no end of other imelevances,
she stands revealed - at m in effigy - as a

books of
1991 mentioned by 3 scinilai of our
reviewers o be enthralling reading, | fecl the
Tovtine would bave. benches ‘reatly trom one
simple addition,

an_we nol have a complete listing of the
selected titles, ranged ing 10 the number

votes they received? It might not prove
anything, but it would make it far easier for us
all to check our lists and order

own loathing or al best disdain is quitc

imclevant: 28 reviewers must, by the law of
averages, provide us with a reliable all-round
guide o interesting reading.

Ken Lake

London

Nature

From Andy Robertson

Just_a note, with reference to Ken Lake's
letier _in  Vector Gi Rooke’s.

teply in Vecter 166
‘or the information of any BSFA member
who is intcresicd, the article on which Ken
Lake based his original letier about tema
lomung can be found m the August 8 1991 issue
of Nature. The which Gillian brought
upi dealt it on he i (’ylgc of this article.
ind readers: Gillian ‘pointed out hat

phan can't there is already some

Correct. But phnls can grow with ves
{00 cxygea fadeed (bown io shoat ome , fiticth
of an atmosphere), can possibly be

engincered 1o grow with less than a tenth of
this. Singlecelled al

dioxide, and _coul
Incidentally, the article was about lerraforming
Mars, not temaforming _extrasolar plancts, and
Mars' docs not have cither a reducing or an
oxidising atmosphere at the moment, but one
up mostly of carbon dioxide with a little

ni
T don't want 10 be picky, but | o hink Gil
was needlessly rude fo Ken, as carcless
e e e mdex for
Natare for 1991 would have poinied her
ol ek Howercr oa’ e past of the
st of her eticr, she usually takes some care lo
ind things out before she puts pen to and
T be. Mot i resding ber poomioms pioce
about the Burgess Shale.
rtson

Lewes, Sussex

Disquieting
From Jim England

71, were o wil lo Vectar saying that i
an™ | the

readers would desces
bricks. But substitule the word ‘‘men” for
“blacks” in the above wording and you have
exactly what some Czech feminist writer says
on pl4 of Vector 166. How can such women
fal o see (or care) that <uch inflammatory and
sexist remarks serve ncithes men nor women?
e are good. bad. sxup»dandl-zyvmvkm

she has been a medical student. ‘Al the
scenes are juicily performed” but in some other
film thers is “pol quitc caough blood for the

genuine horror fan”. | am aware that medical
Sodeats wc wquied 1o a_ specially
unsqueamish kind  of Bul Liz_ comes
across as a person in_this,
:bwv::ndbcymdikcalloldu'z‘lndldldm
much want o bear about it Ferbape s the

P, Sucly and
mummvﬂy aren’t whal Ih: yunng aspire 1o

nowadays?
PS: Since when have writers been allowed 1o
review their own books in Veclor? | refer
(okingly)of course so Dan Simmons on p21. Who
Yol revicwee? Catic Cary

Hand it to Him
From Steve Palmer

I found many of ER James’s ideas in *“Shake
the Invisible Hand” bizarre, to put it mildly.
first_oddity was **Capilalist Organisation..
appears 1o work.” Appears to? This is cither an
admission that it docs not, or a confession of
scej

apitalism may feed us in Britain, evea

land and the land of forcign countrics, surcly
that is the most compulsive argument for a new
cconomic system? And I find the idea of no
symphonies  existing except  within _capitalist
organisation  highly dubious; capitalism has
existed only for a few centuri at of the
reams of music writien before it arose

As for the ““fat generated 1mhumuxly") by the
Market”, these cnormous sums “‘being given to
the less fortanale poopic, what of the  sull
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farger sums that thse less fortunaic people have
10 repay to the West? No mention of that. No
mention_of _ exploitation upheaval
cacept in a0 admission hat city slums appear

thanks lo the Market not being perfcct. All that
VC ¢

becoming sophisticated and noticed. Clplmlum
contains the sceds of its own destruction.

The Invisible Hand may be feeding and
entertaining an increasing number of people,
cosy people in cosy countries like America, bul
elsewhere a far larger number of people cxpand:

ing al a far larger mic arc being cxplo
shamelessly. equale  Organisation  with
‘apital oo .nmuon, or with the Market, is
10 have tunnel vision.

Steve Palmer

Lauton

Choice

From Peter Tennant

Ui was iniriguing 10 rcad Reviewers' Choice.

As ever there was 1o clear winncr”, athough 3

more frequency than

omers” (B (Banks, McDonald, Waldrop, Simmons,

). I'm not surc what, if any

o e o T this, other than that Vector's

reviewers form a broad church, which is as it
should be.

I've long cojoyed Angela Carer's wok and
her death was a

s

t on a pe Td “knowa oaly

 writing until now.
I iccently read of Isaac Asimov’s death, and
although | no longer enjoy his books, for old
times sake T an obituarist can be found o
serve the dear Doctor as well,

R James deprecating his own cducation in
‘Shake The Invisible Hand sounds rather like
Mark Anthony before the daggers came out

could’t agree with him morc regarding. ihe
benefits of a mixed diet, but he scems to_ have
missed the point of Sietlings picce. Organ-

eificient organisation is that of the anthill.
Personally 1 think
danger,

misrpresent the fits, T can omly
add 0 a misunderstanding and

fot a dchhcnln attempt to make Ken look bad.
rry Ke

l’eu:' ‘Tennant
Thetford

Scratch My Back
From Philip Muldowney

rumour true? Are the BSFA going 10

that minute

point_whea

5 that

[0 doviat = g o 1o your epcsight. Ja

amount of information one wants to impart, and

i readable is_one

ed in Vector. Perhaps

in relation to

Inferno may well you  the

money to put a few o Yector At the

mamucat it sty oY do Wik 8 Jot mowe

Apart from moans_about typefaces though, [
el Verkas vty mumng One can

imagine that question

n

“Name six. pomographic SF novels”s afier the

Farmer and the Delany, the mind strug .

Now perhaps that would be an i
ion for Matrix. SF has

never combined the clements very well. Thes
again, of coursc, definc your erms,

standard “‘d-prave and cormupt’ is such a
ncbulous thing in today's socicly that the state

terms of the writien word it is left 1o a
spacc somewhere in mid air. This is cvident in
the wholc typhoon in 2 teacep thal has 3ppearcd
in Vector over the past few issues. What is

bl B many p-lhw:ys. but
vill et viokence go by the by. If here is
anything that has changed over the past tweaty
or thirty years, it is the amount of violence that

Whi the

there is in society now. theories
eff y may be debateable, the
fact of cver-spiralling mayhem in_ Westen
society is_ self-cvident for

arc young, so naturally the
commercial film makers go where the money
vast majority of films out of

dinner. When is a paperback not a paperback?
wse you certily review 3 faity high
proportion of paperbacks in Vector.
the  Buidelines for a paperback wvon &
Paperback Iafern?

8L, cxp:nded review  scction g;
Comersie cforts appear all aver the place, ‘nd

the scatiorgin cfft diminihes. ther inpact
i published boods when and where,

cool, clear image is the one that will probably

me longer. It is the rarc SF writer that
news space on the front page, and full-
page sized obituarics in the scrious papers. Bul
then, Asimov was unique.

The only comment that nceds 1o be made
about Siephen King’s films is the exceptional
mediocrity of most of the work on screen. Ain't
just my_opinion, cithr. Perhaps Sicphen King
has some sort of cursc.

Vow vk very variable and overly

dlsmua!ollwoboobmlwomngﬂphs i he
is going 10 go 1o this little trouble, why bother?

Your review section needs more room! Anyway,

thanks for Vector; | hope to scc more.
Philip Muldowney,
Plymouth

Crumbs! Well to answer just a
few points at random:

® The Dan Simmons Review - the
fault was mlne but not the review.
to

Phul Kincaid.

anticipation of the mergemg of the
magazines in October. 1 hope that

and
will become a thing of the past

® Maureen Speller will be
ﬂmmg the team as

lagazine Rev:ews Editor  with
effect from Vector 169 (Oct/Nov).
| hope to have an article from her
next issue laying out her plans.

@® Oh and the 7 point typeface
for the letters page was an
experiment (failed, clearly failed)
that will not be repeated.
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Being_Unfair to
AS|mov

Norman
Beswick

Artwork by Claire Willoughby

Sometimes, for clarity, one needs o be
dcllbenlcly unfair. | actually suspect that
’s contribution to SF will be
seen to have been both formative and
substantial, in quality as well as quantity.
Certainly 1 thought so as an admiring
schoolboy in the forties, nading the
stories then appearing in

But time showed a clear case for the
prosecution. Asimov’s best SF was the
prisoner of its virtues: that slick, terse,
knowing style; those glib stories building
to a punchline; that all-too-casy optimism
propped up by plotlines manipulated to
avoid difficult questions.

Asimov’s was the SF of scientism. He
rejoiced in science because it had ‘‘ans-
wers”, and his storics tend to sidestep
ascas of human life to which those

“‘answers’”” were irrelevant. Behind  his
kindly, cgotistic, rationalist pcrsolu was a
curious failure to treat his characters as
fully rounded, not always merely rational,
human beings; his tales, all twisted plots
and cardboard people, make him the Agatha
Christie of SF. His was a fiction with often
a galactic setting, but it could never admit,
or cope with tragedy.

Had he been a common hack, this
wouldn’t have been a problem. Most pulp
SF, indeed most pulp fiction of any kind,
has preciscly these characteristics. But he
wasn’t a common hack. His clear prose at
its best forces the words to work for their
keep, even when the tale has only moderate
things to say. Asimov images echo in the
memories of gencrations of readers: time
as a sort of corridor or liftshaft with cen-
turics leading off and Technicians popping
in and out tidying them up; robots blame-
lessly acting out the logic of their
programming; Hari Seldon’s calculator pad,
plotting the galactic futurc over millenia;
the reality of the stars marvellously
revealed at nightfall. (Campbell the editor
was involved in the planning of some of
these, but Asimov the writer brought them
alive for us.)

Of course it needed to be done, shifting
the genre away from banal technophilia and
space westerns. Asimov made a pulp
fiction that dealt neatly and competently
with interesting ideas and visions. His
opinions were humane (not all of his
contemporarics  shared them). But the
limitations werc real. He was good at
showing how a scientist would tackle a
problem, but many of his storylines arose
storical and  sociological
rather than from new

cnnﬁc

imaginative roots were in an carlicr
scientific  worldview, embodied in |hc
images and concepts of science fi
he found it and, in later years, trends wuhm
science itself were exposing many of
them. One wonders how it was that the
creative talent of so gifted a scientific
expositor missed the excitement of what
was cmerging in real science, ideas that

already didn’t fit the commonsense ration-
alism of his stories. General and special
relativity theory, quantum indeterminism,
Heisenberg uncertainty were all decades old
when he began writing; yet he wrote about
galactic empires and space traders, as if
space and time had not been shown to be
radically, excitingly different from how we
(and he) imagined them. Decades later,
chaos mathematics with all its unpre-
dlc!ablc Varlcl’y made the likelihood that

“psychohistory””  could forecast human
behaviour across an cntire galaxy for thirty
thousand or cven onc thousand years look
even less than it scemed in 1942,

And once you know that the science is
dated or implausible (I ask, totally unfairly),
what is left? Don’t answer that most SF
writers were making similar mistakes:
Asimov, from the start, was moving into
Icadership placing.

It made sense, if you were Asimov and
being edited by Campbell, to write about

rather than people, and to begin at
once constraining them within the
limits of the Three Laws. Robots as created
pseudo-people can be neatly tidied up,
leaving out all the inconvenient
lications of personality. The term *‘posi-
tronic brain” has a scientific ring to it
without any actual justification, and the rest
is logic. The stories entertain, and some-
times comment shrewdly on human
motivation; occasionally (as in *‘Liar!”
have gentle glimpses of raw fecling. The
problem for readers after a while is that his
human characters scem only slightly more
complicated than their mechanical counter-
parts, reminding one of the husband in
Christopher Fry’s play whose voice:

There is a reductionist flavour in these
tales; they succeed omly by limiting.
Reading Asimov at_length, one starts to

id

realities that might have complicated his
plotline: like epic heroism, poetic imag-
ination, the tangle of mixed motives and
emotions that resolve into (sormy to
mention it) love.

Unfair? | said so, didn’t I, right at the
start?

If the robot stories are of tidied up
humans, you might cxpect Asimov
to want to tidy up human
socicty. Asimov (one of the many nice
things about him) exhibited genuine social
concern. Hari Seldon in ‘oundation
volumes doesn’t attempt the impossible:
for most of the series (it’s nine stories, not
really a trilogy) his social engincering is
““only” to restore a galactic empire, reducing
the period of barbaric interregnum from

thirty thousand yecars to a mere one
thousand. What he actually does, apart from
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establishing two foundations at opposite “‘ends™ of
the galaxy, is never entirely clear, but we are repeatedly
told of his “‘science of psychohistory”” by which he
computes probabilities (see my comment above).

Here is a secret manipulator, the spectre haunting the
galaxy, a mixture of Marxism (whose habit of

their niche. And meanwhile, what about those people
whose lives were actually better in Eternity’s altered
realities? How does one quantify such variables?

The End of is a fable about social
engineering, but an unexamined fable. If we didn’t try to
|mprm: human soc-cly. we would have no law, no

supposed  analysis  p
Toynbee’s Decline of the West, and the llluminati
as conceived by conspiracy-theorists. But Dr Seldon is
presented as a goodic, a benevolent Nostradamus who
not only made prophecics but rigged the conditions for
their success. Galactic Empirc must be restored (it
scems) as the only way to stamp out war. “*Violence is
the last refuge of the incompetent”, says Salvor
Hardin, and the aphorism scts a tone throughout many
of the succeeding pages - till the chance mutation of the
Mule threatens to upset the entire conspiracy.
One respects Asimov for attempting an absorbing
opera without the glorified supertech violence of
(say) EE *“Doc’* Smith and his appalling Lensmen. Even
so, he faltered in his task: the Second Foundation
deliberately manoeuvres the Mule into attacking
Tazenda, knowing he will wipe out the entire pop-
ulation - not very non-violent. The Mule, of course,
could by definition not have been predicted by Seldon,
bulmeSocnndmedamnwhlscrumn and his
its modes

and its ruthless behavioural predisposition.

Hypnosis and mind-control without consent are
violations of human dignity, whoever performs them.
Arkady Darell belicves she is acting freely, but in fact
like many other she has been *“controlled” all along by
Sccond Foundation programming. It all seems very

ilar to the working methods of the Mule, and very
different from the gentle mathematical computations
of our Hari. By the end of the third volume, the

me is back on course, but Seldon’s ‘‘science™
is virtually replaced by the machinations of Second
Foundationists, who will steer the galaxy towards a
Second Coming of Empire - governed in secret by *
readymade ruling class” of gloating psychologists.
Peace: but at what price (o true humanity?

And that's a comment not in the least unfair. The
simple pleasure Asimov communicates in the gee-
whizz successes of the carlier Foundation stories
becomes increasingly distasteful in later pages. One
remembers his comment on Anacreon:

““For it is the chief characteristic of the religion of
science, that it works....""

And is that all? Asimov’s fiction is not one in
which failure can be contemplated; thus, in Found-

and Empire, when Bel Riose is defeated and
imprisoned, he vanishes at once from the story
without even a dignified final statement, the author
abruptly switching attention to subsidiary characters.
The hnmumy of the narrative is diminished by such a

, a dedicated group called
the Eternals travel upwhen and downwhen discreetly
studying the centurics and ‘‘improving”’ them with
computed reality- changes. Their activity so domest-
iciscs human aspiration that space-travel drops off the
agenda. It is taken for granted that this is deplorable,
and so it doubtless is, but (for Asimov and pulp SF)
the reason for deploring this nonAevclopmcm of
spacc travel is a question of winning: by the time
humankind actually gets out to the stars, other species
will already be there before us. But supposc they're
there already anyhow? Life isn’t only about species
who win by being first arivals; latecomers often find

no politics. The sin
01 me Eternals, snr:ly, was that they tried to *‘improve’”

society in [secret]; they couldn’t be opposed because
their very cxistence was unknown. The right to decide
(and to participate when groups decide) is inalicnable:
and you can tell that to the Second Foundationists, too.

If 1 was being fair (but I told you I'm not), I would add
a note about the marvellous images that still stay in the
mind: the unmoving kettles that carry the Etcrnals up-
and downwhen; the lament of Computer Twissell about
his paraplegic son who was “‘still out there in the ap-
propriatc portion of the Century”. But I'd have to add
that linked to it is an adolescent fantasy: a batchelor not
very good with girls and defensively suppressing his
interest in them has an absolute corker come from the
Hidden Centuries, Just For Him. The seduction scene is
only believable if you don’t think into it, and the same
goes for their relationship thercafter. A writers’ work-
shop might set as an impossible assignment: ‘‘Des-
cribe their life together in 1932 after Eternity has ended”".

One could go on like this for many morc pages. The
SF detective novels Caves of Steel and The Naked
Sun continue themes from the robot short stories and
allow Asimov to make decent liberal points about
racial tolerance and city living. But despite much clever-
ness the emotional range is still constricted, and
Asimov continues an irritating tendency to keep the
reader unnecessarily in the dark and than astonish him.
Other famous stories and novels call for similar
comment.

The Gods Themselves is something of an
exception, making onc wish that Asimov could have
been persuaded out of the Campbell mode to experiment
more often. It contains a brilliant (if still rather
anthropomorphic) account of alien beings in a parallel
universe (their three-person *‘melding”” in sexual union
is marvellously described), and the entire structure
depends upon a scientific idea, to a degree unusual in his
novels. The social concern is prominent, and well
handled, and if only the three sections had hung better
together this would have been a triumphant success.

Asimov became increasingly  involved  with  the
mass production of skilfully written nonfiction popular
science books, many of them admirable. Sadly, the last
novels continued the weaknesses of their pre-
decessors, but at greater, often ponderous, length. The
flair had gone, the style had become slack, and
meanwhile the genre had moved on without him.

I said 1 was being unfair, and in that 1 think | have
succeeded. Much of this, in the minds of many people,
is the case not only against Asimov but against golden
age SF itself. He wrote a fiction that introduced SF ideas
to a huge mass audience; it was brilliant, literate, clever,
often humane, always alert for the unexpected. But after
a while you wanted him to probe more deeply, take
more risks, widen his range, drop his routines, use
more recent science, admit anger and despair
passion: and he didn’t want to. How successful later
writers are being in taking SF beyond his chosen
limitations is another matter, and perhaps, for
someone, another article

But now | must put all those books back on the
shelves again. Having said what had o be said, I wish
1 didn’t love them all so much!
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Asimov

A Man and his Work

By
Leslie J Hurst

Artwork by Claire Willoughby

In the end Asimov went for quantity.
have not seen any final figures but it looks
likely that nearly five hundred titles will
have been published under his name at the
time of his death on 6th April. Unfortun-
ately for the bibliophile, many of that last
hundred will be new collections of old
material (or even worse in the case of
material said to be edited by him, actually
ghost-edited), as if Asimov wanted the
credit without the cffort, though all his
previous efforts demanded recognition.

Brian Aldiss has compared Asimov to
HG Wells - both prolific SF novelists who
were also scientifically trained and major
producers of popular science books; like
Wells, Asimov has contributed to the
atmospherc  which  has  allowed  other
popularisers of science to become well
known. Wells had peers like Haldane,
Julian Huxley and James Jeans, and
Asimov had Stephen Jay Gould, Stephen
Hawking and Douglas Hofstadter, among
others. Ycl 1 doubt if the people who leave

History of on their
coffee tables had previously bought The
New Intelligent Man's Guide to
Science, or any other of Asimov’s science
guides. Asimov was a pathfinder - nonc of
his books made a loss, but I get the
impression that other writers have made
the big bucks.

Asimov was born in 1920, and trained as
a scientist (interrupted by war service),
going through the educational mill. He
received his PhD in  chemistry
Columbia University in New York City in
1948, and then went to teach biochemistry
at Boston University School of Medicine.
In 1957, he gave up teaching, though he kept
the honorary title of Professor, and wrote
full time. He had published twenty-four
books when he turned professional, but
only six of them were non-fiction.

Of course, that is not an accurate account
of Asimov’s carly carccr - he may have
published only twenty-four books, but he
had written the material for many more
and, if his name was not on everybody’s
lips as it was at the time of his death, he
was famous internationally. He had been
writing and publishing ~since he was
eighteen.

Asimov apparently wrotc casily, though
in his carly days he lacked ideas for
storics. He began reading science fiction
carly - his father (who had emigrated from
Russia to avoid the anti-Jewish pogroms)
ran a drug store, and would not allow Isaac
to read rubbish, but allowed him to read SF
pulps because his English was not good
enough to realise that a science fiction
magazine is not an cducational science
magazine. At the age of eighteen, Asimov
wrote threc short stories and submitted
them to second and
third were accepted. John W Campbell, the
editor, took Asimov under his wing, as he
did with many other of his contributors,
fccdmg him with ideas and creative
sm. Asimov, while still going
lhmugh college, became a writer for the

pulps, making one cent a word. You can
understand why he did not immediately
give up his day job.

Without Campbell, Asimov would not
have becn the writer he was. Campbell
gave him the themes for siories
““Nightfall”, for instance - while in M)K:v
mscs.mchslhc‘l‘hmchwsn(kobm
these arose out of the long discussion
Campbell liked to have with his authors
(as both were in New York, they could meet
relatively casily). Campbell also identified
the decline and fall of the Roman Empire
and its subject nations as a paradigm for all
future history.

On the other hand, Asimov must always
have felt the new-ish world of SF to be of
value. No matter how well you think he
succeeded in handling the subjects, he took
wo and made them important: the
implications of automation in _his _robot
stories, and the hy of history in
the Foundation stories. He handled other
themes as well, of course, and some things
he never really touched - space journeys,
alien cultures, bug-eyed monsters, supermen
- yet no other author of the period managed
to identify some major elements so well.

As Eisenhower replaced Truman, the
economics of publishing changed. The
pulps disa became

1950, Asimov published his
his first book - Pebble in

the trilogy. In 1952, he started his series of
juvenile novels about Lucky Starr, the Space
Ranger, as well as putting out his first text
book. From then on he never published
less than two books a year, and two-book
years were exceptional.

Asimov’s decision to abandon academia
in 1957 coincided with another major event:
on 2nd October, the first artificial satellite,
Sputnik 1, was launched. Asimov decided
that all his cfforts must be spent on
educational writing. He did not publish
another novel untii The Gods -
selves in 1972.

About the economic level of his success,
1 am not surc. Asimov wrote that every-
thing he produced was published, although
he sometimes had problems with pub-
lishers” editors (he took the title to the
editor with whom he had first discussed
the idea, cven if the editor had changed com-
panies or had had periods of unemploy-
ment). On the other hand, in 1966 he engaged
in the hackwork of producing the novel-
isation of the film Fantastic Voyage,
which might suggest that he needed the
money.

In the 1970s, he returned to writing some
fiction, and some of his short stories tied
up with themes from the '40s - the 1977
story ‘The Bicentennial Man’ is a robot
story, for instance. Isaac Asimov’s Science
Fiction Magazine began to appear as well,
though Asimov had little to do with the
running of the magazine.
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Then in the early ’80s Asimov began on
another path - science fiction novels of
bestseller/blockbuster size, and they did hit

e bestseller lists. The first was Found-
ation’s Edge, in 1982. The new mam-
moths followed his two themes - the
Foundation story, and his cop-robot novels
- and even attempted to merge the two, even
though for forty years they appeared to be
separate worlds. He also managed to pick
up something from a new fashion in
science - zeroth as an ordinal number, and
gave us a Zeroth Law of Robotics.

If we ever get sentient robots or com-
puters capable of manipulation, it would be
sensible to try and build the three Laws
into them. Yet Asimov never saw that it
was computers that would become impor-
tant long before robot-like machinery.
Equally, he mever saw the significance of
the decline of the British Empire, which
began in his teens, or of the Soviet Empire,
which lived and died in his lifetime. If
science fiction is such a valuable thought
tool, should not ome of its leading
practitioners have been able to use it in
some of these areas?

Sometime ago, I reviewed Robot
Dreams, a collection of old stories with
new rather inappropriate illustratior 1
posed a question then that I think is still
valid. I wrote:

“A lot of Asimov’s alternate
presents and most is futures
think  of it, pretty

overcrowded, run by
bureaucrats, controlled by
crude computers;  hi:
harsh and  restricting, and  even
after  the  frontiers have  been
opened, the life on the new worlds
is no better than on the old. How

after reading this book or noticing
the clash between the illustrations
and the text, I dom’t know. But I

would  hope that some  would.
Perhaps  someone could decide if
Asimov  is a or a
future =

At the entrance to the future, there can be
one of two signs - cither ‘Danger -Do Not
Enter”” or ‘‘Welcome - Please Enter””. After
reading Asimov, I am not sure which it
should be.

Mike Jefferies Competition

Grafton have kindly donated the following:
First Prize - A Shadows in the Watchgate T Shirt and a
copy of the book

Runners Up - Four runners up will win a copy of Shadows
in the Watchgate

The Questions:

a) In which British City is Shadows in the Watchgate set?
b) Name three other SF/Fantasy books with the word

Shadow or Shadows in the title.

¢) Name one of Mike Jefferies previous novels

Sue Thomas Competition

The Women’s Press have donated 5
copies of Correspondence as prizes for
the winners of this competition.

All you need to do is:

List as many words of four or more letters as you can, made
up from the letters in the word Correspondence.

No foreign words, no Proper words and no plurals. In case
of doubt my Chambers 20th Century is the FINAL arbiter.
Please state clearly the number of words in your list.

Entries to either competition (or
both) to reach Catie by July 17th
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Correspondence
Course

Sue Thomas
Interviewed by
Andy Sawyer

infockamps and  datablocks -
which all sounds very daunting but is less so
when the author's ability 10 use a fairly simple
narrative voice 1o touch all bases from chilling
wry _jokiness still asswre us that we're
reading the same book is taken into account. The
alternate-viewpoint  siances between the *‘com-
positor”” and her audience is ome of the few
cases in which telling @ story in the second
person moves out of the realm of the “‘experi-
mental” and becomes the simplest and best
way 1o establish this marrative voice, linking
“'you'" the reader to *‘you’" the Regis Tours role-
player. For a book so compact (152 pages, many
of which are less than a full page of text),
Correspoadeace is surprisingly powerful in
its emotional charge. Perhaps ‘surprisingly” is
the wromg word: it's mot unexpecied that Sue
Thomas ~cited poetic influences in this
following comversation, though it’s the poetry
of the telling image and the unexpected viewp-
oint which characterises her storytelling. I met
Sue at Eastercon, where we spoke at length
about her writing.

Tell me about the Heinemann Fiction Award
for which Correspondence was shortlisted.

It was set up in 1990 in association with
East Midland Arts, and the idea was 1o offer

wasn'l a science fiction  competition,
general.

This is your first novel; can you tell me a bit
about how you came to be writing SF?

I got into writing SF because I'd always

“Yeah, lhal 's what | should have been doing all
nd at the end of the summer var-

fous pmple suggested that | went on an Arvon
course, o | just looked 10 see what course had
vacancies. I| just so happencd that SF had a

vacancy, and 1 thought “T've always liked
scieace fiction; Ill do that, thea.” It was taught
by fain Banks and Lisa Tutile, and when I got
there | just felt so at home, that there ko
sevenicen other people who thought like me,
and 1 just felt very, ve rtable. When |
came back, I decided that I would write a novel,
and it just came out as science fiction. So I
would never say that | set owt o write a
science fiction novel. | think it's just the way
that | think, and that was really illustrated by
the fact that I fekt so comfortable with SF
people I'd mever met in a bunch before. It just
felt like home.
Bu\ 1 sill woukia't say that I'm 2 Sclemoe
riter. | write about things that
sccm 0, Bl ko that cuegsny:. Tho mecomd
novel, which I've just finished, I don’t think
el all St AL Ky McVeigh just

So Ihils how | came to wrile the novel,
from going to Arvon and thinking yes, that's
what I'm going 10 do. The fact thal it tumed oul
1o be about computers was really two different
strands. | staried off writing aboul something
completely different. | had a big fantasy that 1
wanied 1o move out into the countryside. We
all have this pastoral-idyll idea that everything
woukd be wosterfl If we did. Awd § dought,
well, I can’t do that for various family reasons,
Put what Tl do is make a characier and pat [her]
in the countryside and sce what happens 1o her -
and that way I'll find out what it is that 1 want
So I started writing that, and in fact the very
first pan of it cnded up being the penultimate
part of Correspondence, so thal penultimatc

into computers and getting very inlerested in
the idea of me consciousacss  with 3
machine, and 1 began to realise that it was the
same thing we were talking about: whether it
was melding consciousness with the country-
side or in some sort of cybemetic form, it was
really all the same thing; it was wanting to be
at ome with something So | wrole a scparale
strand which was about computers, and the two
were very, very different, but they then staned
interlocking. So that's how it came together.

What do you think your influences are in SF?

1 write. 1 don't think
s Wekad 2 ot of prcbleans
when we were Irying to market the book and

the jacket blurb as to what the hell it was. |
think there are different writers who influence
me, and generally they tend 1o be brave and inter-

esting writers. I've liked Marquez for a very
long time; I like the wi realism
style, where you can take cnormous risks with

reality and the reader will still accept that. |
also think he’s a very poctic writer, which is
important 1o me. And in terms of poetic style,
Dylan Thomas is somebody else who from when
I was very small has influenced me a lot. lain
Banks  influenced when 1 was

intermrupting the story?” ICs that sort of style
that I'm intercsted in more than the conicn,
because I put the content in but interested 10
sec what other people do stylistically. That's
why I like Julian Bames; he's another influence.
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Any other writers that you feel
influenced you or that you particularly admire?

Particularly SF? Joanna Russ | find very
intercsting indeed; 1 like her work. And whether
yowd call it SF or sol, Marge Picrcy’s Woman
on the Edge of Time 1 like very much. Geoff
Ryman's The Child Garden I thought was
superb. | tend to make a distinction between
books that I read for pleasure that I really cnjoy,
and bocks that 1 read “‘professionally”, that
affect my own writing, and they tend lo be
mclually quite  different. Htalo  Calvino, an
Talian_intellcctual, 1 suppose has affected my
writing quite a fol.

You're talking abowt SF in terms of the
mm.y/m side of things rather than

into a spaceship and going off to
s S M

Yes, 1 quite like that. IUs reading for
different purposes, fan't it? In terms of a good
story The Child Garden is the best story I've
read for ages.

Correspondence is unconventional in terms
the  begin-at-the _beginning-and-go-on-to-the-cis
school of science fiction writing, isn't it?

It's really difficult to know how to make the
bridge. The book that I'm working on at the
moment... | want to make it like one of those
hypertext computer books where you can enter
the text at any point and then move from there
10 other paris. Tha’s really difficult to do with
a book that stars at Page 1 and goes through to
Page 300 or whatever, but I'm very, very
mlcmsml i Pidlng 3 gy 8o fhat. 30 Ttk

Correspondence as being more of a
collagc of ideas than a story.

Being published by The Women's Press has
its own sort of ambience about it - do you find
that perpic are proscking you a1 & st

Yes, they do..
What do you think of that?

t gets me work and gets me exposure,
but | would hesitate 1o call myself any sort of
““feminist”” writer or “science fiction” author or
“woman” wriler; I'm just a writer, and so if
people come to me and say ““We'd like a fem-
inist perspective from you,” I'd say ““Well, I'll
give you my perspective.” But I don’t know the
polemic and the ideology to be able to give
them what they think is a feminist perspective.
I'm not skilled in that way.

llsma:dwu;kTthmsPrmwzn
i radical oufit in

Yes, they are. But if yowre making a TV
programme about something and_you want_a
“feminist _perspective”’, you'll ring up The
Women’s Press because it’s a good place o find

o arc in touch with that. But it's

way as if you happen 1o be black you're
lﬂbcll(,d a black writer.

How did The Women’s Press come to publish
Correspoadeace?

What happencd was I got an agent first -
Clarissa Rushdie at AP Watt. She offered the
book 10 Sarah Lefanu, who was running SF at The

Women’s Press, and Sarah said probably the
best thing an cditor could ever say. At that
point, the book was mainly in the first person,
and Sarah said *'I think it’s nearly there, but [
think Suc could afford to be even more
courageous.” So we then took the book back, but
instead of rewriting it, we pul it in for the
Heinemann Fiction Award, to see if it would
win - which it didn’t, not quitc. So then T wck
the chance of rewriting it in the persor
which is what I really wanted 10 do, but [ o't
think anybody would be able to take it. And I
inseried the *tour guide” because I think by hal
time people needed it as it was getting a
complicated. I made a few ofher small change&
And Sarah Lefanu took it straight away, which
was brilliant.

And s had good reviews, in Paperback
Iaferaa as well as any where else. No-one
will ever belicve that was not a conspiracy.

Well, that was really funny. What can I say
about that to put in print? I don’t know... I swear
it wasn't! But 1 suppose 1 do sometimes tend to
get a bit passionate about the way that women
wriers are treated when they deal with certain
hot subjects and I fecl Sharon Hall’s story {‘The
Bith of Sons’ in Intersome 54} does deal
with a “*hot”” area, and yes, I'd still defend it to
my dying day.

Perhaps we'd better leave it there... and turn
10 being a ttor in creative writing: how does
this involve or influence your own writing?

IUs quite different. 1's something that 1 got
into because I decided that I wanted 1o cam my
living as a writer, and I very quickly discov-
ered that that means not so much writing -
because you don’t get so much money for that
as reaching other people and running workshops.
I think D've leamed a ot about the basics of
writing - structure and plot and things like that -
but the actual inspiration for my own work
comes from a_different place in my mind,
really, not quite the same.

And you work with local writers’ groups in
the East Midlands?

SUE THOMAS

About three or four years ago a friend and
who were both getting into writing decided that
we wanied to meet some other writers, partic-
ularly women writers. I'm a single parent; I've
gol two leenage daughters, and so for me it's
quitc hard to get the time to write. So we
thought it would be good to mect up with some
other people in a similar situation. We st up a
group called *“Trellis”, which has grown into a
network for women writers, and there are about
40 or 50 of us. We have a newsletter; we meet
once a month. Though we find certain people
come to meetings, certain people only get the
newsletier. We also have a network listing
which we distribute to agencics around the East
Midlands if they want to book us for workshops,
have a look al us and sec the range of people.
What makes Trellis quite strong is that we've
always had a rule that we don't workshop our
work. So_what happens is that you get a really
wide variety of writers - romance, historical,
journalism, SF - and we’ve never fallen into the
trap of starting criticising each other’s work.
What we have in is that we're writers,
but we write a really vast range of stuff.

More of a support group than a workshop?

That's right, it is. We’ve done performances;
we do readings in local festivals, for example.
Ie fust & communlty of wities mally, bt [

started cach  other’s
wolL becumse we'te 4l o, diflesnt, thén we'd
soon start to fall out. And in Nottingham we've
got a very strong network of writers’ work-
shops: in the city alone probably about ten. I've
been involved with some of them, going in to
teach, running workshops, for quitc a long time
now. So, again, a huge range of people.

Sue Thomas, thanks

COMPETITION
WIN A COPY OF
CORRESPONDENCE
SEE PAGE 8
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Fossils or

Figments?

dismissing them as figments of the flinl’s
imagination.

T have the advantage of access to specimens
not seen by other geologists or palacontol-
ogists, and I can stale categorically that these
are very odd creatures indeed. They are, looscly,
fossils, but, given that the flint is made up

But the same explanations do not apply. The
shale is made from a silt in which bodies were

the same material as the flint itsclf, and there
is no way of proving by chemical means that
they are fossis.

But before 1 describe the flints T would like
10 take up the two points which Ken stresses at
the beginning of his article:

Fm, mc “living environment’”

of the Burgess fossils.

Idonlthmklhulhnnso&iﬂ:.l.l.bmnl
Gould passed over it without providing an
explanation, it suggests either that he was not
very thorough, or that be deliberately
tying 1o make the whole thing sound more
mysterious.

The cxplanation is that in order to preserve
soft-bodicd specimens the deposition has 1o be
unusually speedy, and | would assume that the
shale was originally a shoal in a rapidly silting
delta. In these conditions burrowers cannot
operate, nor indeed oy surface life. All such
shoals ‘get is a rapid accumulation of the
recently deceased from other parts of the delta.
Moreover currents and drift are very good at
scgregating everything, and it is rarely that
different sized animals of the same species arc

or rather

different shapes may give them the equivalent
amount of drag in the curreat.

sca is washing ancical sharks out of mud
cliffs locally, and re-depositing them, all

carefully sorted. Poor old Jaws may find all his
ther ou cme spit aad a

Most fossils arc altered; in fact they have 10 go
through at least one chemical transformation to
merit the name. If the surrounding matter is non-
organic even a bloodstain could theorctically
fossilize! 1 don’t know the constitucnts of the
Burgess shale, bul it has ot to be less organic,
and more incrt, than the fossils themsclves. So,

the fossils can go through chemical changes
without  their  affecting the surrounding
material. especially

opulatin oen meke do foaed saad o

and le detail, even than

e i s M0 vt Eeu ikt whoer the

eplaccment of - “The original carbon by silicates
alumina and calcium’” is

1 don’t think so Ken. Authigenic replacement

of carbon by glauconite and calcite is also found

problem here is that in this day and age it is
difficult_to believe that there can be any
chemical process  which is ‘ol  yet
understood”". But chemical processes in rocks
have one extra_ingredient, called time. This
mikes_copicieal_ pmel. ol sty iypotiests
impossible, oad 2l ‘pnlogical prosts
process of ot buiking up :vldcne:, b
logical

y
later phyla have suddenly amived at this place
and point in time?

Well, other early deposits have a few
anomalies. There are just more of them, or
appareatly more of them, here. The further back
in the fossil records you go, the patchicr they
become, for the obvious reason that they have
bad more time in which to be erased by carth
movements. Add lo this the fact that they arc
not continuous anyway, being oaly laid down as
a result of “happy” accideats, like a bog at the
bottom of a cliff, a douche of muddy ash from a
volcano, or rapid silting and tilting - and if you
also add the popular ‘“saltation” theory of
Cishiion, lheo you arc man or s, ther,
wi necessity for divine or Ty
P et

were
fossils can be found badly cracked or dislocatcd,
but the dislocations always follow those of the
stone itself. When the flint hardened it did so
round perfect specimens retaining their original
shape. The oaly things that get scparated arc the
spines, which the flint scems to like to play
“spills”” with.

So, when you measure the width of a
squashed fossil like the Burgess shale fossils
you arc measuring half a circumference. If I
Secton a flint sponge | am measuring a
diameter or chord. And the shape of the animal
is plain. A squashed animal is much morc
difficult to reconstruct.

there is another important _corollary
When an animal is “squashed”, bits of its
ucezed oul, and it looks as if in

tracheation
belicve though that they wouldn't have realised
this!

Although perhaps not so very hard. Scicatists
love to suspend disbelicf more | think than the
rest of us (well perhaps not more than SF fans). [
was reccally astonished as to how far they
were willing 10 stick their necks out over this
crop circles business! It wasn't until nearly the
end of the program that the prescniers revealed
that there had never been one  authenticated
circle! Le. none of the teams on overnight watch
could categorically state that any circle had
been formed by non-human agency.

At least we don't have this problem with
fossils.

Given the facts stated above | don't actually
think that the shales represeat that much of a
mystery. Certainly not compared fo my flints,
but then I supposc | am biased
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Flints arc a magical stone to start with, always
associated with man, and revered and loved for
their weird shapes and useful propertics.
Perhaps this is why some shapes and properties
cven weirder and more acsthetically useful
than most, sort of got overlooked.

I supposc at this point | ought to describe
these weird and wonderful creations of or in the
flint. There is a baffling amount of variation,
bul the salient features are a large poorly
defincd funnel, nautilus or bicycle saddic
shaped *‘head”, a very well defined banded
scooped curve closely resembling the neck of a
zebra, and a **body”* horizontally banded for most
of its length, and tapering out, often to nothing.
There is often a second unbanded area half way
down and occasional appendages, but their
appearance does not follow a pattern.

The illustration is of a solid 3D specimen.
The front of the *‘animal” is all there, and only
the tail is missing along with part of the stone.
This magnificent “fossil”” is lovingly wrapped
around an ordinary homely bullhead flint 1o a
thickness of about 1 of an inch, enclosing half
the flint completely with its “‘head”. A sort of
lithic condom.

P are not always tiny animals.

can be taller than a man. So it is quite
astonishing 1o think thal such noticeable and
relatively common formations should not have
used more interest. What is especially odd
is that they appear both as extenal sculptures
and internal paintings, the latter in black flint,
which has undergone the full gamut of chemical
changes and has thoroughly digested all other
fossil material that was in
prescrved if there has been an “‘airlock” around
them, which is quite common. But the black
flint does not preserve the interior structure of
any animal - except the little Zebras, and these
it shows in amazingly sharp detail.

Those who study flints argue therefore that
these are not fossils. Fine. 1 too would like to
believe this. But what they don’t seem to sec, is
that the alternative is far, far stranger. If they
are not fossils, what the hell are_they?No-one
has put forward a theory for these UFOs (work it
out), so I will

Flint is made up almost cntirely from an
organic soup of once living things. Morcover
some young flinis actually formed around living
things, mainly sponges. Since these sponges arc
made largely of silica, they could actually have
been fed and partially “digested”” by the flint sol
while still alive. So, when the stone hardened it
would have the “‘memory” of life in its
molecules.

So what I suggest is, that the flint is
extrapolating from the morphology of sponges
and urchins, and is trying o build blue prints for
higher animals according to some preferred
vision of its own. The Zebra necks are the bits
that move, and the flint has to concentrate on
getting these right because it is rather difficult
o achieve movement in a silica-based
lifeform.

If you don’t believe my theory, at least you
have 1o believe that as pscudofossils the Zebras
represent a  mechanical structuring of the
environment a good deal more complex than
anything Liesegang had in mind, and the
question is, if they can copy and shape the
substance of the stone, outside the stone itself,
as in the 3D Zebra, inventing more stone stuff no-
one knows how, and shaping it according to
their own idee fixe, what might they not be
capable of producing? We may be looking here
at a mechanical process of a structural
complexity greater than any before discovered.

Artwork by Peggy Ramsden
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Mike

Jefferies

Interviewed

By
Kev McVeigh

Kev McVeigh m\emewed Mlke Jeﬂ-

n'wmmmcm

eries at F
1991. Kev speaks ﬁrsL

1 haven’t read the irilogy, The Lawmastcrs
of Flasdiam: E

through. The link is tenuous.
The character Krann comes into the previous
‘books?

No Krann didn’t come into the previous books,
because So in other words he

grew up there, but he dida't have a

pant to play in the trilogy at all

So ir’s just a case of mot feeling sure about

branching out somewhere new.

I'd writien three books, and they were fairly

successful - well, | suppose very successful, in

workdwide sales - and if's 3 big siep o stan
thing new when you've speat a long time

wuchngmlhruhwks

You seem to have started writing relatively

late.

Yes, I was ncarly forty when I started.
You'd never actually tried any writing unti...
Nothing whatsoever.

So the first thing you tried to write sold.

ithin a fortnight of finishing it, to Collins. No
rejection slips; they bought it straight away

Did you realise at the time that’s i
w; 's probably quite

Well P've since been told there’s a one in 3000
chance of that happening off the street without
an agent. 1 had no idea it was like that when |
did it. I had no contact with the literary world
whatsoever.

So, having found this out later, you're perhaps
mare overawed by it than you were af the time?

1 think if I'd known that I'd sever bave writen
the first book, o the first
part of the trilogy.

Did you plan it as a trilogy? Or did it just grow?

No, I wrote the first book 10 stand on its own:
Collins bought it, and they said ““Can you make
this into a trilogy?”. I said ““Can you pay me
moncy?”", and they said **Yes™. And so | wrote a
wilogy. I streiched it - no, I dida't stech it,
that’s an - 1 then wrote two more

books for that particular world and that story.
Did you read much fantasy?

T'd read Mervyn Peake's books,
and | had obviously read Tolkein; I think I'd read
one of the Eddings books. But no, that was all. |
wasn't particularly a fantasy or a sci-fi reader.
I'm sure I'd read some Aldiss and onc or two
others at university.

W.ml.muu;m
Yes, but it was only lh:! rd hmshcd Glitter-
spike

copi
Where 20d thought Oh ycs, I've read that

That's oftem the way with the deepest
influences, I think.

Ok yes, that's just cranking up the actioa 3 bi, |
suppas, aed 186 stmosphcre and fhe dcasion A
the time of writing Glitterspike Hall,

was very excited about that proj

sequel was
only a duology, and will only ever siand as a
duology... it was quite 2 frightening experience
o wike ot B | came oat of the cad of (bt
fecling I really wanted to write something that
1 could actually reach out and touch, 1 wamed o
wrile some fantasy in a world that was real
enough for the reader to touch, and the reader
could identify with. I felt that much as I'd
really tried 1o rescarch Gnarlsmyre and the city
and Glitterspike Hall and make it something
that held together as a realistic society, with

which | couldn’t invent the fantastical for, thai
I had o use the very fabric and framework of
the world that exists around us.

Norwich.

And that was a bigger challenge than I cver
imagined. When 1 preseated it to my publishers
as a synopsis, they weren't initially very
excited about i; they said we'd rather like
another traditional fantasy, maybe a new world,
maybe something to the west of Elundium, just

Eveatually, [
did manage to convince them, and | think the
end product is cerainly well worth all the
ctfort that went into it. But it was a challenge.

And 50 all the places you describe in Shadows
of the l'm“mmm

Oh yes. The Watchgate itself doesn't actually
exist as a building I'm sure there arc the
remnants of the watchgates of the city left. The
building itsclf that | put in Elmhill isa't there,
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bul there are old, galleried buildings that it
could have been. The door comes from King's
Lynn. The pillars in the illustration on the front
and on my frontispiece come from Clifton
House, and it’s an amalgamation of the two. Bul
then that’s fantasy isn’t it?The streets are mot
topographically correct: they arc all there, and
all the streets mentioned do exist, and they arc
all within the old part of the city, but they're not
necessarily in the order that is in a streetplan.
There is no museum on Elmhill to bum down,
but there could be.

Perhaps there should be!

Well there should be, and probably there will be
now Pve done it! the taxidermist come
aunch, and he wasn't too pleased. He ia
nothing like this person_you've m,mcd yon
know.” And I said *“Well, it was your shop..
because there is a taxidermist in Norwich, just
off of Elmhill - I won’t give the name of the
little courtyard, it wouldn't be fair, that I call
Goatshead Alley - and 1 did get the idea for the
story standing in his shop. He has children, and 1
was standing there browsing through his
wonderful collection of animals, and I heard
this rush of foolsteps across the floor above,
and T thought “‘What if these animals come to
life, what if they’rc up there..”” and that was
where the story began.

The names, Ludo Strewth and Tuppence Trilby,
they look at first glance artificial.

Yes but what do they look like at second
glance?

Then you think, they have some significance,
somehow.

Right, well Tl start with.. Tuppence: my
wife’s sister, when she was bom, her father
said, “Oh, another girl, she’s not worth
tuppence”’, and the name stuck and she’s still
called Tuppence now. So 1 do know somebody
called Tuppence.

Oh, I'm not denying that they are gemuine names.
They're... uncomfortable names.

1 think it fitled the character. Because she, in a
sense, had 1o fight to prove the worth of herself.
In fact 1 do make that quote in the book that my
father-in-Jaw made, at one point I think, about
not being worth tuppence...Americans also have
wonderful names. They don’t have the same
strict pattern of names that we tend to use here
in England, and it would have been a perfectly
acceptable name there. 1 do know a German
showjumper called Ludo  something-or-other.
That's where 1 got the name for the taxidermist.
And my uncle - I was brought up in Australia -
his favourite word was “‘strewth”: everything
was “‘Strewth, Mike, will you please leave that
rattlesnake alone and come here? Strewth, will
you stop picking up that spider?” and 1 supposc
that word always stuck with me, and I was
waiting for a book in which I could use it. T
don’t think it would have fitted the traditional
fantasy stories, and somehow it fitied Ludo
perfectly.

The thing I liked about his character and his
shop was... there’s a definite sordidness about
him and the shop, I think...

1t was a very sordid place, and he had a sordid
character. He was isolated by his own madness,
by his cccentricities. He was a victim of
circumstances, really.

lustration by Mike Jefferies from Shadows of The Watchgate

Madness and evil, they're not often portrayed
well. I was impressed.

Well, hal's alce of you to say so The evil, 1
fell, for as an accidental by-product. His
isolation, his Jomclincss, had driven Nim o the
edge of madness, and the desire to continue to
recreate the beauty that he was beginning to
lose touch with was what drove him 1o produce
the magic, and the magic he accidentally hap-
pened 1o choose was very evil. He became as
much a victim, as Tuppence, as Deck, as all the
other characters in the story. In a sense T felt he
was a great innocent. Pathetic. Like you see a
bag lady on the street: you step round her, don’t
you? You don’t go up to her and say: **Here you
are darling, have a pound”’;

isolated by the situation she has created for
herself, or circumstances in her life have cre-
ated. This, 1 felt, was the pattern of Ludo’s life.

Mxlhalzkmauo/wgedymwanym

Yes with the father, the king..
He goes quite insane

Yes, with the madness of possessing, of keep-
ing what he already possesses. In Ludo, the mad-
ness develops through his passion o keep rec-
reating beautiful things, above everything clse.

You work for the fire brigade.
We run a voluntary fire service.

That's an element of your lfe that's crept
overtly into the  books elements
mmmwayswkaawmm-m
ever had any thoughts about writing about

of the other hings you've done, the show-
Jjumping, the life in Australia..

ifé
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lnl_ogy, and a lot of people I've known I've

in our village, and he rides on the firc cagine.
When I'm in a tight spot i the dark, he’s the guy
1 want 1o be with, because he’ll ook after me.
I'm uate on the firc engine; I only do
it because I'm there full time during the day

alarm. If | come to save you
don't say that, obviously, to my
s in a sense truc: I'm not a very...

I'm sure they'd rather have you than nobody!

Well, that’s right, and often I'm all they're going
10 get, 50 they have 1o make do with it! But
create

mlh::loty bulllesbnsn:.lly

Heroes have 1o be tall and dark and handsome,
don’t they?

1 don’t think Tuppence would have looked at him
if he'd been the person that lives in my village.
No matter how good his character or his person-
ality was, she just wouldn't have wanted to be
with him. But the skeleton of the person that I
wrote about is in that person, the fabric is there,
that created that character.

And Tuppence, then, you implied, isn't @
Wmmﬁehhﬂm her...

1 there such a thing as a perfect heroine?
Not in real life, no, but often in fiction.

Tuppence, to all the characters in my book.
long have you been

The _illustrations:
mwmr

I took an ans degree in the sixties, having
worked in mortuarics and all soris of
caming moncy, and it was the only job 1 could
getat the time.

1's the sort of thing writers traditionally do.

Yes. It was just a job. | worked in advertising,

as a ic designer, a kl:lunng m Ihzl
kind of thing. 1 went 1o

four-year course in illustration, faking _illust-
ration and graphic design at special level; went
on and did medical art, working in cancer
rescarch for some time, and a litlle bit of work
for TWA and Shell and BP, and then [ went on to
teach school for fourteen years, as an

teacher, taught in prisons and whatnot, and then
became a rider, professional horseman, and then
when 1 gave ail that up | wrole my first book

kid.
which Collins didn’t want to buy; they then

ou should cver It anything sip you, if you
Want 1o do it badly caough,

They're obviously pusking Wa.cdga.e
Oh yes, they are. Well, | think they feel that it

is different enough and good
place out there in the marke

enough to warrant a

?

Yes, it could. But then I'm a bit opposed to
how... you're pinned like a butterfly to a geare. |
wrile about love, hate, sex, violence, greed, and
Ih

appen 10 use 10 use fantasy to do it,
bul I'm still expressing all the things you'll
find in any mai novel, T T suppose
I like the clement of the in my
work, which is what keeps it on the fantasy
shelf, rather than part of the mai
If you're not_ reading fantasy and horror and
suchlike yourself, what do you read?

T do read Steve

Wilbur Smith, Dick Francis...
Donaldson and ... | a litle bit of
everything. 1 sort of hop from book to book. [
have a pile of books: Umberto Eco’s Foucault's
ndulum; I've got a Ramscy Campbell there,
Steve Gallagher - the pile is endless, and there’s
a great pile of rescarch books for the new work
I'm doing now anyway.
Yor are just amything
mr e gyl ‘many things,
you've read so many things...

1 know it’s a dangerous thing 1o say, but I think

ork has a strength it's the fact that
I'm not heavily influcaced, because | came to
wrhhghnhmas:gulinwnLnd
wnulualmgnnel
aﬂyk.lm(vymg
clsc or recreate the world
Allndydwzmlbcmw:y

Well next yoar's book's already done, which is
: modem and railosal (aniasy ogether,
ek sk Yery difficult 10 do, but I thi

called Angels.
I've 0o idea. But that’s '94s book, so.
Plenty of time.

Collins arc already starting 1o ask me: ““What's
next, Mike?”, and I've said ““Well, when I've
got an idea after for you I'll sell it
Because | normally sell it least a year, two
years ahead.

Do you have a set routine for working?

Yes. I go into the studio between 830 and 9.00
w

cvening, on the literature.  If
illustrating, I'll then work on until
11.00. 1t depends, as late as it needs really.

000" o

Does it ever get you that you want 1o work all

night to get a particular scene?

No, I can honcsly say it docsa’t. For me, 1 feel
of

again
m.dayswuk.nsw
of beer. Or shopping, or whatcve:

Thanks very much Mike Jefferies.
Pleasure. Thanks. Glad to do it.

COMPETITION - Page 9
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as  shown on
Channel 4 over the May bank holiday weckend,
together with a prequel detailing how the film
was made.
Both were compelling. Hawking thinks that the
book’s popularity is due to the public’s need for
hero figures. More likely it is because he, a
genius who has overcome crippling disability,
has become ascinating o the public, both as an
extraordinary human figure and as asymbol of
modem physics, with its bizame and awesome
concepts. But it is understandable that a man
given two and a half years (o live in 1962, who
has subsequently advanced cosmology in leaps
not much smaller than Einstcin’s, should sce
himself in heroic terms.
Errol Morris’ film was very sympathetic to its
subject. Iis dual namative, on the one hand a
biography of Hawking's life, on the other sclec-
lions from the book and associates commenting
on his ideas, made it easy to stay with; if you
knew nothing about physics there was the
human story, and if you knew physics mm
were both stories. In an aicle in
Obeerver, Motra skl that, viewess Would
not lcam anything substantial about physics
from the film, but that he could give an idea of
the people and the concepls, and that was
enough. Hawking originally imagined the film
10 be a tour of modem physics given life by
computer graphics. that idea was quickly
scolched. computer graphics are nice 1o look at,
but they can pall, as can even the most bizarre
physical idcas and concepts if they fly in too
large a quantity at the viewer.
One concept that emerged was geometry. Haw-
king, like Einstein, is a man who thinks in
terms of shapes. Although his concept of
imaginary time and a universe that is finite yet
without boundary has been, by some, derided as
a mere geometrical transformation, it has the
same quality of scope that Einstein’s work has.
is came across clearly in the film; glimpses
of equations a, starscapes, pencil drawings of
black holes and creation cvents, all these
served o emphasise the spatial vision that
characterises modem  cosmology. The only
jarring point was an exce i
Black to illustrate the fact that science
fiction deals with black holes.
Hawking has developed a new set of mental
tools,. These tools are not verbal; he is rest-
ricted 1o a computer vocabulary. The sense of
isolation that pervades him, though he is
constantly atiended by nurses, accentuated by
this ‘alternative mind’ he has been forced to
develop, as well as by his difficulty in
communication, and by his almost inhuman
power of concentration. It is as though he wills
himself to continue his life.
This feeling was confirmed by Hawking's
family recalling what he was like as a boy and
as a youth. He was, again like Einstein, an inicl-
lectual misfit; alternately near the bottom or
the top of his class, brilliant at Oxford, yet pos-
sessed of an air of lassitude; almost of emmd
He described these early years as being “bored
with life”” It was only after the discovery that
he had Motor Neurone Disease, and his meeting
with and subscquent marriage to Jane Wilde,
that his ability in theorctical physics became
focused. He described this time as the
revelation that there was work he could do.
Hawking’s mother also gave the impression
ot yithout bix _clasbity; and e mmenual
bout, Stephen Hawking
might not have pmgrcmd as far as he has in
cosmology. (Though there is no doubt that he
was exceptional al Oxford and Cambridge;
friends decided that, far from not being in their
street when theoretical physics was concemed,

A film of Professor Stephen Hawking's book A
Brief of

Hawking was not even on their planet.)
The impression gained of the Hawking family
was one of mild eccentricity tempered by high
intelligence. Ertol Morris, interviewing Haw-
king’s mother and two sisters, lcased out
stories of a boy slightly apart, yet very active
and intclligent,” and with a strong semsc of
wond er. Astronomy figured largely in his carly
ars, and no doubt these times were
Tosidation of bis fler iaicecss, Bat there was
also plenty of physical activity, and later, when
Hawking was at university, he was a cox in the
rowing club, giving an impression of somebody
both physically active and brilliant; a paradox
highlighted by the mnumlal sight of his wasted
body in a wheelchail
Of Hawking's physlm there were only extracts
from his book and sketches of his ideas. No sus-
tained theory was given. Probably none could
have been given. Instead there were computer
simulations of what happens to watches when
they approach black holcs the slowing of their
apparcnt time, their disappearance from  the
point of view of an outside observer. Some
time was devoted to Hawking’s idca of a finite
universe with no boundary ( a similar geometry
to that of the surface of a spherc) and of his
assertion that there need nol have been a
beginning. The Big Bang, it was said, implies a
first point - the beginning of space and time,
pictured as the apex of a comc. Hawking,
howcvcr thinks that this pointy apex should be
out into a hemisphere, giving no
ey point; much as the north pole is merely
an arbitrary point on our globe with no vhyslcal
reality. Time, on this model, is smeared
into nothingness as all matter and cnergy arc
compressed; and this makes a sort of sense, if
time is seen as a property of assemblics of
particles. These assemblies become increas-
ingly chaotic as the Big Bang is approachcd, and
perhaps at that point lose their property of being
assemblies altogether.
For Hawking there is a Big Bang, but there is no
first moment, and no need for a creator. When
he speaks of “‘the mind of God”, in his much
quoted last paragraph, he means the universe. (I
feel it was rather unfortunate that he used the
word God, since it is loaded with far 100 much
religious meaning to be of any use in such
discussions. Religious folk have leapt upon this
opportunity to clilm nm Hawking, the arch-
physicist, is really, a
There was an lm.ngumg glimpse of Hawking’s
carlicr mistakes. While developing his ideas of
time, entropy and the origin and fate of the uni-
verse, he thought that, when the universe was
in its contracting phase, lime would be
reversed, allowing such things as smashed
cups gathering themselves off the floor There
was an aricle in New Scieatist 10 this
effect. But later this was shown to be wrong.
Graciously, he admitied his error.
Another theme running through the film was
Hawking’s computer generated voice. In 1986
he had a tracheotomy, leaving him unable to
speak. An American devised a speech synth-
esizer for him. This monotonous voice and the
sound of Hawking operating a hand-switch, pop-
ped up throughout the film, a sort of icon of his
utter_dependence upon others. Morris’ film left
the impression of isolation. Hawking, cradled
by his wheelchair as if he had no boncs, cannot
be reached by ordinary human communication.
Perhaps in compensation for his physical cond-
ition, his mind has created a model of the
universe that allows us 1o visualise it a self-
consistenL. Perhaps the sense of wonder evident
in Hawking when he was a boy has aided this
particular vision.
As for the comparisons with Einstein, 1 think
these are not oo far off the mark.

Everything
(Almost)
Explained by
Steve Palmer
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Heviews

Edited By
Chris Amies

Body of Glass

Michacl Joseph, 1992, 406pp,
£14.99

W s the mid21st centuy, Humnkind lives
under domes to_protect i of
gt o B woproteciod
sun. In the free town of Tikva, under attack by
the corporate homogeneticists of Yakamura-
Shiken, a scientist is building robots designed
10 protcct the people of the enclave. He has
buill nine already, from Aleph onwards; the
tenth, Yod, not only mimics the buman in
pearance  bul also surpasses it in mind.
Ulfortunsicly these cyborgs have a_ lameniable
tendeacy 1o kill people, and Yod 'is  no
exceptior
Bubeh M:.Ih.h has madc corain, adjusiments 1o
o give it human
(wlmp e wch, Sl compeibaity wusing
into a lover for her

Oheto from the maadiog poyio. Since e
Two Week War bumed the MidEast off the map.
aliyak (retum_to Isracl) is no longer

the Diaspora is once again a reality, golelns
need once more 1o be mised from the soil. The

dismantled. Yod, brave, sensitive
destroyed to cnsure the same ihing. cannot
happen again.

Humankind, it scems, cannot bear very much
realiy. Aud what it cspecially can't bear is
creating something w above and beyond

While siaply
intelligent i p-ud no threat; an intelligent
bulldozer can still be tumed off. As soon as he
sirid to_bave feclings be began 1o blur the
distinction. a machine be

describe the driving
occupics  in

the Net, implants, genctic cngineering, Japa-
dominating. whit's ot of e

nomy, houses integrated with _their  Als,
pollution,  skirmishes  with  cybemetically-
enhanced warriors s Piercy believes this
background 1o be common property, and she’s
I, what counts is the use we make of i
Thva is & matriarchal  ulopia that can_only

exist with the consent of orld_outside,

i ofhcrwise would swrely Crash &, st &5
the Praguc Ghetio was, evemtually, destroyed
Utopian it is, cver

n though
characiers (not” least the Bubch hersclt). verE:
upon the extremely annoymg, t may pm
that the author can

much o i Depis s ke 1
out the healthy dose of cynicism it also needed.
Where's that, and where's the humour, somc-
thing that oficn et the Jowish  community
survive? Not bere. Thai, sad the insisieace oa
and  interminable
Foeicking, made me lccl the novel was & lstle
long for what it was.

This novel puts up some questions and does ot
really answer them; why should it? Let us chop
logic outside the covers if we so wish.
Malkah's reprogramming scems in the end 1o be
meddling; she does not stop the creature’s
homicidal tendencics bu only " causes it more
pain. Yod 10 love Shira and Shira’s son
Bt but i the samne thae ho cammot' be part of
the’ community he was al first designed 1o
patrol. A creature that can the capacity
for new types of bebaviow' never foresoen by
its_creators is a_threat indeed to the commu
ity's stability; Tikva was doing very nnly
thankyou, a sweet little Kibbutz kibitzing at
heart of blasied Norika, before the Aleph- Yod

®

serics along. The last thing Tikva wanis
is machines that can think for themselves.

human ones, tha is.

Chris Amies

Chimeras
Christopher Evans
Grafton, 1992, 173pp, £5.99 pb

Chimeras is sensitively _writen, well consi-
ructed and contains al least one very good,
original idca, which is a lot ol than you can
say for most novels. I found it dre

it central theme, charting the.tie and death of
a great artis, s & wellirodden path and parall-
¢k with Kishoer's Thoms the =
inescapable. compaisons do Bt et
well on Chimeras.

Evans’s artist Vendavo works in 3 unique
medium, and the mature of his art is the most

concept of some beauty, the question,
Tl g T
artist create?
There is a price, as Evans knows well, and he
docs nol cheat he reader, The answer 1o, hese
questions is both mysterious and subtle. And
TeL, Vendavo's, dilanma 1 neither gripping. nor
moving.  The  problem  lies  with  the
characterisation.
We have here an amn's lenglh porrai
artist_ Vendavo is seen through of
certain key characters in e e sn..b; “who
prosituies bersell_lo pay for his inital
training, his wife, his brother, agent, da
Of s, the womea are. skaons weifommiy scif-
sacrificng, and noble. They are idealised 1o
poiat of incrodibility, Appeopriately, Veodavo's
most celebrated creation is a woman, beautiful
©
In Thomss the Rymer wc have another
account of an artist’s life seen though the eyes
of those around him, but Kushoer also allows us
into_Thomas' experience, and he comes
Ay, scamnally Miee. We o EVOR 5 Ew
brct_ Soenes from Vendavors viewpoint but_be
remainstwo-dimensional. We arc told that he
B'a wommiser bat thers . il oroticis
his infidelities. He never enters our affections
he speaks with no idiomatic power.
he is as unreal as one of his own creations, and

while this may be a useful point philosoph-
ically, it barly makes a valid cenre ko 3 uovel.
Chimerss is like a fable, but one curiously

cancrvated. | whisp
ola;lory;d:balemdnnlmiunhnku In
the right mood, on a dull autumnal day perhaps,

d.o-d

its fading clegance might strike 3
Otherwise, for a warm concern with humanit

and a sparkle of wit and wisdom, lly!helwmg
story of Thomas.

Frances

Buddy Holly Alive and
Well on Ganymede

Bradley Denton

Headline, 1992, 359pp, £4.99 pb

Picture this, you are a nerd living in Hickville

you arc settling down in front of the tube 1o
catch another  showing The Searchers.
Instcad of John Wayne you sec the equally late
Charles  Hardin Holley, claming 10 be
broadcasting live from Ganymede to every TV
set on carth and telling anyone who wants 1o
know why to get in touch with you. Added to
this you ook 3 ot fike Buddy. especially with
your homrims insicad of contacts, and your late
T v it who was your i ok suHd b
was a nice boy who died young and whose name
began with C. Being a couch potato you know
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what will happen when the great American
public are deaied their whe com. They wil &
someone 1o blame, loaded for_bear,

L just like
and set off for Lubbock, T ot i e
answers are.
Pardon me, Mr. Deaton, but if | suspend my
disbelif anymore it will hang me

anydnng mn. a musical running through
t, and I'd guess Denton and I have much the
Iulz III music. Then there are the

characters, which are mostly likable and
reasonably rcduhc—cspecully the cyl
Doberman who makes Amic as the Terminator
seem like Bambi.

It isn't greal Maybe Baby--rather than Peggy Suc—
but it’s still fun.

Martyn Taylor

And The Angels Sing

Kate Wilhelm

St Martin’s Press, 1992, 260pp, $19.95

daring which 1 bave changed my i

q
cheerful in tone, I found
yeight of the "book lo be sad, tinged wil
ings of impending doom. Like most
collections of short stories, this would be
better read in sm:
In the order of presentation the storics arc:

“The Lok Alike’ - A story about loss, healing and
the doppelganger myth, Athough it works well
raising an impressive head

romances) aracter’s
oxmmmmuaulmmanveMpm This
is onc of those.
*0 Homo: O Femina; O Tempora® - I'm no Latin

can
really going on. s
cnbarrassing, | can't belicve it s published
3 rently a5 1985.

“The - A scientific team from an
i e e ot o carth’s
far futurc in scarch of raw materials. They find
a world rich in plant life, but with no insect or
animal life at all. This is greatly unseitling to

the majoity of the group. but enticing o onc

of . This 10,5k, ideas, cvea if
they don’t all seem well w

i the readers’
“On the Road to Honeyville’ - Elizabeth’s father
is . She

sclluhly Regrets, g ey come, arc far
late 5
UThe Tolbmr - Beth'is ranaing tway from the
heartbreak of living with a husband who won’t
settle down 1o the stable life that she feels is
cssential to the welfare of her five-year old
daughter Lissic. She still vacs and desires her

1o start a new life

ot going o you by dﬁmbmg
plot.

*And the Angels Sing’ - Eddie is a ne

random  Kindnesses.
anecesaary devotion lo his job. Then one day he
discovers an alien. He is lom between the duty
10 his job which lcqnm:x him 1o report his find,
and his own compassionalc nature. A bitter-
sweel story examining the manne

decide what is important in our lives.

The verdict; Wilbelm is an
writer, she cxamines issucs im)

The Winds of the Wastelands
Swithi

Grafton, 1992, 2=7pp, £8.95 pb
The Sapphire Rose
David

ings
Grafton, 1992, 525pp, £8.99 pb

When 1 read the first of The Perilous Quest
for Lyomeme series, | wis intrigued by the
possibilities afforded by Rockall, a mythical
B far ot . the Atantic. Was il  reworking
of the Adantis legend? Or some “Green”
paradise, where man ved i *Harmony  with

nature? Or was it an alicmative history of Ame-

must be getti v:rylnvdbymllmsmu
a film, they would be looking very haggard

10 the 3
‘ch et g0 there it T e g
dramatic passages - the storm on the river, for
cxample - but for the most part Tfound the story

hard goi
Faradoxically, as | have found myself tosing
The Perilous
have found myself becmnmg

interest

more inleyested in David Eadings' adventurer.

¢ namative ol Three of The

opens with Pandion Knight Spirbawl fining and
using a_magical gem (the Sapphirc Rose) 1o

n the ““Sleeping Beauty”’, Ouocn Ehlllll |I|
kmarrics a_and

awi
redprie s vim living happily o
But_my aticntion was caught nght at the very

be; by the preamblc o the namative: a
e sl B g Tyt B
history of the land of - There is 2 map

accessory). plans of

relevant cities - that is different. Aod nstead of

the heroes investing some evil fortress, in The
Rose, the * lies”  hold

techniques are described in fascinating defail. |

y noted the realistically cynical
strategy of deliberaiely abandoning part of the
city to i real-estate for

in the story
night at the cad), but it is its
actuality which _has  made
Rose

me
appreciate  The most  of
David Eddings’ work so far.

Martin Brice

Hearts, Hands and Voices
lan McDonald
Gollancz, 1992, 320pp, £14.99

fan McDonald may qualify for the title of the
oddest new SF writer to have come out of the
80's; he’s also one of the st
H-‘Ilﬂvdt-lshslwnhmcl Like

slowly becoming  appareat; a tentative
stant in the stories in

colony ruled by the great Empirc across
ves an alen callure “with alien lu:hnolnpu
hard metal we opy 1o the smooth,
sirange organic.arefacts seulpicd by her people.
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Cultures collide and in the of events

course.
leading up to 3 civil war, Mathembe and her
family arc riven from their
mmup:

camy

home, split up and
fillered

claustrophobia_conjoured up by lm
dissection of the sense of nationhood-raj

heart beating and veins exposed before the glm
of a mute girl-is ve. This is nol an
casy book 1o rcad, nor should it be, but it is a

serious  subject  scriously  examinined, and

although | am suspicious of the author's

icleology 1 can only acclaim it as a four de
kind of book that immediately

identifics the author as onc whose subscquent

work is cagerly awaited.

Charles Stross

Yarrow

Charles de Lint

Pan, 1992, 244pp, £7.99 pb

There is a style of transatlantic movel which
wi

the stories told to her by the she meets
there form the basis of her very successful
fantasy ne Some carlier, a few

ovels. mon
chaplers into her latest novel, she' stopped
drcaming. Eventually she admils her wrer's
block, and the reason behind it, to the proprictor
of the local F&SF bookshop, who responds by
playing matchmaker and introducing her to a
sympathetic taxidriver, who likes _her
gy fas already had a mild fun-
in with the villain, We
| ish, womanising pnwnelnr of % vty
puics - shop. s wealthy _girl-
ficad, 3 financier’s promiscuous o
tramp,

or

the tramp's body, arc

portrayed with as much atiention 1o detail, such
as family as the main characters.

Is the Olhclvtorld which Cat visits while

real? If so, whal is its nature? Cat

the people _she

d a gnome called
Tiddy Mun, who wants 1o hc)p get 150 of the evi
i ls Gcstiaying s world " and killing i
friends.
What of the vilin? Who is et What is he?
Why s he stealing Ca’s dreams? How ol

51
£
§§g§
ai
5&;5
5*55
ziégﬁg
Ly

with some interesting twists o some v

&

i
o8
Uy
i
i
Eofls

Looking for the Aliens
Peter Hough and Jenny Randles
CaswlL 1992, 240pp, 05 pb

is 3 good idea imperfecly rca scd.
e it 5 road “alics
sccmewhers, 0ud fhore m. tho, Copemos o vising
us here on carth. It coves flying saucer, chan-
nelling and other Aquarian topics, the Actherius
sociely, the scarch for extralerrestrial intell-
igence on the radio waves, cvidence for plancts
orbiting  other plancts, Danikcr,  the
Roswel imcicut, sbdecions sad et ~sboet
cverything clsc that could be relevant 1o the
of the book. Unfortunaely 1 found it

ammw
very little
mawnnemneu-mmnm
the book, that | had accomplished very

little by doing so. Dntymldadl'-do{mucn
was the carly scction in which scicace fiction
fantasy  writers were asked for their
opinions: but the views of Ramsey Campbell
and Rob Shaw arc always worth knowing. and
highlighted the lack of useful new material in
the rest of the fext.

The book reproduces the well-known Templeton

H

i

£
F

Blood Games

Richard Laymon

Headline, 1992, 311pp, £15.99
Hideaway

Dean R Koontz

Headline, 1992, 307pp, £14.99

Richard Laymon first came 1o my attention in
the mid-cightics, when he with Hodder &

little impact, despi n King's endorse-
ment (“.. i you've missed you've
missed a treat”’) on the papes covers. But
over the It three years ‘e work has become
steadily s

In Blood we_follow the exploits_of

five young women, Abilene, Helen, Finley,

used to wish we could do. If you still remember

those evil juvenile things you once dreamed of
to your sadistic gym masier or maths

teacher, you will love these young ladics.

After leaving college the girls meet once a year

(¢
It is a poor follow-up to Fire, but fans
who stick with it will enjoy this book.
Martin Webb

Jack the Bodiless

Julian

Harper Collins, 1992, 421pp, £14.99

is pmbkmuc in oomcnl
comes

instance, hat, the, cpoaymous Jack ﬂ m.na
though & caalyst, is bardly cenial o the
his most markable lﬂnbul:‘. Ix
ovealed B e e Jcaving. only the  midest
curiousity as 1o how hc copes [
condition, quuuy dispelled once we undclsund
‘meta-psychic the

force of the novel, is n u-e

strange force, ca is picking e off
e By one, implying. nm the solution of this
murder mystery of the novel.
However,

a personal view of cvenls, wrilien by an
i be bome

unshll:d author. if the writer
is privy o unisually intresting cvents and
their  significance.  Too  often,
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however, our_informant remains firmly on the
sidelncs while history s cresied clscwhers
imitat reader  endures.

confusion as 1o who is felling the story. Where
Rogi is not privy to cvents, she resorts to an
impersonal third-person_narrator. mum, indeed
both, would be acceptable had she cf h

why May fecls obiiged o sidline it. T rcgrt
‘while liticking of the Remillar.
Chan baely oo yawn, we have alicns who
seek to raise humaniy 1o a condition worthy of
mcmbcl!hxp of the Galactic Milicu, through. the
imposition of cugenic practices of incredible
severlty and the caftrcing of  distinctions
tween operants and non-operants _which
smack of fascism and raci i
manipulation is normal _though are
questionable. Yet all this passes with hardly a
comment from cither characters or author. The
whole novel is shot through with an uncritical
rightwing flavour which may be 2 sophic.
ticated  attempt portray the reality of
lavasios bel T et bay &
What we are Jeft with is an unfocussed novel
which does not fulfil either the promise of its
vﬂ'ymb)uibuv)nsulylmdlwlhe
other two volunes. Exi carclessaess
on the author’s alrcady revealed
Contcats ‘of volmicn 2 303 3 and they pme
mmureuing_ even memous, or mot,
with 3 series

ie. ‘On.the sireagth of this movel 1 dom't think
I can raise sufficient interest to tackle two
more_volumes which promisc 1o be as thin on
conlent and over-ambitious in inteat  yet
insufficicatly ~ supported by technical
competence.

Maureen

The Dark Tower 3 -
Waste Lands

King
Macdonald/Sphere, 1992, £8.99 pb

The

appear: ... always assuming the continuation of
Constant wn!:l' life Constant Reader’s
interest... if readers request a fourth volume, it
will be provided.

One point worth making is that the reader, with
the aid of illustrations, builds up a picture of

Bridget Wood

Headline, 1991, 503pp, £4.99 pb

A tick wlicscarched fit aovel, W
begit

and s wmeume creshee they bad rescucd from
.

wi puou

-

gians, and pleaty of valour.
plhnsmdlh:lllzolﬂymlmm
Bridget

Amairgen s quic emble; Wood pulls
punches, but whilst some of the passages
g Rl lacked _passion;

quibbles in a good story well told. Already the
sequel is out in hardback and large format
. Good value for money.

Morton

King of the Dead
RA au:Avoy
Headline, 1992, 286pp, £15.99

The story begins  with the  aticmpied
nmhunmolemmdhs pregnant,

peace.

mission 1o, avert war  betwoen Velonya® and

Rezhmia. Their joumey o the city of Rezhmi

o e is king, is t with dangers, chict
them an_cncounter  with _the

ik 1 of e Nah, " mmerous

carthquakes.
In Reshmia Nushuret meets his = cousin

ald heir 1o
all Rmmln territories. Is it just me, or
does Reingish’s title sound like an ltalian pasta

dish? Reingish is Nachure's double - but dark
where he is fair in both looks and naturc.
Mmmmlnmﬂm\.MNmﬂl

bocomes involved i averting trcason

T was unconvinced by the peace mission plot. It

seems 10 be more than a device 1o cnable

the  protagonists 10 hav: cacking sdveatures

and ~ get

o, 1 woud kave pockacd, Muchvos
aracters around on their

that Nazhuret is related o nearly every single
aristocrat he comes across.

An i thread running through King of
the Dead is ihe umn:hz.nse:blhly of malcand
female. The bero' Nazhur is. vulacrable
emotional: he cries, he gets jealous, he s
up a lot - clearly a *‘new man". His wife, Arlin,
e other hand, dlxgluscs hamll as a man
and speaks in a gruff voice - she is frequently

mistaken for a_cunuch in uence. Arlin is
e swog ad sikal ype, who hardly cver
except where horses.

presidie oo iyl extremely

proficient and_an expent with the

rapier. Then there is the Naiish magician, Ehpen,

who scems cqually at home as cither a man of a

; be not only dresses the part, but scems

10 become it. Finally, there is the male horse
Daffodil

that as it may, it is
w see fantasy stercotypes
0 successfull
The mww.nu which MacAvoy has chosen 1o
use is possibly a mistake. Nazhuret narrates his
morics, complete with asides, to_provide
his mentor. This restricts us to
limited view, and

are not privy 1o their emotions. While each

There is some
the

home when describing

Connecied 10 the ~King of the Déad s
would have appreciated and understood
sigaificance of these clements more had 1 P

first And 1 got a lile tired of
Nazhiret a0 Arlin

going “in the

more successful. lmdc..mly, T e
blurb says that this is a series - you have been

Brainchild

George Tume

Headline, 1992, 407pp, £4.99 pb

Brainchild is csumnlly a delective story.

David Chance, dit

supermen. contacted his

father and employed 10 find out why four % the

twelve committed suicide.

The detective hunt operates on several levels.

On the level of story, David secks the motives
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hﬂblndﬂ\cu]mmnmﬂmndcolcﬂmup
Conrad, it

Arthur, as David strives to jon he
hasmi in a man has no uses for
lapses inlo a_stereotypical cold
intellect, ceasing to be a plausible
Easily the character in the novel is the
detective/: Jonesy. Com m
shrewd and warm, with a sharp line in di
Jonesy of the novel. It
is through him that the various individuals

agencics _ searching Conrad’s legacy arc
unied, and it is"ofien through his insights that
we  appreciate characters. It is a
g ot e, dciocve sl bk of
that its most influential character
is an mvesug

Which leaves you wondering where the science
in this_fiction. Genetic manipulation qual-

ifics as science, but nol as fiction, these days,
the old siory of the creation of flawed
supermen is nol startingly well retold here. Bul
what is donc well is the attcmpt to consider the
quality of the relationships which would obtain

Farmer

Grafton, 1992, 366pp, £4.99
Famcr s onc of those imkatingly waywand -
clearly of better than
10 produce. He tome

risics. with Roger Zelazay, notably
the 1960s and has degencrated _into
backvork and  the caens  aonty-epiasing
Exricr faveations ke the Riverword and he
World of Tiers at least had 3 certain’ mythic
grandeur - a river along whose banks is rebom

everyone who has lived or will ever live,
nd goddesses battling it oul in
iverses. They also ed

tion
have meant cveryone has to live for
day a week; the rest of the time, they
stored in

are “'stoned”’, or in suspeaded
AxlkcndolMondy.Mmdayspwpkl’kmlo
the _coffin-like . and Tuesday’s shift is
reanimated.

The whole idea falls apant qnsduy on
cxamination. By comparison the
lcvohuouol auitades 2ad sochl eng

st and
Keconmhand, Yer etk all of he
book is taken up with interminable cloak-and-
dagger machinations, the permutations of which
might have amused Farmer but which are

gehwting and coubiagly dall for the radr
People

delincates Hannah's Hidcaway M«cl its :ull
and idual

Instre:

the opening vignetic °

omen " will |m|nedul:)y
 Eartioes

“The
"are. all presthoes of water and light
walking the long sands against the darkness of
the forest” The juxiaposition ‘of tile *and

Klatsand)

subtitle

announces  a thematic duality. The word
“‘Searoad”, while naming a street in the beach
village of Klatsand, al the same time

ggesuve of “the gull's way and the wiale's
way""; and_the word *“‘Chronicles™

change-resistant _fragment
Orcgon State, Iyngbamnwoodedvﬂkyso(
Range occan.

.&g;;gag;
i
it
:
!

?E
£
H

‘Hemes' poet, Virginia. While Le Guin rings the
changes ~ between first

narmation, her character-cmpathy makes  her
particularly happy with the  first-person.
*Slecpwalkers’,  for example, she brilliantly

other environments; but re
e i o e 5 s, the headiands. and
homes of Klatsand. arc years of

coastbound mﬂv:mcnl from the east and the
puching plils, years of wus sod workd mm,

mancd_horses;
Klug of the Sea (Ihc old mad devouring king, as
ther Jane had called mm) and
Pcmphones dnughur both turn to foam.
san

waves on d, broke around the
chariol, broke in lmm, and the woman was
there, the girl, the foam-born, the soul of the
world, “daughter of the dust of stars.” Even

By Bizarre Hands
Joe R Lansdale
NEL, 1992, 242pp, £4.99

this book should never have been
poorly written (“by bizare hands”’,

ublished:
no doubt),
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and poorly dited - i indecd it was edited.
In another _ collection, Voices
3, el fmors. promise from the'san. As With
all anthologies, I found myself checking the list
of contributors for familiar names, and_found
several:  Masterton, Morris, Laws, Copper,
Campbell and Lumley.
Graam Masterion’s offering, “5A Bedford Row’,
is at first almost hic in sexual detail,
but as the story unfolds the erotcism becomes
tension: a_homific discovery is made by
narmator who, alone and broke in Bnymm, ae
for a seductive unmarried mother occupying the
flat below his own. There is sor
about the plot, but told in Masterton’s style it
survives the retelling.
In Busil Copper's Academy of Pai', we are 1ot
o wealthy . mans private  torturc
chamber, Afier Jeamiog hat s wife is having
an affair with her doctor, Carstairs invites the

guest every

' swe_you G
guess what's to come. The reader will become
engrossed in the tension, knowing the doclor’s
fale and praying he cscapes. Sadly, the siory
fails to shock as the best hom)r tales’ should;
most of the others in this collect
There is onc story that I vcmnl.\ly felt was
worth the price of the book: ‘He Who Laughs® by
Siephen Laws. What sppears b e

practical joke soon develops into something
hideously. cvil. Again, 3 vaguely familiarplot
but Laws keeps the reader intrigued without
giving anything away until the last full-stop.
Afier reading his talc and Laws' lntest norvel,
Darkfall, week, I am of the
opinion that e o s & b ot
Britain’s masters of terror in the not too distant

future.
Martin Webb

And Disregards the Rest
Paul Voerma
Gollancz, 1992 z$6pp, £14.99

This is a gust of scorching hot desert air, flying
in from the other side of the globe. This is a
powerful first novel, which 1 recommend to. all
Jou noble Englishme
Set maybe ten or eaty years from today, the
title is’ drawn from Paul " Simon’s song, “The
Boxer': **A man hears what he wants to hear and
disregards the rest.”” Paul Simon and Dire Straits
melodies _echo throughout, forming a haunting
Somteak 10 4 sty wevce lrmmd two lonely
people, searching, ever searchin
The hero is Kevin Gore, deapetaie for e answver
that will sience the voices inside his
heroine is Gemma Stranger looking for an
anewer that will provide. the et o bt b,
Both realize that the to_their shared
dilemma is a picce of avant-garde theatre that
ended in tragedy.
Two tales intertwine as the reader is_allowed
tantalizing glimpses of the solution in the form
of a manuscript about the_ umue
disaster, even as the main feel
their way to the answer s 1o the wha, o
.

Rest's first strength
Bt A foch Even aitbonr the oo
flora, the overwhelming heat, the landscapes
surtching o infnity you never forgel this is
not England. There’s the alien slang, the shy digs
2t the English monarchy, and the’ backdiop of
aboriginal concems and_ ethos. There’s also an

rich setting, all
build up 1o an unexpected nouement of death,
miracles, reconciliation, and a show that saves
So read it its unique Australian
fully crafted interest will have
page by page ever morc
impaticnly” moving. fowards thal lastcurtain

Sally-Ann Melia

Burying the Shadow
Storm Constantine
Headline, 1992, 406pp, £15.99 hb, £8.99 pb

1 found this a_frusiaing book: 3o
moved along, others dragged. The problem was
often the author telling me things | Py didn't
eed 1o know, for exampl
“What are your plans?’ m asked. Our conver-
sation was interrupted of
e B the Iood avnlable for
breakfast. After he’d gone, I said...
Well, not only did the”servtor interupt.them,
t this also interrupted the narrative flow, and
For hatt I aaded nothing to _the plot,
characterisation, or the book as a whole. 1 am
not suggesting deliberate padding; I'm sure
Storm  Constantine felt _every  word was
necessary. However 1 think very few stories
eally necd 400 pages, but, as the fashion is for
large books, presumbly ‘the majoriy of " the
readership dun { agree wit
e book focls well crafied. The author clearly
e slyle & s and'clear (cven the bits
I don’t think need to
The story is most nnusual Storm  Constantine
combines the vampire myth with that of the
fallen angels, to produce the Eloim. We are

clearly meant to make this association as_the
chapter headings
Paradise Lost.

arc quotes mainly from
The Eloim’s nature s _hidden

only their ““patrons””
know the secret, trading blood for the artistic
gifts of the Eloim. The Eloim do not dic, but as

The siory also - involves Soulscapers  heslers
who can_enter the mindscape and soulscay
their patients and rectify the disorders uusmg
the illness. Two of the Eloim decide they need

ain  characters,
Soulscaper Rayojml and  the

o
Metatronim, are well drawn; they feel like
poople oo, ¥ St 1ho’ chafackition was 2
strength of th
This is not yow i of the mill fantasy. It is an
unusual premise, but I wasn't convinced it
meshed together fully. Nonetheless, the book is
worth your attention. T suspect it is mot one I
will forget. For all my carping, I liked it - but
would Have liked it more if it had been, say, S0
iges less.
‘om A Jones

Ecce and Old Earth
Jack Vance
NEL, 1992, 313pp, £15.99 hb, £8.99 pb

Jack Vance is something of an acquired taste.
His novels offer few concessions to literary
convention, and are instead uncompromising
ictions _in  which characters ~pursuc
implausible plots while conversing in an
Englsh that no-onc has cver spoken. Despie or
perhaps because of this, juced
number of crediable science s g
Unfortunately, and Old Earth is not
oncoilhem

£
B

s the continuing struggle over
el planet. Cadwal that began in the
earlier ume  Araminta  Station.  For
generations, the planet has been protected from
settlement and_exploitation by its charter from
the Naturalist Society of Earth. Now a powerful
faction is atiempting o overthrow the charter.
Determingd 10 stop him arc Glawen Clattic and
Wayness Tami
What 3 usually part of the charm, part of the
attraction of Vance’s fiction, just grates here.
The names of his characters, for example, are
particularly imitating. We have Bodwyn Wook,
Spanchetta Clattuc, i i tace
Chilke, Melvish Keebles, Giljin Leepe, Mr
Buffums, and of course Titus Pompo, the

Oomphaw of Yiplon, This is, morcover, a short
restraines ted _fro k
overflowing e M L
‘ance’s name-coining has proven dud; they arc
100 patently forgerics.
What of his dialogue? Vance’s characters have
never made many concessions to the verna-
cular, but have instead spoken a precise, omate
English. Here it breaks down into sham,
becomes unintentionally comic. i
cpisode where Glawen rescues Eustace Chilke
from a doghole prison:
*“‘What happened to you?"
‘Nothing at all complicated,’ said Chilke.
“Yesterday morning two men jumped me, threw
3 bag over my head, laped my ams, stowed me
our new J-2 flyer and flew away. Next
I.hmg T knew 1 was here.
incidentally, was Benjamic. 1 could si
fancy pomade he wears in his hair. When I get
back to the Station, he is out of a job, since he
cannot be trusted.”
‘Then ‘what happened?”

some  voices. e led me into a
shack and.pulied the b.lg from my head. Cortain
peculiar things happened next which 1 am still

f He

my name, and mentioned Rhat i Tooked Tike rain,
After that I was left alonc, until I heard your
voice, which I was glad to hear.
Forgive un-, extended quotation, but it is
necessary to demonstrate the poi E on.ly an
established au'hm could write and
still gl got mmnnl If Vance were sllmng out,

would never have scen
l.hc light of day. Like old soldiers, science
fiction writers it scems are condemned to fade
away, and this is a sad example of the process.
Ecce 'and Old Earth is pretty bad, and only of
interest to Vance completists.
'ohn Newsinger

Artwork by Claire Willoughby
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2 Classic fantasy in the tradition of Piers Anthony
Gordon R. Dickson and Terry Brooks

By the author of the bestselling novelisation of
S the film, ROBIN HOOD, PRI %E OF THIEVES
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