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Some Girls Wander
by Mistake

An Editorial By Catie Cary

This is an issue in transition. Next issue will see the mergeing into
Vector of Paperback Inferno, and a lot of my time and

attention has been focussed on the necessary planning for this
event. I'm planning to redesign the magazine, and you will notice
that | have been trying out a few ideas in the layout of this issue.
I'd be extremely grateful for your comments and suggestions.

So, in Vector 169 a paperback review section will be added ,

and also a section of magazine reviews. | believe that Stephen
Payne will be laying out his plans in the current issue of
Paperback Inferno. | find that a lot of my own favourite reading

is in magazines; on page 16 of this magazine you can read of
Maureen Speller’s intentions for magazine reviews in Vector.
These are very exciting changes, and | for one am looking forward
in anticipation to the next issue.

A new feature beginning in this issue, and described as "Read
This™ in the last is “"Compass Points".| am indebted to Terry
Broome for suggesting the title. As he stated in his letter to me,
“the title directs the reader to significant points of interest in the
SF/FantasyHorror genre, ... maybe it will also conjure images of
quests & maps’. The purpose of this feature is for writers to
share with us their enjoyment of works, whether classic or
obscure, pointing us in the direction of stories that have either
failed to come our way, or that maybe we have failed to
appreciate. Over time, | am hoping that the series will build into a
definitive guide to the best in the genre. We start with articles by
Kev McVeigh and Ben Jeapes.

Finally, Sally-Ann Melia has asked me to mention the writers
workshops she will be conducting at Novacon 22. These will be at
two levels, dictated by the seriousness of the participants. For
more details contact Sally-Ann at 11 Spinney Drive, Cheswick T

Green, Solihull, B30 4HB Artwork by Claire Willoughby

COMPETITION RESULTS

| was extremely pleased by the level of interest shown in the competitions last issue, based on this we
shall almost certainly repeat the experiment. The winners were:

Mike Jefferies

First prize: Nigel Parsons

Runners up: Daniel White, Chris C Bailey, Colin Johnson, William Powell

Sue Thomas
Steve Grover, Roger Robinson, Ray Smith, Tarin Brokenshire, Judith Johnstone
Your prizes should reach you shortly, Commiserations to the losers
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A Doctor Writes: expansion of Vector, T bet it will go all effects and all. The novelisation gave

In mein professional experience, T often
encounter a vide variety of people --
accountants, und dentists, und estate agents
being among zee most common. But zee
verld of science fiction is, for me, zee most
interesting und also zee most alarming.
People who valk around mit zee false
pointy cars und crying **Zat is illogical, mein
Kapitan! ™"
provided me mit many many yi
und inspired several books (c.
Loneli of zee Long Distance
Science Fiction Fan, Simone und
Scheister, 1983, £14.95 -- available from all
good remainder stores at half zee
price).However, reading his cditorial in
V167, I must say zat Herr McVector clearly
takes zee biscuit. His enthusiasm for zee

SF™* has degenerated into a pseudo-erotic
reader/author relationship, und he can barely
contain his excitement as he reels off name
after name of his favourite authors. Why
elsc, for example, does he mention so many
American authors in an article purportedly
about zee British SF? Von imagines him
reaching an uncontrollable orgasm mit a cry
of **Lois McMaster Bujold!"” vhenever he
left alone mit his books; it is a sad case
indeed, und vill inevitably end in vot has
become known as the Asimov-Heinlein
Effect -- zat is in vhich authors of no great
talent are held up for deification by zer
followers und zer peers
Hugo Awards, etc.Zis
und Herr McVector s
soon as possible for urgent treatment.
Ich bin,

Dr Wilhelm J. Erkoff
Department for zee Stady of Sad Lonely

People
University of Barrow-1n-Furmess, Cumbria

I blame Sellafield, either that or the
author was dropped on his head as
an adult - KM

More and More and More
Another issue! My oh my, I bet the time
flies for you. With the demise of

Paperback Inferno, and the subsequent

the quicker. Increasing Vector by cight
pages, however, does not seem a fair
exchange for the 16 or so in PI, plus
whatever was in Focus which I have not
seen. By more room, I meant MORE and
MORE room! (Will hopefully be a 12-16 page
increase - Ed)

1 wonder if the editorial board of Vector is
not going to look a little top heavy: Editor,
Contributing Editor, Reviews Editor,
Magazine Reviews Editor, and Paperback
Reviews Editor??? There is a danger here
that Vector will become some hydra-
headed uncontrollable monster, when all

are trying to get their oar in and compete for
space. No doubt it makes less work for you
{He must be kidding! - Ed.} but on the other hand
you are going to have to be fairly ruthless as
EDITOR, at times. Because there are bound
to be instances where your desire for space
conflicts with others. Happy Hunting - T
hope you have your red pen sharpened.

To the issue at hand, which still feels as
though it is in slight transition. The

Asimov pieces were interesting, without
being astounding. Norman Beswick had me
nodding in agreement in places, though I am
not too sure if Leslie Hurst had much to

say. Indeed, I found him a bit debatable. He
says: **I doubt if the people who leave A
Brief History of Time on their coffec

tables had previously bought The New
Intelligent Man’s Guide to

The Hawking book has the reputation of
being one of the least read, and even less
understood, bestsellers of all time. The

Asimov a big boost and was widely read.
My main point was the implicit sneer that
Asimov was somchow soiling his hands

by doing work! One of Asimov’s appeals
was the very fact that despite the fame that
he got, he still saw himself, in his writing

at least, as a journeyman professional. Does
one sneer at Orson Scott Card for writing
The Abyss? {Probably - Ed.}

In Leslie Hurst’s final paragraphs, Asimov
is scolded for, amongst other things, not
seeing the significance of the decline of the
Soviet Empire. Oh come on! In all of the
endless millions spent on thinktanks,
strategical studics, spying, and all the
paraphernalia of prediction and information-
gathering of endless governments, who the
hell did?? Tt would have certainly saved us
all a mountain of money, if anyone had, or at
least if anyone was believed. Hindsight is a
truly wonderful critical tool....

The interviews with both Sue Thomas and
Mike Jefferies were interesting, although [
thought that the introduction to the Suc
Thomas interview was somewhat

pointless. By the time A, B and C had
finished their equation, I wanted some
simplification! If interviews need this
amount of introduction, then perhaps there
is something inherently wrong with the
structure of the interview. Which brings one
to the point: how important are interviews?
They do seem to be used a lot lately, T
suppose because they make casy copy. Yet
they are difficult to do well. All too often,
they tend to resemble a pub chat. After
reading a number of them, one comes away
obtained, but

coffee table is where it most
belongs, as a show of intellectually
ostentatious one-up-manship. On the other
hand, most of the Asimov science books
were bought to be read, and will end up well-
thumbed, next to the dictionaries, on the
reference shelf. They were bought as tools,
to be used again and again. In the end that is
what Asimov will be remembered for, that
brilliant ability to explain clearly.

Another bit of snobbery from Leslie

Hurst’s piece I found amusing - and
somewhat indicative of his whole attitude -
was the sncering reference to Fantastic
Voyage. In its time, Fantastic Voyage

was a BIG film, with a big budget, special

deeper motivations not. It depends crucially
on the questions asked, and it’s easy to be
fatuous. The best ones I have seen lately
have been those by Stan Nicholls in
Interzone.

The mini-reviews continue to annoy. [ must
admit I cannot understand Chris Amics’
policy of inserting these usual double-
barrelled couple of paragraphs into the body
of the review scction. Mini-reviews in
essence are extremely difficult to do beyond
the level of ““This was good; this was bad™”
and point to one or two faults.

The mini-reviews here tend to prove the
point. Martin Webb on By Bizarre
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publi
but why??? A brief statement of opinion is
not a review. Similarly Martin Webb on
Dean Koontz: *‘As a fan of Dean Koontz, it is
difficult to be objective and critical.”” So if
he finds it difficult, what does the poor
reader make of only two paragraphs devoted
to the book?
1 would truly like to know how the
emphasis on length of review is decided.
Koontz, for instance: interesting writer.
From the depths of some truly execrable SF
in his carly career, he has moved into the
bestseller area, via a more pedestrian
treatment of the Stephen King territory. Yet
he gets little space. Similarly Laymon: for “a
book Laymon should be proud of ", he
receives little attention.
Fantasy also scems to get the brush-off,
Rose, The

- all the same short shrift. If fantasy and
horror are going to be reviewed (and that is
another argument altogether), then at least it
should be done on a level playing ground.
There is no doubt that the more
““heavyweight’” books - Le Guin and
‘Wilhelm here for instance - need space for
review, but on the other hand all that
cascade of fantasy and horror is not all
dross, and I for one would like longer
reviews of the better examples.

1 think that Steve Palmer missed an
opportunity of investigating the Hawking
phenomenon in its social and publishing
context. Why has the book been on the
bestseller list for three to four years? Why
is it bought, when so few people understand
it? Indeed, why is there now a small
publishing industry devoted to basically
explaining Hawking, or have you not
looked into your local Waterstone’s lately?
‘Why is it that it has almost become a social
phenomenon??? When, truly, people are
trying to understand esoteric, immensely
complicated scientific theories that most of
them have not got a snowball in hell’s
chance of kenning? Indeed, the very
programme that Steve Palmer examines is a
product of this phenomenon. Name the last
time a programme about a science professor
merited prime time?? Is it Scientist as God?
or GENIUS? or media circus?

The idea is obviously not to upset Ken Lake.
{Why not? - Ed.} | must admit to a certain
ironic smile when, after going for Gillian
Rooke hammer and tongs, he accuses her of
being immature!!! By your own petard be
hoist.

1 again enjoyed this issuc of Vector, for
which much thanks. The only thing one
would wish, with a merged magazine, is a
more professional appearance. When onc
witnesses what can be done with desktop
publishing, Vector does suffer in
comparison. Still I suppose that depends on
money more shan much else. I like the
typocs!!! {What typoes? - Typist}

Philip Muldowney

Plymouth

Paperback Reader

Paperback Inferno is a BSFA service
I’ve always greatly valued. | suspect I'm
like many other people who almost never
buy hardback SF but regularly use P1 for
buying paperback editions. If like me you
live in an SF desert, it's a question of
matching PI reviews with mail order
listings from specialist shops (1 buy
through Andromeda Bookshop in
Birmingham).

When you merge Paperback Inferno
with Vector, may | make a plea that there
be at least a short 250-word reminder of
later paperback editions of hardbacks
already reviewed? My guess is that quite a
proportion of current PI reviews are of
books that Vector never had the chance to
notice; and many others are of much older
books Vector may have covered in
puwous deadts, giving an opportunity for

As my Fuﬂ-lh- articles indicate, my
particular interest is SF books that deal
‘with, mention or involve religions,
religious institutions or religious themes. |
found it most useful combing

Inferno for any hints of books I might
find worth looking at and buying.
Norman W Beswick

Church Stretton, Shropshire

A Matter of Gravity
| was amused at the hero-worship accorded
the discredited Hawking by Steve Palmer
in his first lamentable Insight column.
Perhaps I could take up just one small but
essential point: that of Gravity.
‘The thing about Gravity is that, like Matter,
it doesn’t exist. Quite carly in his book,
Hawking carefully sets forth what I've
heard rather delightfully referred to as The
Incontinence Theory of the Universe - that
is, the Rubber Sheet Theory.
Simply explained, this postulates that the
entire Universe has the property of a rubber
sheet: that is, it easily accommodates itself
to stresses and strains, herein called
Tensions. What we know as stars, planets
and the restare all, of course, mere

of nothing upon -
at base they arc mercly waves, albeit
waves perceived by our fecble senses as
particles.

The rubber sheet does not contain these
waves: it is the sum total of the waves,

held in a permanent and ever self-adjusting
Tension. Plancts and stars do not act upon
each other - they are all part of the one
phenomenon which we call the Universe.
Now it may well be that this Universe
contains vortices in the form of Black
Holes which are “*our end’* of White Holes,
which are in fact other Universes: since
there is little chance of our ever penctrating
these must necessarily remain
“‘mysteries’” to us - things, like the true
nature of cleciricity, at present beyond our
ability to comprehend and certainly beyond
our ability to explore. The silly argument

that, since we have found no White Holes
in our Universe, this cannot be true, ignores
the simple fact that within this theory our
Universe is a White Hole, a continuing
influx of Universe-stuff from another
Universe’s Black Hole.

The concepts all fall neatly into line with
current major concerns of The New Physics,
and indeed with the Holographic

Universe theory set out by Michael

Talbot in his book of that name, which
postulates that the Universe is not only *‘of
a picce with itself”” but is holographic in
essence - each *‘part™” contains the whole, in
ever fuzzier detail as one subdivides it.

But to return to Hawking: the fatal flaw (one
of several) in his popular but unread book is
that, having carefully delincated the Rubber
Sheet Theory and indicated its validity in

all our observations, he then proceeds to
ignore it and to carry on throughout his book
pretending that Gravity exists, and basing
absolutely all his cosmology on that faulty
pmmx Realising that Dr Hawking cannot
cope dence, 1 wrote putting
this point and asking that one of his
assistants or students should comment; 1
received a printed acknowledgement, a
disavowal of any ability to reply, and
nothing further. Thus are great reputations
made, and thus do unaware readers like
Steve Palmer fall for them: Goebbels’
principle of the Big Lie lives on in Science
as it always did.

Ken Lake

London

Insensitivity

Jim England’s letter was quite amusing.
Particularly, the line about “msensmvny
‘what all the young aspire to nowadays."”

Onc thing clearly not the exclusive property
of the young , is insensitivity -

with which Liz Counihan applics comment
to the horror genre as a whole.

It’s not surprising then to see him miss the
point made by the Czech women writers, Of
course it’s *‘no great art” to be “‘better than
the majority of men”". Sturgeon’s law
applics. I suspect that the real point is that
‘while there are more acclaimed male
‘writers than women, most don’t actually
deserve this status. Most women find their
assigned roles difficult to break out of;
when they do it’s hardly surprising if they
consider those men who haven’t faced this
struggle for acceptance as lazy and stupid.
Jim England, in his narrow-minded letter,
proves all these points without even trying.

Helen Bland
Edinburgh

Please address all letters of comment to:
Catie Cary (Vector)

224 Southway

Park Bamn, GUILDFORD
Surrey, GU2 6DN
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A Hand Held Out
In The Dark

Some relationships in the science fiction of

Ursula Le Guin

Examined by Cherith Baldry

In her introduction to the 1977 edition of
Planet of Exille Ursula Le Guin states

that the principal theme of her work is
marriage. She states in the same introduc-
tion that she is not sure what that means,
and what was true in 1977 may not neces-
sarily still be true today, but the idea may
still form a useful jumping-off point for a
consideration of relationships in her work.
If we take marriage to mean *‘the forging of a
significant relationship®", without insisting
on the ceremonial connotations of the word,
then a whole list of paired characters
springs to mind, few of whom are marricd
in the conventional sense. Genly Ai and
Estraven; Shevek and Takver; Ged and
Tenar. The relationship illuminates the
individual.

But if the theme of the works is marriage
and the reader is encouraged 10 attend to
how that relationship is established, then
this implies a beginning in which that
relationship does not exist. Time after time
in the novels and short stories of Le Guin,
we are presented with a character in
isolation.

Sometimes the isolation is practical and
physical, and in some of the shorter fiction
tself the theme; we think
B i The
Ones Who Walk Away From Omelas’. In
other short stories, and in the novels, the
isolation is the beginning of a more
complex movement. Genly Ai is the solc
human being on the world of Winter.
Shevek, the only Anarresti on Urres. Ged,
the only whole man in the Place of the
Tombs. Rocannon, the only one of his
people to survive the massacre. Falk in
City of Hlusions begins by knowing
nothing of himself, except that he is
different from all those around him, the only
one of his kind in the world as he and they

know it. From that position of isolation
these people must make their choices and
order their lives.

The isolation is, of course, often
intentional. Ai and Shevek both chose their
course. Ged came to the Tombs with a
purpose in mind. Even Falk, though he had
no idea of being abandoned in Earth’s
forests with his memory wiped out,
voluntarily abandoned his wife and his
own world to move out, with a small group
of his own people, to investigate the
silence of Earth. Like all those who travel
between the stars in Le Guin’s universe, he
has given up his family and those he loves,
because the time distortion inherent in
travelling close to the speed of light means
that they have lived out their lives and died
while he was on the voyage.

If the isolation were only physical, it
would be relatively simple. But in the work
of a complex writer like Le Guin there is
more to it than that. Many of these isolated
characters are isolated not only physically,
but within their own perception. Genly Ai
feels acutely his separateness from the
people of Winter. His appearance is -
moderately - different. His customs and
what he takes for granted are even more so.
But the major isolating factor is his
sexuality, not just the physical differences
between an Earth malc and the androgyncs
of Winter, but his perception of the
differences. The problems that he faces
arise chiefly from his reluctance to form a
genuine relationship with Estraven,
because he shrinks away from the
Gethenian’s sexual ambiguity. It is ironic
that Genly, judging a world and its
individual representatives against the
norm of his own masculinity, comes to be
known in Pulefen Farm as *“The Pervert™.
His story might in one way be scen as his

journcy towards accepting that designation.
Ai’s isolation, however involuntary, is
ultimately destructive. He can only
accomplish his purpose by casting it off,
and his delay in doing so costs Estraven’s
life. In other works, however, characters
isolate themselves from their socicty, or
move out from it, beginning to form their
own judgements instead of those imposed
on them, and this activity is seen as
creative. In two early novels, Planet of
Exile and The Eye of the Heron, the

young girls Rolery and Luz move away from
the restrictive surroundings of their
childhood to investigate groups of people of
whom they have been taught to think
nothing but evil. The fact that they do so
proves o be a turning point for their world,
the point at which growth, stunted for so
long, begins again. In the recent Always
Coming Home, another young girl, North
Owl, also moves away from her socicty,
rejecting it in favour of her father’s people.
This iis a more complex book, even for
readers who disregard the wealth of
anthropological detail about the Kesh. North
Owl is mistaken; among her father’s people
she does not find the freedom she had
hoped for, but only greater restriction, and
yet her journey was important, for she
returns mature. She does not create a new
beginning for her world, but she forms her
own being.

Over and over again in the work of Le Guin,
we find central characters experiencing
restlessness with their surroundings, a
restlessness which impels them to move

out and grow: Shevek, long before he
journeyed to Urres, felt himself uncasy in
the apparently free, but in reality restrictive,
society of Anarres. Tenar among the tombs
questions the apparently unquestionable
assumptions of the religion she serves. In
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“The Diary of the Rose’, from The
Compass Rose, we see the growth of
Rosa’s isolation, from the obedient,
ungquestioning little beginner to the
profoundly alienated, but mature, person she
becomes.

Often the isolation is neither voluntary nor
an outgrowth of the personality, but is
imposed from outside. Ursula Le Guin is
not a violent writer, if by violent we mean
self-indulgent in the depiction of blood and
guts, but there is violence in her work, its
destructiveness shown because it destroys
relationships and isolates its victim from
the rest of humanity. George in The Lathe
of Heaven is isolated first by his own
society, which insists on his undergoing
therapy, and then by Haber, the therapist,
who uses and abuses his abilities. Violence
used to wipe out memory, with Faik, and
Flores in “The Diary of the Rose’ does little
physical harm, but destroys the
personalities, and with it the relationships
they formed. The child Tenar, taken away
from her family to serve the Nameless
Ones, retains no memory of her mother. No
physical harm at all is done to Semley by
the Gdemiar, yet the time dislocation,
isolating her from her own people, destroys
her. In the same way, Argaven in ‘Winter’s
King’ is forced to leave the child Emran, and
does not return until Emran is old and
disgraced. Government officials take away
Simon in “The New Atlantis’, in the name of
welfare. Most shocking and pitiable,
perhaps, is Therru in Tehanu, a child raped
and disfigured so that her foster-mother,
Tenar, despairs of her future, fearing she will
be condemned to live alone because so
many people, looking at her, see only the
ugly outside.

““The averted faces, the signs against evil,
the horror and curiosity, the sickly pily and
the prying threat, for harm draws

. And never a man’s arms. chcr anyone
bul Tenar.”” (Tehanu, Chapter 6)

‘The isolation of all these characters is
enforced, not an opportunity for creative
growth, but the ending of it.

If the ultimate violence is the enforcing of
isolation, then the “‘villains’” of the stories
are those who so enforce it. Yet there are
few if any villains in Le Guin. So often the
violence is not carried out by individuals
but by faceless officials, representatives of
a Government, or by individuals like Estrel
in City of Dlusions enslaved to an evil
system. The only ‘lost souls™ are the rare
characters like Haber, who knowingly
choose to break down the bonds which
others have created.

Salvation comes from the forging of a true
relationship: *‘marriage”” as I set out the
terms carlier. Out of their isolation, or
perhaps because of it, the characters find
cach other. The relationship might not be a
successful one, or a permanent one. That
between Luz and Lev, for example, scarcely
has time to get going before his death. Rosa
and Flores are separated by his loss of
‘memory. Estraven is killed. Many years
clapse between the meeting of Ged and
Tenar, and their eventual *‘marriage””. Yet the

relationship has valuc; in creating it, the
characters create their lives, and
incidentally, the story.
1 want to examine in more detail the story
“Nine Lives’, originally published in
Playboy in 1969, and then appearing in the
collection The Wind’s Twelve
. Not because I think it is

necessarily a more important story than
others I have mentioned, or even ones [
have not, but because it illuminates very
clearly the issues I am discussing.
A clone of ten individuals is working as a
Planetary Exploitation team on the world
Libra, along with the two men, Pugh and
Martin, who first opened up the planet.
Because the units of the clone are
essentially one person, their rapport with
each other is flawless.
‘What would it be like, then, to have
someone as close to you as that? Always
to be answered when you spoke; never to
be in pain alone. Love your neighbor as you
love yourself... that hard old problem was
solved. The neighbor was the self: the love
was perfect.
But it is not as casy as that. Pugh and
Martin both feel there is something
unnatural about the clone and the
relationships within it. The reader feels the
same. These relationships are

“‘manufactured”’, in the sense that they arc
inherent in the nature of the clone. They
‘have not been established through human
contact and a recognition of the other. We
cannot help asking ourselves what is the
value of such refationships. We arc told to
love our neighbour as ourselves because it
is difficult; the clone is a cop-out.
Because their rapport with cach other is
perfect, the members of the clone cannot
reach out and form relationships with
others. Pugh and Martin for their part find
contact difficult because they cannot
distinguish individuals, or provoke an
individual response.
““And part of the difficulty was that they
never really talked to Pugh and Martin. They
joked with them, were polite, got along
fine. They gave nothing. It was nothing one
could complain about; they were very
pleasant, they had the standardized
American friendliness.””
Nine individuals of the clone are killed in
an earthquake, and the story focuses on the
survivor, Kaph. Horrifically, he suffers the
dying agonies of the other nine. Afterwards,
he is totally alone. He has no experience of
forming relationships; he cannot even carry
on a normal, trivial, everyday
conversation.
““Do you tell yourself good night?””
He begins to learn about human
communication by observing Pugh and
Martin. Their relationship is what we
might expect between two men who have
worked together for a long time. They co-
operate, get on each other’s nerves, have
spells of not speaking; when Martin is
caught out in another bad carthquake, Pugh
goes out to find him, though Kaph sees no
point in taking the risk. Because of this,

Kaph at Jast begins to understand about love
in human terms, and to see himself as an
individual with the possibility of relating

to other individuals.

““Kaph looked at him and saw the thing he
had never seen before, saw him: Owen Pugh,
the other, the stranger who held his hand out
in the dark.”

That would be all very well: a suffering
creature brought to some kind of peace, a
valid story. But there is another
complication, another set of ideas, because
this is not really, or not only, the story of
Kaph; it is also the story of Pugh and
Martin. For all their long-established
relationship, there is a sense in which they
do not know each other at all.

*‘Pugh was pleased. He had hoped Martin
would want to go on working with him, but
neither of them was used to talking much
about their feelings, and he had hesitated to

In our culture men must be strong and silent,
and not admit to feelings, or at least, only to
approved feelings. When Kaph asks Pugh, at
the end of the story, if he loves Martin,
Pugh’s first reaction is anger, and he tries to
evident truth in other words,

s not acceptable to ask one man
if he loves another, or for the man to admit
it. Pugh does, in fact, admit ibly
Kaph has taught him something. It is just as
difficult for Pugh and Martin to accept their
love as it is for Kaph to understand it; they
do it but do not acknowledge it, and the
experience is richer for being acknowledged.
Looking at this story can cast light on other
relationships of love in Ursula Le Guin’s
works, and I should like to continue by
analysing some aspects of what is, for me,
her finest novel so far, The Left Hand of
Darkness. It may be that the feminist
interest which this book has rightly

aroused has obscured the fact that it is also
a profoundly moving love story.

Genly Ai s just as inarticulate about
emotions as Martin and Pugh, again because
of his acculturation. He has been taught not
to show his feelings; Estraven does not
understand why he is ashamed to weep. He
admits only to what he finds acceptable. He
feels himself - however much his intellect
tells him different - to be a normal male in a
world of perverts. This attitude prevents
him from sceing and accepting the truc
nature of Estraven, and therefore from
reciprocating the trust that Estraven offers
to him. His recognition of this comes fate:
for his mission, almost too late, and
certainly too late for Estraven.

““And I saw then again, and for good, what T
had always been afraid to see, and had
pretended not to see in him: that he was a
woman as well as a man. Any need to
explain the sources of that fear vanished
with the fear; what I was left with was, at
last, acceptance of him as he was. Until

then I had rejected him, refused him his
own reality... T had not wanted to give my
trust, my friendship to a man who was a
woman, a woman who was a man.”’
(Chapter 18)
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The conclusion it takes Genly a good
portion of the book to come to has been
evident to the reader well before this.

fent in Genly’s interest in Estraven,

even when it is a hostile interest; in
powerful sense of presence even in the
Gethenian’s absence; in the recognition of
Estraven’s vitality.

““He set off down the street, walking with a
deft, definite grace, a quickness of being that
made him seem in that minute the only
thing alive in all Mishnory.”” (Chapter 10)
Genly’s discovery of the truth of his own
feelings is a difficult onc, preceded by much
cembarassment and constraint on both sides
during the enforced closeness of the journey
across the ice. Once recognised, it is the
love that - literally - moves the universe.
Recognising it first, Estraven has acted, out
of personal commitment to Genly and
commitment to the purpose of his mission,
and has created the situation in which that
mission can be completed. Genly’s
reappearance in Karhide breaks the deadlock
and sets in motion the train of events

which ends in his bringing down the ship.

It also - unintentionally but inevitably -
leads to Estraven’s death. Genly cements
the keystone of his endeavour with the
blood of his friend.

In retrospect, the days on the ice and the
borders of Karhide take on an almost
unbearable poignancy; this was their time
together, in danger and uncertainty, and it
was 50 short. Genly himself recognises its
importance.

.. T know beyond doubt ‘what the real
center of my own life is, that time which is
past and lost and yet is permanent, the
enduring moment, the heart of warmth.””
(Chapter 18)

The ultimate result of the love between
Estraven and Genly is the joining of Gethen
with the Ekumen. Here as elsewhere, Le
Guin is concerned not only with the fate of
individuals, but with whole worlds.

Gethen and all its inhabitants are brought
out of isolation and into union.
Nevertheless, momentous as this result
‘may be, | am sure it is the novelist’s
intention that we care less about this than
we do about the union of Genly and
Estraven, and then about Genly, thrown
back into isolation after Estraven’s death.
““I held him, crouching there in the snow,
while he died. They let me do that. Then
they made me get up, and took me off one
way and him another, T going to prison and
he into the dark.” (Chapter 19)

In his pain he cannot understand the need
for Estraven’s death, and sees himsclf as
betrayer, for failing to do what he promised,
in sending for the ship before Estraven’s
name is cleared. I cannot read any hope into
the final encounter with Estraven’s child.
Hope for the world, perhaps, but not for
Genly the individual. As he said of Ashe
Foreth, he is **damned to love once”’, and
his story is tragic.

Estraven, the stranger holding out a hand in
the dark, is the pivot of the book and of
Genly’s life. The discussion of isolation,

throught Estraven’s diary in Chapter 16,
incorporating the verse from which the
book takes its title, shows how difficult
Estraven too finds this reaching out, and
how essential it is to his perception of the
human spirit. The same point is made in
The Dispossessed.

““‘We know that there is no help for us but
from one another, that no hand will save us
if we do not reach out our hand. And the
hand that you reach out is empty, as mine is.
You have nothing. You possess nothing.
You own nothing. You are free. All you have
is what you are, and what you give."”
(Chapter 9)

The Dispossessed is a much sparer and
more cerebral novel than The Left Hand
of Darkness, its thematic material for

that reason much clearer. Here the reader
attends not so much to the relationship
between individuals, as between the two
worlds, Urres and Annares. We are left with
the conviction that however much Urres
might try to make use of Annares, and be
rejected by it, the ultimate good of both
worlds lies in reconciliation, and, further,
that with the opening up of the system to
other intelligent beings, this union must
take place.

This is perhaps the clearest statement of
what I feel to be a dominant theme in the
works of Ursula Le Guin, the sense of
duality, the ‘T and Thou™’, coupled with the
conviction that the human spirit is at its
finest when it trics to achieve from that
duality a unity.
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The Entire Enchilada

LAWRENCE SUTIN

Interviewed by Paul Kincaid

Lawreace, I want to begin by asking,
why did you write the biography?

Well, just out of personal passion. I have been a
fan of Philip K Dick for years, and I can recall -
I’m not a regular newspaper reader, but for some
strange reason I was reading my local paper one.
day, and I saw this little box: “DEATH
Elsewhere’” was the headline. And then I looked
down and it said Philip K Dick had died. It was
the tiniest litle thing, maybe a half inch of type.
And I thought **My that time [ was
very unhappily engaged in the practice of law,
and I had determined that | was going to quit at
all costs. I can’t say that the biography made me
quit, but when I thought about a writing project
that T wanted to undertake it occurred to me,
without any particular solid reasoning, that

what I wanted to do was a biography of Philip K
Dick. It was only later that I learned that it was
very difficult to gt people to talk about Philip K
Dick, and people would assure me that there was
no commercial market for a biography of Philip
K Dick, that Philip K Dick was so impossibly
complex a man that the very idea of a

biography... These were all things that I was too
stupid... I just knew that | wanted to do a
biography of Philip K Dick because I wanted to
know about him.

1t is notoricusly difficult to get
People o alk bout kim. How did you

In two stages. First of all, on my own time and
money, I flew out to California: I went to Paul
Williams® home where he had the Philip K Dick
archives in his garage, and I did some research
of my own, read some of the letters, and
managed to interview Paul and a couple of
people who were in the vicinity that knew

Philip K Dick, and based on this [ wrotc up a
proposal. Philip K Dick’s agent at the time, now
my agent, Russell Galen, when I *phoned him for
information, informed me, **Well, you know this
is a commercial impossibility”” - which was a
great bolster!

Tthen proceeded to send out my proposal to an
agent I'd heard of, Dorothy Pitman. She raved
about the proposal, and was fascinated by Philip
K Dick. I owe a great deal to Dorothy Pitman,
because after fifteen rejections of a book most
agents would have sent it back and told me to
get lost. She didn’t, and the sixtcenth person was
an editor then at Harmony Books, by the name of
Michael Peach, who said “I love this proposal.
Let’s do the book.” I got a pittance, which |
promptly spent, for on- the-road rescarch. Once [

had a book contract, a number of people who
knew Philip K Dick - not everybody: there were
about five, seven people who just would not
talk to me; a few who would only correspond
with me - but most people who knew and loved
PG Dick, el ety waed his story to

My e vt people that | interviewed
was very stringent: **I have no preconceptions;
¥'m not out to paint him as  saint; 'm not out to
describe him as a madman; I simply want to
know. And [ promise you [ will do my best o
tell the truth as [ see it Actually, once [

interviews; many people laughed uproariously.
think for many of them it was a tremendous
apporunity torlie beir felings toward him.

‘was constantly revising the
tnthlh-ilhllb:hmvdldy_p
about disentangling that’

To be absolutely honest with you, I'm not sure
that biographers cver disentangle the truth of
someone’s life. Now let me be clear here. T
don’t want 1o be falsely modest: I worked for
years rescarching this book, I made every effort
10 be scrupulously accurate, honest, as
objective as objectivity is possible on this

planc of existence. Nonetheless, what I did was
tell the story based on a blending of as many
different fascinating accounts as I could find. I
don’t claim to have told the truth with a capital
T about Philip K Dick. What I tried to do, my
philosophy of writing as it were, was if I felt
that there were contradictions or entanglements
1 tried to set them down on the page clearly.

Part of what I was after was not to hide the
difficulties. If three different people said three.
different things about something - Phil being onc
of them, and him perhaps giving two out of the
three versions at different times of his life - 1
tried to let the reader know: **Here are the three
versiol f I felt I had any reason to shade
towards one, I tried to make that clear. So |
guess when you say *‘disentangle””, I pray that T
made at Jeast an interesting bow out of all the
tangles. But there’s still entanglements aplenty.

Have you found things out since that
you felt would cast a different light?

O, three or four letters have come to light. But
10, quite honestly I haven’t. I've read various
other essays by people in which they theorise
about what can be 50 or can’t be so. Someone
could hand me a secret envelope tomormow with
revelatory Philip K Dick documents, but I must

say that I am content with my version. As I say,
the estate discovered three or four letters about
his writing methods in the fifties that [ wish [
could have quoted about  paragraph from, but
that’s about it
‘What about things like the “‘pink
light””? How did you work oat how to
g0 through that?

Certain things influenced me. For one thing, it
was not my primary interest to diagnose Philip
K Dick. In the first chapter of my book, when |
talked about the influence of his lost twin

sister, I felt 1 was on very solid ground. Since he
had written over and again in his life how
obsessed he was by her loss, I fell compelled as
a biographer to apply what psychological
knowledge, and psychiatric knowledge, I could
find on that subject. But there has been a
tendency among certain writers to try and pin a
diagnosis on Philip K Dick’s later visionary
experiences. I think that these experiences
make many people very uncomfortable. I tried
not to come to a final conclusion about them,
although in the book I offered one diagnosi
thought that temporal lobe epilepsy could fit.
Schizophrenia could fit, and Philip K Dick argued
that one. There’s been all sorts of theorics.

1 think that to apply psychological diagnostics fo
Philip K Dick posthumously would ultimately
have been reductive. And there is a sense in
which the vitality of Philip K Dick’s message, if
you take the final novels that he wrote

Seriously, as I do, then 'm damned if I wish to
say “This was the product of psychosis, or
multiple personality disorder, or temporal lobe
epilepsy.” That's the reason I quoted William
James in the book: James points out that we all
feel very uncomfortable when our subjective
spiritual experiences are pasted with a

diagnosis by someone else. I tried to look for
what wisdom, what creative ability there was

in those novels - while acknowledging that 1
didn’t know myself whether they arc “genuinc’
mystical experiences. We'll never know.

Did you set out to try and get a grip on
the fiction?

Oh, absolutely. I will confess 1o the world that T
am not a fan of straightforward academic
literary criticism, and those biographies that
contain long, long, long sections devoted to
close, textual analysis of works generally strike
me as shudgy reading. At the same time, what I
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felt I could do with the novels was, first of all,
relate them to the life, and second, give the best
of my insights about them, the most exciting,
most original, interweave them into the
text. | also have a chronological survey in
which 150 through cach and give 8 pit
summary, and the highlights. So ycs, I tricd to.
make the novels and storics - and the
Exegesis, which I quoted from exieasively in
the book - relevant to the life, but without
engaging in long, long. foug passages oflierary
criticism divorced from biographical context.
That was how I felt 3 eadable exciling
biography could be written, and that’s what |
wanted to write.

1 had no ideas or opinions at the outset. | know
that must sound slightly phony, but all I knew

shigh
about Philip K Dick whea | staried was he wrote
novels | loved, and [ wanted o know more about
him. I really feel like I formulated my opinions
as I wrote the book. I didn’t think **Philip K Dick
was this, and now I'm going 1o go off into the
world and try and prove it.” So | formulated my

lllv: them to change.

So, actually, uncovering the life, or a
version of the life, was a way of...

My way of motivating mysclf as a writer is to
pick a topic that I know nothing about, and that

scinales me, and do it If  had felt that | knew
who Philip K Dick was, and I was going (0 go out
and get the quotes and get the data and the

coming in to it wondering who he was, and
letting the gestalt form itsclf... that's the way |
worked.

A the same time, right now, you're
selling

biography cared you of Philip K Dick?

Oh no, not at all! Having a new baby daughter,

and spending a week here in England without

caming income, has instilled in me the desire to

has nothing to do.

interpret my selling off
f

cured of him. But I also have to admit I've speat
a lot of years on him. I don’t have the same.
incredible grasping curiosity that I had whea |
started. No, I stll love the man, I still relish

his work, I'm happy that he’s recciving the
atication he’s recciving. It’s like anything cisc
you spead a few yoars st w80 kg o ot
initial pinprick stage of anticipation: **What
Happencd n 19747 | think | know, more or less.
what happened in 1974. These days it's fun for
me 10 hear what other people think. | like the

and the books are being reprinted; I think that's
all wonderful.

‘The books are being reprinted, and 2
lot of books that were never publ-
ished in his life have now come out.

Nearly all of the mainstream novels were
published posthumously. I think that's in part the
sad statc of affairs when an artist dics: suddenly
he becomes a little bit more collectable and

‘marketable. There’s this cachet of the never
before published, posthumous sort of thing. Not

that I wish to press
ishers who did it, and the mainstream
houses who did it - I just wish more of those

mainstream novels had come out while he was
alive 0 cajoy hefac [ think that's more
cconomics than anything to do with the merit of
those novels.

Do you think the novels couid have
been published in his lifetime?

Well, Confessions of a Crap Artist was.
And Transmigration of Archer

‘was sold in his lifetime, the hardcover came
out right after his death. Could they have beea?
Well, certainly, given that so many of them
were small press publications. I can’t explain

it except to say there is something about an

life, and what can we present?”” | suppose
le could accuse me of being ghoulish: why

didn’t I start my biography before be died? I

guess the answer is it never occurred to me.

thiak if Philip K Dick bad boca alowed ino
the mainstream with his mainstream work he.
would have writien more mainstream novels. |

novel; that’s a mainstream novel, and that's onc
of his finest. But taking the mainstream novels
as a whole, and taking the scieace fiction work
as a whole, I have no trouble in saymg that
'Valis and Ubik and Three
hhn‘ﬂdrﬁﬂlndl)rll-dm_quld
Martian Timealip, just (o name ones that
come o the top of my head, and Scanner,
Darkly, are better than any of the mainstrcam
novels. 1 think thal what's most unfortunatc is
this damn - and get **damn’" in there
mamsnumlsclcnozhummm That's
‘whal is sad: e deserved **
mmmmwrummh It
was the damn label that was his problem.

Land had been a mainstream success, and
cditors had said ““Gee, Phil, more please”’,
probably we would have had a whole different

a novel about that very situation, so that’s been
thought of.

1 liked the little bit on each of the

Well, I'm a completist in the sensc that [

wanied all the books discussed. I wanted my
biography to be both objective and scholarly, and
tremendously exciting 0 read. I was sick of

that I thought were the best,
and I felt as a reader, as a potential reader of my
‘own book, that what | would really appreciate,
given the dizzying array of Philip K Dick books
in the world, was one chapter that simply set
them all out in chronological order, and said:
**Here's what they rc about; berilmclyech
high points are; here’s how good I think they
are.””

The rating system must have aroused
2 bit of controversy.
It is, if you decide you're going (o fight over
something is 2 *
ter of fact, in my chronological survey that |
assumed my rating system in this survey would
arguments.

number at the cad is simply that: it’s a shorthand
way of letting readers know what I think are the
best. I would never cngage in a quarrel over
whether a Philip K Dick novel was a *'six”" or a
“'seven’ or an “‘cight’”. But I will admit that
there have been a couple of reviewers who are
mightily offended over the fact that I would dare
put a 0ne 1o ten rating on the books. And my ans-
wer is *“It was fun."” And it was a shorthand
guide, just like record guides, where you u give
four stars and three stars, nothing morc
that.

You a7 peope have come up and sid
“Which Philip K Dick novels?”... Do
is

People should have held up
of Palmer Eldritch and said *“This is 3 great
novel”. Period. Ob, and Man in the High
Castle is another one I'd put in that list. That
one was. [ think. Philp K Dick's aticapt o
ine absolute mainstream stylishness with
scicace fcion pltting, I was carketed
originally more as a political suspense novel
than as a science fiction novel, and Philip K
Dick hoped that it would be reviewed by
mainstream publications like Time and The

community, and it won the Hugo award. So, in
terms of the mainstream works... I've said
what I've said: I think he descrved maiastream
recognition for his science fiction novels.
Certainly, if Pottering About In A Small

Well, yes, I know it is. At least. I can’t say that
hordes around the world have scen the light, but
I've had at Jeast thiry, forty people
communicale 1o me in person or by mail saying:
*“Thank you. I've gone and found the novels.” |
assume there’s at least a few dozen more. Yes, [
think my biography has helped the cause of
Philp K Dick. | don't think people are reading my
book and going **My GOD! I will never touch
that!”” But then again, a book like this lends to be
read primarily by people who have already made
up their mind. I don’t think

essay [ wrotc in the
mmﬂlllink,ilf’hﬂq)KDﬂwﬂt




VECTOR 168

alive to read my book, he would be pleased by
the high assessment | made of him as an artist
and writer, and displeased by my rummaging
around in his private affairs and giving

tory accounts as o the women in his
life.

Would he be pleased about the fact of
the biography at all?

Yes. I think he anticipated that. There’s a couple
of letters he wrote when he jokingly referred to
future biographers. He wanted 1o be remembered
and he wanted value to be placed upon his life
and struggle. But whether he would have been
pleased by my particular book, I would never
dare say.

I wouldn’t ask! There’s a strange

I think, because he’s good.
Simple as that?

Yes. He's good. Not quite as simple as that. I'll
add: he’s unique. If you like Dick’s
works, it’s hard to find someone else who
wites like him. It’s the combination of his
quality and the uniqueness of his vision. I think
that’s also why many people shy away from him.
They read this and go **YUG! This doesn’t
resemble anything 1 like, and I don’t much care
fortheoccasional sloppiness of th prose, and
the weirdness of the psychological and spiritual
perceptions.” But if you do, he’s a voice ot
cuts through. And obviously he has cut through
for me.

| hear references to a Philip K Dick *‘cult”. I'm
glad you used “industry”” instead of *‘cult”",
because “calt’” has all sorts of negative
connotations. As though Philip K Dick people
band together in little enclaves and have secret
belicfs around the world. I'm not a member of
any Philip K Dick *‘cult””. As a matter of fact,
there are many people who like Philip K Dick
who I have virtually nothing else in common
with. So as a cult gocs it’s a rather disappointing
cult. But as a body of work about him, I'm going
10 have to say it's because he’s good. Primarily.
He’s worth it.

But it would be nice if he could just be there on
the shelves along with the other good authors in
the world, and not be this_prized obsession of a
certain cadre of fans. Id like to see him simply
take his place among the authors who are out
there and available, and be done with the kind of
clannishness and huddled anticipation and
enthusiasm of a small group. I think people look
at that and back off. I don't blame them. I think
what’s happening in the United States with

Philip K Dick being published by Vintage Books
is just right. Put the books out there; they’ll find
their own audience. They’re fun to read too: T
think you can’t overlook the fact that Philip K
Dick novels are highly entertaining. They're

funny. He’s got a great sense of humour. He’s not
just a profound, angst-ridden thinker; he’s a
hilarious person, with great plot twists and
foopholes...

Do you think he would have been

equally hilarious in persoa?

Well, everybody who met him says he was. So
I'm going to have to say yes.

The usual thing is the angst-ridden

clown: you know, fanny on paper but
bleak in mind.

Well, depending on the day you found him. He
had his bad days, on which you wouldn’t want to
be near him, but when he was feeling his oats

he was a very funny man. Although nobody can
remember specifically what he said that's

funny. I think that’s one of the laws of
biographical research: people carry on about
how funny a certain person was, and then you go
“‘Really? Tell me something he said that was
funny”” and invariably people will clutch up and
£0 *“I can’t remember.”” I found that with
Aleister Crowley as well. I don’t think that
anybody can dispute that in real lfe Philip K
Dick could be hilarious.

Aleister Crowley?

That’s who I'm doing a biography on.
‘What's the connection? Or is there
one?

There is a connection. The connection is they
were both brilliant writers, controversial men,
and they tried to shape a vision that
encompassed the universe. And that seems 10 be
what 1 like in people. Neither of them to my
mind succeeded. But both wanted to grasp the
entire enchilada of existence. I like that.
Because that’s what [ want to do too. And I'm
drawn to people who take a good shot at it, and
aren’t afraid o ask big questions, and aren’t
afraid to seem silly, going **What is real? What
is human?” There's this tendency to shy away
and go *“Well, that’s unanswerable!

Both. Philip K Dick did not see the world in the
way you or I do. I can’t get inside his skin, but
having read the Exegesis in its entirety,

having read every word he published, I'd have to
say that he saw the world differeatly than most
people on the planet that I have run into do. And
certainly the same is true about Aleister
Crowley. He was a bizarre, obsesscd mystic

and occultist, who simply could never rid
himself of his own ego, no matter how many
times he tried. And he was obsessed with trying
10 do so. Philip K Dick was obsessed with trying
1o grasp what reality was. He actually thought

he could do it! That’s what is the single most
astonishing fact about the Exegesis to me.

You read the Exegesis and you realise: he
thought he could figure it out. Do you know
anyone who thinks they can figure it out?

No.

No! Everyone goes *“Well, we'll never know.
Let’s watch TV, and have a nice meal, and love

one another...”" Philip K Dick did all those things:

had nice meals, watched TV, loved one another -
he also thought he could encompass the
universe. That makes me love him. Why, I don’t
know. I can’t decide why.

Do you think he got close? Or rather,
do you think ke thought he got close?

1 think, as the Exegesis reveals, he had
‘moments in which he went **Aha! I've just
discovered it.”” And then within a few minutes
or a few hours, or at most a day, he would rush
out and go ““Well! I've thought again, and here’s
what it all means”” ancw. I think he loved the
quest. | think the fairest thing that can be said
about Philip K Dick, as he would have said in
his best, most optimistic moments - and he did
actually say this in the Exegesis, in that story

T quotc in the book - **Maybe one of my theories

is right. Maybe in one formulation here, I nailed
it But one of the things I really appreciate
about Philip K Dick, and I think this needs to be
underscored, he never wrote so as to convince
other people of his beliefs. He was not
dogmatic, he was not evangelistic. He never
sought to convert the reader to what he thought
or felt. He only put it out. And in his scicnce
fiction, in his mainstream novels, he put it out
in what he hoped was an entertaining and
engaging form. Bul nowhere in the Exegesis is
there a sentence like I hope everyone on Earth
belicves this” or “1f  coud only setup a
multimedia television church organisation, [
could rule the world."” No ambitions to shove his
belifs at others. The same can't be said of
Aleister Crowley. So in that scnsc my feclings
about Philip K Dick are a little less encumbered
by suspicion than in the case of Crowley. I love
the fact that Philip K Dick simply tried to figure
itout.

There’s no evidence he ever intended to publish
the Exegesis. I can’t say that he would have
been unhappy if that was done. By the way, the.
book called In Parsuit of Valis:

Selections from the Exegesis, edited by

me, is coming out by Underwood Miller. I don’t
think he would have been opposed to posthumous
publication, but he made no effort in his own
Tifetime to publish it, and there’s no line that [
found in the Exegesis or in any of his letters in
which he says “‘I hope someday somebody
publishes this.”” He did type up certain portions
of it, which leads you to believe he liked them
better than other portions... or could it mean he
was just working at his typewriter when me
mood overcame him? Most of the

handwritten, which makes me feel that it's a
very provisional, workshop type of writing,

with the sawdust flying all about, trying out
different ideas.

Did he ever go back and do
revisions or rewrites on the Excgesis,
or was it just like a diary?

Once in a while, for a particular evening’s
session, he would add a note at the bottom of the
page: “‘here’s what I meant””, or he would go:
**Looking back over what I just wrote...” and then
- another vast stretch of writing. He never went
back, but then again he did very Imle n:vxslon

on his novels, 50 it would be odd

Exegesis was suddenly (mnhsed

Bat he did reread it.

As best as I can tell from the pages that are left,
he would reread sometimes the previous entry,
or maybe a couple of previous entries, more of
less to refresh himself as to where he had just
been, and to fucl himself for the next flight.
Thee i cvidinte e évec at dowmded
went ““Well, here is my Exegesis; I think I'll
start from page one and see what I've —ar

How bigis it?

Eight thousand pages, most of which are
handwritten.

‘That’s a hell of a lot of words. But it

was of course unfinished.

Well, it was unstructured, so it was never going
10 be finished. Death was the only thing that was
going to finish the Exegesis.

1t was more or less like a diary.

A diary, and a philosophical journal, and a
notebook for his novels - it fulfilled many
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functions. llhzdnosunmdm Ildndn Leven
have overall page m
hdml(mmpag:numhemltdmvdudmm

servi an inner world in which he could
{ly sbout philosophically, spiritually, ponder his
life, ponder what happened to him in 1974,
ponder what was going on in his rclationships;

he would ask anxious questions
about his writing carcer.... All sorts of things arc
in the Exegesis: it's a hodgepodge.

How much were novels like, well
particularly, Valis, giving a structure
10 the Excgesis?

I believe he staricd Valis while writing the
Exegesia. [ found some draft of Valis in the
h—ﬁm s published in the
where he just literally

bcpn writing Valis. He had been desperately
secking a voice to give 1o his February/March
1974 experiences. So occasionally the

ill have some rough draft or some
novel outlining, but I cannot find a structure in
the Exegesis, other than thefact that it was
Philip K Dick’s personal workshop domai for
exploring everything of interest to himsclf. You
can say certain sctions deal with this, certain
sections deal with that; overall structure - no.
Although I should say, and again this’ll be in
Selected there is a title page that
he composed in early December 1980, when he
feht he'd finally figured it out. I think it was
November 1980. He'd just had this huge

as
begun in February/March 1974, and here was the
closing date, I can’t remember the cxact day, and
below the word ““Exegesis” he wrote in Latin:

So I think if you want to ask what the structure
of the Exegesis was: in a sense he regarded

his quest for what February/March 1974 meant
as absolutcly essential to his being. So that was
the structurc. What happened to me? What does
m Ii[c imeaat That's cbviously very broad, but
the best I could get at. T
Ihmknwnuldbehhc although I'm sure people
will - I think it would be falsc at least on my
partto mzmp: 10 structure the Exegesis any
more than thal

I doa’t know so much about Crowley.
1t’s one of those names that seems to
have dropped out of fashion  little
recently.

Well, itis reviled! He s regarded as the

wickedest man on Earth, and all the attacks in
Joha Ball and such...

I always thought that “‘the wickedest
man on Earth™ was his own self-
reference?

No, it wasn't, actually, it was a headline that [
believe appeared in John i
twentics. Although he certainly relished the
publicity and the fear. Why do I take him up?
Because a friend of mine was reading  book of
Crowley's, Eight Lectures on Yoga, and

said “‘Boy, this is really good.” I had the same
masyou,o(Aleinchmwkybcinga
that idiots with pscudo-

1 think everything Aleister Crowley wrote was
wonderful? I don't. And I think his poetry is bad.
[ will strain for a polite word! I think his poctry
is really bad. But his books are marvellous for
their mystical insights, and philosophical
brilliance, and a keen sense of allemate
realities and the view of human perception, the
human brain, as shaping reality. So [ became
intrigued by him. And then when I read what has
been written about him, he’s been painted black,
‘which I don’t think he

disapproving
attacks on Crowley without question.
what Crowley’s gotten so far, cither idolatry of
his followers or repeated allegations from the
pulps of the twenties that have in some cases
little or no basis in fact.

Having said all that, I'll say Crowley was a
brilliant writer and man who could be an
incredible asshole. I don’'t want to act as though
Aleister Crowley was this sort of saint whom

There is actually another link, and then I'l shut
up about Crowley, but I forgot about this onc:
that only occurred to me afier | was doing
Crowley - science fiction is rather a despised
genre, in which no-one who writes it can be
taken seriously as a literary figure; the occult,
or Westem esotericism, is a despised field, in
which everyone who is in it is regarded by th
malnsircar 2 & prtentions, voquestioning, Il
trained fool who merely likes o wear long
robes. theeycbeows up. So ther s
that connection, that both science fiction

140 St 0 e e AR s B
people will dismiss them out of hand whea they

sitc. The answer is that it's neither; it’s a mode
of Western mystici:

So the link might be: things that are
oa the edge of acceptability?

T hate tosay it because, as a belief T would

if 'm going to write a life of someone, I'm not
going to wrnc a book about Anthony Burgess or
John Uj 'm going to write a book about
PhlllpKDu:kn(Aleuquwlcy. yes. SoI'm
pinned 10 the wall! Although I think that simply
10 like things because they are on the edge is a
silly way to live, and there are a number of
things that I like that are emineatl

. but the things that inspire me to

write, they're the edgy, out of the way ones.
How’s the Crowley going?

Oh, it’s overwi ' lostin it. I'm on page
140, and I'll let you know next time!

How long did it take you to write
Divine Invasions?

Total of research and everything? Four years.
Going through various drafts and all that.

How long have you been working on
Crowley?

I started working on Crowley in camest in mid-
1989, 50 it’s been two years now. But there's
much more. Crowley lived 23 years longer than
Dick; he wrote - my ill luck is that he wrote

even more than Dick did, published and
unpublished. If | ever do another biography,
which is questionabie, | want to find someone
‘who never wrole a lot! A blues musician!

Yes, I was going to ask you who the
next one would be.

1 think that the next book will not be a
biography. | think the et book will e  book
focussing on relationships in the course of

history between human beings and animals. I'm
not going to take a strict animal rights stance,
and 'm not going to take a strict *'kill the
animals for medical knowledge™ stance: my
question is ““Why do human beings like 10 think
of themselves as different from animals?"

Sin my catie ik, ince e e [ was

more
amongst the rest, and all my life I've heard
these ““We are human, and they are animal” and
all sorts of assumptions as o what goes on in
amimal peyches, My proposed tie or  book i
Chapters in the History of Humans

a0d Animals.
T don’t know if 'm going to do another biography
because I'm getting a bit tired of the structure
imposcd by doiag someonc's ife. I 16d do
biography, the two subjects | would like
IndomMuddlelﬂx.whoshmldhluhlda
biography by now - I think a malpractice sui
against the writers of the world Shouid be iled -
or perhaps, perhaps, Timothy Leary. But I don’t
think 1 will.

OK, similar sort of...

Well, Muddy Waters | don’t think quite fts the
‘mould; the Timothy Leary certainly docs.I think
my only qualm about doing Muddy Waters would
be, is there really a need for one morc whitc
writer 1o interview a bunch of blues musicians,
““What was life like on the road with
Muddy?"" That's the reason | probably won't do it.
lnlbeca:olfmo\hym:yld:mklneedln

break away from weird biographics and find
another mode of writing for a while.
Well, I think...

. that you have more than enough for an article.

Yes, I'm really grateful for that,
thank you.

Oh, it was fun. Fun.
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Compass Points

1 Deserted Cities of the Heart — Lewis Shiner

Recommended by Kev McVeigh

There are two forms of SF and Fantasy: that
in which the idea, the fantastic clement, is
the focus of the story; and that in which the
fantastic is a conceit upon which to tell an
altogether different story. Lewis Shiner’s
second novel, Deserted Citles of the

Heart is, on the whole, in the second style.
So much so, that it is only marginally a
fantasy at all.

It may be an alternate history: the Tran-
Contra scandal breaks during the span of the
novel span, and the Mexico City earthquake
of 1986 is also a major event (though Shiner
recognises that the quake did not stop at the
city limits). Or it maybe a magical realist
attempt to mythologise the recent past in
order to explain or enlighten it. Or both. In
any case, the substantial political content
has a significant effect on both characters
and readers. On the major political level,
this is the story of an attempted revolution
in Mexico and attempts to stop it by *“The
Fighting 666th””, a US-bascd, CIA-funded,
private army on a quasi-religious quest to
destroy communism. Carmichael, a reporter
for Rolling Stone, manages to achieve an
interview with the leader of onc of the
major Marxist factions, Carla. Her husband,
reputed to be the one leader all the groups
backed, has been assassinated a few

months previously. Carmichael then comes
across the 666th, and tries (o get proof of
their presence in Mexico for his editors.
Inevitably he gets caught.

Shiner is not, often, a hard-SF writer, but
when relevant his science is appropriately
researched and detailed. Thomas Yates is an
anthropologist and the author of a famous
book on Mayan culture, working on a soft-
tech ecological project at Cucrnavaca, until
the guardia take over and send almost all the
staff home. Naturally, Thomas gets to stay,
which is fortunate for his sister-in-law,
Lindsay. She arrives the next day with

news of her husband Eddie. On the personal
political level, this is their story.

Eddic Yates was a well-known rock

guitarist who once played with Hendrix,
but got dissatisfied and disappeared.
Carmichael finds him by chance amongst
the Lacondones, a tribe descended from the
Maya. Thomas and Lindsay (for whom
Thomas has long had a secret lust) set out
to find Eddie.
Bearing in mind the fiercely accurate
temporal fixing of the political events, this
may be a time-travel novel. The
usc a hallucinogenic

mushroom which appears to transport the
cater back to the Mayan zenith. As an
indulger in most drugs of the 70s, Eddie
tries the mushrooms as soon as he gets a
chance, and expericnces a sequence of
flashbacks, initially to his own past, and
thence further back.
Although most of this novel is set in
Mexico, and well-away from major
population centres, the four viewpoint
characters are all US American. At one point
Carmichael identifies himself as American,
only to be told “‘Somos todos
Americanos”. In this way, Shiner avoids
patronising attempts to portray the Indian
culture firsthand, whilst remaining
unchauvinistic. The Mexican characters, the
rebels Carla and Faustino, the guardia
Licutenant Espinosa, the brujo Chan Ma’ax,
are all developed characters - the latter
especially, for instance, perhaps more so
than Carmichael. The variegated ethos of
Latin Socialism (montoneros versus
tercerismo: hard/not-so-hard Marxist) is
convincingly evoked, threaded evenly
throughout the novel rather than in scattered
chunks of authorial exposition, and Mayan
history is equally well used, if to a lesser
extent than, say, Pat Murphy’s The

‘alling Woman.

Although this is fiction, and there was no
Mexican revolution in 1986, one way in
‘which fiction operates is through the
dehabituation of the reader: to cause
reflection on particular aspects of the
human condition normally hidden amidst

the day-to-day bustle of modemn lifc. In an
overtly politicised novel, packed with
reference to “'real’” events and people, the
reader is forced to consider the *‘reality”” of
the author’s speculation. Is the Fighting
666th a true representation of the tactics used
by the US in Nicaragua, or an allegorical
device to demonstrate this activity
qualitatively? In some ways, the answer
‘matters far less than the fact that the
question has been asked, the issuc
acknowledged and challenged. Since this
novel was written, the USA has invaded
Panama, and bullied Iraq in order to
demonstrate its muscle in the Middle East.
As Paul DiFilippo points out, those wars
bore no relation to the mystical drug-fuelled
wars of Lucius Shepard’s Life During
Wartime. In Shiner’s novel, their political
corruption, lies and manipulation are clearly
visible, and like them the skirmishes of
Deserted C the Heart remain
effectively unresolved. In contrast, Tain
Banks’ Canal Dreams, which also
invokes covert US interference in Central
American politics, climaxes in a sweeping
bloody victory straight out of Hollywood.
In this respect, Shiner s both politically
very aware and, in a literary sense, very

Deserted Cities of the Heart is much
more than simply a political thriller,
however. It delves deepest into the ficld of
individual human refations, with

military conflicts acting as parallels to the
human feuds. It is a question of desire:
Carmichacl’s dream of a Pulitzer for his
article is plain. As much as the ancient ruin
of Na Chan, it s the incestuous triangle
formed by Thomas, Lindsay and Eddic that
provides the novel with its fitle.

(Deserted of the Heart is a

song from Cream’s 1968 album Wheels of
Fire, which may in turn be paraphrasing
WH Auden.) From the moment he rcads
Thomas” book, Eddie’s desire is for the
mushrooms and, when Chan Ma’ax warns
him off them, his actions are effectively
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predetermined. In the trips, he perceives a
chance to rewrite elements of his past. At
one point, he makes love with his wife on a
beach where, previously, Lindsay had sex
with Thomas. Thomas’ desire is for
Lindsay - and proves interesting. He
observes her accidentally in the preliminary
build-up to sex with Eddie, and anticipates
both the act and the pain he will fecl at it:
but although he knows he should leave he is
unable to. He sees everything, and is
haunted by it, resulting in some
ambiguously macho action later. On another
occasion, he sces Carla partly unclothed as
she has a wound dressed, and forces
himself to look away. This intense
cxamination of male sexuality is a frequent
theme in Shiner’s fiction, most notably in
‘Love in Vain® and ‘Scales” (both of which
you should read frequently). Although
Lindsay operates as a viewpoint character
in her own right, she is mostly seen through
Thomas’ mind. Critics have complained
that she is not a well-developed female
character, but I believe that this is, in part,
the author’s intention. The climax of the
novel serves as her rite-of-passage,
overtuming our Thomas-generated view of
her as weak and ineffective, an object of
desire defined purely in relation to the men
around her. In the end, it is really only
Lindsay who achieves anything that we
think might last in her life. The others all
have resolutions and hopes, and (typically
Shiner) these are aimed away from
mainstream life, but Lindsay has a self-
made decision and a growing confidence to
act upon it.

‘This inner growth, or regrowth, of the
characters, and the of the
deserted cities of their hearts, is not fully
developed: there are ambiguities. Lindsay's
reassertion of herself happens too quickly
amidst the frantic denouement. The
dichotomy between Thomas” ecotopian
ideals at Cuernavaca, and his knowledge of
guns and his violent acts at the close, ought
to have been expanded. There is a sense that
most, if not all, the male principals are
iconic figures - rock star, rock journalist,
ecologist: this is trendy stuff - and hence
partially stereotypical. The fantastic
clement itsclf, Eddie’s mushroom trips, is
not well depicted, and adds to the
ambiguity. (One, the Hendrix scen, is
widely acclaimed as the best description of
a rock gig in SF, but that stands apart from
the trip sensations, per se.)

These are minor points. Deserted
of the Heart is lx.auufuuy written,
invoking chaos theory as a structural device
and thus complex and often fast moving.
There are no great linguistic pyrotechnics,
just concise prose which does not distract
from the complexities of the text. Shiner
tackles two major elements, the political
and the personal, and demonstrates the deep
relationship they share, whilst juggling a
host of minor themes. The reader is left
with much to contemplate both within the
novel and external o it, on a personal and
global level. SF can do little more.

Cities

2 The Wind From Nowhere—dJ.G. Ballard

Recommended by Ben Jeapes

This is for anyone out there, any kindred
souls, who might dare to utter the
ooccasional doubt--**Is J.G. Ballard really all
that good?”

I'll say it now. 1 find Ballard tedious with
his endless repetition of the same old
themes, and nowhere does this happen
more than in his disaster novels. The

world ends, or society collapses, or
something like that. One or two cardboard,
implausible charaters, instead of getting the
hell out like any sensible person, get this
weird urge to go further into the catastrophe—
find the source of the river/penetrate the
crystallisation zone/go south/whatever. |

apartment building where all that is
ordinary and accepted collapses while the
real world continues outside it. But, over
and over and over again? Time after time?
That’s what irks me.

But then, take The Wind from Nowhere.
This was J.G.’s first novel and, yes, it
shows in places. Sometimes it’s a bit
clumsy, but what the heck? Savour it as a
relic from the time when Ballard was new
and fresh, and when it wasn’t apparently in
the contract that no copy editor should come
within a mile of a Ballard manuscript.
Ballard has subsequently disowned this
book, apparently. More fool him.
Here the disaster is-you guessed it-
For some reason, never adequately
explained (but who needs it? Chaos theory,
the Butterfly Effect, will do nicely) the
Earth’s atmosphere is stirred up into what
becomes, with a five m.p.h. increase every
day, mega-hurricane force winds, getting to
the point where no building can stand and
where the planet’s surface erodes as you
watch.

The seeds of what have since become
traditional Ballard themes are all there, of
course. Civilisation collapses, a handful of
weirdos ... No, not weirdos. These are real,
everyday people. They either try and do
something about keeping society going or
they lie low and wait for it to go away--both
sensible, believable actions. There are a
couple of nuts, of course. One is the self-
destructive, obsessive type, the estranged
wife of one of the characters, whose
resultant demisc is briefly handled at the
end of one chapter. That’s all it needs.
Ballard makes his point and he gets on with
the story. The other is a millionairenamed
Hardoon, who a pyramid that
actually can withstand the wind. This guy
is seriously screwed--his idea of fun is to

wind.

play the sound of the wind, transmitted
live from outside the pyramid, into his
office so that he can face the elements in the
comfort and safety of his own home, as it
were. It’s good! Hardoon is well drawn,
he’s menacing and his monomania is not
only a danger to everyone else but is
actually perceived as such.
He gets his in the end, as well. Not even
his precious pyramid can stand the
onlaught and it comes crashing down.
Point made--on with the story. 1 just wish 1
could get rid of the fecling that nowadays,
thirty years later, Ballard would devote a
whole book in itself just to the pyramid.
There are no, repeat no, allusions to drained
swimming pools, Ronald Reagan, famous
has-been actresses, JFK (admittedly this
was written before 1963), A-bomb testing
sites, Ralph Nader ... not even once, let
alone umpteen times. You will recognize
the usual Ballardisms poking up here and
there, that's inevitable, but it won’t be with
ing sense of “‘Oh, no, not agai
This is an adventure story. It's y'ippmg.
There is genuine tension even in, say, the
description of a trip across London ... a trip
in a heavily armoured personnel carrier
which will get blown away if it goes 0o
fast. You can actually feel sorry for the
people who die.
Finally, the book actually cnds on an
optimistic note--the wind begins (only
begins, mark you) to dic away. Cop out?
No, not really. This is onc book where,
instead of being given the post-holocaust
world as a fait accompli, the reader can trace
the decline and fall of civilisation from the
start, back when the wind was simply
strong enough to ground every aeroplane in
the world. The wind gets stronger and
stronger throughout the book and society
«crumbles and collapses. All the chaff, all
the illusions, all the good old Western
values get blown away. Then when the
wind has done its cleansing work, it does
down and you can believe that things can
start over in a better way.
Atleast, I think so, and that’s how I read it.
Maybe he did write it as a cop-out. Maybe
all the Ballardeenics out there regard this
book as heresy, something like a fifth
Gospel showing the other four were wrong.
Bring out your Wind from Nowheres!
Build a bonfire! But those who do like good
reads, with challenging ideas, well-handled
imagery, convincing characters and
situations, and sufficient verbiage to tell

story and nothing clse, and who don’t
like J.G.B. for all of the above reasons,
should find that they enjoy this one.
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Barbed Wire Kisses

The Future in Magazine Reviews by Maureen Speller

Recently | read a comment that it was
difficult, if not impossible, to review
magazines. The implication was that It’s
better not to try. It struck me as an implicit
challenge, and one that [ intend to meet, as
fully as possible, in this column.
How do you review a magazine? It scems to
mc that there has been little real attempt to
review magazines in the same way as one
would review a book. Locus offers
contents listings of forthcoming titles, fike
F & SF and Asimov’s as well as an
irregular column which examines the
ories at slightly greater length, but critical
discussion is kept to a minimum. There is
nothing in the way of comparison, cither
with other magazines, or with previous
issues of the same title. Comments stand
alonce, and to me at least, are meaningless
because they lack context.
Coverage in other journals is sporadic
Inferno discussed

Interzone in ‘Upon the Rack in Print’ but
there were no regular teviews of other
titles, cither professional or small press,
just occasional columns which existed
without reference to onc another. Critical
‘Wave’s intermittent, confusingly named
“On the rack” seems to be yet more contents
listings and news material. Most of the
small press magazines include a listing
column of one sort or another, with brief
critical comment, but I've yet to see
anything which approached the kind of in-
-pth discussion I intend.
Why hasn’t it been done before? It might be
that hitherto there has been no perceived
need for regular reviews of magazines
Although SF magazines have existed for
many years, within the last two decades the
choice narrowed considerably. Analog and
F & SF have existed for acons and by
comparison Asimoy’s and
are mere novices in the ficld. Amazing has
appearcd and di with amazing
regularity. In the old days the content was
shaped very much by reader feedback,
sticking with the tried and trusted formulae

that the readership had grown
o 've been reading the big 0 three Us
magazines for some years now and they

haven't changed at all. 1 don’t think it wil
hurt any magazine to come under severe
scrutiny.

Interzone came the
explosion of the small or independant
presses that have changed the shape of
magazine publishing. Once dismissed as
*“fan fiction™’, a pejorative term, too often
brandished by people who didn’t
understand what it meant, the small press
magazines have become a genuine and
necessary force within SF publishing. They
provide a vital showcase and market place
for new writers and frequently attract the
attention of established authors. Although
their circulation is much smaller than that of

the professional magazines, so that they
can’t be said to pose an economic threat, in
s of artistic integrity and quality of
fiction they can give the big boys a run for
their moncy. Take BBR, Auguries,

/orks, New Moon, New Pathways,
Plasma, Aurealis,

Scheherazade as just a few examples.
However, some small press publications
fail to match the professionals either in
aspiration or content. All the more need
then for someone, somewhere, to offer a
critical overview; to sort the wheat from
the chaff.
This may give you a clue as to how this
column will shape up. I don’t want to
simply list or review the contents of a
magazine, story by story, column by regular
column. Naturally, I want to discuss the
contents, but | want magazines to be judged
as complete entities, comj
contrasted with their peers, evaluated and
judged; strengths and weaknesses
highlighted and analysed. What sort of line
is a magazinc pursuing? How docs an
individual issue fit into the overall
ambience of the title? And is this magazine
worth your money? As an example, I've
been following the birth pangs of the new
‘magazine with a mixture of
interest and concern. After cight issues of
ring around, testing various ideas,
# sudd:nly snapped into focus as the
editorial team at last worked out what it
was doing.
But SF magazine publishing is not just
about fiction magazines. In fact, a lot of
‘magazines pursue 4 much more omnivorous
linc. Imagination has evolved from,
apparently, a magazine about role-playing
games into something more diverse.
Including very variable fiction and a
fascinating scrics of overview articles

with book and media reviews, and SF

Nexus, which is currently struggling to

take flight, is another hybrid. There are also

m: news mag;zmcs such as our very own

and Critical Wave, SF

Clm-& and Locus. | definitely

envisage a comparative survey of these in

the future.

And what about the critical magazines?
-Fiction

1 could invent a few more categories and cite
representative titles, but this column is not
about listing and categorising, It’s going (o
be wide-rangeing in it's concerns, and will
be ferreting in some under-regarded corners
of the SF publishing scene.
That’s the theory, now let’s turn to the
practise.
T'm intending to commission two, maybe
three, reviews per issue, covering a specific
group of magazines, or a certain subject arca.
‘These will be accompanied by the usual
m(ormz(lon on where to obtain the
and sibly a commentary on
chms in magazine publishing.
Whilst I intend to do some reviewing
myself, I want to gather a stable of
reviewers. Ideally they should be prepared
to tackle just about anything, but I'll not turn
my nose up at specialists. if you arc
interested in reviewing magazines, pleasc
contact me. At this stage, what | need is
your expression of interest and a list of the
magazines that you regularly see, not just
those magazincs mentioned above, but
anything else you think might be relevant/ |
would also like a short sample review, just
to get some idea of what you can do.
Primarily I'll be concentrating on SF and
fantasy, but | would be glad to hear from
anyone with a good working knowledge of
horror magazines, to see if it is practical to
take a look at this subject area. I'd also like
to hear from anyone who has a familiarity
with foreign language magazines, as well as
anyone ith an intcrest in SF poetry
‘magazines.
Apart from that , I'm putting out the
incvitable appeal for review copics from
any editors who happen to be reading. I'd
also appreciate further suggestions of
‘magazines | ought to cover, and any other
suggestions for the column. 1 read widely
but am constantly discovering new
‘magazines, particularly from abroad. A
couple of small but important notes: this
«column is not intended to be a market report
for aspiring authors, if you feel that you can
extract helpful information, that’s finc, but 1
do not intend to discuss guidelines for
submission or payment rates. Neither is
this a fanzine review column, so, while
you're always welcome to send me
fanzines, | won’t be reviewing them here.
On the other hang you think your
‘magazine might it in this column, by all
means send it and I'll let you know.
Next issue, I'll be klckmg off with m
overview of Asimov’s, Analog, F
SF, Interzone and one or |woudv.'1
magazines. In the meantime any
directly this

are.

e criticism is often a dirty
word, I think it will be important o see
what the critics arc saying. and how they
say it

column should be sent to me at 60
Bournemouth Road, Folkestone, Kent, CT19
SAZ. I'll look forward to hearing from you.
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Kotherine Kerr

Interiewed by Catie Cary

onist flave
humou. and the SF entertainment Polar
‘went 10 meet her on her recent visit 1o

London, and spoke (o her in the quiet haven o ber
hotel room overlooking the X
six Deverry novels published (o daté, with al
least three more planned. | asked her, since the
work's o huge whether she bad planned it i
intscalely in advance. She laughed and sai

**No, this is a funn; . Years ago, in F:bm
1982 10 be [ e e smchan o fatany
short s F Gardner Fox. It was all the
cliches oF what some peopie hink allfantasy i
Just terrible. 1 was milching ing tomy

husband and 1532 - O 1 could w
better short story". So he said “Why don’ nyw

Well...The Deverry Books arc the result.”

e orginalshortsiory s at the cnd of Time

of Omens. The Jast hundred pages. The first
four books turn out 10 be background. Time of
Exiles is like a bridge book, and finally at the
end of Omens you get the short story.
And thea It's going to g0 on from there, because |
never did finish the original short story. It’s one
of those things, when you start out you ask
yourself, who arc these peopic? How did they
get here? And so. this is the result.”

* I had never intended to be  fantasy or a
science fiction writer, | was working on a very
large and claborate historical novel, set in
California in the 1920's, that never sold.

id, and I Kept on because the
story intrigued me so much. And I imagine I'l}
in this field, because I do love it. 1
always read it.  grew up with Heinlein’s *Young.
Aduits’ and I read them as they came out, which
gives you an idea of how ancient I am. Talbot
Munday was the other big influence.””
Talbot Munday?
**He wrole Jurid Theosophical romances sel in
British India, in the 20s and 30s. They re not
what you would call politically correct. And as a
child oved them, They have  heavy magica
clement in them. If you'rc cver looking |
00d re adandcanlmdxl.lry'l&
and Nine Unknown

by oot
Munday and also King of the
Riftes. | will give Munday credit, he wrote
very good strong women characters and in the
206 and 30s that was very rarc.
You wrie verystrong female characers. il
for instance is something of a carcer woman.
She doesn't give all up for love
**I.am a feminist, there’s no doubt about that, and
I certainly wasn't going o write some
romance
Incest, Drug-runners, a lot of heavy social issues
oy i these books.
true, but incest appears in all the old
e 13 you study the English and Scottish
ballads hat Frsacis James Child collcted.
incest in these isolated castles was a v
common hobby. It usually caded very badly, oo,
There's one of the old ballads called “The Cruel
Brother', in which you see the sister wecping
and moaning becausc she's pregnan and she's
And cveryone, her mother, her father
s \uymg “all right, who’s the father?’ And she

says“Oh no. 'm not going to ellyou, [m not
oing o ell you' and so inally her brother
and he says ‘What's wrong with you'
Tike al xﬁeomusnmmnsncu s I'm
pregaant’,so he kils her because e's the father.
is was a very common
And as o drugs, Opium, and cspecially the
abuse of Alcohol is a very common thing in the
classical world, mote han perhape people
cmsclves were.
mrandy foud of heavy deiak. | thought there
would be something decadent and, you know
foreign, about drugs. I don’t know if I'd write
that the same way now. And also | am so tired
of fantasy books where women justlove being
in brothels and being prostitutes, whercas the
r0th 35 Galy & very Ghaperale womas ocs al,
and it was very common in Greck or Roman
times, o 3ddict womea in brothes 1o rugs o
keep them quiet. Not necessaily
of course the Greeks and
ey way down. But of course
1t's common now. Most women who arc
prostitutes are drug addicts.
One of the things I liked about these books was
that there was a seedy clement. You don’t
portray a wonderful rustic idyll.
**No, a wonderful rustic decadence.

Something that intrigucd me was that you have
a lot of **horscdung”, throughout the first book or
50, then suddenly *“horsedung"” disappears to be

rcplaud by “'shit.”

“*I thought at first that *shit’ didn’t sound ve:
archaic, but eventually I realiscd, that’s one of
the oldest words in English. It's perf
archaic to say ‘shit’. Don't forget that first one.
was the first book I ever really wrote and |
would like very much 10 back and revise it,
because It’s not as well written as the others,

Iis a question of learning your craft; the
dialoguc is more stiltcd in it for instance, and
there’s a vastexcess of adjectives, There's
some oddly awkward prepositional phrascs.
Yehich echo he srueure of Cellic languges,
but they don’t really work in English. 1t's just
somewhat more awkwardly writicn.
Altlthevcvryhnnksbascdmamakm

history somewherc? Because you've got things.
fike the Grecks and the Romans and the Druids
in

**The postulatc is that there was a tribe in
norther Gaul calledth Devit, they have
contact with the Greeks, tf
drink wine, larn the Greck slphabe, sart 10
write things down. And then were conquercd
along with the other Gauls when Caesar took
ver thatpart of he contint, but they wee
freedom lovi so they joined the
rehellion of Julius Vindex. When the rebellion
faied, they octoff o sca sway frocs this aad of

ical means wi

is
King Bran, who sals for the westera Isls, they
talk about Vercogenerix and Vindex as the
grand old heroes of the homeland. But they
obviously have a few books from there too,
because Cicero the Roman consul, spent a fow
years writing philosophy, and he was always

very hospitable to Gaulish ambassadors. He
would advise them on legal matters in Rome.
and suggested take home 10 the people.
'm assuming it was Cicero who gave them a
copy of his own book, andof course the other one
‘was Aristot
The namesai ring truc in the books. They all
have a proper Celtic derivation?
““I have this wonderful book called *Dialects of
Ancient Gaul’ which has tons of personal names,
which I took and progressed using linguistic
principlcs. And I’ funny because there’s some
very famous Gaulish names which you couldn’t
for instance
‘came out No-brain. I
suppose | might have givea 103 very stupid

m Mlgu: system “*dweomer”, can you explain

|| s basically the magic studicd by D John Dec,
the Rosicrucian Cabalism. What I've done
taken the wica that in Devezry the ctheric
must be closer 1o the physical plane than it is in
our world, so that things that are oaly symbolic
and intermal here become cxicrmal and possible

rc. And then adapted it to make a good read
i Gane dry treatise.”
Polar City Blues fclt like a book that was
written just for fun.
*“Yes, I was 50 sick of doom, gloom, death and
futility in the Deverry books that I took three
months off and wrote that very quickly. It was
just an entertainment, but it was a greal break.’”
1 found it zestful. You exploit every cliche in
the genre, but its all just for fun.

*“T0s really revisionist cliche, because It’s the
woman doing all of it. s funny, a number of the
‘male reviewers of the book didn't get who the
hero was. | had three reviewers say “but there
was 10 hero in this book’, because she was a
woman she was invisible to them. It was really
amazing; they were saying 'this man can't
hero, and he can can’t_."..So that there
was no m racter, that a main character
would be female just never occurred to these
guys. And | thought that was highly
symptomatic.

So, what for the future?
There's going o be more ‘Deverry's. The cad of
poing 0 il

a temible c

have w returm 1o that. There willbe 3t least
morc; I'll be tumning the first onc in in the

fall. I want to write more science fiction. I'll be

tuming in another volume of that next year.

*'In America my publishers Bantam have a

series of thin novellas published at very

uerpriced acs, they dsked mc o do cac of

hose; s a story cal

S Fancisco Svout 80 0 yeassfrom o Loliered

it 0 Harper Collins, of as my

primary publishers, but n.<y don't dojust

Rovellas oo they asked me 1o w

novella to go with it, the pm;ccl = awholc is

probably going to be four stories published in a

family album; {t's about a chain of the

generations of women in one family in the

future. A small future history, but with women

as the central characters.

Llook forward to that, Katherine, thank you.




VECTOR 168

Two remarkable books dnlu.\; with the topic of
summer:

Nicaolas Hum "umphmy T Hitory of the
Mind (Chat 16.99) and Danicl C. Dennctt’s
Consciousness Explained (Penguin, Allcn
Lane, £20.00).

Nicholas Humphrey, well known as an upbm
of the human mind, has written a quitc cx;
nal book. n.s..mxrmnupumyolem-m
enmeat. As he remarks in a rather w;
preface, this mirrors the way his thinking has
gone. There is nothing about computers in the
ook he neie, or anything concerning Al og-
e peychology, quantum theory o fracia
In short, the book concerns what Humplu':y
considers o be the raw stuff of consciousness,
which is feclings and sensations: I feel,
therefore 1 am.”
‘This may secm ordinary enough; but given the
amount of time and cffort spent by virtually all
other writers in the ficld (and the amount of
paper consumed in the process) as they wrestle
with consciousness and the mind-body problcm,
it is both an unusual and commendable
Statemen

Humphrey begins by mphmsmgmmmsm
history of the mind: it is
evolutionary theory. By cm.mdtnn; i
importance of bodily boundarics, he draws 3
pictar of creanus becoming sesiive 1o the
workd o i ight, i physica louc

tastes, echaior s e evalt
by foet creatures are not

lo dic hrough ignorance: —gives fisc fo a dual
sway of picuringthe world; what i happering 1o
m, that is, scnsation, and what is happening in
e world ot thene™ it . perception. These

mental modes are processed in parallel. So, for
example, a rose gives a chemical odour at the
nosc, which in turn gives both the sensation of
being *“sweetly stimulated"" and the perception
of the rose & having a swoet socat. The
difference is crucial; the former is an actual
u-nsznm cxisting in Lime, wl.:ms mc latier is
more abstract form: lcss imi
Allu various intriguing proofs of m

qlullly with such an ment, human beings
can remember, image, and think, without
surrendering their hold on the present moment
‘This allows Humphrey 1o declarc his theory: ** to
be conscious is essentially (o fecl sensations.

over | am fecling, at the present moment,
sensations laden with affect; with scnsor
quality. These occur at the body's boundary
theough one o the five senses, any other forms
of mental activity cou ich only when they
are accompanicd by reminders of psaion.
Having declared himself, Humphrey continucs
inthe province of the scases, describing five

riics that they have which disti
them from perceptions: these e, belonging to
the subject, being associated with’ defioed sies
in the body, b:mglelllnmcm having one

of xmm (sight. asic, andhclngscll-
characte Eich mosns i sensatices
immediately Gisclosc themse!

From this it is suggested that, when, for exam-
ple, my toe is hurting, | mysclf am creating the
Scasation: in other words an actual intcntional
activiy exists o crealc the pain. Sensations
can thea be cquivalent 1o bodily activitics.
This seems counter-intuitive, but Humphrey
costinuc 0 find evidcace in favour of the .
He describes an evolutionary continuum, from
amocha wriggling pars of ek porpoar il
similar responses, for cxample in an

humans, he notes, also contain o«lﬁ.nng ones. It
isust s our sensory loops bave lenghencd
from local like-or-dislike wri

problem with this, however, is that i itd docs not
seem 1o explain the vast range of
sensation—and the five distinct |ypcs

To overcome this, Humphrey points out that
senses are tied 1o particular parts of the body.
You do ot smell an odour at the cye, o hear a
symphony at the clbow. In short, the distinct
Quabtics of the five senses come

Afioal dmmny prescats tsll. Wi sbout
such phenomena as the phantom limb? The

answer lcs in the scasony

calier. Onginally with input and output at the

body surface. the oulput was over time dirccied

atareas of the brain; i is not an accident that

rain’s output was directed at
itsclf; it modelled the body in which it existed.
The above only skims over one of the most
compelling books [ have ever read. Beautiully,
clearly writtc, with both scientific skill, hum

our, and cultural range (the author is the only
scientist ever 10 have cdited the literary
journal Granta), all I necd to say is buy it, or

to.

More detailed and e hiy, and more ponderous.

When 1 first read this e 1
thought he was taking a bit of a risk. Now, |
think it was maybe justificd.

Deanect. 3 philosopher who worked with
Pblatanes o the scriaimec ook The
'8 L has written a sustained attack on
Descartes and the whole edifice of a scparatc
mmd ind and body: Descarts, who coined the
“I think, therefore 1 am”; and who
o ha he by o i s wholly
Separae catitics, iabed only by the pincal
gland in the brain. Dennctt rubbishes anything
semotely Dualistic.
Dualism's stumbling block is, how can the non-
corporeal miad affectand be afected by the
y? Deanett describes the many attempts at
munc.xmg these 100 entities as anti-scientific;
wallowing in mystery.He considers Dualism
10 be “‘giving up on consciousness
‘The other main obscuring metaphor that Dennctt
altacks s tha ofthe sream of consciouspess.
Consciousncss is nol, he says, a stream:
fuzzy and spread out over time.
Time enters 2 lot into his narrative. One of the
‘major points in his argument is the weight of

the cvidence pointing 1o the odd fact xlm mm
is no one defined instant at which the

becomes awarc of  stimalus. 11 50, how can the
Cartesian manager be acted upon, and act itseli”
Related sections describe the many cxperiments
that show subjects becoming aware of stimult
before the actual stimuli exist; for cxample.
being awarc of a change in colour from red and
green before the red lamp in question actually s
geen

et prescats two analogies: that the mind is
mell somehow changing the past - Orwellian
fashion, or that it is ignoring data in a Stalinist
manner. Time is spread out: there are no pin-
sharp moments of consciousness, instead 1
number of thick momenis n which much
“invisible proce: place.
For Dennett, the brain is a pmud processor. Al
any given ime, uncountabl paraic operationy
arc going on. Some are more importa
bt Over a simal, yet mol inbucasimetly
small, period of time, these operations come 1o
onc or more conclusions; thal is, they contribule
to consciousness. What is not required, or
trivial, of plain confusing. is Jost.
10 this view there is no central self;
rather, the sease of 1™ that we allfecl i an
anagram pes the mind. It is because we
by Lo and unique fives, with all
our associated memorics, thoughts, and 5o on,
that we experience a coherent sease of scll
ancit peescatsthe analogy tha our seives are
like narrative:
Each of us s cobbled together, he suggests.
Consciousness is not a single stream, it is &
shimmering scries of multiple drafts. There is
nobody with Cartesian dictatorial powers
So, for cxample in the production of specch, i
there a burcaucratic mechanism at work, or is it
pandcmonium? The former mechanisa explains
The scasation we have that our specch
mecaning and i inicational, but % s dangsrously
close to positing a Central Mcaner, and that will
not do. Yet pandemonium scems (0o chaotic
Dennett solves this by describing a model of
speech production that is of the pandemonium
15pe, yeh which saisics the nceh oc mcaning
I thre ar several goas in sight.20d there s
mumbling contnually going on. and i an
processtakesplace n which 3
multitude of content-parts and word-parts come
together. thea speech is certainly
Here, Dennett alludes to Marvin Minsky’s
“*Society of the Mind"", again comparing the mind
10 a collection, with no Jonc central managcr
Freudian slips, by this view, should be renamed
They have no unconscious meaning, and arc
instead a symplom of the furious and manic
semi-pandemonium within the mind. There arc
Dennittian slips
This is another compelling book. While more
difficult 10 read than Nicholas Humphrey s, i is
just as fascinating. Where it falls down, for
example in suggesling that introspection fit
came about when a proto-person talked thinking
there was somebody nearby to hear, when
actually there ws
book with a whole chapler on mechanisms of
mental eolation) it fals down only hehtly:
and there arc plcaty of other speculations that
inspire. 1t 100 is wholly recommended
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Book Reviews

Edited by Chris Amies

Hellburner
CJ Cherryh
Hodder & Stoughton, 1992, 359pp, £14.99

Cherryh’s latest (nrige in the Merchanter
universe is a direct sequel 10
2 2 Sech coacs socma Yo ey in tho seced’
internal chronology.
‘The basic story could be described as a hybrid of

‘op Gun in space and a scieace-fictional
variation on with test jocks
risking their lives managing experimental
military craft in a politically sensitive

rogramme. It’s also a continuation of the story

gun in Heavy Time, reuniting potential burn-
out and screw-up, Dekker, with his disavowed
self-serving rescuer, Pollard, and their female
sidekicks, Sal Oboujib and Meg Kady.
All sct for a cushy civilian posting on Earth,
Pollard 5 suddeny yanked o military service,
ostensibly to help bring his buddy, Dekker, back
10 his senses after a simulation flight has killed
ail the other members of the latter’s crew.
Dekker's medical care seems o be doing him
more harm than good and there are suspicions
that sabotage and attempted murder got him
there. then Dekker’s mother becomes the centre
of attention in a media circus on Earth,
crmbroiled inogal batle with Alyce Salaza
mother of Dekiear's dead partaer, Cory, once again
serving a pivotal role in a plot thick with
political manocuvring.
Cherryh avoids the convoluted language she
occasionally employed in her Thieves
Warld stories for a sometimes

incomprehensible stacking of futurespeak
technical and social jargon, which becomes
seriously iitatng afer a whic. O
positive side, the language she utilizes is rich
and natural-sceming, the stock situations
presented in the story benefitting from it
greatly. One solution to the problem would have
been (0 add a glossary, as Cherryh’s introduction,

iving some details on her future history, is not
very informative. A chronological chart, like the
one that Larry Niven has uscd for his

pace scrics, would also have been of greal
benefit to readers wanting to navigate Cherryh’s
universe.
‘The characterisation is superior (o that in most
milltary SF and, despite peacenik Pollar’s casy
converson losoldiertiood,hisconsiantproests
against becoming involved in a war situation
264 novel twist 10 what could casily have
become a rightwing manifesto, although me
play could have been made of this.
Dekker's own breakdown srves a more sobering
note, underlining this concern for realistic
attitudes, the descnpuon of his sojourn
hospital being particularly effective. However,
towards the cnd these elements are shunt
aside rather oo conveniently for the sake of the

plot.

TThe characterisation s further weakened by the
limitations of the plot, and the plot, in turn;
limited by the number and type of dramatic
situation relistically possible within 3
spacestation training camj x s between
friends, the bickering of their pel nﬂmcrs‘ the
inter-forces rivalry, the need, not only to ol

the protagonists’ problems, but to end on an
upbeat note, all mean there is a certain inbuilt
predicatabiliy in his kind of novel which
stifles character developmet

On the plus side, again, the ooyl stiuds
complete unto itself and grips like a baby, its

very predictability no doubt comforting to
series addicts, the plot lements reaching a
satisfactory solution at close, the political and

ramifications of the outcome enticing
the readef into cxploring the Merchanier
universe

Terry Bmme

Cat-a-Lyst
Alan Dean Foster
Orbit, 1992, 325pp, £4.50 pb

%ber Wa

Orbit, 1903, 306pp, 450 pb

Lyst starts with an exciting action
scene set in the American Civil War. Just as
we reach the thrilling climax, the black actor,
who has done Shakespeare, protests the script
does not make sense. Exit one troublemaker
from both film and book. Gory cake
star, Jason Carter, who i 100 hunky 1o cver play
Tago, then finds a computer disk, which th
middle-aged wardrobe mistress Marjorie Hacks
into and copies before they return it to the rich
archacologist who is owned by a fom cat. Jason
and Marjoric then head off to South America in
search of lost Inca treasure, where they acquire
a native guide called gor and a dainty female
cat. Atan ancient site they m surpnscd
tic Spanish beauly

Cola factory, followed by a Victnamese
oumaist who writcslics for the gute press.
Pausing only (o collect some displaced Incas,
this motley crew embark upon a huge picce of
hokum, encompassing subliminal conditioning,
a BSkyB soap, British soccer hooligans, snarks,
boojums and Incaworld.
Th entertainment, with no sex and
very little violence, moves along at a brisk
pace, pausing only 1o remind us who is really in
charge, mmug,n locations in North and South

d Elsewhers. The caracers
P L e s
Simeasions), and noac of the humans are
compietely vilainous. I found it impossibie o
put this truly dread k down, and it is
highly ecopimenicd o boring train/plane
Jourmers o and tays in hospital. And as prescnis
or cal

oy on the ot hand stats with four
pages of stream of consciousness
murder victim, whom we do not see Tites, and
never really gts going, The Tampa police spead
days mulling over the death of a rich art
collector and the destruction of his priceless
Navaho sand painting, before finally deciding to
send solid, reliable, computer-dependent
Detective Vernon Moody to the Navaho
Rescrvation in Arizona io investigate the
significance of the sand painting. He and
Sergeant Paul Ooljce jam the police computer
network, bur down the Ganada police precinct,
escape from giant snakes quite capable of
overturning pickup trucks and battle unnatural
coyoles in unseasonal storms (snow in high
summer) in their attempts to solve the riddle.
‘This cyber-without-the punk story is a highly
sanitised, old-fashioned thriller. Sex, drugs and
artificial augmentation feature only in passing,
as part of the backdrop. There is some violence

_ﬁamsl people, slightly more ag,alnsl property.
relationship between Moody and Ooljce is of
Boy’s Own variety, but e e e
vlsuahscd and Foster likes to show off his
knowledgé of the Navabo culture. The compuicr
is ubiquitous and its slang is different and
believable. However the novel lacks any real
tension, grinding along at a slow pace, and the
Climax it prediciable, Catea-Lyst was
compulsively awful; Cyber Way is just

Sarah Canai
Karen Joy Fowler
Hodder & Stoughton, 1992, 290pp, £14.99

It is somewhat unnerving to discover the book I
am asked o revicw was deemed delighifully
readablc” by the Washington Post, and
force” by the New York' Times

Book Review, bu such is the case with
Sarah Canary by Karen Joy Fowler. Oh, by the

y. this book is not SF&F. First novels in the
SFAF genre do not normally ignite the previously
described literary rapture. Canary is a
fiction woven around the history of California, a
truc-to-life western o to spe:
The sty el bow 2 Chinese railway labourer

Chin Al Kin is approached by a babbling

incoherent white woman. Chin holds dear his
mative superstitions of th exisience of
immortals and ghost lovers. He also fears any
White man's resction to fnding 8 while worman
scemingly tumed insane by a Chinese man. So
Chin embarks on a quest o return the woman (o
her own people and in doing S0 un
twisting and cver morc complex journcy through
the Califonia of 1873.
Chin’s voyage of selfdiscovery introduces the
reader to an unformed country, a mishmash of
nationalitics, White men, Indians, Blacks and
Chinese living a precarious co-existence of
mutual distrust and loathing. Chin incurs the
wrath of Indians by hanging on
warriors, befriends a lunatic, rans B love with
a suffragete, and is repeatedly tri
paranoid survivor of the Civil War. All these
characters, and a few more, become involved in
the story of . and pursue the
specchicss, helpless, ugly white woman across
several stafes 0 a grand finale in San Francisco,
Sarah Canary has an elegant structure,
cpisodes of Chin’s tale intertwine with pages of
historical facts cut from the newspapers of the
day. A picture emerges of an extremely complex
carly American socicty and highlighi, perhaps
for ihe first time, ninetecnth ce
diserimination towards tho Chinese, Tn
ducating hr reader, Karen Joy Fowler has an
admirably light touch with snippets
information sitched into the narrative like 5o
much gossip. Didyou kaow.. she whispers,then
you gape and lhc story continues.

mil

Beer s, Sovah Canary has a rhythm of
scacnor shd melody of syl thel 3 delght to
read. Whilst Karen Joy Fowler has
vocabulary of her English mnlcmpomncs and
her editor may have trimmed detailed

iescriptions, the flow of words keeps you
trclssly reading, page afier pags o afcr p afier page.
My onc reservation
the distinct lack of plot. I'm a mug e fri
with a beginning, a middlc and an ending. This
novel is a case of ploiting by wandering about.
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Things happen to Chin and in the end
-7 "‘Chnu,hﬂ

betier man 1o there’s no real story
could inger on. Maybe that's more the
way of real lfe.

So forge the wagre wail with s paying
n, forget the

screaming,
panted ndians gsloping 0 the siaughic.forget
the biue and yellow cavalry s:vlng the day in
e last reel. the West
isll\itas llh:slh:hsk.lh:smcll Ih:mnd
of historic reality, a complete experience that is

«casy for me to recommend.

Sally-Ann Melia

Villains!

(Edry Gentle and Roz Kaveney

Roc, 1992, 337pp, £4.99 pb

A fantasy volume that

sympathetically the ways of the Dark, to map
the y of evil: insicad of boring

conventional goody-goody heroes, here we have

This scems a good one can
well imagine quite

result is very much an orc’s egg of 2 book: bad in

first indication that all is not well is
provided by the appalling cover, without doubt
one of the worst that | have ever seen on a
fantasy novel published by a reputable publisher.
Inside, the cover is complemented by a
succession of undistinguished torics that range
in quality from average o eriblc
so many accomplished,

mumnmg -na enjoyable writers could so
signally fail b deliver the goods, expecially
hoa inal idca scemed 5o promising? At
least o o of wha( scems lo have happened is

ttempt a kind of
m.m,..s.  ppropa to sacis
Ihnmmmedwlﬂllkm.mhmmis
100 slight: cheap shallow jibes, trivial

comment on lifc. They send up the genre (not
very well), instead of sing it o send up
humanity. In too many of l.h( stories one is left
with the distinct impression that the piled

e plautic uibes tham boae st the spm
blood is ketchup rather than genuine
Wpunumly 1o do something distinctive has been

Howersrallinst completely lost. Amidst the
failures are some successes: Stephen Baxter’s
The Stongest Amour and Charkes ?
Eumm-mu Night'. These two storics are both
imeadable efforts, worth a read. And then

here is Graham  Higgins” mavellous
“Jabberwockish’. This one story comes near fo
redecming the wi whole volnmc and must surely
figure i award stakes. It is an

a story
well work checking out. Pity about the rest of
the volume.

gllood and Honour
Gollancz, 1992, 316pp, £14.99

is book is much better than the cover and the

the cover, | thought **Oh dear, yet another run of
the mill fantasy, with a beefy hero, a sexy
heroinc and a ot of magic. Ho ham."* Well there
is quile a ot of but the rest of it was.

The hero is an actor, down on his luck, who
takes on an offer of 2 pant which is irresistiblc
because of the amount he is offered for it. All he
has to do is act as Prince Vikior until Viktor is
fecling beticr, which Jordan thinks sounds
simple enough and 1o which he agrees. Lifc,

beginning he i unclea sbout whether the Prince
he is acting is hero or villain.

do villains, he specialises in erocs The e
in which Jordan finds. himsel geis more and
more complex as the true nature of the magic
Which i in the fabrc of Castle Midnight.
urcontrolled in the absence of the king,
impinges upon him, and the characters of the
mﬂplz o whom e has allicd himsef,not esst

hlllsellawngasbo'hmhnsim
decent and honest man. And the value of a nice,

thout
wus:ﬂlckmgstory well, nmm“&

gumi S behevanie: sithough 1 covilea
somewhata the excesss o the Princes, ome
thoughts about pre-revolution France m:
change my mind. They have personality. Sodo
the women, and the heroine is far from being a
bimbo or a reward to Jordan at the cnd. She (oo
cter in her own right. The writing is
brgon capabl, withou ifitting misuse
of words or awkw of phrasing. It makes
no atlempt to do anything other than

. and does that very well.
1f you want to be negative, then you could say

questioning them.
lmmm-magmdbook a good read and
fun. If that’s what you want, | can recommend

o
Helen McNabb

The Course of the Heart
M John Harrisol
Gollma, 1992, 16pp,£1499

‘This book comes after years of hoping for
something like it, though I did not expect M
John Harrson o be s author,since much of his
t from the Jast fiftcen ycars has been the
Tantasy Viriconium seiies. The Course of
hc Heart it i i

oth haunicd - icrally and
figuraiively - ever afterwards. After the event
none of them remember what it was that
happened or why.

other two characters, on is Yaxley, who
would always have been a nasty piece of work
gy, and the other is the nameless narrator
and partof the mystcry is what he inheited
o e

Maost of the story i set in the pecscat day (6
perhaps a littl Jater) and descril
everyday life of the characters. s rle PR
becomes an English tcacher in the north, while
Pam his wife stays at home, affected by the
cpilepsy she has had from childhood.

they try to make a go of it they cannot be happy.
Yarley trics to jvolve more people in bis
circle, and pulls the namrator into a plot

involving a kidnapped child which ends in
deaths, but the narmator otherwisc has

mamuscript sslobiography of 3 travellr from the
1930's with s view of the past. and he has a
account from alchemical lexis of a city ik
 this city is the Cocur, the heart
from which Richard the Lionheart ook his name.
gossibly th beart of 3 heartlss wor
Sothe ord nuLwodd of working e dmng
waded or penetrated
cof by the travetier Michac|
Ashaman, by e hauntings from the pleroma, by
the machinations of Yaxicy. The narrator has o
make sense of it all and try o make it all work
out. Oaly by two o the four dying can his
happen, but the e aths and
whiher they arc happy or sad, satistcd or
unsatisfied, are very different.
‘The narrator finally ses everything in a
differcat way; even Medlar's familiar changes,
and the s world of .mwbnum

! the

mwhnum

now stories of the pre-war traveller,
and the ancient stories of the Coeur, in which
fourteenth century battles are described, and of
course the whole alchemical theory in which the
characters explain what has happened.
In addition to all these fictions within the book,
it'has a sublext (if I have not imagined this as |
read) - in different parts there are echoes of other
fexs. For instance, on the third page there is

‘major revelation - when the narrator finally sees
Medlar’s familiar, the thing that has haunted and
wrecked the man’s life. It comes from Sheridan
Le Fanu's clasic short story,‘Green Tea'. At he
‘The Glamour, Christopher Pricst
ed his fantasy away as a literary theory,

something that Chrsiopber Evass cxplcily
avoided. Harrison has taken neither of thor

% e

the history of the construction of this book -

itis vcfy claborately constructed.

1icave this book wiih just one fear - that if it

has its justified success it will be bought and

not read, to lic on coffec tables as a sign of its

owner's literacy. Anyone who did that would be
Ives an injustice

J

Hot Head
Simon Ings
Grafton, 1992, 300pp, £4.99 pb

The back cover boost says:
cyberpunk, it is post-modei s total
unique.- Of course every novel is unique.
Imagicative and inveative onc surcly s
yet it uses and draws. of the
aldest paradigms. lis map of faic and hazard is
set out as a Tarot spread, and the pattem of its
heroine Malisc's involvement is essentially
that of the Joseph Campbellian hero who

Neumann machine approaching from Jupiter
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‘That briefly is the space-opera, the chief function
of which is 0 provide a kind of Wagnerian set
for the ongoing psychodrama f n the
consciousness | subconsciousncss of Malise.
She isa “hot head"”  templalc [or what might
be the next stage in human evolution, with
implanted “datafat’’ 1o empower large empalmc
and interpsychic extensions of acuralachi

What is extended or projected, Noweve sl
utilise “‘menemes”, or accessible memory units.
These in tum are shaped by the basic human
Icnslons and polaritics - infantile, :umuc.

ic, erotic etc. Thus the whole cos:

shooln\g ‘match seems to deconstruct
psychologically as the plot s developed in
ferms of interaction between Malise’s often
solipstistic modes of consciousness and the
situations of subversion, aggression, seduction,
and deprivation that envelop her in the course of
temestrial power-struggle and nterplanctary

‘Simon Ings manages all this adroitly. The sio
of Malise’s girihoed, the "call o adventure” and
“initiation”, the traumas of childh
adolescence where attachments and alicnations
arc formed, is told in sections titled after
figures of e Major and Minor Arcaca of the
rot. These are related 10 a key incident of
Malkie’s acmlencente whees bey gypsy guru-
lover, Seval niites her o the Tarot ‘The
Papess’ identified as the arcanum on which
“founded””. The several
associated :ymbﬂhsms of this arcanum,
“upright’ or “reversed’, reverberate through the
novel. The Tarot-labelled sections are
interleaved with untitled ones in which we
follow her subsequent deeds and sufferings as
vitim/ hero. 1< a heady, cxeiting,if

Charles Williams’s The Greater Trumps,
which is to rate it high.
KV Bailey

White Queen
Gwyneth Jones
Gollancz, 1991, 312pp, £14.99

U thereis a common fator in Gueyacih Joncs's
novels it s that the main character in th
opening narrative is an outsider who offers us
an objective focus for thestory as it un[olds
The outsider in

Gugliogi, exiled electronic joumallsL Johnny is
acartiesof QV, a petrovinus

coralin, the 2038AD answer to the
i aataas that f

it all to be some political conspiracy, and
dreams of returning to his wife and child in the

However, despite the commonality of an
outsider, the plots and settings of Jones's adult
novels themselves have been anything but
similar - from the near fantasy of Divine

o the acronymic SF of Escape
Plans o the Thaicherte nightmare of Kairos.
And now we have the near-future “‘aliens have
landed”” scenario of White

invasion”” is to miss most of the
The story opens in Asabaland in West Africa,
where Johnny meets one of the alien Alcutians.
Atthis point, they are observing humanity
incognito. Johnny also mects Bracmar Wilson, a
British media personality. It s the relationship
between Bracmar and Johany - preicated on the

because uipredictable  pood.sn -shiftings and scene-
shiftings may merge and/or change. What scems
10 be going on cntircly in Malisc’s head (when,
for example, she eidetically summons an **icon’”
to activate the “'story engine™*) will correlate
with, and may determinc or be determined by,
externality. Such *‘iconning”” occasions some of
the narrative’s most bravura passages, including
those *‘story engine’” sequences in which Malise
voyages through fractally multitudinous
scasides to pursue her affair with Rosa, a
beautiful cybemetic construct. Sensual, idyllic
and mysterious as this relationship is, it proves
to have a Frankensteinian dimension which
Tinks it to nightmarish happenings in real life.
Simon Ings hs & ant or atmospheric,yet
compact, descriptions of place. On the
CEine’” coast, for exampc, ihe white cdge of
the sea was justvisibl over a bank o rod
sand" i realtime Rotirdam - ights
ips, gantries and refineries pmpncked e
blacknm like the running lights of giant s
stations”. Landscaping of that kind pro s
anchorage in the familiar when the going gets
extravagantly psychedelic - when Jupier's
e spols favour us with cigmatc smiles, or
when a white gull swoops 1o lead Malisc fror
the confines of a *‘universe the size of a
towerblock”, Even on the computer screens,
where Ings gives free rein to typographic and
semantic innovation, Africa is still Africa
though it “sparkes, a5 though i were covered in
Such anchorage (rolling grassland,
sty ‘mountains) is paricularly welcome in the
limbo land of the penultimate cpisode where
wallowed and chewed up by the Von
icumann monster, recapitulates, mediated by a
Tarot *Nine Card Spread", her individual epic.
There, as "The Papess Upright’, she halts the
invasion and *’saves the world™ before being,
spat out, Jonah-like, to be reborn on Earth in an
amniotic tank. Von Neumann *evolution” is at
least suspen
This ending climaxes a classic "hero” myth of
sacrifice, death and resurrection. That Ings’s
first novel is great entertainment, contains not a
Tt inientiona} pastiche, offers ihe fan Of
recognising (relevant) Carrollian allusions (the
Cheshire Cat, the rabbit-hole fall, the ‘magically’
appeating insirucions) - ll tis docs ot Ieseen
impact as meaningful psychodrama; and for
is Significan, not arbilraty, smployment of the
Tarol, the only novel I would compare it with is

johnny and one of the
Aleutians - and the. relluunshlp between the
revealed Aleutians and Earth’
Tepreseatalive body (a comfcrcace B wotmen’s
alfacs thatsecns {0 be going nowere slowly),
that form the backbone of White
The White Queen of the title is the nam of a
group ol anti-Aleutians led by Bracmar. White
and Bracmar's, motives for opposition
{0 the alens are complex and revealed 10 us
piece by piece. Braemar sets out 1o recruit
Johnny into White Queen, but he rejects the
group, s teason for bing, and her As Tohany
comes to accept his position, including the fact
{hat he i indced QV-positivé and has o hope of
return o his family, he becomes an active
member of the group, if not the most active
member ...
White Queen is an intensely political novel -
as, in fact, are most of Gwyneth Jones's adult
novels. The aliens’ arrival naturally has severe
political repercussions throughout the world -
parly a result ofther acions, and partly 3
result of the existing world situatior
things are profoundly different - Japan, Sy
instance, disappeared beneath the waves during
a global environmental catastrophe in
some things don't appear 10 have changed at vl
““The English Prime Ministcr, that utter
nonentity ...’ (p.152).
“This is a book that takes time to read and ncds
1o be savoured. The Aleutians are no “‘men in
rubber suils - I difficul o understand them
at first, and it is not until we begin to leam
more about their society and origins that we can
cven start to comprehend them. The human
characters, on the other hand, are about as three-
dimensional as you can get wihout them
tanding there in font of you. I Bra
Wilson, Gwyneth Jones has created a characle(
as real and alive as Tabitha Jute (in C:
Orecaland's Take Back Pleaty) if not e

Tinderstand another book involving the
Aleutians is in the offing. Bracmar
far 100 strong a character 10 lcave languishing
in just one novel
Kairos (a book that was described to me as *
bad book, beauifully writien, or a besutital
book, badly written) was a hard act to follow.
There’s no doubt in my mind that White

the better novel, although I've yet to
decide whether I prefer it to White
Queen is no book of the Eighties as Kairos

was, but is it a book for the Nineties? What it

is, is a textbook example of that intelligent,
Wought provoing,and involving brand of S hat
has eclipsed in recent years by cyberpunk
(anoll\cr leftover from the Eightics). You find
yoursel rcading White Queen with a

smile and a real sense of admiration [m' Ih:
author. Highly recommended.

Tan Sales

Standing on Shamsan
Garry Kilworth

ry WO
Harper Collins, 1992, 280pp, £14.99

‘This book s, in its way, very readable and Garry
Kilworth is a many-sided author. As well as a
string of competent SF novels and stories, he has
also written poetry and three children’s books:
the latest of these, The Drowners, was onc of
the nominations for this year’s Carnegic Medal.
Standing on is not SF in any sense,
butarealist novel; a good, middicbrow, lending
library read, based on part of his own life. Just
as JG Ballard eventually came to write the story
of his formative expericnces during !

Japanese occupation of Shanghai, so Kilworth
tries to distil the essence of his own boyhood in
Aden and th trauma of s rturn here during 3
fifteen year RAF career. Unlike Ballard, he

ot namme the chief characer after himseir o
there is no clue to how close the matc}

between autobiography and the story o Iclls, but
i’s fairly casy to imagine the Oliver *

Carson of the novel growing up into the Gan'y
Kilworth who wrote (say) Abandonati and
Comiruck.

of course, a less ambitious writer
ma.. Bnllard and on Shamsan has
an air of deliberate understaicment both in prose
style and plotting. The fecling is Lhcr: butitis
t have
tried to squeeze more ixgnmcance rom it all,
but not Kilworth. The boy who left school at
fifteen with no exam passcs, an a
degree in English after reaching his fate thirties,
is not going 10 start putting on pretentious airs
at his time of life.
Most o the nove s inthe first person and.
concerns the boyhood of young Cass in Aden,
with his friends Dix and Heather and Abdulla.
Interwoven with it is a third-person narrative of
Corporal Cass returning in 1966 o help quell
violent unrest caused by the proposed British
withdrawal. His uncase, and his eventual
dilemma, are brought ncatly into lbcus with a
sparc precision lacking fuss or purple passages.
Bombs explode; people he Yaows get suddenly
shot; he ix faced with an unenviable task; at the
ol a moment he shouts violently at a
superior officer, The ending is calm, lccogmsmg
the end of childhood. An early seatence, *
feelings were in gentle turmoil”, about sums up
the general tone.
If you want high drama, lurid scx, cosmic
significance, or sensawunda, it’s not for you. But
of its kind, and as far as it wanis o go, it's
seasitively and skillfully don
Norman Beswick

Gerald’s Game

Stephen King

Hodder & Stoughton, 1992, 343pp,
£14.99

Someone once said a good writer could produce
an ml:reslm%slory about a man going 10 post a
letter. Well, Stephen King has produced a 343-
page story about a woman handcuffed to a bed in
an isolated country cabin.

Gerald’s is bondage, but don’t laugh,
isn’t as funny as it first sounds. The game has
progressed from scarves o real handcuffs, but
suddenly his wife, Jessic, secs it for what it
realy is: hunilsting and demeaning,

She has had enough. But Gerald mmss s just
her contribution to the game “That

Jessie, The whole \hing 1 méan. You e
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actress...” he tells her, ignoring her pleas for
release as actir

Sceing that he won’t listen unless she forces
him 10, she kicks out with het untethered fect a1
the two places she knows will hurt h

most. Grald, stunned by her attack on his
manliood, clches at his ches, nabie to draw

b fessc shouts, and Gerald manages to
suck in half a breath before collapsing. She did
not bargain on this uncapecicd tu of fate. The
keys to the handcuffs are across the roos
Jessie can’t reach them. The holidaymakers Yave
gone, so nobody will hear her screams for help.

unger-crazed stray dog happens by, drawn by
the smell of freshly killed meat. It realises that
the woman s noteat, and partzkes o the meal
she has unwittingly supplied for it.

ile this is as taut and thrilling as Misery
(1588), it s more sexual than anyihing K ng has
done since Cajo (1962), Like Misery, U
heroine is bedridden, but the terror is not another
person, but memories of child abusc, o ang
friends whom Jessie doubts the sincerity of. All
these things come back to haunt and taunt her as
she cnvisages 2 slow and painful death from
dehydrati
i bay coui il A paBEIpiec (i
been said about most, if not all, of his other
works) that is one part The Shining, one part

d two parts Misery.

Resurrections from the
Dustbin of History

Simon Louvish

Bloomsbury, 1992, 215pp, £6.99 pb

A novel his sn'. Vigneties, ycs,from which
you must try an your own novel,
Striving to Sordn s o
Viewpoints and hall » hundred. hisoricar
characters who appear here in a way we’d never
recognisc. What else should one expect from the
author who, bor in Glasgow, living in
Jerusalem, served in the Israel Defence Force as
a cameraman, studied film technique in London,
co-produced controversial *‘independent”’ (i.¢.
leitwing) documentaries, and now teaches part-
time at the London International Film School?
Cut and splice, show us snippets, forget the
““how"” but give us plenty of “‘now’’
Hitler, Gabi (fomerly Goebbels) and Gocrng
escaped the Sovietisation of Germany an
seitled in the USA, where Hitler’s son Rndolph
heads the American Party - in a country where
President Joe McCarthy has died, Los Angeles
was nuked by a kamikaze Japancse pilot, almost
all the oldtime movie stars dic
Congressman Reagan turns up at their
convention, his face half burned away, spinc
bent and minus a hand, to support the resurgent
neo-Nazis.
President Leon Trotsky (formerly Bronscin) has
just died in the USSR. The year is
ionacd Palcstine has Dommnion s
within the British Empire, but still British
squaddies march the streets checking passes at
the behest of Prime Minister George Brown’s
Labour govemment under King Edward VIIT and
Queen Marha, while Sir Oswald Mosley plans a
Jewish Repatriation Scheme and Jew:
worldwide ind themselves threafoncd.
With the disappearance of Hollywood, British
films in ElstrecScope bring us fictionalised
versions of the Pacific War, including the
revenge nuking of Tokyo - was it Soviet Russia
or Soviet Germany that leaked the A-bomb to the
Japanese? We see all this through the cyes of
Che Guevara, Joseph Gable, and others less

leaving too much unsaid for our comfort. Try and
fit together Nasser in Egypt, Nkrumah in the
Gold Coast (not Ghana), Stalin shot by Lenin as a
double-dealer, General Spandidakis’ junta

Grecce, Mussolisi finally dying in power, and
you get nothing but alternate-history tummy and
asevere case of propaganda overkill.

Need 1tell you that much of the action - and talk
- centres around the London Film Academy, that
Pies Paolo Pasolini is shooting film in Ethiopia
while dodging the Halian Imperial troops, that
Alabama has **no wildlife conservation here:
ihis s gun country - Niggers, Jews and raccoons

2 The whole book is a hothousc of
OTT descriptions snd oo, ol ricatied
for maximum impact on young British readers
of intelligence but e political expericnce;
the criticisms are cartoo

of pastiche and parody about them, and 1 have to
confess that the title alone depresses and
antagonises me, while the cover artwork is so
P’'m astonished they wanted to credit
Klimowski, other than as some obscure

Andr;
anti- Polxsh
Can | o betier, | wondesr, than leave you with
someonc csc’s judgment? The New

Society reviewer tells
the back cover that it “‘makes le Caree read like
a recipe for making chopped liver.” I wonder
what he means?
Ken Lake

The Stress of Her Regard
Tim Powers

oWt
Grafton, 1991

The story begins a few days after the famous

dinner party at the Villa Diodati in 1816, from

‘which Fraaleasiein was bor, and somé

would say SF was 100. The protagonists include

Byton, Keas,the Shelleys, and even Francois
Villon. The atmosphere, then, is thick witl

gothic romance, poelry, and speculative thought

But this is a secre history; it delves the lives

of the poets with a sick, iortured intensity,

Heshing out the record and secking always (o

explain....
It scems there was another race upon this carth
before man; The Nephilim, a stony people who
lay with humans in order to reproduce, choosing
a semblance of either sex at will. This race had
been revived by a Hapsburg in the 11th Century,
and by the early 19th century a number of them
are abroad. Centred on the Swiss Alps, they feed
vampirically on the blood of their human mates,
forming a fond attachment to their prey, who
become addicted to these crotic attentions. They
have the capacity o inspire great poetry in their
hosts, but the attachment is ultimately ruinous,
since they jealously destroy the host’s family
and in mos cases cventually il their host. he
one exceplion to this rule is when a human is
accepted o the nephelim family, usually by
‘marriage. In this case, immortality for the
individual becomes a scrious proposition and
Powcrsdraws anaffciing pictre o th care of
the vampire race for their human partng
Michael Crawford, the hero o (he tale,
accidentally marries a lamia when he leaves a
ring on a statue’s finger for safekeeping. The
story follows Crawford, a surgeon, an
Josephine, the sister of his human bride, as they
fight, aided by the pocts, o remove themslves
from the vampires” influence. The m
indelible Chataclerstc shared by these two s
their sheer endurance. Tortured, maimed,
crippled, mortified, surrounded by horrific
deaths and destruction, stll they continuc;
intent for the most part on being of service.
Josephine is one of the most unusual heroines to
have ever come my way. Traumatised by her
mother’s death, she has escaped into multiple
personalities in order to survive. Her main
escapes are into the personas of her sister,
Julia, and the *‘wind-up woman”” initially
resorted to in childhood 1o overcome night

fears
**she would rock back and forth like a pump-arm
ora clockwork scaries wou

10 themselves,...“oh, this isn’t human, this i
prey — this is Some kind of a construction”
Many of the most memorable parts of the book
are litle details, often grotesque, glimpsed in

sage: the woman whose great fove was the

hand of a statuc; the Galatca tavern, frequented
by the perverted *‘neffers””, in the shadow of

London Bﬂdg he beggars
of being cor ioned by
‘madonnas al\d :Ven entire
in shivering cluster along the Shallow gray
slopes of the steps”.)

Powers raids treasure house of romantic
poetry and legend, drawing in all the
paraphemalia of garlic, wooden stakes, and
silver bullets. We meei Trolls, lamiac, the
Carbonari and Venctian coin laggers; ‘the Graiac
awaken and the Sphinx’s riddle i intriguingly
recast. However, Powers’ mania to systematisc
and apl‘ul everything becomes tedious at

ars who pose in he hope
ain

Thaa difficulty accepting the premise that
human poets should have nceded the assistance
of another race in order to have written their
festest works and i casny ways this i 2
frustrating book; the logic wears alarmingly thin
in places, and lapses in language and continuity
constantly work against the suspension of
disbelief. Powers’ formidable research is
sometimes a litle t00 evident, and if there
were a Society for the Prevention of Cruclty to
Characters, I think he would be in the dock.
This is a flawed feverish nightmare of 5
but a masterpicce for all that; a story of stunning
imaginative scope, following two extremely
falile people in 8 story powered by love
:g:mst all odds. Read it

tie Cary

Small Gods
Terry Pratchett
Gollancz, 1991, 272pp, £14.99

Gods need people. According to Terry Pratchett,
beliet is the food of the gods, and gods who do
not get fed become small gods. Small gods exist
in the wildemess, chittering and sighing tll
they fade away o djinns or voices on the air;
theur one driving impulse is to gain a belicver,
any believer, the competition is fierce. Imagine
then, the position of a once-great god whao is
down to his lstbeliver; such s he plight of
the Great God Om. Having intended (o incarnate
g whie i A
alittle trampling of the infidel, he is rather put
out o I of a one-cyed
tortoisc. His constenation dcepens as he
realises that his sole remaining belicver is the
apparently dimwitted novice, Brutha.
The plot thickens and takes us to Ephebe; we
mect the Quisition, Philosophers, a hermit with
an invisible friend, a retailer of convenicnce
foods named Cut-Me-Own-Hand-Off Dhblah, the
Pantheons of half the Discworld and Scalbics.
Scalbies are disteputable members of the crow
family; *‘Nothing ate scalbies, except other
scalbics.” Most of the expected Pratchett
ingredients are here, the humour builds in the
same relentless fashion as of old. We also have
a new feature in the **DIY"” jokc. Pratchett lays
the trail in the expected fashion, so that for
instance you notice that church functionaries are
referred o as lesser and supreme fams, and you
brace yourself for the great one... but he doesn’t
do it. Whether he got bored, or forgot, or was
confident that you will have spotted it for
yourself is debatable, but there are a number of
examples o look out for.
There are plenty of laughs in this book, based as
usual on Pratchett’s insightful obscrvations of
human nature. However some passages which
are structured like jokes are not funny. And this
is not because the story is badly told, but
because the areas of human nature under
observation are darker than before.

is an angry book, although witty, and this
fact is not mitigated by its redemptive
humanism. An excellent novel recommended for
serious readers with a sense of humour. If all
you want is gags, though, I'd look elsewhere.
Catie Cary
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Was...
Geoff Ryman
Harper Collins, 1992, 356pp, £14.99

The Wonderfal Wizard of Oz by Frank L
Baum has become a portmanicau myth for the
subject to

almost limitless reinterpretation. The real
‘wonder of the

illes, as camp as a row of pmk tents...).
Enter Geoff Ryman, bearing a multilaycred
Izr‘)l:lluun, a fantasy writer captivated by

sce li ing the
the deepest

into in Kansas,
suug,m into the disay E:n‘nun:m of
Aunty Em and worthless Uncle Henry. Whatever
o -

 prostitution.
The portiayel s vivid Yot we aec
never given the reasons why she breaks the way
she does. Surely, her life was unreleating and
ak, but not any more so than it was - and is -
for millions. Ryman presents statements:
**Dorothy had leamed how to hate." as though
there is an explicatory causal m:w(lblhly
where there is none.
Similarly we sce Baby Frances Gumm mung her
irst steps on the stage, -m?u.
during the intervals in her father’s chmn in
Lay , California. Ye g‘d ly
taleat, and, yes, her family problems, but
never are we told exactly why “Frances knew
she existed to hold her parcats together.”
Judy Garland was a real
hich could

on pills, chcap
‘mea. This might be t of
224 eal ragedy Tobegia o discums it surcly

mﬁghl.ToslysbcsmMmbam

is pretty cheap, tabloid “insight’
A benlcace woukd have Svea us Geoff Ryman’s
interpretation, but the sentence is not there, and
I found no evidence of any real insight implicd
in the text.
et when i comes o he vilsng they are

more than once with the dircction the siory

unlike the Philip K Dick volumes, be a truc
e " series. «

ook, Yet it tacks any
i o umique sight nio Dorothy of Judy

and dropped
at the wi Geoll Ryman is
pl:ymg ‘llllh hmucll P:lrmlf you :hm his
ar
party pom}’;x but just pomml), yml o't
min for me, I was bittcrly disappointed.
ictional”’ Dorothy and the *‘real’” Judy
rve much, much better than this.
Asls:y this is a very clever book, but
cleverness is not . Frank L Baum gave his
tin man a heart, which is what Geoff Ryman
not give Was....
Taylor

Transcendence

Sheffield
Gollanz, 1992, 270pp, £14.99
The full title. Shclhekl 's latest, judging from
T nce Book

the cover Three of the

Heritage Ur .- ‘was enough (o bring a
xmhng[eellnghlbe pitof my stomach. Thad
ing Sheffield had written in the

everythi

¥R (and a Jot of his science as well) until
he got this bec in his bonnet about an open ended
series. The first, was just plain
dut, wl&mmo‘mxnlonbonng'

araciers, obscuring a neat picce of
scientific “‘what iffery”". The
Divergence, [ aresull. [am now
T Ay

1o :
ings and i
hﬂmble -n:hns left behmd bya
that vanished millions of

presented in almost cartoor
i ncomiany. Moy Gtk e o uory only
to xhsbber his way between the adolesces

 whik Frak Gumm f there oaly

ly on the cross o his asc for

. One is an abuser, the othes
or sl Ihll be ABUSER and BUGGER big
!mnholl laden labcls, rather than realised hy

Dorothy and Judy and Aunty Em and
Bill Davison arc as

Jonathon. an acior of grity.

who s searching yallalg:ludy,only ©

find himself on |b: trail of the

But poor, gay Jonathon is dying pry AIDS Gltbough
we are never told how this

uy picked p the virus - surpise, rprise). He

ol have becnas finely realised ."3

Domlny ct al], but he isn't, because h mcat

o e 8 churacie bt e 4 shcrfical MAR

Th udes with his magi

lament at the nexus

I compelied me emdapu'z
aving comprehensivel my nostrils wi
the tafé of Baby meyww t surprised me

years before. Even the print intrstelar

civilization is thousar old. Some of
bizarre

umvm book. 'nns

1t over

involves tangling w

vicious Problem i daly lmlv:d
only to leave motber loose end. Such s

5 nh‘;lcn AEI; ﬁn-cndcd unu

The Collected Stories of
Robert Silverber
Volume 1: Pluto in the
Morning Light

Grafton, 1992, 396pp, £5.99 pb
“The first question is posed by the title:

Silverberg is sill alive, and continuing to
produce, and until this changes there cannot,

wilh a sirong impression thal this

e et in Foio i the
arc from the carly cighties, a period follwoin

Silverberg’s rohu foom tehiameat with Lord
Valeatine’s Castle. Shortly before starting
them, I read John Brunncr's review of The Face

abandoned writing in 1973
because thh hihdhs:lll‘mdl.hu

pll)dnm art, because
the cynical implication being that writers
should give them what they wanted and forget
about :vcrylhl ‘but the money.
Whether he really meant this, or was simply
sick of hearing e same old trguments,
But the storics peri
Silverberg Valentine
dlmnn:ks.s Fovens o any of the novels) do
scem less sparky, less more concerned
1o reiterate familiar themes and tropes than to
boundarics, cvca (dase owe say )

tempts o
really is and why he was hvuuglll lbcte Hc Iunls
out, in the end, to have no past life, because he is
as much a construct as the cities - but in the far

future, where people arc immortal and anything
can happen, whalcan there cyer be 1o surpise
the reader? In the story introducti

*Blindsight’, Silverberg states that hel thought of
it as an inversion of hunt for Josef Mengele, in
{vhich his victims want i, oot forrevenge,

but because his skills were needed for

ectiular project - -dnwnhg::hmnw

h:l:smbun‘lbyns 2y St Am:nuu

iomale thad apace plmwhnhvtlkn:ycs

mmvedwﬂlbenbkmeqx

hyperspace.

To sum up, these are well-written stories. They
suggestive,

surafice puthng the book down, it’s
dlﬂn:\m o recall anything memorabie abou

Josq:h Nicholas

Valentine
SP

Gollancz, 1992, 383pp, £14.99

Tmyvmnwwslmmwmm
to pubescents of both sexes the world over.
Scven ycars afier his disappearance, his best
known song. Vampirc Juncio’. .ssmnppuh.

mmhmthulﬂdlmmam
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other memorabilia; the few promotion videos
Timmy made are still in the shops, his records
have been reissued on CD. Now a major
Hollywood studio is running a Timmy Valentine
Lookalike Contest; the prize is to play the
legendary singer in a film of his rise to fam
comparable o tha of Evis Presiey and Buddy
o

Onto the scene comes Angel Todd, a mature
twelve year old who sleeps with his own
widowed mother. Angel is the perfect candidate.
At the climax of the televised competition,
Angel meets Timmy Valentine.
Brian Zotoli, the last surviving member of the

s of Chaos, and uncle to a victim of Timmy.
Valentine, and PJ, a part-Shoshone teenager,
thought they had killed al the vampires when
they bumed down the town of Junction, Idaho,
but one of them, Terry Gish, a friend of PJ,
returns with news: *“Timmy s coming back.
Zottoli, who was forced to stake his
incestuously abused nicce in ‘Vampire Junction’,
isinthe audience 1 the Lookalike Contest and
with Petra, a re her suicidal
et (tor which she blamm ames Timmy).
riving her (0 a restaurant as a prelude
sleepmg with her, he meets the gm.ddzughm of
Prince Prathna, leader of the Gods of Chaos. She
knows, as does Zottoli, the vampire hunt is not

et o

“Afer vicwing in fashbacks Timmy’s tormented
two-thousand year life, during which he has been
raped by de Sade and Blucbeard, and imprisoned
in a concentration camp, readers wil
sympathisc, perhaps even empathise, with the
vampire and ope h finds the Salvaton he

B b v regular talent ends and
phenomenon begins. Somtow has done as much
in twenty years as some do in a lifetime: an
acclaimed composer/conductor, Thai rep for
music with UNESCO, children’s writer, SF
novelist (winning the John W Campbeli Award
for best new writer, and the Locus Award for
best first novel), horror novelist, screenwriter,
film director: Somtow has done all but paint his
own dustjackets.
I his past record is anything o go by, Somiow
Papinian Sucharikul (SP Somiow) wil become,
‘Bangkok Post has predicted:
accomplished example of an extremely rarc

Bea
Sheri S Tepper
Harper Collins, 1992, 362pp, £14.99

is not science fiction. To be fair, Tepper
doesn't claim i tobe sence fiction ither
only make the point ist bocause | am a I
uneasy about the increasingly wide
Bo0ks which fllinto the catehall of SF. Wil
one day, I wonder, scan the pages of Vector -
gritcaljournal of ihe Brish
Ficti iation - only (o find reviewed
anything but SF? However, enough of mild
paranoia.
‘What Beauty is, s not quite a faery tale either.
As its Litle suggests, it makes use of the
convention of facry tale with the central story
being that of Slecping Beauty. A number of other
facry ales are also featured, Jinked through the

central character of Beauty. Cinderella, ‘Frince

Charming, Snow White and her prince all make
theirappearances, though no qulethe s you
might be familiar with. This serics of talcs
Constitutes the history of Beauty's ffe as she
strives to understand the nature of the curse laid
upon her and the burning object concealed within

Mxny ofthe characterstis of the classic facry
tale are 1o be found in . Its the vehicle
of unpalatable truths about life; that dabbling in
the enjoyment of cruelty, even in the
imagination, can corrupt; the truth that all we
have that is beautiful in sily
destroyed. But because Beauty is a faery tale, i
has a happy ending. It also has the usua
supporting cast of witches, facrics and

Artwork by Claire Willoughby

monsters; a scenery of castles, enchanted
heaths, hovels, magical realms and a props list
which includes a cloak of invisibility, seven
league boots and a magic cap. Beauty skips

ok i e an b ok o e, B GeR L
visiting our own future.

s an ambitious book in its size and
scope. It is not tightly organised but loose and
scursive in structure. Like a picaresque novel
it wanders, indulging in many digressions and
introducing us to many characters as we follow
the travels of its heroine through time and

d’:spllc its size it lacks extremes; there is no
grandeur, no real horror; it is consistently
domestic, local, personal in its range and tone.
Buuif umm be a criticism levelled at the
so, paﬂdcxlc:]ly, a suengm
Beauty is ncvc( pretentious,
common pittall of ovcrwecnmg 'ambition. The
statcments which the novel makes about
fundamental issues such as good, evil, cruelty

destruction are always located within
personal relationships. When Beauty descends
into the underworld, as payment of the eternal
ransom of Good to Evil, the sufferings of hell
are familiar and human.
The characters in the novel, though dxey e

sing or frightening or strange,

never convincingly real. [ don’t think s s duc
1o lack of skill on Tepper’s part but rather duc to
the result of the placing of the story in the facry
tale genre, which mevlhbly shapes the reader’s
response. Because we know that Beauty must
succeed ultimately, we cannot really fear for
her despite the terrible events which befall her.
Nor does she need to leam o develop as a rrsull
of the terrifying, strange or hilarious epi
in her long B:auly exists supremely oy

such,
Ror i sbundant in supceficial delal but iacking
in any psychological depth.
What the novel lacks in depth it makes up for in
surface detail. Places and people and events arc
scen hrough the cycs of  woman who s never
above taking an interest in the smallest
Gctails. We meet the bizarre aunts and father
(not to mention the ubiquitous cat) inhabiting
Westaire, the enchant where Beauty
eventually sleeps; we meet Bill, the gentle
transvestite of the 215t Century; we experience
the cool illusion of facry which transforms the
world with a strange glamour and for which
Beauty nearly pays the price of her life; we are
shown the squalor of Cinderella’s home where
that particular tale is given an unpleasant
twist. The result of this piling up of sensual
detail s 10 weave & ich, untdy, Fascinating
texture in the novel,
‘This complex texture, and the reader’s
enjoyment of i, is part of the novel’s
statement, Beauty is concerne
Conservation of the variety o lifc and the novel
presents that variety and through our enjoyment
engages our sympathies. In the end the novel
can be identificd with the burning force which
lives within Beauty hersel.
I would certainly recommend Beasty as a very
cnjoyable novel.

Lynne Fox

Lost Futures
sa Tuttle
Grafton, 1992, 208pp, £4.99 pb

The film Three Faces of Eve was
practically the first time that the notion of
multiple personalities moved from the realm of
the case msl.ory into entertainment. It became a
popular device in the fiction of the last half-
century, and s fiction writer n particular
Soon found it fnilful (6 put morc than o
}Zf""“‘"‘ﬁ into one mind. Developing e theme
rther, while moving away from its
psychological origins, they began to investigate
the notion of providing cach of these
personalities with its own world. Quantum
physics provided a handy rationale with its
many worlds thesis, and writers as diverse as
Frederik Pohl, with The of the
Cats (1986) and Alan Brennert, with
and Chance (1990), have taken it up.
Now Lisa Tutle has added her voics o he

I mention this long tradition not to suggest any
lack of originality on Tuttle’s part, but to
emphasise how much she has made the theme
her own. She does this, quitc simply, by tuming
back to the peye hological forcbear of the
subgenre. In Tuttle’s hands the many-worlds.
scenario has become an analogy for many minds.
Taking Brennert’s Time and Chance as a
paradigm, the |yp.al ‘many-worlds story
(o].lows the pattern of the film It's a
ond rather than its pmgelmor
'n:u Faces of Eve. Someone, gene
approaching that period of middle- aged angst
h most of us experience, feels regret for
pasl 4 declatons which are 1o blame for bfs
current unhappy state. A parallel world gives
him the chance to experience what might have
been, and in some way the old mxsuk:s are
corrected or the hero becomes recor
Tuttle’s protagonist, Clare Beckett, follows the
classical model  she is approaching middic age,
feels trapped in a job which in no measure
maiches her youthful ambitions, has no husband
or boyfriend, and above all her life hinges around
one moment in which she made a wrong choice
and her brother died. But Tuttle immediately
breaks out of the format. Instead of the many
worlds healing, they isolate Clarc more and
more. In dreams, she starts to glimpsc a series.
of might-have-beens, and slowly her grip on the
real world breaks down as she loses track of
which memorics come from which worlds. As a
former boyfriend (in one altenaive, her
husband) iclls her : ““You've always wanted to
believe that everything was possible, that you
didn’t have to make cﬁolms . You said lj\c
Umch split rather than make a choice
can’t split, not without going crazy. Such is
the tonct of the book. a cnsr unsettling and
exact analysis of the mental toll exacted by
guilt and regret.
For most of the book we get no more than
sidclong glimpscs of the parallcl worlds, b
impression, a hallucination, a wish. The
be real or they may be no more than symlxyls ofa
woman losing her grasp on reality. Then, at last,
as she plunges into psychological crisis, she
slips across into one of these alternative:
itis a world in which Clare is mentall
damaged, still cared for by her distraught
parents, 1 brother survives in a coma
which has already lasted 17 years. This is the
most chilling passage in the book, as a woman
battling to preserve her sanity finds herself
consigned to madness with no hope of escape.
And it is a passage which brilliantly employs
the novel’s science fictional rationale to
enhance its psychological impact.
A further sequence, in which Clare moves on
into an overtly science hcuonal world is the
only false notes struck book, since it
Serves o advance neithot he dramtic nor the
psychological development of the book But this
uncertainty asi Futares is
controlled and powerful work which s g 61
the finest things Lisa Tuttle has cver writtcn.
Paul Kincaid
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