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A Little More

Oft The Top
AN

EDITORIAL
Mike Dickinson.

The trouble with Science Fiction is that

there is eo much of it, There are about
twenty SF and fantasy publishing houses
in this country alone. First books, re-
prints and "forgotten classics" gush or
simply ooze onto the market. The regult
can be a feeling that Sturgeon's Law of
"ninety percent in crud" is a very opti-
mistic judgement. Whilst Jim Baen has
shown bravery and discrimination in
banning the damnable Perry Rhodan trans-
lations from Ace, thus having the spin-
off benefit of stopping their reprinting
in this country, there are still far too
meny books written with no other aim than
the provision of an acreage of verblage
at go much per word, published solely to

exploit and just as mindlessly devoured,
If that sounds like snobbery, then that
is just too bad, Many people read the
Star but I think even they would acknow-
ledge that it is for other reasons than
that it is the best newspaper on the
market.

So who is to blame for this? Not the
writers: in several cases they are

simply keeping food on the table whilst
they work on thinge they believe really
worthwhile (although I have a private
unprintable fate to which I should like

to subject "John Norman"). The publishers
are under pressure to produce profits and
although some firms are devoted almost
exclusively to rubbish they bear only a
minority of the blame; others deserve

only the highest praise. The real blame
lies with those readers (some of them
possibly members of the BSFA) who are so
uncritical as to consume such trash,
Soience Fiction is capable of looking in
fresh and entertaining ways at the basic
problems of society - government, race
relations, sexual roles, etc. - in a way
that no other form of literature, except
occasionally its close neighbo.r fantasy,
can, Several strands which once enlivened
the mainstream novel have now devolved upon
SF - no longer is it possible, despite
William Golding's work, to isolate man on a
desert island in order to study his essen-
tial nature; Robinson Crusce would have to
ride a spaceship. 'he great English tradit-
ion of the Utopian/Iyetopian novel has also,
apart from the odd touch of bigotry from
such as Anthony Burgess, become an SF province
This is not unfitting since the real progen-
itor of SF, H, G, Wells, saw himself as just
another writer when he began writing his
scientific romances. ‘'his makes SF vital to
the balance of literature as a whole, as sll
those who read this will almost certainly
testify. If this entertainment in mindless,
however, then we are defending nothing

more important than Westerns or the
Confessions series.

The argument about whether or not EF is
a ghetto will not die down, When good
authors find their work placed in a
special section of the bookshop beside
Edmund Cooper's pseudonymous hackwork
and that of the "giants" of SF whose
original ideas died in the nineteen-
forties but whose latest books are still
snapped up by their idolisers, it is not
surprising that they are more than irrit-
ated. They may look instead towards



writers whose work is not different in
any great regard from the best SF, such
as John Barth, Angela Carter and Thomas
Pynchon, and others from the field who
now have the label removed from their
books.

The increasing amount of attention being
paid to SF from the media, including the
appearance of Christopher Reeve at Seacon
(instead of the usual film company
I\mctlcnary), shows their recognition of
its importance, The success of The
Hitch-Hiker's Guide To The Galaxy, the
inpending Patrick Woodruffe book5rccord
project and What If,.., BBC Radio's
three-part survey of SF, show the degree
of diversity being achieved and, since
each is clearly excellent, promise future
achievements, All sre leaders in their
way but whether Hitch-Hiker, as the most
successful sustained attempt at bhumour in
SF will etimulate more concentration in
that area, whether Woodruffe's project
will combat the simple-mindedness of much
SF art and the pretension of SF rock,

and vhether both will provide a platform
for viable alternatives to SF literature
remaine to be seen, Ssdly SF film, like
SF art, still seems to be firmly rooted
in the first half of the century - even
such a promising director as Ridley
Scott can offer us only horror and still
more believable hardware in Alien.

A1l who went to Brighton for Seacon must
be left with the conviction that they
heve at least some influence, The BBC
and the newspapers 81l took an interest
snd are responding to the size of the SF
readership. It is an exciting time to be
be involved - and thus we come beck to the
people reading this, You are involved
enough to pay out your membership, but are
you then just content to let mailings ooze
through the post. I hope that if any of
you do or do not 1ike what I am doing you
will comment, There are changes being
made to this magazine and 1t would be
fitting {f more members could contribute,
If anyone would like to review I supgest
they send me a 250-300 word semple review
or better still an article. I muet admit
thet I would prefer the controversial to
the dull and I shall not print anything
from such specialist groups ns Prisoner,
Star Trek, Blake's 7 end Dr_Who fandoms,
But within those limits I would be inter-
ested and at least you cannot then be
accused of apathy or lack of construotive
criticism,

And now:

A MESSAGE FROM OUR SPONSORS

This less-than-perfectly-reproduced issué
of Vector was typed on Joseph Nicholar's
ailing portable due to the current state of
unwellness of the official BSFA machine (it
needs a thorough servicing, like). The
next issue will be printed on old rubber
bath-mate with the aid of a sooty potato,
and the one after that will be beamed
straight into your brains by the collective
telepathic will of the entire editorial
staff, Reception of this will be immeasur-
ably enhanced by the prior consumption of
no less than 59 pints of (contd. page 94)

THE
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LEAUGE
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I'm here because, in a moment of weakness,
I wrote a book on the future of military
hardware. War In 2080: The Future Of
Military Technology! Great title, eh?
Well, I didn't think so either, but the
publishers thought it up, and they still
think it's the best part of the book....
I've called this talk "Cenocide For Fun
And Profit" becsuse I had a good deal of
fun writing the book - and, being an incur-
able optimist, I'm even hoping for a little
profit, But of course war also involves
the puffering and torment of innumerable
hapless victims, and this is where the
readers come in, Or im thie case, the
aandience. The object of the talk is really
to send you all scurrying, hypnotised, to
the Book Room to buy a copy....and from the
commotion et the door, I see this is already
beginning to take effect. (I stole that
joke from Bob Shaw.)

A little background follows for the benefit
of anybody who wants to write a book like
this: don't, I've done it now. Actually,
the secret of success in this sort of
egpeculative non-fiction is surprisingly

eimple, The importent thing is to have
patience. Keep reading New Scientist,

drink two pints of bLeer a day and above all
don't antagonise the publishers by writing
to them about how you want to do a book,
Follow these simple rules and, if my case
is enything to go by, in the fullness of
time the publishers will be totelly un-
nerved by your silence and will write,
pleading with you to write the book for
them. Which is what happened to me,

As for the subject matter, I've tried to
curmarise it in a fanzine as followa: "War
In 2080 is 811 about the future of Killing
People, It begine with a brillient and

EUN=P

DAVE LANGFORD

A talk first given at Yorcon
and Seacon (August

(Bagter 1979)
1979)

lucid discussion of killing people with
clubs and by the last few chapters is
merrily cracking planets and detonating suns
as a route to killing more people. In
between there are fascinating digreseions
on allied subjects such as seriously wound-
ing people." I thought this was pretty fair
comment, but in a 1ittle while I received a
letter from the publishers saying: "This is
simply not good enough, We expected full
co-operation from your magazine in our
advance publicity for this book; instead
your readers are being told that, despite
the title, the book is actually about kill-
ing people. Whatever your book msy say,
end few of us have managed to get past the
introduction, war is a clean and glorious
business where people can relesse built-up
tensions that would otherwise be manifested
in ugly violence and aggression at, say,
football matches...." This, I think, wae
about the time when they were trying to
sell it to the Children's Book Club nnd
were editing the more violent bits - so
you'd read a description of a mul timega ton
nuclear attack consuming while cities in a
fiery hell of radiation, and then would
come the line, "Of course the people who
lived there were dresdfully upset by this

The other problem with multimegaton attacks
and fiery nuclear hells is that some idiot
might actually lsunch such an attack, with
appalling consequences to my royalties.
Here's part of yet another letter I've
received, this time from someone who haen't
read the book: "I thought it was damn sneaky
for you to mention in your first chapter
that there had been a vast nuclear war in
2064 and that mankind hnd been reduced to
primitive weapons with which to wage war.

1 mean, Mr Langford, I did not buy your book
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to read mbout groups
rocks at one another - that wasn't the sort
of projectiles 1 had in mind., The uge of
bones as elubs and the gradual development
of bows-and-arrovs ss well as the spitball
do not fit in with my concept of future war-
fere, Frankly, Mr Langford, I feel I have
been had - signed, a disgruntled reader
(Terry lnghuaf.“ It'es an interesting point,
fen't 1t7? As dedicated Science Fiction
loonies, we're all bored to tears with vast
nuclesr waresj we expect future battlefields
to have some more exotic props like plenet-
busters and colliding black holes, and yet

a boring old nuclear exchange can rule out
all these jolly things, leaving us with
still more boring details of how best to
chip your flints - not to mention talks to
1imit the fesrful proliferation of the bow
and arrov.

of people throwing

The assumptions to make, if the exciting
thinge ve read about are ever to come true,
are - first - that everyone will indeed go
on building bigger snd better weapons
without necessarily using them, In some
cases they'll even have to do without
testing them; a gadiet which makes suns go
nova is not something to try out in the
back yard, even if you do have a high fence.
Building and not using weapons is of course
Just what we've been doing for close on
forty yeara, Whether they actually get
used depends on the second assumption: that
ve don't run out of energy snd start fight-
ing over the world's dwindling stocks of
coal, oil and Ever Ready batteries, There's
1ittle point in babbling about superweapons
if we can't convince ourselves that there
i1s 8t least an outside chsnce of people
surviving long enough to build them, if
not to use them....

So for one reason and snother I won't
dwell on the familiar World War III, You
81l know the scenario: it starts with an
internntional incident ss someone throws
up at an embassy party, or with an
"sceidental” nuclear -‘hek caused by a
false blip on the American early warning
system, or with » demented American general
preseing the red button in » fir of post-
convention depression. Extensive surveys
of the literature show that in most cases
it's America that starts World War III -
my own gueee is that if nuclear wsr does
come sbout, it will provoked by some
obscure minority group with a greivance and
a home-made bomb - the BSFA, for example,
Anyway, the nuclear exchange begins and in
no time at s1l we've shot up Herman Kahn's
scalation ladder like » rat up a drain-
pipe, with ICBMs falling literally by the

thousend, Though the basic business of
migeiles and interceptors is pretty much
old-hat, there are some surprisingly
science-fictional idens being put forwsrd
for what they call "terminsl defence”. The
important strategic point in nuclear war ie
to keep enough in reserve to be able to hit
the enemy ag2in - or, on the other hand, to
be able to smash the enemy's entire
offensive capability on your own first
attack, This means that the best-protected
places - second only to the government's
own hidey-holes - are the asctual ICBM
launching eiloe, At the moment it takes a
direct hit at ground level to knock out a
hardened launch site, Among the defences
that are being suggested are what they call
"nuclear rockpiles" - which means letting
off your own bombs underground and filling
the air with millions of tons of flying
rocks to emash oncoming missiles out of
the sky. I think that's slightly terrify-
ing. Then there are proposals for short-
range nuclear cannon, various models of
interceptor snd so onj my favourite is the
forest of tall steel spikes someons wanted
to put round each launch site. The idea
is that since a ground-level strike is
needed to destroy the target, the
attacker's missiles obviously won't go off
until they reach ground level - and just
before they get there, they're impaled on
these ruddy great spikes and put out of
action, Then, of course, there's the
notion for mobile launchers - not the
submarines we know and love, but long
underground tundels along which the launch
pads move on little railway tracks, ready
to burst from the ground where they're
lenst expected.

I might ss well mention that in nuclear
planning there is already a etendard
strategic answer to any defence - fny,
that is, which is even marginally lese
than 100% effective, The aggressor simply
builde lots more missiles and saturates
the defences, Clearly this doeen't work
too well unless the aggressor has vest
amounts of money and resources; I name no
nemes, but it seems that there are spprox-
imately two nations against which it's not
worth trying to defend oneself. Neither
of these is Great Britain, which wonld
have a hard time trying to saturate the
defences of Liechtenstein: even if Britain
went crazy snd decided to fire both its
missiles, at least one would doubtless be
grounded by union disputes as to who lighte
the blue touch paper.

Anywty, once the atandard verelon of World
War 111 hag been played out, there's not



lot left. The sort of casualty levels they
talk about (after a mere few thousand
nuclear strikes on either side) are strongly
reminiscent of those at convention banquets,
with about 50% immediate fatalities and a
rise to B0% or more as the after-effects
sink in. The survivors have to eke out a
meagre existence on contaminated food, again
as at convention banquets, and sre reduced
to primitive weapons, like flints. All of
which may be very science-fictional, but
it's scarcely up to the hardwere we expect
from a Chris Foss cover. (Not enough
windows in a flint, for a start,

Now: is this traditional version of World

War IIT likely? It's becoming less so. At
the top of its flight an ICEM actually leaves
the atmosphere altogether and becomes wulner-
able to a new class of weapont energy beams,
which if they work at all will certainly work
best in space. Meanwhile, at ground level,
there's much talk about new weapons which
are in many ways more attractive to strateg-
ists than the ICHM, Nobody really wants
nuclear explosions, for example, since they're
80 inefficient., One medium-sized fireball
represents the release of enough energy to
kill every human being on this planet, several
hundred times over - if the energy can be
efficiently distributed, one little packet of
kinetio energy being set to throw a blumt
instrument st each person, And though I don't
want to use that simile about convention
banquets again, the fact remains the nuclear
explosions are extremely expensive and leave

a nasty mess behind.

The up-and-coming offensive weepons are the
well-known cruise missile and the relatively
obacure Fuel/Air Explosive or FAE warhead.
Cruise missiles are economy weapons; if
necessary they could come rumbl?‘r’lg off a
production line 1ike Japanese motorcycles,
while ICBMs each take many patient months
to produce, like British Leyland cars,

The trick of the cruise missile is a micro-
electronics package which controls the
thing to follow a terrain map with the
fanatical enthusiasm of a bloodhound or a
taxman, 1iterally at hedge height if need
be. A relatively small and simple jet -
since this missile need never boost out of
the atmosphere - should allow the device to
hop, skip and jump for a couple of thousand
miles, hiding behind woods, avoiding known
antimissile installations, lurking always
just below the radar horizon,...,until in
the end it explodes within 40 feet of the
chosen target. You don't need a ve

bright microcomputer to achieve all this -
it can be even stupider than the average
Perry Rhodan fan and still have a vast

number of evasion tactics built in, And
since cruise missiles are small, you can
launch one from a plane, or a dozen from a
sulmarine, perhaps a hundred from a ship:
the defences can be saturated far more
easily than with ICBMs, and at a fraction
of the cost, No doubt improved cruise
miseiles will be sent on assassination
attempts directed at individuals - they'll
land furtively in a foreign city and
consult telephone directories until they
locate the victim's address, Of course
there are disadvantages - important
officials are usualy ex-directory, for
example. Other problems are the slowness
of cruise missiles, their limited range,
and the relatively small warheads they can
carry,

There's nothing to stop people sticking
nuclear warheads on cruise missiles, btut
certainly they can only carry 1ittle ones
- doubtless just as expensive as larger
ones. To stay in keeping with the image
of an economy weapon, what they need is the
Fuel/Air Explosive warhead, which tucks
what 18 in effect a bomb several yards
scross into a emall shell, The trick here
is to use a volatile explosive; you'll
doubtless all be arrested for possession of
dangerous knowledge if I tell you that it's
ethylene oxide, This comes billowing from
the warhead in a cloud many yards across,
and is ignited; the explosive shockwave
can build up over this huge volume of gas
rather than the confined space of a mere
shell, and the result is quite impressive.
Even now, they're talking about souped-up
FAE bombs with virtually the same explos-
ive force as Harlan Ellison - I'm sorry,
1'11 read that again - as the smallest
nuclear weapons, In this way, whoever
lets the thing off sits at home murmuring
"How virtuous I am, I have used a mere
conventional weapon." Of course, the
nation 1t's been used sgainst might not
realise this wase a mere conventional
weapon, and one thing might lead to
another, and before we know what we're
back chipping those demned flints again.

Energy beems are the next 1ikelihood on
the 1ist of weird weapons - lasers and
particle beems. The science-fictional
view is more or less summed up in the
following extract from that celebrated
story "Sex Pirates Of The Blood Asteroid”,
by en author whom modesty forbide me to
mention -

"--And at that fateful signal, each

of Nivek's countless ships and pinnltnry
installations discharged the full, avesome



power of its primery projectors, the
blazing besms of deatruction combining
into a hellish flare of incalculable in-
candescence against which no defence
might prevaill

"Nivek snarled in rsge, 'Missed!'

"A nearby galaxy was blasted out of
existence, tut,..."

Almost ss thought-provoking is the assert-
ion, firet made by somebody in the early
sixties and printed in the Cuinness Book
of Records for years after, that the
supposition that lasers might melt an
incoming migsile was an exaggeration of 11
orders of magnitude - that is, a factor of
one hundred thousand million., Right now,
though, there are people who say that
missile-killing lasers are absurd becsuse
they'd have to be much more powerful than
those we've got - by a factor of ten to a
hundred! This large difference is partly
becanse lasers are very powerful these doys,
tut partly also because certain ingenious
people have realised that you don't need to
melt whole missiles to put them out of
sction, This is the sort of point which
Isaac Asimov likes to illustrate with gome
long and pointless analogy, and if I ever
vant my own SF magazine 1'd better do the
same - here goes, Imagine this hotel as
being a mighty intercontinental missileg
its essential core, the bar, represents
the nuclear payload. This must be activ-
ated by delicote electronic circuitry -
represented by the elite gathered in this
hall - snd it is this circuitry which is
specially vulnerable to lasers, Of couree,
I represent the laser which has put you out
of commiseion and is even now preventing
you from triggering the bar into a colossal
drunken explosion. To quote Robert Heinlein,
in The Moon Is A Harsh Mistress

"An H-bomb with eircuitry ruined is
not a bomb, is just big tub of lithium

deuteride that can't do anything but
crash,"

This ie rather misleading, since you will
all be aware that an H-bomb requires a
fission bomb to trigger it, and a figsion
bomb requires an explosive charge to com-
press the plutonium into a supercritical
maes, Fire a laser at that oncoming
migsile and you've an excellent chance of
messing up the firing circuite; there's
also & fair chance that you'll trigger the
explosive with the laser beam ,while in sny
case we expect the explosive to go off when
it hite the ground. What's important is
that without precise and proper detonation
of this explosive, the plutonium doesn't
go fully critical (did you know eriticelity

is mensured in josephs?) and ten to one the
fusion reaction never gete started....

Obviously a laser defence system has its
adventages - with your beam trnvelling at
the speed of 11ght, there's no need to
claculate how far the target is going to
run before the beam arrives., Also there's
no question of running out of ammunition

80 long as nobody unplugs you and the fuses
don't blow., The disadvantages are just as
obvioust snti-aircraft shells may be slow,
but st least they don't get sosked up snd
scattered in the air as do pulses of energy.
The largest and most promising battle
lagers operate in the infra-red: by a
fascinating coincidence, the water vapour
in the air absorbs radiation with special
enthmeiasm in juet that part of the spec-
trum, Lasere beams also wave about in the
air for the same reason that stars twinkle,
owing to the sky's being made of wobbly
Jelly....well, that's what Charles Fort
says., Powerful lasers sre even worse,
since they heat the air and change its
refractive index, producing & lens effect
which automatically throws the beam out of
focus. No wonder military technicians can
often be found in cormers picking their
noses with their toes and complaining that
whoever drafted the laws of nature was some
kind of goddemn pacifist, Particle beams
have much the same problemsj besides which,
if you use charges particles like protons
and electrons you have the beam bending
several degrees in Earth's magnetic field
before it ever arrives, This is great as a
Freudian symbol, but less good am a weapon,
If you use uncharged particles yon find
that they don't move at all, since without
some sort of charge there's no way to
accelerate them, Here the trick is to
accelerate protons nnd neutralize them by
hanging electrons round their necks just
ag they zoom off - this is how the Americsn
"Sipapu" besm weapon works, I gnther that
"Sipspu" is an old American Indian word
meaning neutral hydrogen beam weapon,

No matter what type of beam you choose,
it works lese well within the atmosphere;
outside we have certain power problems
since - Arthur C. Clarke notwithstanding
- it's a long way to run electric cables.
One possible ICBM defence system would
coneist of countless small satellites,
each industriomsly storing solar power
in preparation for its big moment when
the ICBMs come flying from the stmosphere
somevhere over the pole, and all these
1itile satellites mtart shooting lasers
at them under the guidance of larrer onesm
filled with tracking gear and computern,



Since thie is a relatively cheap defence
in that you don't use up interceptors -
the satellites can obviously fire again
and again, as fast as their batteries
can recharge - it might make ICEM

attacks not at all attractive to strat-
egists who pay attention to their
accountants. The cunning strategic
reply is 1ikely to be "Aha, then we won't
use ICBMs." And they use cruise missiles
instead, gosh, what a masterstroke of
strategy, I wish I'd thought of it myself.

Within the atmosphere, the problem's
really very simple. If you can crank the
power to a high enough level, you can use
lasers or particle beams - but not very
effiolently., Which brings us to that
good old SF standby, the laser handgun.
I don't want to go on record with a
spoilsport negative prediction - enough
people have made fools of themselves by
asserting that bumbleb , seroplanes
and rockets would never be able to fly,
that lasers were en amusing toy with no
conceivable application, and that Erich
von Daniken sometimes tells the truth.
However, just now the prospects for a
laser handgun are not encouraging.
Assuming that the fearlese soldier

armed with such a weapon would stray
farther from his base than the length

of your average power cable, the
likeliest choice seem to be the
hydrogen-fluoride chemical laser,

which produces an intense infra-red
beam, The chap carrying it will require
a large cylinder of hydrogen, another
of fluorine, and something tougher

than a spacesuit to withstand the
lager's exhaust of hydrofluoric acid
ill. Fearlessly he will stagger

owards the enemy, clutching the laser
head itself (I forgot to mention that
thie could be the size of a bag of golf-
clube, only heavier).* None can with-
stand the searing beam of radiation;
nor is anybody likely to try; the enemy,
rotten sportesmen that they are, will
probably knock him off with an old-
fashioned rifle at extreme range.
mind; it should be worth a medal,

Never

My favourite fictional handsun, of which
few of you will have heard, is probably a
1ittle more practicalj it's called the
Dentichar handgun, and it projects this
supermagnetic induction pulse which

* Somehody has now patented a smaller
laser hand weapon - tut it's designed
merely to blind and not to kill, Feeble,
I call it.

causes the victim's fillings to glow
white-hot, Even that is perhaps less
likely to be effective against people
than biological weapons - guns firing
poisoned needles, for example, or the
lethal umbrellas which Bulgarians delight
to use on defectors. It's about time I
read you some real hard SF, so here's a
specially thrilling description of the
effects of a nasty weapon called the
Delling, as described in Tully Zetford's
notorious book Whirlpool Of Stars, The
Delling fires little gobs of something
known as "dis-gel"; the results are as
follows....

"Giffler melted,

"His body deliquesced, It oozed.
His head flowed snd collapsed and
sloughed. Still upright, he melted end
shrank and collapsed, his body shimmer-
ed like a blood-drenched jelly. He
shrank and oozed snd formed a contract-
ing pool of scum on the yard stones.

"The man in black, Goton Telander,
walked out of the Custom House door.

He still held the Delling, With a
finicky motion he flicked his fingers
and the electronic and neural circuits
whipped the gun back up his sleeve, It
had all been so very slow and yet so
very quick,

"Giffler had been destroyed,...

"A robot vacuum cleaner and scrubber
darted out on rubber wheels and began
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%o suck and clean the spot where
Giffler had died.”

So much for hard Science Fiction. Wow,
what about the exotic lasers we hear
abont: the x-ray laser, for example,
without which no Larry Riven plot is com-
plete? Well, the ordinary laser does its
dirty work by amplifying s light pulse ans
1t bounces back snd forth between two
mirrore; and unfortunately there's nothing
which reflects x-rays effectively. They
have this nasty habit of going straight
through mirrore, or at best being abeorbed
by them, It might be possible to design a
linear x-ray laser, with miles of laser
amplifiers in a row to provide a long
beam-path without mirrors; the smaller x-
ray lesers used in dozens of Larry Niven
stories obviously use his celebrated
etasis field to provide the necessary
perfect mirror. If you have a perfect
mirror, however, you certainly won't care
to etop with mere puny devices of this
sort, An x-ray laser, like every current
model of laser, depends ultimately on
electron tranefers between energy levels
in the atom; the whole business has a
distinctly damp-squib aspect when you
think about the muclear emergy levels

snd the possibility of fiddling with

them to produce a gamma-ray laser, The
graser, as i1t seems reasonable to call it,
wonld compare with ordinsry lasers rather
as a hydrogen bomb compares with a V-2, or
ae a Science Fiction convention compsres
with a Liberal Party conference, Thie is
not the sort of laser to mse for surveying
and eo on, unless you like large holes in
your landmarks: one highly constructive
use has been suggested by Carl Sagan, who
thinks it a cunning notion to build a.
graser rated st 1000 billion watts (and
that's an English billion, 1000 times
bigger and better than its degenerate
American couein). This beam can then be
directed againet a star ten lightyeasrs
away, and it's believed that the intense
gemma flux will be sufficient to trigger
a supernova, The suggested purpose of
thie 18 wholly peaceful and nice - it's
the only way to mine the core of a sun and
get it to throw out some heavy elements,
the assumption being that by the time
we're in a position to build a graser of
this power we'll have broken down the
solar system into Dyson-spheres of stan-
dardized 1iving space (a sort of orbital
Milton Keynes) and becsuse electronic
substitutes for sex still haven't causht
on, we'll be desperately looking for more
rav materisls to mske and power more little
worlds, PEither that or we'll all be dead,

but you'll remember that I've ruled out
this unwholesome scenario as lacking in
interesting SF-warfare possibilities.

(Members of this audience, being fantastic-
ally intelligent and perceptive - that'e
why half of you have gone to sleep - will
remember that this sun-killing business
turns up in Larry Riven's stories. But he
uses a wholly natural system without any
of this nasty technology: one nova nerves
out large helpings of radiation to trigger
the next, and eo on and so on until the
whole galactic core is going off like pop-
corn, I'm mentioning larry Niven a lot
because market researchers tell me that
this name is a bigger attraction than
"David hngford".g

Now, let's return to the more eober and
sensible scientific predictions, such as a
spaceship which - and I gquote - acquires
"a mass of some twenty million galaxies
concentrated at one point”, The relativ-
istic mass expaneion hne never been the
seme since Charles Harness launched that
ship, Bob Shaw goes one better, with s
million-ton epaceship travelling at thirty
thousnnd times the speed of 1ight and stop-
pable only by detonating eight thousand
maclear devices in its path., The moral is
that however unsatisfactory relstivistic
ships are for travel - unless you hope to
get a big kick ont of keeping your good
looks while all your stay-at-home friends
are becoming fertiliser - these ships sre
excellent weapons, Tske a missile weighing
one hundred tons and travelling at around
99+99% of the speed of light. Go on, take
it. You don't really need to put any
explosive in thnt missile, since when it
falle with uncanny precision upon the chap
you've aimed it at, the kinetic energy
releage will be something like 220 million
megatons, This is noticeably more than the
few thoueand megatons required to reach 90%
depopulation of America or the USSR, Of
course, the fellow whom you're firing this
missile at may have taken his own precaut-
ions, Perhaps he's built a distant early
warming sustem out in the orbit of Fluto,
which wamse him of the oncoming missile by
relaying a radio message, Thies takes
nenrly five hours to.reach him - it's a
long way to Pluto - and, travelling at
99+99% of the speed of 1ight, the mimsile
arrives about one fifth of a second after-
wards, Hardly even time to put up an
umbrella,

The snag with this irreatible mimsile ig
that yon need to take a long run up, nnd to
put in all that 220 million megatons of



energy, bit by bit, Even with one hundred
percent efficiency in accelerating the
missile, that's a lot of money -~ if you
ask for that much energy from Southern
Electricity, they will smilingly send you a
bill for close on 8000 (English) billion
pounds - even more than they charged me
last quarter, in fact, This is only the
beginning of the problem since, as at least
ninety percent of those of you who are
8ti1l awake are thinking, you can't use
the energy that efficiently. For less

than the cost of attending this conven-
tion, you should be able to fly to the
moon and back several times - which isn't
intended as an insult to our wonderful
commi ttee, only to the efficiency of Apollo
rockets., If we are to do despicable thinge
along these lines, it would seem consider-
ably cheaper - and would also save a lot of
blown fuses - if we could find the energy
Just 1ying around for the taking, Lumps of
antimatter, for example, If I had a pound
of antimatter here, it could be used to
accelerate onr missile to nearly 10% of its
final kinetic energy. There would, how-
ever, be this slight problem of the 20~
megaton explosion ss the stuff reacts with
my hand - that's the beauty of antimatter,
there's none of this tiresome fiddling
sround with explosives, lasers or blue
touch paper to make it go off.

Indeed, I should pause to be rude about
some of the heroic gentlemen who in Jack
Williamson's SF stories (for example) have
boldly towed antimatter about the place
with 1ittle magnets, You'll remember the
scenes: the spacesuited heroces cautiously
use these magnets, meanwhile keeping them-
selves moving with the traditional jets
attached to their suits, I'm happy to
inform you that anyone fool enough to try
thie would shortly be dead: first, there
is no such thing as a perfect seal, so air
molecules, diffuse through spaceeuits;
second, when you use 1little jets, these too
enit molecnles of gomething, In other
words, anyone coming close to a lump of
antimetter will be relensing molecules of
nomal metter in its direction. The first
effoct is that the matter/antimatter reac-
tion on the side of this lump nearest our
Jolly spacemen will send the lump moving
away from him, Meanwhile, high-energy
particles and gamma rays wash his genes
whiter than white, Should you ever find
yourself in a spacesuit near an anti-
matter asteroid, you are advised to ret a
long way away and - if you must push the
stuff about the place - do so by squirting
gae at 1t from a great distance so that the
matter/antimatter reaction propels it the

"

way you want it to go. Thie will generally
be in the direction of your enemy, since -
let's face it - however appealing it may be
to use the energy of mutual snnihilation to
shove migseiles at the enemy, 1t's even more
appealing and a good deal chemper to pre-
sent him with a piece of antimatter rated
at a snappy 1°25 kilotone to the ounce.
Pieces of antimatter larger than a ton or
80 can be divided into three easy-to-mse
sizes: continent buster, atmosphere stripper
and planet smasher.

Unless you can find your piece of antimatter
floating around somewhere - stealing by
finding, they call it in British law - there
is 1ittle hope of arranging one of thege
spectacular displays., There is a steady
production line for entimatter in operation
today - at CERN in Geneva - but doubtless
owing to the number of British workers
employed there, the output is remarkably low
a few hundred antiprotons a day, perhaps.
Even more disappointing, CERN don't seem
able to hang on to the antiprotons they do
make - there's some shabby story about the
things just vanishing, though the American
Chiefs of Staff have a theory that they are
being pilfered and secretly sold to Commune
ist countries, In any case, even if we
could accumulate the entire output of agt!-
protons, it would take around 277 x 102 of
them to make a 20-megaton bomb - and to save
up that many of them at the current rate of
production would take rather longer than the
universe has to run, The alternative source
of antimatter is a dying black hole, which
according to reputable scientists (and Jerry
Pournelle) should throw out great quantities
of matter and antimatter in equal proport-
ions., Find a black hole which doesn't look
too healthy, and the rest should be easy.

Which brings us with rather suspiciouns neat-
ness to black holes. This is an srea where
it's virtually impossible to say enything
authoritative, for the simple reason that
accepted notions in black hole physics gener-
ally lest only for the two or three hours
that it takes Larry Kiven to fudge up a quick
Hugo-winning story based on the topic. At
the moment, all the best SF ideas involving
black holee seem very slightly dubious.
Using them for faster-than-1ight travel, for
example, has two discouraging aspects:
firatly, that there's apparently no way to
get back, and secondly - a more recent
speculation - you are liable to be put
through a sort of mincer on the wsy, arriv-
ing in the form of highly disorganised
gravity waves. Like British Rail, in fact,
but more expensive, DBat we're talking about
weapons: and there's no doubt that a black
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hole with the mase of the Earin - one, that
iz, abont 0+9cm in redius - woald happily
swallow up e planet if given time. However,
if you have the energy needed to shift a
mags that large, you might just as well use
it ehift the Moon, say, into a collision
orbit. Theee spectacular ways of doing
thinge are so wasteful. The real advantage
of using a black hole in this way would be
that 1t's too small to bresk up with any
conceivable attack; but there's still a
fair range of alternatives for future
baddies to talk over with their evil cost-
aceountants,

To save these evil-doers trouble, I've
done some sums for them, The thing to
avold is the traditional recourse of stop-
ping the Earth in ite tracke, That's very
expensive, Shifting the orbit so that we
boil or freeze ie many times cheaperj and
smashing the Earth into tiny fragments is,
strangely enough, cheaper atill, Yet more
economically, the arch-baddie could arrange
to stop the Earth rotating - I wouldn't
1ike to esay how, but you'll remember that
our good friend Immanuel Velikovsky has
suggested that by providing another planet
with opporite spin, the rotation could be
cancelled via immense electrical discharges
between Earth and this spare planet., I
think this would be a handy weapon, since
the energy release would be enough to melt
portions of Rarth's surface, throw up fresh
mountain ranges end generally cause alarmg
Velikoveky is more moderate in his views,
and thinks that the only tangible effect
would be a =small earthquake sufficient to
topple the walls of Jericho, Okay - we're
really in the bargein basement now, trying
for economical planetary ruin using puny
energies on the order of the explosive
release of only 60 (English) billion mega-
tons of TNT, Next step down the chespness
ladder is to carry out some relatively mild
show of force such as blasting off the
outer mile or so of Earth's crust into
espace; snd that's cheaper still if the
attackers ignore the seas and concentrate
on the 1and. By now, the destructive ener-
glen involved have dropped to a mere few
hundred megatons for every hmman being now
alive, It would be even more economical
Just to drop a one-megaton bomb on each
equare mile of Earth's surface: you'd only
néed 200 million or so, And even more
cheaply, in terms of energy, you could just
arrange to hit everybody very hard on the
back of the head....

1 really regret this, you know. I should
1like to say to all future warlords "Smash
all the planete you like, my children, and
to hell with the cost.” And certainly
planet-smashing is cheaper than shifting

orbits >nd many of the other things which
the Tyrant of the Vegan Horde likes to do
in your fawvourite literature - but it's
still too damned expensive, If I were ad-
vising the Tyrant of the Vegan Horde - and
out of sheer humanity I should like you
all to promige not to tell him this - I
would suggest a few thousand very, very
dirty fission bombs which he could pop into
the atmosphere; they would go off in the
high jet stresme which blow around the
world, 'These carried the dust from the
Krakatos explosion of 1883 all around Earth
- tinting the sunsets in very pretty
colours for two years. These winds wounld
do just as good a jJob on radioieotopes, and
we could all watch the beautiful sunseets
until our hair fell omut and varions other
unpleaegant things happened to ue which I
megmare you would be even worse than a con-
vention hangover. There are probably some
even more horrid weapons available to these
tyrants - imagine, for example, a missile
containing a gigantic flurocarbon aerosol
which whips off our ozone layer and leaves
us all to expire from terminal sunburn, Or
it might be that the Vegan Horde is already
among us and has arranged to addict hun-
dreds of millions people to some carcino-
genic substance so fiendish that the
addicte refuse to give it up even when told
it's killing them, Of course, that partic-
ular notion is far too fantastic for use in
a Science Fiction story.

A1l this sordid talk of economics is of
course irksome to the free-ranging epirit
of the SF writer, It embodies the narrow
view of the underprivileged citizens of a
mere Type I civilisation - which is defined
a8 8 civilisstion with 10~ watts of power
available for use. In fact, the miserable
truth is that we hapless Earthlings don't
even make it am a Type I civiliantion,
since slthough we certainly use about this
emount of power, so much of it is tied up
locally that it isn't available. By this,
I mean continuously available - by deton-
ating every nuclear weapon in the stock-
piles, the Earth ag a whole could manage a
power output of 10° watts or more - but
only for one second. Now if we could use
the total output of a star - i.e, the Sun -
we could graduate to a Type II civilisation
with 1026 watts available, There are of
course subtypes in between, in this ex-
tremely rough-snd-ready classification: but
it's fairly obvious that a Type IT technol-
ogy would have little trouble in planet
smaghing - since the maximum available
power output is now equivalent to 20,000
million one-megaton bombs falling each
second, which should get reeults consider-
ably more quickly than sending a runbont,
There's enough power there to ermnsh planeta



on a continuous production line, one planet
every few days until there's an industrial
stoppage. The power source for all this
could be a star - or a black hole into
which we drop things snd extract part of
their gravitic potential energy - or a
emall black hole, which under the current
theory will be anything but black, and will
push out incredible amounts of energy, leak-
ing away its substence just like a wallet in
the book room., If you slam black holes to-
gether, you can extract about 29% of the
ocombined masa as energy, which shonld be
useful, Someone has even come up with an
impressive figure for the energy contained
in e2ch cc of empty space; if someone else
can think of a way to get it out, it should
be a cheap supply of power, considering that
there seems to be more space then anything
else in this universe (though we'd have to
be careful not to use it 811 up). I'd like
to say that one of these techniques will one
day provide free power, only some of you
will probably remember that in the 1950s
there were statements in Parliament that
when nuclear power stations were built,
electricity would become so cheap that it
wonldn't be worth installing meters, More
recently, some other MP - quite possible the
same one - announced that even if electric-
ity cost nothing to produce, it would be
impossible to make it cheaper since nearly
all the cost went in maintaining power lines
and running advertising campaignas, Have no
fear: your beloved electricity boerd will
persist far into the future; and as the
final sune expire and the netropy death of
our universe draws near, they will still be
begging you to invest in central heating
eystems, On HP,

«esoYou will see the direction in which
these Types of Civilisation go. Type I is 8
1ittle bit more resourceful than us, at 10!
watts available; Type II caz do just about
anything 1t likes, with 1026 yatts or the
power-output of a star; Type III, the hlm;la,
rune to the power-output of a galaxy at 103!
watts, Nobody is quite sure what you'd do
with all that power - but doubtless a Type
III civilisation will be able to think of
something, We've also come up the scale in
terms of destruction from mere sterilization
of continents, smashing of cities and hold-
ing of SF conventione - the abilites of Type
I - to the conversion of planets to rubble
and suns to supernovns as practised by Type
11 warmongers. What, you ask brenthlessly,
can top this act? No doubt a Type ITI
maniac might be able to blow up gnlaxies, so
to speak, by mass application of the nova-
generating gamma-ray lager 1 mentioned
earlier: but who is going to hit the jackpot
and wipe out the entire universe? (Merely
walting for it to wipe itself out i1s con-
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sidered cheating.)

My recipe for wiping out the entire universe
ie as follows. You must first construct a
number of small black holes - say by using
that super gamma-ray laser to compress lumps
of iron to infinitesimal size. (I recommend
iron for constructing black holes in general
~ 1t's a nice stable element which doesn't
undergo fusion when you compress it, Which
is unfortunate for Doc Smith and Alfred
Bester, both of whom have written stories in
which this incredibly stable elements 18
used as nuclear fuel,) Now, with the theory
of black holes as it stands today, these
little ones aren't black - although accord-
ing to the simple theory nothing can escape
the event horizon, there's a quantum mechen-
ical effect which makes the radius of the
event horizon elightly uncertain,,,.and
energy starts lerking pset it. So, for a
while, these holes behave like little suns
as they merrily lesk away; during this
period you may relax and toast crumpets in
the emitted rediation., By and by your emall
black holes will have entirely wasted away.
Everybody would be very happy if they were
nothing left behind: but unfortunately each
hole contains this singularity, a point in
space given to such unspeakable practices
that even Philip Jose Farmer hasn't written
fully and frankly about it. When the sin-
gularity is covered up by an event horizon,
we cen pretend it isn't therej when it gete
out all hell brezks loose. Among the minor
predictions is the complete breakdown of the
directional flow of time: in the region of a
singularity it seems that past, preeent and
future don't really meen that mmch eny morej
by creating enough singularities you can
effectively bring the universe to a chaotic
end, It would be scrrmbled like a William
Burroughe novel,

However, anybody wanting to work off his or
her grudges against society in this manner
is warned that the theoreticians may revise
their view of the universe at eny moment.
In other words: should you wish to destroy
the universe, you'll have to do it quickly
before they tride in last week's model for
the new one.

After that, there's little more to say. The
creation of new universes is outside the
scope of this sober and scientific talk;
however, if you're interested in the subject,
I think one of John W. Campbell's editorials
contains complete blueprints of how to do it
with only three pieces of wire and a used
battery, Then, having created a suitsble
planet and evolved life upon it, you cen get
down again to the serious business of chip~
ping flints,
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Roz Kaveney.

The Science Fiction of the eighties is
1likely to be a continuation of the SF of
the seventies, There will be changes of
emphagie snd minor shifts of emphasisj
there will be minor struggles for the helm
and the ever-growing splashes of lifeboats
going over the side but the same old tacky
vessel will carry on in much the ssme old
tacky way. Science Fiction hae 1lived
through its major revolutions in the past
but it is @ eimple and worrying faet that
there is little sign of the seeds of an-
other one in the pear future, No revolut-
ion ever comes out of nowhere - there are
alvays signs of what will be done end
vague indications of who will do it, Both
of the great SF revolutions happened be-
cause of the coincidence of hungry snd
ambitious young men snd publishers looking
for someone cheap to take over a declining
magazine, I see no lungry young potential
Campbells or Moorcocks sitting around
vaiting to be summoned to their destiny -
instead I see a lot of smooth ambitious
young men and women waiting for a call
from their sgent sbout a coffeetable book
on the underwear worn by famous space
opera figuree: Kimball Kinnison's Y-Fronts
drawn by Foss and fold-out spreads of
Dejah Thoris in Directoire knickere, The
publishers have to a very large extent
already made their decisions about SF
magazines and if they are prepared to run
one have their own very clenr and commer-
cial ideasg on the desirable brand identity
= which will almost alwaye be more of the
same with, as en alternative, more of what
was the same at some point in the distant
past,

Where elpe ig there for SF to go in the
future except in the direction of a few
individual writers of it becoming better
and better serious artists while other
practicioners sit around providing handy
opiates to the semiliterate? Increaningly
the relationship of many of the best SF
suthors to the field out of which they
sprang, in which they merved a part of
their apprenticeship and from the common
stock of which they still draw much of
their material is one of extreme ambival-
ence. Some ot this ambivalence is baged
on the entirely reagonable fear of con-
tamination by the shoddy, shabby, self-
congratulatory wnlues of the somewhat in-
cestuous world of the genrej it must be
deeply depressing for a Moorcock or a
Leiber to find their work tucked away

in a back alcove of the local bookstore
along with idiot children like Alen Dean
Foster and Jack L, Chalker, As suthors

of quality who have grown away from the
sel f-agsertive populist philistiniem of the
genre ghetto, they have come to find that
they have as much in common with Respectabla
Serious Writers as they do with people who
turn ont Astounding Tales of Racial Degener-
ates Cetting Blasted with Ray-Guns,
Moorcock served his time ss an inapired hack
but has now evolved towards s magic realiem
quite close to that of, say (becaure one
always has to). Angela Carter, Fow much
essier therefore for such writers to decide
that they have grown up and will put on a
suit and tie and only vieit the old home
when they have to.

The trouble is that there is a myth about
the good writer who grows out of the SF
genre and stumbles into the wider, purer
world of literature, and it is something
like that myth contained in Kipling's
"Jungle Books", 'The innocent child runs
with the voiceless beast and learns from
them basic decency and fine inetinctual per-
ceptions, but when he resches maturity he
progresses townrds a deatiny that pute on
one eide bestial inarticulacy while avoiding
the corruptions implicit in the indoctrinat-
ions of the human society of which he will
now be a leader, The truth is of course a
1ittle more complex and unpleanant; the
genre writer who aspires to become something
more may escape the worast consequences of a
feral childhood but at best he will stammer
8 1ittle and from time to time exhibit a
tendenoy to drop to all fours snd worry at
raw meat, With luck he will gain compensat-
ing strengthe from his shameful pnet - as
long as he doemn't deliberately dispossean
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himself of them.
itude to
time and
from the
drank so

It shows a certain ingrat-
the pack he ran with to devote much
rhetoric to pronouncing anathemas
side of the pool where he once
long with them.

At least in this country the attempt by
writers like Moorcock to cut themselves
adrift from the genre has the merit of overt
sincerity and understatement - true, there
was a struggling native avant-garde with
which they felt in tune. The attempts of
American writers like Ellison and Malzberg
to cut loose have partaken more of tantrums,
I do not propose to discuss at any length
the rights and wrongs of Ellison's toings
and froings and hysterias, imt it has been
obvious that part of the difficulty he has
experienced in leaving has had to do with
the problem of where to go. He has a fatal
facility combined with a tendency to shout
which renders him incapable of fitting into
a high literary scene in which the favoured
qualities among both Establishment and avant-
garde alike are laidbackness. moral worthi-
ness and the sort of complexity which is
usually cnlled richness and means that
people can writes theses about you. Part
of the trouble also is that he is deeply
involved with one of the most unhealthy
aspects of the SF genre as a whole - its
obsesegion with, as hero, the competent
individual who is in love with death, In
much of Ellison's best work and in partic-
ular that mode of his which can best be
described as Comicbook Baroque Expression-
ism, there is a fascination with death and
mutilation and torture that never really
becomes explicable purely in terms of his
high moral purpose. Stack who kills God
in "Deathbird", Jared who commits geno-
cide to order in order to finance galactic
peace in "Worlde To Kill", Cordwainer Bird
who struggles against the New York Liter-
ary Establishment in "Runesmith" - all of
them bludgeon end burn a host of victims
but 1t's all right because they don't
enjoy it, But if Ellison was not deeply
fapcinated with all this he wonldn't write
about it so much - or feel so guilty as to
spend » lot of time preaching about the
repellence of his main theme.

At leasl Ellison has the integrity to show
ug the torn skin and protrmding guts; all
too many writers in the genre have this
fagcination with the great whore death but
tend to make thelr excuses and leave when
consummation threatens to become too
graphic, Even quite distinguished writers
have combined this unhealthy obsession
this inartistic coyness - often in the

shape of the legalised mayhem of inter-
stellar war or the licensed tortures of
Farmer's noble savages, At the climax of
Heinlein's Stranger In A Strange Land,
Michael Valentine Smith is martyred tut
his limbs fly off him as cleanly as those
of a plaster saint; earlier he never
actually kills anyone, simply makes them
disappear,

This tendency shows l1ittle sign of abeting
and sgome of the guiltiest practicioners

are powerful men in the field, Let us

look briefly and at arm's length at a thor-
oughly undistinguished novel: Lifeboat
Earth, by the new editor of Analog, Stanley
Schmidt, A scientist is warned by aliens
that as the result of an industrial accid-
ent the galactic core is exploding and

that the human race is doomed unless Some-
thing Drastic and Effective is Done. So

he and they attach a motor to the Earth's
south pole and off we shoot, Millions,
most of them strangely in the Third World,
die that the race may live; the hero and
his successors sit chewing their stiff
upper lips in splendid isolated anguish at
abstract figures on charts while the author
portrays the human implication of the neces-
sary horrors in terms of 1ittle vignettes of
kiddies looking for their drowned mummies.
Never are his elite disturbed by anything so
real as a backed-up lavatory, let alone the
reek of a billion corpses., This is not the
pornography of death - it doesn't even have
that much guts - but the True Love Romances
of Death,

I have had occasion elsewhere to remark on
some of the other loathsome tendencies of
hack commercial SF, tut for the sake of my
argument I shall briefly rehearse some of
them again, 'There is the obsession with
eugeniciem of hacks who are themselves in-
adequate ~ if I believed all that crap I
wouldn't want them breeding a horde of the
obsessed., There is the populist philistin-
ism which uses as sticks to beat contempor-
ary high art the names (nnt the works, just
the names) of the mighty dead - I recently
read of a character in a Poul Anderson story
listening to some Schoenberg instead of some
Tchaikovsky #nd was quite taken aback until
1 realised that it had to be Gurreleider
which is (a) romantically lush, and (b) a
setting of Danish poetry. Almost all SF
stories about the arts are embarrassing ex-
cept those about the theatre and most of
thore are by Fritz Leiber who knows about 1%,
There is a tendency by the most politically
opinionated SF writers - and I think it is
true that they are for the most part the
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more reactionary ones - to go on and on
about their views and to be assured of the
villainy of their heroes' opponents in a way
that mekes Norman Spinrad look like a
Cuardian leaderwriter (but 1 may be bisssed).
There is above all s tendency to cover up a
baeic lack of sympathy with warm humans
values mrsquernding as stern duty and neces-
sary toughness.

There is a worrying tendency among even the
finest of the writers who have risen out of
the field to ehow calloused palms in some of
these areas, Moorcock is a splendid humane
writer but there is sometimes a regrettable
coldheartedness in his work in which hie
genre roots end his avant-garde credentiale
unite to make him a crusl puppetmaster in
love with his painted stage tut a veritable
President of the Immortals to his players.
It is irresponsible and in a way ungrateful
not to attempt to influence towsrds purific-
stion the langnage of the tribe in this ree-
pect as in eo many othere, Moorcock, Disch,
Ruse - they had their shining hours of en-
Joying the stuff at ite worset and they as
wvriters and others as critice have the res-
ponsibility of trying to raise standards in
8 genre that created them as they are,

1 ity and call are almost
transcended in Gloriana and are a mask

for compassion in On Wings Of Song, btut
there is a worrying sense in which they
approach through conscientious avoidance

of gentimentality the cold brutishness

that a Jack Chalker gets to through sn

ethic of cold ruthless duty and a strong
commercial sence,

Combining the portraoyal of resl humen emot-
ion with writing worthy of respect is dif-
ficult in an age vhere s literary culture is
®#0 old that that every means of expresesion
has been plundered - one anaver is the
simple lucid statement of sophisticated
naive writers like Ursula LeGuinj ano ther
way of making new the depiction of ex-
tremes of emotion and sentiment is to use
the methods applied by Disch throughout Om
Wings Of Song snd by Moorcock in the death
scene at the end of The Condition Of Muzak.
That ie to ssy a patently insincere flip-
pancy which nses all the camp old cliches
but draws on the emotion still locked with-
in them, A strength of writers who grow up
within genre forms and then transcend them
ie that they are aware "how potent cheap
mueic is": how popular cliches have become
become populsr by having a genuine inner
etrength no matter hov they are abused by
inartistic hacke, They is a very limited
extent to which the pulp cliches can in

themselves serve as material for a novel -
gome of M, John Harrieon's works mrucceeds
in doing 1t but in patches even The
Centauri Device hits the law of diminish-
ing marginal returns - tut to know them
and to have once loved them is a valuable
addition to a writer's vocabulary. We can
never get away from emotionnlity and pop-
ular cliche - except in the short term no
writer should ever want toj they must be
used snd transformed into art.

(A writer who has concerned hergelf to
#some extent with emotion and with the
cliches of the genre as 8 way of exprems-
ing that emotion is Joanna Rues, but the
personal anger she wishes to communicate
through her polemical fictions has become
an almost perpetual and monotonous tone of
voice, It has corroded her as a critic
though it will never tarnieh her superb
style., The anger she wishes to communic-
ate through the cliches has become an anger
with the cliches themselves with the reeult
that her work has become curiously cabinned
and crabbed and turned in on iteelf.)

However much suthors try to emcape from the
field, some at least of their audience will
remain people from that field and they will
atill be trying to commnicate to those
people, Writers cannot rewrite their own
pasts - the etyle of Gloriana evolved from
that of The Dreaming c!ﬁ. How much better
then to acknowledge and use that past and
write fictions that flirt with the genre,
eapecislly eince those flirtations will en-
sure thet the genre will in time be purif-
ied of the inartistic, inarticulate, reac-
tionary vermin who currently infesnt it,

What is needed is a fiction that is warm
and witty and wise and humsne snd realistic
and fantasticy we live in what 1s possibly
the cloning stages of a great literary
culture of which SF ia merely a part and we
ehould be using the whole of that trndit-
ion, genre and high art alike, to produce
work which will justify that tradition to
its poaterity. A culture is really only in
decay when its practicionera sit around all
day and say i1t is, and concern themselves
solely with epigrammatic 2nd pastoral
doodles, SF has evolved 2s a useful
vehicle for human aspirationsj our need for
a better fiction includes the need for the
expreesion of those agpirations, They are
too important to be allowed to become
purely the property of thugs, hacks and
buffoons.




ALIENS: A PERSONAL VIEW,
BY PAUL KINCAID

Forget phellic rocketships and the power
fantaeies of interpnlactic empires; the SF
cliche par excellence is the alien, the
slimy green moneter forcing its foul atten-
tions upon the besutiful brass-brassiered
blonde of so many pulp covers. Ask anvone
who never bothers to read eny of that crap
labelled SF, #nd he'll tell you it's all
about UFOs and Bug-Eyed Monsters, snd
Little Green Men from Mars saying "Toke me
to your leader"™ to every petrol pump they
pass. Though 1 could never claim to h~ve
an encyclopeedic knowledge of SF I cannot,
offhand, think of a single SP writer who
hos not used aliens, or humans so altered
thet they are alien in all but name.

Why this overwhelming fascination? It's
easy enough to come up with deep "explanat-
ions" by the score to suit the particular
obsessions of the theorist. It's all sym-
bolic of the nlienation of the writers
themselves; just look how many SF writers
are American Jews....(and how few are neg-
roes, Mexicans, Chinese, Indisns, etc.?).
Well tlien, it's becsuse SF is the modern
fairy story, and fairy stories always have
their horrible beasties. Thie is better,
and must be at least partly true, "Aliens"
have been a part of human consciousness
since man first discovered that he couldn't
control the elements and invented his gods.
"Aliens" in this sense gnve rise to the
first 1iterature, mythology, and have in-
formed every other product of the humon
imagination since; so yes, this is one
gtrand that works its way through Science
Fiction.

It's a good game, thinking up theories, lut
it doesn't get us anywhere. Let's cut the
crap: the alien is and always will be such
a common element in SF simply bechuse of
the nature of SF itself. If I moy be
allowed a broad (very)broad) generalisat-
ion, then m~instream fiction asks the
question: what's going on here, now, inside
me, around me? Ucience Fiction, on the
other hand, nasks: what's coming next, to-
morrow, around the next bend? As a matter
of interest, SF's first cousin, historical

fiction, asks s question that sets it at a
similar remove from the mainstream: what
went before, yesterday, around the last
bend? Where historical fictions turns to
the known or partly known, however, and the
mainetream is a process of discovery, the
moment of becoming known, SF is all about
prospects and possibilities, unrealised
hopes and dreams and fears, the unknown.
Since time immemorial trnvellers' tales
have peopled the unknown, the next valley,
the empty places on the map, with weird and
wonderful beings, This is the tradition
behind the strange creatures met by Sinbad,
and the Yahoos and Houyhnhnms that Gulliver
encountered on his travels, ss well as the
various BEMs of SF, The alien is a conven-
ient embodident of the unknown, a framework
upon which the author can hang whichever
hopes or fears he may have for humanity's
future, Thus the character of the alien
depends on whether the author is, to a
greater or lesser extent, an optimistic or
a pessimistic,

Now I'm no literary historian, so I
couldn't hope to tell you when an alien
first appeared in a atory that wae recog-
nisably Science Fiction. However the first
such that 1 am aware of is also, to my mind
one of the best that the genre has yet pro-
duced: "Another World" by J-H. Rosny Rin€,
first published in 1895. It concerns a
young Dutchman who has been born so differ-
ent from the normal run of humanity that he
can perceive another world co-existing with
our own:

"A fauna which lives beside, and in
the midst of ours, influences ‘ha ele-
ments which surround us, and is influen-
ced, vivified, by these elements, without
our suspecting ite presence. A fauna
which....is a8 unaware of us as we of it,
+..A 1iving world as varied as ours, as
puiessant as ours - perhaps more so - in
ite effect upon the face of the |)l|not!"1

"They belong to several species, dif-
ferent in contours, in movement, and
above nll in the arrangement, design and
shndings of the lines which run throush



them, Teken together, these lines con-
stitute the essential part of their being
«essWhereas the mass of their bodies is
dull, greyish, the lines are almost
always brilliant. They form highly com-
plicated networks, radiating from cent-
res, epreading out until they fade and
lose their identity." 2

"Another World" ie practically unique.
Gardner Dozois's "Chains Of The Sea" con-
tains seversl echoes of it as, to a much
lesser extent, does Bob Shaw's A Wreath Of
Stars, but it is rare indeed for a writer
To attempt to construct an alien ecology as
Rosny has done, Most SF writers are con-
tent to creste one or two nliens at a time,
end 1t is almost slways intelligent aliens
with vhom the author is concerned, other
species being simply ignored, Even when
the nliens are on their own home planet it
tends to be either Earth-like or the sort
of barren plsce wherg fanciful 1ittle hor-
rors may occssionally appear; but there is
no real impreesion of a complete order of
1ife,

Another feature that marks "Another Worla"
off from so much SF is the relationehip
between the nliens and the humans, or
rather the lack of it. The two ecologies
occupy the same world without either
affecting the other, or even being awnre of
it. Thie indifference never became estab-
1ished ss any sort of pattern within the
genre, however, for two years later H. C,
Wells produced whet ie undoubtedly one of
the most influential books in the history
of SF: The War Of The Worlds, which deter-
mined the nature of the alien in SF for
decades to come.

"I think everyone expected to nee a
man emerge - possibly something n 1ittle
unlike us terrestrial men, but in all
essentials & man. I know 1 did, But,
looking, I presently saw something stir-
ring within the shadow - greyish billowy
movements, one above another, »nd then
two luminous discs like eyes. Then some-
thing resembling a 11ttle grey enake,
about the thickness of a walking stick,
coiling up out of the writhing middle,

and wriggling in the air towards me -
and then another....

"A big greyish, rounded bulk, the
size, perhaps, of a bear, was rising
slovly and painfully out of the cylinder,
As it bulged up snd caught the 1ipht, it
glistened 1ike wet leather, Two large
dark-coloured eyes were regarding me
steadfastly. It was rounded, and had,
one might say, a face. There was a mouth
under the eyes, the brim of which quiver-
ed and panted, and dropped saliva, The
body henved nnd pulsated convnlsively. A
lank tentacular appendage gripped the
edge of the cylinder, rnother aswryed in
the air....

"Even at this first encounter, this
first glimpse, I ¥us overcome with dis-
gust ~nd dread."

Welle's hero might have expeoted man-like
sliens, tut after this no one elne wonld;
the Bug-Eyed Monater had arrived. In the
same year Wells's pentler nnd far less
xenophobic "The Crystal Egg" was mublished,
tut it was to be ns the horrible invader
that the aliens dominated the coming pnlp
era, Along with world-hopping space opera,
nliens were a natur:l for the pulps, For a
start they allowed the writer free vein,
thev were an easy touch of horror, and they
weren't hard to write becanse most of them
were no more than humans in funnv furrv/
scaley/feathery/delete as applicable skins.

The tvpical nlien of the pulps hod mnny
skins mnd many coloura, but they hnd the
heart and mind of an Americnn, Ugunlly a




hostile American, since more often than not
the eliens were invading, There was a
strong streak of jingoiesm in these stories
since the aliens were usually invading
America, portrayed as the most attractive
plece of real estate in the universe. And
it usually took your ordinary, everyday
all-American hero to foll these evil beinge

Gradually, however, a cynicism entered the
picture. Aliens were still invaders, but
their motives were less noble. And mankind
didn't alwsys come out on top. In "The
Saliva Tree" by Brian Aldiss, for example,
man is just a food animal. Tom Disch made
humans the pets of his alien invaders in
"Wwhite Fang Goes Dingo". In a 1961 story
by Cleude Veillot, "The First Days Of May",
the fate of humanity is even worse. Earth
has been invaded by the Shrills, mantis-
like creatures the female of which devours
Then -

"This blonde woman looking at me, en-
tangled in her nightmare, frozen vi‘h
horror - does she already feel inside her
the slow working of incubation? How long
has she been there, and how many Shrills
will be born inside her, to feed on her,
before they emerge from her torn flesh
into the grey light of the tunnels?" 4

the male during intercourse,

There is a theory that raises its ugly head
whenever someone feels the urge to justify
SF to the effect that all these stories
about aliens are really making comments
about raciem in America. I suppose that if
you're looking for that sort of thing then
you'll find it, but looking at the SF of
the 508 and 60s it's not exactly obvious,
Perhaps we are meant to interpret the
stories thus: let's stop battering the
blacks because we might have worse colours
to contend with soon - though this hardly
seems in the spirit of the argument.

Or, there again, perhaps the theory relates
to the emergence of "good" aliens, at the
same time as the cinema was throwing away
the i1dea that the only good injun was a
dead one; but even in the gung-ho pulps the
aliens weren't always the baddies. "Doc"
Smith, for instance, had his two races of
superbeings, and one was good. Moreover,
there were aliens amonget Kinnison's
friends and allies, and humans amongst the
bad guye. But even if "good" aliens were
not a novelty, it ie true to say that since
the Second World War there have been some
significant changes in the treatment of
aliens. Harbinger of thie change, so far
as I am concerned, is “Angel's Egg" a 1951
story by Edgar Pangborn. Concerned with
goodness and hope, 1t is typical of him; a
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delicate, atmospheric story about an old
man being taught to tnke a philosophical
view of his 1ife (a theme that hes recurred
often in Pangborn'e work; the story "Mount
Charity", for example). The alien is a
tiny, fragile, angel-1like being who wishes
to bring good to the world, not do it harm.
And she is, in terms of culture and charac-
ter, fer more alien than just about any-
thing to have appeared since Rosny's
strange creatures. Oh, certainly, there is
more than a 1ittle Eastern philosophy and
wishful thinking mixed in with thie alien-
neas, but 1t is » refreshing step awsy from
the traditionnl American from Aldebaran,

Perhaps the most immediately apparent dif-
ference from the pulp slien, however, is in
the "engel's" physical appearance: she is
3" tall with ivory-coloured down and wings.
This is a giant step away from the BEM; and
although this "humanisation™ of aliens was
later to produce such absurdities as Star
Trek's Mr Spock who, except for his pointed
ears, is less alien in terms of appeearance
and culture than, say the Amish folk who
still survive in America today, it was a
welcome step.

Te terror wns defused, the humanisation of
the alien continued apace. They became
objects of humour rather than terror, ss in
Willinm Tenn's "On Venus, Have We Got A
Rabbi”, or Carol Cerr's "Look, You Think
You've Got Troubles™ (eur!oul, the jewish
slant of alien humour). More importantly,
they became objects of respect. Aliens now
had their own civilisations, often superior
to our own - interestingly enough, this is
usually a moral, rather then a technical,
superiority - snd thus we find a possible
Justification for the racism argument:
stories used aliens to take a back-handed
swipe at human soclety, as in, for example,
R. A, Lafferty's stories about the Csmiroi,
or Horace Milner's "Body Ritusl Among The
Nacirema". This latter ntory, which demon-
strates just how incomprehensible our own
customs might appesr to an alien anthropol-~
ogist, also illustrates that writers were
now attempting to describe a truly alien
psychology, and a consequently alien way of
doing things.

In an offbeat way, the most successful of
these, simply because of the way it works
within its limitations, is "Useful Phrases
For The Tourist" by Joanna Russ., She
doesn't attempt to describe or explein the
nature of her slien society, she simply
suggests its alienness with extracts from a
future phrase book:



20

"This is my companion, It is not
intended as a tip.

"This cannot be my room because I
eannot breathe smmonis,

"Wnitress, this meal is still alive,®

The mixture of the prossic and the ludic-
rous ie played for lasughs, of course, but
thet doesn't negate the important point
that if we do encounter aliens we are
likely to have to make some drastic changes
in the way we look at things. FEven that
may not be much help. More snd more
writers have begun to investigate the
possibility that any aliens we encounter
might simply be incomprehensible. Some-
times it 1s their technology we cannot
understand, as in Arthur C, Clarke's
Rendezvous With Rama or Frederik Pohl's
Cateway, where artefacts subatitute for the
Seinm, more often 1t {s their culture,
their social and psychological and, some-
times, biological, make-up.

Tis wae 8ll part of the 60s backlash
ageinst "hard" SF, which in turn was part
of the whole anti-materialiet thing., There
bas been a turnaround in the usual set-up:
instead of alien invaders of Earth, there's
a human colony on the alien planet, and
more often than not the alien civilisation
ie in apparent decline. Roger Zelazny's
"A Rose For Ecclesiasstes” {s typical, get-
ting the scene for such later novels and
stories as Robert Holdstock’'s Eye Among The
Blind and George R. R, Martin's "A Song For
Lya". 'The ugual thing is for the hero to
be the one right-thinking member of the
colony, and to make an attempt, euccessful
or not, to join the aliens. He is warmed
that this course of action will result in
him abandoning his humanity; eometimes he
heeds the warning, sometimes not; sometimes
he does lose his humanity, sometimee not.
This theme has a long history: it is common
in SF for a hero with special powers to
have been raised or adopted by an nlien
race of great wisdom, ns in, for example,
Robert Heinlein's eponymous Stranger In A
Btrange land. But it goes back before SF
to nlg thooe old stories about people
rained by animale or fairies that are
common in folk tmles around the world.

There will inevitably be differences bet-
ween humens and aliens, so that the sort of
interaction between species around which
these stories nre mostly bnilt is, to sny
the lenst, unlikely. Or the aliens would
have to be awfully humanj nnd remembering
how diseases that were no more than child-
hood ailments in Burope managed to wipe out
vhole populations in the Pacific and the
Americas, then 1f the aliens were human the

direase poseibilities mlone would be
frightening - coneider the end of The War
Of The Worlda. That's what merkes all those
stories about sex between humans nnd
aliens, from Fhilip Jose Farmer's The
Lovers to John Boyd's The Pollinators Of
en, so ludicrous. Oh, there may te the
®lisht chance that enough similarities may
exist between them to allow the king of
interapecies marriage depicted in Gardner
Dozois's Strangers, but there will always
be the differences that meean the human, and
sometimes the alien, have to pay the price.

But thene are very different humans from
thore brave souls who ssved humanity from
80 many alien invaders in the old pulp era
and after. In many ways theee stories are
the mirror imsge of the old invasion story
in which morally superior man defente tech-
nically superior slien; now man ig the
technically superior invader and the alien
is the victor. It is noticeable, though,
that man is never the invader in the sense
of, say, Wella's Martiana, Instesd he is
there to trade - the trnditional pattern of
Buropean dominance in the Pacific during
the last century - or to study, or as a
migsionary - Christian missionnries were
responsible for much destruction of mocial
and cultural patterns in Central and South
America in the sixteenth nnd seventeanth
centuries, Though this doesn't stop the
missionary's comeuppance being brutal when
it comes, na in Harry Harrison's 1962 story
"Me Streets 0f Ashkelon" (a.k.a. "An Alien
Agony"):

"'Cod will make a miracle for us,
thereby proving that He is watching us.
And by this sign we will know Him nnd go
to Him,'

"'That is the sin of fnlre pride,'
Father Mark said, 'God needs no miracles
to prove his exietence.'

"'But we need a miracle!' Itin shouted
'....We have discussed this and find that
there is only one miracle ghut in best
for this kind of thing.'"

Poor Father Mark finds himself nearer his
God than he cares to be, nll prrt of the
perennial humen inability to understond the
alien. BPut it's also prrt of the diminish-
ment of the human., I enn only appland the
move nway from the all-purpose cardboard
hero of the pulps to the fallible human
being; but it seems that once this collnapse
started 1t wns unstoppahle, reaching ite
nadir, I suppose, in the reduction of man
to nothing more than interstellar sperm in
James Tiptree's "A Momentnry Toste OF
Being" and, on a far cruder level, Kurt
Vonneput's "The Bipg Space Fuck",



While mankind was in decline, the alien was
undergoing a parallel transformation, only
in this cnhse 1t was aggrandisement. No
more was an alien to be unspeakably evil;
instead his standard charicter was to be
rod, guru or noble savage, or a mixture of
all three. In terms of physical appearance,
however, he was in decline. Panghorn's
tiny "sangel" may have been ashead of its
time, but now the monsters are really dead
and buried. Most nliens in contemporary SF
seem to be as near-human ns makes no dif-
ference. Curiously, the closar they got to
human shepe, the more alien thev became in
attitude, culture and the like - it's as
though now that writers have stopped expen-
ding their creative energiers on producing
strange shapes, they can concentrate on
producine strange sorieties instead. But
still the alien isn't as strange as all
that, ~nd meanwhile his shrink~ge continues
apace, reenlting in stories like Robert
Silverterg's "Passengers" snd Frederik
Pohl's "We Purchased People" where, a8 in
Gateway and Rendezvous With Rama, the
aliens don't notually appenr.

In "We Purchased People”, Pohl assumes that
his aliens will follow practices that we
con understand, in this case trade. It is
eignificant, though, that no one in
"Passenrers" has any idea why the aliens do
what they do. The "invieible alien" of

these stories is not unrelated to the
"alien" humans perhaps shown to best advan-
tage in Ursula LeCuin's The lLeft Hond Of
Last And First

Darkness, Olaf Stapledon
Men, James Blish's Te Seedling Stars, and
Bamuel R. Delany's TAye, And Gomorreh", In
such stories, the human characters paraded
before us are very different from the
common stock of humanity, and consequently
bave very different ways of looking at
things and different forms of social organ-
isation and so on. R. A. Lafferty has one
of his characters in Past Master say:
"Mankind was the swkward childhood of our
species; we do well to forget it" 7; but
the child is father to the man, the human
basis of it all cannot be forgotten, 'The
underlying bumanity of even the most "alien'
of there beinga provides a way into their
psyche, their society; the sort of entry
that would not be possible with a truly
alien race,

Science Fiction writers have realised how
alien an alien society wonuld be, and so
they're steering clenr of them, Perhaps
it's just as well, There's a book cslled
The Womon VWnrrior by Maxine Hong Kingeton
that describes the effect npon her family
of their being Chinese immigrants to
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America, It ie stronger, gives a greater
sense of what it to be an alien, then any
SF I've ever read,

In the beginning, in Rosny's "Another
World", the aliens were alien in both form
and chnrncter, nnd the author just accep-
ted that they were without trying to com-
prehend them as well, Then, all at once,
the alien becrme an invader and a horror,
the cardboard child of the pulps. This
hardly mattered at the time since their
human opponents were just as cardbonrd;
but as SF writers began to discover such
marvels as characterisation, they seemed
to imbue both human and alien with the
same human, in fact the same American,
character, It hus been an uphill struggle
but very slowly authore have started to
think seriously about the aliens they have
created, and the thought has arisen that
anything that is truly alien just might be
alien in every way, Maybe it won't act in
the srme wry ve do, maybe it won't think
in the same way we do, maybe it won't
believe in the s"me things we do, maybe it
won't be bound by the ssme parameters we
are; maybe we just won't be able to com-
prehend the whys nnd wherefors of the
thing. And ns writers have begun to think
about these things, so the alien has dis-
appeared, to be replaced by distorted
humans - which is all that earlier aliens
were in the first place. Maybe it's only
right that SF should adnit iteelf defeated
by its own greatest cliche,
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ROMANCE &
HARDENING
ARTERIES:

A REAPPRAISAL OF THE
SF OF JACK VANCE

|l\/Iike Dickinson.

There are few writers within SF who arouse
more controversy than Jack Vance. He is n
highly individual writer (in several mean-
ings of the phrase) who seems to inspire
supporters and detractore in equal numbers.
Thie, while by no means unique in a com-
petitive world, is odd for euch a shy in-
dividual and is inspired wholly by his
work., It is, furthermore, unlikely that
thie gap will be diminished by the fact
that Vance is beginning to take both his
role and his work more seriously.

Jack Vance (who was 63 in the week follow-
ing the Worldcon) has had thirty-one novels
published, although several of them only to
fit the old Ace Double format: "The Lost
Castle", for example, wns unaltered from
the form in which it won a 1967 Hugo se 2
novelette, There have alsgo been eight col-
lections of shorter fiction, including The

Mat Worlds Of Msgnus Ridolph, an early
narieu %mnny of the stories dating from the
forties), The Beet Of, and two fantasy col-
lections, e Dying Earth and The Ryes Of
The Overworld, which many rate as his best
work, Much of his work has not appesred in
this country; one novel, Five Gold Bands
(originally published ns The Space Pirate),
is mentioned in the front of the Mayflower
editions of Vance as having been published,
but after three yenre it looks nn increas-
ingly forlorn promice; nnother, Emphyrie,
had such a short 1ife in print (In America
only), that it is virtually unobtainable
and 1 am forced to take the word of the
ever-reliable Malcolm Edwards that it is
one of his best.

Despite a currently fair representation, in
quantity if not diecrimination, this gener-
ally poor record Is one of the paradoxes of
Vance, for he is an undoubtedly "popular"
writer - although his individunl attitude
to Plot, Pace, and Action (the indiepen-
sibles of mans msles) menns that he will
alwaye remain dependent on a cult following
albeit an expanded one,

It ip difficult to refute some of the nd-
verse criticiem of Vance. He doer not have
large enough idens to sustain a closely-
knit series - all the Murdane trilogy man-
ages to produce, for example, is repeated
revolt and counter-revolt, each undistin-
guished in type from the next, Similarly,
the Keith Gersen ("Star Kings") series,
featuring one act of revenge after sanother
upon a dwindling band of space pirates, has
insufficient variety to maintain interest
over three novels. Even more drab is the
"Planet Of Adventure" tetralogy (~lmo known
as "The Tschai Quartet”) where Vance has
not paid his usual attention to background
society and geography and, since action of
the violent kind has never been his forte,
the result ie an aimless ramble. In almost
every book, however - with the porsible ex-
ception of thoee mentioned above - Vance
has something of interest, Even hir early
Ace novels stand out from the maos of
hastily-written, often indistinguishable
adventure yarme by the quality of their
imagination.

The paradigm for the enrly Jack Vance ndven-
ture novel in Big Planet (1951). Thino is
set on the eponymous planet, 25,000 miles
in dlameter and poseessing metals only at
ite inrccessible core. This glves Vance
the opportunity for depleting s relatively
metallees culture in which metal, in thie
case iron, is wenlth, and for improvisation,
at which he can excel, An example of this
occurg on the journey (one of 40,000 miles)
when the party use the monoline, a non-
metallic monorail, the rope for which is
made from the extrueions of 1arge slugs,
(Inevitably there had to be a journey; jour-
neys nre central to almoat every Vance
novel, whether as search (as in Marune:
Alastor and the "Planet Of Adventure"
geries), or escape (7n in Slaves Of The
Klau »nd To Live Forever), or just n jonr-
ney for its own snke,) Here the Barth
Centrnl Commiseioner, Claude Gyetra, muet
escape from a dictator with a group contain-
ing a traitor through the wild interior n»nd
ite peculiar socletiesn.

Equally inevitably there eocieties nre the
renl ntarn of the novel, 'he maont intereat-
ing 18 that of Kirstendale, vhich at firast
right nappeara to be very rich, peonled hy
aristocrata nnd architecturslly dominnted



by great hotels - the Ritz-Carlton, the
Grand Savoynrd and the Metropole. Thene all
turn out to be different entrances to the
snme building, one which aleo contains the
chenper inns and the economic Hunt Cluh,
Te narintocrate must pay for each privileg-
ed honr by working for two as a servant or
in shops and factories; nevertheless, they
all say they are quite happy and are thus
enntled to live meveral lives. Cyntra's
party also meet the Gypsies, a mixed cul-
ture of Romany, Polynesian and Kirphiz
tribeemen who live 28 nomadic warriors and
by robbery, slavery and cattle-herding; the
Hehbirs, who nre very like Touregs; the
Dongmen of Myrtlesee, who maintnin an oracle
inepired by drugs and telepnthy and rre
Druidic in function; and have several less
{uportnnt encounters, Treneport includes
zipangotes, n sort of six-legred ceamel, and
the nforementioned monoline,

Gyetra is n fairly omnicompetent hero and
there ie some attempt at characterinntion,
tut Vance is rarely intererted in drawing
individuals in depth (in this he is poss-
ibly a prironer of hin writing generntion)
end, despite a dramatic lerrning exper-
ience, Gystra remnins a type. Slightly
more muccessful is the character of
Cystra'as female companion Mancy, one of
gseveral Vonce women of confused or dis-
guised loynlties - Deame Blanche-Aster of
Showboat World nnd Schaine Madduc of The
Gray Prince are two othera. Vance is
actually quite advanced for his age in
attempting to depict etrong women; indeed,
in one of bis early Ace books, Monsters In
Oorbit (1965, but a collation of two 1957
novelettes) he hns a woman protagonist who
defeats all the male characters.

Over twenty yenrs later Vance chone to
write about the same plonet apain in
Showboat World, and the differences chow
some of the developments in his work over
the intervening yenras., Although set on
Big Planet, the nearest resemblence ie to
another of his earlier novels, Spnce Opera
(1965), denling as it does esmentinlly
with the difficnlties of a travelling
group of entertainers playing to unpredic-
table culturen. In this cose we have a
pair of actor-mnnager-showhont captaina
competing with each other on the way to a
especial competition firther to the north
than they have previonely eniled, Ny now
Vance hine polidified his iron stondard to
the point where one proat (n mass of abent
holf a rrnm) represente the ordinnry woipe
for a day of common toil, an mdv'nce over
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the undincriminating weighte which were
handed out in Big Planet. There is alco
much more concern over bnckrround, with
footnoten, a map, »nd an explanatory for-
ward (indeed, mony of his novels of the
TOon - Magke: Thaery »nd the Alastor bookn
in particular - also contnin glossaries).
Te societien encountered by the two
ghowbont enptaine, Gnrth Ashpale and
Apollon Zamp, nre not ne inherently hos-
tile or predatory as those in Big Planet
but have insterd -rens of special sensit-
ivity: at Skivaree the people are liable
to serminsly couselenn hyaterical loughter
and so nre only presented with programmes
of religious tracte; at Port Whant they
are so excitable that yellow is banned as
a sexnal stimulant nnd red ne a challenge,
and they aleo resent being smiled or even
looked at; rnd at Chinst the matriarch
cmeen a riot over the witches in Macbeth.
There is nlso a voriety of peculinr music-
nl inatruments, including the belp-homn,
sereedle, voriboom, elf-pipe and thunder-
machin2; and a variety of performances:
"The middle nfternoon was enlivened by
Gazilda_ond his Unfortunate Double-Jointed
1diots nbo~rd the "Fireglass Priem’

The converentione between Zamp nnd the
archivist Gosmoon, however, provide the
apringboard for most of the humour, which
occarionnlly renches the standards of such
magters ns Fritz leiber. They discuss pon-
aible presentations, Cossoon ineisting that
it munt be romething of 01d Farth and Zamp
reluctantly apgreeing but equally adamant
that it must be esomething 1ight and divert-
ing, Zamp wonld 1like to estage Paradise
Lost Mut is persuaded that it would be too
expensive; and rejectn The Critique Of Fure
Reason on the grounds that he doee not wont
to do n "ecoctume mllegory". ‘'The version of
Macbeth that is finally produced bears a
resemtlonce to mome Geilgud niphtmare with
pretty, half-nnked girls serving the dinner,
Macbeth proping the Lady Macbeth (whom both
he »nd (osroon fancy), and an interpolated
ncene with a nnked Lamin sucking the blood
of lady Macheth, Fach of these is a cange
of furious and "mazinely silly arsuments
between Cosmoon and Zamp - nnd tims, while
Showbont World is nothines more than a lisht
romp, it is well done, ~nd full of imagin-
ation ~nd ingeniour contrivonces,

While the 1ater career of Vance does hold
out the hope thnt he will offer more of
such plene~nt 11ttle tidbits it is unlikely
that he vill ever apain be a major innovat-
or, 1t in rometimes forsotten hy him det-
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ractors that Vance is one of SF's major
innovators. He h s introduced at least
three major or important idens into the
genre., In The Houses Of Iszm the Iszic
culture grows trees which form rooms and
then breaks them off by the severing of
nerve genglia. This is portrayed particul-
arly well as house-breaking is a sensitive
art-form; a form of symbiosis which causes
the trees to reflect the colour of their
owner's thoughts., The madhouse where homi-
oidally vioent criminals are imprisoned is
thus just that (a form of literaliem which
Vance of ten employs to telling effect).

The most recent use of this was by Lee
Killough in "Broken Stairway, Walle Of Time"
in the June 1979 issue of Fantasy & Science
Fiction, and there have been many previous
ones., Perhaps moet startling in its timing,
though, wae his use in Monsters In Orbit of
a sort of cloning, by the splitting of a
fertilised egg (1n a similar but more per-
sonalised manner to that of Huxley's Brave
New World) to produce eight versions of the
heroine, Jean Parlier. The most accom-
plished in execution of these innovatory
novels, however, is The Languages Of Pao
(1957). which is entirely concerned with
linguistice as a reflection of culture and
ag a means of controlling societies and in-
dividuals., Vance produces a very well-
i{llustrated thesis and, in its revnlsion
against over-individualiem, a well-balanced
conclusion., This theme was later to form
the basis for Samuel R. Delany's superb

Babel-17 (1966).

As 1 have indicated previously, the 708
have scen some changes in way in which
Vance approaches his work. In addition to
the greater documentation of individual
backgrounds he has tended to concentrate on
one period of the future: the Gaean Reach,
a far cluster of loosely federated stars.
Maske: Thaery, The Gray Prince, the three
Aastor novels and the current Miro Hetzel
series (» novella, "The Dog Town Tourist
Agency" in the Elwood and Silverberg-edited
Epoch and a novelette, "Freitzke's Turn" in
the Silverberg-edited ’l‘tlax) are all set in
this area. All share the same monetary
unit, the 5.V.U. (Standerd Value Unit, the
worth of one ordinary man's unskilled lab-
our under standard conditions for one Gaean
hour) and standard honorific titles. In
addition, the Alastor novels share a gen-
eral (snd rather remote) Presidential
figure, the Connatic, and a geme, Hussade
(which receives a minor mention in The
Gray Prince), a sort of Roman arena version

of American football with curione trappings.
(Ites rules are explained in great detail in
Trullion: Alastor 2262 but remain incompre-
hensible as far as I Am concerned.

It i in the matter of politics, however,
that Vance's chenges give the greatest con-
cern, He has alwerys had a reputation for
being a right-winger and was certainly a
public supporter of the Vietnam War, but
within his work has managed to retain a
kind of balance - if Big Planet was only a
world dreamed of by laissez-faire capital-
ists, his hero is a man of Enrth., In two
novels of hie Gaean "series", The Gray
Prince and Wyst: Alastor 1716, it wonld
seem that he 1s allowing the balance to
tilt., 'There has aluays been present in his
work a kind of alienophobia - they are
either inimical, or patronised native bear-
ers, or skulking practicioners of obscene
rituals; and in The Gray Prince we have all
three.

The planet Koryphon was colonised by two
groups of aliens, the Uldra and the Wind-
runners, who turned one set of natives into
servants or beasts of burden and forced the
other, more primitive one, onto reservat-
ions. The planet was then conquered by
humanoid space pirates who became land
barons, ruling great domains in what was
previously Uldra territory; while other
Outkers (the word means non-Uldra or non-
Windrunner) established towns in unoccupled
but more fertile territory. Two hundred
years after this laet invasion the Outker
government, the Mull (composed of towndel-
lers), is under pressure from a pro-illdra
organisation, the Redemptionists, to
greatly restrict the 1and barons' power,
The situation is thus not unanalogous to
the original colonisation of South Africa,
where a small number of whites conquered a
much larger number of blacks, who had at
some previous time evicted the original
bushmen inhabitants, There is never any
real doubt as to where Vance's sympathies
lie, for the seemingly impartinl introduc-
tion takes care to mention all the improve-
ments that the land barons have brought,
and attributes Uldra resentment of them to
the fact that they do not want to rape
their women! Were it not that such humour
is no part of Vance's work this wonld seem
the sickest of jokes, It is also reported
that Mull investigations have shown that
Uldras in domain lands live contented lives
in comparison to those running wild, which
resembles the views expresced by pro-apar-



theid Sonth African politiciana, ("They
can't be trusted, yon know. Just look at
the mens they make of their own countries.")
Vance's vlewpoint character is Schaine
Madduc, the daughter of a 1snd baron, who
returns from a two-yesr exile on Earth to
find that her father has been killed by
Uldra terrorists. She is initially attrac-
ted to one of the 1iberal Redemptionists,
finding that an old friend, Gerd Jemasze,
who outdid both her renctionary brother and
father "in rigidity and resistance to
change; hie opinions, once formed, become
as impervious es stone", now repels her.
However, when Gerd proves to be right about
everything (including his contention that
if the lands are returned to the Uldra then,
morally, they in turm muet hand them back
to the original native inhabitents, which
logic so confuses everyone (Mull, Redemp-
tioniats and Uldra alike) that they retire,
leaving the land barons where they were),
she realises that she loves him, Is this
the 01d story where she, by feminine wiles,
liberalises thie rock of arrogant feudaliem
and helpe him to understand others? No,
she has become like him, The land barons
not only triumph but are morally purified,
The novel is scattered with comparisons of
reality and unreality:

"Urban folk, dealing ns they do in
ideas nnd abstractions, become condition-
ed to unrenlity, Then, whenever the
fabric of civilisntion breaks, these
people are as helpless as fish out of
water,"

"Except for a few specinl cases, title
to every percel of real property derives
from an nct of violence, more or less
remote, and ownership is only as valid
an the atrength nnd will to maintain 1t.
Thie is the lesson of history, whether
you 1like it or not."

This is the philosophy which gave us the
Vietnam War, and which promises continuing
nuclear nightmares.

The other novel, Wyst: Alastor 1716, is one
of hie poorer, »nd shows to an even greater
extent his new capacity for shooting sit-
ting plaster ducka., In it, a young artist
wing a ticret from his dull planet to VWyst,
a planet which attracts hundreds of immi-
gronts dve to its philoeophy of "egalism"
(preeumbly a contraction of "egalitarian-
fem"), or equnlity., The inhahitants are
glven a mupply of basic, tonteless but
eurtaining food, and accomod~tion, and
ghare work., "That this utopin will be
dominated by hypoerisy ism shown in the in-
trotictory ncene where the council of Wyst,
the Whisperers, sre revealed na ntupid,
arrogant, rnd only too rendy to abandon
their principles nnd plead for real food
for themselven inntend of the usual sub-
nintence fare. Once rpain Vance is unwill-
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ing to take the risk that you might misread
his already londed dice, Predictably, the
population is workshy, thieving, hysterical
in ite wish to reduce everything to its
lowest common denominntor, idiotic in its
unwillingness to recognine any sexual dif-
ferences (couples cannot 1ive together, for
exsmple), and intolerant of any kind of
individual right or aspiration. As in The
Gray Prince all except the "saved" are
Toathcome (and one hra doubts about the
"gaved"!). Eventually a plot to subvert

the government by a native profiteer gives
the Connatic reason to go in and sort things
out, nnd the nrtist is left considering
whether to accept, as his reward for succens
in exporing the plottern, a job with the
Connntic's mecret police.

At first T thought that Wyst: Alastor 1716
was nn anti-snnrehistic nnd anti-commune
tract tut it has been pointed out to me,
riphtly I think, that it is how s right-wing
American mizht view modern Britain, although
the former does also give him the opportun-
ity to ecore points off the Women's Liberat-
ion movement, Whatever the came, the
paltriness of ite plot, which hangs by its
fingernails to coincidence, shows that Vance
will not be n great writer of meaningful
social novels, His overstatement of his
cage is irritoting, whether one agrees

with him or not.

One aid to explaining why Vance should take
up this extreme position, especinlly in The
Gray Prince, is to remember that he was
once a Western writer, Indeed, much of the
spirit of the best of his work ie derived
from the 014 Weet: the wide open spaces and
the ramshackle 1ittle towns of Big Planet
are annlogous to the plains and idiosyn-
cratic mettlements of enrly nineteenth cen-
tury America; the river in Showboat World
is a close cousin of the Mississippij the
Connatic's mle over the different planets
of the Alactor Cluster is very like that of
the President's over the USA, Given this
and Vance's sttitude to aliens he is more
than likely to feel close to the violent
colonisers who founded his country, un-
1ikely to feel nny sympathy for the current
demonstrations in favour of (Red) Indian
rights, and moet attracted by right-wing
1libertarian views. Neverthelees I do hope
that he, unlike (unter, can leave the
battlefield before it 18 too 1late. Nobody
eloe con write with Vance's heady amalgam
of enltural imaginntion and senee of wonder
and much are stil] needed in both fantasy
and SF. Aleo, incidentally, that Ursula
LeGuin, having written so few works of
fantasy »nd thore for children, should win
the Gandalf Award over Vance is a crushing
indictment of that nward and the tastes of
itn voters,




THE BSFA AWARD

Albacon, the 1980 British Easter SF convention, will be the occaeion of the presentat-
fon of the 1979 BSFA Award, and now is an opportune time to reflect upon the fact that
it 1s the only ennual award of its kind in the UK. As euch, it has & potentislly wide-
ranging affect on all those concerned with reading snd writing SF, end with this in
mind a major departure from the voting procedure of previous years ies being introduced.
Members of the BSFA will have the opportunity to nominate in the four categories of
NQVEL, SHORT FICTION, MEDIA and COVER ARTIST; ballot papers will then be sent cut to
all members and will also be made available to all those attending Albacon, The size
of the voting platform will thus be vastly increased and the value and importance of
the Avard consequently greatly enhanced.

As is customary, nominations must be confined to works which have seen their first
British publication in 1979. Thus a paperback reprint of a hardback novel or collec-
tion is ineligible; similarly, a work that has previously appesred in an SF magazine or
anthology cannot be nominated if it has esince been reprinted in some other format,
Imported magazines and books are only acceptable if they were distributed over herej
individual imports, however, cannot be nominated. Otherwise

Nomination forms are included with this mailing; below is a list of suggested works
that might be included. You may nominate as many items as you like, but all nomination
forms must reach Mike Dickinson at Flat 7, 301 Chageltonm Ro-d! Leeds LSE ?J'l‘ by 3ist
December 1979. Nominated 1tems wil en be totalled up, and the final ballot, showing
the top four in each category, will be sent out with the February 1980 mailing. These
bsllot papers should then be returned to Mike by 29th March 1980 at the very latest,
although Albacon attendees may hand them in at the convention itself up to 6+00pm on

Saturday 5th April 1980.

Please vote - it's in your interests to do so. We look forward to your flood of nomin-
ations,

NOVELS The Unlimited Dream Company - J. G. Ballard (Jonathen Cape)
Profundis - Richard Cowper (Gollancs)
On Wings Of Song - Thomas M., Msch (Gollencz
Blind Voices - Tom Reamy (Sidgwick & Jackson
The Second 512 - Robert Silverberg (Gollancz)
Son Of Man - Robert Silverberg (Panther)
AK.A.1 A Cosmic Fable - Rob Swigart (Magnum)

ORT FICTION "Collaborating” - Michael Bishop (Year's Best Horror Stories:
Series VII, LSP/Daw)
"Camps" - Jack Dann (Fantasy & Soience Fiction, May)
"Mythological Beast" - Stephen R, Donaldson (F & SF, Jammary)
"Palely loitering" - Chrie Priest (F & SF, Jamuary
"Prose Bowl" - Bill Pronzini & Barry N, Malzberg (F & SF, July)
"The Pot Child" - Jane Yolen (F & SF, February)

MEDIA Alien - dir, Ridley Scott
Buck Rogers In The 25th Century - dir. Glen A, Larson
The China Syndrome - dir, James Bridges
Quintet - dir, Robert Altman
COVER ARTIST Jim Burns Peter Lord
Adrian Chesterman Rodney Matthews
Peter Elson Patrick Woodruffe
Bob Fowke

N.B, - The above are suggestions only, and should not be misteken for any kind of
"official" short 1ist, Your choices are the ones that will count,
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VICINITY CLUSTER, Volume i in the Cluster
Series, by Plers Anthony (Panther, 297pp,
£1:25)

Reviewed by Kevin Smith
Vicinity Cluster is all about sex,

Well, not all about sex, but there is a lot
of sex in it, and pretty graphic it is too.
1f you were a wheeled inhabitant of the
Polaris "sphere" (where sex involves ex-
changing balls) there would be a pretty
steamy chapter in it for you; and if you
came from watery Spica (where sex is a
three body problems the authorities would
very likely have censored another highly
explicit chepter, including the diagrams;
but strangely enough, if you were a human-
oid from Capella or Canopus or Etamin you'd
be grently dieappointed by the coy fade-
outs whenever what we might eall old-fash-
ifoned screwing was imminent.

The novel consists of a series of short
stories about a stone-age human called
Flint whose "overpowering Kirlisn essence"
makes him the ideal sucker for a plot like
this. Said "essence" ig transferred from
alien body to alien body throughout the
galaxy in an effort to unite the autonomous
"apheres" ngainst the wicked Andromedans
(who want to steal our energy and make
things fall apart), and to get in as much
sex as possible.

Personally, I think the blurb writer is
overstating it a bit when (bewitched by the
thought of alternative sex, as like as not)
he eayst "....,a brilliant science fantasy
saga of coemic scale and imagination,..."
In fact, it's pretty drab stuff for the
moat part, even the smex,

THE ANARCHISTIC COLOSSUS, by A. E. Van Vogt
(Pan, 176pp, 85p)

Reviewed by Kevin Smith

You'd think, wouldn't you, that when a re-
viewer has reached Chapter 7 (of 35) he'd
have an idea of what wes going on, even a
wrong one, Well, so far I haven't a clue,
except that Van Vogt hes Kirl!/ans too, 1'l1
let you know how I'm getting on....

Here I am at Chapter 17. It seems that
Earth is an anarchistic society where any-
one can do anything they like, only the
Kirlians zap you if you get violent and
emotional, (This is not the mame concept of
Kirlian ne Piers Anthony's, but seems just
as believable - 1,6, hardly at all,) Per-
sonally, I think the Kirlians inhibit
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logical thought: I've yet to find a single,
solitery rational act in all 17 chapters.
Fo wonder the alien observing human-kind
through the perception of the hero seems a
mite confuse , didn't I tell you about
the alien? He's been plotting to destroy
the Barth in a very elaborate manner since
Chapter 1, despite the fact that he can
smash it almost at will, This is a game
his people play, and which saves him from
having to act rationally as well. More
when I find the strength,...

Thank God it's over! The alien lost his
game and the Barth is saved, although I
wouldn't like to commit myself as to the
how or why, except that the hero apparently
had 1ittle to do with it, Like the author,
really,

The book is devoid of action, pace, charac-
ter, style, grammar, literacy, interest -
of everything, in fact, except words, of
which there are far too many.

VISIORS AND VENTURERS, by Theodore Sturgeon
(Gollancz, 300pp, £5:50)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

Thie, as far as I can determine, is the
firet world hardback edition of a collec-
tion published for the first time anywhere
as a Dell (US) paperback earlier this year;
and all that is in fact its only real claim
to fame since the stories, although dating
from Sturgeon's vintage period of the late
forties and early fifties (with two excep-
tions: "The Hag Stleen” and "The Nail And
‘T™e Oracle", first published in 1942 and
1965, ulpoatluly), can hardly be consid-
ered as at all "vintage", (Indeed, that
they havw ained uncollected for so long
is surely some indication of the author's
own opinion of them,) The best is probably
"One Foot And The Grave", an understated
horror-fantasy about cloven hooves, black
magic and an imprisoned archangel; while
the vorst is undoubtedly "The Nail And The
Oracle" (although "The Martian And The
Moron" comes a close second), a 24-page
"Joke" with & punchline so feeble as to
prowvoke only anger that you should have
wasted so much time reading it all in the
firet place., The remainder, although read-
able, are also very forgettable; they pass
a pleasant hour or two, but l1ittle more.
A1l amply demonstrate Sturgeon's one over-
riding fault: a schmaltz and tears senti-
mentality (as Franz Rottensteiner once so
harshly but sccurately described it) that
repels by ite very excessiveness, and in
the cese of a story like "The Touch Of Your

Hand" simply points up the essential trite-
ness of its theme (the wonderfulnees of
love, mostly). The book is for Sturgeon
enthusiasts only; everyone else would do
better to walt for the paperback.

SHIP OF SHADOWS, by Frite Leiber (Gollancz,
253pp, £6-95)

Reviewed by Roz Kaveney

So much of a reviewer's time is wasted on
work that pretends to be new but is simply
a varming-over of the same tired old
cliches that 1t is a pleasant change to
review a collection of stories all of which
one has read several times before tut all
of which are of a quality so high that they
reveal perpetually new facets and new rich-
8 on every reading, It is of course
unrortunut- that the collections of
Leiber's short stories in print duplicate
8o many stories while leaving work of
equally or almost equally high stature un-
available....it is unfortunate that for the
most part collections of his work, with the
exception of the collections of his sword-
and-gorcery stories and the early collect-
ion of his supernatural horror, Night's
Black Agents, have been overviews of his
vwork rather then concentrating on partic-
ular veins of it,.,.but it would be clmrl-
ish not to welcome roundly a collection of
stories which are at least united by
quality if by 1little else,

"Ship Of Shadows" and "Belsen Express" are
perhaps the neareat approaches to conven-
tional material in the book, the first
being an elegant variation on the "Universe"
theme and the second an exploration
through the form of the supernatural horror
tale of the enduring power, as myth, of
Razi Germany, "Ship Of Shadows" transcends
its material by its eloguent portrayal of
the rehabilitation of the prematurely
senile, alcoholic hero by a combination of
his own efforts and the help of others,
quietly exploding the myth of the melf-
sufficient hero with a fictional construct
which ghows interdependence and an inartic-
ulate sense of fairness as more valid
social forces, "Belsen Express" manages to
treat it material adequately and is partic-
ularly effective in the way it links the
traditional psssivity of the horror story
victim with the paesivity and complicity of
individuale to political terror.

"Gonna Roll The Bones" is a brillian ex-
ploration of the folklore of America - it
has the feel of Panl Bunyan and Casey Jones
the tall tale of the semi-urban worker
aware of the seedy highlife of the under-



world and of the other Underworld of Death
and the Devil, of the Big Gambler and hie
eidekick Mr Bones, The mysogyny of this
sort of folklore is expressed quietly in a
mood of separation and withdrawal; the
story ends with the magnificently flip yet
moving period of "Then he turned and headed
straight for home, tut he took the long way
around the world.”"

"I111 Met In Lankhmar" is one of the best of
the extremely uneven sword-and-sorcery
cycle wvhich has formed so large a part of
Leiber's output, an eloquent if in patches
overwritten elegy to first love and first
loss, which effectively and suspensefully
turns a mood of light comedy into one of
horror and tragedy, Leiber has explicitly
linked this etory to the death of his wife
- it 1s a satisfactory expreseion of moum-~
ing and comradeship while being a first
rate example of the form to which he has
devoted so much of his efforts,

In "The Big Time", the oldest of the
stories in the book, Leiber produces a
fairly satisfnotory female narrator for a
moderately claseic tale of bohemianiem and
lost love, The Change War, which unifies
this novel with a number of shorts of vary-
ing quality, is one of the moet convincing
and moving myths that the SF genre has pro-
duced in recent years - en explanation of
the mutability of memory which "doesn't
seem to be bringing you exactly the same
picture of the past from one day to the
next" and a consolation for all lost love
and lost possibility in its demonstration
that this war of paradox and historical
alteration is part of an evolutionary pro-
cess which ensures that everything that ean
be will have been,

Lastly, there is "Catch That Zeppelin!",
poseibly the finest example of the mode
that Leiber has been intermittently creat-
ing and exploring since the middle nixties,
a mode in which the traditional mechaniems
of the SF and fantasy genres are used play-
fully, with a sort of loving contempt or
mockery, to write a kind of confessional
prose poetry. Here Leiber uses once again
the time paradox snd the historical alter-
ation to explore the panics of sge and the
complexities of being a German American. A
collection which would unite this to other
stories like "Black Glmss" and "Death Of
Princes" ie long overdue,

Overal)l then a useful collection which
serves ag an admirnble introduction to
Leiber'e work and a fine tritmte to one of
the moat prajsed but least discussed
masters of the field,

QUASAR, QUASAR, BURNING BRIGHT,
Asimov (Avon/Discum, 221pp, $2¢2

Reviewed by Dave Langford

;‘ Isano

Strange thinge happen to you when you're
famous,

I wap sitting at the typewriter recently,
effortlessly tapping out my fiftieth page of
the morning (my enormous output and dedicat-
ion are just two of the reseons for my being
the beat-known science and science-fiction
writer in the world, and irresistible to
women), when the telephone rang.

"Hello! This is Isanc Asimov, intemation-
ally celebrated writer snd raconteur," I said
into the mouthpiece with my usmal lovable wit,

"Sorry, wrong number," said a voice at the
other end.

After T had kicked the telephone into tiny
fragments, I got to thinking about the gheer
irrelevancy of this incident - and speaking
of irrelevency, it's time to switch to the
subject of this month's essay....

R

It is with this form of sprightliness that
Asimov opens his monthly ecience column in
The Magazine Of Fantasy & Sclence Fictiong
you either like it or not, agar, WQuasar
Burning Bright acsembles 17 of these columns
without any overall theme: they are eimply
those which appeared from May 1976 to Septem-
ber 1977, plus an introduction and a few
notes, If pamt experience is any guide, some
of the essays will be turning up agrin in a
collection with a theme: this column containe
bits euitable for Asimov On Atoms, Asimoyv Vs,
Economics & Technology and (more than half
mmu—iﬁv On Astronomy.

Behind the nll-purpose facade caricatured
above, the essays are workmsnlike pieces of
exposition: Asimov does know something about
everything and deploye the knowledge pretty
well, He has a genuine ability to shape
scientific history and even the dry bones of
statistica into neatly plotted narrative -
though lacking the Carl Sagan sense of wonder
or the sheer fine writing of a Loren Eiseley,
This is in fact an Aeimovian poliey point: he
believes that evocative writing hinders expo-
sition, (True for s thesie - but for a
popular egsay?) Despite the immense ego
flaunted in the introductions, he's ready

to confess past errors.,..a couple of these
essnys retract assertions from previous
books and explain how it really is (a cynic
might eugpest that this gives the opportun-
1ty to cover much of the pame ground agsin).
Of courne the present book haes its debat-



30

able statements, perhaps inevitable with
such compression and simplification.... To
ineist that gaslight is invariably flicker-
ing snd dim suggests ignorance of the in-
candescent mantle. To diemies Milton as

" on the gr ds of

‘s fictional cosmology is
ensible as berating Dante for
planning hie Inferno in defiance of geo-
physics,

Sub jects covered include phyeics, chemistry,
economics, astronomy and vondanikenism -
the last dismissed coolly and well, without
the name-calling with which Asimov disfig-
ured his Analog attack on Velikoveky. If
you like to pick up knowledge painlessly,
if you can tolerate the witty openings, the
avoidance of complexities and an occasional
plethora of figures, and if you don't own

a run of P & SF, this collection and ite
twelve predecessors are worth looking at.

A DOUBLE SHADOW, by Frederick Turner
(sidgwick & Jackson, 252pp, €5:95)

Reviewed by Brian Stableford

A Double Shadow is the first novel by a
British-born poet and university teacher,
It is an exotic futuristic fantasy set on a
Mars so lushly decadent that it makes Leigh
Brackett's version of the red planet smeem
poeitively mundane, In this world, life is
drama or melodrama and every man constructs
hia blography as a performance to be Judged
by fickle aesthetes, The human characters
have become godlike, but they co-exist with
even more powerful charucters who have
taken on the roles of the ancienct gods,
The background of the story is one in which
all the metaphysical aspects of art become
real - the creative vision becomes an
active force which can be called upon to
make dreems substantial, and style is in-
carnate in every action, 'The story is
colourful, bizarre, paradoxical and elo-
quent, and has a good deal to offer the
sympathetically-minded reader. For myself,
I found it enjoyable and to some extent ad-
mirable, but I must confess that in retro-
spect it seems to be intellectually vacuous
and in some crucial sense unsatisfying., It
is well worth reading, btut some readers
vill find it eolpl.h!y alien and may throw
it aside contemptuously when it is finished.

WEB, by John Wyndham (Michael Joseph, 187pp
£4:95) : i

Revieved by Philip Stevenson-Payne
Eight years ago, responding to a query of

mine, the late Ted (John) Carnell commented:

"There was a projected novel of which
VWeb was one of the working titles. It
was to have concerned giant spiders but
Harris (Wyndham) found that scientific-
ally such an event wae an impossibility.
Unfortunately, his publishers hzs publi-
cised the plot and he tried hard to work
within its framework, He and I discussed
it after its first rejeotion and I sug-
gested a new ending, which he liked and
wrote but this didn't come out too well,

"Subsequently he wrote three more end-
ings end the publisher was given the
choice of any one, However, after con-
sultation between author, agent and pub-
1lisher it was decided to withdraw the
book completely as it was nowhere near
his ugual standard and could well harm
his reputation.

"Whether a copy of the ms still existe
or not, I do not know. I doubt whether
eanyone would be allowed to read it, in
eny case, although a number of publishers
have been trying to obtain a copy for
years."

In the 1ight of this it is interesting to
see the book published after the lapse of
ten years from his death that Wyndham
apparently stipulated in his will,

The novel's subject is spiders, although
fortunately not giant ones. On the remote
island of Tanakuatua in the South Pacific,
a mutation has occurred among one species
of poisonous spiders which has caused them
to abandon their usual policy of individ-
ualiem and to organise in groups. A small
change, but enough to have devastating con-
sequences, To the natives of neighbouring
islands, Tanakuatua is tabu, following a
curse laid on it by Nokiki when his people
were evicted by the British because of a
nearby nuclear test, and so the spiders
remain undiscovered until a group of
English "pioneers" land on the island with
a view to founding a new "utopia" (the
brainchild of an eccentric millionaire,
Lord Foxfield).

Among the party are the narrator, Armold
Delgrange, and the shapely Camilla Cogent,
an accomplished biologist, and it is
through their eyes that we see the initial
discovery of the spiders. It 1s also
through Camilla's speculations that Wyndham
brings home to the reader the full implic-
ations of these creatures - who have al-
ready taken over half the island and seem
intent on conquering the other half at
least,

Wyndham has alwaye been fagcinated by man's



tenuous hold on his position ae "lord of
creation" (as in The Day Of The Triffids
and The Kraken Wakes) and by the effects of
mutations (ae In The Midwich Cuckoos and
The Chrysalids), snd in Web he has combined

these two interests. Ae Camilla saye at
one point:

"'For the time being we are sitting
pretty - but not for long.... The only
difference between use and other species
is that we have superior equipment for
preying on them, and for coercing Nature
for own benefit. Beyond that the eame
rules apply. There is no warrant what-
ever for supposing one can 'preserve the
balance of nature' - with man comfortably
in the saddle, which is what the whole
concept implies,'"”

After a fairly weak and slow start dealing
first with Lord Foxfield and his ideals and
then with the history of the ieland, the
central section of the novel, introducing
and developing the threat of the apiders,
in superbly handled with all of Wyndham's
skill, and the reader is gripped from the
moment the party land on the island until
the denouement many chpaters later, Sadly,
as Ted Carnell's remarks imply, the ending
io unsatiefactory in ite rounded neatness,
although it is hard to think of a better
way he conld have done 1it,

Overall, Web is not up to Wyndham's best,
but 1t 18 a great improvement on the flood
of 30s stories (written when he wam young
and relatively incxpnrlcnced) that wve have
recently seen in his neme, and certainly
deserves to take its place with (if
slightly below) The Day Of The Triffids and
the rest,

THE CHAQS WEAPON by Colin Kepp (Dobson,
201pp, £4+25)

Reviewved by Dave Langford

One sometimes hears that books should be
Jjudged on their own terms - in terms of how
they fulfill the authors' intentions. Thus
the Star Wars and Close Encounteis novelie-
ations can be deemed successes on the in-
tended level of moneymaking, though on no
other, So it's probably futile to castig-
ate The Chaos Weapon overmuch for ite maes-
ive deployment of cardboard characters re-
cycled from pulp: Kapp intends a galaxy-
shottering space opera whose mere concepts
will buret the frontal lobes (and who can
wholly blame him when editors announce
daily that thie is whnt they want - that
thie {e what the opinion poll of sales has
declared Cood Stuff?).

The basioc notion has potential: catnolysms
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are detectable in advance, but free will
creeps back to allow people's inegnuity to
manipnlate the diesster fe.g. exploeion
sti1l happens but enemy is blown up rather
than you - ree Kapp's vaguely related The
Patterns Of Chaos)., The Weapon of the
title delays and intensifies disasters to
ensure they wipe out civilisation's key men,
weakening us for the onslaught of the
wielders (who covet this universe). But
the super-science becomes steadily sillier:
the Weapon is fed with an ammo belt of suns
and focussed by ten black holes,,..and the
hero is hit by its output more than once,
the bolt merely bouncing his ship "against
the elastic walls of the continuam {tself",
Re survives to instigate the destruction of
the univeree (not this one), achieving this
and other victories by happening to be in
the right metaplace at the right paratime,
Wonder piles upon wonder: "the ship was not
circumventing the 1ight barrier but had be-
come enmashed in it". The Weapon sits in a
gravityless nonspace through which matter

and light can pass - but not energy. Later
gravity starts working also..,.why does
this happen? "For some reason." (p. 184)

Bo the space marshal dives out of the air-
lock with a planet-busting hellburner bomb
"clasped under one srm" And....

Not succeasful even on ite own terms, I
fear, Knpp has invented much better imag-
inary phyeica (cf. "Lambda One"); this
farrago is for Van Vogt fans who care noth-
ing for internal logic,

SEX IN THE 21ST CENTURY, edited by Michel
Parry & Milton Subotsky (Panther, 172pp,
95p)

Reviewed by Chrie Evans

Theme anthologies are much loved by SF
editore. Who can forget such claseice ae
Future Cookery, Origami In Orbit and Great
SF About Teeth? This particular book is
another collection of stories on sexual
themes, although the title should be inter-
preted broadly since by my reckoning enly
9 of the 14 stories are set in the 21st
century.

Is it a good collection? Uneven, I'd say,
There are strong contributions from Robert
Silverberg ("Push No More" and "In The
Croup") and Robert Sheckley ("Can You Feel
Anything When I Do This?" and "Love, Incor-
porated"), four stories which actually en-
denvour to examine some of the thornmy
questions of love and sex, Also present
are Charles Beaumont's much-anthologised
"The Crooked Man", about & future society
in which heterosexuality is regarded as a
perversiony Alan Dorémieux's "The Vana", a
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gentle, relective story of one man's love
for an alien oreature; and an amusing end-
plece by Steven Utley, "Pan-Galactic
Bwingers Dept", in which all manner of
exotic life-forms advertise their semal
proclivities and partner requirements.

The rest of the stories range from the com-
petent to the dull, with the exception of
Isaac Asimov's "What Is This Thing Called
love?" (originally published as "Playboy
And The Slime God"), which is the most
awful etory I've read in many a moon. The
tale of an ordinary man and woman kidnapped
by aliens who wish to investigate the human
sexual aot, this osteneibly comical story
is in fact a tewdry, puerile, scurrilous
plece which forever hovers on the brink of
its subject-matter like a dirty old man
hiding in the bushes watching young girle
undress, The dialogue is inane, the char-
acters are cliches, and the auctorial tone
is one long enigger. An offensive plece of
trash, a wvart on the body of literature,

Yes, it made me angry.

Are we likely to see more anthologies on
love and sex in 8F? If so, I would recom-
mend that prospective editors seek out
"Come To Venus Melancholy" by Thomas M,
Disch and "This One™ by James Sallis, two
stories dealing with perverse forms of love
which have real emotional hearts to them,
Meanwhile, I think someone should produce
collection of SF stories devoted to slim-
ming. It would, of course, be called The

Shape Of ™ings To Come.

THE STATUS CIVILISATION, by Robert Sheckley
(Penguin, 142pp, 75p)

Reviewed by Chris Morgan

Robert Sheckley hasm always been rather un-
sure as a writer of novels. This one dateas
from 1960 and showe him uncertain as to
whether he was producing adventure, satire,
or something altogether deeper and more
serious, and the result is that these ele-
ments alternate, confusing the reader and
detracting from the overall success of the
book, The opening is grim, but familiar,
with the brainwashed hero waking up end
trying to find out who and where he is. He
is, In fact, a oconvicted murderer shipped
out from Earth to the world of criminals:
Omega. After he learns his name (Barrent)
and begins to discover how the criminal-run
planet is organised, it soon becomes appar-
ent that this will be an adventure novel,
though fairly light-hearted - in the trad-
ition of Harry Harrison's The Technicolor
Time Machine or Keith Laumer's Galactic
Odyssey - but some aspects of 1ife on Omega
are obvious satire, as when a priest comes
to call on Barrent, (On Omega everybody
worshipe the devil, of course, and tries to
emulate his evil wsy-.)

"'Every Monday night - at midnight -
we hold Black Mass at the Wee Coven on
Kirkwood Drive. After service, the
Ladies' Auxiliary usually puts out a
snack, and we have community dancing and
choir einging., It's all very jolly....
You see, the worship of evil can be fun,'"

Even Ron Goulart couldn't have put it bet-
ter, Yet Gheckley is not content to play
it all for laughs; Barrent becomes more
successful, more of a hcro-ﬂfnrn you
could say he bears a charmed 1life, He
seems predestined for something, and all
the time he is worrying about whether he
really did commit a murder back on Earth,
Everybody seems to know what's going on ex-
cept him, He finde out by experience, sur-
viving the direst perils with ease. lle is,
naturally, made the subject of that famil-
iar Sheckley feature, a manhunt-to-the-
death (see Immortality Inc., The Tenth
Victim, and various of his short stories),
By means of slick writing snd plenty of
action the author managee to slip in the
most obvious of cliches (the underground
movement, the return to Barth, and so on).
At the end he tries to explain the whole
affair as an effeot of peychological con-
ditioning, but this is unsatisfactory; in
effect the book just stops, with only a
partial resolution., There is fun and en-
Jjoyment along the way, though, even if the
outcome is disappointing.




WHO'S WHO IN R. G, WELLS, by Brian Ash
(Elm Tree Books, 297pp, £7:50)

Reviewed by Chris Morgan

Bere at last is a book from Brian Ash which
I've enjoyed and can strongly recommend,
It's an alphabetical encyclopaedica of all
the major and most of the minor characters
from A, C., Wells's fictionjy not enly all
the novels but 211 the short stories too,
including 13 fairly rare ones not included
in the Benn edition of The Short Stories Of
H. G. Wells. Approximately half of Wells's
fiction was to some degree speculative, and
even his most devoted fans are unlikely to
have read the more unusual volumes, so will
find plenty to interest them here. How
many of you have rend The Sea Lady,

The
Autochracy Of Mr Parham or The Holy Terror?
A1l three are SF novels,

The arrangement of the book is slightly
cock-eyed in that nobody will remember the
nsmes of Wells's characters, Fortunately
there are appendices at the back (chronol-
ogical for novels and in Benn's order for
short stories) which give reference to the
ma jor oharacter in each work. This major
entry is a fairly full plot summary, fra-
quently running to three pages in the case
of novels; the minor characters mentioned
can then be looked up separately to obtain
aven more detail (plus some suplication).
Thus, for The First Men In The Moon, the
major entry is under Mr Bedford (the nar-
rotor) while other entries cover Mr Cavor,
the Grand lunar and the Selenites, For
Kipps the major entry is, of course, for
Artie Kipps, and ther are minor entries
under 014 Kipps, Sid Pornick, Ann Pornick,
Holen Walshingham, Mras Walshinghsm, Young
Walghingham, Edwin Shalford, Buggins,
Carshot, Pierce, Chitterlow and Chester
Coote, The short stories are generally
covered by a single entry.

The quality of the entries is good. They
are descriptive rather than critical, but
thia 1m not a oriticism and will make the
book more widely useful and more interest-
ing to the general reader, They are nat-
urally compressed but the standard of
accuracy is high - the only mistakes 1
noticed are ones of omiseion. In partic-
ular, there is no title index to refer the
reader to all the characters mentioned.

In the chronological listing of novels
(Appemllx Onc) there is no main character
reference for The Wheels Of Chance, so to
save you looking all through the book let
me tell you that it 1s J. B, Hoopdriver,
Hor im there a main character reference
for The World Set Free; although Aeh's main
article is under Marcue Karenin, either
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Frederick Barnet or King Egbert would have
been a more suitable choice, The short
gtory listing omits two titles which,
thongh rare, are important for their earli-
ness: "A I‘nic Of Twentieth Century" and
"The Chronic Argonaute", But these are
minor pointa; in general the book is an ex-
cellent one.

21ST CENTURY FOSS (Dragon's Dream, £4:75)
Reviewed by Carol Gregory

"YOU LIKED THE ARTWORK - WAIT TILL YOU SEE
THE MOVIES!"

The pun on the name of a well-known film
company is of course intentional,

I couldn't find a name anywvhere in this
book on which to pin the 1label "author",
but we are informed on page 4 that the in-
troduction was based on the "Frofile Of
Chris Foss" by one Angus Wells, Wells and
his ghostly editor take the line that
Fose's celebrated and highly commercial
artwork is largely a rehearsal for his
true creative career, which is to revolut-
ioninse art-design in SF movies, This sug-
gestion is further emphasised by a nausea-
ting piece by Alejsndro Fodorowsky, a post
peychedlia film-maker who was to have pro-
duced the celebrated Dune movie, If this
is an exnmple of the awful aesthetic self-
indulgence and semi-messianic tosh prof-
fered by Fodorowsky - and it's more than
enongh to make even the moet adventurous
financier reach for his Bisodol - I'm not
surprised the project fell through, But 1
digress.

Fors has contributed to at least one high-
1y euccessful movie, Superman, with
another to follow in Alien, In keeping
with its cinematic priorities, the first
section of 21st Centuq Foss is devoted to
sketches and designwork for Dune, Superman
and Alien, filling its pnges with eleg-
antly -lnph draughtsman's line dravings
and gendily-coloured paintings, The
spacecraft and nrtifacts depicted are what
we have come to expect from Foss: technol-
ogical dinosaurs with candy stripesj work-
ing machines rubbing shoulders with
ancient, pitted asteroidsy but in some of
the Dune images Foss's sense of scale
strangely deserts him, The exotically
alien vehicles are reduced to trinkets.
Again, eadly, the Superman drawings look
like doodles knocked up in an afternoony
presumably the film company is hanging on
to the finighed artwork, if en! exists.
The real tribute to Fose's vielon lies in
the film itself, in the Krypton sequence,
where the imagery has just that magical
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luminosity and monumentality which marks
out his best work.

From the cinematic future, 21st Century

Fo ves back a century with a section
filled with the hardware of our own recent

wars. Foss's interest in practical, nuts-
and-bolts technology gets to grips with
tanks, aircraft and warshipe in paintings
that are often much more energetic than his
SF illustrations. Our editor chooses this
chapter to drop his major artistic clanger,
in daring to compare Foes's uniformly
smooth, colouristically dead landscapes
with those of J. M. W. Turner. Album cover
Tarner, perhaps - Foss's work has its own
quality, but cannot even approach that of
the greatest English lendscapist., However,
the editor is obviously carried away, and
indeed some of the most atmospheric images
in the book are in this section, such as
"One Of Our Warships".

The last section is called "Future-Past
Projections" and it's the one we've all
been waiting for, All the best-known SF
cover paintings ere here, from Asimov's
Foundation trilogy to Ballard's Crash, and
many others. Foss's early training an
architect is most apparent in his ive
tover blocks and gargantuan spaceships.
into any booskhop - gcn objects loom at
you from the shelves; they are now part of
SF's conceptual props-cupboard.

Go

So why buy the book? For fans of Foss,
it's obvious: here is a well-reproduced and
comprehensive collection of his illustrat-
ions. For his artistic followers, it's an
ideal pattern-book and source of inspirat-
ion. For his critics, there are hints that
there may be more to Foss than astronomy
and airbrushes, although the emphasis is on
that side of his work, An intriguing point
is touched on in the introduction: did you
know that Foes illustrated Te Joy Of Sex?
It's hard to believe in view of the wooden
1ittle figures that march through his
futuristic citiscapes, but there it is in
print,

218t Cent Foes is more or less according
to xpectations, and will no doubt sell in

enormous quantities. If you don't fancy it
much yourself, there's always The Joy Of
Sex; otherwise it's back to the spaceshipe,

THE GIRL WITH THE JADE GREEN EYES, by John
Boyd (Penguin, 241pp, 75p)

Reviewed by Paul Kincaid

This is perhaps the saddest book I've had
to review. Thers are some writers from
vhom one expects, at times is even prepared

to accept, mediocre work, but if a writer
hae once proved himself capable of good
work then a second-rate novel is disappoin~
ting. With his first novel, The Last
Stership From Earth, John Boyd proved him-
self capable of excellent work; his latest
plunges to the most abysmal depths of inep-
titude. It is more than second-rate, it is
more than disappointing, it is terrible,

According to the publishing history, The
Girl With The Jade Green Eyes first saw the
1ight of day in 1978; but for a few coy
sexual references end heavy-handed jokes,
it could as easily have been twenty years
earlier, Certainly it is piled high with
all the cliches of that "Golden Age". An
alien spaceship lands in a remote part of
Ideho. Naturally they are incredibly
superior to man in technological terms.
Naturally they are peaceful, but if they
stay on Earth too long they'll end up dest-
roying the human race, Naturally their
leader, Kyra, is a beautiful female,
Ranger Tom Breedlove discovers her, and
naturally they fall in love, They then
begin a pilgrim's progress through the in-
tricacies of American officialdom as they
try to scquire the "cupful of uranium" that
the aliens need to get off the planet.

It 1s satire, or is intended so. For that
reason there are no characters in the book,
Just types; which robs it of any value it
might have if taken just as a work of fio-
tion. To work at all then, it must work as
satire - but what is being satirised?
Bureaucracy? It's an obvioue target, but
Boyd misses it by a mile. For a start it
is dealt with all too briefly and superfic-
ially, and at times he even seems to be go-
ing out of his way to justify the tureau-
cratic process, which is not the way to
satirise it.

From the amount of space he devotes to it,
the main target must be the paranoia of the
intelligence community; yet the daily news-
papers carry true-life mpy stories that are
fer more bizarre than anything Boyd manages
to conjure up, But Breedlove is an inno-
cent abroad, so perhaps Boyd is aiming at
humanity in general, If so, and broad
enough target though it is, he misses.

Each of his characters is a cardboard type,
yet even so not one of them represents an
attitude so likely or recognisable that
the reader can say "Yes, I know somecne
just 1ike that".

It 1g & terrible fajlure of a book, and
written in such a tiresomely flat prose
that it is also, quite simply, boring.



STARDANCE, by Spider & Jeanne Robinson
(stdgwick & Jackeon, ppy £ ° )

Reviewed by Roz Kaveney

There is a quaint enperstition in the won-
derful world of SF writing that a story
that has been popular, succesaful or good
can be improved as a work of art, as well
a® a sonrce of income, by bloating it, pad-
ding it, extending it, or enpplementing it.
The restilts are as grey snd as squishy as
those of the rather snalogous process per-
formed on geese in Strasbourg although
usually considerably less tasty., Occas-
ionally a writer will find in a completed
story hints of something more to say which
is best said with the deepened resonances
that linking a new story to an old one can
bring - Vonda Melntyre's Dreamsnake, though
no masterpiece, is a good exsmple of this,
It is never the case that sufficient im-
pulse to carry such a project through comes
from the desire to pander to the audience's
childlike desire to know what happened next
- if that urge can be pandered to in the
process of creating a work of art that
stends on its own, all well and good; but
if not, then not.

The extennion of Stardance is a good
oxample of the witless hypertrophy that can
result from taking a etory that was itself
overlong and repeating the themes endlessly
with 1ittle varintion and 1ittle new mater-
ial until the book stops. The original
story wap a pleasant enough little conoceit
about the future of modern dance - a sub-
Ject on which the Robinsons clearly have
knowledge and opinione - padded out with a
lot of awful old tat from Hollywood filme
about showbiz and art (much the same sort
of thing in that sort of film). You all
know the stuff: the cameraman who used to
be a dancer but can now hardly walk and who
drinks because he loves the heroine, who is
too tall for chorus work and eo starves in
a garret while trying to create a new sort
of dance and eventually sells herself to a
lecherousg millionaire who likes doing it
with her in freefall, which is a good place
for dencing ss well. Oh God....and the
mysterious allens who sre going to destroy
us all but go away when she dancee at them,
which may mesn that she conveyed the Spirit
of Man but mey mesn that the aliens had
enough gense to know that any race that
pretentiove didn't need destroying., A
pleapant 1ittle piece on the future of
dance blown np into some sort of Statement
about Dance as Transcendence - but without
the clont to make 1t work without m cart-
load of inepiretional adjectives., The
little story lost inaide that hulk would
have been pleasantly memorable; the hulk
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won the lingo and the Hebula and got into

Terry Carr's Best Of The Year anthology
which 18 a bit unfair on that year,

And now we have the bigger Stardance, a
full-length novel of which the bloated
prize-winning lump was only the first in-
stalment.,..nnd 1t's all here and more, The
denth of the lecherous millionaire (off-
stage 80 as not to upset the kiddies) and
the arrival of two new villains - a corrupt
American Jewish Republican and a noble but
shortsighted Chinese Commnist (cardboard
cliches don't become more acceptable just
because they're brought up to date), Six,
count them, six dancers doing their bit in
space and diecovering the joye of zero-
gravity and the sexual revolution, The
miseion that will save mankind., The aliens
revenled as liking us, and dsnce really,
Our heroine back from the dead to join her
cemeramsn and eister in endleas blise,
Higher states of consclousness and evolut-
fonary thingy revealed in reams of purple
prose.,..oh, it's all too much., Honestly,
it is Just too much, If the Robinsons had
the skill to bring off all this Very
Serions Stuff they could have brounght it
off in vastly fewer pnges and with vastly
less melodramag if they hadn't they shoumld
have written the plensant short piece which
they undoubtedly had in them, We want to
be made to care, to feel wonder and excite-
ment at something new, and instead we get
veighed down with all this eamp old sacc-
bharine stodge.

And yet, and yet.,.,it must be said that
the Robinsons wear their heart on their
sleeve and have it in the risht place,
Given most of the stuff that appesls to the
section of the SF audience for which they
write - Analog - they are trying to say
something about real human values, art and
love, which needs to be said in that pulpit
for pompous pseudo-Machiavellian sexist
technobores, What they represent in the
genre is the amazing pull that the old pulp
clichen poasess - get too close to the
values in which those cliches are soaked
and the bright vision that the Robinsons
clearly have will be pulled down and away
like bubbles down a plughole, To bore from
vwithin usually ends up being simply to bore.
It is Stardance and it is a shame,

EXTRATERRESTRIAL FNCOUNTER, by Chris Boyce
(David & Charles, 199pp, £4°25

Reviewed by Dave langford

This book's aim is to illuminate the prob-
lem of first contact with extraterrestrisls
who may be so alien that there's no common
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ground for understanding. There are two
difficulties in scussing this, the first
being the presumable unlikelihood of our
ever meeting a culture so different that
i1t never creeps cut into space. Boyce
that Earthly cetaceans with
their ve brains may haw complex
culture inacceseible to our reasoningj
true, tut dolphins show no signs of inter-
stellar ambition and one suspects they'd
need to duplicate our alien, perverse
ecience - i.e. think our way - before
Joining the space race.

The second difficulty is that of spesking
at all about creatures by definition in-
comprehensible.... So the book opens with
some interesting historical material which
11luminates the clash of differing cul-
tures (Japan and the West is the major ex-
ample) but sheds 1ittle light on contacts
involving a culture without terrestrial
analogue. Then follow highly readable (if
not always original) speculations about
evolution, the future of humanity, the
mechancis of CETI and, inevitably, UFOs -
about which Boyce is sensibly sceptical,
though ready to sdmit "I was wrong and
being wrong's terrific!"™ All good stuff.
Dancan lunsn contributes a chapter rightly
censuring those who refuse to consider odd
phenomena even with disproof in mind (al-
though this bit is largely a plug for his
own Man And The Stars)

The best plece of reasoning here concludes
that rather than listen for we know not
what, we should search the solar system for
von Neumann probes, robot ships whose pur-
pose in life is to seek out new worlds, to
boldly go and make replicas of themselves
which will continue the endless mapping (or
whatever). For if one civilisation emitted
such probes long ago, space may be swaming
with the things and even our dull old
system could harbour, say, the remnants of
a probe factory., An exciting thought; only
the most repuleive persons would murmur
that, again, it presupposes aliens thinking
very much as we do....

So Boyce continues, speculating about
galactic society, detailing more things
which the really alien aliens will not be
and, after a sensible plea for CETI, sub-
eiding into appendices of such things as SF
films, the Boyce version of relativity and
bleck holes (subtly wrong, I'm afraid) end
relevant SF (though not short stories: the
overpraised Leinster "First Contact” is well
omitted, but what about Terry Carr's "The
Dance Of The Changer And The Three"?),

An enjoyable and unpretentious book,,..the
incomprehensible aliens remain incomprehen-
eible, but what else did you expect?

A CALLER FROM OVERSPACE, by John Lymington
(Hodder & Stoughton, 185pp, £5-25)

Reviewed by Paul Kincaid

Fot much distinguishes the critic from any
other reader of fiction. The critic has
to read a book in the knowledge that he'll
shortly have to write about it, which can
cast quite a pall over the novel; snd the
critic, out of some strange sense of duty,
has to read to the end books that any sane
reader would cast aside after the first
chapter, But that's all, otherwise he
hopes to get out of a book no more than
anyone else hopes for, And he can suffer
from just the same sorts of prejudices,

Which brings me to this novel., I muat
confess that before I even opened it I was
rehearsing neat and witty phrases with
which to damn it out of hend. Who knows
what brought on this prejudice: perhaps
the terrible title, reminiscent of 508 SP
at ite worst; perhaps the author, perpet-
rator of so much of that stuff; perhaps
the most godawful cover it has ever been
my misfortune to witness om any SF novel
(noted for their terrible covers anyway).
More than likely a combination of all
these and more - certainly there was no
single thing about this book that would
attraot me as a reader,

Which is a pity, eince it tumed out to be
a pleasantly readable potboiler, Not
great literature by a long chalk, charac-
terisation non-existent, a plot line that
is remsrkable only for the number of
clichee strung together and the ludicrous
natare of the fillers between the cliches,
It 18 rubbish, but told with a practised
slickness and pace that keeps it rolling
along with enough simple-minded entertain-
ment to pass a couple of hours pleasurably
enough.

Okay, it is neither stimulating nor excit-
ing, but it kept me reading; and let's
face i1t, there's precious 1little fiction
that even manages that saving grace.

NEXT STOP THE STARS, by Robert Silverberg
(Dobson, 144pp, £4°25)

Reviewed by Chris Morgan

This is an unnecessary hardcover reprint of
a 1962 Ace collection - Silverberg's firat,
in fact, a mixture of the bad old SF adven-
ture fiction he churned out to order in
those days, about 20 years ago, together
with a couple of indications of the better
writing which wae to come, In & new and
rather bitter introduction, Silverberg



makes the point that in those early dsys he
wvas unable to sell the mort of SF that he
wanted to write, and thus got into the
habit of not trying his hardest, Apart
from the novelette "Slaves Of The Star
Cisnts", which ig a typical pulp story with
a particularly rushed and predictable end-
ing, these stories are not bad for a 20-
year-old,

For the Silverberg specialist it fs inter-
enting to 1dentify in a couple of instances
the early appearances of themes which he
later expanded into novels - "Hopper" be-
ceme The Time Hoppers, for example., Yet
81l the storl k credibility, The pol-
ished style of the mature Silverberg is no-
where apparent: it did not surface until
1967. "The Songs Of Summer" shows a con-
temporary American inexplicnbly displaced
into the far future where he sets about
organising the pacifist people of that time
~ its ending is highly predictable, "Blaze
0f Clory" is a misconception from mtart to
finish, because pathological xenophobes
%111 never be employed as officers on
epaceships vieiting the planets of slien
cilisntions, "Warm Man" is a horror story,
out of place here,

ihere are at least a dozen better
Silverberg collections than this in exist-
ence, Read them first.

THE ATROCITY EXHIBITION, by J. G. Ballard
(Panther, 139pp, 85p

Reviewed by Dave Walker

J, G, Ballard is an intelligent writer, one
vwhose work can be nppreciated as 1iternture
by a wider audience as well as by SF devot-
ees, He has the unnerving ability to
creats an "other-worldly" reality - like
Aldigs at his best - writing with a lyric-
ism thet csn only be Fnglish, yet also with
a clinical preciseness that echoes the
etyles of some German suthors in ite in-
tentnesn, If Moorcock was the voice of the
"ewinging eixties”, then Ballard is that of
the seventiest a chilling and importont
voice, one to whom we should all listen,

The Atrocity Exhibition is not a 1light read,
nor iz it easy to judge on first reading.
1t deals with some of the recurring themes
of the mid to late sixties and, whilst we
can look back on that era with some degree
of detached hindeight, it is remarkable
that Ballard, writing in the midst of that
so0ial milien - parts of the book first
appeared in print as early as 1966 - could
80 effectively put his finger on the pulse
of those times.
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It is difficult to make a brief synopsis of
the book, since thie merely "atomises"
Ballard's thought, but its major focus ims
on the emerging psychoeis of ite central
character "Travis"j snd Ballard's writing
is such that we are left unsure ss to vhere
reality ende and his dream-world begins,
Ais dreams are haunted by a series of re-
curring imagee: political figures of the
608, leanders of consumer organisations,
anenseination victima (such am J, F.
Kennedy ), film stars and sex symbols (such
as Marilyn Monroe), dead astronaute, and
aunto-crash victims. And as the central
character comes to terms with his mental
1sndscape and his social and physical en-
vironment, we see him cast in a num er of
roles: H-bomber pilot, presidentisl assass-
in, car crash victim, and peychopath,
Plotting his psychic turmoils, the books
approaches the delinsation of the "ground
rules” of a bizarre and perverse sexuality,
in which death and violence are the key
elements,

SF? Define your own terms/pigeon holee,
One can do no more than to isolate some of
the related strands of The Atrocity
Exhibition: take your pick from science and
technology, transport and communications,
the space race, the Media, war, the Bomb,
society, violence, social disintegration,
symboliem, religion, irrationality, sex,
art, culture,

Ballard hae produced a powerful snd distur-
bing book: a study of entropy.

BLIND VOICES, by Tom Reamy (Sidgwick &
Jackson, 248pp, £5-95)

Reviewed by Mike Mckinson

looking back over the past two decades
there is no doubt that the progress of
quality in SF hase been damaged by the death
of important practicioners. Death, despi te
SF notions of immortality and the odd
religioue advertisement, is inevitable but
when it robs us of writers of unigue vision
we are all deprived, One thinks of the
abrupt termination of Henry Kuttner's rich
maturity, the halting of Cyril Kormbluth at
the threshold of his, and the cruel irony
of the death of Edgar Fangborn just at the
point where he at last seemed sble to write
in a quantity to match his quality.

When Tom Reamy died I think few of ue knew
what we had lost. He was a universally
popular American fan, rare enough, an
editor of well-respected fanzines, rarer,
and sn nuthor of a handful of excellent
stories, including the superb "San Diego
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Lightfoot Sue", still more rarej tut such
people have erupted before and soon ex-
heusted their creative powers. In a sense
1t would be more consoling to count Tom
Reamy amongest those, but instead it is evi-
dent that we have been deprived of a major
author's rich career at its very beginning.
With this first end, sadly, last novel, Tom
Reamy shows a unigue talent.

Blind Voices would seem by ite subject (the
Ilpaet of a travelling show on a small Mid-
western American town in the 1920s) to
belong to that vein of rural idealism that
was mined by Ray Bradbury in the 1960s.
This comparison has been seirzed upon by
critics and supported by a comparison of
their "poetic" styles. In fact Bradbury's
vision and style both contain a strong ele-
ment of whimsy, something which is alien to
Reamy, Reamy's style is beautiful, as good
as that of Disch or Aldiss, as shown by the
novel's opening line:

"It was a time of psuse, a time between
planting and harveat when the air was

heavy, humning with its own slow, wamm
mueic, "

However, his view is underpinned by a
wealth of meaningful detail, as when on the
firet page he pictures the farmers' wives:

"They spread apart the collars of their
dresses and fanned their necks with card-
board fans with a picture of the bleeding
heart of Jesus on one side and an advert-
isement for the Redwine Funeral Home on
the other,"

and in his precise detaile of the movie
which would have introduced talking pic-
tures to the town if the showfolk had not
nobbled it.

The central story is a rather old SF/fan-
tasy chestmut sbout supermen disguising
their elien nature by working as magicians.
We have an evil magician, Haverstock, and a
boy, Angel, growing into a good one.
Haverstock in fact created the circus by
biological mutations on a Moreau’ scale to
produce a snake goddees, a medusa, a mino-
taur and other creatures of mythology,

Here it is possible to see elements of
Christian allegory, with the demoniac
Haverstock surrounded by his pagan creat-
ions end opposed only by the aptly-named
Angel who in the fullness of his power ass-
umes something of the aspect of St Michael,
This effect is heightened by the love/hate,
light/dark dichotomies between Angel and
Haverstock. KRevertheless this is very much
subordinate to the main attractions of the
inovel - the style and the authenticity of

its feel, Blind Voices would stand np to
the most vigorous criticiem of its charsc-
terisation, especially of the three girls
Rose, Francine and Evelyn, who form the
main viewpoints of the plot. This {s a
particularly good device since each is a
distinct character and reflects a different
aspect of the show. What is more, each is
a being of burgeoning sexuality - Rose,
probably experienced, Evelyn, knowing but
8till virgin, and Francine, virgin and vir-
ginal., Their dialogue in particular sounds
realistic:

"Rose winked at Evelyn and leaned over
to whisper in Francine's ear. Francine's
eyes grew steadily largeer and her mouth
formed a small circle.

"'0h, Roee, you're so wicked." G&he
blushed.
"'You only have to worry if you're a

virgin,® Evelyn said in spite of herself,
"'Evelyn Bradley! You're worse than
Rose!'"

Reamy handles their adventures with under-
standing ond seneitivity, each contributing
to the story, each touched with the danger
of the impact of the exotic upon their
parochial mindse, all fraught and leading to
death,

Angel is portrayed interestingly. The rom-
ance of the foundling waif searching for
his identity is never really resolved and
is certainly not milked for pathos in the
way that some authors would have donej
eimilarly his albinoism is not really
stressed in the only way that is important
and seems therefore irrelevant, At times,
as with the disappearance of some of the
characters before the end, one feels that
tbis may not have been a final draft. Not
that these minor quibbles detract from the
power of the book.

And that is the core of the novel: power,
Too often the limited imaginstions connec-
ted with SF and fantasy have missed the
objective correlatives which convey an im-
pression of power to the reader, so that
one has felt its paleness in comparison to,
say, William Kotzwinkle's Fata Morgana
Resmy passes this test. His large set
pleces, the performance and the finsl duel,
are beantifully hendled and set against the
all-pervading claustrophobic feeling of the
emall town. Angel's vividly portrayed
growth into his power and final victory is
achieved, clasically, out of love. 'The
abiding impre.uion of Reamy's work is that
not since Sturgeon's retreat have we had a
writer who could write of and with love and
make it seem so vital.




There 1a uo doubt that Blind Voices should
have won the Hngo, not for mentimental
reasons, but becange it wan & gisnt in a
year of pygmies, My only quarrel with
sidgwick & Jackson's otherwise excellent
edition 1s that the lateness of its publie-
stion has meant that few Britons had read
it by the Worldcon and, more seriously,
tbat David Plourde's beautiful and approp-
riate dustjacket illustration for the
Potnam (US) edition has been replaced by
their appalling grey dullness,

THE STARS IN SHROUD, by Gregory Benford
(Gollancz, 291pp, £5-50)

Reviewed by Brian Stableford

This is a revised version of Gregory
Benford's first novel, Deeper Than The
Derkness, itself extended fro novelette,
The earlier version was one of those first
novels which tend to get damned by the
faintest praise of all - dubbed "promising"
snd quickly forgotten. It was a novel com-
bining several intereating notions, stirred
together into » rather messy broth whose
taste and texture left momething to be des-
ired, Fo doubt many-euccessful aunthors
looking back at their earliest work are
Just as dieappointed as Benford seems to
have been in looking back at this one, bdut
most are gpufficiently generons to forgive
and forget. Benford, however (after the
manner of some of his central charncters)
is apparently much given to being con-
sclence-stricken, snd has produced this re-
peired version, (The chief precedent
within the genre was set when Robert
Silverberg redecorated Recalled To Life
some years back.)

The revision which Benford has done con-
sigts mainly of putting more flesh (and
rother healthier fleeh) on the ideative
bones of the original, We learn a great
deal more about the protagonist, Ling
Senjen, nnd about his motives, We overhear
his thoughte in more detail, and see more
of him in his everyday intercourse with
other people. MHis plans of action, remod-
®lled in concert with the better under-
standing the author cultivates regarding
his reasons, lend him to do slightly aif-
ferent thinge at key points in the climax
of the new version, which is thus altered
a little, tut the basic pattern of the plot
Temaing the same.

Thers is no doubt that The Stars In Shroud
i a better novel than Deeper Than The
Darknegs, but it 1s not a complete redemp-
tion of the friluren of its enrlier self,
which hnd weak bones as well as frail
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flesh, The story tol& by both novels is
that of the decline and fall of a Japanese
dominated human interstellar culture, the
catalyet of 1ts collapse being a kind of
infectious paychoels released into it by
the mlien Quarn with whom it is at war,
Sanjen eventuslly makes a rather contrived
contact with the Quarn, finds thst they
have acute cultural problems of their owm,
and sets out to try to save that fraction
of humankind which can be eaved, The main
trouble with this {s that it remaine just
as impleusible in the new version as in
the old. I can't accept the infectious
peychosis without a much better explanat-
ion of how it can workj nor do I find the
cultures of the Japanese empire or the
world of Veden at all convincing in the
abgsence of any competent account of their
social structure and organisation, A
culture does not aimply consist of a few
fancy manneriems and a soupcon of meta-
phyeical philosophy. The behaviour of the
Quarn still seems, to me at least, nonsen-
sical, These are the things that Benford
has not tried to repair, tut to me they
geem to be the renlly important aspecte of
the novel - more important, at least, than
the minutiae of Sanjen's motivational pat-
terns.

Benford is not a fluent writer, and he has
yet to conquer the novel form. Both If
The Stars Are Gods and In The Ocean 0f
Night, which are better by far than The
Stars In Shroud, are patchwork pleces
written in stnges, Perhaps the practice
he has put in here will do him good when
he attempts to plot and plan his next book,
and allow him to make the best use of a
fertile imagination which has not yet been
shown off as it deserves to be.

NEW WORLDS FOR OLD, by Dancan Lunan
(Westbridge Press, 268pp, £6:95)

Reviewed by Chris Evans

One of the main difficulties facing en
author who writes a book populariring
scientific topics is deciding on the audi-
at vhom he is niming snd therefore what
egtyle he should adopt. Brosdly speaking,
two classen of renders exist: the reasonably
well-informed, who will have some familiar-
ity with nn interest in the subject matter;
and the uninformed, who might pick up the
book out of curiosity but will want it to be
written in a manner that will capture and
sustain their interest, The ideal popular-
izer usually manages to satisfy both these
types of readers by achieving a delicate
balance between an entertaining style and &
strict adherence to factual matters; he will
be neither too effusive not too arid in hie
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exposition.

The problem with this book - dealing with
the achievements of the space programme to
date - ig that the author is unable to res-
train his entimsiasm for his subject matter
#0 that, in the early chapters at least, the
reader is bludgeoned over the head with the
thrill and wonder of it all, Iansn is at
pains to convince his readers that the space
programme is indeed a worthwhile enterprise
for the human race and that the epparent
lack of public interest in 1% is due to bad
publicity, To this end he has adopted a
style which is an irritating combination of
the evangelical and the anecdotal, and his
continuing harping on the superiority of
manned space exploration over robot probes
is ultimately antagonistio to his claims for
it generates the impression that he is pro-
testing too much, The discursive, overly-
chatty style contains several instances of
the kind of gosh-wowery which will merely
raise a yawn or a frown in most readersj
nothing crea more suspicion in the disin-
terested reader than the expert who is con-
stantly stressing the importance and attrac-
tiveness of his subject matter. One chapter
begins: “Barly in January 1969, when our
heads wers ringing with the return of Apollo
8 from the Moon, a friend and I repaired to
the Full Moon in Taunton, Somerset."

doubt this is an attempt to convinoce the
reader that scientists are real people who
breathe and eat and aotuslly get pissed
sometimes, but this same chapter, 14 pages
long, has 39 references to specialised
scientifio papers and articles, and I was
left uncure of whether I wes reading a dis-
sertation or a diary entry. This incompat-
ibility of content and format 1s a recurrent
problém throughout the first quarter of the
book,

Huprlly, once we move on to the chapters
dealing with the discoveries made about the
Moon and the other bodies of the solar
system (the early chapters provide a his-
torical account of the development of space
technology), the materisl becomes interest-
ing enough in itself not to require auctor-
ial embellishment, and Iunan adopts a more
sedate and to-the-point style, Here he is
at hig best, and in addition to doling out
the requisite facts and figures on the
various heavenly bodies he also provides
the reader with a picture of what Mars or
Venus or Titan would look like to an obser-
ver standing on its surface (what colour
oky, how far to the horizon, and eo on).
These chapters - which, in all fairness,
comprise the bulk of the book - are thor-
oughly informative and could provide abun-
dsnt rawv material for SF writers of a Larry
Niven bent (Iunan himself is one of these).

They also redeem the excesses of the
earlier sections and make New Worlds For
014 a valuable compendium of our current
knowledge of the solar system, Also in-
cluded are 18 colour paintings which show,
for exsmple, the Mare snd Venus of legend
(or popular fancy) compared with the Mars
and Venus as we know them today, Imnan
contends that the new, scientific versions
of these planets are just as interesting as
the imagined ones of yore, and on this
point I would wholeheartedly agree with him,

Four of the twelve chapters are written by
other contributors, and I would 1like to
take issue with A, F. Nimmo's proposition
that the establishment of colonies in space
would relieve population pressures on Earth,
There is no evidence to suggest that the
opening up of new lands for settlement on
Barth put even a dent in the population
curves of lends already inhabited. (For
example, during the period 1500 to 1750,
which roughly corresponds with the discov-
ery and settlement of America, the populat-
ion of Burope rose from 81 to 140 million.)
In addition, the countries most likely to
take advantage of the facilities for
settlement in space will be the developed
nations, whereas population pressures are
at their keenest in the underdeveloped
countries of the Third World., Many justi-
fications can be found for the continuation
of the space programme, but the alleviation
ol overcrowding on Earth is not one of them
- at least not in the direct sense of
transporting "billione to interstellar
destinations" as envisaged by Nimmo,

My final quibble is on a matter of spelling
The publishers have evidently decided to
use "-ize" verb endings instead of "-ise"
e.g. "realized" for "realised") which fol-
lo the US practice and is in fact the
more correct form from strict etymological
principles, However, either the anthor or
the proof-reader has applied this practice
wholesale, end thus we have variations on
"surprize", "improvize", "surmize", "com~-
prize”, all of which can only have the
".ise" ending. Someone should have spotted
this, and it's indicative of an increasing-
1y prevalent laxity on the part of publish-
ers concerning the correctness of language
and spelling in their texts., Class is dis-
missed,

TALES OF NEVERYON, by Samuel R. Delany
(Bantam, 264pp, §2+25)

Reviewed by Paul Kincaid

Oh God, look at that cover! A muscular,
near-nsked ewordsman battles a huge, vic-
ious dragon while scantily-clad maidens

flee, And the blurb!? "Barbarous alien



empire..  primal brutality....thick-hewn
mine slave whose prowess defies the mighty
«+esmasked woman warrior."

Ignore it, all of it, it is no more than a
reflection of a crass hunger for sales on
the part of the publisher, for it all rune
directly counter to the spirit and intent
of thias mervellous novel.

Certainly, Tales Of Nevérjon is a fantasy,
employing many of the most cliched fantesy
elements - there really is a thick-hewn
mine slave, a masked woman warrior, along
with varione lords and lsdies, barbarisn
princes, even dragons - but to describe it
as jJust a run-of-the-mill heroie fantamy
would be like describing John Fowles's The
French Lieutenant's Woman as just a run-of
~the-mi11 historical romance,

The comparieon with Fowles is very appo-
site, for se a writer Delany shares many
of his qualities, Both have a broad and
rich vocabulary, and more than that the
ability to use that vooabulary with style,
effect and beautyj; both manage the same
careful and convineing construction of
characters with far more flesh and blood
than cardboard; the same deft creation of
places one can visualiee and social inter-
action one can believe in,

One other thing the two novels share: nauc-
torial awareness of the reader, Fair en-
ough in The French Lieutenant's Womsn as a
part of the meticulous recreation of a
19th century novel; btut in a fantasy? And
the very heavy-going, not to say pretent-
ious, epigraphs that head each section of
Delany 'es novel: aren't they out of place
in s fontasy? But there is no pretense in
Delany's work, the erudution is genuine
and in place, because this is no ordinary
heroic fantasy. Delany is spinning a tnle
about tale-spinning; the epigraphe, and
the frequent direct addresses to the aundi-
ence, all play their part in creating the
effect nnd serving Delany's intent,

At leaet that is part of it., This is a
complex book, a laminate of so many leveles
built upon such subtle implications that
there are frequent moments when one is

sure that Delany is suggesting something
without being absolutely certain exactly
what it ia, Not that Delany is enggesting
without delivering; believe me, he delivers
more than enough.

Mirrors are n potent symbol throughout the
book, Things are twisted around, as if in
reflection, then twisted once more, and the
end result 1s a sly, odd-ball picture of
our oun soclety. The use, and social im-
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pact, of money; the game of power, politic-
al and sexual and economic, at every level
of societyy the dangers of writingy snd, to
a large extent, the social roles of the
sexea; all are included in Tales Of
Nevéryon.

But let no one imagine that this makes for
a dry, uneventful story, Delany's writing
history ip recent years has been, or has
appeared to be, erratic., With Fova his
story-telling ability renched a peak that
be then, strangely, chose to ignore with
Ihalgren which marked instead a peak in his
writing ability. Neither mixed well in
Triton, which was a iet-down in both menses,
But with Tales Of Nevdryon, which reaches
neither peak, the two aspects of Delany's
craft fuse so well that, after an uncertain
unsteady beginning, the novel assumes a
atrength and power all its own.

The poor fan of heroic fantasy, however,
opening this book in the expec.ation, per-
haps, of some Lankhmar-type extravaganza,
or even another Fall Of The Towers, will be
quickly disillusioned, The first "tale" is
of Gorgik: it begine with a vivid sketoh of
hims childhood in the port of Kolhari; ab-
ruptly he 18 taken as a mine elave, but
only a few brief sentences describe this
part of his life before he is taken as a
lover by the lady of the court, Here we
have the longest section of the tale, be-
fore this first part of the novel closes
with a brief resume of Gorgik's life after
his aristocratic lover casts him off, It
amounts to hardly more than an outline,
with those incidente that would normally be
given prominence in a fantasy dealt with
most superficially,

There's more indication that this is no
ordinary fantasy when the second tale is
interrupted by philosophical considerations
that sre given greater prominence than the
narrative in which they sre clothed, TYet
these hiccups in the story nre later to
prove vital to the interpretation of the
whole novel,

And through it 211 rune a vivid picture of
a primitive society coming to terme with
what we reckon to be the most vital ele-
ments of civilisation, laced with action,
adventure, violence and excitement, Yes,
there is much here that makes for first-
rate fantasyj; but Delany hae gone beyond
this, ueing it as the foundation upon which
to build a towering edifice whose nature ie
not fully revealed until the eppendix,

The heading of this mppendix, "Some Inform-
al Remarke Towards The Modular Calculus,
Part Three", should not be taken too eer-
fously, It could, perhaps, be smeen as an
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extension of the joke at himself that was
Triton (or so I have heard it described,
an th some conviction), It is also far
and away the most original and intriguing
fiction in what ie, quite simply, a remark-
able book; made the more remarkable by the
strangely twiated perspective that the
appendix casts over it.

It is difficult to talk of Tales Of
Nevéryon without making it seem as though
one is discussing several very different
books, or one incredibly disjointed and
bitty work, That neither is in fact the
case can only be a measure of Delany's suc-
cess in blending so many diverse, not to
say seemingly incompatible, elements into
one whole, To do it justice in so short a
review is impossible, end perhaps does the
book a grave disservice since I must, per-
force, nring out certsin elements and leave
others unastated, Let me eimply say, then,
that it is a unified novel containing all
the usual Delany trademarks: the child who
f£il1ls a non-childlike role - in this case
the Child Empress who is so styled through-
out her long reign; the artist - in this
case story-tellers, a role filled by sever-
al characters in the novelj snd so on., It
is also extremely well-written, so that it
is a delight for the reader to immerse him-
self in the sights and sounds and smells of
this intensely-realised world. It is also

ALSO RECEIVED:

Andromeda 3, edited by Peter Weston (Dobeon,
240pp, £4-25) - a hardback reprint of the
third and last of the original paperback
anthology series, containing good stories
from Chris Priest ("The Cremation"), David
Redd ("Brother Ape") snd Ian Watson ("A Time
Span To Conjure With"), all unfortunately
overshadowed by some appalling rubbish from
Larry Niven, Darrell Schweitzer and even
Fritz Leiber (being surprisingly plotless
and 8illy). The remaining stories - from
Tom Allen, William P, Wu and our very own
Dave Langford - can best be described as
"competent”,

The Prisoner: A Day In The Life, by Hank
Stine (Dobson, 158pp, £4:75) - a supposed
sequel to Thomas M. Disch's The Prisoner
revieved by Chris Evans in Vector 94, and
nowhere near es good; Stine seems to have
concentrated mainly on the surface elements
of the concept and in consequence hns failed
to capture its underlying mesnings.

The Worlds Of Sector P, by K, D. Franklin

Tobson, 185pp, £4+25) - lost spaceships,
grim-jawed space-captains, inscrutable
aliens and other cliches left over from
Fantastic Universe and Planet Stories.
T could have sworn this was 1979....

And

very readable in the sense that the stories
keep one enthralled and entertained if at
times frustrated that they ere not longer
or carried through to a more conventionally
satisfying conclusion, It is also a book
of great seriousness, with a lot to say on
quite a number of subjects, in particular -
though in an oblique manner - about our
society todsy, Yet it is not without a
goodly share of humour, and a sly wit that
prevents it from bogging down in turgid
philosophising, It ie about the processes
of mythology, and more parficularly it is a
story about story-telling, end the way in
which history is distorted and fictionalis-
ed by the process of retelling, and other
such counterpoints on a theme running
through the entire novel, being suggested
by the epigraphs and the eppendix and
several elements within the tales them-
1ves, but which are the most difficult
factors in the book to describe or explain,

All these diverse elements run in parallel,

COMING REAL SOON NOW!

In future issues - a transcript of Richard
Cowper's Guest-of-Honour speech at Yorcon,
the 1979 British Easter SF conventionj an
interview with J, G, Ballard, condacted by
Alan Dorey and Joeeph Nicholes; an article
by Simon Ounsley on the gap between SF and
fantasy; Don West revealing the secret art
of reading for publishers; an article by
Mike Dickinson on humour in SF; Joseph
Nicholas on trends in modern fantasy; an
article by Roz Kaveney the subject of which
che is as yet unwilling to disclose; plus
not quite as many book reviews as this
time,

Plus the return of our letters column, giv-
ing you, the readers, the opportunity to
make public your views on SF,

complementing each other, adding to each

other's strengths, combining to produce a
book that, while it may not be Delany's
t, 18 a olear indication of just how far
he 1
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A Pan Original
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