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usnally do take genuinely inncvative work
along wiih routine avant-gerdism)... The
moral: a minimum standard of readability for
every story is just as important as having
cne or two brillieat pieces in the isrnue,"

A touch reacticnary, but close enouzh to the
truth of Interzone 8 and exprasaing encugh
worthwhile generalisations to merit the lengthy
quotation. I wish Schweitzer had explored 2
little further the motives of editorsz in taking
his sort of tack in the Tirst place. It seems
suspiciously easy to maintain a hig h profile, to
claim to be pushing back the frontierz of lifter—
ary sensibility (es ie inplied by the very name
of Interzone) —~ and this idenl msy indeed be
valid regarding many editors -- yet night there
not bs algso a little fecr theze, or F”“bcl"“?“?"
ment at being associated with a noca:
browed readership and thei= cimple delight in &
simple story?
) Schweltzer goes on to introduce the vexed
"bigz namefunknown" issue end :‘:..', I feel, spot on
in his observation that "writczs who h_ve’l t yet
learned fo tell a gtory make a ,'7';1:..- out of
their lack of technique’”. This has besn sub—
stantiated by much of Interzone's meterial from
new writers, It also aoppeals to the puriten in
me, There is somathing werming in ths thoughl
of a writer grafting svay aad lecoming his
trade. However gallinz tuls apprenticsship may
be for that writer =t the time, ona Tesls that
the eventual success is the more complele as he
cruises past the burni-out. wreck of the fast
lane Flash Harry.

Reversionary? UNot really. Perazielionce with
ad practice of the yecmcn vimtues prap~res the
ground for a richer haxrvest in the {ciure.

Where now are go moay of the craiting ner tal-
ents who dazzled in New Worlds? Schwoitzer's
final point incidentzliy illvoinzies th2 prin-
cipal difference hetwren the twa zagniar topice
of this column,. Interzona and The {lan2nine > Of
Pantasy & Scisnce Fi M, .athlr V‘ltuved,
nothing gained at Interzone, ~nd the conssquent
credita and debits zre ea anditen's nightmare.
At F & SP the story ccnes firsi. Turgld aad ip-
ent 1.;' realised a piece mgy Le, but alwgys there
i3 a varn struggling te get out, and you can
feel that the writer iz on a2 poterntially more
revarding covrse. Otherwise, if yosu'we shot
vour bolt and blown your mind with your first
rrcse poem, is uher\. ﬂ}tnlf‘g left to achieve?

This is by way of & leasthy prologuz to in-
troducing the faet that Interzone 2 is a fail-
gafe issue. Written entirely oy estallished,
rzlizhle big names, it is gquite the Lest issue
~f the magazine %vo date, containing toring
ateries. Beringly and pradictably, I liked
them, ’

i3 if to teasms and test Schvaitzex's main ar—
gument, included is an early ( x,r?) story from a
writer not too well knowm ir Britein but pre-
aently accumulating =z econsideorable resputalion in
the USA, William Gibson, with “Fregmente Of A
Holecgram Rose", Here we ree 2 n2yw writer for-
saldng the traditional, straight-line narrative
‘n Tavour of a fragmented, imsgiet approach.
Thare ig a writerly intelligence at work,
though, precisely because thic slory is about
the unstable and kaleidoscorle natire of memoxy.
If we are made of our momoricz, then of which
fragments? -- fragmeunts which catch the light
differently as perspective alterz., A nczt evo-
2ation and a welcome harbingser,

Rather better known in Britain are Thomes M.

minal-

Disch and Prian Aldisg, Disch's "Canned Goods"
is a glight and at times jokey piece, with some
anjoyable digs at the art world, yet carrying a
barely aevce tible undercurrent of a more
serious nature, What, after all, is the "value"
of a work of axrt? 'ad I admired the manner in
which Disch deftly detailed the grim urban en-
vironment of the 213t century without ever evok-
ing it directly. "The Gods In Plight® is not
Brian Aldiss at quite lils amthoritative best,
but it is interesting in that it demonstrates
his recent well--publicised concern with nuclear
disarmement., The story is intelligently oblique
in itg approzch in thet it not merely -~ merely!
-~ reminds uo of the threat, btut places the arms
race in the overall and timeless context of
mantsg relotioncshio to the natural world; 1f you
like, his cduty to the planet. Qa a lesser -
scale, =ven the natives who despeil the scenery
for the benefit of the tourists' comfort are as
behoven to this duty as the most godlike Chiefs
of Staff.

The knottiest and in some ways the most in-
teresting story in Interzome 9 is "The Luck In
The Head", M, John Horrison's tale of how
Vx‘.ricaonim got ite v=me. Analeptics are cut and
a sour, rank atmo=pner2 hengs over the world;
the paople sing 2 song that is both a primal and
a dying cry. Tue story raises the corpse of an
ancient debate — should a story Mean or can. il .
gimply Be? 'The ILiick In The Head" assuredly Is.
It Means, too, although meaning seeps reluctant-
ly fror thg page, My own (shaky) interpretaticn
iz Previian, even if this is glven only modssi
engouregeuent s "{learly -— in that city and at
thet ars of the world — it would have been zaf-
ex for Cromo 0 leox inside himself for the
gource of the dreem"”. Crome ventures inside the
drsam and it taksr a voodoo benediction to re-
leeceo nin, Thio is a dark and disturbing, but
noe gratvitously offenslve, story. Story, mark
you, with a2 narrative that goes from A to 2,
wvhatever the tricky paiches.

The two beed pieces, in my judgement, come
from j. G. Pallard and Garry Kilworth.

Ballaxd'g "Taec Object Of The Attack" continues
the theme of hia recent "News From The Sun"/
"yths Of The Tear FPuture"/"Msmories Of The
Speecs fze" triptyeh, manned spaceflight's in-
fection of the space—time fabric., The almosgt-
mythic landacanes of these previous stories are
here msplaged by the femiliar soelal context of
19€0s' ®-"taia, 2ad the obsessions of their pro-
tagonisty. which sometimes felt distant to the
readcr, Ly the neasiznic delusions of Matthew .
Young, "The Ecy", whosn brend of home-grown de—
lingueney is suriously understandable. The
morel issme veiscod ab the end adds a further
richn-ss, and then, with tne Awes Room, Ballard
finds the parfeet analogy for the cosmoleogical
realities end illusionz he explores.’ ™e Ob-
Ject Of The Attacl” is 23 fine a story as any
from the saxlicr threcsome, which makes it very
goad indecd.,

with "8piral WindcY, Garry Xilworth also re-
visits old ground, the Middle Rastern demert
which was the gatting for his previous Interzone
story, "The Dissemblers”, In the present case,
the degert is not only 2 exctic setting, its
nature is integral t +{hs story's intentions,
vhich makes "Spiral Vinds" rather the more sue-
cessful of the two. . In the narrator's endless
crogsing aud circling of the desert in pursuilt
wf an elugsiva {_,Dcul, Lj_l.m-'th Hepresents Tnarvel-

ST e e it Tt
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the relentless chase after an intangible some-
thing that is always one step ahead,

All of the stories in this issue are about
people. "About" as in about and nat as in "ap-
pearing as extras". I welcome Interzons 9. (If
you still don't like it, feel the width, anyway
— fifty-two pages constitute excellent value.)
The departmenta have been sorted out, ioo,

Thers are some sensible bock reviews and some
sensible replies to the forthright criticisms of
an honest letter column, although I do take is—
sue with Colin Greenland when he writes that 1t
is "easy to assume (the magazine) represents, in
every detail, the intentions of the editors
rather than the product of circumstances®,

Point taken, but don't assume that the punter
will nod understandingly, saying "Never mind, it
wasn't reelly what they wanted to print", and
rush off to renew his subscription.

As usual, few fireworks have bheen let off at
The Magazine 0f Pantasy & Science Fiction., In
the four issues July 1984 to October 1984 in-
clusive the comstant emphasis 1s, typically, on
telling a story, using fer that purpose the most
functional prose:

"Sarah was discovered by the cook the next
morning, huddled on the steps in the lkitchen,
the hem of her robe still damp, ruined with
dirt and dew. She was so deeply aslesep that
the cook was afraid and sent for Dr Prati,
seeing fto it that Miss Eamons was wrapped in
blankets and settled in a chalr before the
fire. When Sarah woke, surrocunded by the
ruddy concerned faces of the cook and the
maids, she began to cry, huge zasping sobs
fhat echoed hoarsely in the kitchen,”

L little finicky care -- the heroine is "Sarsh"
to us and "Miss Eamons" to the domestics --= but
ctherwise an unexceptional piece of writing, a
patch of prose that will not bear lengthy
analysis. Which is the point, really., Its
first purpose is to move -the narrative on a step
and in that it is entirely representative of the
bulk of the writing in F & SF, The avereage

F % SP writer is concerned with getting the
character up the stairs, through the door, into
the rocom and putting the kettle on (or what-
aver), and this is a gkill -- surely absolutely
funde=mental tc any subsequent development -—
that is prized abcve wit, For better or worse,
story comes before atyle. (The above extrast,
sy the way, is from Madelein E., Robins's
“"Cuckoo" (September), & nicely presented story
abcut a boy called Joseph who grows up to be an
ngel, Hms., )

Cchweitzer's analysis continues to bear up.
1f a magazine like Interzone attracts the most
inncvative pieces from the star writers, then
there is a tendency for their journeyman writing
%0 appear in a magazine like F & SF, where the
finest pieces are as likely to come from an
emerging as an established writer (that mininum
standard of readability is a great leveller).
There is Frederik Pohl, for example, with two

ovellas (July and September) directed towards
an intended "fix-up" future history of New York
Jity., The two stories are very similar — toc

s milar, both treating of gigantic civil engin-
coering projects and innocents caught up in the
union and mob corruption and violence that is
conseqguent upon large amounts of public money
being spent. Both pieces are adequately read-
asle, but the forecast is that Pohl is not writ-
ing snother 334, I was disappointed. While

-_—

Pohl is a better writer than often given credit
for, the veteran's laziness or complacency that
has afflicted many of the American old guard
seema to have caught up with him at last,

Two atories alao from Edward Bryant, who has
— improved? matured? --from being the darling
of Again, Dangerous Visions to being a reliable
merchant of narrative. "Armageddon Between
Sets™ (September) is a brave attempt to beef up
a pact-with-the-devil story, and if it fails it
ig because Bryant considers his two central
character to be more interesting than they
actually are, Neither did I experience the
tingle of evil that the story requires. I pre-
ferred "The Man Of The Puture" (October), the
most amusing of those stories in this batch that
agpire to humour.

Sterhen Donaldson provides only one story
(August) — about 2 human-alien encounter in
deep space — and it is the most complete and
utter tosh. "What Makes Us Human" it is tauto-
logically called. What makes us human? Our
capacity for love? understanding? lateral think-
ing? gemeral complexity of response? No, it is
2 gimilar brand of technological tricksiness to
that the wicked aliens are using in their at-
tempt to vapourise our heroces. But look cut —-
nere are the two spaceships approaching each
other, each doing near light-speed (which, as I
understand it, should make thelr combined ap-

roach speed ¢): "Ha got a picture in time to
gea the other ahip go by in a blur of metal too
fast for the eye {0 track", GSome blur, And "to
gee” too faat for the eye? Still, it has been
co long since 1 read about spaceships exchanging
lager broadsides that I secretly enjoyed some of
this story in an incredulous sort of way.

Another little secret; if there is a Lisa
Tuttle story in an issue, that gets read firsst.
Tuttle's sneer professionalism is the guarantee
of reliability. '"Reccap" (September) is as cor-
ractly presented as ever yet, as with the Bryant
story mentionsd above, it somehow lacks that
{inal touch of nastiness that makes top-grade
horror fiction lingsr with the reader. While I
am not sidlled encugh in the ways of horror fic—
tion to define exactly what it is that produces
the frisson, it seemad %o me that Ian Watson's
"The Plesh Of Her Hair' (October) had it, and a
moral besides. This is a tctally bizarre story,
featuring a Cerman tramp steamer captained by a
Dr Fischer figuvre, a contingent of British pas—
sengers pluckily summoning the spirit of
folditz, and a wig made from the hair of an
Asian refugee, All narrated by a Sicilian, and
not forgelting a garden gnome as a malign famil~
iar, Alas that the story did nct quite come
off, The Second Officer's daughter, stupid,
rain and chocolate-Qoxy though she is, does not
desarve the ghastly fate Watson metes her.

F & SP has improved over the last couple of
yvears and this is not due to an importation orf
top writers writing at thelr very best, There
meresly seems to be less room for makeweight
dross. A few issues back I spoke of "small
name" writers and I think they are making the
difference, Some of them are delivering the
goods =~ Bruce Sterling, for example, of whom
portentous things have been spoken. On the avi=-
dencs of stories such as "Swarm", "Spock!" and
"Life In The Mechanist-Shaper Fra’, I have not
been able to see what the flas i= about, With
®Talliamed" (September), I sat up and took no-—
tice. I was initially interezted by the story's
elghteenth centuyy setting. Some recent novels
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—~— The Anubis Gates, Fire In The Abyss, Lord Of
Darkness — suggest that there may be a trend
afoot for setting fiction in the broad period
1550-1850, And if there is not a trend, then
why not? A period which comes after the strati-
fications of the Middle Ages yet before the In~
dustrial Age's full burden of knowledge, which
provides opportunities for romantic treatment
and which offers the character of the savant-
adventurer, would seem suited to the natural in-
clinations of the SP writer, '"Telliamed" offers
idea perceived through character. Whe are you
the more likely to believe —— an impossible
Brobdingnagian sea~god or a learned fathead? M.
de Maillet is applying a lifetime of experience,
reading and reasoning to the substantiation of
his System:

"Herodotus writes of iron mocring-rings found
far up the slopes of the mcountains of
Mokatan, near Memphis. Hcw else can we ac—~
count for these vestiges, than to assume thav
the sea was once deep enough to drown these
mountains?"

By such rigorous logic is he proving that the
sea is shrinking. The ancient spirits of the
world rise from the vasty deep to protest about
this application of Reason -- their reign is
uver, a new age, the Enlightemment, is approach-
ing, They are quite right but they are telling
entirely the wrong person and for entirely the
wrong reasons., Of course, the whole episode —
"fthis Day of Days, when a Great Tide of Change
gweeps across the World'" — may simply be a
ccmplacent vision induced by overindulgence in
hallucinogenic snuff, Or even the dream of one
sleeping off a troublesome attack of indigest-
i0N... M"Telliamed" is a precariocusly brilliaat
story.

I am growing fond of the work of Lucius
Shepard, "The Night Of Wnite Fhrairab" (October)
fails to explain the human condition —— never-
theless, it is a rattling good story. Take a
mansion in colourful Katmandu, nopulate it with
2 Nepalese household spirit and a couple of
head~case #merican travellers, import a vengeful
shost from nineteenth century New Zngland, and
let the story roll, timing the climax to coin-

cide with the mayhem of a local religious festi-
val, Tail of gently into a soggy happily-ever—
after ending and then twist suddenly and stab
the veader in his vitals. A aplendid yarn.

Finally, I want to make room for an oddball,
Hal Hill's "Quiciksilver Day" (July). This
starts off something rotten — "the muted chain
gsaw of an alamm clock srated him awake" -~ and
neither is the subject-matter (a day in the life
of an amnesiac) that promising. Yet as the
story progresses it achieves a genuine sense of
& different sense of the mundans, life experien-
ced as random points rather than a straight
line. "It wasn't his lot to weigh and measure
reality; only to experience it, sometimes wonder
at it, then let it go." The story occasionally
zave me that curious sensation of privilege ex-
perienced when 2 writer takes a reader inside a
stranger's head, )

Pinally, this is the season when the pundits
proncunce on the events of the year. I do not
see why Paperback Inferno should be denied this
fun and so, with the BSPA Award nominations in
mind, and compiled in no significant order, here
is the "Blood On The Racks' Top Ten of 1984:

Prom Interzone: Ryman's "The Unconquered
Country"® (issue 7); Pradfield's "Unmistakeably
The Pinest” (issue 8); and Ballard's "The Object
Of The Attack" and Kilworth's "Spiral Winds"
(both issue 9). From P & SP: Robinson's "Ridge
Running® and Cowper's " A Scent Of Silverdill”
(both January); Rcberts's "Sphairistike" (Peb-
ruary); Shepard's "Salvador" end "The Night Of
White Zhairab" (April and Octoberg; and
Sterling's "Telliamed" (September

1%t was agony doing that — it's not been a
bad year. Don't forget the November and Decem—
ber issues of P & SFP and issue 10 of Interzone,
which should appear in time to qualify. 4nd, of
course, all those other magazines... I don't
know way I'm bothering, as we all know which
story from which magazine is going to win, but
can we try harder this year? In theory, the
BSFA could be of some consequence in the real
world if it sponsored an SF award that carried
authority, For that to happen, the award must
have plenty of muscle behind it.

REVIEWS

Jack Vence -~ THE NARROW LAND (Coronet, 176pp,
£175)

Reviewed by Nik Morton

Motwithstanding that the blurb reveals "Here un-
der cne cover for the first time are eight
scarce and long unavailable storlies by (Vance)",
there are in fact only seven,.. "Scarce and
lcng unavailable” do not seem the best terms to
sell under; hcwever, they are of some interest.

"The World Thinker", from 1945, Vance's first
published story, written whilst he wa= in the
Merchant Navy during the Second World War, men-
tions a computer, which must be quite remark-
able., Here, tco, we can glimpse Vance's mind
beginning to dwell con fantasy, the sub-genre in
wnich he has made his name:

"They passed through the cutlaw-ridden belt
of dark stars, and into a region cof space un-
known but for tales let slip by drunken
Cantalan renegades —— reports of planets cov-
ered with mighty ruins, legends of an aster-
oid littered with a thousand wrecked space-

ghips... 4 dragon who tore spaceships open
in ite jaws purportedly wandered through this
ragion, and it was gaid that alone on a deso-
late planet a godlike being created worlds at
hig pleagure.”

And such is the case: the hero, in pursuit of a
female renegade, enters a mind-created world.
It is not a particularly remarkable tale, but it
atill possesses that sensawunda and innocence.
The depiction of the thought-world's destruction
is colourful and suitably bizarre, almost night-
marish in its realisaticn, Rast-paced and ele-
sant in 2 minor way, the story is worth reading.
Indeed, none of the atories are bad; but they
are dated. The lcngest, '"Chateau D'If", from
1950, is typical of the fifties, with the hero,
Mario, plunged into an mmfamiliar body, trying
to reatore himself t. his own, and solve the
secret of space travel ag well. And it has some
nice touches:

"One at a time they were admirable, their
beauty seemed natural. Together, the beauty
cloyed, as if it were scmething owned and
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rvalued highly. It seemed self-conscious and
vulgar,™

The hero's lone crusade against the Chateau 4'If
nrganisation runs too smoothly, reminding mwe of
Gladiator-At-Law in theme: 1ittle peoble up
against big organisations, and winning., The
ending is contrived, a frigid woman taking re-
venge for her lost brother..,. The most inter-
aq.*ﬁg aspects, of Mario attempting tn repair

emotional and other damage caused Gy his
v's criginal owner, are barely investigeted.
he pasychological novel may have been invented
by Henry James in the 1890s, but clearly SF was
nct ready for it in the 1950s,

"The Ten Books" presents an intereating
though not novel theme: the discovery of a
civilisation built on the ideals and altruism of
old Barth, without the rancour, evil and sel-
fishness, The predicament: to bring it baek in-
te the fold of rough, coarse, self-seeking hu-
\enity, or to abandon them, The answer offers a
conment on the "achievements" of all discoverers
—— perhaps those discoverad would prefer to make
the decision themselves.

"Green Magic" is essentially about boredam;
far better, it says, to have unfulfilled wants,
ctherwlise creeping ennui results., "Where
Hesperus Falla", from 1956, suffers from a
gigantic flaw: an exceedingly long-lived man
yvearns for death and seeks in wvailn for suicide;
with access to all knowledge, he is able to
letermine the landing of an old space satellite,
but is incapavble of taking into aecount the
Tarth's rotation,.,. Really? Readers then may
nave been less sophisticated, I suppcse.
"Masquerade On Dicemtropus” introduces-tensicn
petween gharacters. but they are not handled
very well — the potential ia there, but it was
the twist which created the story and 1t was
written tc serve that end.

Don't rush out to buy this one unless you're
a completist; still, it's probably better than
the stuff fcisted onte the public by David
Drake,..

Denald Kingsbury — GETA (Granada, 511pp, £2°50)
Heviewed by Martvm Taylor

As a genre, SF i3 not overly endowad with writ-
erz of wit, grace and elegance. HNo ene would
look to SF to find what Norman Svinrad so deris-
ively calls "high style". Neveutheleas, there
comes a point when a critic reads = work which
so debases our language --— this precious, infin~
itely precise yet hugely flexible instrument
with which we communicate with each -ther —
that he must cry "™avoe", Geta is such a work.
Fur the sake of the students attending the Uni-
versity of Montreal, I hope Tonald Kingsbury has
a gtronger grip on the elements of calculus tasn
he appears tc have cn English syntax, Put simp-
1y, this novel is appalling.

The story is btasiczally that ¢ld standby of
the lost tribes of Earth disecvering their true
identity in a brave new werld. Geta is that
wwrld, and a pretty unpleasant place, inimical
t2 human beings, Getans are divided into polit-
ically competitive clans, so much so that the
cle cperatien smacks of an experiment in Soc-
ial Darwinism, while wcrshipping a harsh God of
the 3ky (which will doubtless prcve to be an
Tarth satellite in one c¢f the sequels Eingsbhury
threatens tc write). Anyone whc can near echoes

W

of Helliconia or Arralkis in thls description can
go to the top of the class, although Kingsbuxy
isn't in the same class of writers as Brian
Aldiss and Prank Herbert. Prankly, he ian't
even in the same gchool., Inconsistencies are
rife, Given that they live on a2 poison planet
it'yg hardly surprising that the Getans take an
interest in micrecticlogy, describing themselves
modestly as "{ine biochemists", which may be &
zood description seeing as they can clone human
beings and graft human genes onto indigenous
Getan insects. With all that ability, you'd
think they would have got around to developing
an insecticide, wouldn't ymm, Similarly, you'd
think that a sccisty wnich has liquid nitrogen
sperm banks and microwave transmitters might
have gone a little way beyond inventing the bi-
cycle, The list could gc on for quite some
timre, but I'1l spare you (and me) save for a
look at their food chain. The enviromment is so
hostile that deasperate famines are commcnplace
(which doesm't prevent them keeping back suffic-
ient of thelr precious grain to whip up scme
whisky, never the most ‘cost-effective of hooch-
es, Don't ask how barley manages to grow on
Geta; I don't know), and when the famines come
they eat sach other, Now I've got nothing
against cannitalism — history has plenty of ex-
amples of ceannibalism 1x circumstances of ex~
tremity or ritual requirement — but the fact iz
that long pig makes & piss-poor cash crop. I
gimply camno* helieve that the Getans would have
allowed a situation necessitating repeated can-
nibalism to continue. This, like their maso-
chigtic delight in having designs carved in
their flesh, strikes me as being something that
Kingsbury thought of as a real attention-grabber
without going to the tother of creating a soe-
iety in which it would be credible,

Humen beings are rational. They act for
reagcns whicn appear to them tc be very compel-
ling at the time, Getans appear to act because
Kingsbury thinks that pain is a fun thing,

There is a name for this sort of junk. Porno-
grarhy.

Not that Kingsbury sets out to be 2 porno-
grapher. He isn't that clever. To be honest, I
wonder whether he has actually read anything cof
what he's writing z2bcut. On page 117 he hasg cne
of his heroines, Teenae, standing "naked, ankles
manacled, wrists manacled in brass chain, hold-
ing her head high, guarded by two erect seamen".
Let's forget that manacles are manacles, not
chains, and have a look at that description.
Were it by Michael Moorcock I might think that
it ig meant to mean what it means out I tnink
Kingsbury means that the seamen were standing
uprizht... Mind you, he dcesn't seem to. use the
game lexicon as you and I -- on page 61 he tells
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us that Teenae "had learned her semality az =a
temple courtesan". Yes; very chic, very Robert
Graves, but my dicticnary has sexuality being
the state or quality of being sexual, which .
isn't quite what Kingsbury means. Not that he
is ever willing tc let meaning get in the way of
coining a stark phrase. Consider these exampl-
2g: "Hag eyes glowed like bone heaps in the cre-
nation fire of a polsoned man" (p. 237) and "He
had all the grace of a blacksmith in full

swing" (p. 140). Preity good, eh? But what do
they mean? And even when he manages to choose
words that are not nonsense, Kingsbury dcesn't
always chooge words that mean what he thinks
they mean., On page 296 he refers to a "barbar-
ian druid princess"; perhaps I'm being pedantic,
bul druids were an exclusively male order of
priestss you cannot have druid prieatesses, let
2lone druid princesses., Then on page 316 he has
Teenae thinking about "the rpad she remembered
trcdding with Josai., Trodding® To all this
sarbage you can add a women who manages to keep
hergelf in a permanent state of lactation with-
cut having been pregant for many years and a
feudal society which knows right away that it
will have to invent lasers to be able to read a
crystal which they believe is the frozen word of
God.

You may have guessgsed that I'm not impresssd
with this novel. Apart from the infelicities
already mentioned, ¥ingsbury writes in sentences
of a length which seem to indicate he thinke his
carriage return bell is a sign to end them,
jnich is tedious. His characters do not enlist
any sympathy. When Teenae was crucified upsids
icwn I was on the side of those doing thne cruci-
fying. His societal organisation is plain in-
credible, and his use of Earth higtory is ten-
dentious. The crystal I mentioned =arlier turns
out to be a potied pelitical histeory of Earth
from which Kingsbury has the Getams draw para-
1llels to their own situation., As misght be ex~
pected, Lenin comes off pretty badly (after all,
he only had the aftemmath of a disastrous war, 2
multifacted civil war and an invasion to cope
with); far be it for me to defend post-revolut-
icnary Bolshevism, but I would suggest that giv-
en the Getan scoclety as described then the ex—
ample of Robespierre and the French Revoluticre
is considerably more a2pposite, Still, perhaps
it fsn't the safe thing to knock the French
Revolution in Montreal ¢f Le Quebec Libre.

T may have read worse novels than this, but
thankfully they have faded from my memory. In
its 511 pages of large print are to be found no
ideas of novelty or interest., The storyline is
confused, boring and sententious. Kingsoury
displays all the literary skill of a Sun subed-
itor. The cover blurb, while hyping Getea intc
the Dune class, has A. E, Van Vogt hold that it
sets "a new level of classic writing"., Well, T
suprose he's a change from Larry Niven or Jerry
Pournelle saying something eqgually absurd...

Geta isn't B-movie bad, fummy bad, "how on
Farth™ bad, It is Just bad, I earnestly advise
you to avoid it at all costs., Read R, L.
Yanthorpe if you must, but not this.

iers Anthony =~ MUTE {Wew English Library,
448pp, £2+50)

Reviewed by Alan Frager

3ot against the same background as the "Cluster”

trilegy, this novel concerng 2 matant named Xnot
wiio possesses the unigne psi gift of causing
anyone who meets him t¢ forget zbout nim com-
pletely within a chort time of his leaving theu.
This is obviouely an exiremely useful attribute
for a secret agent, zo Knot is recruited to the
service of CCC, the Central Co-ordination Com-
vuter which runs the universe, by 2 beautiful

il 1 agent called Finesse. The team which
asts out Lo uncover and thwart a plot to destroy
the entire human galaxy also includss Bemione,
whno is a telepathic weasel, and Mit, a telepath-
ic hermit crab with powers of precognition.
They travel to fthe planet Macho where they dis-
cover Piebald, = renegade who is lobotomising
all persons of psi ability whe fall intc his
power and who is planning to take over the gal-
axy with his "lobo" army, In thelr struggle
they are aided by a mermaid, a baby with psi-
scrambling ability, telepathic rats, bees and
cockroaches and, on the plenet Chicken Itza, by
a group of telepathic fighting cocks called the
Clucks Glan, ALl this sounds whimsical encugh
to have been written by Cliffoxd Simak, and it
might be hilariously funny if it did not centain
several very nasty kYillings and one or iwo
scenaes that would earm it a prudish asterisk
(denoting "acenes or dialogue which might be of-
fensive to scme") iz the U8 Science Fiction Book
Club's advert,

T finally settled on regarding the novel as 2
contemporary space cpera, and declded that the
11ly nemes and characters are just perirheral
to the main acticn, sometimes raising a smile
and sometimes a wince. Anthony does put some
effort into some ¢f his passages, and he does
make the reasonable if not original gserious point
that if normz2l humans de stop discriminating
againagt eash other they’ll alweys find scmeone
else to digcriminate against, 'In this case mut-
ents, chickena, cockroaches,.. One of the nov-
el's main faults is that its pace 1s, for an ex-
perienced writer like Anthony, uneven -- the
middle seotion, on the rlanet Macho, seems to go
on for ever, while the final section, in which
our heroes battle with the lcbozs for control of
UCC iz rather rushed.

Despite this, Mute is 2 reasonable galactic
adventure which contains some interesting idesas,
although it never lives up to the cover's pro-
nige of an "Awesome Galactic Epic Of Humanity's
Desperate Struggle To Save The Future". Some
readers who know Anthony's orevious work may
find the humocurous content compatible with the
novel as 2 whole, but I think it needed to have
peen handled far more expertly to have properly
fitted in. '

Novels like Catch-22 and Slaughterhouse-5
have successfully combined humour and violence
and made us think at the same time, but Mute is
nothing like as well executed and does not suc—
ceed in the way they do, Better shaped, it
could have been good, but it ended ap as just
another read.

L

John Brunner — THE CRUCIBLE OF TIME (Arrow,
474pp, £2+25)

Reviewed by Sue Thomason

One of the harder and more rewarding challenges
that the writing of mainstream science ficticon
presants is that of creating and describing an
alien cultura: a culiure with depth, richness,
flavour, charm and strangeness., There are two
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main approaches to this prcblem, The easier,
znd more usual, method is to introduce 2 charac-
» who shares many of our assumptions sbout the
rar things are. This Pnvoy or Planetaxy Observ-
r or Stranded Traveller or whatever can wander
ing at the wonder of it 211, inves-—
tigating the culiture's peculiarilies, -
detailed explanations of anything the reader
cht not understand, =nd general L roemploying a
yer ¢f similarly LS”'Ll +EL ;
~eader know wnat thirgs lcok 1i
ing On, ’

e Crucible Of Tiwme
t takes the asecond =nd
wtach, This involves 4
ure entirely in its cwn temms.
iz no outsider to explain ithing s

direct explanations <f thi
ricus or commcnplace o the che
iz never a clear descripti;n ok

~
Z IQY

L L
FULLY

ner body, nct an article of clothing):
wnrxvht not letting the leaat nint of pressure
ak from his tubules"; "My eye'= nol keen"
Ls mandibles chattered with excitement", We
re never directly told that this suliure is
baesed on animate tools, not inanimate ones, but
cities are composed of huge trunks and branch-
wayss "brig", "barg" and "juno! are not merely
voea of boat but alse types of animal; famil-
ity with nany inenimate techmnologies, such as
‘ire and electricity, develops (to us) surpris-
~zly slowly., The effects cf this mind-set re-
:rhberate thrcugh the whele epic.
Por epic it is. The protazcnist of the story
not any of the individuals whose lives and
:ﬁllentual discoverles we read of in a series
linked episcdes which apan some thousands of
rears, It is the species, the cvlture.. The
story told in The Crucible Of Time ie the story
~ the development of a particular strend of
scientifioc thought from astrclegy throush
tronomy towards spaceilight; that single
and which might preserve the species from the
1inent, inevitable destrncticn <f ifs inerees-
ingly untenable planetary hase. Ice age,
radiiaticn plague, meteor bombardment, destroy
ivilisation after zivilisation, city after
sity. Again and again, vital information is
logt. Do they make it¥ Read the novel and
Jind out.

But is it a good ncvel? Yes, I think it is.
There's lots of individual drsma, and lcts of
refully-wcrked out backsround detail, lats of
ideas and lots of action, I found the linguist-
ic device ugsed to represent alien artefacts in
inglish rather irritating, but linguistic cred-
ihility is pernhaps the hardest thing to achieve
in such a work, The aliens must be simultone-

nsly represented as talldng Snglish (to that we
cen understand them) and talldng azlien (their

sn language, thelr cwn concepis
ngnage dces appear to be sound-basged), I
ru283 that the Yalien words" in the novel are
not meant to be taken as actual samples <f the
11ien speech, but are meant to vepresent e
rords and/or concepta for which the nearest Ens—
lish equivalent is something like the English
rrd suggested by the "alien wozd™. This is an
interesting way of handling the rrchlem of alien

ecach, but perhaps one docmed to failure or at
ast inconsistency. BHowever, it detracts very
little (if at all) from the main thrust of the

narrative, Brumner has managed {(again) tu pro-

— LAY

\\

: at least their

duce a novel whieh is both exciting and thougit-

proevoking. Recommendsd.

Lawrence Watt-hvans -— TOE CERCMOSCHAI CODE
{4Avon, 204pp, #2-50)

Raviewad by Nigel Richardson

Cover illustrations often account for many a re-
viewnr‘s diglike for a ncvel long before they

tually turn to the first page, but I'd like to
say that the cover of The Chromosomal Code had
opposite effect than usual on me. 1 mean,
how can you feel anything but admiration for z
cover that shows what might he the last man on
Earth fleeing across an lcy wasteland pursued by
a giant alien spaceship. clutching as he runs =
box of Sugar Prosties? Carl Lundgren, I salute
you for this new concept!

The Chromosomal Code is fast-fiction, the
1iieravv equivalent of a Big Mac: you know thai
it ian't geod for you, will be forgotten about
the moment you've finished it, and definitely
won't improve your social standing, but you
can't help liking it at thn time, It's read-
able, fairly snappy once you've got past the
dismal opening pages, and has a few clever
little touches where it recognises the absurdity
of the vhole thing and uses this absurdity to
gncd affect rather than just blustering dourly »
on through. It doesn't take itgelf too seriou-~
ly, aims gtraight for the renowned "read on the
train and discard" category and, best of all,
it's short and to the point. No frills, no pon-
tificating, no sequels. To be blunt, it nay nct
be good but at least it isn't bad,

The plot is the old standby of one-man-
againgt-the-world, or against half the galaxy as
it turns out, To say any mrre wotld be to give
toc much away —- as the back cover blurb almcst
does —which wouldn't be fair as thke novel is
litile more than plot, It owes as much to the
thriller genre ag SP, with the hero hiding and
escaping and trying to find out what it‘s all
about, Why do the aliens want him? What will
they do to him? What will they do to the world
if they don't get him? W11l he have to save the
world? That's the sort of novel this is, and
while 2 gteady diet of such stuff would be hard
o recommend an ceeasional dip intc the cld
"Crash! Bang! Pow! Sock!” school of SP does mske
a welcome change every now and then, just like
the aforementioned Big Mac, After all, a diet
of caviar would scon pall — or so I'm told,

Isaac Asimov —- ASIMOV ON SCIENCE FIGCTION
Granada, 384pp, £2-50)

Reviewed by Jogeph Nicholas

I don't cuite know how to approach this book., I
read a fair amount of Asimov's fiction, with
some Dleasure, in my earlier years, and even noy
I wouldn't deny his crucial role in the devel
ment of Astcunding's "Golden Age'; but I beli
that, as with Heinlein, his continued success
has long since gone to his head, to the extent
that ne now feels himself quallfled to pronounce
upon akbsolutely evarything regardless of his
actual ccmpetence to do so. Hence, no doubt,
nis 200-0dd books... "I am a prolific writer,”
he gtates in the introduction to "The Prolific
Writer"; and then, in the article itself goes on
to say: "To be prolific meazs that you must be
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nble to write quickly, facilely, and without
much concern as to what improvar -nts yvou might
331bly introduce if you tock saough time,
at is precisely what you don't want to do if
your interest is in writh* well". Indead!
This is of course to quote at rondom, and
vos3ibly out of context to beot; tut no maiter
where one opens the bogl:, potentvielly Jaming
ssations come 1eaplng out., FEor instences "0I
e I have taken ©to the preparation of cecience
letion anthologies, which is perhaps a sgign of
iive to think of
wisdom and ex—
ce e g

lat
literary senescence, thoush I
it. rather, as putting my nature
=rtise at the service of the scci
ading public® (page 29).
gall to lecture people on s
chough I often say 1 lkmow nothing
uaﬁters. What irks me, however.
:cmetimes say I have no style., T uey say 1
lease about myself hut that dozsa't meen J
,1e1d the right to others" (pegc 63), ‘Aud thise
"Thege days, one of *he great purnoses of the
ltore ic the hend-

=,
Fram

fichion
T even hewe
tyle in writing
abont smueh

ig thait others

fody 7

the

o

etinga of members of =z sul
r out of incestucus cwards teo morbers,
bers, by members. rejays this rhenom=
onen with mild conteupt ond 2 smile of swiexior
znugement until sush Lime a3 ve lves get nn
eward, Then it baccwsws very imrorsant® {rpeme
278). Arrogancse, curplareny, hy 0CTiSY...ad-
nirers of the man contend that b's escmanie is
nerely an invertel jol'e atout hig modesty, tut
il 80 it's a joks thet's gone con far too long.

3ut then the 2bove has ncihirg to do vith g7,
he book's ostenoille subjec --ratier -— but then
:in, neither has a good Third of ils contents.
t cn Earth is the z+'nt, insteics, of ail
hig stuff about why scierze {iction is cailed
icience fiction =0

cell

We cim
We

ourng

r it shouvld Le written?
"o me, though, :ive! is 2 weck wozd.
It is four sy112b1| lerz and not too e~sy %o
rronounce guickly” (page 27). “And yel, though

the phrases mey be nemnratle, though ths swing
{ the sentences v7y be cr.nd. though the m-o
ind emotions may ve eflecui v invoker — ths
slery way be just a liftle ! 1o unde—giand”

(page 64; but six linwa 1o '‘Ton't get me
wrong. It is not recesgsml im.ox tan* t9 wio-—
derstand something &t on oo ling

over a well-writton masaic of story and re-
a'adlng it may, litt Ly l_.uly, illuminate
(but he saves hi ut the ead of th
thagraph by addingz: vou have the %Lime for
t". As if you he @ orl, these editorials
re straight reprints raine.
cw those of ycu who ) know
Wry it's so awful,

will

iis comments on szience flctton itseli (+hexn
he eventually gets arouni to moking them) avc
laden with contradictions -- on page 112 (and
wzin on page 203), hc contends that !lac:
Snalley's Prcnkenote nig t EF nor-
:1, but by page |H4 xp'ﬂ N
contends that Bdgar /1lea 2d re-
>zive the accolade -- ar gl=
itorials. PFixatel on ih- i of the
Lorties, he sgeens incapaple o. vniercoandins
thiat the world hes moved om since then, render-
1z obsolete The Cospel Accoriine 0o Cammhell
2l removing from Camrbell's braad or §F the
Tzt to be called "wodern" env Llerzers; =ni wien

cussing the non-Cempbellian SP tliat lLes ar-

peared since the fortiec ko deasnutrates al
inability to comprehcend it
‘empbellian terms Tiuus Daniel Tezy2s's
For Algernon is wicle2dinugly described 2s

in otlher

Paviey

cern~d with the notion of surgically-enhanced
intelligence when in fact it's concerned with
the erfazcts of the experiment on Chariie Gordon;
Orwell's Nineteen Eighty—-Four is denounced for
its unworkable methods of sccial control, its
inabilify to imagine a plausible future sceiety,
its recycling of £.alinist ideology, and even
ite Newspeak, all of which is utterly irrelevant
to the novel's thrust =znd message (and in fact
the whole piece conveys the strong impression
that the novel scares Asimov shitless: ne ends
with some sub-lMeCarthyite hysteria about the
death of free enterprise capitalism being the
death of civilisation); Soviet science fiction
in general ig patronised for failing to exactly
Tollow the same "evolution" as American magazine
8¥: and so on and so on.
i3 book is junk, ir other words -— a tra-

vesiy of oriticism, urmitigated drivel from be-
gir :r* to end. That it should be passed off as
goeme sort of guide to science fiction is simply
abgurd

Viace — LYONKSSE, BOOK 1: SULDRUN'S GARDEN
(Creneda, 436pp, £2495)

:q&rby Judith Hanna

is choracteristic, even quintessential,
Oulr”", vivid, incident-packed. It's a
gralb=bes ¢f {airy-tale motifs shaken together
irc just tumbled ou* onto the paper: cruel fath-

Lvcnegse
Jemces

:r Virz Cesmir locks away disobedient Suldrun,
lote (L megical artefacts, stolen child Dnrun,
hordful of faizy gifts, child-eating ogre, at-

zk on wicked would-be wizard's (Paude

filhiot) imprermable castle Tintzin Pyral,

e hero is c2lled Aillas, Lots of exotic-

1 nemes picked up from nere, there, and
inveived Little struciure to the complicated

pIOu, little pacing to the piling-on of inci-

dent, story ziggii 2 and zagging at whim on its

vay toverds one of those punchlines Vance uses

Tor endings. Lacking such a punchline, onesss
locuu t so0 much come to an end as just atop.

! asks the Epilogue. Will Vance write
Probahly -~ this is only Book 1,

mn

Aﬁicf

Hetn =0 e
b
H (!

o |
all

arother Vance story (The Eyes Of The
for example) about prancing through o
land of marvels with an aye to loot, pillage,
rane and torture. The tale slows down for lov—
in, descriptions of tortures and executions.
811 fiction is in part fantastic, in part bor-
rcwed from reality; the gquestion is which as—
vects of these to emphasise. In Vance's work,

12t th=2r~ is of the Good simpers smarmily, and
vhai there 13 of the Beautiful gives off a tinny
rettle. It's only the torments, crimes and per-

zraleors “hat carry conviction.

Sigmmnd, mein freund, when you've finished

with Har- Bosch, came and take a dekko at this

r|'\.1-] -

OVe" WO J_ll Ly

Alen Dean Foster — SPELLSINGER {Orbit,
£2-50)

Frager

352rp,

f]”‘ya see.r Alan Dean Foster as a writoer
ced off with great promise with novels
such as Iﬁnll*”“r, exciting unpretentious adven--

sures in the ap*ne operatic tradition, and who

t1 lost @2y with novelisationg of screen—
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plays like Alien and awful books about the Star
Wars characters. He has become & hack, concern~
ed only with volume of output and not quality.

To see, therefore, that he had turned his
hand to writing a sword-and-sorcery novel came
23 no surprise. 3pellsinger is "Voluue One of a
stunning new fantasy series" which will, as they
22y, run and run,,.

What does surprise me is the presumption that
p20ple want to read yet another series of tales
about about a modern-day American plucked in
some mysterious way from hie everyday surround-
ings and transported to a mediazeval world where
magic reigns and where he and only he cen save
that world from an indescribable evil,

Jonathan Merriweather is a Californian gred-
uate student about to present his masterts thes-
iz on "The noble-sun king relationchips of the
Incas 1248-1350", He is smoking a joiut and as
high as a kite when he is removed by magic from
nis dormitory room to a Rupert Brar world of
numan-gized animals who also dress, talk and
live like humans. The good wizard who has work-
ed this spell is not an old men with a flowing
white beard, long robes covered with ryatic rym-—
bols and a tall pointed hat but a turtle with =a
shell full of drawers containing his mazical
requisites.

The novel is dedicated to, among others, Jimi
Hendrix, and Merriweather is the bers guitarist
in a rock band. His idols are Led Zesppelin,
Procol Harum, Deep Purple and The Moody Blues,
and he entertains a tavern-full of enimals with
"Eleanor Rigby". Once he has discovered his
talent ag 2 "spellsingexr", he corjur:cs up trans-—
port for his party by singing a medley of Beach
Boys dragster songs. This leads me to believe
that the manuscript dates from the sixties, vhen
it was probably written as a Tollien pastiche,
but had to wait for publication vntil Foster be-
came a "name”,

To publish this in the same ycar as Delanv's
thought-provoking Neveryon storics, year: away
in time and development from his first published
fantasy, The Jewels Of Aptor, chows just how
wide the fantasy field is, But then to compare
Delany and Foster is equivalent *o equating
Midnight's Children with King Of The Knvber
i7les because they're both ahout India, In any
ase, Spellsinger is not even a complete novel
in its own right, It consists purely of scenn-
sevting, the formation of an ill-asasorted fel-
cwship, and the start of their cucst to save
He mammalian world from congust oy a ri-. of
insects, It does not end at any natural break,
but leaves the protagonists ip nicd-cziventuore on
the last page.

I'ne second volume of the series has clready
been published in the USA, 80 presumably the
public liked Spellsinger enough to keep 1t go~
inz. Here also, enough people will probably
ouy it, and make Poster plenty of pounds as well
as plenty of dollars., It is of course undemanc--
ing Lowest Common Denominator fantasy, compet-
ntly written and reasonably well naced, but
withoul any original ideas or proper character-
isation, There is, I fear, no hops that the
&

&
L

ollowing novels in the series will be cny het-

ar

(ne day someone will pu lish a fantasy novel
without a map filled with nameg like Sloomaz-
ayor-le-Weentld and Yul-pat-Pomma, but this is
not the one. 3pellsinger is no worse, hcvever,
than most of the novels published in this gonre,
and if you like Piers snthony's "Ianth" sasries

you'll vrobably like this. It requires no abil-
ity to appreciate the thought of structuralist
philosophers, and despite my opinion of the nov—
el as a whole I confess I did like both the
Marxist dragen and the listener to "Eleanor
Rigby" who knows people who keep other people's
heads in jars by the door but never their own
faces!

Philip K. Dick -- TIME OUT OF JOINT (Penguin,
187pp, £1-95)

Reviewed by Helen McNabb

"gs T was sitiing in my chair
I knew “he bottom wasn't there,
Yor lecs noxr beeck, but I just sat,
Ignovinz little things like that."
{Hugh Mearns, Verse And Worse)

This ig a useful, setirical introduction to
Idealigm for the non~philosopher. "Esse es per—
cipe® (toc b2 ig to be perceived) is the basis of
the philesorhical theory of Idealism propounded
br Disiop Ferkeley in the eighteenth century,
which statec (briefly) that things only exist
when there i3 sonieone there to see them, se that
when (for wze~ple) people lezwve a room the fur—
niture ceases to exist until someone re-enters.
Thie explenaiion sizmplifies the theory down to
the bara ltones. but is sufficient to add insight
to Time Out Of Joint because the link between
words ond r-2lity ie one of the ideas which Dick
iz a¥ploring through the situation he creates.

Wlie nroteseniat _c a man called Regle Gumm,
who nas o growing feeling that things are wrong
with his worid. Supsrficially, he is living in
the pleaarnt, cony world of the 1950s, with his
sister 2l brother—in-law; they Are nice middle-
clags perple 1 & pnice riddle-class suburb al-
though Guma earns his living, unusually, by con-
gistently winning 2 newapaper competition called
"hera will the Little Green Man be next", which
involves cpotting the exact place where the
little green men vill land when Earth is invad-
ad, But there are moments of disquiet in Gumm's
exictence; on occasion, his objective reality
fades avay learing only a slip of paper saying
"soft drink gtand" or "door" in vlace of the ac-
tual obiject so that, like Bishop Berkeley, he
beging to wender what actually dees exist and to
doubt the vourkings of his own mind, to doubt his
own sanitv, e is scmewhat reassured when other
veople relate disbtortions of reality which have
heppencd o thea, bt although he is happier
about his senity he is less happy about the
world he i1z living in, He has a growing feeling
that be is the centre of a complex plot, a feel-
ing confirmed wiirn he overhears a radio conver-
sation ebout himself, znd sets out to discover
whet hig wrono with himself and his world — and
proves to be more coupetent at it than Hamlet.

The rest of %the couplet from which the title
is tvaken,

"he time is sut of joint; O cursed spite,
That I wre evez born to set it right®

is very apposltc, because Ragle Gumm's unique
salent for sseing patterns is shown to be vital
%0 Rarth's continue’ rxistence, so much so that
even his insanity is pendered to, and to an ex-
tragrdinazr degrez, To say any more would be to
give away too mush cof the plot, which would be a
shamz beczuse the resclution of Gumm's work on
“he ccrnetiticn. which he is beginning to think
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ig futile, and his belief that he is the centre
of more than just his own private universe, aug-
mented by the philosophical speculations, makes
enthralling reading,

Not that the novel is absolutely perfect. I
found the end hurried, as though Dick had had
enough of his creation and wanted to resolve it.
The scene-getting of the world of the 1950s is
done in detail and at leisure, catching an abid-
ing feeling of security, comfort and hope and
written with deep affection; whereas the ending,
although it clears up most of the plot details,
dcesn't have the at times lyrical writing of the
earlier portion, which I found disappointing.
Also, there are some holes in the story -- the
set-up in 0ld Town, where Ragle Gumm lives, is
not fully explained, nor how many people there
are living there and the extent of the brain-
washiag they have undergone; in addition, HMrs
Keitelbein keeps appearing too conventiently and
has such enormous influence that she seems to be
a deus (or dea?) ex machina rather than a be-
lievable character, ZAlthough she is one of the
few characters aboul whom that can be gaid; most
of them are real enough to be living just down
the road,) I ean't help feeling that Dick wes
more interested in the philosophy and the
theoretical background than in the plot he de~
viged to carry his ideas, but the novel could
have many more holes in it than it has and still
be one of the best I've read in ages. I read it
in a sitting and would recommend it fto you
neartily.

Robert Asprin (ed.) — THIEVES' WORLD (Penguin,
221pp, £1+95)

Reviewed by Sue Thomasan

I looked at the contents page and saw that the
book was an anthology of eight sword-and-
sorcery stories, with an accompanying essay "The
‘Making Of Thieves' World" at the back. T turned
straight to the essay. It makes interesting
reading. 4 bunch of writers, known and unknown,
get together at a convention and decide they'll
each write a stiory set in a world which they'll
collectively design. Enthusiasm mounts. Ideas
2nd alcohol flow like, well, like ideas and 2l-
cohol at a good convention. I was impressed.

My appetite was whetted.

So I turned to the stories. And finished the
book, an hour or so later, wondering where all
the fun and sparkle had gone, and why I felt so
bored,.. (Moral: don't read the back of the
book first.)

Obviously, then, this was an idea that didn't
work, There are several reasons why not. One

is the problem familiar to the watchers of TV
serials — when several writers are working on
the szme project, the demands of contimuity al-
low 1ittle in the way of character development.
This is bearable for forty minutes once a week,
when memory has the chance to soften and elabor-
ate the bare skeleton of the previous episodes
it is not bearable eight times over in the gspace
of a single bock. Any one of these stories
would have been interesting enough on its own,
but together, far from complementing each other,
they actually suffer for the company they keep.

And the continuity is not all that contimi-
ous. Banctuzry, the town where all the stories
are set, reads like a town designed by a commit-
tee, which of course it is. And not even a real
town, tut a stage set, or one of those gold-rush
boom-towns where impressive screens of false
frontage conceal the poverty of the one-storey
hovels behind them. Reading Thieves' World
brought home to me how important atmosphere and
background are to good sword-and-sorcery; not
plot, not characters, but atmosphere. 4lso how
individual a quality it is, unique to every
writer worth the paper they've written on. The
fabric of background detail may not be what
holds my attention in a story, but how I miss it
when it's not there! There are holes in this
tapestry you could put your fist through.

Pinally, the stories themselves are not all
that special (although, as I sald, I probably
think less well of them than I would have done
had T met them in different company). Three
days after reading the book, the only ones that
retain their individuality are Poul Anderson's
neat (but unoriginal) piece of geometrical magic
and Marion Zimmer Bradley's rather sombre tale
of a wizard's hidden weakness, in which the fin-
al twist will come as a surprise only to those
who have never read any Bradley before.

By all means buy *his book i2 you like sword-
ad-sorcery and can ration yourself to reading
one story a week. Ctherwlise, stick to witness-—
ing author's flights of imagination first-hand
at your next convention. Live butterflies are
much, much nicer than dead ones.

Jefferscn P. Svycaffer — NOT IN OUR STARS
(Avon, 222pp, ﬂ2 '75)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

You thought Doc Smith-style slambang action-

edventure space oper: was dead? Think agains:

"Admiral Michael Devon. Battle hero.
Brilliant atrategist. Iron commander of the
flagship Philomena and a Concordat starfleet
of hurdreds. Eis mission: quell the explod-
ing rebellion in the Outreach -—- and regain
control of the twelve-world Industrialised
Zone."

And that's just the back cover blurb. Eere's
the flyleaf teaser (a spacc battle):

"Beams burst forth, straight-line lances con-
taining hundreds of trillions of watt-seconds
of energy., The targets moved, and the speed
of light actually began to seem slow. A beam
strusk a2 ship squarely on an armour plate,
roe metres of plastic~ceramic-titanium
honeycomb was chiselled out of the plate,
Engines produced multiple trillions of watts
of power, which was hungrily ccnsumed by
drives, guns, support systems. Bvery ship




PAPERBACK INFERNO 11

e

tried to avoid being where the next beam
would pass.”

Not enough for you? Try the beginning of Chap-
ter 12 (the marines are going in):

"Using almost surgically precise missile fire
to deliver fractional kiloton warheads,
Michael made certain that the collateral
damage was kept to a minimum, He did not un-
leash the multi-megaton city-shattering weap-
ons; those were for enemies, not for one's
own rebellions citizens,"

Cr the first line of Chapter 3:

"For years John Burt had been known to his
crew as 'Two-Pistol John'."

According to a recent issue of Locus, Swycaffer
ig busily manufacturing a series of these
things, and has even sold another two or three
of them.

Good God.

C. Je Cherryh — MERCHANTER'S LUCK (Methuen,
208pp, £1-95)

Reviewed by Martyn Taylor

Take one young man who isn't guite what he seems
toc be. He seems to be a lying, scheming, cheat-
ing, thieving, comniving trickster, He is the
lagt living scion of a noble trader family who
were all murdered by pirates. Why he chooses to
behave in this odd fashion when it must be eszs-
ier for him to get by just being "that he is nev-
=1 gets made clear. Put him on Viking, a trad-
ing station, where he iz dewn on his luck, broke
md on the look-out for crewmembers. So what
does thig lying, scheming, etc. do? He tries to
pick up a member of the biggest and heaviest
trading ship in port is all he tries %o do, and
in a bar where he can't afford ths cover charge
cither. Just hcw he hasg survived so long pull-
ing strokes like this is never made clear to us,
any more than we are given a good reason why
Allison Reilly falls for Ed Stevens's gaunt,
emaciated charm and takes him %o bed, picldng up
the bill too. Smitten by love, if not good
senge, our hero follows her ship, “Dublin
Again", to Pell in a spectacularly foolhardy
manceuvre which should have killed him but
doesn't because he's the herc and has another
150 pages to negotiate, Pell happens tc be in
the 4lliance (cr is it the Union?); and on this
staticn outwith all their usual trading grounds
he is bought out by "Dublin Again' because
Allison Reilly is tired of playing 21st fiddle
with no hope of playing 20th. Loaded up with
military cargo and given a stern if cryptic
talking-tc by a military lady, our hero sets off
for cold and lonely Venture with anly Allison
and some cousins off "Dublin Again" ftr crew and
sompany. (A1l the crew of "Dublin Again" are
:alled Reilly -~ all 1300 of them — which must
ke for an interesting phone book.) Just out-
side Venture they are met by (you zuessed it)
the pirates, After some stiff-jawed heroics,
our hero is slcwly bleeding to death when over
the event horizcn comes cur military lady in her
ship "Norway", hard cn the heels of "Dublin
fzain", and another two trading ships. It was a
dastardly trap all along, with our hero aas bait.
S5till, they all live happily ever after, with Ed
Stevens able to reclaim the Kreja name.

If that ending seems 211 tco familiar — the

cavalry galloping into sight or the King's Navy
appearing round the headland — my initial re-
action was "Mercy sakes alive, looks like we got
us a convoy". Merchanter's Tuck® Trucker's
Luck is more like it. This story could be
nlanted lock, stock .nd over-the-engine cab on
the Miduvestern highways and not suffer one jot.

They are all in there —- combines, independents,
hijackers, bent coppers, plaguey bureaucrats,
faney rigs, the lot —- and given Cherryh's nsver

less than workmanlike storytelling it all bowls

along merrily to its pre-ordained climex, with
enough spiczing of ser, violence, pclitics and
pgychiatry ftc keep the sauce interestingly
piguant. I can't pretend that I understood all
the politics, or their significance — I suspect
that had I read Downbelow Station all would be

mich clearer, but I haven't and here lies a sub-
stantial flaw in the work. Cherryh seems to as-
aume that readers of Merchanter's Luck have read
Downbelow Station and therefore don't need to be
told everything they might need to know to make
cenge of it because the information is contained
in the previous novel. A somewhat dangerocus as-
guwnption, I would suggest, and Merchanter's Luck
certainly guffers the lack of a few thousand
words of judicious backzround,

1 do have two real gulbbles, though., Cherzyh
has her herc illicitly use the bank account of
the Wyatt's Star Combine to fund his activities,
confident that as long as he puts back what he
hag talken by *he end of the financial year then
nobody will be any the wiser. There has ob-
viously been a major change in business practice
between now and then, since the first principle
of business is to know exactly where your last
penny is at ary given moment and the second is
o make sure that it is earning its keep —
which decemn't mean lying around in some safe
bank account in the back of bevond waiting to be
misappropriated by some plausible comman. (Just
shcws you, doesn't it, the spiritual benefits of

" gpace iravel,) My second quibble is that this

novel ia being marketed as "4 Downbelow Station
Hovel", Downbelow is menticned ance in the text
and hag nothing whatsoever to do with the story.
Hevertheless, these are only guibbles.
Mershanter's Luck i3 a reasonably exciting ad-

venture story told briskly and without many
frills —— rather reminiscent of Papa Heinlein on
a better day. It may not be the besti novel ever
written and it certainly won't alier anyone's
1ife, but if you want a few hours of escapist
romance then you could do very much worse,




12 PAPERBACK INFERNO

Charles Platt —~- DREAM MAKERS, VOLUME II
(Berkley, 300pp, $695)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

From my own limited experience, I know that in-
terviews can be peculiar things —— regardless of
the circumstances in which they're conducted,
the trick is always to get the subject to talk
about what he or she really wants to. Natural-
1y, the interviewer should be seecking to draw
them out on such matters, to phrase the ques-
tions in such a way that the subjects are "per-
suaded" to talk without realising that they have
beenj but at no time {and I've been guilty of
this myself) should the interviewer attempt to
force his or her own concerns onto the subject,
try to dragoon them into discussing what is cur-
rently uppermost in the interviewer's thoughts.

I say this because it seems to me that, at
certain points in this book, there is an imbal-
ance in favour of Platt rather than his subject.
One of my main complaints about the first volume
(also known as Who Writes Science Fiction?, re-
viewed in Vector 102) was that, although Platt
stated in his introduction that as the person
conducting the interview he could hardly be read
out of the picture, there was still too much of
him in the book: the sense, in mzny of the in-
terviews, was that his subjects' words were not
being reported verbatim but were filtered
through his opinions of them, made m2nifest in
such cages by the large amounts of linking mat-
erial either summarising or explaining their re-
marks and/or surroundings. Such linking mater-
ial has been kept to 2 minimum in this second
set of interviews, but there has instead been a
change. in the nature of the questioning — al-
though still seeking %o persuade his subjects to
discuss themselves and their concerns. Platt
also seeks their response to one of his own: the
current spate of (admittedly quite dreadful)
generic fantasy that now floods the bookshops
and seems to be outselling ST, His questions
about it occur and rescur with such frequency
that I began to wonder at his motives — was he
unsure of his own explanation for the phenomenon
and looking for a more concrete answer, perhaps?
Searching for a consensus amongst SF writers at
large? Trying to mobilise support for a cam-
raign against it? Yet none of the answers he
receives are particularly startling -—- authors
and readers are getting lazy, people in general
are beginning to distrust scieice, the gloomy
state of the real world is sngzendering a drift
into wish-fulfillment escapism -- and tell us
nothing that we don't already either know or
suspect., There's no point to it all, in other
words; it's simply a distraction from the real
business of the interviews -- getting the sub-
jects to talk about what matters to them.

And in this he succeeds admirably. Sometimes
he's helped by the natural garrulity or loc-
quaciousness of his subjects -— Piers Anthony,
for example, rattles on about himself and his
work at such a rate that in order to keep him on
course Platt has to interrupt him several times,
not always successfully — but mostly it's be-
cause, fortuitously or not, he has the knack of
asking exactly the right questions., The inter—
view with Jerry Pournelle, for example, not un-—
naturally devotes a fair amount of space to the
latter's views on militarism and the supposed
inevitability of war, and when asked whether
military preparedness might not be a self-ful-
fulling prophecy his answer is tc pull a revol-

ver from under his desk, set out his “rules" for
gun control, and state that thanks to the vigi-
lance of him and his neighbours the area in
which he lives has the lowest crime rate in Los
Angeles — an incident that, for me, sheds rath-
er more light on Pournelle's personal philosorpiy
then his fiction has done, {Later in the same
interview, Pournelle admits to the rumour that
he was once a member of the Communist Party,
giving as his excuse for joining it — albeit
not in gquite as many words -- that it was the
mache thing to do. A typical Pournelle reason,
no doubt -- but the Communist Party! Boggle
boggle boggle...) Poul Anderson, pushed into
naming which of his books he thinks is his best,
replies to the effect that he hopes it's the one
he was then working on {Orion Shall Rise); when
asked what it's about, he makes the interesting
ohaervation that if Western technological civil-
isation experiences a hiatus of any kind then it
will have difficulty getting going again, not
because knowledge will have been lost but be-
cause rich natural resources will have been used
up -- not a startlingly oxriginal observation,
but still not quite the sort of answer you'd ex-
pect from such an enthusiastic supporter of the
infinitely expanding future as his fiction makes
nim out to be., And in his interview, Jack
Vance, discussing the political thrust of his
work, vigorously denies being right-wing and re-
fers with disdain to "some British fellow, evi-
dently left-wing in his political opinions" who
sent him a copy of en article demonstrating, on
the basis of some of his fiction that he is —
and if this isn't Mike Dickinson's "Romance And
Hardening Arteries" from Vector 95, I'1l be

amazed,
One might surmise from this, however, that

Platt has plumbed the hitherto uncharted depths
of his subjects, brought back a cargo of infor-
mation about them that will come as a revelation
to us all — but this, of course, is not the
case. Almust everyone in the book has been in-
terviewed at least once before; most SF writers
gseem to talk incessantly about themselves any~
way; and, rather contradicting the book's sub-
title (probably tacked om by the publishers) —-
"The Uncommon Men And Women Who Write Science
Fiction" —— most of them geem thoroughly ordin-
ary in their outlook and upbringing. They read
omnivorously and voraciously from an early age,
felt isolated from their peers at school, dis-
covered SP as a new way of looking at the world
-— what fan hasn't gone through some variation
of this? The only difference here is that these
"fans" were more determined than the rest of us
to translate their desire to write SF into the
actual writing of it, and have succeeded in do-
ing so. (Cause for some small celebration, per-
haps — would that the rest of us had the neces-
sary perseverance, )

There are, even go, one or two oddballs,
Theodore Sturgeon, for example, is so spaced out
that he thinks his invention to hold a book's
rages open so that he can read without tiring
nis arms, consisting of a bent coat-hanger and
two paper-clips, is the height of fechnical in-
zenuity, ("I realise that I am not, after all,
in Wonderland. This must be Looking Glass Land,
because the man sitting opposite me,..can be
none other than the White Knight. At any moment,
he will demonstrate an upside-down cookie btox
that keeps the rain nut,"™ says Platt, indicating
what he thinks of such nonsense,) Or there's
Andre Norton, who is so confused that she can
denounce certain unspecified female fantasy
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writers for inserting gratuitous homosexuality
into their books mere seconds after urging the
inclusion of Jacqueline Lichtenberg in Dream
Makers Volume 2 — and then, d ~monstra,tmg a
credulity that would be lawgnable if it wasn't
true, go on to discues the eunposediy ancient
but in fact completely fake “raligion" of Wiceca
and the "success" of some members of seéme wWho
have managed to breed =z unicorn "out Vest", her
"proof" of which concistc of a tuft of hair cut
from its mane. Gcod Codese Dubt then no cne can
rogsibly be ag davangod as Robtert f-ion Wileson,
who wrote the Illurminatus! trilozy 25 a self-
confessed joke but wiio has mitten soms
"non—-fiction" works sseking to "prova" its
validity, and vhose intervie s orzuts hs half-

believes in UR0s and Trich von L?nﬁh.n as wall,

SIOCO W

Then there are thosze vwho say scmeth’rps vhich
is not as obviously idiotic as the feregoing but
which on cloger exemination rovecis a cortain

ignorance of the real world, or at least ithe
real world beyond the confineg ol ti:z continent-
al United Statez. This includes, for exzmple,
Larry Niven's cure for inflation, ”LlC“ is pimp-
ly to stop printing money until el ~et Lzed
to there being leegs of it chont: “If“ ba four-
teen dollars for a siealk, znd ncholy would rave
th? fourteen dollers, until t!l:» butcher finally
decided that the goveinment really meant it, znd
would not print cny novre monev, & Mish roint
L would lower the price of steok to seven dol-
lars. Thet would end nflstjon.” Tndeed! (’n,
but in ignoraucr thowe is bliss...) Iut vhy, if
ne thinks this is the soluticr, haz he not asked
himself why governments heve 1ot tsken it up?

Or there's Janet Morria's stunid cleir that "The
Soviets poured all the initisl ceed meusy into
the Buropean peace moveme't to txry to freeze
the 'balance! of the r“““ in their fav-
our", which reve-ls a guite _“~Agrerinz derres of

ire wes

anti-Soviet peranoia (if ko USS.: were

that strong, wouldn't the U8/ hLove

"fight" decsdes 2e?), a wiclernle imosamce of
the contemporary nuclear di= "7crr* campaign
(damned if we Burorcenc sre fuing T2 lar dewn
our lives Just =o that tle US moy ezcome une
scathed), 2nd an inzbility ic 51o-p *;w pect
basic of faotes aleub ruclesr weepons (7= L. P,
Thompson, higtoriaa end lounlor of T \. nes
pointed out, w.en bﬂ*ﬂ £3 ey | Zm«; enough
in their arsenals t 3eroy Eirone 30 times

over, what doecs it xﬁtur that one ¢en do so
only 14 times to the other's 167). She even has
the gall to follow this claim with the romark
that "people don’t go after information chersel-
ves, they believe vha' they hear" - .- and fer
someone who prides herself on her broazdth of
learning and abilivy tc f£ind thinzs ot for her-
self, this isg <o rich ~a {0 Lrrder o bypocrisy.
in his intexview, Hery Harriz~n me'ems -licit
reference to the average fmoricen in tei3
which, if thers wes any jootice. should serves ra
2 chastening reminder to the likes of l'iven and
Morris.

Hot every inferview is 25 illunirating or as
thought-provoking z3 this. ol ccur-2 with
the first volune, the qu”l_ﬁj aad ce*“l of cov-
erage is very variable. =zither =
subject has an off d=y, or they
geme fashion, or the ground they
familiar as to render the piece
and, in gemeral, the cherser Interviers 2ve the
most dispensible — porziicalalv those conducted
mail with L. Reon Ilubberd ani by t=2lephone
with Arthur C, Claxle, ths inclusion of vhich
contradicts Plett’s shatemeny ia hiz introduct-

— O

to elick in

LPll
covaer 1s S0
rather boring;

T

ion that he didn't want to do telephone inter-
views with certain writers he couldn't reach in
person because such would convey nothing of the
atmosphere of the places where they live and
work, DBut, overall, Platt is to be congratulat-
ed or this beok: or the range of writers @t cov—~
ers, on the inclusion of certain writers (Alvin
Toffler, William Burroughs, D. M. Thomas) not
normally thought of as falling within the SP
canon (and of two editors, Donald Wollheim and
Edward Fermen, who provide a very different
perspective of it), on the arcangement of the
interviews within the book (so that comments
made In one cea refer back to comments made in
an ersrlier piece -- and for this reason the book
is begt read straight through rather than, as
one usually does with such a volume, dipped into
at rsadom), on his ability to get his subjects
talking, on the crispness and accuracy of his

. descripticns (and in some cages their subtlety
- without ever actually saying as much, or com-
ing anywhex2 near it, he manages to convey Larry
Niven's self-centred smugness and complacency in
a way that will be hard to beat) — on almost
everytiing about tho book, in fact, It's by no
means (and it's not intended to be) a2 sternly
eritical work designed to give us the last poss—
ible word on the writersg it covers, but it is a
generally exzcellent collection of interviews,
Buy 3it, and enjoy it.

Ien Vatson — CONVIRTS (Gramada, 191pp, £1°95)
kevieved by Nigel I"'chardson

Heroe's a fuiny thing: & comic novel by the meta-
phrsical, politicel, and increasingly prolific
Iza V=hsor, OF course, "comic™ means different
thinzs t5 ddfferens writers, and while Watson
hes rererzcd to Converts as his "slapstick" nov-
el this doesn't atom him from speculating 2bout
Ccd, parzllel time-streams, DNA mutations and
emoluticn, anongst other things. And even when
he is dealing with some of the daftest notions
ever to frace o respectable SF author's work he
atill hes the reader wondering if it's safe to
take the novel at face value,

Converts is a remarkably silly work that
gtarts we1l falls apart in the middle and just
about comes together in a reasonable finale.
Walson's proee is as frantic and as prickly as
ever, but it is also a good deal looser and more
relazed tho: it vaed to be, and while the ideas
ara a little temer I was able to read the novel

in o3 sitting withoui getting lost, confused or
bored.
The asto eging nice and simply: the Spon-
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sor, a "financial superman", wants to become a
physical superman and has developed a virus that
"triggers" a person’s DNA, metamorphosing him or
her into the next stage of human development.
The proceas works fine when tested oa rats and
chimps, but when used cn people they each devel-
op in a different menner, some sprouting wings,
scme turning into sprites, some into masses of
eyas. "The subject becomes what he really wish-
es to become, deep down in his soul... Man as
metaphor,” as one character putg it. Group per-
scnalities come about, group take on group,
things fall apart and farce breaks out, The
Sponsor -- now renamed Ariel to match his new
body -—— decides that the whole world should
evolve, whether thev want to or not, and...well,
things get a bilt confused here, with people
turning into chairs and dogs and trees and God
lmcws what, It all reaches a point, indeed,
where God has to intervene in the crazed exces-
gea of evolution; although this is no God you've
ever ccme across before, even in Watson's previ-
ouz work.

More Goulart than Sladek, Converts didn't
make me laugh, but I did smirk once or twice
(which may not be a pretty sight but is a recom-
mendation of sorts)., Token criticism? "Besom!

is not a synonym for breast. A woman has 8 bos-
om, not plural bosoms. TUnless, of course, she
really has been messing around with her INA,..

Elizabeth Scarborough — THE HAREM OF AMAN AKBAR
(Bantam, 265pp, §2-95)

Reviewed by Judith Hanna

Three wives set out to rescue their pretty hus-
band who has been turned into an ass, Well,
ves, he was one before, but only metaphorically.
Much trickery, some fighting in which our hero-
ine acquits herself well. Wicked Emir, almost
helpful djinn with mysogynist leanings, King
Sani and the Peri Queen with their cohorts of
quite unhelpful and unfriendly shape-changing
Divs all complicate the plot; but a Saint's
sweaty head-cloth, always taking the right-hand
path, mother wit and mother-love lead to a happy
and even more complicated ending. Robust and
cheering adventure.

Jack Chalker — TWILIGHT AT THE WELL OF SOULS
(Penguin, 304pp, £250): fifth
and last in the unreadable "Well World" series.

LETTERS

The controversy (you surely know which contro-
vergy by now) rumbles on, although 1 suspect
that ite end may now be in sight., Let's hear
first from GENE WOLFE (whose letter, as predict-
ad, reached me Jjust too late for inelusion in
the previous issue):

"This is my last response. It's discouraeging to
see how little impression my protests have had
on your readers,

"Sue Thomason doesn't even understand the
point of disagreement, which is not what liter-
ary theft is or whether such theft can -sometimes
be justified, but the advisability of calling =z
living author a thief in print upon debatable
gromds, Chris Bailey says he can call 7. S.
Tliot a plaglarist; leaving aside the propriety
of the accusaticn (which will interest Chris and
Sue much more than it interests me), Eliot has
keen dead for nearly twenty years. He cannot
bring an action for libel, as a living author
can, K. V., Bailey worries about Eliot's borrow—
ing Sanskrit from the Upanishads, a concern that
shculd make Sylvie and Bruno feel right at home.

"All three letters give me the impression
that these correspondents, however unconsecious=
ly, consider all authors dead. That is not the
ceae; whether or not they are willing to accept
it, there are living, breathing aulhors walking
the earth today, men and women they may someday
meet at a party or in a courtroonm,

"I ask them to consider seriously, if only
for a moment, how they wculd feel if they were
called thieves in the pages of some publicaticon
~- researchers who stole ancther researcher's
findings, students who stole supplies from an-
cther student's desk, or neighbours whc stole
millk from the house next dcor. I ask them to
congider how they themselves would react.”

After a long pause for thought, I finelly enter-
ad the fray myself, writing directly %o Gene
Wolfe in response to the above points and send-
ing copies of both his and my letters to each of
the other three participants. My response first
(slight abuse of editorial prerogative, but it

did have some influence on what the others
wrote):

"Firgtly, I don't think any of the three corres-
pondents have misseu or misunderstoad your point
about plagiarism -- Sue Thomason may not have
acknowledged it directly, but I think she was at
least taking it into account; K. V. Bailey re—
rerred to it as "a morally and professionally
indefensible practice" in the very first sen—
tence of his letter in issue 503 and Chris
Pailey remarked on ‘ts legal ramifications vis-
a~vis the US and the UE, I think this latter
letter also contains (albeit somewhat cryptical-
ly) an indication of why the three have reapond-
ed g0 differently to the word 'plagiarism!: the
old business of cultural differences. For my-
self, T take the point that you're making (as I
acknowledged in the letter column of issue 50),
and would at no time seek to accuse an author of
theft unless the evidence for it was very strong
(i.e., overwhelming)., But then I don'% think
that Sue herself was directly accusing Crowley
of theft — indeed, she acknowledged that he
made specific references to his resources, which
is not at all the same thing as deliberately
trying to pass the work of another off as one's
owIl,

"Secondly (and following on from the earlier
point about the above three correspondents not
having missed or misunderstood your point), I
think that —- as their letters make clear ——
they're concerned to discuss the nature of auth-
ors' borrowings rather than just the fact of
those borrowings. After all, we all borrow from
cthers to some extent: I couldn't write critic-
iam, for example, if I hadn't read Prye and
Scholes and Marx and etc.. Neither Sue Thomason
nor XK. V., Bailey could have written the letters
they 4id if they hadn't read the sources they
cited., DNone of us could write i if we
hadn't read (say) the Bible, Shakespeare, and
the mimown Sumerian scribe who penned Gilgamesh
some six thousand years ago, for the gimple
reason that these (among others) happen to be
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the bagic building blocks of our literary cul-
ture. As Sue gaid -- a comment I quote because
I 2gree with her -- none of us is producing any-
thing that is ccmpletely new."

Sue, either still in the process of moving house
or struggling to re-orient herself now that she
has moved, hasn't yet replied to the above two
letters; but the other two did. CHHIS BAILEY:

"T think it is clear that for Gene Wolfe it is
the very act of deploying the word 'plagiarism'
with relation to a living writer that is the of-
fence, The reaction of the British coatributors
has been to query exactly what plagiicdsm is.

M oultural differences' again, but lst's rake
a stab at explaining them. In the US4, it is
Independence Day that is Americca day and that
indicates the spirit which to me secms to run
through the history of Americen lin rature, &
liserature which is & true sxproesion of its
people's ideals in that it is conceined to kick
over the traces of inherited ideas, Yo express
“resn ideas in a new way, It puts 4 premium on
being independent and unfetisred by antecadents.
in Britain, we peel vack the lzrers of our lit-
erature and despairingly wondcr whare it all
came from. It seems to go on for aver, like
zeclogical strata,

"I'm not suggesting that these arz consider-
aticns we carry constantly at the front of our
minds when discussing our shared literatures but
they may help inform ocur dcepest rasponses and
Y;1dln our various recactions to th
arism. One really doesn't see tha ord uged in

Rfritain that often and I'm not sure that I've
sver seen it used in aager in {he covitext of
British publishing. (I'd be interested in resd-
ins what anybody involved in British publishirg
or Journalism might have to say.,) Ticre is a
Lot of pastiche, though -- for exsaple, scme-
body's just written & third ‘licn tock —- a oild
form of 'plagiarism' which “cOth gecn. happy to
regard as a function of wit, no more =nd ro
less.

"]l would employ plagiariem with roTevenne
:ither to word-for-word cribbirs (znd claiming
as one's own) or to the theft (zul claiming as
one's own) of 'ideas-become-fact', for cxample &
mathematical formula or scientific discovery. I
wouldn't apply it to the. grey arca of literary
idea, where I agree with Jomeph's neat express-
ien -- ‘an idea, once get down in print, ceases
to be the exclusive property if its originator
and becomes instead the commen prop-r*v of 211
who read the book'. Nor would _ ue- .1 in &3
aocusatory manner as regardg a 'blenier! of lit-
arature — Eliot is a plagiaxist, oec, practic-
icner of collage.

"Still, for Gene Wolfe it i3 cnouzh gimply to
unsheath the word. He mentions 'rcscarchers who
(steal) another researcherts firiin-i*, eic..
de admits nc ambiguity. Ve (fzmt*sn) have been
nampered in the discussion by seeinz no such
itard and fast definition, but ITfve learned a lot
‘n exploring the btoundaries cof &1 what the not-
ivn of 'plagiarism' implies., Sun zzferred te
Alasdalr Gray. What does Cene Wolfe make of
this British writer who, as Sue says, calls him-
zelf a plagiarist, admittedly 'mowingly es ‘a de-
viece in Lanark, but nevertheless acknowledzing
his own inability to divoren himself from the
common store of words aad ideana?h

'nd K. (for KENNETH) V. BAILEY:

"GCene Wolfe is in this corr-spondencs ecnly in-

ol "L"n-'i.-

terested in the one issue: not what shades of
meaning can be attached to the word 'plagiarism
on this side of the Atlantic, tut simply that if
plagiarism cen mean -~ and legalistically does
megn — the intentional and underhand purloinins
of another person's wcrk in order to pass it
off, without any attribution, as one's own then,
ag he puts it, the fadvisibility' of attaching
that label to any author's work has to be con—~
gidered most seriously. Palr enocugh; I for one
would agree without reservation that if this
strict legalistic concept is applied Gene
YJolfe's counsel is perfectly sound,

"hat Sue was equally concerned with and what
drev me and Chris Bailey into the correspondence
are the quite fascinating questions cf influen-
ces, conscicus and nunconscious, the uses of pas-
tiche and parody. and the literary contexts of
allusion and quca tion, That Gene Wolfe is
11ttle concerned with all this (but why should
ha 22?) is evident froum his misunderstanding of
what I gaid about Fliot and the Upanishads,

This ween't in the course of considering plagi-
ariem at «i1, but what Sue Thomason calls cul-
ural elitism.

"In issue 50 of Paperback Inferno there is in
Nigel Richerdson = review of Hilbert Schenck's
Loe» For Armageddon #n example cf perceived
derivetion: 'Halfwsy through, I realised that it
is damned clase to being 2 novelisgation of
Eliot'a "Little Gidding”'. If this ias so, the
fact that Eliot is not a living author (Gene
Wolle suggoats that we 'consider all authors
dead') hes a certain relevance, but does not
neceggarily in orinciple affect the legitimacy
of such derivation:., I haven't read the novel,
but the quonied epigraph seems to point to what
it dreyz on — though the reviewer thinks per—
haps ackrowledgements might be more clearly
gtoted., Futting review ond plot summary togeth-
cr, howarer, it would seem to me that Schenck is
aeriving and borrowing from something which has
{to uue Sue's phrane) *becoms paxt of the gener—
2l cvlture'. It needs time for myths, novels,
poems or whatevar to achieve this status, which
ig a reason why the work of dead writers is
drawm on more than that of the living. That of
the living is more likely to be treated less
respectfully by their contemporaries, made the
subject of parcdy cr setire. To give an ex-
emple, Ronald Eaox's marvellous 'Jottings FProm A
Psychoanalyst's Notebocok —— PFrom The German Of
Dr. Preud-Struvwelpeter'; and my own poem/parody
'The Great Rama' draws on Arthur C. Clarke (both
bro¢5». 1 2-<d prblished versions acknowledged
this).

I think this cowurespondence has been worth-
vhile, however, Gene Wolfe has offered useful
commcat ;¢ more thanm that, it has served to open
op in a lively way some important secondary is-—
sues —-- sa2condaxy only from Geae Wolfe's point
of view. T feel tha% arguments may rattle on
subterranzously. 1 see that 3Sue in reviewing
Marion Bradley's The Mists Of Avalon in issue 50
says that mony of the principal characters have
been copied from T. H. White — but then his
chaaracters were, if not exactly copied, 'trans-
lated? m Malory; sc we are literally back
where we startedi™

Absclutely — but if aoyone else has anything 1o
add %o all this I'd prefer that they kept it s’
chort as possible, becauge T think the subject

bas ceme to co dominate the letter column that
it'2s in daaper of driving out discusaion of oth-
er rattars,
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Like my editing, =zbout which MARY

this to say in respect of her joint review of
Wirday and Greybeard in issue 50:

"I don't object to editing in the ncommel way of
things, but I feel that in this case ycu have
changed the tone of the review. I don't like
the way it reads now.

"o pick out Jjust one of ths changes, I wrote
of the greenham Common women that 'I will give
them every assistance short of actual help‘.
Thig is a joke, Joseph. 1%t mzy nct be a very
good one, but it is a joke. It sets a certain
serdonic and cynical tone; it alas serves to
make a quite serious point aboui peonle's mental
attitudes. I did not write 'every esepistance
short of actual physical help'., That iz a mani-
feste or an apology, and I intended neither.

Hor did I intend such a plaintive and pedeostrien
lone,

"I grant you that mogt of yoar alterations
are in some sense trivial: 2 word here, a zen~
fenee there., But this is my wry of getting my
roints across in a review, llaybe you think no
cne should make jokesg about the nuclear problem.
There are times when 1 would cgrse with jyou; but
this is not one of them, I wrote that review in
a2 certain sardonic tone because T wanted people
to notice that tone, to be provoked by it; and
they can't be if they cen'ti rend it., VWhen I
write 'What? But yes, dear reader, anti-nuclear
propaganda is still propagarda’y, I vant to ad-
aress the reader directly, I wort that tere to
irritate them, I want then tc be uncomfortable
and therefore to think. Wien T write 'What do
yvou think I am, & physicist? Tou tell me' that
ig gualitatively different from 'You tell meg
I'n not a physicist'. The second puts the em~
ohasis on me; the first puts it where T intended
16, on the reader.

"There are other points I could reisze, When
I inelude an interrogaiive woxrd, leaving it out
alters both the tons and to =scas degree the
neaning. Also, what I include in nerecntheses I
den't want included out, Th.se &v2 minor alter-
ationg; it's the cumulative efiret thet wmat-
ters. "

211 T can do is apologise, I thousht that I wes
nleaving true tc the time-hornoursd dictum that
editing is a process thal clarifies meaning, and
hat in making the changes I did I was clariry~
ing your meaning; but it {ranspires that T have
in fact censored you, chanzing your mearlngq
wnich hurts me as much as it huarts —cu, My aim
at the time, though, was tc atvernt to even ocut
what T then saw as a cextain jo % 23 in the
flow of the review, in which the pawrenthetical
ssides and the direct zddrecses to the reader
tended tended (or so I thouzht) to dreg the at-
tention off at a tangent to the raln suhject.
Thus I misread your aim,

On a slightly related subje=s, hore's LAVE
LANGFORDs

"y

T was surprised to find v tor-of-the-hecd mus-
irzs on Nancy Sprinser’s Theo Wait» Haxrt quoted
v Sue Thomason in the letter coluun of issue 50
2s a formal review., TIlozse let ne point out
that when T did come to write a review proper, I
poused to consider whether Sprinser's wonarous
writing ability transcended the prevalence of
"traditional narrative elcments' (Milfordese for
cliches), The style beins full of zypalLlﬂ:
omvast and fustian, tlie apswer was no."”

T23 =~ bombast and fustisn liks thig, for in-

stances

"The news that Dacaerin's men brought bhach
from Myrden did nothing to ease Cuin's wrath:
silver dragons, forsooth, and speaking
stones! He could only think that he had sone
trickster warlock for a rivei, and he hoiled
inwaprdly at the mention of him. Moreover,
Pryce Dacaeyrin seemed to be as much taken
Bevan as Ellid herself, and as much cooled
towards Cuin. His wife, BEitha, a comely,
veace~loving woman, went about her work with
a puzzled frown."

Great Literature Of Our Time, doubtless., Res-
ponding to Paul Kincaid’s zuest editorial in iws-~
sue 56 i3 MARK GREFNER:

"T have no wish to atftack his critical stand-
point on the three novels he reviewed, but I
cannot agree with his underlying premise. He
claims that '(The novels) should provide some
clues ag to the sta.e of SP, some suggestion
wvhere it is going', yet just prior to this he
wrote '"This is the solid heartland where no one
ig in any doubt about labels, and where everyons
knows precisely what to expect of any book'.

"His premise is that hard SP, the conserv-
ative 'middle ground! of the genre ig where the
innovation takes place. This ig not so. The
haxd SF of Inderson and Benford and the fantasy
of Eldridge are what people want and thus are by
their very nature conservative, The styles and
traditions of these novels have lasted for the
past thirty years and will last for the next
thirty., To say that the future of SP lies in
thig type of fictiun is wrong. The future liesn
on the 'borderlands', the regions Paul ignores,
{After 211, the Wew Wave did not arise out of
Asimov‘) In addition, if ‘'everyone knows pre-—
cigely wnat to expect', how can such fiction hHe
inrovatrive? Innovation arises from the wnexper—
ted, not the conservative,

"Then, at the e d, having written the ‘hre=
novels off as dull, he gays that 'it is sad thot
thie seems to be only too trus of the regt of
cg well', Vinat evidence does he provide for
his? Wcre, On the basis of three books from
the ccnservative middle ground »f SP and fantasy
he pessimistically condemns the rest of SP a:s
well, A hypothesis unsubstantiated is not wortl
the paper it is written on, and his leap in log-
ie ig without justification, Had he supported
hig premise by producing evidence from the en—
tire svectrum of SF his argument might have held
water; but although I find myself in agreement
with hig specific comments on the novels them—~
gelves 1 cannot 2cree with his extrapolations
from them,"

T3

Good point —- indeed, 2ven as I was typing up
his guest editorial T found wyself wondering at
scre of his assumptions,,.but since I've read so
1ittle SF over the past couple of years I don't
possazs the detailed knowledge necessary to com—
ment meaningfully on the current situation. In
open question to the readers, therefure: is con—
temporary S® rezlly as bad as Paul claims (and
1s T suspect from reading the blurbs of the re—
view copies that r=agh me), and if not then wh;
not? Write soonest!

WAHF: Roy Gray (seconding Edward James's call
for "ﬂgu1ar ma2gazi; 2 rev1ews) Terry Broouwe
(last issue's "P, Broume”, pointing out that in
fact ris “roviuu 12tler was cne of praise fur
my lengthy enti-nuclezr revisw in issue 43), and
Alan Themson.
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