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Jolin Maddox Roberts -- THE STRAYED SHERP OF CGHAIUN {Dobson, 183pp, £4:95)

Reviewed by Simon Ounsley

In the far future, in a distant part of the galaxy, two men set out for the un-
hely cities of the long-lest planet Charun, Th2ir mission in this gedless
underworld of gambling casines and blcody gladiatorial combat is to convert the
planet to Christianity, Will the peace-loving Franciscan friar with his mild-
mannered chaym score the most conversions, or will the swashbuckling Jesuit
priest with his magic staff and a sermon-you-can't-refuse do rather betier?
Most important of 211, will our herces succeed in indoctrinating the entire
planet before the Moslems show up to provide crmpetition?

Tt is against this adrittedly umusual backgrcund that John Maddox Roberts has
chosen to set his rather poorly-writien potboiler, He seems mainly interested
in the fishts in the arena, about which he goes intc considerable tedious

ztail, while everything else in the novel is scarcely afforded sn adjective,
Had he devoted as much enthusiasm to the more general aspects cf his wexrld and
the pecple who inhabit it as he has to swords and loincloths then this might
have been a tetter first nevel,

The style ig bayrely competent and coften blatanitly clumsy:
'Parma had only his Thrax knife and a four-feoot chain with a weighted end
to defend himsgelf with,'

The dialogue is always dull and simpligtic: it is semetimes appalling:
t™Call me Imdmilla, Since we're probably to be butchered together, we
night as well be on a first-name basis,"!

Even setting aside these technical shortcomings, theretls not mach goed to be
gaid fer it all. The charucters are only developed far enough to reveal the
simple motives which carry the plet aleng, 2nd the latter only just hangs to-
gether ~- or does it? What happenecd, for instance, to the conspiracy to kill
the heroine near the end of the book?
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Roberts doesn't seem to have any great religious (or even anti-religious) mess-
age to preach, The Franciscan, Jeremiah, is allowed the cccasional cutburst at
the awfulness of things:

thon't go! ItTs mesningless! It isntt necessary! Yeou're fools to let
yourselves to (sic) be killed in this waylm™!

Yet he's 2lso made into a figure of fun for his beliefs:

"] was going to preach smong the poor, according to the Franciscan trad-
ition but I've had litlle suecess so far," said Jeremiah, with a woebegone
look, !

Miles the Jesuit, however, has more success with his scheming, violent methods,
vhich T suppese is realistic enocugh. After all, he's not such a bad chap, and
even has a word of patronising praise for the Franciscan:

'"It seems I underestimated the boy. A hundred (converts)? This is
splendid,"!

The Jesuit then goes on te convert the rest ¢f the planet....which is of course
all to the goecd, His metheds are a bit underhand but he really does have a
heart of gold and at least it keeps those dastardly Muslems out, Perhaps he
should have been sent to Iran, In fact, if Miles had been a Moglem instead cf
a Jesuit, The Strayed Sheep Of Charum might have teen hailed as the visicnary
novel of the decade,

As it isc,..well, it's fast-moving and nercifully short but for those of yeu
with nc more than a cursory interest in gladiators I suggest you seek your es-
capism elsewhere, It should not be difficnlt fc find,

Ned Crewford -- NAMING THE ANIMALS: A HAUNTING (Faber, 191pp, £5°50)

Reviewed by Chris Morgan

Even for a first nowvel this is not very good, although Ned Crawford is obviously
a thoughtful and able writer who will go on to produce betler work, Naming The
Animals is the all tco familiar story of one man's struggle against a repressive
state organisation. His anti-establishment activities bring a warning and
harrassment, He is forced out of hig house and, following a car accident, is
held by the authorities in some kind of hospital for dissidents, Escaping, he
heads for cne of the ¢ld city slum areas, where misfits and criminals remain,
relatively unpestered by the government, There (surprise!) he meets up with an
vnderground resistance organisation,

Yet the state against which Thomas Bolt is rebelling is not a harshly oppressive
one like Big Brother's Oceania, not even an analegy of present-day Russia, Trom
the evidence available it hag a benevolent government widely smpported by its
inhabitants, (The amthor's choice of Westwerld as a name for this state, which
includes Britain, is an uwnfortunate one, to say the least; at the turn of every
page 1 expected to be confronted by a gun-toting robot Yul Brynner,) The cus-
toms and procedures of Westworld are different from curs (and it is difficult to
see how soclety moved from here to there), tut they do not seem unfair, corrupt
or inhumane: hence the protagonist’s rehellion seems unwarranted and fails to
arouse any feelings of sympathy or identification in the reader.

Mixed in with 'thomas Beoli's feelings of dissent are mystical elements. He has
experienced dreams of that old and ncew forbidden institution, the Prison. There
iz mention at one point of his possession of racial memories, The chapters of
tne novel are entitled First Iweam, Second Dream, and sc on, Indeed, many cf
the incidents have a dreamlike gquality about them, which serves to throw more
doubt than ever cn Bolt's state of mind, Loes all this add wp to some great
revelation? No, unfcrtunately it peters cut in what even Faber's btlurn writer
has tc admit is an enigmatic ending, Quite a number of the novel's ingredients
seem to have been tessed in just fer the sske of teing sble ftec mention them
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rather than becsuse they fitted or tecause their implications were being fully
explored, FEven elements which are imporient in terms of the plot are incongmu-
ocus or undeveloped -- such as grcup sex (a system under which Bolt has grown up
and which commands wide, even %total, popular suppcrt, but againet which he fin-
ally revolts), the Pilpak kit full of tranguilisers which all members of society
carry {(its implications are not. fully developed), and the hips, roving bends of
hippies, whose sudden appearance seems to be nothing more nor less than a plet
convenience, and have been equally conveniently forgotten by the next chapter,

This is_all'rather a shame, because Ned Crawford shows evidence of writing tal-
ent. T hope (and expect) that his next novel will be much better,

Brian Aidiss -- NEW ARRIVALS, OLD ENCOUNTERS (Jonathan Cape, 224pp, £4:50)

Reviswed by Roz Kafeney

Brian Aldiss is an auther whose capacity for self-c¢riticism has never been the
equal of his considersble talents, occasional attacks of genius and intermit-
tentcraftsmanskhip, Once in a vhile, and lately with growing frequency, he pub=~
lishes a story that simnly isn't gond enough, and this collection is ecne in
which such stories predominate, Iit's glmost as thrugh this were a collecticn
nf those of his stories of the seventies which werer'tv good encugh fer Last
Orders, salted with enough work »f some stature to make it impossitle to dis-
migs 1t altogether,

Two moderately worthwhile stories date back to the sixties: "Amen #ind Out" is
an amiakble if cheaply cynical piece in which at the suggestion of distincetly
peculiar immortals people have opted to rur. their lives in accordance with the
oracles of computerised househcld gods: while "The Seft Predicament" is a
glightly cnnfused piece abcut racism, the relative uses of the hard and sofi
sciences, the effect on lmuman behaviour of plugging inte the collective uncon-
scious and serious stuff like that, These two stoires work because at that
stage in his career Aldiss could still bte cynical abcut a character in a way
that made the character more human where now his cynicism turns them into pos-
turing puppets. At that time also, he could discuss serious issues in a chamm-
ingly irresponsible and agnostic wey where ncw he tends to adopt a tediously
editorial pose, :

Aldiss's adoption of & grazvitas appropriate to his maturer years does produce
three good recent stories., '"The Small Stones Of Tu Fu" combines a slightly
twee chinoiserie with a moderately successful portrait of a totally alien omni-
potent intelligence which finds aesthetic pleasure in infinite s*terility; that
it should have firsi appeared in Isaac Asiral's S¥ Magazire is quite biszarre

-- unless, of course, Astral identifies himself with the principal character.
"One Blink O0f The Moon" is &n odd blend of Hardy and Stapledon; the narrator is
votichsafed g vigicn of the future developmernt of mankind and machine, The
title story itself is a strangely successful experiment in incantetory prose,
an elegy for innocent aliens destroyed Ty mental pellution frem human explorers,
These three stories are heavily worked upon and rather solemn, but they have'a
Gericusness and an integrity which combtines the graven terseness of the best of
the "Enigma' stories with the lmmanity of "The Circulation Of The Tluod",

Of the remaining stcries, scme escape the abysmzl without quite struggling
across to medioccrity, '"Space Fcr Reflection™ is an attempted retumrn to
Aldiss's early sivle in which a sub-Candide ingenu wanders the galaxy frying 4c
find the secret ¢f life and eventually decides that it's thie opposite of what
he'd thought. "Song 0f The Silencer® is a very old-fashioned and pat comic
catastrophe story -- humanity is rendered capable of hearing the music of the
spheres and intelligence is promptly destreyed. "Hon-Isotropic" creates a sin-
gnlarly implausitle astronomical phenomenon in order to present an aged son
with the corpse of his young father; the story exists for that punch-line alone
and is ¢f lit+le interest even when it'!'s not given away. "Three Ways" con-
fronts returned startravellers with the choice of a fascist feminism, Asian
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mysticism, and a brutel frentier in a new Pacific contient -- but none of the
sseieties are presented in any mcre than the most srbitrary of ways, which makes
their intended use as correlatives for three states of mind difficult at more
ithan an ursatisfactory and sketchy level. "Spot Of Kenfrontation” is an unfunny
satire which fearlesslt tackles major issues like bureaucracy, tourism and
Frenglish: an EEC decree that everyone should spesk in macarnnics, which results
in endless linguistic fun feor all the family, "Indifference"” is an extended
piece in which three clones set vpva mission station mn behalf of a technocratic
religicn cf the future; tus since writing atoui clones means that you needn't
devote much time to differentisting your charscters, and thus the story evokes
in the reader the emction of which it sc originally accuses the Universe, "The
Impossible Puppet Show" is the pocrest story in the book: far some reasen Aldiss
decided to try his hand at writing his cwn Menty Pvthon scripts and the result
ig, teo ccin a phrase, very silly,

When Aldiss is gond, which is most of the time, it i1s usually tecause his wverbal
inventiveness ard structural plawfulness are linked to a cheeky, humsre compass-
ion and insight; when he is bad it's either tecause the verbtal invention (these
days rarely interesting in itself) is teing indulged in total isclation frem
other values, or as a tecl to assist the neo-conservative pelemical tone ¢f a
piece like "Inemies Of The System™. Some critics have disliked Qllast Orders for
the experimentalism of the "Enigma" tryptychs, but from the vantage-point of
this collection it can Ye seen that Aldiss does have a very real need tc move
ery however frenetically, fto new ground., It is when he stande still that he
beccmes lazy and pompous., All toc eften in New Arrivals, 0ld Enccunters he
ruminates, then pontificates, upen the nature and desting ~f the Universe -- a
question he settled quite elegantly several years agc and really shouldn't go
picking cver ncw. Several of the stories sheould never have emcaped frem
4ldisels study, mach less Been collected, When a writer is Guest-of-Honour at

a Werld Conventicn, ke c¢r she sheuld have tehind then a slave to whisper:
"Hemembter, thcu art mcrtal™; perhaps Cape, in publishing this teok, intended a
gimilar moral lesson,

Suzy McKee Charnas -~ WALK TO THE END OF THE WORLD {Gcllaxcz, 214pD, £5°25§
Reviewed by Alan Iecrey

For a first rovel te be endorsed by ro less than William Burrecughs is an
achievement indeed, even allowing for the fact that he may have mellecwed cver
the years, fThis is not 1o say that the beek i perfeet -- there are flaws --
tut it is a refreshing treatment of a hackneyed theme.

On a post-holccaust Earth, scatlered greups of humanity have survived by hiding
away during the years nf devastation, The catastrcphe wes blamed on the in-
creasing awareness of women and sc in The Holdfezst, one of humanity's erclaves,
they are reduced to the level of mere slaves, tlindly cbedient =- but inwardly
vegentful -- of their mesters. Krown ss the fems (such an crigiral term), they
are kept firmly in their place bty the Seniors, the adult males, who also have
absclute auntherity cver the Juniors (why are post-hclocaust societies always so
boringly feudalistic?). Fragments nf ideas from the past break through every
now and again, snd cne man, Byker Bek, deserts his Guard Post in search of the
knowledge thought to exist at the end of the werld, He is later Jeined by twe
closet renegades sent out to recapture him, and by Aldera, a fem seeking the
whereabouts of the legendary Free Fems.

The journey in search of The Answer is of course Just a2 framewcxyk wpon wvhich s
Charnas can hang her study of the relationships between these travellers, In
an eZfort tc reontrast the great difference in social attitudes, she does cver-
play the subgservient role o¢f the women and, bty the end o¢f the novel, one's
teeth tend to grate at the very mention of the term "fem",

Walk To Tne Erd Of The Werld is, huwever, engressing, mixing in elements of
Uroule LeGuin ard evcking & similsr atmosphere te that of Chris Priest's
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Inverted World, Its delicately-handled resolution does come as something of a

surprise, and mere than compensates for scme of the novel's earlier flaws, It

makes satisfying reading, and one hopeg that Ms Charnas can follow this promis-
ing debut,.

Cherry Wilder -- THE LUCK OF BRIN'S FIVE (Angus & Robertson, 2%0pp, £4:95)
Reviewed by Jcseph Nicholas

One of SF's most cliched plots concerns the sclitary Esrthman whose spacecraft
malfuncticns and lands him in the middle of an alien snciety on the hrink of
civil insurrection, with its rigidly traditionalist leaders struggling to sil-
ence the calls for social change and scientific progress from the revoluticnary
undergreund; and who, adcpted es the underground's "messiah™, acts as the cata«
lyst for the eventual transformation of that society. If nothing else; such
plots probaebly have great cathartic value for all thcse readers frustrated by
the petty repressions of everyday life and who, projecting themselves intc the
nevel as that "solitary Earthman", are eventually "proved right™ about every-
thing in a climax that kills off the existing power-group and installs "them"
as the new ruler,

This is more or less the basic situation in Cherry Wilder's The Imcgk Of Brin's
Five, except that the novel effectively ends with the society gtill teetering
on the verge of insurrection (thus rather depressingly promising a sequel, or
even a series af seyuels), having up to that point chronicled the adoption of
the sclitary Eertkhman -- cne Scott Gale -~ ag the underground's "catalyst-
megsiah", This tale 1s related by Dorn, the male feenage member of a fanily
Five (so called because ¢f the number of adults required for its formation) of
mountzin weavers which adeprts Gale ag its "Luck" or sage; and with such a view-
point-character it's inevitable that we learn more about the fanily's view of
their world than we do about the world itself, and virtually nothing abeut the
different factions engaged in the covert struggle for change. This is, para-
doxically, both ite greatest weakneszs and its greatest strength -- in the for-
mer case because it means that the world exists more as an abstract than as a
surrogate reality, known implicitly to Born but never fully revealed to us; and
in the latter beceuse it focusses the reader's attention solidly on Dorn's ’
family, whcse essential "eordinariness™ -- far remcved from the centres of pawer,
caring little or nothing for the things over which their rulers are squattling,
and likely to suffer most in any upheaval that may ensue -- gives us a somewhat
different perspective of events ("from the bottom™, as it were) and points up
the (unstated) moral that not all change is necessarily for the tetter., As
such, it stands in niece contrast to the rather arrogant "born to rule" assumpt-
ions made by other authors who have used the plot in the past, probably with
its value as a cathartic power-fantasy deliberately in mind (Bdrand Cooper's

A Far Sunset springs to mind as a geood exanple cf this type, but that's not to
be interpreted as a recommendation),

The novel is, as the zoge of the protagonist suggests, intended for a young
teenage audience (I'd estimate 12 to 15 years), but I cant't help feeling that
such & readership is likely 1o miss ruch of the foregoing; it's all so under-
stated that the novel can te read as a straight (if somewhat leisurely) adven-
ture story, with only the fully attentive (and adult?) reader deriving much
intellectual stirmlation from it, VWhich brings up a question that I've been
vanting to ask for some time now: why is it that children's SF neovels always
seen to be so much more rewarding than adult ones?

Robert Silverberg -- THE SCNGS OF SUMMER (Gellancz, 173pp, £5°25)
Reviewed by Dave Langford

"HMeven gstories never previcusly published in Britain", it says here, though
ths title story appesrs in Icbson's Next Stop The Stars and the much-anthclo=-
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giged "Double Dare® may be found in a ten-year-old Sphere collection, To Werlids
Beyond. The other mildly irritating aspect of the book is Silverberg himself,
in an introduction like several he's written recently. BSpeaking as a hack
whe's recanted and now produces great art, he gently deprecates the young (but
oh} so Qromising) lad who once churned the stuff cut ai such a rate,...and adds
that the stories are in fact pretty gocd. Handy phrases for hard-up reviewers
are supplied: "Technically the most advanced, the mpst experimental...,.still
making its way in print nearly a gquarter of a century later, and rot merely as
an historical curicsity, either,” (The title story.) "Smeoothly done, oddly un-
settling 1little stories, without the harsh and jagged aspects of my later out-
pot,..."

But yes: this is a good collection of the transitional Silverberg., In the
eleven stories, the simple prroblem-solving approach is increasingly replaced by
a realisation that simple goals are not enough, In "A Man Of Talent" the hero
wants artistic fame, in "Dark Companion" nblivion, and Silverberg takes a step
away frcm pulp by having both win through by rearranging their own desires,
Even this is =z one-dimensicnal view of life; bleaker and less shallow (i.e.,
"oddly unsettling") stories follow, "By The Seawall” hints at the irraticnal-
ity of suppesing that there mast always be an answer; "The King 0f The Golden
River" and "The Pleasure Of Their Cempany insist that real pecple don't follew
the game~thecry/minimax approach to life and that self-respect may be a more
important motivaticn than survival; "We Know Whe We Are' offers the thought
that even access to the Right Answer may do the problem-solver no good. By
compariscn with these later pieces, the title story -- desling with the impact
of a nasty, grssping present-day man or a gentle futuie society, and his defeat
bty a deus ex machina -~ is overstated end pretentious,

This doesn't mean that I weuld pick out anything in this tock as a fowering
plece ¢f literature worthy cf engraving c¢n tablets of imperishable crystal for
the benefit of all future generstions, Slickness and compelence are the key-
rotes, plus & growing dissstisfaction wixh the pulp traditions., The "new"
Silverberg is firmly in contxrnl by the time of the final stories; this was also
the pericd in which he wrote Downwaxd To The Barth, Tower Of Glasg and Scn 0f
Man, Which sheuld be recommendation encugh,

Bernard Fischman -- THE MAN WHO RODE HIS 10-SPEED BICYCLE TO THE MOOW (Hcdder &
Stoughton, 9Tpp, £4°25)

Reviewed by Brian Stableford

In his Fables And Fabtulists (1895), Thomas Wewbigging distinguished two differ-
ert ways in which the wcrd "fable" is used, deriving respectively from the
Latin fabulae and fabellae, The former relates to myth-histories and stories
of an imaginary pasi; the second is "a special branch of literature, in which
the imagination has full play, altogether unassisted ty superstition in any
shape ¢r form,,.,there is ro attempt (,...) at any scrious make-believe, On
the contrary, there iz a tacit understanding between (the fabulist) and his
hearers and readers, that what he narrates is only true in the sense of its
application to corresponding circumstances in human life and conduet.,® The Man
Wno Rode His 10-Speed Bioycie To The Moon is a fable in this sirict sense, I%
is a manifest fantrsy which makes no ciaim to plausikility, but which neverthe-
less purports to represent metaphorically a particular crisis in human affairs
with a prescripiion fcr its resolution, Classical fables are invariably sharp
and frequently witty (after the fashion of Ia Fontaine), but modern American
cnes tend tc be self-consciously sickly, well aware of their own cuteness and
mock-naivete,

The Man Who....s 1ike that other much-lavnded contemporary fable, Jonathan
Livingston Scagull, is about the need io assert cneself ~- at least in one's
dreams -~ in order te rise above the awful crdinariness that constantly threat-
ensg to engulf and dissnlve the modern city-dweiler., Stephen Aaron, estranged
from his wife and unable to commnect with his young mistress, rides his bicycle




1o the Mcen (accempanied by the spirit or his desd dog) in order to get his
rroblems intc perspective and prepare himself for reinvestment in the Fusiness
of zestful living, All you need, apparently, to vithstand the ravages of ancmie
and alienaticn is a sprinkle ¢f stardust (I think the 10~speed bicycle is
optional, or perhaps syvmbolic),

It is esgsentially a nice becok, and a determined cynic like myself really cusht
to have found 1t pretty painful., In these dark times, however, I cen forgive a
beek a lot if it doesn't feaiure seagulls, rabbils or hcbbits, and I have not
vet tecome imaginatively allergic o bicyeles. I quite liked it -- and it does
have some rice artwork by PRarbars Lanza.

Fiizebeth Lyrn -- & DIFFEREAT LICHT (Gollancsz, 175rD, £4°95)

Reviewed by Chris Morgan

Suppcse yeu're an artist living in the future, when mankind roams the stars in
Lyperdrive starships, but you have a suceptibility te cancer (ncw almest an ex-
tinct disease} which will be exacerbated by hyperspace, The chicice is clear-
cut: stay on the planet of yeour birth and live to be a hundred (perhaps even
150), cr gee ihe glories uf other worlds, other stars, and die within a year,
What weuld ycu do?

The artist, Jimsen Alleca 6 agks:

"Yhat colour is the san on China TII?"

"The sun?" She thought, "It's yellow, I suppese.”

"Tike New Terrain?"

"MNot exactly. Tt's brighter, I think, Maybe a whiter yellow, I remember
we were surshades a lot, It mast have teen a different light.”

"I want to see a different light."

Of course, he goes into space, visiting different planeis and finding new,
demanding subjeets to draw, and he dces die; yet this novel is act just that,
It's a brilliant and besutiful piece of writing, a first ncvel c¢f awe-inswniring
maturity. There is much writing in the minor key: much sadness., The image cf
death lurks on every page, Jimson os by turns merese, despairing, thoughtful,
demanding, spellbcund by besuty, coasumally crestive, btut never happy; perhaps it
such weuld be toc simplistic a resvense., Indeed, the c¢nly happinessz in the
riovel ig right at its end.

For the most part A Wifferent Licht is a sentimental remance, eccunomical with
woerds, as Jimsen finds and loses lovers cf both gexes, Elizabeth ILynn drags in
many cf SF's cliches (hyperspace, telepathy, taverns, a rich man who could tuy
up the world, a long-isclated human cclony vhich has regressed), but she uses
then with great delicacy and swseps the 1eader on by keeping the plot mcving.
This itself is of the quest variety, although it takes fifty pages for this to
become apparent, Jimsen Alleca finds his Ydifferent light", achieving scmething
riew In his drawingss then he meets an 0ld friend -- Russell, his boyhocd lover
-- and rather fortuitously joins an expediticn searching for specific art-
treasures on a planet which official reccrds deny exist,

Througheut the bock it's the people who are impertant, In partieular, the
aloofness ¢f the spacer sub-culture is put acrcss very strengly, although
Fimson manages to bresk inte it thrcpgh his friendships with Leike, a bTeautiful
female space pilot; Ysao, a giant male telepath; and Russell, now a Starcaptain,
They all have their own motives and feibles; and if most of them seem fo l=2ck
tackgrounds this can be put dewn i+ their natural taciturnity and the unwritten
rule than one must never ask n spacer a direct perscnal guesticn.

Ma Lynn commites cceasional indiscretions cf detail and plet credibilitys that
vhich sticks most in my mind concerns food tars, the staple diet in space,

which are tastless, "abecut as satisfying as chewing paprer". This is ridieulcus,
girnce any mamifacturer with an ocunce of common-sense weunld introdvce flaveurs
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and scocp the merket, But this sorit of thing is relatively uncommon snd rela-
tively unimpcrtant, Stylistically, Elizabeth Lynn 1s very sure of herself, ard
A Different Light is an intelligent, enjoyable, satisfying bock. It's a gocd
deal better than a first novel has any right to be, and I'll mest certainly be
locking cut for her next.

Terry Cerr (ed,) -- BEST SCIENCE FICTION OF THE YEAR 8 (Gollancz, 363pp, £6+50)

Reviewed by Kevin Smith

Lg a friend ¢f mine said when he saw the tock I was reading: "What's so special
about the vear 87" Judging by the science ficticn that was considered its test,
oy Mr Carr at ery rate, the answer is: "let a2 lot.m

Johr. Varley's "The Beorbie Murders!" is basically a detective stery. The twist of
detecticon this itime is to find the murderer when the murder has bteen committed
in a society where everyone looks exactly alike, Varley spends some time set-
ting up his cenditions, The bartie colony consists cf pecple who have giver up
their individeal indentities to become identical units., They lock and sound the
same, to mimite engineering iolerances, They have no vidible identifying merks
-~ even thelr fingerprints have teen obliternted, Everyone is responsitble for
everycne else, because 21l decisions are taken collectively, and each uses the
colleective prencun "we" in conversation, Then we come to the murder investigat-
ion. The female detective drives herself nuts trying to pin down an individual,
ard isn't helpe® by any of the barties, who keep trying to give themselves up;
or.e of them dad it, they say, amd it doesn't matter which one. The detective
can't see it that way, of course; she wants the real culprit. By the end cf the
story, although she dcesn't have "her", she does knecw hew to find "her", and in-
tends to snezk intec the colony and commit a summary execution,

It's an ingeniouns tale, tut tctally artificial, The Tarbie ideaz isg just Joc
srtificial to be baken sericusly. TFor all that Varley tells us akoul them, the
barties' scle ralson d'etre is to make the plot work., It isn't such a geced plot,
gither, and its conelusion takes us right tack to these six-gun teting herves cof
Westerne., There's no gerious consideration of the meral issues involved, I
kesitate to say that the barbies need tc te explcred in greater depth; Varley
might just write a nevel about them with -~ oh horrcrs! -- this story as its
first chapter.

"Devil You Den't Know" by Dear Ing is that curicus creation, arn SF story that
doesn't need tc be, The theme is a pewerful ore, concerning the care and ireat-
went ¢f mentally handircapped people ir institutiens, and in a strong opening Ing
nicely reointe out scme of the irhumanities man perpetrates cn handicapped men,
Ihe bero, Chris, investigates priva*te homes by plaecing his assistant, Vol, hio
locks like a moxen tut isn't, inside to experience them at first hand, They
have seversl times been successful at forcing changes fer the tetter., Then they
start or Gulfview Home, and Val quickly learns that the dectors whe run 1t are
rot ot all gualified to do so, and that something else is going cn. At this
peint, roughly halfwey through the stery, Val has replaced Chris asg the rrotagen-
ist, erd frem here, teco, the story degenerntes into a weak detective story.

Val discovers that the Home is teing used as a front for drug refining and mar-
keting, The "dcetors" diswover that she knows, We all discover that the extra-
ordinery eyeless girl in the Home, Lswra, possesses psi powers. (#hal! The SF
at lagt,) With these powers Laura deferts the villains »rnd soves Val, wic de-
cides that she ond Lavra cen use the powers tc help the mentally handicarped
more than she and Chris are doing at the momert.

You can see what I mean abtout the SF content being unnecessary, GSome cther way
could have been found to extricate Valy even something ag cliched as a last min-
uwte cavalry dash by Chris weuld have been preferable to this deus ex machine
ending, I would go further, ard say that the ST ending is pesgitively damaging
to the theme, It holds out a false heope tc the mentally handicapped, tecause in
the real world Leura's psi power is a complete fraud, Ing has used 5F as a
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erutch to aveid the need for him to face squarely the problems of mental handi-
cap. In doing so he has both sguandered a powerful theme and devalued ST,

I suspect that "Count The Clock That Tells The Time" is included in the anthol-
ogy because the name under the title is Harlan Ellisen's, His premise is that
people who waste their time fade away from the real world into a timeless limbe,
The moral 1s that youm can only properly use time in relaticenships with other
people, and everything in the story is subordinated tec it, FEllison's nbservat-
ion can be deadly, as here in his itemising of ways ¢f "keeping busy" which are
in fact wasting time (he had me checking my daily routine), but too often he
gces nver the top in his relentless, single-minded pursuit o¢f his idea. Perhaps
I wouldn't have minded se mumch if the idea had teen more original,

The title of the story is taken from one ef Shakespeare's sonnets, psri of which
is queted at the beginning. The soruet staris: "When I do count the olock that
tellg the time", and the gquote ends on line ten, with: "Thai thou among the
wastes of time must go". Shakespeare's main meaning fer "wastes of time" is
cbvicusly old age and death, and Fllis-on's interpretation of a wasteland of
time certainly adds something new to it. But the moral that personal relation-
ships are what matters is also present in the last four lines of the sonnet, -
wvhich Fllison doesn't quete:

."Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake
And die as fast as they see others grows
And nothing 'gainst Timet's scythe can make defence
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence,”

Ellisrr has merely given us a new twist nn & theme set out with great clarity
and economy -« fourteen lines -- some four hundred years age.

"The Morphology Of The Kirkham Wreck" by Hiltert Schenck is an interesting story,
Te style is dry and factuwal, suiting the "repcrt" fommat Schenck has used. The
stery concerns the unltimately suceessful attempd of a lifebcat crew to rescue
the sailors from a schouvner wrecked in z violent storm nff Nantucket Island in
1892, Success is achieved only bty the exercise of para-nvrmal pewer by the life-
Tcat captain, Walter Chase, This power consists of the abilily to use and mod-
ify timelines =~ something that is explained in the "report". In omr future,
"time-using™ sccieties are quite common, and it is for them that the "report" is
written, :

The atmosphere of a small btoat in viclent seas is scourately coptured and the
lifeboatmen are realistic in their setting, with Jjust enough characterisation to
make them indivicduals, EKowever, I couldn't visualise what was really happening.
The time-~ugage is desccibed in technical terms analogous to thermo-dynamics ~--
information matrix, infiormation gredient, tempcral gradient, time-informaticn
entropy balances, and ¢nergy-time-infommation barriers, for example ~- but I
didn't understand a word of it.

Jomes Patrick Kelly's "Deatk Therapy" is about an alternative to actual death as
a punishment for criminals. You take the criminal through the trauma of death
without irreveoeably killing him, and the deterrent effect lasts the rest of his
1ife., {This happens with actual execution as well, of ccurse,) This, at léast,
is the thecry that our intrepid scientists, Chellant and Walsh, are testing,
Challant is the toss, and definitely 2 nasty piece of work, Carla Walsh has te
be persuaded to join the experiment, since she has qualms about the ethics of it,
Hcwever, she decides that these qualms are based on her feelings, her personal
rrejudices, and nct on professional standards (whatever they might be) and goes
ahead. The implications of this decision are really rather herwrific., FEthical
value judgements have no place in science, according to Kelly, It's all right
to kill people in the name of science ~- oh well, we've got these Jews who are
going to die anyway so let's cut a few of them first as an experiment.

Challant is obviously a loony as well as a rasty, He refuses to listen to
Carla when she finds out tgat the subject of thelr experiment is unsuitable --
for him to do otherwise would ruin the plot, The subject, it transpires, can
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transmit his mental svate, and does sc (powerfully) in his death trauma, The
nasty Chellant is killed snd the rice Corls survives. The ethical balance is
restored!

Well, nos aciually, it isn't. Carla may have had deubls zbout the ethics of her
work, tut she did it snyway. Does Kelly renlly believe that it is 211 right to

kill pecple e2s lcng as you think it is probably wreng and don't enjoy it? Gocd

crief!

The remaining stories sre rot particularly memoratle. Gregery Penford and Mare
Laidlaw ("4 Hiss Of Dragen") offer a slisht piece atout dragens farting. Frite
Leiter forgot to edit cut his thought processes on the way to his "Black Glags",
Jonald Kingsbury ("o Bring In The Steel" gives us a nicely told, immensely
cliched story about a high-soecievy-vhore-with-a-heart-of-gcld, Ian Walson ("The
Very Slow Time Machine' ) weaves a web of metaphysical and religious speculation
which is, as usuasl, intellectually fascinating but emotionally dead. Jcan Vinge
"View Irom & Height") contributes a very self-indulgent stery which probeg whole
nancnetres into already well-explcred areas of personal metivation and feeling.
Gerdon Hklund ("Vermeef's Windew") proves ke hasn't read Borges's "Pierre Menard,
suthor Of The Guixote", And Thomas M. Disch ("The Man Who Had No Idea") is at
first delightfully ironical, tut carries the joke or. for tecc long,

T™e guestior arises, was the year 8 ~- actually 1978 -~ just a pocr year, or has
Carr lost his teuch? His failure t¢ select even one Hugo winncr shead of the
firnal voting -- despite having picked rno less than five cf the nominees ~- might

well te used in evidence against him, but the gernerally low gquality of thcse
winners and nominees rather destrcys the case, Prcbably Carr was doing his best,
and 1978 must te written off as a year of cheap pleonk -~ nothing wvintage atout

it at ail.

Anne MoCaffrey -- DRAGONDRUMS (Sidswick & Jackscn, 240pp, £5-95)

Reviewed bty Janice Haule

I assume that this novel is intended ts be a juvenile, although there is nothing
on the hirrendeous tlue, mauve, pink and green jackei to indicate as much, How-
ever, the chicice 2f 2 teenage boy as herc spraks for itself -~ the appezal to
young readers cf a hero of thelr cwn age who culsmarts his elders and betters,
snccessnlly escapes home and parental auvtherity, survives Thresdfall in the
open, and achieves his heart's degire in hatching a fire lizard of his cwn is
obvicus,

Although ihe absence nf any difficult words or corncepts makes Dragondrums a vexry
easy tock to read, I nevertheless feel that an averagely intelligent ten-year-
0ld wenld find it diffisuit te really enjey it for twe reascns, Firstly, there
iz ne real rlet -- the gtory cornsists of a series of events, linked only ty the
aceident of Plemvr's involvement, This is made meore irritating becaunse early in
the tock -ne is given the impresgicn that Piemur will have an exciting life as a
kind ¢f special agent for the Masterharper; tut affer a couple of adventures he
ends up in the Scutherr Continent with a very tame ending, He seems tn have
mere thrills and spills with the cother apprentices in the drumheaights than on
his trips for the Masterharper,

The gecond fault ig¢ the manner in whieh the bock i1z interspersed with menticns
of wther dragen stories, Unless one is familiar with the whcle series many of
these references must be meaningless since they are so fleeting that no explan-
ation ¢f them ig possitle, Do refer back to other children's bocks ir the sexr-
jes ig perfectly acceptable since the chiaracters do cverlap, tut to make cryptic
remarlks abont cther books serves only fo annoy. Perhaps McCeffrey is trying %c
draw the atitention of younger readers tc her adult novels sy, more likely, she
expects her adult readers te devcur all her books snd is uging this device to
link Dragondrmms with them by placing it in context in the series.

Mo dewbt there are many McCaffrey fans who will want te read Tragerndrums fcor the
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sake ¢f completeness, but I winld advise them 2ll tc elther Torrow a ccpy or wait
fcr the paperback edition, £5°95 is a lot nf money to pay for this disappointing
children's book.

w1lllam Robert Loosley —~ AN ACCOURT OF A MEEPING WITH DETIZENS OF ANCTHER WORLD,
1874, edited and with a cemmentary by David Langflewd
(3&V1& & Charles, 96pp, £4°50)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

Previous reviews of this bock, appearing in publications as diverse as The
Bockseller and Surrey Villager, have all, %o some extent, been impressed d with its
verisimilitude; yet there can't te a 51ng1e BS¥FA member who, on recognising the
name "Laengford", doesn't immediately fall %c the ground in paroxysms of laughter.
It is of course a complete hoax from beginning tn end, and its acceptance as fact
by all those reviewers (apart from Chris Priest, reviewing it fnr The Grauniads
but he confined himself to tongue-in-cheek hints) ~- and the public at large:
Langford has received congratulatory letters from a ruamber c¢f resders who appar-
ently have nothing betier to do than babble about their own UF0 experiences -- is
indicative of their appalling gullivility; they were cbviously so desperate to
telieve in benevolent aliens and flying saucers and suchlike that they managed to
~verlock cempletely the gentle hint at the end of Langfnrd!s nwn Iniroductorxy
Note: "....in the mest fascinating and cenvincing adecunt there still Iurks the

possibility ~f error oz fabrication, The reader is warned.,"

Po be sure, it's all dressed np very convincingly: Loosley hlmself actually
existed (he was Hazel Langford's great-great- Frandfather), the desk in which his
maruscript was supposedly found even now repcses in the Langford household in
Reading, and the account -f his meeting with what Langford, in his commentary,
suppnses to be semi~zutrnomeous robot sampling devices is cast in the tedicusly
hyperbzlic prose typical of the late Victorian era. Hexre he is page 35; watching
the aiiens attempting to communicate with him:

"And now, I must econfess, at this thought of magic I was seiped anew with
semething like dresd: For of a sudden I recalled the Good Book's histories
of men who met strenge visions in the wildernegs, laugh if you will, but it
is clearly written that Satan, the Tempier, sets just such snares as this:’
wild visions to delude the sense and make one prey te felly and temptaticn.
But even as these theughts revolved within me, they seemed not wholly to
meet the case; if there was temptation in this, it was abscure indeed: how
removed from the rich treasures held up before St Anthony! Mcrecver, what
rart in diabelic intervention comuld be played by the strange machines I had
encountered? T could scarcely credit that Satan requires swch focols, ner
that he should trouble himgelf with me. The first dread passed away, but I
ronained watchful.”

And so cn and so on, Loosley professing great wonder at the aliens but alsc great
ignorance eof what they're trying to tell him; things which langford's commentary
reveals as Pasic mathematical and physical theories of which Locsley was either
unawvare -- the Pascal Triangle, the Fibonacci sequence -~ cr which were at the
time unknown in any case -- the Schrodinger wave equation, the particle theory of
the atom, and mcre, Benevolent -- cr at least non-hestile -- aliens indeed, -
whose motives and behavicur are, as with all other saucer-barne beings, cbsoure,
irrational, or Just plain daft.

The biggest problem posed by the bock is that ¢f the level on which to regard it
-~ either as a piece of cyncial pandering to the UFD cultists! most cherished
beliefs or as a wickedly clever send-up nf the whole nonsense, I cai't believe
the former of gomeone as genial as Langford, so it has to be the latter -- in
which respect it doesn'it go nearly far ensugh, Surely he could have worked in a
trip aboard the gpaceship for Lcesliey? If nothing elee, such would have increas-
ed the page~count t~ a more realistic level; as it is, £4:50 is a lot to pay for
what ig in effect no more than an extended joke.
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Chelsea Guinn Yarbro -~ FAISE DAWN (Sidgwick & Jacksen, 208pp, £5+95)

Reviewed by Roz Xaveney

The ronsiderable impact of feminism upon SF has resnulied, particularly over the
last five years, in two strains ¢f feminist SF to which critics have tended to
respend as if they were cne and the same -~ and, furthermcre, their response is
based on an ideclogical rather than a strictly literary basis. Joanna Russ and
Suzy McKee Charnas have explicitly committed themselves to a hardline and hard-
edged radical feminism which sees men as at best involuntarily oppressive and
irrelevant, and at worst as sadistic slavemasters, and express themselves in a
cold and clearly-etched prose, There is, hewever, a larger and prcbably more
influential group whnse work derives from snd whose thought has been moulded by
the politico-ethical strain in the werk of Ursula LeGuing this group is also
keen cn affirmine positive female values (thcugh not necessarily the same ones
es ‘weuld be affirmed by the Rass greup), tut in additien pesit the existence nf
the Grned Male, who iz sensitive and caring and who comes charging over the hill
-~ tc assist, not to rescue -~ in the last reel. Unfortunately, such writers

as Vonda HeIntyre and Jean Vinge tend tn express themselves in a water-colour
prose whese soft edges and lack of teutness explains why they make sco many sales
to Analcg, There are obviocusly excepticns to this medel; an example is James
Tiptree/Racrona Sheldon, whom many have seen as totally allied to radical femin-
ism, thus igrering the way tlie emotional thrust of "Houston, Houston, Do You
Read" works tc¢ condemn the overt misandry cf the story.

£11 of the foregeing has been an attempt te define what Talse Dawn is trying to
de by placing it in context wiih the work of other feminist writers., Yarbro is
a writer one tends to associate with the Russ group because of her clarity and
slightly academic susgterity, but here and elgewhere she is, broadly speaking,
allying hergelf with the "other side", In the original short story whiech now
forms the first chapter or sc of this novel, the tough efficient mutant Thea
and the one-ammed bandit Mentague ferm an alliance against the demented rapist
who has them both at gunncint. Thea is geiltless cf the collapse of the ¢1d
crder, while Mentaguels atltempts to shore it up have made things werse, tut he
is nonetheless cunltured, witty, and net toc pushy. In the expension ~- which
bears cut my views on expansions (see my review of Spider and Jeanne Rehinsen's
Stardance in Vector $6) -~ they wander through eco-docmed northern Califernia
rarrcwly escaping one damned thing after ancther and gradually getting together
a very tentative semial relationship., At the end, they disappear intoc a bliz-
zard; they will die, but then so will the rest of humanity, o

False Dawn 1s btuilt around the conflict between these two paragons and an im-
passibly vile world full ¢f sadistic flagellant monks, demented cannibals, sex-
ist militia and peisconed water; it sacrifices the precisicn of realiesm without
achieving the mad grandeur of an apccalzpse. None cof the people Thea and
Mensague encounter are ever more than reough sketches, and they are not partie-
vlaxly interesting in themselves. Though their relationship is seen as affirm-
ative it is only by contrast with the surrounding glcem rather than because it
ig actually pesitive in itself., The novel is depressing without being cathartic
-~ a useful exercise, It is interesting %o compare it with a mecre recent nevel
ef hexrs not yet published in this country, Hotel Transylvrnin, in vhich a
Cagliostro figure who is alsc a vampire saves a witty but ctherworldly eight-
eenth century virgin frem the clutches of a sadistic Satanist:; she then jeyfully
jeins him in the ranks ¢f the undead. Here Yarbre pertrays an egual hetero-
sexnal relationshiypy convineingly ond does sc degpite making it exist between two
achetypes for whcom anything other than expleoitstion and complicity sheuld have
been impossible, There too the relatiecnship is made rossible by the catalytic
effect of the impossibly badsy but there it is an individual who is bad rather
than an entire world., False Dewa is, especially by conparison, an interesting
failure, not least on its ideological level, 2and it is unfortunote that for
many British readers it will Be serving as their introducticn to lis VTerbro's
work

There's just rcem te mention here what should have gone into the colephon: thaot’
this Supplement was edited by the Vector reviews supremo, Joseph Nicholas, Bye.



