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GUEST
EDITORIAL

WEITHER SF — WLTHERED SF Dayl Kineaid
Poul Anderson's Qrion Shall Rise, Gregory
Benford's Againat Tnfinity, Roger Eldridge's The
Fishers Of Darksza — these three books repres-
ent the middle gsround of 5F, We are sway from
the borderlands here, the rezion whers texms
like SF ond magical realism and litsrature shads
into each cther amd risks are taken, This is
the solid heartland where ne cne is in any doubt
about labels, and whers everyone knows preciasly
what to expect of amy book, Since all three
novels come larded with the scrt of praise that

gests they are the cream of the current crop,
they should provide sgme clue as to the state of
scicnce fiction, soms suggssticn of where it is
going.

Well, if these books are typical of ceontemp—
orary SF then science fiction is going nowhere
axcept up its own fundament, There isn't one
what couldn't have been writien at amy time in
the last thirty years. To judge from this evi-
denca, the "literature or ideas" doesm't have
two new ideas to rtb itogether. Asg for the wrii-
ing, the epithets "uningpired", "unconvincing!
and "wmexciting" are the ones thai spring read-
ily to mind.
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Roger Eldridge is the newest of the three
writers on display, The Pishers Of Darksea
(Unwin, 214pp, £2°95) being nis fizst adult nov-
el, He strikes me as being a prime candidate to
beccme one of SF's young fogeys. So readily
dces he follow the pattemm laid down by count-
less Tantagy writers befcre him'that within
about twenty pages.I had not only guessed how
the story ended but had also worked out most ef
the incidents along the way.

The setting is a3 rocky arctic 1sle beset by
ice and sed& on which a tiny, isolated community
exgs out itsg existence. Thelr sgociety is bound
by an impenetrable density of rulea, formalities
and traditions, so that at every poscible moment
there seem to be twee little rhymoes to be recit-
ed or strict patterns of behaviour to be observ-
ed. Other than two wizard-type cheracters, the
nighesat stratum in this rigld society is the
Pishers. No-Mirth (I kid theo rot), the hero,
is a Pisher who finds himself 2t odds with his
scciety, .

That the novel should consist of a geries of
set-pieces to illustrate first the weird ead
wonderful strangeness of this society, and sec-
ond No-Mirth's increasing aliench *ion from it, is
routine and to be expected., That tho climex
shculd be No-Mirth's transformztien into the.
chief of the wizards i3 so predictsble as to -
make ycu wonder why Eldridge bethored writing it
(and even more why I bothercd rasding it), That
the novel should consist of notaing hut these
routine get-pieces and the predictedble climax
Just leaves you sad for the curvent state of
fantasy.

It seems %o me that The Fich~mn 0.; Darksea
belcngs in a genre as =»igid ar.d nidevownd &as the
society it protrays, 4 hendful of writsra’
(chief among them, I suppose, beirs Tollden)
have achieved such towering staturc within the
genre that no one else now szere ccpeble of do-
ing anything but follow 1n their footsveps,
Origirality seems to have been d—2lled out of
fantasy by tnis spparent demand {s¥ regimentat-
ion, for more of the szme, All tha% is fresh
and new about this novel is on tho suriecc; ba-
rieath its specific treppinzs of arciic fishermen
it is not one jot differemt from countless oth-
ars,

Yot this familiarity secms to be waet the
audience is demanding these dzyo, EFither the
readership is unable tc cope with criginality,
cr the writers are umabls to provide it
Gregory Benford's Azainst Jnfirity (New English
Libtrary, 251pp, £1+75) has so littlns that is
distinctive or original that vlhile rceding it
cne finds oneself asking wheth.r 1% zizht not
have teen written by Asimov or Clavke or Orson
Scott Card, or any of science fiction'a other
persistently predictable precstiticners?

The setting is Gamymede, ctill = frontier
world, but very sloily being torrsaformecd by the
use cf mutated creatures (the most original

thing in the novel, but never more thamn a part
of the background). Here, in this bleak, wild
place, men encounter the Alevh: rossibly living
creature, pcssibly alien artifact, certainly so—
alien as to he unlmowable, incomprehensible,
Mamiel, a boy of 13 ag the stoxry opens, sets out
tc hunt down and kill the Aleph, which he dces;
but it sontinues to haunt him through whet is
egssentizally the story <f his growing up. .
Back around the time of Clarie's Revdazvous
WLth Ramea, T found the idea that the clien night
actually be so strange as to be bsyond our un-

derstanding both novel and exciting, Now,. it is
such a commonplace that I long for a writer to

nake the mental effort to astually try to uader-
stand these things. But in Against Infinity the
Aleph hardly matters, becaumse the novel is real-

.1y a crude and ill-disguised paean of praise for

American frontier virtues, I don't normally ob-
ject tc writers bringing political sensitivities
and perspectives into their work, but when it is
dene as blatantly and as badly ag it is here
then the novel suffers.

Meznuel, a preternaturally mature 13-year-old,
either espouses:or personifies just about every
right-wing virtue or attitude in the novel.
Arcind the middle, there is a ludicrously nis-
Placed section in vhich he is brought face-to~
face with what purports to be a socialist soc-
iety in a2ction, Yet the whole thing is so sil-
1y, so over-the-top aud so grossly distorted
that cxe wonders how Benfcrd had the nerve to

ir~lvde lta-
Politica also lies at the heart of Poul

inderson's Orien Shall Rise (Sphere, 468pp,
£250), Right-wing libertariasnism has' always
Played a large role in science fiotion, and this
is just the latest example of what seems o de
something of a revivel in its fortumes of late.
Yet it is nowhere ncar as obtrusive as the poli-
tics in Benford's novel, is handled more subtly,

" and fite in with the story rather than being
shovelled in cn top of it, The result is cer-

tainly ihe best noval of the three, though that
isn't neccssarily saying a great deal,

It is after the bomb, but 30 long after that
an elahcrate ancd sophisticated civilisation has
arisen; (Why i{s it that one of the libertar-
iam3' most typical views is that nuplear war
will not dastiroy oivilisation but Just tidy it
up & bit end 2llow a new and gensrally detter
one to emorme?) The three most significant of
the new nations awe haced in Burope — a feudal
society undor the sway of & sort-of left-over
space station =~ New Zealand -~ moderate and
scologioally minded -~ and along the north-west
coast of fmerica - still technologically orien-
ted., .
The stoxy spens the continents, and is besic-
ally a fast-moving tals of adventure and in-
trigre, As en SP version of the big fat roman-
tie novels that seea to be &all you can find in
W. H, Smiths these days, it works well encugh.
Anderson is always able to plle on some new bit
of estion, or to shift the scene, if things ever
start ta slow deo'm. It is an umdemanding, but
reasonnbly catcrtoining read., The fundamental:
plot coneers the efforts of the American soc-
iety to reareate nuclear technology, opposed by
the ecological Maurai, For the majority of the
novel, indersen mokes it seem that the Ameéricans
want a nuclear bomb. and that his sympathies are
with the Mauraji, Then, at the #nd, it is re-
vealed that the !merican plan is:to build nuc-
lear-pows—ed spaceships, and that of course they
are misguided but besically right. What slse
could you expect -~ how could the builder of a
spaceship possibly be wrong in any science fic-
tion movel?

It is a novel of clichesj but Anderson knows
this, 2nd at least has the &bility to use his’
cliches woll, What a comment om SP it is,
though, that a2 novel should receive the praise
that this one has without even attempting to do
agything that hasn't been done a thousand times
baforz.

Yot if they lack criginality ~- which irn my
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‘naivete I had thought was a prime science fioc-
“¢ional requirement -~ do these three novels have
anything else to offer the readez" How abcut
reedsbility, .for example?

I have alﬁady “compared the inderson to +he .
sort of duced romant:l.o tosh that secms
to make mil:.ions these days. In.cther words, it
is glick aid bland and keeps going purely by, in-

serting plot devises whemever required. At its .

best 1% is undemanding and adequate; at its -

worst... Well, let me quote the first couple of

sentencesy "There wag 2 man callad Masl the Red
who dwelt in Ar-Mor. That wan the far western
and of -Brezh, which was itseif the far westem

end of the Domain®. Portunately he Coesn't keep

that sort of rubbish up for more than a few
pages, - o

Eldridge adopta tb.o soxt of artificial,  for-
mal-sounding prcse that is so beloved of writers
of mediocre fantagy, It consists moctly of a
preference far the fanciest, legst common
over cne that 18 ‘gimpler and often more accur-
ate. It condists of a liking for words like
"dresr” and "orone", and for phrases like: "The
.tribe sortowed in the spring darimess", It is.

more irritating than anything else, It tends to -

indicate a deafness to the natural rhythms and
poetry of our language, Iud it is as lifeless
and as moonvino:l.ng ag the story it 1s used to
But it is Bm.ford whose writi.ng seanms t0. em=
body what I like least abcut these three books.
A writer with little poetry in his voice yet who
tries to be rich end fulsome in his language
only ends up being florid and overblown Thu.s
pasgages such as this: ) :

"hey oanod it Aleph. Some - Jew had glven it
that, a blamk name that woa the first letter
of the Hebrew alphsbet: a neutral vowel that
bespoke the opaque nature of the blocky,
gravid thing, the bulk that hunans had tried
to write upcn with their cutters and tractors
and on which they had left no mark.” :

Benford also seens to be blind to what he 18
desoribing. Take this typical pacsages: "A slow
drizzle of methsne-cloakyd end eronia-steepsd:
droplets, all swirling in the still-thin mencrel
chemlal gas that waa the new 2ir®, This seems
like & rich d.uoziptive bascage, but it isn't,
Itdoeanothinstotonushowtbingslookmd
feel, to give us the vicarious cuperience that
is the usual aim of authors. It might describe.
how things are, but that is not enough. A
sterile scientific account of tho rzin vith a
few literary flounces does not paint a picture,

does not make us see and feel anid hear nd. taste
and smell what is going on. 4nd too offen I
feel that this is the. common failure of science
fiction — 2 reliance on the leaden and technic-
al, and an avoidance of the poetical needed to
bzi.ng the image vividly off the page. - -

(To be fair to Benford, the passage quotsd is

only the beginning of & descriptive pasgage that

does manage some rather more sensual imeges lat-
er., Nevertheless, even these are somewhat pi-
destrisns "Above, stars were hazy jm].l 1inger—
ing above thin cirrus". ) I .
When I first diecovered. ‘soience fioticm.
simple phreses like "the deptha of ‘space” were
enough to excite my ima_gim.tion, . No longer. 1t
may be old age and growing oyfiicism, 1t mey just.
be over~familiarity with the genre, but it:is no

 longer enough. Good God, the depths of space is

a tremendous concept, and socience fiction is
supposed to open our minda to the vm, -unhound~
ed wonder of the thing., The author who:writes
of the dépths of space is limited coly Yy his

: ion, end I find it not just sad but an
wmitig disaster that §P writers with 80
much to play with are inocapable of devising any.
but the mecat d.ull, the mest pode-trlan hlcm
to describe it all,

Look, what are the limits of scienco ﬂ.gticm?'
Ncnel We have all of infinity, every last sec-
ond of eternity, with which to weave our iapes- -
tries, The only restraints on any writer who

' chooses' science fiction or fantasy as their med-

ium are their imagination, and their abd.lity to
put that imagination into words..

If these three novels, these three lnthom,
sxe truly represent.ive of the middle ground of
contemporary SF, the solid everyday bulk of the

- genre, then we aro being ill served. In his

way, each has allowad his imagination to be
trammelled by the oliches and hebits of the
writers. who have gona befors. Each has made
vhat seems to be a deliberate decision to ttrm
away from what is mew;, They may have urlttm
what the audiemce wants, but they have made no
attempt to enliven those audience desires v:l.th a
little daring of their owm. .

And, on top of that, they hm failed to 80X~
press their limited visions with amything but
limited language, Thay have fettered not only
their imaginations, but also their tongues, If
they have nothing to s&y, they could it least
try to find an interesting way to say it. But
they don't, Their 1deas are dull, thoir tonguos'
are duller, .

And it is sadtmthis semtoboonlytoo :
true of the rest of oscience fiction as well. -

REVIEWS

Fred Saberhagen -~ EMPIRE OF THE EAST (Futura,
558pp, £2°95)

Reviewed Martyn Taylor

Most of what you might expect to find in a
sword-and-gorcery tale you will find in this as-
sembled trilogy, with a few pleasant extras.

The story itself is pretty staadard —- the brave
but few foroes of Good girding their loins for

the Final Battle against the overwhelming hordes

of Bvil with Civilisation As We Knew It at
stake. The genus.is The Lord Of The Rings, the

sub-gemus Michael Moorsock., All the old gang ia_

here, There is the jeune premiere, Rolf, a bit

dab hand with-antique machinery, Then we nave
Mewick, a peripatetic ascetic who only comes out
of his dolour when he is hacking peopla ¢to' bits
with his battie-hatchet., There is Chup, dark-
eyed, handsome, one-time aristocrat on the other
side, but he's done his time and learned the
error -of his ways. Well, he would, wouldn't he,
being tha husband of the devastatingly besutiful
but utverly corrupt Charmian., She is the - .
daughter of Fkuman, the first of the Lords of
Evil we meet., You can tell he's a nasty plece
of wark — his pet wizard has a toad fér a fam—'
iliar - but he's a real cutie beside his boss,.

- Som the Dead, s0 called because he is dead but

won't lie down, unless it is beside Charmian,

naif maybe, but a willing lad for all that and a

Even he is 2 mere ratfink beside the gape di
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tutti og_l, BEmperoxr John Qninor, who, in =

earlier life, was clearly educated at Winchester

and Oriel and served as Permenent Under Secret-:
ary at the Poreign Office —- you can tell this -
from his habit of relaxing from the burdens of

world domination by watching the alow. impalnnent'
of a man who stepped on his shadow.. Out of the

magic box steps the fattening but jovial wizaxd,
Loford, md ‘hig big brother, the imaginativelry-
name Grey, Matched against them is a dull old
stick who calls himself Wood amd rides a grif-
fin, There are good guys znd bad guys, demons
and djimms, talking birds and creatures which
have changed somewhat since the days of that
staple of such stories, The Big Change. The.
whole thing is wrapped in a truly awesomely bad -
cover depicting our bloody but unbowed hero, his
far-away-eyed Mmazon girlfriend, knights in arm-
our, flying nssties, a ludicrously phallic
battle tank, and the huge blue face of Mick -~
Jagger praotising his contemptuouas sneer. Rin-
ally, just to.complete the overall impression of
deja vu , the blurb has Larry Fiven proclaiming:
"I think f The East is better than The -

- Baplo OF Yoo Fest
Lord Cf The. ", .
With all going aga.inst :Lt, why did. I. an- »

joy this book so muoh? .

The root of the metter is the mpreton‘bim- '
ness of Saberhagen's storytelling (on this evi- -

dence, at least). .This novel has & vigour and

dynamism all too: often lecking 'in other exmrploa-‘ -
of the genre, whatever their virtues, The plot-~:

ting is tight, bullding %6 a steady oresoend.o
through a1l three parts, although. any: one pstt

could have read with enjoyment on its.own. The .

action runs es a plece from the first small

slaughter to the cntaclym in which Good finally.

vanquishes Evil (it has to, hasn't it'== al-:

though Saberhagen does put in a nice twist) md

never relies on some ex man interverit-
ion, but rather a close intertwining ¢f charso-
ter with action. When Chup has to turn the .fin-

al battle by shaving the head of Charmian's sis-

ter — not the most obvicus course of action'in.
a pitched battle ~= then Sa.borhagon has provided
both chaxacters with plausible reasons (within. .

the confines of the story) for being where they’

are and doing what do. - Either Saberhagen has 2. -

remarkable gift. for lmeping characters and
storylines under close control, or he has plot-
ted the whole thing in mimite detail., Wwhich-
ever, the action stems naturally from the .
characters and the interactions of the players,
which as far @s I au concerned is a prime virtue
of storytelling. Having devised his plot,
Zaberhagen drives it straight down the middle of
the road to its conclusion, not stopping for
arything along the way. .-

As I remarked earlier, Saberhagen's charact-
ars are all old friends; steresotypes, in fact.
This Saberhagen seems quite happy to acknow-
ledge, and exploit., At least, he never stops

the action to dispense those reams of overwrit-

ten imagery masguerading as "oha.raoterisa_.tion"
and "scene-setting”, which seem de rigeur for

the genre, - He, dogsn't pretend he is Leo Tolstoy’

telling the tragedy of "real" people, but seems
cortent to be Fred Saberhagen spinning a fan-

tastic yarn. He knows that stopping to give the o

vunters time to look closely:-at the. scenery will
destroy the spell of his fabulous lie, so he:

hurries on-pelle-mell from one plot ¢limax to the.

next, Rolf, Mewiok and’ company are cardboard

cut-outs, but does that ‘really matter in & novel.'

like this? -

al

'buoklor of a story, told co
"for simple escapist entertaimment rather thax an

- thirat,

Let it be sald that there is nothing pretty,

felicitous, or mellifluous about Saberhagen's

writing., His vocabulary is limited and.his

structure very basic, but he deploys his armoury -

with gusto.. The energy of -the prose matches the

- robustness of the storyline. It may not be

great art, but Sabexhagen doesn't pretend to be
creating great art. I find it sttraotive that

" he doean't make believe he is some fay, troubled

poet retelling the lost tales of antiguity,
sprinkling his story with quotations from ex-

_ eruciatingly bad and/or obacure heroic poetry .of

the days of inmnocence, and that his characters
don't sit around and sing csmpfire ballads of’
the "good old days", He makes it quite clear

".that however bad life under Ominor may be, the

dim and distant past of onr times scares them

" witlesa. There is a gignal lack of elves, A

brutalist he may be, a "just gimme: the facte, -

- ma'am" storyteller he certainly is, but coy?

Never, In this subgenre this sets him apart,..
So does_his rationale of magioc,. It is not

- original = I 1ecall Oppenheimer musing along

these lines, as did Arthur C. Clarke -- but he

.'does add a plausible and sven amuging gloss to

this fairly basic idea. Of course, it is all -
impossible tosh and balderdash, but at least it

‘is ‘something. more than misrepresented idess of

Central Asimmn oreation myths as rehashed by the

‘ miserable disciples of Loveora.t‘t, which ia a
‘blessed relief. '

Since its first pnblication in three pu'ta in
1968 = which date could explain the sneaking
feeling that the denizens of the evil empire of
the east may not be the bad guys with red stars
on their fur hats btut the lounge~suited ligzards

‘of Wall Street and the Eastern establishment ——

this novel has not gained & oult following. Ex-
oitable young people dd not dress up and make

" ‘belisve they live within its confines, Aftar

all, they would be too liable to end up dead,
which mst be a bummer for role-players. I

" - doubt whether this ccuses Saberhagen much. gr:f.of.b

ire Of The.Bast is a coarse,: vu.lsac swash-

s to be read

explanation of the mysteries of nature., lLarry
Niven is of course wyong —,%giro Of The Bast
is not better than The Lord Of The Rings. Com-
paziaona are. not so muoch odiocus as 1diotic. '
Empive Of The East is nothing like The Loxd Of -

The ‘which 18 the greater part of its at- ' .
trac :Lon_‘.‘ o ' E

Marion Bradley - THE HIS‘I‘S OF AVALON (Sphore,
1009pp, £2495) -

Reviewed bz gz_e Thomason .

The Mat.ter of Britain is a deep well. writors
have been drawing from it for ¢enturies, snd.
still the water flows, slaking our imaginative
Working within such a detailed frame~
work of received twadition has its own challenge
for the conscienticus writers to enrich the
tradition, to add some new ingredient, some pu't .
of one's own individual vision to the broth of
legend, something that will both blend with and. .
enhance what is already there, something that .
will give us an 'mexpected, clear vision of a’ L
familiar subject while preserving the appear-.

. anoces we already know. This process of onrioh-

ment is one of the great joys at the heart of an
enormous subset of "fanwriting®; giving the ama-
teur (here sttongly connoting’ "lover") the op-
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portunity to widen, deepen, elaborate her belov-
ed scenaz'io. ‘Bsgentizlly, there is no differ-
ence between the writer who uses Greek myth,.or.
Arthurian legend, as 2 basis for further work,
and ‘the writer who uses Star Trek or Bladerunner
(though it is currently faghionable to scorn the
latter class),

Marion Bradley (who has d.ropped the "Zimmer
for her venture into the Big Pantasy-Historical
Romance genre) is a good fanwriter. She loves
her. subjeot-matter, she has taken a lot of
trouble to get the details right; she wants this
novel %o be taken seriously. It is, she states
in her Acknowledgements, "time to stop playing-
it safe by writing potboilers®". As a result,

The Mists Of Avalon is, not a great novel, but a

competently written and interesting one, reas—
suringly familiar and intriguingly different by
turns. The story sticks fairly closely to the
gospel according to Malory and itr subsequent
but synoptic expamsion by T. H. White, with oc~-
casional excursions into the Celtic tradition.
(In order not to infuriate the archasologlsts
and theologians amongst the readership, I'd bet-
ter not speculate on whether the proto-Celtic
Arthurian source was "Q".) It is told from the
viewpoint of Arthur's half-sister, Morgaine of -
the FPairies, who is a witch — that is, a :
priestess of the 0ld Religion.

The novel is both a family saga of the juicy
"epic blockbuster" Kind snd an imagined history
of the conflict between the newly-introduced
patriarchal world-view of Christianity and the
Goddess~centrsd Pagan wisdom religion that prob-
ably preceded it in Britain. Although many of
the principal cheracters have been copied from
T. H, White, Bradley does vroduce some original
insight into personality, most notably and suc-
cessfully with Gwenhwyfar, who is presented as a
convent-raised devout Christian and agoraphobic,
In feminist terms, she is a forermnner of the
Zenerations of guilty, miserable women who in-
ternalise their oppression under an unfair syst-
tem. .She is believable; as is Morgaine, the
bitter, clever woman who fights to seve a dying
tradition, who sees everything she holds dear
used, corrupted, rejected...who fears towaxrds
the end of the novel that sas has lived her life
in vain, : .

1 found the uses of magic in the novel a
little jarring. The Sword, the Grail, the
Sacred Marriage, the Sight, the éveryday. magic
of the Goddess religion, are all convincingly
depicted, But the removal of Avalon from the
world, superimposing it on the fhiiailan site of
Glastonbury, takes magic of another order. Of
course, symbolically it is right, philosophical-
1y it is right...but I felt uneasy every time
Morgaine summoned the black barge to pass into
the otherworld. Perhaps the magic seemed too
much like technology here, and not enough like
religion,

But The Mists Of Avalon is still a good read.

I'1l stick my neck out and s&y that on the whole
it will appeal more to women thian men (as does
the Old Religion itself, in its modern reincarn-
ation), If you like magical-historical-pastoral
escapism, at £2+95 for 1009 pages, how can you

Gordon R. Dickson — THE SPIRIT OF DORSAI
(Sphere, 180pp, £1:50)

Reviewed by Graham Andrews

Soldiers — and especially mércena.ry soldiers —

" have always exerted a strange, not to say uncan-

ny, fascination on ¢he minds of SP writers and
readers, E. E. Smith's space-warring "Lensman"
series is a good case in point, A strong trad-
ition of militaristic SF developed during the
fifties and sixties, notable early examples be—
ing Robert Heinlein's Star ‘Troovers (1959),
Mack Reynolds's The Earth War 119635, and — es-
pecially -- Gordon Dickson's "Dorsai" series,
which began with Dorsai! in Astounding in 1959

- (an abridged version of which was published as

The Genetic General in 1960; the original final-
ly saw boox publication in 1976). More recent-—
ly, we have been subjected to such fascistic
abominations as Niven's and Pournelle's The Mote
In God's (1974), the aptly-titled Hammer's
Slammers 51979) by David Drake, and Manifest
Destiny Destiny (1980) by Barry Longyear.

Nevertheleas, Dickson has proved’ that there

_need be nothing wrong with "wargaming" SF ver

se; it all depends on the author's attitude to
violencé and the way in which they treat their
material, Dickson is, by and large, a sensitive
writer With more important things on his mind
than meaningless blood-letting. (Unlike some
people I've already mentioned, or could mention
if I had a mind to...)

Dorsai is one of several human-colonised
worlds in a period of gradual interstellar ex-
pansion, and the Dorsai - the men who live on
it — are specially bred and trained as crack
mercenary goldiers, hiring themselves out to
fight in off-planet wars. They embody all the
old Spartan virtues, such ag taciturnity, effic-
iency, determination, and a flerce loyalty to
their state and to sach other. Donal Graeme,
the hero of Dorsai:. is the ultimate Dorsai —
indeed, he is an entirely new kind of human be-
ing, even a superman — who, by the end of the
novel, has become mankind's arbiter and guid.ins
light.,

Other books in this same series are Soldier
Ask Not (1967), Tacticsg Of Mistake (197 1), Lost
Dorsal (1981), and The Spirit Of Dorsaj. First
pubhshed by Ace in 1979, the latter does not
share the unity and dynamism which characterised
its predecessors; mainly because. it is, in
effect, a "fix-up", consiating of two novellas
supplemented by linking material. The first
novella, "Amanda Morgan", is original with this
volume, while the second, "Brothers" first ap-
peared in Astounding: The Jéhn W. Campbell
Memorial Anthology 519735, edited by Harry
Harrison. But it is a book that carries quite a
hefty emotional punch, The artwork, by Fernando
Fernandel, which has been deleted from this ed-
ition, was evocative and actually complemented
the text rather than, as is usually the case
with "illustrated"” novels, detracted from it.
Furthermere, the linking material is an organic
part of the book rather than a piece of simple
bridgework. )

Hal Mayne (a typical example of idiosyncratic
Dicksonian name-coining) is an outworlder guer—.
illa fighter who, while recovering from his
wounds on Dorsai, is given a geries of history
lessons concerning the sarly days of the planet
bty Amanda Morgan, whose ancestor {also called
Amanda Morgan) features prominently in the story
of that title, A task force from Earth, led by
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the redoutable Dow de Castries, attempis to
seize the planet Dorsai, but is eventually de- -

feated by what amounts to a deus ex machina even

though all the relevant clues are seed
throughout the story, "Brothers" is much more
effective. It is a poignant tale of Dorsai twin
brothers named Ian and Kensie Graeme, After
Kensie is murdered on the planet St Marie, Ian
extracts retribution in the usual thorough-going
Dorsai manner.
Dickson's male characters ares usually quite
finely drawn, as Hal Mayne, Dow de Castries,
-Tomas Velt (a superintendent of police on St
Marie),.and the Graeme brothers demonstrate.
However, he invariably has problems depicting
members of the distaff side, especially with fe-
males aged from (say) seventeen to thirty-six,
although his younger girls and older women are
often surprisingly forceful, if ephemeral, fig-
ures, Amanda Morgan is sémething of an except-
ional case, here, probably because she is one of
the few women in the Dickson canon who takes
(centre stage for any significant length of time.
The unique "philosophy” of Gordon R. Dickson

is most fully sxpressed in his so-called "Childe
Cycle", According to the American SF critic
Sandra Miesel, ™'he Cycle treats the human race
like a single organism in which the condition of
each individual cell affects the health of the

whole. , The progressive and conservative tenden- .

cles of this human organism, symbolised as es-
tranged Twin Brothers, must be reconciled if the
organism is to contimue growing., Specialised,
sometimes tightly organised groupe work to ease
the problem but it can only be solved by the
combined offorts of the Three Prime¢ Charachers
- the men of Paith, Philosophy and War. When
fully mature, humanity will exercise creative
and responsible control over its own evolution”,
(Taken from "About Gordon R. Dickson' in Alien
Art, Ace, 1978, )

T The warrior race known as the Dorsai lies at
the very heart of the Childe Cycle, and The

Spirit Of Doxrsai is — to quote the author's own
words ~= an "iliumination” of the heart -and soul
of that people. Ian and Kensie Graeme, of

course, represent the aforementioned "estranged
Twin Brothers®., But Dickason would appear to

have run out of steam so far as the Childe Cycle-

is concernmed; the long awaited concluding vol-
une, The Final clopaedia, is still long »
.awaited. Lost Dorsai, the most recent entry in
the series, represented a step sideways rather
than forwards. Apropos of nothing, I can't help
wondering what would happen to the Dorsai if the
galaxy ever became completely peaceful. Turn
their blasters into ploughshares, I suppose...

Frederik Pohl — STARBURST (New English Library,
220pp, £1+75)

Reviewed by Joserh Nigholas

"The Gold At The Starbow's ™nd*, the novelette
of which Starburst is an expansion, was quite
nighly thought of at the time, although I can't
imagine why: blown up into a novel, its confus-
ions and abgurdities become so blindingly appar-

ent that at times I .began to wonder whether Pohl

aight have lost some of his marbles,
Hand-picked for their mission by a devious
Gemman~imerican scientist who bears a strong re-
semblance to the late Werner Von Bram (who
would probably sue for libel were he still
alive), a group of young American geniuses is

packed into a spaceship and shot off towards
Alpha Centauri, supposedly to establish human-
ity's first interstellar colony. Pairly esaxrly
on, it is revealed (to the reader) that there is
no plenet for them to colonise-and that the
whole voyage is a fake, the scientigt's purpose

- in mounting it being to give his troupe of.

geniuses the opportunity to make volumes of in-
tellectual and practical discoveries that can be
transmitted back to Earth and used for its bet-
terment., Precisely why it should be neceasary
to indulge in something as extravagant and as
wasteful as a fake interstellar journey in order
to make such discoveries is something Pohl never
stops to explain...presumably in the hope that
if he doesn't raise the question we won't eith=-
er, : .

Bventually, the spaceship reaches Alpha Cen-
tauri and the geniuses discover that they've
been had «- but by this time they're so super-
capable that by golly they just buckle down and
build themselves a planet out of all the aster-
cidal junk floating around. And then, God help
us, ocome zipping back to Barth to set about ‘sol-
ving its problems too...

To label it all as juvenile power-fantaay,
designed to appesl only to retarded, socially
inept adolescents who harbour secret paramoid
dreams of one day becoming planetary dictators,
is to understate the case by several orders of
magnitude, If Starburst had been written as a
satire of the plonking, sub-Germsbackiah unie
verse-busting etories of the thirties it might

" have been marginally interesting; instead, it's

evident that Pohl was taking it deadly serious-
ly, as though ae thought he was writing a deep—
ly meaningful novel of urgent social relevance

- =~ gnd the result is simply dire beyond beliefs

vapid, puerile drivel from begimning to end.

Hilbert Sohmk — A BOSE MOR mmcmnon
(Sphere, 150pD, £1'75)

Reviewed by Nigel Richardson

One of the most notigeable trends in American
fiction, of late, has been a rather over-earnest
rejection of the conventional hero and hercine.
No square-jawed spaceship pilots or raven-haired
xenobiologists with legs up to their necks al-:
lowed around these parts, friend! Hilbert
Schenok takes things even further; her protagon-
ists are both well into their sixties and con-
slder themselves as "two wrinkled, conceited,
poopy old professors™, Hardly the sort to save
the world, you might think (although whether or
not they do save the world I won't say, since
the novel doesn't),

A Rose For Armazeddon is a pretty dodg
title, resmebling a fair mumber of others: Roger
Zelazny's "A Rose For Ecclesiastes™, for in-
staace, It also gives the game away far too
early; symbolically, the rose has deen worked to
death in SP, as it previously has been in
poetry. The moment a rose shows up, you are
agsured of a tale of quasi-imystical conciliat-
ion, of -endings that are also beginnings, of -
timeless mcments and redemption... As I read
the novel I kept feeling that it was all rather
familiar; halfway. through, I realised that it.is
darmed close to being a novelisation of Elict's
"Little Gidding", the poem which contains lines
that more than cne SP author has chosen as an
epigram:
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"We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our ‘sxploring:

Will be to arrive vwhere we stafted -
4nd imow the place for the firet time."

Boms SP, the "end of all our. exploring" and
the place "where we started" happens to be a
time-warp, It's haxd td oriticise Schenck when
Elict himself waa the biggoat literary magpie of

all, but’by the end, when the fire (cf Armaged-

‘don) and-the rose are che, I was wondering if
the novel should have carried the same sort of
credit as Tarz
and metaphors of J. Arthur Prufrock..."

The story, as I mentioned, concerns two eld-

orly solentists, ruming a lom-tem morpholog~ .

iog8l projeot on an island off New England, hop-
ing to create a computer analogue that will be
able to extract all mermer of things from all
manner of input. By feeding in information on
1lchester catches and wool prices ovex the past
five centuries, the computer is able to work out
where one of the island's previous owners hid -
hig fortune. The science behind all this is &

bit dubious, partioularly when the final outp:-;t _

from the computer reveals 2 time-warp in the
niddls of the island, but by then the momentum ..
of the story is enough tc varry you through this
sticky patsh. Eventually, the two make it to
the time-warp and find themselves swept back -
from their dacrepit bodies <~ just as civilismb-
ion is finally ormbling -— to their 17-year-old
gelves back in happier daya., They make love,
finelly understanding everything, and believe
that they oan change things this time around.
But after leaving the time-warp they find them-
selves reverting to their 17-year-old minds. .
Will they grow up to love each other and save
the world? Or will they make the same mistakes
again? Will Jake forget about her and go aftex
the empty-headed outies instead? And will Elsa
grow up frustrated and unhappy again? HNow read
Chees

Judging by varisus laudatory reviews of it
that I've read, I feel that I ought to like this
novel, and say that it is sensitive and humame
and (like all good literature) cares about the
people rather than the mechanics; but a voice
within me shouts "no no no'" To put people
abcve plot doesn't automatically make a book ine
to something special -- after all, Mills & Boon
have been putting people above plot for years.
And is it really any more palatable to have two
people save the world by being sensitive rather
than dynamic, and shooting everything that .

films do: "Based. on the simileés

doesn't speak their language?® As for the writ-
ing itself, Schenck's clumsy, graceless prose
style is hard to like: sentences containing four

. "and%s ave not uhcommon, and the dash.seems to

have replaced all fomms of punctuation more com-
Plex than the comma, This is science fiction

‘straining to be literature, and the result lacks

the potential of either. ind I'll take my Four
Quartets in undiluted fomm from now on, thank
you. )

James P, Hogan - VOYAGB FROM YESI‘EYEAR
(Penguin, 376pp, £2°50)

Reviewed 'lgx Alan Fraser

Jemes P. Hogan is a new writer to me, a fommer

" Britiah eleotronics and digital systems engineer

who worked for many years in the computer in~
dustry, moving to the USA in 1977, He has been
writing full time since the end of 1979 and this
novel was first published in the USA in 1982.

-Hogan's main premise in V’ci’z& Proa
Yestemg is that we are all prisoners of his-
tory, too constrained by old prejudices to ever

- make & worthwhile society here on Barth, So, in

order to preserve mman lifs in the face of im-
vending nuolear catastrorhe, three nations —

. the USA, China and Japan — who obviously share

that belief co~operate in 2015 in an ambitious
project, They build a starship, to be crewed

- entirely by robots, that will journey to the

Alphe Centmuri system to seek for a planst suit-
able for human habitation. When such a planet
is discovered the robots will, using the latest
techniques in embryology, create ad murture up

‘t0 ten thousand htman children, - The first gen-

eration of colonists will be sed and educated
in orbit:while machines establlsh metals and
materials prooeasing facilities, manufacturing
plants, farms and hemes on the planet., Within a
few generwtions, a thriving colony will have
been established and the human race will survive
despite whatever happens on Earth.

However, the war which f{lares in 2021, though
devastating, does not destroy Barth's civilisat-
icn, The voyage of the title is the woyage of
the "Mayflower II", eent out from New America
decades later after news is received on Barth in
2040 of the successful coloniaation of a planet.
to be named after the centaur Chirom., Each of
the main power groups on Barth -— New Anmerica,
Greater Europe, and the Eastern Asiatic Pederat-
ion == determines to build a generastion ship to
make the twenty-year voyage to Chiron, take over
the planet, and settle larger mumbers of Barth.
people there. The "Mayflower II" is the first
to leave for Alpha Centauri. It is an immense
structure eighteen miles in c¢circumference, with
thirty thousand colonists and a eeparasble Battle
Module mamned by the troops of the Chiromian Ex-
peditionary Force. The Force's task will be
firstly to back the setting-up of a New American
controlled planetary administration on Chiron
and supervise the colonisation programme, and.
secondly to defend the planet ageinst the EAF
and Buropean colony shipd due %o arrive two
years after them, .

The main story starts in 2081 as, the
"Mayflower II" approaches Chiron, and recounts
the aonfrontation between the Americans and the
Chironians for control of the planet, Thisg is
rendered more purposeful by the worsening four-
year-old news from Barth and the eventual cess-
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ation of transmissiona, indicating that the war
of total destruction has finally occurred. The
novel culminates in a battle fought with deva~

stating weapons between the two gsides to deter—- -

aine whether Chiron's way of life will continue
unchanged or be subjugated, The Chironians have
developed a liberal, classless and vigourous
society with no apparent goverrment or author-
ity, no legal system, no money or even barter—
based mesns of exchange, and no political or
religious creeds. They initially welcome the
new colonists as Chironmians, but gee no merits
in the leaders and administrative structures
that the Earthmen wish to impose upon them, and
resist recoloniaatlon.

Fogan is acclaimed on the back cover by
Asimov and Clarke as a new gtar of "hard" SF.

He makes no concessions whatever to those SF
readers who came up by the arts route, The
spaceships and their propulsion systems are des~
cribed in great and convincing detail (so that
the "™ayflower 11" can be illustrated on the
otherwise insipid cover by George Underwood),
and he devotes equal space to describing the
magnetic fusion power stations which provide the
Chironians with all their energy needs, His
scientific tour-de=force is a nine-~page contrast
between Barth and Chironian theoretical physics,
the essential difference being our acceptance of
sntropy and the eventual death of the universe,
and the Chironian belief that the universe is
only one atom of a possibly infinite Universe of
sibling universes, any one of which can couple
to and replenish the powsr of any other. Our
universe is therefore not a closed but an open
system whose life is also infinite. This posit-
ive and unlimited view of creatidn contrasts
with the current pessimistic theory and accounts
in part for the totally d.lfferent Chironian view
of 1life and society.

What Hogan has actually done is rewrite Eric
Frank Russell's "And Then There Were None",
which was incorporataed into his 1963 novel The’
Great gglosian. With the exception that -
Russell's Gands were pacifists and the Chiron-
iansg are not, the structure of both societies is
very similar -—— the status of each member is
measured by achievement and sikdill, and his or
her contribution to society is determined and

controlled by a seemingly informal mutual oblig- -

ation system. Annares in Le Guin's The
Dispossessed is nol -comparable because se the Odon-
ians live with a continual shortage of resources

and each person's freedom of action is therefore
much more constrained and directed, The Chiron- -

ians have a culture which is "appropriate to
hish technology, limitless resources, and uni-
versal abundance", which allows each individual
considerable personal freedom and which can tol-
erate a degree of aberrant behaviour by persons
who do not wish to contribute to society. Vir-
tually all Chironians accept their obligations

readily, however, taking everything they need to

satisfy their material needs, but working hard
and with great conscientiousness to revay their
"debts", Hogan believes that this new society
could only have evolved in this way becanse it
was "isolated by light-years of space and by its
unique beginnings from mechanisms that had per-

petuatad the creeds of hatred, prejudice, greed,

intimidation, domination and unreason from gen-
eration to generation®,

A weakmess of the novel is that this result
is not the fulfilment of the original plan, be-
cause the Chironains have disregarded their in-

- SF'¢ past rather than its present,

structions to set up the institutions specified
for the colony and evolved their own society .
along completely different lines. This develop-
ment was not foreseen by the project plammers

and therefore can cnly be regarded as serendip-

. itous, in that the original plan envisaged a
-direct contimiation of Barth's society rather

then 2 new beglmning., Also, since the first
generation of Chironians are only in their fort-
ies, it is a little difficult to believe that
Chiron could have made the enormous strides in
sosiology, science and technology that it has in
such a short space of time, even though Earth
hag hardly provided a suitable enviromment for
the same sort of progress in the same time
period.

Your en:]oyment of this novel will depend on

' two factorss whether you have enough of a scien—

tific baskground to appreciate the lengthy-
seientific and technical descriptions; and
whether you believe that Chironian society could
have developed in the way it did amd that such a
society would be superior. enough to our own to
absoxb its survivors without being changed it-
self,

The oconcept of the novel 1s straight from the
so—called "Golden Age of SF", technologically
updated for the eighties but still rooted in -
Characteris~
ation is subaservient to the demands of the plot,
mnainly because there are far too many prineipal
characters for any to be treated in depth (al-
though one of those normally pretentious lists
of dramatis personae might have been a.good
idea), 1t doesn't dish up any nouvelle cuisine,
but it does provide "hard" SF readers with sig-
nificantly better meat than Asimov, Clarke and

- Niven have been serving up lately.

<

: Phillip Marm — m EYE or THE QUEEN (Granada,

- 264pp, £1+95)
Reviewed by Nik Morton

This ambitious and, I believe, successful first
novel emulates a number of other memorable works
by beginning at the end, with the narrator-cum-
hero, Marius Thorndyke, already dead, Effect-
ively, The Eye Of The Queen comprises The
Thorndyke Diaries, with added commentary.
Thorndyke, and his protege Tomas Mnaba, are
members of CLI, the Contact Linguistic Instit-
ute, 1In 2076, an alien sphere arrives on Sarth
from Pe~Ellia with the intention of taking
Thorndyke back there., There is a sense of fore-
boding about this, dimly perceived but tangible
nevexrtheless; a feeling that Thorndyke and Mnaba
are being "shaped", manipulated as though in a
laboratory experiment but most subtly so.
Thers is a sense of bmwoding menace created by
appearance of the Pe-Ellians: humanoid in shape
yet of greater size and intelligence, of neuter
gender yet the equal of either male or female...
Mann saild in an article in Pocus 8 that "the

‘question of translation and understanding is of

great importance to me, and it is the backbone
of the book., I believe that when we do finally
meet alien intelligence, first communication
will be through pattern, form and rhythm and’
that our ambassadors will be potters, weavers,
painters and sculptors... Por a while the
aliena I wrote about..,were like guests in the
house. Writing the book was sometimes like take-
ing dictation”,
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"Eternity is definitely perceivable in a
grain of send, and one step carries me into
worlds wunknown," Thorndyke writes of his entry .
into the Pe-Ellian sphere. This allusion %o
Blake's "Auguries Of Innocence" typifies the
rovel: it is literate, but not in a contrived
way. "But literature is not life," Thorndyke
later muses. "It may satisfy the mind in any
number of ways, but it is not life and any at-
tempt to make it such is perversion."” The Pe~
Bllians views on poetry are of interest here:
they feel that it must be allowed to continually
grow, and not be stultified by being written
down, . The emotions -- repressed and expressed
— seem right. - Their language appesars to be a
compogite of gesture and voice, gesture being an
emotional modifier, The central svent in the
Pe-Ellian lifestyle is the sloughing of akin;
each successive phase in a Pe-Ellian life is
- .determined by the skin that is revealed after
such a change; their goal is a kind of symmetry,
an rutward sign of immer fulfillment, Their
skin pattemms reflect their physical and spirit-
val health, while colour changes indicate when .
they are becoming emotiomal or ill.

There are some excellent in-.character phrases
used by Thorndyke in his diaries, "My head is a
trunk of old clothes and somecme is rummaging
through it. Picking up quaint customs. Holding
them up to the light. Looking a the holes and
threadbare patches.” Thua he voices his suapic-
ion that his and Mnaba's minds are being bugged.
In fact, telepathy is employed by the Pe-

: Elliana, but not obtrusively -- indeed, they
need it to block off the rush of thoughts from
Eartimen, which clutter space with emotional
charges. To them, thought is a living, tangible
foreer "in a world such as ours, the very flow-
ers reflect the paseing of a sensitive mind",

But this is not simply a dull socic-anthrop-
olcgical survey; there is humour, too. One sec-
tion relates Thorndyke's introduction to his
bed, which is sentient and wishes to socthe him
when all he wants is motionlessness and sleep;
and in another a Pe-Ellian renamed "Cook" vorac-
iously reads Westerns in order to study humans, .
as a result often using cliche phrases !‘rom the.
genre in his own apeach,

Thorndyke's tone seems just right; when rem-
iniscing about -assigmments on other planets, he
says that "just to have known these people re-
mains a source of strength", This was the view
of other travellers, like Wilfred Thesiger.
Thorndyke is human, and in conflict with the
linguist's ccde he helped devise, which prevents
"him from going rogue and attempting to manipul-
ate the local population, with obviocus dangers
to the local culture (as, it turns out, other
operatives have done). Only too clearly,
Thormdyke tealises that he is a produect of his
own culture and history and thus dcomed never to
be able to.get umder the Pe-Ellian sicdin; yet the

terrible yearning for oneness with them dces not.

leave him. "Every animal, 21l life, has its own
individual melcdy. Play this melody to the .
cereature and it will flourish, the building
blocks of its body will all danre to the same
tune, and perfoction is reached when melody and
life are ocne,"

The mystericus Mantissae seem to be a higher
level Pe-Ellian, a link between the thought of -
Pe-Ellia and the thoughtwaves of spavce: both re-

ceivers and tremsmitters. A Mantissa Singer is -

somposing an epic on the theme that one day all
Pe~-Ellians will meld and that day will be the -

‘heading towards all the time,"

end of time; then they will vacate time and the
present and spread through the universe as pure
thought. The title of the novel is significant:
the Eastern religicus belief in reincarmation
looms: as in all life, elements at the atomic
level are not lost but reused; why not self, why
not soul too? ' v .

" In his review in Veofor 112, Martyn Taylor
said that he thought the plot was "pretty sil-
1y", neglecting to appreciate the ultimate de-
sign of the novel, which is geared to fulfill
the Pe-EIlian higher purpose.zummed up on the
lagt pege. As Mann said in Fociis 8, "...the
ending came in one sustained burst and I realis-
od that the final -paragraph was what I had been
Martyn was seei
ing a novel, but The Fye Of The Queen is much
more than that. It 1s a kind of extraterrestri-
al exposition by a future David Attenborough on
an alien race, and one just as foreign to EBarth-
ly eyes 2s Marsh Arsbs and lKmng societies were
to Westem eyes. Marityn also felt that ths nov-

. al's strusture disrupted its nerrative; but be-

cause 1% is so successful as a study of alien-
ness it's nesessary for it io bha structured as
it is. D. M, Thomas's The White Hotel hag what
appears to be a disruptive siructure, yet it
gsucceeds admirably in getting the reader not
only under Lisa's sidn but also inaside her mind,
so that her senseless death is that much more
horrific. Similarly, I found that the charsc-
ters came alive just as much as the Marsh Arsbs
did in Thesiger's classioc work; throngh ochser.’
vation, not involvement. The~’ 0f The Queen
is the drama of life being observed, not the
melodrama of fiction.

If you want details of the Queen and "the

central notion of the planet Pe-Ellia" and

Thorndyke's final commitment; then read Martyn's
review — but, better atill, raad Mann's novel.
Adotually, Martyn gsve The Hye Of The Queen his
guarded spmroval; I'd simply like to thank
Gollancs (the original publishers) for finding a
new writer worth reading, and one who will be '

worth utchi.ng Buy it, and reed what Sl' oan be'
like, -

Brian Aldiss — GBEYB?AR‘D (Grauada, 272nfp,
: £195 :
Whitley Strieber & James Dimetka — VAB:DAY

"~ (Coronet,
380pp, £4+95)
Reviewed M. Gentle

Not so long ago now, I saw nulear missiles ex-
Plode over the town where I live., Very graphioc:
it was one of those brillisntly sumny days when
the sea is a picture-postcard blue, and the
notels and guest-louses have & Mediterresnean
whiteness., 4nd there they were — four air-
bursts, sunfire-brilliant, and I remember think-
ing, with tétal certainty, I lmew this would
happen. In the best literary tradition, I must
now tell you that I was dreaming (you will have
guessed this), but add that it was a real dream
and not a literary device, I don't, I think,
believe in precognitive dreams. I do believe
that nuclear war has found its wq.v under the
congcious mind, and that fear surfaces in
dreams.

We'll get to the books in a minute.

These are my credentials for thinking that I
can review novels about the aftermath of nuclear
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war, I f£all about midway between the "they'll
never dare. start a nuclear exchange" and the
"CND is the only hope" positions. I've been on
cne proteat march, I admire the Greenham Common
women, and will give them every asalstance short
of actual physical help. Because all organisat-
ions seem to share the same methods, structure
and inefficiencies, I doubt that setting one -
against ancther (say, the Green movement in the
Furopean Parlisment) will prove useful; at the
same time, I fall to see what an individual cam
40 alone. 1n short, I'm as confuged and morally
dubious as everyone else.

Before you ocomplain that this is the nitchy
bum” seheol of reviewing, let me pre-empt you.
{Zr...) Sure it i3: I come mcre and more to
coubt thet amy noval can be judged by some 2es-
thetio, objective, single standard, especially
in a osse like this, Reviewerm are people. It
53y help you to kmow, as you rsad this review of
Wapday and Greybeard, that some time ago it came
tc me that T had Had Snough of the muclear prob-
lem. So it's from a somewhat jaundicec position
that py criticlism comes...

:Iav:!.ng gald that, Wardey isn't a bad book.
It ian't a3 bad as people would like tc think —
those who would say it‘s pernicious becamse it
encourages pecple to think there can be life af-
tor guclear war, Unfortunately, it isn't a very
gocd book either., If it werem't that nuclear
armageddon is a pctent image, without fictive
addition., then Wapday would be an insignificant
curste's egg of a novel.

By the way, I don't say that there can't be
- good nmovels about life after the bomb. I do say
that they're thin on the ground. Christopher
Hodder-Williams's The Chromosome Game presents
the oniy plausible scenario I've seen for sur-
viving micleer war (and far be it from me to
apoil the novéel for you by talling you what it
is); Russell Hoban's Riddley Ue.lk? is one hell
of a gdod novel, but I maintain that it isn't
really about the nuoclear holocaust and that its
fall iz a metaphor for a more fundamental and
theolcgical Fall, Warday dcesn't come anywhere
near these two,

Part of the reason for Warday's bittiness is
its structure, Supposedly, it is the eye-wit-
neas report of two survivors travelling across
_the USA five years after a Russian miclear
strike, In a way, it wasn't a good idea to have
real people as the main charscters., We kmow, or
think we do, that Strieber and Kunetka are
young, not old; alive, not dying; that when they
sit down to write a survivor's dlary, every word
is automatically false -~ cne can't give it the
suaspensien of disbelief that even the worst nov-
al invokes. To believe it as an Awful Warning,
che must accept the story as both true and not
true; which in this case is an wmecomfortable
paradox,

Interspersed with the narrators' split narra~
tive are word-of-mouth rmours, interviews with
other survivors (economists, farmers, priests,
witches, funeral directors, and Deconstruction-
ists), and memds from various balkanised govern-
ments, plus tables of statistics {see under:
damned lies and), Persuasive it may be, A nov-
2l? Well...

But them I suspect this isn't at all to be
Judged by how well it works as fiction, but by
how well it functions as propaganda., Yes, anti-
ruclear propaganda is still propagamnda., To be
Judged,. I think, by what it makes cne do. :

Warday has two narrators, rather than the gne

4 PROPOSED SITE
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that would give it fictiomal uni_ty, bocmoL
Strieber i3 a novelist and Xunetka is a journal-
1st, and one needs to know what the other can =
research while the other cam't write and the

- first can fioctiocnalise. The result of this is-

that it's difficult to get emotionally involved
with the o.haracters In normal fictional terms,.
they don’t trne, I'll give you .an example:
if I were the (fictional) Strieber, and had re-
ceived a high dose of radiation in the destruot-
ion of New York; if I had been triaged on the
fittest-firgt principle, so that it was illegal
for me to go to hospital even for a minor ail-
ment; if I were awaiting the inevitable develop-
ment of oanger within the next five years --

-wouldn't that be the biggest thing in my life?
. In yours, if it was you? But in Warday it plays

& poor second to sight-seeing.

Sight-seeing, because 1t's a novel that. tries
to make us feel how devastating the death of tne
whole country would be, It isn't really con-
cerned with its narrators. I suspect that -
"Strieber” ia sick because one of the two had to
illustrate the long-term effects of radiation,
and he dvew the short straw, The destyuction of
the USA (and the USSR, let us not forget) is
just too bvig to see. One falls back on quibbles
— 18 Varday se well-researched as it claims, is
this how it would be?

There's no mention of the "muclear winter™,
that latest Stramgelovian surprise in which
"gurvivors would face extreme cold, water short—
ages, lack of food snd fuel, heavy burdens of -
radiation and pollutants, diseagses and severe
psychological stress — all in twilight or dark-
ness", A 5000 megzton exchange is postulated to
produce this emount of smoke and dust; Waaxday i
more of an incident, something axround 300 mega.-
tons expended on New York, Washington, San
Mtonio and the Mid-West., (The figures for the
USSR aren't givem.) But even then there are
tokins from urban fires, depleticn of the oscne
layer and conseguent increased sxposure to .
ultra-violet radiation, sub~freesing temperat-
ures... Or at least there are if the pamphlet
put out by SANA (Soientists Againat Nuclear
Arms), quoted above, is correct. 4And is it?
You tell me; 1'm not a physicist,

Warday's war is abortive chiefly oesause of
the electro-magnetic pulse generated by massive
russian airbursts, which wipe out guidance sys-
tems, firing mechanisms, communications net-
works, computer memory banks, telephones..,this
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“is a new ame on me, 1'1l admit, but since I know
" just emough about electriocity to change a plug
1'11l have t0 take on trust that the IMP erffect
does what they ssy it does to micro-electromics,
" What we're talking about here, you'll notics,
isn't nuclear war but seorscy. It shouldn't be
that difficult to astablish what effect a nuoc-
lear strike of a given number of megatons would
have —= God knows there have been tests enough,
and there was Hiroshima and Nagasaki., But no
one appears to know. Those that say they know
are as promptly contradicted; factors are in-
cluded or excluded at will (and isn't it inter-
egsting how little one hears of bioclogical and
chemical, warfare?); in short, we don't know.
Wno's keeping secreta, and from whom?® Govern-
ments are best at concealing things from their
own electorates, not from foreign powers; hence
technological advances in either the USA or the
USSR esoalate the arms race across the world,
while the person in the street couldn't tell
you, offhand, Jjust how big a bang a ono-meton
explosion is.
Added to that, those that could tell us don't

~— writing this in the early part of August, I
have seen (apart from the anniversaries of
Hiroshima and Nagasaii) the Bernard Levin inter-
view with Bdward Teller. Oppenheimer at least
said that physicists had lmown sin. Teller -
if ever a man spoke like a moral cxipple, if

ever a man contradicted himself witliin the same

sentence, every sentence...but what's the use?

The people who ought to know how we got where we -

are sL&y s&lent. Ezperta disagree. Reagan plans
star wars,. Possibly we're all psyohotio.

But back to Warday, wherein the USA is reduc-
ed to approximately mid-nineteenth century lev-
els of technclogy. Plus, of course, fallout,
poisoned crops, new dustbowls -~ "wheat and corm
need tending. Left to themselves these highly
bred species do not go wild, they die., When the
stalks rot or blow away, the raw diwt is expos-
ed", Hence famine, new strains of flu, any mum-
ber of other diseases, infections and paraeites.
And a great deal of health aid and imperialism
from the untouched naticns of the world. o

Europe is untouched. .Maybe the wind wasn't
blowing that way when the two super-dowers got
nuked, (When Erakatoa went up, the dust colour-
ed sunsets all around the world for two years.
Picture that dust yadio-active.,) The British
Relief 4m presented as paying cff the debt in-

. curred in two world wars by aiding Anerica. The.
© British, it seems, are practising a covert im-

perialigint government wnder the guise of char-
ity. Japan is busy making the hardly-touched
‘Califo a into & client state of theirs... )
There'll be a difference, I think in Warday's

reception inside and outside the USA, One can
translate: images of a devastated London in
pPlace of New York, etc.. But the political
side? Things being the way they are, at least

‘one non-Anerican reaction is going to be "Ho-ho, -

serve the bloody Yanks right", 1 must admit
that 1 have a sneaking fondness for Warday's
political scena.rio in Fuxope:

“Now it turns out that the whole Buropean
Peace movement, the Greens and suca, were
gsecretly supported by the very governments
they were opposing, to give the Soviet Union
the impression that Burope was too divided to
be dangerous..., The English and the Germans
and the Prench and probably the Italians and
the Japanese all had secret trcaties to the

gbuth Atlamtic),

effect that in the event of a sundden and un~
expected nuclear war between the two super-
powers, they would seize American nuclear
coamponents on their soil... There's a school
of thought that the Europeans tempted the
Soviets into getting trigger-happy by reveal-
.ing those treaties to them and making the
Western Alliance seem disastrously split.
Their real purpose was to trick the superpow-
ers into orushing one another.m

Did I hear someone say "American paranociat™® If
I thought for one minute that it would woxrk .
(which it wouldn't), I'd say that it was the
best idea 1'd heard for years! .

That, then, illustrates Warday's kind of

. politica. - Striotly speaking, the cause of its

war is techmological: the USA drawing so far
ahead of the USSR that the Kremlin panics. Pac-
ed with a satellite spy-system that will make
their missiles useless, they oonsider they have
no option but to shoot the satellites down,

Onoce the missiles are laumched... _

Would it be s0 abortive a wax? BEven in

Warday's texms, I don't credit it: there ave
stray Trident and Typhoon nuclear submarines
still at sea (one prevented only by mcments from
laying waste to Califormia)., One could ask why
no other nuclear power was provoked or pemicked
into a strike (and what about China, which seems
to be the "invisible™ country?). National feel-
ing is an wpredictable thing; wouldn't the get-

them-before-they-get<us mentality take ower?

But Wardey regards national feeling with a
great deal of apprmoval; is very insistent on the
virtues of the American character. I don't put
much confidence in national stersotypes, though

"there i3 of course a shared ocultural experience.

I do know that in wartime national character as-
sumes & life of its own {and, yes, I do mean the
might stand a better
chance with its mself-appointed task of persuad-
ing people not to blow each other up if it in-
cluded some scenes in an equally devaatated and
equally patriotioc Ruseia, - Patriotism is not
only the last refuge of a scoundrel and the -
first vefuge of a politician, it's how we got
into this damn mess in the first plaoce,

Whatt's good about W ? . Touches, here and
there, The realisation that, for the first time
in human history, a megalopolis oan be reduced
to- black dust, and that "the heart does not un-
derstand this sort of death, neither the sudden~
ness nor the scale... (People) disappeared ao -
suddenly and completely that they don't seem
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dead so much as lost", Observations: that "if
thexre is a truism about life in our times, it is
that the poor die first. And in America that
neans, for the most part, the black" —- which
explains the initially irritating prepcnderance
of white faces. The co-operatives of the inde-
pendent state of Atzlan. The realisation that
the "nuélear mentality" hasn't gone, and that
new fortress~nations are arising. Salvagers:
dismantling Menhattan. A qucte that is applied
to the USSR but points to all of us: "Those
brutal d8ts seemed the work of pride, but time
and experisnce has revealed that they were the
fearful. doings of the trapped!,

And what's bad about Warday? The failure to
recognise the sheer scale of the catastrophe.
Cormy reactions, like quoting "Lock om wy works,
yeo Mighty, and despair®. Hospitals-that can
cope with a nuclear strike over their city.
Fzilure to realise personal tragedy - a radiat-
ion vietim dies "after a vexry hard five hours®,
There's no reality in that.

For compaxrison, an eye-witness description of
refugees from John Hersey's Hiroahima:

"The eyebrowe of some were burmed off and
skdn hung from their faces and hands. OQth-

ors, because cf fain, held their arms up as
if carrying something in both hands. Some

were vomiting as they walked. Many were nak-
ed or in shreds of clothing. On some un-
‘dyessad bodies, the burms had made patterns
4+~ of undershirt straps and suspenders.and,

on the skin of some women (since white repel-

led the heat from the™bomb and dark clothes
absorbed it and oonducted it to the. skin),
the shapes of flowers they had on their
kimonos., Many, although injured themselves,
supported relatives who were worse off."

And Hiroshima's, they szxy, was only. a small
bomb. Warday has none.of this,

And nowhere does it suggest what might pre-
vent “warday', except a "massive change of
neart". That, considering Warday's treatment of

mman nature (there is no black market in drugs

or cther essentials), isn't helpful, Scmething
& little more practical seems called for. (O,
as cne of Richard Nixon's men is supposed tc¢ i
have remarked: "When you've got them by the
balls, theilr hearts and minds will follow".)
Mankind doesm't do anything it doesn*t have to,
and it doesn't "have" to stop the armg race.

We can always blow curselves siraight to hell.., .

Having read one novel in that frame of mind,
of course, it begins to carry over to the next,
When we're tcld in Brian Aldiss's Greybeaxrd that
some kind of nuclear "accldent" makes the human
‘race sterile the questions comet could this ac~
tually happen? Is it feasible?

Nuclear testing in space cauges fluctuations
in the Van Allen belts, dosing the entire Zarth
(if briefly) with hard radiaticn — could it do

that? What exactly are the Van Allen belts, and -

what is their ncrmal behaviour? If hard radizt-
ion sterilised the Barth, would the sterilisat-
icn bs confined to (some) mammals? Would fer-
tility return? What effect does knocking out
half the food chain have on the cther half?
Which are not, perhaps, the cuestions one
should bve asking of Greybeard. I think its pri-
mary demsnd is for fictional belief, nct (as
with Warday) that we should get out on the
streets and protest. The ascident exists for
the saxe of the story, end not vice versa.
Creybeard is the story of Algy Timberlane,

his journey through a world composed mainly of
octogenarians, in the twenty-first century; and

" flashbacks to how he and some of his compenions -

gurvived the the civil unrest attendant om a
world discovering itself: to-he sterile. Driven

‘by wild stost packs fram {Hé Tiver settlement

Sparcot, he and his wife and friends travel down
the Thamess lodge for 2 time in decaying Oxford,
meet Bunny Jingadangelcw and the church of the

- Seoond Gemeration; and reflect on the likelihood
: ofethelr being the last gensration of mankind.

It's a variant of that terridble and fascinat-
ing image, the deserted world. Graes growing in
city atreets, Warday's New York vines where the
house-planta become a flourishing jungle, the
mediaeval markets in Greybeard's Oxford colleg-
o8, women who hunt using tame otters, an eapty
BEngland... It combines apooalypse with the
Noble Savags, the return to a pastoral Eden. '
ind Greybeard is more pessimistic about human
nature than Waxdagy; it is always fallible, some-
times malicious, invarisbly complex. The advent
of an anti-bomb government only produces from
the young Algy the remark that "(it) only demom-
strated people's fatuous belief in a political
cure for the human oondition®", But then later,
older, he says: "It's a national failing to
think of politics as scmething that goes on in
Parliament. It isn't; it*s something that gaes
on inside us*,

It's curious, however, that there can be 2
novel about the loss of fertility that all but
ignores the womb, The talk is always of tathers
and gons and sperm, rarely of mothers and
dsughters, and never of the ovum. Only Algy's
wife Martha ca-rries with her the realisation of
her loss: :

"iye can see now that the valueq of the twen-
tieth century were invalid; ctherwise they
wouldn't have wrecked the world' (said Algy).
'‘Don't you think that the Acoident has made
us more appreciative of the vital things,
like life itself, and like each other®'
. "'No,' Martha said steadily. 'No, I don't,
We would have had children and grandchildren
oy now, but for the Accid_ent, and nothing can
ever make up for that,'" .
Mind youw, only in a novel whose focus is proo-
reative sex oould you get away with a sentence
likes "The moon hung like an undescended test-
icle low in the belly ¢f the sky". (4nd maybe

not, at that,..)



PAPERBACK INFERNQ © 13

The mt—p:l.oking freme . of mind remains. The
"accident® is supposed to have taken placs in
" the early 1960s. And no one had a shelter? io
one had advance warning? (Consider the links
between scientists, the militaxry and the govern-
ment.) And the West went {0 war to reccver from
the Third World their mutant children that might

breed true? Did nc cne consider the easy ovtion

-- forced parthencgenssis, cloning techniques?
If not enough to continue the race, then enocugh
tc keep a researcsh commupity in existence., I
think it's possible to ask these questioas,
sinoe the novel has both a 1964 and & 1984 copy-
right date and 80 could have been revised to
take account of developments since the 1960sa.
And, while I think of it, I'm not sure it's
Justifiable to use nucleex dostruction as a plot
device, because if Wi relies on a change of
heart and G: eard on the ability of life to
survive appalling self-mutilation (and I think
it underestimates how fragile the biosphers
seally ig),. then where do we go from here? . Per-
haps, as is-quoted in G eard, "All men think
a.].l men mortal but themselves”, Believe it:
we're all fraglle.
' But, as I say, heving had eénough of such mat-
ters, I turn to more practiocal alternative scen»
arios., Let's consider them, ' My favourite, as
regards probability, is the "businessman's ‘
peace”, which relies on the theory that loya.l- _
ties to companies are becoming stronger thén.
loyalties to nations, that multinaticnal corpor-

ations will increase in power, and that finally

it won't be in anyone's interest to have a war
- that would wipe cut half their staff, half their
markets, half their profits... Not that it - .
wculd be all roses, of course; tliere's such a
thing as commercial competition, amd whils oor-
pcrations that transcend naticnal bounddries
won' t. want to devastate the world they wouldn't

be adverse to conventional warfare. And. whether _

they ki1l you with a. bullet ox a misailc, you're
just as dead, . .

If 1 imew mcre- about ecouanies, I could give

you a better idea of the sesond scenario, but
let's postulate some kind of.total esllepse of
the banking system- (standnpsndt&babow, -
Seuth America), or just a feiluve of resecurces
(o1l and the like).  So the Third World begins
to flourish, having a solid agrarian-base, while
in Bast snd Vest the migsileg rust in their
silos (do missiles rust? Well, it's more poetio
to think they dc) and we see a total breakdown

of services in the cities, plague, civil unrest,

and finally a grinding poverty~level existence
cn the land for what small percentage of the

population survives. Then a brain drain to the
Third Werld? Aih, but they might not want to
learm what we oculd teach, and who could blame
them? But some kind of civilisation thus sur-
vives -- even if i1t's back to agriocultural soco-
ieties and military dictatorships, it's better
than having the planet blown up, One shouldn't
be parochial in these matters, :

Thirdly, and least likely, there is & change
not of heart but of minds we qufte simply say,
Tois is insane, Aund stop.

But that's no help either, It's this kind of
frustrating unanswerable questiion that makes me
say I don't want %0 know...and I'd feel happier
about that if 1 didn't think that They counted
on it,” That They know people can't be afraid,

in a vacuum, indefinitely, and must instead get -

ca with living. Every parancid knows who They

are — military-industrial oomplex, politiciams,

And- from W
:themiddlooftheafternoon"

'muowmsmmmmm!mnmm— an
- uncopyTighted poem taken from an anomymously ed-

MNot to be missed,..” .
Support a feebler antorprise ’

coumunists, oonservatives; you take your pick,
and . tell me why we're 80 intent on doing thie to
ourselves: so obdurately determined to ocumit

. suicide, and take the whole world with us..

T4o sentances stick in my mind, when the mt
has gone whersver read books go, From

. Greybeard: "Mmig one really is a war to end war,

There won't. be anyone'left to fight anothex”.
¢ "Night has just touched us in

ited US fanzing, a copy of vhich reached me via
sourves I'd bettcr not name lest I implicate
them too...

. SF:_A Fhaps gx, After Swift .

All Human Beings would be Rich,

So mamy soratch where all must 1tch'
Though few will ever find a Cure
Bxoept through Crime or Luokj and your
Best chance for \halth is to inherit,

"For those.who have no skill or merit

A Writeris Life holds most attraction —
Requiring neither Mind nor Action.

The hack chews shreds of Literacy

To nourish those less read than he
{Thus we dsfine Democreoy).

1f even this Prove uninviting,

There's always Science Plotion writing,
Or baser still, if this ha scorna,
He*1ll churn out stuff on ﬂm,
Asgured there is no Haglaine '
Can spot the dirfermo between

A future possibility

dnd ranknt ancient Phantasy.

- The SP Pield} J, sore disgrace!

Where Dxmces fight for botiom Place,
All foroed to exercise thd.rSploan,

 They're .in such odious Céap'ny soen,

whers every mental Deviation - .
Iz praised as true Imagination. .
1f on Parnassus' top you sit, -
You rarsiy bite, are often bdits: -
Conversely, in Parnassua' ditech; -

. Thexre's nothing but to- boaq and bitch

As brother turns on- savigs brother

.(E‘en while they plagiarise each other)

u,mthinginlowaninemo :
They cannot make their Tales mah sense,

These failures clog the lists of Mbl,
Del Rey, Ace Books, Avon,- md“l'or, .
Where oopywriters gild their sins™”

‘With "Greater Tolkiens", "New- LeGuins”,

"Beats Arthur Clarke", "Equn.]: to Niven"
-— As if that awful thought were Heaven! -
Or "Starrier Wars",.. And Sturgeon there,
Here Budrys, "Masterpiece"” declare, :
Such feeble lies

0f Royalties at 4% . :
which scarcely serve to pay the rent
— Or keep & Mistmess in a Tent!

Yot still these hacks are ovsrpa.id:

Such fools will never make the grade,
They have no Style, no Spark, no Topioc,
Their very Pains are. soopic.
Although they holler for Attention

1n Fanzine, LOCUS, and Convention,
with Asinine Insistenge —

The World knows not of their Existencs,
The World hears not their Lamentation,.
And holds SF in...Detestation...




14 _ PAPERBACK INFERNO

Crawford nlim - TSUNAMI (Bentam, 219Pp,
#2:95): from the front cover:
blurd and illustrstion, you'd think that this
would be & fairly straightforward disaster now-
“"el; but the back cover blurb has “devastating
solar flares (wiping) out the Earth's protective
ozone layer®. Struggling to comneot the two
eventn, l'nim transfoma what might have been

~— had he concentrated on one or the other event
- 3 readable if cliched story into an irritat-

ing and ultimately incomprehensible mish-mosh, -

Stephen Goldin -~ THE OMICRON INVASION (Granada,
. 205pp, £1+75)¢ ninth in the
apparently intemina-ble *Family D' Alembext"

" seriea, sterring a troupe of ¢irous clowns mas—

querading as secret agents (or vice versa), de-
rived from a short story by B. E. Smith...
written just as badly. -

LETTERS

Another eood selection of letters, mostlvbon—
tinuing the main controversy in last isgue's
letter columm., GENE WOLFE gets first shot:

"Po recap for amyone who mey still be interest-

ed, Sue Thoméson wrote in her review of John
Crowley's Little, Blg: 'But too much otsours
literary referencing leads to (Justifisble)
charges of agedemic elitism, plagiarism and .
clique-incest', I then wrote: 'I don't know
what the British situation with regard to plagi-
arism i3, but here in the US plagisrimm is an
dccusation that oan easily begome the basis for
a lawsudt', I meant to caution you (and Sue
Thcmason) about the careless use of that word in
print, : . .- o
"Sinoe both you and she are in Britain, let's
use the definition she quoted from the OED:t ‘'the
wrongful appropriation or purloining, and pub- .
lication as one's own, of. the ideas, or the ox~
pression of ideag, of another'. Both
appropriation and Lo. are euphemiems for
theft, I think it is dangerous tc .call living
persons thisves in print unless one can prove
the charge. If you disagree, you may use plagi-
arism (the literal mesning of the word is man-
stealing, by the way) freely. But if you are
required to prove your charge in response to &
libel zuit someday, don't say you weren't warn-
ad,

"I would acoept Sue's apology for offending
me if in faoct I had been offended., I wasn't, I
was concerned about the practice of casual.hr '
calling writers thieves. T still am.”

I take your point -- indeed, on reflection (and
this is something I've since remarked to Sue),
her origingl response to you did seem to side~
step these implications, (4s I sidestepped them
by not rTesponding myself.) But let me now yleld
the floor to SUE THOMASON:

nI'1l agree__tha.t plagiarism is a'nice polite
word for theft. Wwhat we seem to disagree on is
what 'theft' means, and whether it is always
wrong. Or, to what extent is an idea the prop-
erty of an individual? To return to | Little,
Big: does Crowley 'borrow' Sylvie amd Bruno from
Lawis Carroll, or does he borrow them from the
common stock of Carroll-derived images, phrases,
etc. that have become part of the gemeral cul-
ture (whose gemeral oulture? as I was trying to
say in the original review) — vhen is an idea
m original idea, and when is it an archetype
mmning loose in the collective unconscious?
Listen to this; Dave Langford's review of Nancy
Springer's The White Hart in Cloud Chamber 29:
'The book seems to have been stuck together out
of lots of little bits prised out of lots of
cther fantasy books: a Paceless Axrch-Plend .
(Tolkien, Brooks, Donaldson) whose magic Cauld-
rou (the Mabinogion, probably vid Walton) geher-
ates undead legions which the High King, an Eif

‘Who Has Accepted The Doom Of Men (guess who),
mugt hattle with an Invineible Magic Sword :
(passim) which aust be Wrested (plot ‘coupon )
fm a Dragon-Guarded Horde by Someone
Pempted To Use Its Power \lrmgly 'I.‘olkianx

- Samwise), and later of course somecne (having

formerly played Denethor in being unkeen on the
naw High King) does indeed do a. Bom:l.r/Sarman
and stert Using It Wrongly, while...but enough'.

. "Now is that stealing, or is it not? Is it
stealing if I write a fantasy novel ‘about a
quest for kingship, or is it only stealing if I
call my hero Aragoon? Alan Garmer has sald that
he makas not up, and he's right; Alaesdair
Gray g_l; own borrowing plagiarism and -
openly nemes many earlier writings conta.ining
the ideas he's used.. To make matters woree,
there are some books which I think are very,

- very good which are ‘stuck together out of little

bitas of other books == and some which are very,

.very bad, It's not what you've got (or stolen);

it's what you do with it that matters,”

(Those fascinated by the sound of te Hart
may care to note that it's recently boen pub-
lished by Corgi (202pp, £1+75) and is the first
in "The Book Of The Isle" trilogy.) -

I tend to the opinion that a idea, once set
down in print, cesses to'be the exolusive prop-

‘erty of its originator and booomos ingtead the

common property of all who read the book — the
very act of publication, intended to commmiocate
that idea to &8 many other people as possible, -
ensures as much, (Where would, say, Marxfsm and
Marxist ideas be without Das tal, after - .
all?) But this is to leave agide the question
of wi;ether one ghould attribute the source of
one's ideas befors making use of them oneself...
CHRIS BAILEY has a few thoughts:

"ag you said, Sue Thomascn and Gene wolfo weTe
talldng at éroas-purpoaés, But there is an
artiéle in The Guardian for 20 iugust 1984, )
which you and Sue have probably read (snd poss-
ibly even Gene Wolfe, as it is extracted from a
longer investigation by a US newspaper), which

‘makes it sbundantly clear.tbat plaglarism is a

sacking offence in Ameriocan journalism and haes
expensive legal consequemces in imerican pub-
lishing (Arthur Haley's $500,000 settlement in
respeot of Roota). -1 suppose that in Britain we
can 83y ‘'oribbing', in spite of its navghty
schoolboy overtones, but. ‘plagiarism', while not
approved,: simply does not carry the same force.
It is quite in order to refer to T. S, Fliot as
a plagiarist ('Sweet Thames, run softly till I
end my song') without obloquy attaching —- per-
haps that's why he left. Boston for London?"

_ And herets sone longer thoughtlffom.x.’v.

BAILEY — no relation, as far as'I know, and no
they did not collude in the writing of these
letters!

"It seems to me that the misunderstandings, aad
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Gene Wolfe's consequent indignation, arise be-
oause Sue Thomason bracketed plagiariem, a
morally and professiocnally indefensible prac-
tice, with academic elitism and elique-incest,
which describe only practices understandably ob-
noxious to academic ovpositicns and those out-
side a clique (in any case, one person's dlique
is another verson's universe). There is a vast
difference between an original creation which
draws on & common fund of literature, legend,
anecdote or plot (as, say, John Cowper Powys
drew aon The.Iliad in writing Homer And The
Aether, or Tom Stoppard cn Hamlet in Rosenorents

And Guildenstern Are Dead), and “and works which in-

" tentionally deceive publishers and readers by
claiming to be the work of the amnthor when they
are actually the work of another, In his book
Coleridges The Damaged Archangel, Nomman Fruman
gives examples of how Coleridge presented . -
Schlegel's thoughts and very phrases as his own
in his lectures and, with Wordsworth's conniv- -
ance, submitted for publication poems actually
written by Wordsworth. That is plagiarism, or
7ary near to ib,

. "Coleridge is a difficult and borderline case-

because he had a highly retentive, assimilative
and associative memory., There were occasions
when he appears to have been deliberately less

than freak; but he could, 28 Pruman pats it, at

‘the very height of his transfoming and syn-
‘thesising power' in writing 'Frost At Midnight*®
interveave lines and images from Cowper's The
’“aak, these filtering through from his raad.ing
Jthnsmwwthax in writing The
Ancient Mariner he dredged up 'caught on the
hooks and eyes of memory' very precise images
from sources as diverse ag the voyages of Cook
and Anson, Dante, Hudibras, Joseph Priestley's
Opticks, and Shakespesre Za.s demonstrated b
John Livingston Lowes in The Road To Xanadu;.,
"Such are the spreading, overlapping and in-

terpenetrating worids created in SF and fantasy
that echoes of one work or sub-genre may gound

through many others. Pew writers of fantasy can’

have beenr untouched, if only at second-hand, by
Tolkien -~ any more than Tolkien was untouched
by Beowulf, In his 'Thulcandra’ trilogy, C. S.
Lewis avowedly bagsed his planet-exploiting char-
acter Weston on Wells's Cavor.. Prederik Pohl,

‘remembering the 1930s in The Wazy The Puture Was,.

says: 'I saw Things To Come thirty-three times
before I atopped counting...l think a great deal
of {it) rubbed off in the deep-down core of my
brain'., . None of these influences and orientat-
jons point in the direction of plagiarism.

"Nor do the practices c¢f writers who use, and
state their use of, a particular model within
the orbit of which they shape their own variat-
ions, It is a fascinating experience to read
Jules Verne's Around The World In Eighty Days
and Fhilip Jose Parmer's The Other Log Of
Phileas Pogg in ‘parallel; and so it is to follow
a re-reading of Mary sShelley's Prankenstein with
Brian Aldiss's Prankenstein Unbound. The twen-
tieth century novels are new creations which
could not exist without the nineteenth century
ones, but they add fresh dimensions of fantasy,
inventiveness and fictional perspective. They
enhance enjoyment of their predecessors. They
are by no means plagiarisms, though they have
strong elements of pastiche which (to quote the
OED) means .'literary or other work composed in
the style of a known author'., Even titles can
be 30 treated -—— for example, Brigid Brophy's
The Adventures 0f God In His Search For The

o 0f The .

Blagk Girl, a work of great originality contain-
ing pastiches of, smohg others, Bermard Shaw and
Edward Gibbon. :
"But to attempt to aswer Sue Thomason 8
question about how ',justified' an author is in
being allusive, I would say he is in so far as
‘he is drawing on resources common to him and to
his envisaged readership (or at least peripher—
ally and subliminally likely to be within the
soope of that readership), and which functién
creatively in ‘the context of his writing. Thus
vhen T. 8, Eliot in The Waste Land incerporates
the nmursery rhyme 'London 3ridge Is Palling .
Down' and the line from Spenser's Prothalamion
'Sweet Thames run softly till I end my song', he
doesn't. hother %6 identify them in his sybstant-
ial Notes, taking common recognition for granted
and taldng as then mplied mderatanding of
their relevance to his poem. When, however, he
uses, in the voice of the thunder, Sansirit
words from The Upanishads, he doesn't assume
these things and he tramslates and explains., I
remember once at Berkeley making a joke about
'the feeding of the five thousand' to & friend
majoring in psychology, which fell uncomprehemd- -
ingly flat. More in surprise than embarrassment
1 explaineds apologetically; she also explained -
that the New Testament wasn't on Her reading
achedule. So it's not easy to lay down Tules

. about this kind of thing.,

"As for Sylvie ind Bruno, let me beg mmyome
who hagn't yet tackled it to do so. A gresat
deal of it is pretty awful, some unreadable, but
‘the rest, inecluding the whole work's infrastruo-
ture, is genuine gold. Reading it opens up
channels of fresh inwight, direect o6r ablique,
into not only Little, Big but also works by
James Joyoce, Vliadimir Nabokov, Xurt Vonnegut,
Ian Watson, Brian Aldiss, et et al., It contains
the shape—-changing hallucinatory gongs of the
Musiocal Gardener and, among other goodies, such
excellent aids to frustrating time-travel as the
Outlandish Watoh, the concept (vividly {llus-
trated) of diminshing Chinese-boxed mini-worlds,
a prime. recipe for Black Light, and the most
met aphysiocally extraordinary railway jourmney in
the whole literature of fantasy. The Prefacse to

- Sylvie And Bruno conoluded. is cited by Rosemary

Jackaop in her Pant : The Literature 0f
Subversion as a key ‘document in the defining of
the fantastic — what Carrdll himself called the
teorie' state. In fact, to read that section of
Carroll's Prefagce and to substitute 'alien' for
'fairy', and Magonia or Tralfamadore or some
guch for Pairyland, is ts be provided with one
of the most intriguing symstematisations of .
potential S]'/fantasy relaticmships aver devise
od," .

SUE THGHAS)N responds:

rPascinating! The nub for me are the comments
on Eliot, I didn't know that 'Sweet Thames, run
softly till I emnd my song' came from Spenser, so
I checked my copy of The Waste Land, and in fact
Eliot does acknowledge the echo, but not in a
very helpful way — the note to line 176 of 'The
Pire Sexmon' simply says 'V, Spenser,
Prothalamion'. ‘There is no indication thet the
quoted line is a refrain 'in the Spenser poem,
there is no’ indication of how the Spenser con-
nects with Eliot's own making, There is no
direct referral from the line to the note. This
ias a beautiful example of note-making which is
not genuinely intended to help the reader but to
confirm the status as *guardian of the culture!’




16 PAPERBACK INFERNO

cf the poet and a small zroup of people who
share both his assumptions about what culture is
and his mowledge of it. ¥liet may translate
Sansicrit, but he agsumes that his real audience
will be a.ble to ~ope with tmtranslated. quot at~
izns from Latin, ..reek, Italian, Prench and
Jerman. I certainly can't,

"Compare and contrast the approach of David
Joaesa, another poet with a formidably difficult
and intellectual approach to the raw and mixed
material of language and culture, Talking of
his decision ta provide extemnsive footnotes in
his long work Angthemata, he said: '¥For many
readers these notes may appear to be am elucid-
ation of the sbvious but, on the other hand, we
are not all aqually familiar with the deposits.
It is sometimes objected that ammotaticn is
pedantic; all things considered in the present
instance, the reverse would, I think, be the

zore true, There have been culiure-phases when .

the maker and the society in which he lived'
shared an enclcsed and common background, where
the terms of refsrence were commcn to all, It
would be an affectaticn to pretend that such was
cur situation today'. If this was true in 1951
(when he wrote it), it is twice as true today.
"Science fiction is by its very nature a
acte-making kind of writing. One can assume

ncthing about an alien culture, either as writer

cr reader. There are a number of classic ways |
of handl:.ng notes; the zlossary of alien. termin-
ology, for example, or the excerpted quctes from
the Zncyclcpaedia Galactica. There are the
thousands cf notes on Katin's recorder in Nova,
and thers are the hundreds of storiss that start
with a couple of paragraphs of small :print pre-
faced 'Captain's Lcg: Stardate 1224+56'. There
are the fooincies of Vance, the staged~question
lectures ('Okay, captain, just what can we ex-
vect on Beta Anhydrous Pa.ve"'), the computer
print-outs and advertisements of. Gateway, the
interminable works of the Princess Irulan. And
still we persist in thinidng of SF as an easy-
reading zenre, Why?

"FPantasy, on the other hend, does depend very
heavily on shared cultural assumptions. The
'old sword' is the heroic weapon of both Beowulf
and Aragorn, Arthur and Erreth-Akbe, Cultural
berrowing is necessary and inevitable., Tradit-
iorally, the borrowing has been from a common,
cral traditicn, but mere and more these days
other works of creative merit are being sucked
into the bog of 'source material', The art of
the fantagy writer is beceming more and more the
art of the collage or mesaic maker, Every art
nas its rules — for example, ul'}"i.‘.‘lg to uge
motifs from different mythological backgrounds
in the msame werk is like trying to use scraps of
material of varying different weights and tex-
tures in a patchwork. It can ve dome effective-
1y and succeasfully, but one is usually discour-
2ged from making the attempt. In some writing,
it's important to mow the sources of the autn=
or's materials. In suck cases, notes should be
used, I guess, and open acknowledgement should
Pe made., One cannot assume any common éultural
vackground these days,

"I hadn't read Prothalamion before today.
why should I have done?"

I was hoping for further comment trom Gene
Wolfe, but at the time of writing any letter he
night have sent has still to reach me. (Which
means, if he has written, that it will probably
turm up a day or so after we've gone to press,

Such is life.) 5lightly connected (perhaps)
with this argument is the following response by
IAN WATSON to Chris Bailey's letter in the pre—
vious issue:

. "3lue guitars... Yes, I was thinking of the

Wallace Stevens Dcem when I named my boat in The
Book 0f The River., 1 read the poem years ago,
and it 3till sticks in my mind, But I wasn't -
thinkirg of it very strenuously, and readers
needn't fear that they're missing out if they
don't happen tc imow Wallace Stevems (except,
that i3, missing out on a lovely poem)."

On, now, to other matters, with EDWARD JAMES:

"Paperback Inferno 49 I enjoyed. Some ‘semsible
comment3 on Interzone; am excellent (and not
overlong — I put that in to support you ageinst
the inevitable complaints) review of recent
books on the arms race; and mome sen_.sl.ble_ ro-
viaws (though I folt Grahem Andrews was unneces—
sarily negative on Stuart: Gordon'g brave attempt
at an interesting idea), I almo enjoysd the 19-
word review of !'Doc’ Sm.‘l:h‘s Subspace Encounter.
(Overlong?)

"But a comment on Chris Ba:.ley s letter.
Yes, surely you should review magazines, It is
craxy to believe that the only SF worth thinking
about. s novel-length;y and, like it or not, most
published SP novelettes and short stories do
3till aprear. in the magasgines -~ particularly.
now, after the demise of most. of the regular
original anthologiss. And those magasines are,
of course, mostly American, I realise that in
current Z8PA publications it seems fashionable
to denigrate them (ef. Matrix 54, page 7), but
BSPFA menbers who.pick up such prejudices are
missing some fine SP <= in this year's US maga~
zines, for instance, there's .been excellent work
by such British writers (and BSPA members!) as
Cowper, Watson and Gentle. Of course there is

alsc & lot of low-grade fiction — though not as
‘much, I think, as there was in Astounding /Analgg

in the fifties and seventies., Sturgeon's Law,
and all tkhat...but people might welcome hearing
about the ten percent or more of good fiction
(Budrys's Law)," .

Tours is irn fact the anly response to Chris
Bailey's letter that I've received -~ 1'd hoped
that there mizht be more, particularly as the
3SFA still runs 2 magazine chain for those who
subscribe to the US magazines., (Don't these
veople, whoever they may be, have any thoughts
to offer on the subject?) Nor did I receive
meny comments on 3y lengthy review of several
recent anti-nuclear books — in a postscript to
ane of her letters, Sue Thomason said that she
thought it was "excellent"; Marjorie Brunner
said that she agreed with every word I wrote;
and T. Broome (which was how he or she signed
him or herself) called it "very sobering: you
wrote it in a very professional manner and it
ccmes a2cycss 2s one of the strongest arguments
against miclear weapons I've sver had the (mis)
fortune to read”; and that was all. The latter
ccmment wag also the ¢losest to a complaint that
I received, although I gather that several:
people did write dirsectly to the BSFA Chairper- -
son about the reviaw -= but not having seen cop-
ies of their letters I naturally don't know ex~-
actly what trey said. (Perhaps they'd cave to
let me cow somet ime? '

Other letters, nowever, were received from
Jenn Zrunner, Malcolm Hodldn and Jack Stephen.
¥y thanis te all who wrote; write again soonest!
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