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AN OPAL-HEARTED COUNTRY

Here bercre me I have two books by Samuel R.
Delamy: Tales Of Neveryon (Bantam, 265pp, 83%-50)
and Neveryona (Bantam, 3€7py, $6+95). I enjoyed
them, yes; but understand Delany, no! Do you
understand what he means them to be about? Be—
cause damned if I did. Lots of action and col-
our, 3s ever, axcept when charanters stor for
several pazes at a time to yarn philosophically
or didastically or both z2bout stuff that seems
fairly irrelevant to what's been going on ty way
ol plot. i
Talss Of Neveryon ceomes firsu, and izcludes

five tales, 1: Gorgik the slave, picked up from
i1 obsidian mine to be the bered and clever
Vizerine's tlaythingz 4t the Child Empress’s
court in Kclhari, where ne hears of Mad Queen
1in, takes his chance %o train as a seoldier,
and becomes "for the civilisaiion in which he
lived, he'was a civilised man". 2: 014 Venn,
“he wisest woman, who invented havigation by the
stars dnd writing signs, teaches the children of
the Ulvayn Islands (among them Norema who in=
vents writing words) by telling them, for in-

stance, how a fight with a gea monster fturns in-
to a story of a fight with 2 sea monster (meta-
ficti

ion raises its enismatic head), and by tell-

guest editorial oy Judith Hanra

ing them how the coming of mecnsy changed the
aven more barbarian culture of Rulvyn; until Cld
Venn dies, and a red ship manned by women puts
into harbour with a cargo of rubber balls. 3:
Small Sarg, barbarian prince from the scuthern
desert, is taken as a slave and Trought ty Corgik
the ex-slave, 4: "Of Potters And Dragons", ac-
cording to its title, but about a voyage south
to buy children's rubber balls from Lord Aldamir
— at lsast, that is the goal for Noremz (now
secretary to rich Madame Keyne of Kolhari), and
for naive Bayne the potter's boy; but for Raven.
the woman of the Western Crevasse, the zoal is
t0o assagssinate Lord Aldamir, They find treacn-
exy, and the chapter ends with the invention of
four-lezsed coodng pets, which 2re more stable
1 three-lezged. 5: Finally, "Of Drazons And
gins with 3 pet dragon and a frecing
of glaves, coniinues with Gory and "Sarz meet-
ing Norema and Raven, and finishes by outting -
tegether the pisces that make up the story of
“he small rubber b2lls, and by the caged dregon
flyinz free. The 200k also includes a gquasi-
scholarly appendix, "Some Informzl Remarks To-
ward The Modular Caleculus, Part 3V, :
Neveryona, Or The T=z2le Of Signs And Cities,
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subtitled "Some Informal Remarks Toward The Mod-
ular Caloulus, Part 4", has one story running

all the way through, by which characteristic we
recognise it as 2 novel. Pifteen-year-old Pryn,
having flown on a dragon away from her aunt who

invented spinning and weaving, meets Norema, who

tells her the mathematical puzzle tale of Queen
Olin, which explains why she went mad. Pryn -
travels to Kolhari, the city once called
Neveryona, where she meets Gorgik the Liberator
and rich Madame Keyne, travels south from
Kolhari, discovering on the way that she is not
pregnant, until with the aid of the "approximat-
ing machine™ invented by 0ld Venn she finds
Olin's city of Neveryona, Like the first,-this
volume concludes with & quasi-scholarly appendix
on the decipherment of the 900-word "Culhar" or
"Kolhard" fragment with its myriad possible
translations and discursive loopings in which
references to the tales we've just read may be
recogniged. .

Summarising the plots thus does not. summarise
what the stories are about; as in all Delany's
work, how the stories are told is as important
as anything that happens within his: stibscreated
worlds.

Another ‘way of find.ing olt what Delaw is
getting at is to look at what he has said, in
interviews and essays, about what he was trying
to get across in these books. Interviewed in
1982 by Pat Califia (an interview reprinted in
the second issue of Donald G, Keller's Inscape,
which contains much other material on Delany,
including his essay "Literary Fasciem" for the
SFWA Forum), Delany tells us how doing an intro-
duction to a library edition of Joanna Russ's

Alyx collectlon forced him to "do some reel
thinking about the nature of sword-amd-sorcery.
One of the things I came up with was the notion
that sword-and-sorcery tends to take place in .a
world that seems to be changing from a barter to
a money economy", and "it occurred to me that
the sword-and-sorcery landscape allowed you to
make some observations on both slavery and mad-
ness directly that the more traditional literary
forms...are not really able to analyse". BEar- -
lier in that interview, he said "in a funny way,
the only thing that mundane fiction can really
talk about i1s either madness or slavery. Its
subjects are limited to those people who adjust
to the world and are therefore slaves to it, or
‘those people who are defeated by the world and

" are therefore mad because they shouldn't have
tried in the first place". Turning to The
‘Jewel-Hinged Jaw, a collection of Delany's lit-
erary essays, 1 find one entitled "Alyx" (poss-
ibly the introduction mentioned above —— no bib-
liographical history is given), in which Delany
expands on his remarks about the barter-money
transition and mentions an "abstract caloulus”
being dsveloped by one G. Spencer Brown in Laws

0f Form, which Delany illustrates with two exam~

ples: firgt, an object reflected by two mirrors,
reversed in the first image, the second showing
not the first image unreversed but the back of

the original object. (Anyone who'd had to plait -

their own long hair will be familiar with the
strategy.) The second example he gives is of
value as it is reflected by money: "the value of
"a content ie reversed by its image; but to go on
to an image of an image gives us 8 new content
to deal with... If I put the t-shirt on and look

into a mirror, i,e. at the image, I see the word '

(printed on the t-ghirt) reversed left/right,
i.e. with its values reversad, If I take two

mirrors, however, and turn myself so I can see -
the image in the first mirror reflected in the
gecond, i.e. an image of an image, what I shall
be seeing is what it on the back of the t-ghirt,
i.,e. a new content", The mirror trick is simple

“enough; its extension to ideas like money moxre

complicated, Indeéd, whether what you see vwhen
a mirror reflection behaves asccording to the
laws of light can be applied to the way ideas
behave when humans reflect on them is dublous.
There are some obvious enocugh correspondences
between what Delany has said thesé books are
about and my skeletal plot summaries; equally,
even the briefest exploration of how these
themes are woven into the plot will suggest how
much more has gone to make up the story than
comes out in any analysis of that -story. Or at
least, any story rich enough to rank as liteérat-
ure will contain more implications and inter—
pretations than any one oritic is likely to cap-
ture; for a mediocre story the analysis may, by
playing ofi the reader's range of expectations

- and assumptions, impute more implications than

the author's text justifies — in this'case the
analysis is not so much literary as of: the soci-
ology of reading.,

In reading Tales Of Never_:zon and N gz na, I
found the economic theme of barter and “money

‘which Delény emphasises in talking about these

books far less strildng thdn, for instance, the
varied roles given to women, 4 deliberate anti-
sexist strategy ovident in all Delany's works.:
In The Jewel-Hinged Jaw, he said. that "there are
no sexist decisions to be made: they were all
made a long time ago", He does, deliberately,
refuse to give in to the conventional expectat-
‘ion that certain roels and behaviours belong to
a given sex, others to the other., Because this
is a consiastent policy, he does not count it as
a purpose of these particular books,

The second immediately strilking theme is that
of slavery, which he seems to me to link up more
with sexnality than with madness, However,
alerted by Delany's words,.quoted above, that
nadnesa is, to his mind, part of the slavery -
idea~complex, we can see that comnection made in
the tale of Queén 0Olin who goes.mad after.kill-
ing her loved and trusted slaves in order to
survive; by doing so she also wins a fortune...
The aristos are, oxr go, mad; the common people
are, or ma&y become, slaves (so even may the
eristos). The unequal distribution of power
partakes of the same polarity as the S-M polar-.
ity in sex — which latter is in these books
symbolised by the iron slave-collar. (The para-
1lel with the gold wedding ring is too facile to
be entertained.) There are hints that the "mad-
ness" of the aristos may lie in the fact that
they operate above and outside the laws which
they enforce upon the slaves and' commoners they
rule., The sexuszl implications of the slave-=col-
lar are explored in the tale of Gorgik and Small
Sarg; Gorglk goes on to liberate others from the
slave=collar he chooses to wear himgelf — bu}
do the rulers want to be liberated from their
madness? Of course not; nod, if it comes to
that, do all the slaves desire freedom when of-
fered the choice., One of Delany's strengths is
that, in his works, neither  the answers nor the
questions are ever so simple and.clear-cut,

Working out how the transition from barter to
money fits into the structure of the story in-
volves following through how the barter/money
theme fits in with a couple of other complicated
themes: the invention of writing, for one, and
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for two, this "modular calculus" double reflect-~
ion business. Whereas the slavery/sexuality
complex was a surface decoration which showed up
orominently and could be relatively easily de-
tached from the body of the work for a cursory
examination, barter/money is too deeply embedded
to be easily isolated for analysis., Because it
is so woven into what might loosely be termed
the "deep structure" of Neveryon, had not
Delany's own remarks called it to our attention
it might easily have been overlooked in the
search for the structural keys to unlock these
tales,

A more prominent theme is the invention of
writing. Money and writing, those two kingpins
¢f civlisation, are both systems of symbols
which distance us from the more immediate real-
ity of, in the one case, practical exchange
value, and in the other, transient speech.

There is a deliberate irony in Delany writing a
story about the invention of writing, a story in
vwhicn one character, 0ld Venn, tells a tale
about how tale-telling reduces a real experienc-
ed event to the patterm of a tale designed by
its teller to direct the responses of its audi-
ence, There are two ways to read Delany: either
skimming along the surface taking in the action
and colour and not worrying too much about what
ne's trying to say, just hurrying along to find
out how it ends (this suffices for a first read-
ing); or trying to decipher him like a whodun-
nit, trying to read the gaps and omissions, to
bridge anaphoric and cataphoric references, try-
ing to work out (as it were) the nature of the
crime, whcse is the body, where it's hidden, and
the motive for the crime —— certainly no obiig-
ingly smartass 'tec is going to step forth to
unveil the muxderer and knit together all the
clues and red herrings at the end. Delany writ-
es puzzle tales, yes, but they don't reduce to
just one neat solution. Nor dces this review
attempt to "solve" these two books.

Try another approach to the money puzzle,
this time via modular calculus, 01ld Venn, as
well as inventing an ideographic writing system,
invented the "approximating machine" by which
Pryn recreates the sunken city of Neveryona: the
song of Mad Queen 0lin sung by the children of
Xolhari as they tounce their rubber balls
against cistern walls is one part of that mach-
ine; the story of Queen 0lin's treasure wita its
forgotten names whicn are important "though I
can't rememter why" is another, as is the astro-
labe etched with uniknown stars and an unknown
shore wnich Myrgot the Vizerine gave to Jorgik
who gives it to Pryn, As 0ld Venn's "approxim-—
ating machine" ccmes together to give Pry=z the
ncment of insight that ralses Neveryona, is the
story which runs through these two volumes an
"avproximating rachine" which may, for ths right

reader, all come together in a flagh of insight
to yield up treasures of meaning? That's the
kind of pretension many find off-putting about
Delany (but note that this is only my reading,
not any claim he makes); the guestion is, does
Delany have the treasure to deliver? Here, the
word "treasure" stands as a symbol for some-
thing, I lnow not what., Is 0ld Venn's approxim-
ating machine an exercise in "modular calculus”j
is Delany's story, in which Old Venn's is embed~
ded, the same thing writ largexr? 1 suspect so,
but the only rayoff for focussing Delany'z elab-
orate machine of a fiction is the intellectual
satisfaction of the moment of insight,

Writing about writing, fiction about metafic-
tion, an approximating machine exercise in "mod~
ular calculus" -- but where does the transition
from barter of real goods to money trading come
into the above explication? I can talk about
now we see Neveryona in the process of inventing
itself; there's 0ld Venn the philosopher finding
brilliant systems of ideas for it; Belham the
engineer tuilding looms and marvellous foun- .
tains; Pryn's aunt inventing spinning and weav—
ing; Norema inventing writing words -- before
our 2yes Neveryona takes its first steps towaxds
the civlisation we know lies at the beginning of
our history, and the spread of money (and all
that it implies) is part of that civilisation
and history. At the same time, we know that
Neveryona is not creating itself but is being
invented by modern black American Delany as a
reworking of sword-and-sorcery tales he has
read, history he has learmed, and a bricolage of
the avant-garde Prench structuralist ideas he
quotes as headrotes to his chapters. In reading
Delany's fiction, hcwever, we look not at Delany
in the act of writing but at Neveryona as fil-
tered through our expectations of what a fic-
tional world should be: here, then, is another
of the double reflections that exemplify the
"modular calculus". The obverse is Neveryona as
if real, the reverse is Neveryona as fictionj;
the mirrors are armouries of expectations
through which we see both fictional and real
worlds, The modular calculus, then, is not just
a conceit idly tagged on, otut can be found work—
ing at zmore than one level within the text,

Bus why is it that eackh time I set out to
look for the significance of money in the text,
I £ind myself locking at writing? Is this my
obsession, or does it reflect Delany's? Consid-
er the similarities between writing and money -
both are symbols standing for real objects. Or,
rather, as Delany points out of money, "If we
take barter as the initial cortent of the ex-
change system, and the resultant power structure
zs its value, then the introductiocn of money
into the system introduces into society at large
ann image of the content. The subsequent revsrsal
of values as the money system becomes the absol-
ute mcde of exchange results,..from the fact
that money exists as a complement to material,
skill 2nd labour" (The Jewal-Hinged Jaw, p.198),
That's one reversal; the double revarsil comes
with the introduction of credit —- which creates
a "new content" because "in .credit one's assets
— ona's material and labour -— as well as one's
money, determine the size of one's active cred-
it" (ikid), This second reversal does not sccur
within leveryona; rather, according to Delany,
"it is in this new space" of the money-credit
transformation of society that "™most of the
tecnnological advances which are the prime con-
cerr of science fiction occur” (ibid). In the
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sword-and-sorcery landscape, it would appear,
the barter-money transition is given as a simple
stable setting for the interplay of other not-
ionsj it beocmes Troblenatical only when one
compares those texts labelled science fiction
with those labelled sword-and-sorcery. Of
course, one of the problems posed by the barter-
money tremsition is that it may make slavery ob—
soletes no doubt the working of thig connection
could be pursued within thece two books.

Raving (perhaps) rcduced money to a non-
issue, I'1l go back to looking a%t writing: the
relation of writing to the real objezts it
“stands for is far moro complicated thean the
+double reflection givcn for money above. The
-chain runs real object: spoken word: ideographic
‘sign == three terms which give us one double
reflection, We can, following Delany's story,
add a fourth term so the chain extends to in-

" ¢lude Norema's "writing words", and runs real
objects spoken word: ideographic signs written
word = which gives us two double ruflections,
There's a feeling of inconsruity cbout this four
term chain coming after so cany threce tem
double reflections. It's interssting, there-
fore, that in the appendix to Tales ¢(f Neverycm,
"Some Informal Remarks Toward 12z kModular Cal=-
culus, Part 3", we find on-pazge 250 the suggest-
ion that ideographic writing was "s:ppresged”,
dropped as unnecessary; but its ghost remains in
the chain of refleciions, for the written word
reflects the spoken word rot the rzal objest to
which it refers - but the sigmn, thcush no long-
-er in use, still reflects, In its fcrm, thet of
-the obJect it once meruat. This Mshost" language
" of ideographs looms large in this apremdix, in

" which Delamy also talks of 2 in3ight by Denise
.Schmandt-Besserat (if T hadn'} »221 a peper of -
hers in Scientific fmerican T tco would suspect
her of being a Delany craaticn) that cuneiform
signs on clay tablets originated as two-dimen-
sional impressions of the shaped tc%ens o»igin-
ally sealed inside clzy envelopes or '"bullae" as
a comt of quantities snd objects for vhich the
tulla stood as & last—crm=cortr2ct; thus writing
originated 23 a forxz of accovnting, a financial
transaction which, like roney, as as elaborat-
ion of barter. With these elaboraticns avail-
able, barter becomen otsclete,

But thes2 idecogranhs and toiens were dropped
from the writing and financial system, in their
turn made obsolete, For the exrci:ange system,
too, we can posit a transitional, unatable four

term chain of real object: exchange value: tok-
en: money. "Exchange value" appears becausze it
i9 the temm nesded to make a symmetrical double
reflection: the tokens are reflections of the
real object, but what the money reflects is a
general exchange value.

The discovery of these "ghosat" terms, dropped
from what must once have been transitional four
term chains of images, is like the "memory of
water® as 0ld Venn demonstrated it to Belham —
they are rewvealed by the irregularities they
leave in the three term double reflections that
structure Delany's narrative. As a result of
having looked at money as though it were like
language (and found a genetic relationship), we
now find that we've constructed a three term
chain for the barter-money transition in place
of the uncomplicated object-object barter sys-
tem. However, the nature of the double reflect-
ion now invented, with money the image not of
the real object but of its "exchange value" be=-
trays (by the logic of modular calculus) that
there must have been a transitional phase when
tokens, as images of real objects, were in usej;
and on page 290 of Neveryona we find that shaped

" ivory tokens are indead mentioned. Notice that

it always seems that what had previously been

the final term in the chain (the solution to the
- problem posed by tne first two terms?) drops

out, Following clues plaated in Delany's text,
here T end up with a deduction that integrates
"money" into the modular calculus pattern of

"these stories, but still it ageems to me that the

richest theme contained witiin them is that of
meta~writing and meta~fiction: writing about
writing and fiction about fiction.

I started writing this review with a fairly
-superficial reading of Delany's texts behind me

.-and a couple of reference books beside me, and

this analysis has Yeen sheped here on paper zs

.1t took shape in my mind, I've been writing

down an exerocise in reading Delany -~ that is,
in thinking about what Delany is trying to do
with the structures of written words that make
up these two books, At the end of this exer-
cise, I find myself with an understanding (al-
though certainly not the only possible reading)
of what he was writing atout, To use 2 meta~
prhor provided by als fiction, I've been able to
focus the "approximating machine" of his narra-
tive so that vhat initially seemed a loose ag-
glemeration of unrelated parts has been crystal-
ligsed into 2 coherent whole.

BGOK REVIEWS

Italo Calvino —— TIME AND THE {UNTER (4bacus,

152pp, £2150)
Reviewed by Mary Gantle

Calvino is not apt to repeat hirseli from book
to book; Time And The Ianter is, nevertheless, a
sort of sequel to Cosmicomics (reviewed by Nik
Morton in issue 44). 1i:'s a ccllection of short
narratives — some I hesitate to call stories —
linked vy a there of time passirg. and death the
hunter; and it is, in places, fairly heavr go-
i'lg.

The btook is divided into three sections.
"Mere Of Qfwfq" (pronounce that how you will) is
-zomic pseudo-history -- or perhaps f‘able is a
better term. An urban, crystalliine Eaxth is
polluted bty organic life; an ironic chenge cf
sympathies for the ecolezically-rinded reader.

The narrator speaks of Your good things of plas-
tic, of nylon, of chrome-plated steel, duco,
synthetic resins, plexiglass, aluminium, vinyl,
formicz, sinc, asphalt, asbestos, cement, the
old things =among which we were bcrn and bred”,
in opposition to "viscous glistening®", "pores®,
"buboes or suckers", and "diseased viscera",
There are surrezl images —— the primordial sea,
for example, is equated with-'the "inner sea"
tlood of the human circulatory sysiem. 'The
Origin Cf 3Birds" utilises a cartoon technigue,.
questioning toth the nature of narrative and the
nature of reality; and raising questions about
#monsters” and our relationship tc them. In a
moment of ill um.mat:.on, the narrator exclaims:
"The world is single and what exists can't be
explained without..." =- what? Without what
Goesn't exist: mythical monsters, and fables
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that turn history inside out. It's no accident
that this is the world and evolution seen
through an Alica's mirror, where organic becomes
.synthetic, monster becomes mman, story becomes
dream,

Style 1s a focus of attention here. The sec-
tion entitled "Priscilla" features long senten-
ces -—- paragraph-long, some of them. And like
the . stories in "More Of Qfwfq", everything from
cellular multiplication to the breakup of the
planet is seen in terms of a man-women relation-
ships the narrstor and his (sometimes unattain-
able, generally unsympathetic) lover, The final
gsection, "T Zero", reduces assassination at-
tempts to their final form of pure mathematical
trajectory. Almost no emotions remain. " And
that too is fitiing, in this photo-negative
world thzt Calvino creates,

Tims And The Hunter's style is degsigned, I
think, to break dowa the common narrative con-
ventions of time ond space. Reading it is
therefore a2n expericnce rather like studying an
Escher engrzving. It 1s ficuion about fiction.
It is even (in "The Count Of Monte Cristo") fic-
ticn about fictionebeul fiction...

Sorges verforrs similar inversions of real-
ity, of course, bus with a far lighter hard.
Such a light touch is necessary -— what else is
it but absurd to assert, using the word itself,
that the word can never accurately reflect the
world? One enjoys the absurdity (and it may be
trve), Calvino's infinitely regressive narra-
tives, though, instead of dazzling, bog down in
internirable centences and clogged frose (but
whe's to say, after all, that the translation is
not to Bleme?); sttempt to use Borges's tech-
niques without that writer's wit or verve. TYou
want your perceptions of literature overturned?
Read Borges instead, :

Isaac Asimov -— TPE COMPLETE ROBOT (Granada,
688pp, £2-95), FOUNDATION'S EDGE
{Granada, 432pp, £1:95)

Reviewed by Nigel Richardson

This is a lot of Asimov we've got here; some
old, some new, and all of it less than required
reading, Asimov hes always been one for padding
out his stories and novels with phatic, we'll-
get-there-if-it-kills-us conversations and des-
criptions that do nothing for the narrative. or
reader but bump the word-count up considerably,
and few of his works would suffer from drastic
pruning. Take Foundation's Edge; by page 100
a2ll that has heppened is that a rocket has taken
off in search of the Second Foundation and/or
Barth, - Most of the verbiage is taken up with
people telling ezch other what they obviously
already know, reminding each other how the Mule
did this, how Bayta Darrell did that, and so on.
There i3, in fect, very little direct narrative
in either of thess books -- just talk, talk,
talk, with tke occasional puffed pipe, unamused
smile, or blast into hyperspace.

Nothing much happens in Asimov's works.
universe -of events and cccurrences is always
elsewhere; his charasters are packed up in a
spacaship or robotics lab -- they rarely have
first-hand experience of anything beyond their
immediate freme. Is Asimov agoraphobic? His
fiction certainly is. Foundation's Edge, with a
potential cenvas the size or the galaxy, has the
seme feeling of irmensity as being locked in a
broom cupboard,

The

- In his robot stories a robot usually goes
wrong -- that is, it seems to disobey one of the
Three Laws of Robotics. The story will start
with two or three humans discussing what the
robot is doing wrong, then going off to watch it
doing so, and then talking some more about how
they put it right. The robots don't really
break the Three Laws. of course — they just
tend to get confused, or have difficulties in
deciding which law should be given most attent-
ion, Once you've read one, you've read them
all, and no one but the most thorough reviewer
or masochist will plough through the entire 668
pages of The Complete Robot. One chapter from
Sladek's Roderick or Rucker's Software will tell
you far more about artificial intelligence and
robotics than this slab of stodge., The earliest
stories may have seemed like exciting extrapol-
ation back in the days when it took a machine
the size of a house to work out the square root
of nine, but the more recent ones show no famii~
iarity with contemporary developments in the AT
and cybernetic fields, and their anthropomorph-
ism and half-assed notions about what computers
do and how they work are gquite lamghable, All
Asimov's robots are just simplified people (and,
God knows, his people are simple enough), and
some want to be people -— indeed, the sickly,
sentimental "Bicentennial Man" concerns a robot
that becomes, bit by bit, a human being. The
finale, of course, is his death —-- only through
dying can he become truly human., Whv anyone
should give a damn about this transformation of
tinfoil into cardboard when we're living in a
world where people are turning themselves, or -
being turned, into little more than robots es-
capes e,

Onto Poundation's Edge, which is a pitiful
and tedious thing, a dull short story padded out
to inordinate length., There is nothing in it;
the characters are delineated in one short para~
graph when they first appear ("he was rather be-
low average height, rather above average height,
had a bushy moustache", that kind of thing), and
thereafter only appear as things to mouth the
interminable dialogue afterward, The plot dis-
solves ag it takes place, and the ending,..well,
there isn't an ending. Trevize, the one man in
a universe of a quintillion human beings with
The Power To Choose (yawn), saves the universe
(yawn). Going for Cosmic Unity -- or something
-- Agimov manages to work in the Three Laws of
Robotics and his Bternals before the end, and
finishes with a hook for God %Xnows how many se-
quels by having Trevize, like a multitude of
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other squa.re-jawed, pulpsters before h.un, vow to
find Barth, It's a shoddy book that diminishes
pather than extends its predecessors, and should
be avoided like the plague by those who want to
Keep youthful memories of the Trilogy alive...
and by anyone else, for that matter. Whatever
you want from fiction, be it entertaimment, in-
tellectual stimulation, humour, good writing, or
even busty, dominating star maidens, you'll have
to look elsewhere for it because Foundation's
Edge, promising the universe, delivers a big fat
nothing.

Frank Herbert — THE WHITE PLAGUE (New English
Library, 629pp, £1+95)

Reviewed by Sue Thomason

I find it hard to believe that this book was
written by a real human being. It reads like
the product of a collaboration batween word pro-
cessors, probably those of Prank and James .
Herbert. Or perhaps somebody in the publisher's
office scrawled the wrong first nawe on a mega~
‘buck contract, .and (the wrong) Herbert thought
it was easier to synthesise a recombinant
disaster epic than to hand back his whopping ad-
‘vence, Either way, the answer is a lemon,.

' The plot: brilliant Arerican scientist John
Roe 0'Neill, on sebbatical in Irzlomd, sees his
wife and kids blown to bits by an IRA bomb, In
revenge, he goes mad and uses his knowledge of
DNA recombination techniques to release a plague
which kills off 99 percent of the women in the
world, I am giving away nothirg in revealing
that the inevitable eleventh-hour cure is found,
opening up brave new vistas of clean genes, can-
cer cures, etérmal life, etc, etc.. Everyone
solemnly stands arcund saying that Tnings Will
Never Be The Same Again, cpparently unaware that
Heraclitus hag beaten them to this profound
philosophical insight by about 2500 years,

The flatness of the prosz must be read to be
believed, Por example, the only descripiion of
Achill Island, 2 c¢rucial location in the disem-.
ination of the Plague, has obviously been lifted

from a second-hand guidebook; there is no sense

of really being there at all. Tha whole book is

littered with silly errors, both linguistic and .

. factual, Since when was pla:ting the hay crop a
regular springtime activity in rurel Ireland, or
anywhere else, come to that? Since when do
European blackbirds travel in flocks? Since
when ocould an American convince a British coast-
al patrol he was Irish by shouting "Limey ass-
holes" at them in a suitably modified accent?

Since when have readers been expected to swallow
sentences like "His awareness was ¢oal-oriented:

ordinary lodging"” in Inglish narrative prose?
I've long been resigned to the fact that

Americans in particular are given to writing
rubbish about The Irish Problem, I'm sorry to
see Herbert sink to that level. 1In this novel,
Catholicism is something that makes women say
"Jesus, Mary and Joserh!" and refuse to have sex
before marriage. {(Well, almost.) There is no
hint, for example, that an apparently sincere
and conscientious Catholic might find cannibal-
ism anything other than tasty. (Por contrary
evidence, see the Andes plane disaster.) 4nd

just as the Irish are either literary intellect-.

uals with a wonderful turn of phrase about them
to be sure, or peasants ("Jesus, Mary and
Josephi"), the Irish landscape is a boring, bad-

ly painted, sketchy backdrop. The long wander-

. ing through the Plague—depopulated Ireland that
forms a major portion of this novel feels like

being chained to a treadmill, looking at a pie-
ture postcard that's changed every ten thousand
‘paces,

* S0 the background setting is unconvineing;
what about the ideas? Scientific diszaster stor—
ies tend to be written with a lot of authentic~

- ating detail these days, the better to evoke the

gemuine thrill of horror in our burgeoning pop-
ulation of technophobes. Sorry, folks; you'd
better re-read The Andromeda Strain. Although
recombinant DNA research does provide a number
of spine~chilling possibilities for disaster,
even to my moderately sluggish imagination,

. Herbert's Plague isn't one of them. There's no

trace of a convincing disease vector, for ohe
thing. Por another (several others), INA recom-
bination doesn't work like he says it doess -
(bacterio)phages don't work like that, bacteria
don't work like that, genes don't work like
that, gene recertor/modifiers don't work like
that,..my Scientific Adviser just got crosser
and orosser as he tried to meke the technical
jargon into any kind of sense, All the novel
needs at this point is leprachauns; it's a load
of old (Irish) cobblers already.

And that was the good news. Now here's the
bad news. The White Plague has one of the most
stupid, most sexist premises 1 have ever, ever
read in my entire life.. A man sees his family

- destroyed by (male) bombers. They are working

in and ageinst a political situdtion devised by
men, for men. So of course the loglcal and ob-
vious revenge is to kill off the world's women.
0'Neill is not merely mad, he's mysogynist. The
mighty Plague also kills hermaphrodites and
trans-sexuals, we are told; a shame the genes
couldn't be spliced to knook off the gays as
well, no doubt, At any rate, we are convenient-
ly left with a world full of Real Men to put
things right, There seem to be no habies or
small children for them to look after (with on]i
Real Men left, thev prnbably all die of neglect
and despite the fact that something over half
the UX population has smiffed it, the EBC are

8till broadcasting, there is still running wat-

er, telephones, petrol, ete. sufficient to main-
tain the outposts of scientific endeavour.
There's never any sign that a Real Man might
guccumd to starvation, rioting. cholera, typhoid
or post~disaster shock and depression; no, Man
Will Conquer, even the Perils of His Dark, Hid-
den Psyche!

Next time, Mr Herbert, gle e stick to writ-
ing Dune again.

Joan D, Vinge — EYES OF AMBER (Signet, 248pp,
$2+75)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

One of the more lasting products of the failed
counter—cultural movements of the late sixties
and early seventies, perhaps .as much an attempt
tc determine why it failed as to explore alter-
native patterns of behaviour, is what I custom-
arily shorthand (because of its birthplace) as
"California crap”. By this I mean such loony
fringe theories as EST, primal scream therapy,
rolfing, group encounter sessions, veganism, and
the like, most of which seem intended to force
their participants to haul out into the open
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every last facet of their personalities, in
theory enabling them to learn everything they
can about themselves but in practice leaving
them with no depth of personality at all —- sur-
face appearances not only count for everything
but are everything, concealing nothing because
there's nothing left to conceal, It's an im-
mensely narcissistic phenomenon, symptomatic of
what Tom Wolfe, in 1976, labelled the "me gener-
ation", and one so all-pervasive that in 1979
American social historian Christopher Lasch pub-
lished The Culture Of Narcissism, a study of the
forces that he felt had given rise to it. Con-
sidering its prominence in contemporary Amerioan
culture, we should not expect contemporary
American SF to be free of it: and so it isn't,
with the work of many of the writers who came to
prominence in the seventies exhibiting its pre-
occupations in abundance, ' Jolm Varley's stories
constitute one example; Vonda McIntyre's are an-—
other; and Joan Vinge's Eyes Of Amber is yet a.
third slice cf the sort of dreadful emotional
shallowness and pseudo self-insight the phenom-
enon engenders,

The title story won a Bugo as the best novel-
ette of 1977, and took the cover of the "Special
Women's Issue” of Analog in that year, In his
introduction to the collection, Ben Bova (the:
magazine's then-editor) says of it that "if
there had been no byline on the story, and no
hoopla about the 'Special Women's Issue', I
doubt that most readers could have told whether
'Eyes Of Amber' had been written by 2 man or a
woman" (a statement which causes one to wonder
what, in that case, was the point of the issue);
he then makes the same claim for all her other
fiction, saying of it that "she blends believ=
able science with believable characters: no sasy
tagk" and that she is primarily concerned with
"the verities of human behaviour, no matter
where in the universe her characters happen to
be", Frankly, the science content of these-
stories is 80 negligible as to be completely
overlooked, and her characters are believable
only if one ignores their stated physical ages
and assigns them instead a mental maturity
equivalent to that of an adolescent — and to
that of the pecple who indulge in the above-
mentioned "me generation" therapies, for her
protagonists seem, like them, almost wholly oc-
cupied with the exploration of their psyches and
the finding of their True Place in the world.
Obsessed, like them, with the invented problems
of self-confrontation and self-realisation, they
wallow perpetually in a slough of emotional tur-
m0il, baring their inmost souls and beating _
their breasts in lamentation over various imag-
ined sexual, moral and intellectual failings,
and have in consequence yet to grow up.

As though Vinge were directly acknowledging
this point, we have "The Crystal Ship", a story
dealing with the search of Tarawassie, an. inhaob-
itant of an artificial satellite orbiting an
alien planet, for the reasons why her fellow in-
habitants of the satellite. spend their time in
dreamy drug-induced debauchery and why the plan=-
et's native civilisation has suffered such a
catastrophic setback., The answers have a lot to
do with the post=Vietnam guilt for the plight of
the Third World that briefly gripped the USA in
the mid-seventies, but the story is otherwise
cast as a rite of passage from child to adult in
which Parawassie's lcarning of the answers, en-
larging her perception and understanding of the
world, is paralleled by her learning more about

herself and her duties and responsibilities to
others, Or, rather, it should be so paralleled,
but the truth is that at the end of the stoxry
the character, who might have enlarged her per-
sonal store of knowledge but has not thereby
gained greater wisdom, is manifestly no differ-
ent a person from what she was at the begimning
—~— in which case, what was the point of it all?
It could be said, in fact, that on the whole
Vinge's characters do not learn from their ex~
periences, do not undergo changes in their at-
titudes and beliefs — but then how can they
.when, products of their creator’s mind as they
are, they already know, or think they kmow,
everything absut themselves? Take "Tin
Soldier", for instance, her first published
story, which she says in her afterword was in-
spired by the rock song "Brandy", about a girl
who serves drinks in a waterfront tavern vhile
awaiting the return of her seafaring lover.
Predictably, and hence tediously, Vinge reverses
the roles, making the girl a crewmember on a.
sublight starship and the man a long-lived cy-
borg owner of a bar on a backwater frontier
planet. With an imagination of that order at

- work, it comes as no surprise to find the

characters exchanging such banalities as these:

", e Sometimes I think we're very cruel.'

"'Very like a god - Silver Lady of the

Moon.' .
" "™'You haven't called me that since — that
night...all night,' Her hand tightened pain-
fully; he said nothing, 'I guess they envy a
cyborg for the same things...’'

"tAt least it's easier to rationalise ——
and harder to imitate.' He shrugged. 'We
leave each other alone, for the most part.'

"*'And so we must wait for each other, we
immortals,..'" ' :

And if they're not exchanging banalities they're
body~languaging inarticulately away via a -
barrage of frowns, uncompleted gestures, caught
breaths, unsteady blinks, tremulous smileSese
Hardly a paragraph is free of such meaningless
detail —- meaningless because it tells us noth-
ing of what the characters are supposed to be
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thinking and feeling - while the author, fail-
ing to penetrate beyond the surface of their re-
lationship. (because, of course, it's all on the
surface anywsy), resorts to describing their mo-
ment of supreme passion in such fuzzy prose as
this:
"And he réalised that fear made her tremble,
fear bound to her love in ways he could not
f21ly understand. Blind to the future, he
drew her down beside him and stopped her
"trembling with his joy."

ThHe result of all this is to leave the readers
feéling not as though they have been treated to
a deep and moving examination of one of the main
aspects of human love as cheated by the author's
persistent refusal to get to grips with her
theme — and possibly angry at the excess of
treacly gentimentality that's been ladled over
the story instead.

One could perhaps make allowances for this on
the grounds that it was her first published
story and that such criticisms are thus unfair;
Ptut the same superficiality of insight and ban-
ality of awareness is present in all the other
stories as well, "View From A Eeight", for
example, chronicles in diary form the thoughts
of a woman with no natural immunity to diseage
who is the sole crewmember of probe heading up
out of -the plane of the ecliptic with no possi-
bility of return; here's a sample of what she
says about herself:

"It'a all come back to me so strongly. Why
me? Why must I be the ultimate victim? In all
my life I've never smelled the gea wind, or
plucked berries from a bush and eaten them,
right there! Or felt my parents’ kisses
against my skin, or a man's bédy... Because
to me they were all deadly thing’s‘z "

And so on, and so on; the story is not so much
an investigation of a particular type of loneli-
ness and the person who has to endure it as a
long, irritating whinge that such things could
ever he allowed in the first place; and the
readers are reduced to wincing-awsy in embar-
ragsment at the sheer immaturity of i1t all,

The remaining three stories in ‘the collect-
ion, thankfully, do offer some occasional mo-
ments of respite., For instance, although the
human protagonist of the title story does ncot:
get on with his parents and in consequence has
his standard share of emotional problems, the
nature of the plot — involving communication
between a group of technicians on Earth and a
race of insect-like aliens on Titan —- mercifule
1y denies him any opportuniiy to go maundering
on atout them, The alien protagonist is in any
case far more interesting -~ at least to begin
~ith, for it swiftly proves to be nothing more
than a reincarnation of the nineteenth century
notion of the ™noble savage", and just as false,
Aliens crop up again in "To Bell The Cat", which
seems to be striving to say something about
vivisection but is scuttled long before the end
by the fact that the alisns seem little differ-~
ent from telerathic frogs -~ never mind the
frogs' imitation-Zen conversations which occupy
large chunks of the text but are so feeble as to
drive one to despair, "Media Man", which has
the szme background as the novel The OJutcasts Cf
Heaven Belt but which is set (from the slight
internal evidence on offer) some years before
the svents thereof, is the only story in the
book to take a stab at 2 fully adult message via

its tale of a news reporter learning that thexe
is such a thing as moral integrity and that one
shouldn't always sell out to the highest bidder;
but it fails because it is in essence what James
Blish would have called a "smeerp”, with the SP
elements so intrusively grafted on as to dis~
tract us from what Vinge is trying to say, Not
to mention the additional distraction of the re-—
porter's finding true love, of the dewy-eyed-
lump-in-the-throat variety, on a distant aster=
oid...which remains unconsummated, although
Vinge says in her afterword that she's plamning
a gtory showing how they got back together
again, If "Tin Soldier" is any guide, the two .
of them will doubtless spend most of it alter-
ately whispering sweet nothings in each other's
sars.or crying on each other's shoulders...

It's 80 bad it's almost funny — or it would
be, if people weren't taking it seriously, but I
suspect they do so because, to a large extent,
they too have been taken in by the "Ca.lifomia
crap® line of analysis and can no longer tell
the difference tetween the pseud and the pro-
found. The truth is that the "verities of human
behaviour" that Vinge's work purports to display
are no verities at all, but banalities; obser-
vations so common-place that only the most naive
would consider writing them down. That such
maudlin, superficial, and indeed completely er—
satz nonsense can be regarded as evidence of
genuine insight and understanding is little

8hort of farcical; that it can win prizes and

acclaim from all and sundry is astonishing, If
Vinge really is one of the best new writers to
have emerged during the seventies, then American
SF must be in-deep, deep trouble.

Xim Stanley Robinson — THE WILD SHORE (Ace,
371pp, £3+50)

Reviewed by Jeremy Crampton

The Second World War deeply affected meny:lives
aorogs the globe., Something like 72 million
people were killed, with many more wounded, It
is probably true to say that it is the single
most. significant event of the twentieth century
so far, and life has never been the same again,
It follows that after a nuclear holocaust
people’s lives would be even more fundamentally
altered,

Such obgervations are truisms: whilst being
true they don't get you very far, and most
people know them anyway. One of the few except-~
ions, it seems, is Kim St=nley Robinson, who be-
lieves that people will he just the same after a
nuclear holocaust as they are now; will have law
and order, will still be fond of weapons and
war, and (most remarkably) will still have the
same modes of thought and societal values., In
my view, this implies a serious lack of imagin-~
ation on Robinson's part,

Robinson is a nsw writer; one of the first of
the new post-Wolfe era, His novel is set in a
near future (2047) USA some sixty-three years
after 2 continent-wide devagtation caused by the
simultaneous explosion of 2000-5000 neutrcn
bombs by persons unknown. This does not prevent
the survivors from imaginatively speculating who
it might have been; among the blamed are the .
Russians (naturally), the Prench, and the South
Africans, Ingeniously. if horrifically, the
bombs were not dropped from aircraft or fired as
missiles; they were loaded into the back of
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Chevrolet vans in city centres across the US and
then detonated. There was no warning, and the
effeot of this was so demoralising that the US
wag either unwilling or uneble to retaliate. So
mich for SIOP (the Single Integrated Operational
Plan that unites every aspect of the US's tac-
tical and strategic nuclear forces and provides
its commanders with options for their use).. The
US is quarantined for its own good by the rest
of the world which, unharmed, continues blithely
on. : :

This much we know as we focus on a small com-
munity living in a place called Onefre, on the
Californian coast. Their life is rural and ag-
ricultural; fish and wheat are the main foods.
Although there is little spare time for the
adolescents of this 60-person-odd "village™,
they spend what there is in learning (especially
about the past) at the feet of the Grand 0ld Man
of the comminity, Tom Barnaby, He is an inher—-
ently interesting character, one of the few in
the novel, because he is one of those people
alive when the bombs went off, and presumably -

because of this is greatly loved and respected,

He is the novel's deuteragonist; the protagonist
is the narrator of the book, Henry —= "Hank" —-
Franklin, a 17-year-old.

So far so straightforward. But because of
the almost ineluctable Americammess of this nov-

el, the American Way Of Life soon rears its ugly .

head, in the form of a "resistance" group, irked
at being quarantined and guarded by mere for-
eigners, kept from their rightful place at the
top of the world league. The Onefreans are in-
vited to join it, but when the elder and wiser
heads of the community reject the idea as point-
less the youngsters, prompted by Henry's friend
Steve Nicolin, go into secret collusion with the
movement, which .operates from San Diego. The
result is a disagtrous ambush when one of the
patrol boats guarding the coast decides to land,
Many San Diegan~ are killed; they pull out to
save their own skins, leaving the Onefreaums to
face the music.  Henry, we are obviously meant
to infer, has Grown Up, leaving behind his

childish naivete when reality inconveniently in=-

tervenes,

The Wild Shore offers nothing new in this
respect; lost innocence is an o0ld theme. To be
sure, it has more to offer; there are injections
of philosophy. humour and action, - Yet with the
exception of Henry and Tom the characters are

not fully believable, And although I have sket-

ched the plot and post-holocaust society with
more than strictly utilitarian necessity, neith-

er is that society fully believable., Yet, judg~

ing from its reception in the USA, and its

choice for the new Ace Special SP Series (edited-‘

by Terry Carr, who claims for the series 'new
novels of high quality and imagination...a rig-
orous insistence on literary quality -— lueid
and evocative writing, fully rounded character-
isation and streng underlying themes (but not
Messages)"), this novel is going to make (has
already made?) a large impact on the SF world,

I wish to demur, not because it is fashion-
.able to swim against the current, but because
this novel vresents real difficulties for the
reader -~- especially the politically aware one,
Because of the novel's likely reception, I wish
to briefly examine its basioc rationale and the
more obvious implications that arise from it;

implications that have nevertheless been ignored

by its American reviewers,
We are %o believe that at least 2000 neutron

bombs were exploded by an unknown group or coun—
try. Quite why Robinsen chose the neutron bomb

is unclear. The "reason" in real life for NATO

having the neutron bomb is to deploy it against

Soviet tank formations in Europe, becanse its

radiation can penstrate their armour and so kill

the crews by radiation sickness.

A neutron bomb is a fission-fusion weapon,
releasing more energy as radiation than blast in
comparison with the "a.tomic" (fission) or
"hydrogen" (fusion) bomb. It was initially de—
veloped by President Pord, and although product-
ion was put off in 1978 President Reagan decided
to redevelop it in 1981, A4s of 1983, however,
such weapons had not been deployed. It has been
reported that the USSR has not gone ahead with
the neutron bomb, Neither, as far as 1 know,
has any other country. Robinson has the bombs
exploding in 1984 and therefore — if we are to
relate his novel to reality -- they can only be
the USA's own, This being the case, I am at a
loss to understand why no warning was given by
the US govermment to its own people that 2000 of
its latest nuclear weapons had been stolen; why
these explosions came as such a shock (even to

. the President); why nobody knew who had done it

or where the bombs had come from; oxr how the
bombs had been stolen in the first place (I as-

~sume they were fully gmarded by the might and

main of the modern day US armed forces)., I am
also at a loss to understand just why US citi-
zens saw fit to explods the bombs in the first
place, -
But perhaps I am being vedantic, After all,

“everyone in the novel believes it was a foreign

power ("We were murdered", etc.)., Perhaps we
should not look foxr too much of a similarity
between today's situation and the scope of the
novel (although it reduces anv relevance —-—
warning -- for our society). Ignoring these
problems, then, we come to- the inescapable phys~
ical effects, on whatever society or political
situation, of the actual explosion of such quan~
tities of bombs. Apart from 2 brief and seccnd-
hand mention of tornados in the USSR, we get on-
1ly one mention of the "muclear winter" that will
be the result of using just 1/125 of the world's
available muclear stockpile. Figures produced
by Dr Carl Sagan and his peers in both the USA
and the USSR at a conference in Washington DC in
November 1983 show that even if only 100 mega~-
tons were exploded sunlight would be cut to one
percent of normal due to the mass of soot, dust

- and smoke particles that would be injected into -

the atmosphere, Temperatures would fall to
-30°C, freezing drinking water. Crops would
fail, The ozone layer would no longer filter UV
rays, and cancers become endemic. The conferen-
c2's final repcrt envisages — even in the
southern hemisphere — guch a widespread coll-
apse of the world's life-support systems that a
majority of plant and animal species would be
extinguished. The survivors — if there were
any --= would be forced to revert to the hunter-
gather lifestyle of their forebears, Human
civilisation as we know it wouyld 'disappear, per-
haps never to return.

There is none of this in Robinson's ‘novel,
Impossibly, it suggests that nuclear weapons can
be used without the risk of starting a full-
scale nuclear war., (Consider, again, the mass-
ive American SIOP.) Robinson haa a supposedly
knowledgeable character remarking at one points
"There's the dust thrown inte the stratosphere

by the bombs and fires, dropping world Vemperat-
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uree by a couple of degrees", He is ludicrously .

nnderestimating; dangerousiy undersstimating.
The use of nmuclear weapons (which hoth advocat—
ors and detractors of "deterrence" abhor), =s-
‘pecially where things are more or less the same
-aftervards (apart from a few messy deaths, but
luckily for the yeader they 2ll took place a
iong time ago, o“'fstage,. cezn never be counten-
snced,
At best, Kim Stanley Rovinson's The wWilid

here is 2 naive first novel; on this level, I
woald expeot ihe novel, full of adventures and
conflicts as it is, would appeal to what iz |
called the "“young adult” market. At worst, it
is plain wrong, and sadly unrelated to todsy's
uorld. For those readexs interested in a more
entertaining, better written, and realistic ac—
count of a post-holocaust world I can do no more
than recommend Angela Carter's far supericy
Heroces And Villains (1969), Perhaps, in view of
this, it would have been bhetter if Teryry Carr
had chosen for his series novels that dig have a
Message =- although mathematicians, having work-
ad out that Robinson's original catastrophe,
should refrain from cynically arguing (as did a
friend) that the novel does have one, namely:
"my ny book, befors it is “is too latel"

Ghristoper Lee — TEE FINAL DECADE: WILL WE
SURVIVE THE 1980s? (Svhere,
, _ 311pp, £2°50)
Reviewed by Bill Carlin
The obvious temptation when sittiné down to re-
view thia book was to make a series of cheap and
tasteless jokes about Christopher Lee sinking

his fangs into. a horrific subject, but unfortun—
ately there were iwo 1ain problems with such an

approach, The first of these is that the author

is not the Christopher Lee but merely
Christopher Lee, the BBC's Defence and Foreign
Affairs correspondent; the second, and by far
the greater, is the simple fact that muclear
devagtatior is not a subjeot that lends itself
to cheap jokes.

So if The Pinal Decade is not designed tc
give an insight into horror movies, and it's
certainly not intended to rival Punch or Private

Eye as.a stimulator of belly-laughs, can it live
up to.its sensational subtitle and answer your
questions ebaut the possibility of the human
race surviving what's left of the 1980s? The
answer, of course, i3'a definite and resounding
"no", but-that doesn't mean that the book is a-
complete fajlure., Despite its misleading title,
which nay tempt SF readers to store it away in
the vaults of memory somewhere between Chariots
Of The Jods and the pamphlets handed out by Hare
Krish a devotees in busy streets, the author -
does a reasonable job of reviewing the current
prevarations for war on both sides of the Iron
Curtain,

Le2 must be given credit for his attempt to
maintain a certain neutrality of tone, but a
disproportionate amount of space seems to be - -
given to analysis of the Soviet soldier and the

"Rugsian military machine" in general, although

I suppose this can be justified by the assumpt-
ion that a Western readership knows more than
enough .about ¥ATO and is eager to learn more
about the shadowy Soviet capacity for destruct-
ion, Less easy to juastify, especially in a book
which claims to tell the truth about the factors

in{lvencing the arms race, is the, .aathor's fail~
ure to recog'v.ise the importance of CND, Vir~
tually nc vYeference to this importa.n‘ novement
is made in the text: (there is certainly nons in
the index), while the facade of "civil defspoe”
is given a complete chapter %o itself. In fact,
Lee seems to be tolally blind to the possibiliii-
fes of unilateral apd multilateral disarmament ;
the took's final parégrapn, giving his ultimate
cornclugions, confirms his stances

"in spite of scphisticated campaigns, arms
ccntrol agreements and widespread recognition
of this danger, nuclear weapons are here to
stay — et least until the first group of:
them is used.”

Since the book was originally published in
1980 and slightly revised for paperback public-
ation in late 1983, Lee may now have changed his
cpinionz =28 to CND's importance, but despite
the . -growing strength of those in favour of dis-
armapent his conclusion would probably be even
more pessimistic,  The Korsan jumbto jet inoi~-
dent, the invaasion of Grenada, and the initial
deployment of cruise missiles in Britain follow-

- ed by the Soviet Union's withdrawal from the

arms limitation talks in Geneva are all eventa
which have overtaken the view of the world put
forward in The Final Decade,

Any book which clarifies our view of the )
crisis now facing us must be regarded as a good
thing, but 1 found that some of the "facts" it .

"quoted rather suspect, mainly because of the

rapid changes that have occurred since it was
first published., In all faiimess to the author,
I must say that he has made a valiant attempt to.
vresent a highly emoiive subject:as dispassion-
ately as possible, but perhaps a little passion
is what we need to solve our qurrent problems.
Those with any interest in the future would do
better to spend their time reading up on what is .
happening now rather than ploughing their way :
through several ssets of cold facts and figures
which have been swept away by the tide of recent
events,

Philippe Curval -~ EN SOUVENIR DU FUIUR (Robort
. Laffont, 312pp, T9FFr)

Reviewed by Pascal Thomas

Just how Burdpean do you Britons feel, anyway? .
British 5P does not take much account of a poss-
ible integrated future Europe -~ tut then neith~
er do most of the continental SF writers, per-
haps because there seems to be little faith a.ny-
where in the future of Europe, and-the ﬁ‘uropean
institutions in any case appear oormg and tech~
nical, -
Philippe Curval's journa.l:.stlc work with EDP
(the Prench power company) has protably given
him a better than average knowledge of technical .
issues, and his depicticn of a deathly safe, -
closed=off "Marcom” (Common Market). in Brave Old
World (originally Cette Chere Humanitd, Robert
Laffont, 1975) won him the coveted Prix Apollo.
He is now returning to the same future his-
tory, which is intended to incorporate Le
Dormeur s'Eveillera~t-il? (Denoel, 1979) and a

‘fourth volume yet to come into a loose tetralogy

named "L'Europe Apres La Pluie" ("Europe After
The Rain"), Set earlier, in an alternate uni-
verse, Le Dormeur s'Eveillera~t-il? is difficult
to connect with anything, and is very strained
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in those passages where Curval provides the
bridges — as well as in those passages where he
paves the way for Cette Chere Humanite’, which
(in terms of their internal chronology) comes
after En Souvenir De Putur, )

Similar strains mar this novel, and are prob-
ably the only weaknesses in what is otherwise a
rich and complex work which spans several times
and locales, It is a time-~travel story, and one
which introduces a new idea into the subgenre:
one can only travel to a time where one has sex~
ual ties, The protagonist, Georges Quillan, can
only "return" to the times that correspond to
the various women he will meet. This makes the
future to which he travels look like his past,
and one can't escape the parallel with the ex-
plorer of the past in Michel Jeury's ground-
breaking Chronolysis ("Le Temps Uncertain",
Robert Laffort, 197%); there are definite simi-~
larities between the two, despite the newness of
the idea and the many d:\.frerencea between the
two writers.

(It is surprising that, as far as I know, no
SF writer has thought of the idea before; isn't
it natural thai the strongest feelings -— thase

attached to sex -— provide the atmngest mental

link with a:given time?)

The novel is built around & geries of "flash-
forwards™ by Quillan as he carries:out his miss-
ions for the. CEGESTE, a research .centre which is
more of an intelligence operation; the goal here
is to manipulate the course of future history to
bring about the advent of the Marcom. Things
are more complicated than they seem, though, as
spies and traltors abound, and Quillan himself
has no liking for his bosses who have him go up
and down his lifetime; nor has he any sympathy
for the "bourgeois Utopia" of the Marcom, which
will stress safety at all costs (including the
cost of the spice of life...).

Quillan does not care much, either, for
Europe's American, Soviet and Chinese adversar-
ies; in fact, he fights the US alongside Mexican
guerillas in Yucatan, and is xobbed down to his
underwear by Chinese refugees~cum~provocateurs

in Yugoslavia. A true anarchist, Quillan is un-

committed, and all he really cares about seems
%o be his return to the time of his undyirg
love, Curvel is delivering a very politioal
novel, but avoids preaching.

Let's not forget Curval's wide-ranging sex-
uality, with his usual references to wine and
fine food this time made only in passing and sex
used an integral element of the intricate plot
in a way I find much more successful than in the
earlier L'Odeur je la Bete (Dencel, 1982) or in
Tous vers 1'Extase (Lattes, 1961). Curval has’
begun to get some attention from the French lit-
erary media for Ah! Gue c'est Beau New York!
(Dencel, 1982), a "mainstream” novel which I
feel to be geveral shades below his best SP
work; he has now given us what looks like the
best SP novel of 1983, in Prench at least!

Anne McCa.ffrey _— MOREI‘A DRAGONLADY CF PERN
(Corsi 410pp, £3+95)

Reviewed by Helen McI‘_Ia.bb

There really seems little point in reviewing a
new "Dragon" book, because as the seventh in the
series it is going out to a pre-existing market,
and it makes few concessions to anyone who is
not well acquainted with Pern and its inhabit-

ants, Dragonphobes will hate it and dragon-
philes will love it, though even they may cavil
at the price: £3¢95 for a paperback which is
slightly larger than the normal format but is
otherwise just a2 paperback is extortionate.

The six previous Perm books fall into three
groups, The first two, Dragonflight and
Dragonquest are good, with effective plotiing
and mythology. The next three, Dragonsong,
Dragonsinger, and The White Dragon, are all
right, but the plotting characterisation are
slighter snd seer aimed at a much younger amdi-
ence., The sixth, Dragondrums, is poor, and
reads like a potboiler. I think Moreta, Dragon-
lady Of Pern falls into the second category.

Its story is that of "The Ballad Of Moreta's
Ride", which is referred to in many of the other
books; it is readable, and manages to be sad,.
but it doesn't succeed in being 'cramc, which is
what it*s aiming at.

This is where I'm going to start’ piclcmg
nits, In the other books Moreta is said to have
come from Ruatha, but in this novel she comes
from Kercons in Dragonflight we were told Moreta
could talk to any dragon, but in this novel she

" can't; in Dragonsinger a brief synopsis of

Moreta's ride was related, and it differs ocon-
siderably from the plot of this novel. I:don‘t
think that the mythology of Pern i3 sufficiently
complicated that the author could get so much
unnécessarily wrong, and this irritated me.

‘There is also the point that the brief plot syn~

opsis given in Dragonsinger has more impact than
the plot of this novel. In the outline, Moreta
was the only hope of the planet and to save oth-
ers pushed herself and Qrlith, her queen, beyond
their limits and on to death. In this novel she
is only one of many carrying out an urgent

chore and she dies because Holth, the queen she
has -borrowed, is too old, becomes exhausted, and
gets lost "between". Moreta is not a tragic
figure because there is no sacrifice made by her
~— ghe is merely the victim of an accident. The
tragedy inherent in her stery is degraded to
something which is only sad. MoCaffrey should
have stayed with her original story idea, be-
cause it would have made a better book.

!
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It's a pity McCa.ffrey didn't attempt the
tragedy, because she has missed the: opportunity
to stretch herself as a writer. I get the feel-
ing that she looked up at the mountain, thought
that the peaks were tog far .away and that life
might be less comfortable up there, and so de-
cided to stay down:in her wam cosy valley, She
has at last venturgd to mention that blue and
green ridetrs have homosexual relations, which
has been very carefully skirtéd a.rou.nd before, .
but there innovation ceases, : o

Moreta, Dr: _Of Pern is undemanding am_i
unadventurous, But enjoyable if you like Anne
McCaffrey's novels; I read it happily but I'm
glad T didn't have to pay for it., However, it
has a wide and ready market weiting, and its ex-
pectant asudience will doubiless make both pub-
lishers and audlience a greal: deal of money.

Larry Niven & Steven: Ba.mes ‘— THE DESCENT OF
' ANANST (Orbit,
278pp, £1°95)

Heviewed by 'Alax'x--h-.eser

"t After all, you're part of this too, aren't

you?*' _
"Silence, Then, 'What do you mean?*
miSpace, "The Final Frontier", How much of
your 1ife have you invested in 1t? You must
lave dreamed the same dreams as Fleming and
Stonsoypher, and me. You must have watched
2001 and Star PTrek and Tead the books, and
Iisten to the same people sing the same -
songs, And watched the sky. You had to

This conversation takes place between two ex~
NASA space shuttle pilots, the first speaker
aboard the cerippled shuttle "Anansi", disabled
by & bomb.whilst delivering a reel of special

cable from a laboratory in lunar orbit to Earth,

and :the second piloting a Brazilian shuttle
whioch has been launched to "selvage" the cargo.
In making this appeal to his better nature, -

Janet de Camp, pilot- of the "Anansi", ig agsum-

ing that there are common values higher than
political beliefs or love of The Flag, and that
a commitment to the media representations of
space travel transcends all other ties,

Before returning to the philosophy behind The

Descent Of Anansi, I should glve a synopsis of
the plot. The novel is set in the near future,
early in the next century perhaps, when the

Falling Angel space laboratory, in orbit around
the Moon, incorporates itself as a private com-

pany and declares itself independent of NASA and

the US government. To finance iis operations,
it sells the first project of the lab, onme
thousand miles of monofilament cable extruded in
zero gravity, to a Japanese construction com—-
pany building a trans-Korea bridge. . (The cable
sounds. and behaves like the shaddow square wire
that -sliced off one.of the .ruppeteer's heads in
Ringworld.) The losing corporation, Brasilia
Technimetal-Electromotores, has déliberdately bid
low becauise it has a plan to get the oable even
more oheaply. T

The Brazilians hire an Arab terrorist orgen-
isation to Yaunch a missile to destroy the
"Anansi", vhich is bripging the cable to Earth,
‘as a political gesture against this capitalist
feat, but make sure the missile explodes harm-
lessly just short of the target while the Arabs
‘announce to the world that the shuttle has been

Moon orbit disables the shuttle and its long-
range radio, and two ex-NASA shuttles launoh
secretly from Braail to "salvage" the cable pod
and its cargo. The crew of the erippled
"Anansi" are of course expendable because the
:o:‘]id (and Palling Angel) believes them to be

e o0 e

The name of the shuttle, "Anansi®, is import-—
ant, and a clue to the plot events., Anansi was
‘a mythical spider from West African folk tales
who climbed up a silk line let down from Heaven.

After wearing out his welcome there, Anansi
talked a dove into bringing him down to .Earth
again, ‘but at the end of the flight.ate the
bird, How the shuttle "Anansi" emulates its
namesake with the aid of the %ﬂl_d cable is
quite ingenious scientifically but a little too
coinoidental,

" I have'been a fan of Lan-y Niven's since I
read. the ‘Science Fiction Book Club edition of
World Of Ptaavs in 1969, and have enjoyed his .
work ever s « However, this novel has more
of the flavour of one of those best-selling
thrillers from writers like Robert. Ludlum or. '
Jeffery Archer than a modern SF novel, and T

.think that .an author like them would have haﬂd;_-

led this ma.teria.l better, to produce a more -
satisfaotq;y novel within the limite of the for-
mat, Also, there are hints that the mamscript
dates from earlier than the 1982 copyright date,
despite the odd references to Star Wars., The
Brazilian organising the terrorist mission part
of theiplan travels to Iran on a BOAC jet, and -
there is a reference to Tehran being a seedy
version of a Western city. This implies that
the text.is pre-Ayatollsh, as I cannot imagine a
later work not referring to more recent events,
Also, the.cable itself gould be an idea that was
lifted from an earlier, unpublished, text to be
used to good efféct in Bingworld, None of this
would .matter in itself, -except that SF has moved
on from the thriller with scientific overtones
gset in the near future,- and The Descent Of
Anansi -therefore appears rather a throwback.
There is the making of a human interest sub-
plot ag an axtempt to flesh ou.t the charaocters,

o)

destroyed. At the same time, a bomb planted in
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with "Ananai" pilot Janet de Camp and the ten-
sion between the co-pilot; who is her ex-lover,
and the ion-drive techm.oian, who is her soon-
to-be~ex~husband, but resolution of this person-
al drama takes a very second.a.ry place to the
main action. The back cover blurb makes much of
the "erisis on the Moon” and the Moon colonists'
bid for independence —~ e.g., "Not every Moon
colonist was bound to Barth and the old ways..."
— but this is a distortion of the plot, emphas—
ising events which have a very esmall part to
play in the novel as a whole. This could also
be an attempt to give the book a "modern" feel
which it doesn't really possess. As noted earl-
ier, the philosophical tone of the novel is es-
sentially shallow, and the desire for "independ-
ence” by the Falling Angel staff is based on
their allegiance to that dreem of commercial
space exploration rather than any revolutionary
fervour or political aspirations.

, To sum up, the novel has a good action-filled
plot, but is ultimately unsatisfying. It is an
easy read, and its 278 pages or large iype would
enable you to while away a train journey, but it
is a book I would leave in the compartment rath-
er than take home to put on my bookcase to read

again,

James Blish ~ THE QUINCUNX OF TIME; THE NIGHT
SHAPES (Avon, 110vp and 124pp’
respectively, #2:50 each).

Reviewed by Martynm Taylor

Let me confess to finding James Blish a "diffi-
cult" writer. Not that I dislike him; Black
Baster is definitely one of my "desert island
books", and there is much in his philosophical
stance that I find congenial, Nevertheless, I
find much of his fiction unsatisfying, as fiec-
tion, and these two brief works provide good il-
lustrations of my reasons.

The Quincunx Of Time is a still short expan-
sion of that much anthologised short story,

"Beep", concerning the instantaneous Dirac com- '

municator, each transmission of which is accom-
panied by 2 beep which "is the simultaneous re-
ception of every one of the Dirac messages that
has ever been or ever will be sent", This im-
parts a limited degree of precognition, and is

introduced by a delightfully appropriate device -

in that ‘it is imparted -- suitably disguised ——
to its originators before it has been sent,
Little imagination is required to realise that
we have been dumped in what Brian Aldiss terms,
in his introduction, "deep metaphysical water",
quite Blish's favourite location! Just to add
to the mental rigour of our exposure to his
speculation, he has deprived us of all the cus-
tomary figleaves of fiction --~ plot, character,
realistic dialogue, all that manner of baggage.
It would be easy to list all the weaknesses
in this story, as a work orf fiction. The three
orincipal characters are talking heads with
names but no personalities -- male lead Weinbaum
and female lead Lje are to all intents and pur-
poses identical, and when the time comes for all
the loose ends of the mystery to be tidied Lje
begins to lecture in the precise words and tone
previously adovted by the mildly alconolic
scientific cypher, Wald. PFor a man whose post
implies he is one heap big detective wallah,

Weinbaum's methodology has nothing whatsoever to’

do with Occam's Razor, the Holmes Principle, or

. even The Copper's Nose, but everything to do

with the trifling confection here passing for a
"plot". To call it implausible is to pay it an
unwarrantedly high compliment, and Wald's scien-
tific detective work is no more impressive,
Surely the "beep" would have been exhaustively
investigatéd — and solved — by a man of his
ability.

But none of that is really to the point of
this story. In his 1970 introduction, Blish
wrote that one critic had perspicaciously re—
marked that the story "was 'not redundant with
physical action'" (the world turns, the sun also
rises, the moon is made of green cheese), and
went on to say that "the drama, for those
capable of enjoying it in this form, lies more
in the speculations than in the action," the. im-
plication being that Blish's intention was to
stimulate further discussion rather than present
his own musings as having been brought down
from Sinai graven on tablets of stone, Purther
discussion would seem to flow quite naturally’
from this story., Relating how and why she came
to engineer events she knows Irom the beep will
happen, Lje says: "'All actions are fixed. What
we oall motives evidently are rationdlisations
by the helpless observing consciousness, which
is intelligent enough to smell an event coming

'~ and since it cannot avert the event, instead

cooks up reasons for wanting it to happen...'"
Indeed, yet she has also informed us that the
beep relates to a tiny number of known and
therefore "fixed" future events. To proclaim a
deterministic universe on such slight a weignt
of evidence smacks of that hoary old philosoph-
ical strategy, generalising from the particular,
What about that almost infintely greater mmber
of future events not authoritatively predicted?
And that is just one of the grosser areas for
debate. Many of Blish's notions are undevelop-
ed, merely mentioned to raise the mental eye-
brows and then passed by — "world lines" and a
protean creature called a "vombis" are but two
which soring quickly to mind. There are suffic-
ient ideasg in these few pages to support lesser

writers for a produgtive lifetime’

Nevertheless, as a work of fiction The
Quincunx Of Time is a failure. It simply does
not succeed on any literary level. Much of
Bligh's expression is trite, banal, clichedj
but this matters not one jot since thisg is not a
work of fiction but a thinly disguised "fireside
chat" by a thoughtful man, "Has it ever struck
you," ke asks, "what would happen if,.."j ‘hat. .
old taproot cf almost all SP, the "what if"
speculation., As a piece of mental stimulation,
1'd say that The Guincunx Of Time nhas survived
the vicigsitudes of 30 years' scientific devel-
opment remarkably well, largely because of the
most pieasant impression it creates that James
Blish would have been just as interested in your
informed thoughts on the matter as his own,
Whatever its literary linitations, this novel
transcends them,

But if The Guincunx Of Time is'almost totally

_bereft of "physical action", The Nizght Shapes

goes a long way in the opposite direction. For
ts size it has too much action. A soup spiced
with a touch of Verne, a dash of Faggard,:and -
surprising lashings of cocld-eyed 20th century
cynicism, it has a degree of plot in its 116
pages of by no means tiny print that would last
the likes of Stephen Donaldson for a hefty tril-
ogy; which is its weakness, The story is epic:
renegade "white hunter" on the run from American




4 PAPERBACK INFERNO

justice now a rea) live king in the Belgian
Congo gets himself involved with treachery,
politics, ocolonialist theft, commercial paleeon~
tology, and the final destruction of a "lost
valley" of prehistoric oreatires after having
invoked on his vehalf the-aid of "certain pow-
ers" tmsuaoeptible to modern scientific method;
not to mention:love, sex; dbaxh, and trival war,
But the style is mimiaturist’ and cannot ade~
qhately convey the story in such a small novel.
Perhaps the reader does not need to be verbiaged
to death in the modern mammer, but the remorse-
less pace of the plotting and the density of
hard-edged detail (the Blish tradema.rk) does no
service to anyone. '

That being said, I must own to ‘doubts as to.
the precise reader Blish felt himself to be ad- .
dressing. There are moments when the story
teeters on the edge of that sub-Conan Doyle
cliche~ridden "lost world" Juvenile set, as
typified by films.starring Doug McClure or Ron
Ely, yet in the same moment Blish subverts any-
such audience direation by some desoription that

would set the blue. pencil flying at any Juvenile

publishing house of the early sixties, For in-.

stance, he. descri'bes his "hero" — the expatri- . .

ate American 30 evocatively named Kit Kennedy —
in true Quartexmain terms,:end then slips in .
this little items "Por twelve ‘years he had pray—
ed at.black altars. and heern given black women
for 'ﬁ&tabische «so! . Paganism ‘and unhallowed
misceganation in the same sehténcé! 2nd as if
that wouldn't give the average public librarian
a severs oase of the soreaming habdabs, he later
presents this nugget of baokground verisimili-
tude: "Inside the small drume were making a mel-
ody, as though the witch dootor were telling
some secret shory to the young men on the night
before cirowmcision... The singing drums died;
perhaps they had not been singing to the young
men but to the. girls; if so, now the old man:had
to leave the skins and go to enlarge the. genit-
als of the maidens with his withered moubh;“be—
fore the small lips. and clitoris went under the
mife." It is obvious that Blish did not sub-

scribe to the Walt Disney school of anthropology

—so0 why, then, create a story so redolent of
the Walt Disney approach? The intellectual and
emotional thrust of this story is almost entire-
ly at odda with its dramatiec. structure. Blish
presents the white colonisers in a light that
would give Haggard and his ilk apoplexy — the.
Belgians are oruelty in human form, the- English
are stupid = yet the breakmeck pace of the act-
ion and the eve;:-present ?gensawundexr" are whol-

ly juvenile, and this almost completely under-
mineg the success of the story. Even within
such a context, Blish's attitude towards the
dramatioc demends of his story borders on the
dismissive — the drumhead battle of ‘Ktendi (as
Keanedy is known) and the rival king N'mbono is’
dispensied With in a haaty . 1200 wordsj the ap~
pearance and destruction by Ktendi's "pet"™
python of the f:.rst triceratops is just ag .
brief; the final herding and destruction of the
creatures is accomplished in even fewer ‘words.
As a plot outline for a film, The Night Shapes
is fine, but ‘as piece of literature it can only
cause any disczming reader tc wonder what Blish
had in mind, - .
This is echoed by a strange temporal game he
seems to play. Textual evidense places the act-
ion very firmly in 1906, yet one of the younger
characteras refers to Kennedy as sounding "'like
one of young Haggaard's (gic) characters., Allan
Quartermain, perhaps'". In 1906 Haggard was 50
years old, and Allan Quatermain had beer in the.
public domain for 19 years., The character :Ls a
highly educated young woman, a scion of the
English sub-aristocracy. Would she call Haggard
"young" in 1906? ' Shortly aftéerwards, Kennedy
refers to "'Lyly's newly published Elements Of
Geology'" as i external support for: the exist—
ence of the prehistorio creatures., I stand to
be corrected on this, but the only Lyly of any
note I can discover is a 16th century English
writer, John Iyly. Sir Charles Lyell, however,

.published a seminal work, The Principles Of

Geol y in 1833, together with its’ supplement,
Elements of Geologz, in 1838, Newly published
in 1906? James Blish was punctilious in his use
of historical evidence, and I ocan only wonder. at -
his motives in introducing these "errors".
I find these two works grossly disappointing
as works of literature, While The
Time, especially, is intelleotually stimxlating,
both lack those Sharacteristics found in fully
realised works: of' fiction, "from Pamela to m,
to quote Blish's own introduction. This dis-
appointment is only agcentuated by those ocoas~
ions found in both books where Blish allows his
talent to flow free for a moment or ‘so, .
Avon have reissued these two stories in com-
pany with a humber of other works by Blish, I
have no-doubt that The Quinounx Of Time and/or
"Beep" -deserve to be contimally available, but

or their own bsth these novels make -very slim

volunes .— The Mcunx Of Time is 95 pages of
fiction, The Night Shapes 116 pages. Both are
priced at -»§2-50. If more substantial works by
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the likes of Stanislaw Lem are being reissued in
packages of three by Penguin, need Avon be guite
g0 parsimonious in their (v:l.sua.lly incongruous)
packaging of by no means new stories? For my-
self, 1 believe that the memory of James Blish,
and the continuing 1ifeé of his work, deserves
better service than that,

Ardath Mayhar_ ~- GOLDEN DREAM: A FUZZY ODYSSEY
(hce, 269pp, $2-95)

Reviewed by Graham Andrews

"H, Beam Piper is dead! Long live Ardath
Mayhar'" And the cry comes back, "Ardath who?"
Well, despite the Vargo Statten~ish name, Ardath
Mayhar is all too horribly real, being the famed
authoress of such other Ace novels as How The

Gods Wove In Kyrennon and Khi To Preedom. = Now

she has been turned loose on the poor, defence-
less "fuzzies" of H, Beam Piper's [ittle Fuzzy
and Fuzzy Sapiens, with well-nigh genocid
results,

. This kind of "authorised plagiarism" is some-
thing of a running sore in today's SP market.
Just bring yourselves to think of all those E.
E. Smith "sequels" churmed out by the likes of
Gordon Eklund, Stephen Goldin and David Kyle. -
There are, to be sure, many precedents for this
syndrome outside SF «- Gerald Fairlie with
"Bulldog Drummond", Prederick H. Christian with
"Sudden”, and (more recently) John Gardner with
"James Bond" -~ and although these particular
copycats have occasionally contrived to match or
even surpags their predecessors, the same cannot
be said of Ardath Mayhax.

In terms of entertainment, the best parts of
this shoddy odyssey are the "scholarly" bits
which finish it’ off -- for example, "Appendix
II: Some Observations On Gashta Names". Speak-
ing of names, the Puzzies are saddled with cute

- Amerindian-type monickere like "Breaks-Twiga",

"Sun-Blossom"” and "Bad-Thing-Killer"; savour"
them, folks, because that's about all the
characterisation you're going to get. Among the
un-Puzzy sapiens, only Papry Jack Holloway,
prospector gxtraordinaire, has any vestige of
credibility <- largely on acdount of the good~
will carried forward from his previous appear-
ances, And the "poetry" whish introduces each

-section of this novel makes the great MoGonagall.

look like Pam Ayres (or vice versa).

According to the foreword, Ardath Mayhar was -
chosen to execute this book because she is (a) -
"fast at writing", and (b) "partly alien". I
can well believe it.

There is nothing intrinsically wrong with the
idea of writing a novel from the Puzzies point
of view - if the job had been given to Michael
Bishop, say, or perhaps even James Tiptree. 3ut
Ardath Mayhar reduces everything to rack and
ruin; she treats the highly intelligent Puzzies
as 1f they were some kind of extraterrestrial
Smurfs, The only word which can adequately des-
cribe her style is "twee" -— a charge that could
not have been levelled at her supposed model, H.
Beam Piper,

ALSO RECEIVED

Poul Anderson -— THE DANCER FROM ATLANTIS

' (Sphere, 171pp, £1°75)s re-
print novel of four people accidentally snatched
back into the past -~ specifically, the Eastern
Mediterranean shortly before the eruption of
‘Thera in 1350 BC, which gives Anderson plenty of
opportunity for rehashing everything in J. V,
Luce's The End Of Atlantis: New Light On An 0ld
Legend, which probably gave him the idea in the
firet place (it was published in 1969; his novel
appeared in 1962) and which you should reed in
preference to this tedious and very silly story.

Robin W, Bailey -— FROST (Unicorn, 2C9pp,
€2+95): first British edition

‘of a novel reviewed by Sue Thomason in.-her gen-

eral look at modern fantasy fiction in issue 44.

-~ DRBAN PREY and THS CRUCIFIXION
SQUAD (Arrow, 138pp & 223pp res-
pectively, £1+75 each): first two novels in a
- series antitled "Prauma 2020", which the tlurb
for the first claims "depicts a future so chaot-
ie and grim, you won't want to live long enough
~ to gat there". How right it is -- torture,
rape, gang warfare, police thuggery...l can't
imagine anyone but a psychopath actually enjoy-

ing this stuff.

James Blish ~- DOCTOR MIRABILIS (Arrow, 318pp,

£1+95): new edition of one of
Blish's greatest works (last reviewed here by
Sue Thomason, in issue 39), which for some reas-
on Arrow have clasgified as §F., It isn't, of
course, but a straightforward historical novel
-—— and such a classification will deny it a wid-
er audience.

john Christopher —— THE DEATH OF GRASS (sphere,
222pp, £1+75): far and away

the best of all Christopher's disaster novels,

and incidentalily one whose scenario the monocul-

" tural farming practices introduced by the so-

called Green Revolutisn have rendered extremely
plausible =~ if such a grass- and crop-destroy-
ing virus ever did appear, the world's stock of
plant genes has been so depleted that, unable to
cope with it or receover from its ravages, we

. would indeed all starve to death.

David Eddings —- MAGICIAN‘S GAMEIT (Corei,
305pp, £1+75): third book of

"The Belgariad" (the first two were Pawn Of

Prophecy and Juesn Of Sorcery), which I indtial-
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ly thought was a trilogy but which is now set to
run for five volumes (and which will doubtless
extend itself further still), The obligatory
map at the front is enough to put one off, full
of 8illy and unpronounceable names -- Tolnedra,
Vo Mimbre, Gar 04 Nadrak, Rak Cthol — and the
characters are co ketter = Hettar, Mandorallen,
Ce'Nedra, ‘Kheéldar... I can't understard how
anyone can dctually enjoy wading through such
gibberish, but presumably someone will write and
tell me. '

Harry Harrisop — INVASION: EARTY (Sphere,

150pp, £1°50): space opera in
which two warring alien races establish beach-
heads on Earth; but the war is a fake and, with
many platitudes about brotherly love and co-op—
eration between the USA and the USSR, Earth un-
ites agminst them. Well, I suppose it helps
pass the time...

Aldous Huxley —— BRAVE NEW WORLD REVISITED
(Granada, 189pp, £1°50): not,

strictly speaking, a sequel to Brave New World,
but .a non-fiction survey, first published in
1958, of events in the real world since the
first .appearance of the novel in 1932, intended
to: show how far towards hia fictional world we
have ‘been maving. - There's a good deal of truth

in what he has to:say about "freedom and its
enemies", particularly with regard to the in-
creasingly authoritarian — and in some cases
downright anti-democr@tic — tenor of contempor—
ary Western soclety; but the book's observations
and preoccupations are inevitably dated, and the
probability of it being taken as a curio rather
than as a document of urgent socio-political
relevance seems high.

Janes Kahn — TIME'S DARK LAUGHTER (Granada,
351pp, £195): second volume in
"The New World" $rilogy, set in a world in wnich
genetic enginedring has got out of control and
just about wiped humenity off the map, Scunds
interesting? Yes —— but the execution ig dia~

volical,

Gordon McBain — GQUEST OF THE DAWNSTAR (Avon,
1440p, #2+25): the sequel to
the sZme author's earlier The Path 0Of Exoterra
(which Chris Bailey, many issues ago, described
as "a sort of debased Star Wars"), complete with
a chronplogy tying the whole thing into the rise
and fall of Atlantis, As if this wasn't enough
to put the reader off, the novel begins thus:
"In a sector of the galaxy very distant from the
stars. of his. home, Prince Orion felt his senses
heightened by the echo of two voices speaking
millenia before his time. One voice cried out
for help. The other demanded the very Aura gift
that was Orion's life force." No thank you.

Theodore Roszak — BUGS:(Granada, 400pp, £1°95):
"*The megashock novel of
flesh-rending microchip horror" proclaims the
cover, Yes. It's all about these silicon bugs,.
which,.. "What on Barth has happened to the
author of The Making Of A Counter-CultuJ:e that
he can prod.uce such ludicrous rubbJ.sh as thia?

Brian Stableford —— BALANCE OF POWER (Hamlyn,
" 138pp, £175): fifth of the
"Daedalus” series, and its appearance so many

- years after the fourth is something of a mystery

considenng that there are no plans to reprint

the first four or even to publish the sixth and
final volume. However, this one is enjoyable .

enough (probably more enjoyable if you can re-

member what happened in the first four, which I
can't); budding ecologists may even learn some-
thing from it. (Even more intriguing, however,
is the list of Hamlyn titles at the back of the
book, which includes a catagory entitled: )
"Horror/Occult/Nasty". Nasty, eh? GCosh, I won-
der what sort of books they mean by that? Does
Mary Whitehouse know? Should they be brought to. .
Mrs Thatcher's attention, so that the governmem

can draft another half-witted bill to outlaw . i
them? I think we should be told.) K

LET A HUNDRED FLOWERS BLOOM — e 1ettor sotuam

A couple of late letters arrived just after I'd
finished the previous issue; since they deal
with matters that are essentially peripheral to
the ccntent of same, and have lost what topical-
ity they then tvossessed, I've decided not to
print ‘them,  {To avoid being late in future, you
should write as early as you can -—— deadlines
being what they are, each issue has to be pre-
pared for printing some weeks prior to the mail-
ing date.) So I've only one letter to hand for
this issue, from MARY GENTLE:

"I liked Chris Bailey's review of F & SF, and
generally agree w#ith him - do you think that
sometime he'hight explain, for the ignorant
among us, the reference to "Blue Guitar" in Ian
Watson's The Book Of The Rivér? Regarding Gene
Wolfe's 'A Solar La.bynnth‘, I think it 1s both

a plea-s:.ng conceit- and a key to Wolfe's flctlon,

but not a key in any one-to-one sense. It mere-
ly indiocates a way of reading, say, The Book Of
The New Sun; and tells you what that process
will feel like, rather than providing analysed
angwers., 1've a feeling Wolfe prefers the in-

is because of his Catholioism I wouldn't presume -
to guess. (I feel there are similarities w:.th :
R. A. Lafferty, 3lso a Ca.thollc, Fou.rth
Mansions, for exampls.)

"Sue Thomason makes a good point, in her re-
view of John Crowley's Little, Big (the print of
which was of a reasonable size in the trade
paperback edition), about literary allusions —
for example, I've read that the subtitle refers
to an ancient and allegorical Persian poem, )
which I don't think too many of Crowley's read-
ers will know., If they've tried to read Lewis
Caxrroll's Sylvie And Bruno, then I'm sorry for
them; it's unreadable. But the puint adout:

Little, Big is that it stands as a self-contain-
ed work; it doesn't matter if.you've never heard
of Lewis Carroll (although then, admittedly, you
wouldn't know why Auberon takes photographs of
pubescent girls, as indsed the Rev Dodgson did).
The allusions are just the icing on the cake, or
perhaps the gilding on the lily."

Which provides at least one answer to the plea
Sue made at the end of her review...

stinctive to-the intellectual, but whether this

Write soonest!
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