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BLOOD ON THE
RACKS

Magazine reviews by Bdward James

I rejoined the BSFA in 1983, after 18 years in
the real world., In the last year or so I've
noticed two things in BSFA publications which
weren't there in the old days —— sophistieated
literary criticism and a prejudice against
Mmerican SP. Standards have changed, of course.
Back in the dgys of the 01d Wave we did not
realise that SF was supposed to be judged as if
it wag aspiring to literary excellence. We {or
most of us) misguidedly took SP tc be a branch
of popular literature. We believed that it had
en added mystery insgredient that no other form
of popular literature could boast: ideas. This
gave us the right to regard it as far superior
to other forms of popular literature, and even
"mainstrezm"” or “mundane" literature. No amount
of fancy writing could make up for lack of
idesss; and if there were ideas we would excuse
the slapdash prose. It was not that we were
hostile te literary experimentation:; we loved
Begter, and were proud of early Ballard. But we
did rather feel that idea and plot were more im—
rortant than style, and that meant that those
serly forays into literary criticism in 0ld Wave
Vactor were very different frem those we read
today. We now know thist We Were Wrong (those
few of us whc go back that far, that is), Those
87 writers who aspire to do no more than enter-
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tain the masses (and make some money in the pro-
cess) are beneath contempt,  Most of them are
Americens, ‘of course, because most SP writers

are American. The BSFA is here to see that only

SF of the highest literary credentials receives
the stamp of approval =- which .perhaps explains
the very high proportion of unfavourable reviews
in its publications, particularly Paperbsck
Inferno, and certainly explains the prejudice
against American SF. :

As someone interested in SF as a genre, this
state of affairs worries me somewhat, end I was
glad to note recently that I'm not alone in my
worries about the rift between British and
American §P; In the September 1964 .issue of
Locus, Norman Spinrad reported on his last-min-
ute visit to Glasgow as Guesi—of-Honour at
Albacon., "There seems to be a new perception in
the British ‘science fiction community that
American science fiction, to put it bluntly, is
for the most part formula commercial fiction,
whereas British soience fiction is informed by
more serious; literery concerns and intent." On
the other hahd, "wore than one American editor
has forthrightly declared within my earshot that

British science fiction is no longer commercial- .

ly viable in, the United States"”. Spinrad’s con-
clusion must.be the right ones "what a tragedy
it would be on both sides of the Atlantio if -
this rift were to widen,.to harden, to. become'
ingstitutionalised! For the greater part of half
a century, the greatest literary and commercial
strength of Anglophone soience fiction hag been
its bipolarity, its Transatlantic character, its
unique hybrid vigour. A British stereotype of
American SF as commercialised crap and an -
American gtereotype of British sciencs fiction as

commercially non-viable gould all too easily bo-_

come self-fulfilling prophecies.  We need each’

other," He admits, however, that "there is some

truth in the British petception that cumnt]y
American SP has strayed too far into formularis-
ed commercial genrefication and some truth in
the American perception that British SP has gone
tco far in the direction of slavishly aping the
flaws of a literary mainstreem that is more and
more divorcing itself from a magss readership”.
Support for Norman Spinrad, although with same
refinements, came in the December 1984. iassue of
Locus from a gomewhat unexpected source: Michael
Moorcock: "An interesting footnote to all this
is that, du.ring several intexviews in the posh
papers, :Ballard has consistently said that he

was attracted to SP beomise in those days it was

largely an American form and seemed to represent

a fresh, optimietic and stimulating alternative -

to the moribund English social novel, I'd echo
that, aa would Aldiss., It's frequently the .
second-raters (who climbed, much to my own dis~
taste, onto the 'new wave! bandwagon Ain the 60s
and 708) who express the insularity that Norman
has had to endure. Sadly, the sort of flag-wav-
ing xenophobia we're all experiencing at present
seems to be in the SF coummnity as it is in the
world at large.™

Why this long preamble to what is supposed to
be a review of SPF magazines? Simply because
these attitudes —— literary snobbishness and
1] ag-waving zenophobia" - lie behind the opin-
ions often expressed in BSPA publications about
the American SP magagines, Chris Balley has for
the last year and more been looking exclusively
at Interzone and The Magazine Of Pantasy And
Science Fiction, and very well too. I'm not

it's so awful",

a personal attack on him. But as-it happens the
only times that other magazines (non-British, of
necessity) get mentioned 1s with a sneer, To
take an example very near at hand, from

-:Paperback Inferno 51, December 1984: there -

Joseph Nicholas quite rightly excoriates Asimov
On Science Fiction and points out that the book

- 13 made up of reprinted sdiftorials from Isaac

Asimov's Sciemce Piction Magazine, adding: "Now
those of you who haven't read it will know why

‘ Unfair, Joseph! Have you read
Asimov's recently? Almost the only exception to
the general tone of denigration has besn Andrew
Weiner, in a letter in Paperback Infexrno 44 .
(October 1983), who pointed out that Asimov's
had improved and was now "more of an P & SF

~clone”, Unfortunately, the jibe about clones is

probably true, because although many fine SP
stories do get published in P & SF it has for
far too long been a resting place for rather
tired tales about ghoats, werewolwves, dragons,
vampires, and their ilk. And Asimov'’s, as we
shall see, chows signs of going down the seme
Path.

And so to my task- to~ccmﬂxent on the 1964 is-
sues of the two magazines published by Davis
Publications Inc., Analog Science Fiotion[
Science PFact, edited by Stanley Schmidt, and
Tsaac Asimov's Science Fiction Mgazine, edited
by Shawna McCarthy. I shall assume that those
reading this are not regular readers of these
magazines; my apologles to those who are, I
hope that non-readers will get some idea of what
they have missed, and some impresnon of whether
or not it matters. .

" Some. background ‘irst.: Joel Davis, the pub-
lisher of Asimov's, took over Analog in its SOth

-anniversary year, v year, in September 1980, and since

then the two megazines have been getting physic-
ally more and wmore alike., Both of them took a
slight reduction in page-size in July 1984, and
both contain 178 pages. They now both have an
extra, 13th, issue .2 December, containing 194
pages, They invariably have. the same back cov-
ors, and frequenily the same inside advertise~
ments as well., The front covers are somewhat
similar in style, although Analog tends towards

. spaceshipe and/or representational illustrations

of the "cover story" while Asimov's favours:
rather more abstract illustrations of the aiory.
They even share the same columnist for games re-
views — something I confess I hadn't noticed
until I came to write this piece. - The oaly
major difference in design, and it is not unim-
portant, is that Analog adheres to the old-style
two-column format while Asimov's reserves this
format for the non~fiction and. editorial mater-
ial alone, Similarity between the twa magazines
is not very surprising: they anare publisher,
premises, art directors, art editor, production
manager, the lot. Judging by the staff list-
ings, there are only two who work exclusively
for Analog and throe for Asimov's (not counting
some chap called Isaac Asimov who seems to have
some sort of supernumerary editorial director--
ship), 0ddly enough, the shared staff (and the
extensive advertising -- 21 pages out of 178 in
the December 1984 Analog) doms not seem to make
the magazines any cheaper than P .& SP; perhaps
even more oddly, the contenta of the magazines
and their general style are quite different, .
The take-over by Davis does not seem to have .
changed the Analog ethos; having Stanley Sohmidt
Jjust down the corridor has not prevented Shawna
McCarthy from developing Asimov's into a very

saying that he could have done more; this is not
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individual and distinctive magazine, much more
"literate and sophisticated than it was in its:
early days, when George Scithers was its editor.
pe 4 you want to reinforce your prejudices, you
can gef some idea of the different styles of the
two magazines by opaning the letter pages almost
- at repdom, From Analog, December 1984: "The
GPS, while it is a DOD aystem, will be made
available, ‘at least in & reduced-precision mode,
to all users, civil and military. The reason it
1s not available now is that it is an unfinished
system, Only six of the projected 18 to 24
satellites are now up..." From Asimov's, for
the game months "I had never read any type of SP
magazine until I read your April '84 issue.
Y'all gave me a very pleasant surprise.
'Twilight ‘Time' is a wonderful novelette that
really touched my finely honed paramoia, All of
the material in your magazine was really enjoy-
able and I'm looking forward to the next issue.”
The ed.itorial responases differ, too; Schmidt
will reply with fasts and figures, Asimov with a
jocula.rly immodest comment about himself., It is
vhat the readers expeot, and editors can hardly
be blaned for. glving them at least some of what
they"ec.tpm., And the letters do reflect the
diffo::enbe in readerships if the bulk of
Amerioan SF magazine readers are college grad-
uates” (as 1 once read somewhere), then clearly
most readers graduated in sclence or

.....

and mos‘t: Asimov's roaders did liberal arts, . If
the letters reflect the readership, then the
talk’ of dnalog’s audience is male &nd a high
proport,ton of Asimov's is female. .

Orie. oan also see the different styles and em=
phases in the fact articles end the editorials.
Only As lgv'a had articles and editorials on SF
in 1984. _Towards the end of 1983, there had
beent & pa.ir of articles by Charles Platt and
Piers mthoxxy attacking: and defending fantasy,

‘ mspeotiVely, which cansed some- (but disappoint-
ingly 14 ftle) debate in last year's letter col-:
wms3 1984 had articles by, Algia Budrys on the
Clarion workshops, Michael Bishop on SF since
the 1960:, _and a plea from Charles Platt for
moze novel%y ‘and’ innovation in SP. The increas-
ed serlouaness with which Asimov's takes itself
ndy be' shom in its choice of Norman Spinirad:as
an ocoasi ial book reviewer; the first two -of
his articles’ dealt intelligently and cntically
with ‘the impaoct of the British "New Wave" on -
styles of writing in SF and with some of the
characteristios of the SF ef the 1980s. From-
him, Platt and Bishop, Asimov's readers should
be gettirg the- ‘message that SF should be more
than “commercialised crap". It was Asimov's,
too, which published two fact articles-in 1984
argulng a mcles disamament ca.se, somethmg
whnich would not be’ found in Analog: Carl Sagan
argued in "The Nuclear Winter" aw 1984) that
SF‘stories about life after The Bomb. ,are: poss-
ibly just as soientifically implausible as FTL. -
and time travel, and H, Bruce Franklin-argued
even more paasionately about the dangers of. the
ams race in "DPon't worrys Tt's only Scienoce -
Fiction" (MId-December).”” One doesn't lodk for
mch’ deep thought inIsaao Asimov's editorials
(nor, pace Joserh Nioholaa, do, those editorials
set the intellectual or litera.ry tone of the
magazine), but he took the opportunity here to
make a forthright aftadk on the lunacy of the
"better dead than red" school.

‘At first sight, it would. aeem that SP readers
who think they would be better dead than red

read’ &_ﬂ_g_ﬁ.. But that would be a little unfa.ir.
it was aleg, after all, that published one of
the ea.rliest articles on the nuclear winter, by
John Gribbin,in August 1982, and the mgcazine
has fairly -consistently opposed the ‘Matual .
Assured Destruotion policy of the US stra:(:eg—
ists. The Analog ‘tolution to world problems, .of
course, is to pump large sums of money into .
space, to build space stations and laser’ weapons
to shoot down hostile misgsiles. A Btrong
America with access to the l:l.m:.tless reaources
of spece will bring peace and prosperity to the
whole world (but particularly to America)., This
is the Pourmelle line, in particular; and also a
line pushed by G, Harry Stine, who alternated
opinion articles (or opinionated articles, if
you prefer) with Pournelle wntil physieist John
G. Cramer took over:Pournélle's chair in July
1984, If you're a- Guardian reader like'.nme, or,
Just left-wing in general, | you are like’ly t4 be
gent ‘into occasional fita by Stine, but he then
makes .a good dedl of'sensSe, But while the , =~
Stine/Pournelle  approach does get ‘& lot &f cov-
erage in: Analog otHewr viewa are ‘alsc” a.iréd
instance, a -guest editorial by Arthur . C'la.i‘ke
in July -1983 -painted:out “the ‘awful’ dangers of "
relying on:a 'mo~salled defensiven ‘satellite
systenm; : ~and Stanley Sechnildt: Jimself is much more
thoughtful and less jingoistic thas Pouinelle or
Stine, his editorials showing ‘clearly that any
attempt to make simplistic asmmxpt:.ons ‘about
Analeg's:politios is just not on. In January he
attacked the Reaganomic principle of paying
teachers by merit; in April he oriticised the
nisuse of, statisticr by social sclentists; in

-May he objected to Senator Tip 0'Neill's rems.rk

that Americans shouldn't criticise their cou.ntry
while troops were being committed abroad {in -
this case Grenada); in September he queried the
way- in which a law degree has come to be accept-
ed as the main qualification for political of-
fice in the United States. There is the same
commitment to the idea of the social and polit-
ioal relevance of science fiction that Jofmuw.
Campbell: used to bring to his editorialsj on’ the
other hand, Schmidt has a gense of balance" and
common semge ! uhich was all too often miseing
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from Campbell., And these editorials, together
with the solemn and oftem fairly techniocal
science articles — and the letters, which more
_often discuss the editorials and the articles
than the fiction -- help give Analog a sense of
serionsmess which is largely missing from
Asimov's, (And the science fact articles them—
selves are often of high quality: highlights of
1964 were perhaps David Brin'e "The Deadly Thing
At 2+4 Kiloparsecs" (May), Stephen Gillett's
"Those Halogen Breathers” (October), and two
articles on alternate universes by John G.
Cramer (September and November).) .

The two magazines, then, are quite different
in editorial tonme, if not in general appearance.
And, of course, the editorial policy in respect
of the fiction is very different too. If there
are two different types of SF readers, as Martin
Bridgestock and Gregory Benford have suggested
(see Vector 119) —- the convergent personality,
"committed to order amd rationality and control-
ling the world", and the divergemt personality,
"perfectly at ease with the world, amnd a self,
that is not fully rational or controllable" -
then perhaps Analog appeals to the first and
Asimov's to the second. Analog is as committed
now as it was under Camphbell to problem—-solving
stories about science and engineering and, in-
creasingly, about computers, If magic appears,
as it does in Geoffrey A. Landis's "FElemental”
(December 1984), then there are logical and
scilentific explanations for it — in this case,
a "logical outgrowth of quantum field theory",
in which inaenimate forces can be controlled by
spells and used as the basis for whole technol-
ogles, This was slight, but quite fun, and in-
teresting as a deliberately tongue-in-cheek fus-
ion of the gung-ho technologists of ‘tnalog Wlth
the magiocal paraphernalia more often found in
P & SP. Or, indeed, Asimov's. The trouble with
the fantasy which invades the pages of Asimov's
is not that it is fantasy but that it cam be
rather banal fantasy, Not all of it —— Tanith
Lee, for instance, published two fine fantasies
in Asimov's in 1984, "Bright Burning Tiger"™ (one
of her Indian stories) in Januery and "Bite-Me-
Not, Or Fleur De Peu" (an eerie tale of a vam- -
pire-like alien on a strange planet) in Octoter,
 But stories like Jack Dann's "Bad Medicine"
(Octaber), about Amerindian magic, Grege :
Koizer's "What Seen But The Wolf?" (Februa.ry),
about werewolves and pegan Vikings, or Lisa

Goldstein's "Ever After" (December), about what

really happened after Cinderella's wedding —-
however competent they may all be —- have little
or nothing to offer the average SP reader.

Apart- frem pure fantasy, Asimov's also pub-
lishes another eategory. of story which Schmidt
would not ascept for Anelog: the story in which
the scientific rationale is barely plausible or
is pseudo-scientific rather than scientific. 4An
example would be "Blued Moon", by Connie Willis
(January), the winner of two Nebula Awards in
1982 and one 1983 Hugo, and one of the better
(though hardly prolific) writers to emerge from
the American SP magazines in the past few years.
The "scientific" rationale is the emission by a
chemical factory of waste products imto the
stratosphere, . which have the effect of making
the moon look blue, thus causing a spate of all
those coincidences which happen only once in &
blue moon. Corny, but fun, and enlivened by the
by-play between the three main characters. A
similar jeu d'esprit was published in March; Iem
Watson's "Ghost Lecturer”, Roseberry, @n ego-

tistical scientist, leams how to resurrect the

"dead, and great scientists of the‘'past appear on

television to give the Memorial Laureate Leo-
tures, This time it is Lucretius; "sort of Carl
Sagan of ancient Rome", And when:Iucretius is
resurrected, 8o is his world-view: "Storms broke
out. Trees burst into flames.  Birds plunged
from the sky from time to time. Phantom images
flew about, Paces appeared on clouds., Love-
fremzies possessed people". The story is a genm,
a fine example of the light and witty style that
Ian Watson seems to have been perfecting in the
laat two or three years.

" If we turn now to the rest of the SF in
Asimov's, what were the high spota? Xor no -oth-
er reason than chauvinism (who needs to be con-
sistent?), I start with Ian McDonalds according
to the blurb, he is English, migrated to North-
ern Ireland at the age of 6, is now 23; and made
hiag first sale with "The Catherine Wheel®™, a
novelette in the January Asimov's; in October,
the magazine published a second novelette,
"Christian®, The only things the two stories
have in common, apart from some memorable imag-
ea, are a poet's attitude to technology and a--
somewhat. annoying fondness for seoond=-person
narrative. The fimst story alternates between
the last voyage of an atomic steam locomotive on
a terraformed far-future Mars and the steps tak-
en by Xathy, 2 teenage dropout, to transmit and
mayoon her soul within the machinery that is -
terraforming Mars. Succeeding, Kathy becomes St

" Catherine, patron saint of machines, and her

mirecle-working presence is felt again at the

end of the story., The second tale again weaves
two elements together, although in a less com~
Plex ways the meeiing of a boy with a kite-fly-

-ing' captain of an PTL spaceship, and the cap-

taints tale of his love for an android ship's
rilot. The contrast between the almost incom-
prehensible soclety of the star-travellers and
the timeless world of the boy on the beach is
deftly done. Both stories are ambitious, full
of - atmogphere and ideas; McDonald has an inter-
eating career ahead of him,

Paklng other authors in alphabetica.l order,
the following stories are certalnly worth a men-
tien. Briam Aldiss's "The Gods In Plight® (Mid-
Decembor)s the new disarming Aldiss with a tale °
of muclear warfere as seen from Indonesia., I
amention it really because it's the same story
Chris Bailey mentioned in. the previous issue,
when 1t appeared in Interzone 9. One can't
blame Brian Aldiss for getting paid twlice for
the seame story, but it is a hit hard on those
who xeoad toth Interzone and Asimov's; let's hope’
that it doesn't become a regular habit of maga~
zine editors. Octavia B, Butler's "Bloodchild"
June)s a rather gruesome but touching tale of
relations between a young boy from & group of
human colonists and a female from the local
alien race whose method of reprod_nption consists
of implenting eggs in a host's body. The de-
nouement is inevitable, but the story 1s power-
fully written. : Paul Cook's "Report Om The Des-
cent Of Commander Lentz" (September)s: an origin-
al and complex story of the scientlffe investi-
gation of after-death experiences and reincar-
nation, James P, Kelly's "Saint Theresa Of Th~
Aliens" (June): the impact of the coming aliens
upon the religious life of the world, with the
inside story of how one rather obmoxious Chris-
tian aghieved martyrdcm in the anti-alien causs.’
Damon Knight's "The Very Objectionable Mr Clegs"
(Mid=-December)s: a very short tale of the Monty
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Pythonish progress of this ugly and mysterious
man through a dw or dehbera.te ‘disruption and
chaos, Paul T McCanley' - "Wagon,: Pagsing®
(Jume)s a quiet gud unaspuming story of a man’
with a wagon bringing a plece of company and
civilisation to a woinan on ‘a lonely farm in a -
post-holocaust. wprld. Prederd.k Pohl's *Sitting
Round The Pool, 8o {hg Up. The Rays" (August):
eagily the better the two Pohl stories in:
Asimov's this year, ‘a nicely mordant tale of a
conference. oent:ce ‘in Hawaii where alien races
take over humen bodies in order to bicker over .
the Earth's rescources.  Lucius Shepsrdis "A
Travellexr's Tale” (July): another of the discov—
eries of recent years, in a beauntifully atmos-
pheric story (only marginally SP, perhaps, and
with numerous fantasy overtonee) with a totally
believaeble Caribbean setting. . :

There were other stories that have stayed
with me since I read them, but these were the
most memorable, How many of them will be nomg.n—
ated for the usual awards? . Several, I would
have thought, and deservedly so. And their ap-
pearance ‘in Asimov's shows: that the standards of
originality and. h.tera:cy competence for this
magezine are noy.as high as any. magazine we
have, There are still some dogs published, as
the reviewer Ba:l.rd Searles would say, but not
many
' One notabla:feature of both dnalog and
_Asimov's in 1984 was the plethora of computer
or, more strictly, Artificial Intelligence
stories, AL atories ‘area not new, obviously:
there was Imadd Asimov, ‘there was Mike and HAL.
Put 8P writers have now. realised . that a high
propartion of SP.readers have home computers and
actueally understand- eomething about programming.
So the new generation of -Al stories frequently
breaks off 1nto computer printouts-

“EPENET SYS'HH MESSAGES 6/27/86
© 15128342 SYSG

PARITY ERROR ACCESS PORT 129..." :
(£rom Jdmes Killua’s "Sunsmoke*, Aeimov's
June 1984)

or have characters: who converse in semi~incom-
prehensible computer jargon. (This is of course
a faoct of life.now =~ I have colleagues who cor~
verse in precisely the same- jargom, and I do it
nysélf on occasion —— so one can hardly complain
about its appearance in fiction, let alone fic-
tion of the future,) The similarity between
some of these gstories was pointed out in acid
terms by one reader of Asimov's in the Mid-
December issue: "In John Varley's 'PRESS ENTER!
(May issue) and in Jemes Killus's 'Sunsmoke'
(June iséue), we have 1) a sentient computer,

2) a computer onerator and progreammer, dead, un

der mysterious ciroumstances related to 1), 3)
an intellizent woman t¢ assist in solving the
problem, appearing rather abruptly, 4) Oriental
-influence..." The Varley story was in fact
rather impressive, 2 computer who-done-it turn-
ing towards the end into an effeoctive computer
horror story. The first dead man leaves an in-
teractive computer program, with graphics and
all, by way of a suicide notej a nice touch.

The "Oriental influence" in this case is an ex-
tremely plain Japanese woman hacker (ocemputer
fanatic, for the uninitiated); the hacker seems
set to become the new brand of SF hero, In the
series of three Analog novelettes by Joseph H.
Delaney and Marc Stiegler —- "Valentina" (May),
"The Crystal Ball" §Anguat), and "The Light In
The Looking Glasa" (September) —-

there are two N

plain or downright ugly hackers as hero and
heroine, the hero bearing a strong visual resem—
blance to the identikit visture of a hacker in
Charles Platt's and David Langford's Micromenia
(which is thoroughly recommended!). These thxee
novelettes, now fixed up into a novel, are set a
decada or.so in the future. The woman hacker
managges, accidentally to create an artificial
intelligence, Valentina; the three stories con-
cern Valentina's growing awareness of the world
outside the computer, her fight against crime,
and her fight for legal recognition (a law court
scene is almost de rigeur in a Delaney story).
There is little pretence at litere.ry excellence
in these storfes (or in meny Analog stories),
but they are intelligen’, pieces of hard BF, with
enough demonstration of competence in the fields:
of law (Delaney) and oompatera (Stiegler) to in-
trigue and entertain. :

What other Analgg:stories or 1984 deserve a

mention? Again in alphabetical ‘order. - David
Brin's "The Crystal Spheres® (January): he did
not publieh much short fietiom in 1984, and had
only one story in each of the.two Davis magazin- -
es, This was perhaps the.better of the two, for
itas concepts =~ the diecove:v‘of ba.r::l.era around -
stars which prevent sta.r-trebwlnns races from
harming developing intelligencoe hut which d.on't
prohibit those intelligences from- eventual
emergence —— r@ther than its ‘writing; the devel-
opment is rather staid and unimaginatj.ve. Je
Brian Clarke's."The Expediter:(Pebruary)s. or
perhaps "The Expeditor", sinoe’ the:cover, givee
the former and the’ title page . the latter. The
eponymous expediter is a newly reomi‘bed ‘g¢ien-
tist for a Jalht alien: and.humaa’ expedition to
diséover the meaninz of..the h;ge*«stmctms lert
behind by another, ‘earlier race; te.is-a non-
: rad.ﬁe, who ‘can et as
an expediter, or caﬁ;e.lyet, on’his, team-mates. A
scientific’ problem; the himarn/alien’ ‘problems.of
workdng to a solutiom; thg

molution, This is a
tried and tested Analog’ fomna- 181t the com=
mercialised formulaie orap that we are supposed
to abhor? Perhaps. But iy works well as a
story, has an’ intereeting setting, and works out
its resolution very satisfactorily. (Just what
the average convergent reader wantst) Joseph H.
Delaney's "The Next Logiocal Step" (October):
since his first appearangs in 1982 Delaney has
become a manistay of ' publishing an im-
mense range Of stories ——.nine of them in 1984,
This 1s not necessarily the best, but it is an
interesting example of what the hard-bitten
middle~aged Analog writer is producing now. The
Soviets' surveillence and weapons systems are
largely made up ef stolen Anerican gadgetry.
Remembering that their big mistake was not to
wipe Russia out in 1945, -the Americans decide to
launch a pre—emptive muclear strike, incapacit-
ating most of the Soviet weaponry by, for in-
stance, reprogramming their missiles to explode
in their silos. But the Chinese attack the US,
emd, remembering the mistake the Americans made
in 1945, India and Paldstan decide to wipe out
Latin America, and vice versa. The end of the
world,

James Gunn's "The End . 0f The WOrld"
(Jammary)s it doesn't happen this time, as a man
from the future manages to change the present by
his aotions. The usual paradoxes,.quite well
worked cut. Lee Xiliough's "Symvhony Por A Lost

- Traveller" (March): about the composition of &

symphony intended to inspire oommitment to the
space effort, and the deceptions behind its com-
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position. Prederik Pohl's "Criticality"
(December): a typically Pohlian piece of social
extrapolation, this time imagining (without too
much difficulty, one might cynicelly remark) a
society in which personal ratings and public
opinion polls have replaced Christian morality
ag a value gystem. Charles Sheffield's "The
Domino Demonstration" (April): another all-pow-
erful computer story, but this time reflecting
on the impact that might have on religious opin-
ion. Alison Tellure's "Low Midnight" (May): an-
other of her intriguing little vignettes of tot-
ally alien life on a totally alien planet, 0dd
how rarely aliems seem to feature in Analog
these days; it is almost as rare to find a story
that is not set in California. (Although
California is alien enough for some, of course..)
Vernor Vinge's "The Peace War" (May to August):
the only full serial in either of these mage-
zines in 19684, Set in California after a war
which has left the countZyside liftered with
force-field. domes, "bobbles" and the Peace Auth-
crity with ‘the power to enclose its opponents in
a bobble (effective execution for whole commun-
ities, since it's assumed that those bobbled
eventually asphyxiate), it concerns a refugee
from a Heinlein novel — an old man,.a genius,
virtually omnisount and certainly competent —
who invented the bobble but wiio now desires the
downfall of the dictatorial Peace Muthority..
It's a fast-moving novel, with plenty of nice
concepts (includipg Celest, a highly complex
computer game) and'quite a well-realised post—

war society, but it's all toc reminiscent of
Heinlein in his earlier and less garrulous in-
carnation, Timothy Zahn's "Return To The Fold"
(September): another of the young finds of re-
cent years.,  As much as I personally liked his
"Cascade Poimt" (Analog, December 1983), I'm not
convinced it deserved to wim a 1984 Mugo. Hut
Zehn does produce good hard SP, and this was
probably the best of the three stories he pub-
lished in Analog last year, concerhing the psy-
chological problems of a starship pilot trained
to cope with loneliness who tries to make con—-
tect with other human beings.

These brief descriptions should show what
kind of material is being published in Analog
these days. It is nearly all hard SP of the
familiar stripe, in which idea and plot and
problem are the story. None of these stories
would rate as literary marvels, although I think
none are as poorly written as some of the thirigs
that got published under Ben Bova's editorship
in the 1970s, and wany rate as excsllent enter-
taimment, But hard SP has been an important,
some {Gregory Benford) would ssy a cent?al, ele-
ment in SP, and it is good that it still has a
home, And even hard SF is developing; it no
longer takes such a simplified view of the world
and of human relations as it once dd, and it
does not so often do 86 in excruciatingly awk-
ward or colou.rlesa prose., And it 18 'in hard S7
of the Analog kind that we can still find the
sort of awesome ideas that made most of us
addicts in the first place.

REVIEWS

1saac Asimov —- THE WXNDS OPF CHANGE (Granada,
330pp, £1+95)

neview‘q’d_ by Judith Hanna

Asimov is not ugually regarded as a stylist.

But the "period-piece™ feel of these stories,
despite all but two having been written since
1976, is the product of en almost rigid stylis-
ation, The style is all formica — slick,
hygenic, priding itself on practicality, once
the very latest frontier of modern technology
(tell me it was an offshoot of the space pro-
gramme and I'1l believe you) but now dowdily
old-fashioned. I'm not sure why I'm reminded of
the kitchen; only one of these stories, “Good
Taste", is devoted to food (it concerns a plan—
etoid that's a giant ldtchen), and a second
story set on that same space station marages to
keep off the subject of food entirely. And
Asimov does cast women as main characters (com-
puter programmer, tourist guide) solving the
problem the story poses ("It Is Coming", "To
Tell At A Glance"). Admittedly, when he doesn't
take the trouble to be consciously not—sexist
his women revert to fluffy-headed bumnies or
nags immured in uncosy formica domesticity (you
can almost hear their hair lacquer cracking). -
But we have to make allowances, since it's not
cnly the women who suffer -- all Asimov's
characters aré empty plastic. As devotees of
hard trad SP reiterate, characterisation isn't
the important thing; in this genre (as in detec-
tive puzzles, which Asimov also writes), the
people are put in just to give body to the idea
that is the whole point of the story. Formula
stylisation, like a packet mix (just add reat,
water and heat) takes care of all the rest, The
story stands or falls on its central idea. If

that is lacking, it fails..

The Winds 0f Change contairs twenty—one :
stories, each introduced by a4 few paragraphs
from The Author in whicn he mercifully does not
vaunt his notorious modesty but does say more
about himself than the story which follows.
Several of the stories exist ofily to end in a
pun waich when it comes isn't even bad and ob-
vious enough to raise a gresm. Only two could
be said to contain the esséntial -"strong central
idea", One of them, "Belief", im one of the
earliest SF stories I remember reading: about a
bloke who realises that he really can levitate
—~— he stops disbelieving those "dreams” of
floating up from bed and waking with a thump as
he falls back onto it; about his problems get-
ting his smugly dull wife and colleagues to be-
lieve him; and about how he eventually traps an
eminent scientist into the dilemma of either be-
lieving in levitation or disbelieving his own
eyes and sanity., A terrific story idea, isn't
it? Ingenious yet simple. But, the idea having
been outlined, that's about it. Asimov's padded
it up to a scenario, as if it were a TV script,
with his characters left as stick figures strut-
ting jerkily through their paces as the plot
dictates. "Por The Birds", the second of the’
two stories with a strong central idea, presents
the seductive notion that in a low—gravity space-
station one "swims" through the air like a fish
rather than "flies" like a bird, But, again,.-
that's it, Pick out the skeleton and the rest
is Jjellyfish, not attractive, not even enter-
taining,

I'd hate to be trapped on a train with only
this lot to read. Even by the narrow criteria
of the trad hard SF genre, this collection does
not measure up.
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Ian Watson - c)>v's JOURNEY (Greneda, 176pp,
£1- 9

Reviewed by Sue. agon

For a poval which is indubitably hy Ian Watson,
Chekhov' 8- .J left me with a strangely Chris
Priest~-iph feeling., Disorientation...

Itts-like this. In 1890, Anton Chekhov,
famous author, made a journey to Siberia,

That's part one. Then, in the present, there's
a Soviet film company making a picture cailed
Chekhov' s -Joumey. You might soy that Iam
Watson has written the btook of that film, which
stars Mikhail Petrov, a Chskhov looke-alike. In
a oreative reversal of ferous rainceination
cages like that of Pridey Murrhy, Petrcv is hyp-
notised and told to relive his forme: life es
Chekhov, -But "Chekhov" starte rcrenbe-ing the
wrong things, like the devesietion of the
Siberian wastes camsed by the rysterious
Tunguska explosion of 1508. TFine, except that
this is supposed to be 1890, ’

Meanwhile, back in thn fulure, heroic Commen=
der Anton Astrov of the epasotine vencel ¥, B,

Tsiolkovsky is preparing to colcaice tue paasv, .
with a cargo of pure ideology and fertile Soviet
citizens, Is Anton Astrov a Soviet oliche? Or
is he a orude wish-fulfillmeni fisure, & figment
of Petrov's imagination,. @noyingly disrupting -
the work of the film .company ead holding up
Chekhov's Jo
do with the Tunguska meteorite of 1689C, or 19087

The film company ars isolated in a country
house, They find thet thainr telephones dontt
work, A mysterious foz cutp then off from the
outside world, and estroight lirce secam to lead
in ciroles, What is heppening?

I'1]l leave you to rocd =—d find out for your-
selves, for read it you ehcvld: Chekhov's
Journey is. funny, clidlling, mstoricuq ad very
well-written; and that's ail I re=lly have to
say about it, for I doa't wemt to kacp you fron
a haat':; trip to the bookz’mr...

Waai-has fnton Astrov got to

1

Mary Gentle — GOI:I:I';I mmcsrt:'b (Zzpew, 4T9Dp,
£2+50

Reviewed by Joseph Nioholeq -

It would be easy to te vory cyaical about Golden
Witohhreed - with & feuale r-oteg'wriat, forry
aliens, and a wichly:detailed invented vorld in
which the reader.can- exzericara a 1ifc of
vicarious power and glarour, ow cculd it ross-
ibly fail? . But.oynicism isa't &t 2l1 the ap-
propriate response for, vhilc Gold:n Witchbreed
may at first look pretty muc™ lika somethirg
knowingly mamufactured to mcct the deazads of a

specific readership, the. rore of it you raed the

more you realigse how much i% tiisconda-its:
limitations. And how involved with it you're
becoming — not necessarily in the sense of -

identifying with eny of the charscters, but cer-

tainly to find out what heppens poxt and why, to
explore the strange nev worid of Orthe, to learn
something of its past history.

Its plot is much too somplex to mmarise,
but is mainly ooncerned with the umstting in-
trusion into the world's tribesl politise of the
Terran envoy Lynne de Lisle Christis, the first
human to be allowed to travcl toyond the capital
city of Tathcaer. Her objeotive i3 aimply to
survey, make notes, and reror. back on the poas-
ibilities for future end (=arccielly) nore ex-~

tensive oultural aad econoxio contaoty but she
is soon framed for & murder ele didn'ticommit
and forced onto the rm with only a few olose
(alien) friends to holp her.: The reasen for
thig, it.appesrs,. is her regemblance to one of
the Goldeu Mtchbreed, the ancient but alien
rage who once ruled Orthe Iut who were over—
thrown a few thousand years before, Thelr speo-
iality was gsnetic enzineering; their overthrow
vrousht immcnse deotruction on the land and its
people; end in oonsequcrce the Ortheans have
turnc? thelr backs on goleunce and technology
lest a new set of rulers ariee to dominafe them,
Hexce pext of the tribal gtruccle, between those
Orthcens vho walecme cox.,t:ot with EBarth and
those who don't,

Frplaining this, however, rfquires pointins
to 2 ga':ix:\, Eole in tho plots the envoy's
rooitfon Llios, bssenso it hes salling ships and
swor’s #id guch, Ortho is a ,sre-teohnolod.oal
worlds ‘yet the ruincd cities that cover half the
northern ocontincnt end tae gimt bridge that
cor.nect;: 3t with tho zgulkerm «- artefaocts that
would hew euovm vy inesomtly.on the satellite
pho*os == dezoneirese plainly thet it is in faot '
e rc..u-tocm:zlcvicwl vorld, - Thus a major plot '
rovalation £211a c'::::le»oty =%,

Rethaz rora sstious 4 fenlt do the envoy'u .
boing m;nt o"t' f6m Refhoass o travel aroind
Orthe apmed conly with-6 gondic otunner and with
no meens of cermmicaling with the humans left.
in the oity, . ‘Arrittedly, tho plot demands as
much, othexvise thero'd b2 no story et all —
bzt the fost 15 theb the detelled end. intensive
training tho envoy would hevs received before
gsh2 lefi Parth w30.d ceae her not an asse. to be
sxpended buy zh investment to be protootod.
Meanirg that ghs woulda't bo travelling: élono,
end thva not ablo to ba eat up for a orime,-and
thun nat foxced oxto the r\m... :

Thn intexactizy thirg ¢tent theso faulls,.
hovercr, 4g that they o327 to mind only aftex
youtve . ﬂ.nis‘:fx. tL. rovel, oxd are thinidng dng back
on w‘*:t yon'vo r«ad, v:.llo mtua.lhr ro&dinc it
groaced in tne esteal mnta of the story. ms
is, if nothiag else, o trilbuts o Gentle's sidll
as a steryisller, bsr ebility to gain and then
hold your shteniion == the core so when, as you
r2flect cu tho 2bowe foulis, you realise that
they hzve mly nMW dirinished your ovorall
en;]oy*‘ant.

1 cdo heve, hc.wver, o3’ ovtstanding qnibble,
whici coraame the sirvesnmo of the plot. This
is uh:q L'd ghorthend a3 being of the “tourist®™
tyoos that is, cno iu vhich the eventa of the
story '"-e ‘5o cxrroosed o to dreg the protagonist
arotné a3 nporyrddffcementy . locn tions as possible
regerdlczs of their {mroriéncg to the-dreastic
or thematis oiwsects el the mtory. This is per-
h2ps . dneyitebla coarssqueroce of worldeinvent-
ion = once y-ou've dzam your maps you hm to
£111 them in, &4 heving £illed them :I.n 1ou want
to know.rors: akqut coch p"..aco...and 80 ‘on = but
richness of.detail o ro ‘exonoe for morpora:t-
ing every last bit of 1%, ' Tio recult, in this
case, is that Grlde: 1 Htc‘*brcnd is about pne
hundred pege3 lorser watn it roally should 'be,
(And the olecrly-cicnalled macsage that the se-
quel will bo laid in thoos prrts of the map that
aye still blezk £711.0 me with dread. Not more
"tourism®, suvelyt)

Bt thexn ggrin, vwhah & rovels of this kind
for tut a epecizs of imagimary touriem? Gelden
Witehbra-d is e oxoulleat o‘:anple, an admture
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cn an alien planet carried off more convincingly
and refreshingly than any other you've read be-
fore, You' 1 anO‘y it.

Philip e Mok ~— A MAZE OF DEATE (Granada,
191pp, £1+ *50) .

Reviewed !1 Helen MceNabb

When reviewing e novel it is usual to recommend
that people either 'read it or avoid it and list_
the ressons for the reccmmendation, bearing'in
mind that it is not the reviewer's job to dis-
cuss the plot at great length. and certainly not
her job to 5ive away informstion essential to .
the enjoyment of the work, Thus a. reviewer who

szys "this 18 such a brilliant, complex deteot~ -

ive story that I never even guessed that the
butler was the murderer™ is not doing her read-
ars a favours by glving away the solution she
has destroyed much of the readers' potential

pleasure and may even have stopped them reading .

the novel. But when writing a oriticism of &

novel it is feir to assume that the audience is

to some degree familiar with it, that they al-
ready know that the butler did it; what they
want -from the oritic is an analysis of hecw and
vhy the author succeeds or fails in his intent-
ions, Thus the oritio gen disocuss how clever
the anthor was in oomoa.uns the butler's fell
hend at work and vwhy the maid, the gardener or
the solioi\tor made such wonderful red herrings
without ruining anyons else's pleasure.

When I came to write a review of A Maze Of
Death I found myself in a quandary since what
the novel really calls for is an in-depth
critique — tut it isn't possidble for me to pro-
duce one since I don*t have the necessary refer-
ence works, and besides which I would have been

furious if anyone had told me the conoclusion of -
the novel before I'd read it., A brief review is

"Yeg! DBuy it, read it, it's good", which has
the virtue of brevity btut isn’t very informat-
ive. So what is-it about? I can't tell you.
completaly without giving the plot awsy, and I'm
not prepared to do that, exoept to say that it .
is well plotted.

It involves a group of people merconed on &.
planet called Delmak-0, unable to leave or com-
municate with the outside world, and charts
their disoovary of a plot against them and how
they deal with it; the astonishing ending
brilliantly ‘resolves all the perplexities scat-:
tered throughout the story. All of which makes
it sound rether like a oonvent:.onal adventure,
which it is not,

Perhaps a better question to ask is not what
the novel is about tut what its purpose is.

That gets & very different answer, Dick's fore-.
word briefly states that the novel*s theology is ..

"an attempt to develop an abstract logleal

system of religious thought, based on the arbit-

rary postulate that God exists", Seth Morley,
for most of the time the viewnoint character,
gays that it contains "Judaism, Christianity,
Mohammedanism, Zoroastrianism. Tibetan :
Buddhism®, Some of the sources are instantly
recognisable, others less so, but it is.a com—
Prehensive ethic by which the people in Dick's
world live; for-instamee, it is against Terran
law to doudbt the power of prayer, and whenever
in need of ‘help or in a time of orisis all the
characters pray.

The theology is never explained 1a.borious]y,
disrupting the narrative, but occurs naturally

in the course of the characters' conversations
because it is so much & part of their lives,
Thua we learn that God has three Manifestations:
the Meniufacturer, the Intercessor and the
Walker-on-Earth, whose origins can be traced to
the Trinity and to Siva., The Intercessor is a
redemptive figure whose appearance’ saved mankind
from the Curse brought into being by the Pomm
Destroyer; he "t'died' then remanifested Himself
to indicate that He had ‘6vercome the Curse and
hence Death and having done this, moved up ’
through the concentric circles back to God him—
self", The Walker-on-Earth is a figure of help;
children are taught that if a stranger offers
unsolicited help then that is the Walker-on—
Barth, He appears to Seth Morley to tell him to
choose a different noser because the one he had
originally chosen to travel in was unsafe, which
is acceptable behaviour for a God; btut he also
helps Seth Morley move all his luggage, which I
found rather umusual, The Fom Destroyer is a
fascinating cowposite of Satan, Rudra, Ahriman;
the evil incarnations., Like the Zordastrian
Ahriman he is equal to God, but his power is not
conocermed primarily with evil —— instead, he
uges entropy to cause decay and eventual death,
nibbling away at perfection until it is destrw-
ed completely in this circle of existence,

The pre-eminent theologian is Specktowsky,
whose hook How I Rose Prom The Dead In My Spare
Time Mnd So Can You is more than the Bible;
everyone possesses a copy and refers to it con-

. stantly, opening it at random whemever they are

in doubt and taking the advice they find there.
Specktowsky says that it is unclear whether the
Pormm Destroyer is a separate entity from God or

. an aspect of God, but its power is undisputed..

Unlike Jehovah, the God of A Mage Of Death is
not omniscient and so was unawere of the =~
strength of the Porm Destroyer; but a ba.].ance
was struck between them, although Tony
Denkelwelt's vision of a God above God is a
monotheist God which encompasses all the mani-
festations of God and the Form Destroyer. There
are many references to circles of existence,
vhich is a Hindu and a Buddhist belief, and in
Mary Walsh's dying vision they are united with
the Catholic requiem mass, a freezing hell, the
Intercessor shooting to Heaven (the source of a
rather good cover illustration), the Last Judze-
ment and then Heaven itself in a way that is
unified and unfragmented, making up a credible
body of belief., 1t is fasoinating to see how
Dick has combined so many ideas; and the more
you lknow of comparative relig:.on the more there
ig to find, .

Theology is only a part of the novel, though.
The characters stranded on Delmak<0 are & ouri-
curious. bunch, Each has an obsession, whether -
it be greed, hypochondria, nymphomenia, or what-
ever, Thev are all social misfits unéble to
work together offectively as a group, each at-
tempt to unite dissipating ineffectually, bring-
ing confusion and disaster. Mich of their para~
noia is reasonable, since they are being spied
on by artificial bees with cameras; their com—
munications equipment fails;y and then the deaths
start, causing more fragmentation of their
fregile groupings, Not all of the: characters
achieve individuality, however, and’ those that
do tend:to resemble caricatures because ‘only
certain prominent features =- usually “their Jobs
and -individual obsessions — are used to delin-
eate them. Put Dick's denouement, to a‘large
extent, explains away what could otherwise be a
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considerable fault, transforming it into an
agget in a way.which is quite confounding.

In less than 200 pages Dick gives the reader
an enormous emount to think about., In addition
to a very olever plot and a complex theology
there are a&llusions, thrown in almost absently,
which migh* oocupy peges in ano*her novel., Por
instance, Belsnor, after being elected leader,
misquotes part of the Gettysburg address so that
it means the reverse of what Lincoln said, re-
versing éverything with it; Belanor is the re-
verse of Lincoln, a failing leader in a failing
situation. There is the Tench, a kind of gelat-
incus oracle which gives amswers from the I

ing, each of which is worth pausing and re-
flecting on; there is Wagner's version of Wotan
and The lLord Of The s and jokes like the
title of Specktowsky's book and a contenis list
which reads like Winnie-The-Pooh add further -
colour to the already rich tapestry Dick is
weaving.

Not mush :Ls wrong with the novel — it's a
bit short, perhaps, but it is extremely deep and
Dbears repeated reading. It's a novel that has:
stayed in my mind and given me scmething to .cog-
itate on long after I finished it. I recommend
it unreaervedlv

Adrienne Martine-Bammes — THL‘ FIRE SWORD (Avon.
374pp, $3°75)

Reviewed by Judith Hsnna
In the mlj.est—survivlng mglish ballad, "The

Marriage Of Sir Gawalne", the eponymous "perfect .

gentle knight" is given the task of finding out
what it is that every wéman wsemis. I shall net

tell you the answex here. Arthurian romance, as- .

it was written down for Eleanor's. Court of Love .
in twelvih century Aquitaine, is the earliest
recorded women's literature; since that time the
very word "romance" has oome to stend for a tale
of love mostly appealing to women, The novel,
that newfangled form invented by Samuel
Richaxdaon in the eighteenth century and devel-
oped by Austen, the PBrontes, George Ellot, '
Virginia Woolf and others to become the dominant

literary form of this century, gained itas popul-

arity as stories for the wives and daughters of
gentlemen, that underemployed and mildly acocom-—
plished segment of fhe population whose station

“in life depended on the husband they could

catch, ’
Popular literature is as much if not more. a
sooliological symptom then a literary phenomenon;
the emphasis is less on elegance of siyle and
Power of content than on what people have shown
they want to read., Thus popular literature
tends to fall into the rut of genre formula. As
Joanna Russ pointed out in "The Wearing Out Of
Genre Materials", reprinted in Veotor 62, the

. appeal of suoh fiction is that it formulates a’

wish, Classi¢c science fiotion, for instance, -

. was informed by a techno~futuristic variant of -

the Cowboys versus Indians frontier yarn; as the.
shiny promise of "progresa"™ turned to pollution,-
Proliferation and doubt, blaster switched to
sword, gizmos apnd gadgetry %o sorcery, amd high-
tach to coarse mediaeval nostalgia. But not -
much role for women in either of these scenarios
— being cast as part of the loot doesn't count.

It is ocheering now to see women's fantasy
establighing itself as a genre giving a new
twiat to the sword-and-sorcery wish. Individual
works of fantasy by certain women writers —— Joy
Chant, Tanith Lee, Amme McCaffrey, Marion Zimmer
Bradley —~ have been around for a good whilse, -
but it'3 only lately that they seem to have:
started  to collect a train of largely SCA (Sooi-
ety for Creative Anachronism) and neo~paganist-
influenced writers who also turn out fantasy
meant for women, I1I'd like fo propose Adrienne
Martine=~Bames, 2long with Elizabeth Scarborough
(whose The Harem Of Amsn Akbar I reviewed in the
previous issue), as dextrous jugglers of the
emerging formula of self-reliant heroines.given
to snappy backchat and eschewing soppy sentimen-
tality vndertaking théir adventures with a nice-
looking guy tagging along until we reach a
shamefully and self-indulgently bourgeois happy
ending jush like in the rairy tales,

The Pire Sword uses for .a plot a va:riant of
the standard fanfasy quest: Eleanor walkes up to
find herself in an alternate mediasval Britain
where faint Bridget hands her the Pire Sword, a
cloak, and cryptic instructions about finding -
the Heir who will 1ift the Daximess that has”
overrun the land.; and off she goes wonderins
what the hell is going on and when somecne will
give her a straight answer, and premising _her-
self a "riproaring nervous breakdown" once ‘she
gets clear of 1t all. On the whole, she makes a
pretty good fist of this "chosen heroine" busi—
ness she's been landed in = or, rather, .
Martine~Barnes steers her along with verve and
DPlenty of lively ironic asides. . The only flaw
that bothered me was the way the sex scenes lap-
sed from Heyerian snap to almost - Cartlandesqte
lushness ~- but then how convenient if sharp el-
bows and knobbly knees would melt awew in a tor-

rent of . paﬂsionvo

The Pire Sword is a thoroughly enjoyable es-
capist wish-fulfillment fantasy, just the thing:
for reading on trains or ra.iny weekends.

Gordon R. Dickson — 10ST ?onsn (Sphere, 156pp,
- £1+95

Reviewed by Alan Fraser

Like The Spirit Of Dorsai, reviewed by Grahsm
-Apdrewa in fﬂerbhck Inferno 50 (October 1984),
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Lost Dorsal is not really a novel. The book
~onsisis of the title novella, 101 pages long,
and two:short stories.  The novella dates from
1980, but the stories, "Steel Brother" and

"WarriorM, are from 1952 and 1965 respectively.

When the book was first published by Ace in

1980, Sandra Miesel's essay "The Plume And The

Sword" appeared instead of "Steel Brother",
The novella "Lost Dorsai originally appeared

in Destinies, and won- & Nebula Award. The lost

dorsal of the title is Micshel de Sandoval, a
Dorsai who has graduated from the military
academy but has rejected his destined career as
& fighting mercenary. Because he discovered
within himself a deep aversion to killing, he
chose instead to serve ags bandmaster in the army
of Nahar on the planet Ceta. He is only redis-
covered by the Dorsal when the Graeme twins,
Amanda Morgan .and the narrator Cormna Fl Man
arrive in Nahar City with a simple contract to
turn the Naharese-army into a proper defensive
force, In faot, the situaition is much more com-—
plex, and the Dorsal. arrive to fulfill their -
contract not .only to find thet Nahar is sur-
rounded by larger and more belligereni neigh-

‘bours but also that the army faces a more immed-
iate threat from revolutionaxry’ forces within the

country, Much worse, the ammy of Nehar defects
to the rebels soon after the Dorsais' arrival,
leaving only the three Dorsai soldiers plus
Amanda and Michael to protect El Conde (Nahar's
ruler), The Dorsal are in a no-win situation:
they can either break th‘eir-oontract and leave,
or die failing to protect their client; in elth-
er cage the reputation ol the Dorsal would be
lowered, The only winner would be Prince
William of Ceta, who controls most of .the planet
and is keen to both control Nehar and lower the
market price of Dorsal mercenaries.

Dickson solves this dilemma in an ingenious
and satisfactory manner, trre to his philosophy
of keeping the bloodletting to a minimum. The
lost Dorsal is allowed to presevve his own prin-
ciples, and at the same time to save his fellow
Dorsal and fulfill the contreot to protect EL
Conde.

0f the short stories, "Warrior" is the tale .
of Ian Graeme's trip to Earth to settle a score
with James Kenebuck, a Manhattan underworld
leader who Ian holds:responsible for the deaths
of his brother Brian RKenebuck, a FPorce-leader
gserving on the planet Freiland under Ian's com-
mand, and thirty-two of the men in Brian's

force., - In oivilian ‘clothes and stripped of his -

milita.w hardware, Ian Gracme uses resourceful-
ness, courage and skill: to achieve his object-
ive, Jjus} as does Michael de Sandoval in the
longexr work.

Boih of these. stories predate "'Bmthers" in
The Spint O0f Dorsai in that Kenaie Graeme is
still alives; thus Lost Dorsai does not oarry the
Dorsai saga. further chronologically:

The final, much earlier, story, "Steel Broth—A

er", is a non-Dorsai tale of a young Prontier
Guard cadet. who -is put in sole command 6f an
outpost space. station and charged with prevent-
ing hostile invaders from passing by it to at-
tack the populated worlds inside the perimeter.
Linked by electrodes to the memory banks of the
station, he finds in his hour of greatest need,
under deadly attack, that he is: not only con-
nected to the station's hardware but can also
draw on the strength and knowledge of the previ-
ous station commanders who have also been so
linked. Together with his "stee]. ‘brother" he

defeats the outsiders and causes the attack to
fail., Like the Dorsal, the atrength of -the
Frontier Guard lies in wmity of purpose,’ organ-
isation, and steadfastness of belief, amd the .
story is therefore fully in’ acoord with
Dickson's basic philosophy, so cleaa:h,' explan.ned«
in Grsham Andrews's review.

I had not read anything by Gordon R. Dickson
before Lost Dorsal, though, and I came to it
with a preconception that his Dorsal atories
were. just updates of the Starship Trooger theme,
I was therefore pleasantly surprised by the ac-
tual viewpoint and execution of the ator‘les. In -
"Lost Dorsai", for example, Amanda Morgan and
Corumma El Man survey a heroic painting hanging
on a wall in FEl Conde's palace, 2 painting from
the Naharese past which portrays a glorified -
view of war; he sgys to her that "We live with
real wer, and to those who do that a painting
like this one is close to obscenityn.

Despite its short length, Lost Dorsai. ia an
exoellent book, with the two stories well chosen
to oomplement the novella. My enjoyment of it
wag not marred by my unfamiliarity with ,
Dickson's previous Dorsai atories — on the con-
trary, it has Inspired me to seek out and read
more about the Dorsail

Roger Robinson — SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY
MAGAZINE COLLECTORS' CEECKLIST
1926-1980 (Beccon Publications, 50pp, £0+75)

Reviewed Jose Nioholas

Just what its title says it i8: an alphabetioal
listing (by title) of all English-language SP
and faptasy magagzines, with information on issue
dates and format, spiral-bound in & handy pocket
size and aimed at the specialist collector. Not
being a specialist collector myself (he sald,
glanoing sideways at his complete ryn of ® &
SP), I'm in no position to verify the accuracy
of the issue information, but one glitch stands
out immediately; the cut-off date of 1980 means
that some publications —.Ad Ad Astra, Destinies,
Galaxy and Galileo, to name e the ones that caught
ny a.ttention — whioch have folded since then are
listed as "ourrent" whila others which have ap-
peared sinde -— notably Interzone — are not in-
cluded at all. Given that the list is stored on
and wes printed out by a computer, it should =
surely. have been feagible to advance the cut-off
date to at leaat 1982,.,. It might also have
been useful to inoclude a few oross—references;
there!a nothing to indicate, for axample, that
Inpulse was a continuation of Science Pant

under another name, (Although I suppose the
specialist colleotor would know that anyway...)
This checklist is, nevertheless, a useful and
valuable one -~ order it from Beccon Publicat~
ions, 75 Rosslyn Avenue, Harold Wood, Essex RM3
ORG, adding an extra 25p to cover postage costs,

Robert Silverberg (ed.) — NEBULA AWAEDS 18
(Mtanv 240pp,

£2+75)

Reviewed by Sue Thomason

"Upholding a& high standard of excellence, the
Science Piction Writers of America each year
award the coveted Nebula Award to the finest
fiction in the field" says the blurb on the baok
of this anthology. What it implies —- that this
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anthology represents the best of current SF
is clearly nonsense. Without reference to any
‘of the usual complaints -~ that the Nebula is
biased towards American fiction, chosen by some
rather than all writers, that the balloting
system is unfair, that big publishing housés
send out free copies of titles to SPWA members
while smaller publishers can't afford to — what
the blurb writer has conveniently forgottem is
that "the best SFP" changes not only from person
to person but from time to time,

Wnen I was in my early teens, I read and To~
read and re~re-read anything by Ray Bradbary
that I could obtain., His books gave me acute
pleasure; for me at that time they were umndoubt-
edly "the best®, They are not "the best™ for me
now. (although they ars "the best" for mumerous
BSFA members if the Metrix fiotion poll was any-
thing to go by).

Nor does this mthology contain "the best® 5P
I read last year. And a lot of people who voted
in the Nebula Awards wouldn't have picked th:.s
line-up, All the also-ran Nebules that ceme -
high (but not top) in the final poll — a lot of
people thought one or more of those stories were
better than one or more of these.

That's not' to say that these hese stories are not
good, I enjoyed scme of them very much indeed;
Connie Willis's "PFire Watch", for example. And
Joanna Russ's "Souls”, (But is it SP® Why oh
why has she tacked that peculiar ending onto 1t?
I'm mn puasiing; I feel I've missed some-
thing, 1- must have missed something. Joanna
Russ doesn't write like that...does she?) In-
teresting, too, to read the opening chapter of
Michael Bishop's No Enemy But Time without hav-
ing the rest of the novel on hand., I weuld have
eagerly read on, and think-I will now look for a
copy of the novel to find out what happens next,
but it is a rather frustrating device, this tar-
talising of the reader with & novel ewtract
I'm not sure it's a gécd idea.

Other contents? Silverberg's "The Pope Of )
The Chimps", William Gibson's "Burning Chrome"
(wonderful tit ely.), "Corridors” by Barry N.
Malzberg, “Another Orphan® hy John Kessel (amn
wofamiliar nade), A Letter From The Clearys" by
Connie Willis (again), and "Swarm" by Bruce
Sterling, Other nice thnings about the anthol-
ogy? Three stories by new writers, three
stories by women (but two out cf three in each
category are the twe Connie Willis stories, =o
perhaps the oolleotion isn't s0 representative
after all),

You vant me to categorlae the tone of the an-
thology? No film novelisations, or stories-
which~aren' t~actually-film=tiovelisations-but-
patently-ought~to=be. No very highbrow stuff,
An awful lot of stories which first appeared in
the pages of F & SF. You liked the magazine,
now read the anthology...

if they all find it so funny why don't you?
Well, those are the emotions which The Zen Gun
arouses in me, Y get the feeling that there's a
funny book there if only I lknew enough to gst
the Big Joke, 4s it is, I read {t a somewhat
bemused state, latching onto the bits I under-
stood with relief and ploughing through the lec-
tures in a mixture of irritation at being lec-
tured and abashment at my ignorance, -

The Zen Gun takes place in an Empire which
has reached the decadent stage of its history,
80 that the Imperial Meet is full of freelaad-
ers who spent their whole time partying, usually
high on some drug or other, and humans are s0
uninterested in the real world that most work is
doile by animals given sentience by brain im-
plants (the robots having been on strilke for. the
last hundred years), The story concexrns the
meandering route which the very varied cast of
characters take in their search for the Zen Gun
of the title, which is supposed t¢ be able to
destroy a planet, The parts of the novel which
worked well were some of the charaoterisatioms,
especially Pout the chimera and the kosho; the .
realisation of a very different society from our
own; the action scenes, escpecially the free-
loaders bringing the perty onto the bridge in
the middle 4f the batile, which I thought was
funny; and the pigs finally taking over the
Empire (it's nice to see someone taking Anima.l
Farm for their role model instead of -1 ,

T The bits I chiefly disliked werse those d.ee—
oribing the invented physics which oonstitutes
the structure on which the novel is bagsed and on
which the plat hangs — whioch is unfortunate, as
this is the main point of it all. Bayley has .
posited something called Simplex physics, based
on the premise that gravitational attraction is
impossible, @and he goes into considerable detail .
conoerning  both the theory dnd its applications..
to FTL drive, communications, and so on. This . .
is the’Big Joke which I don't understand. It
may be that someone with more knowledge of phys-
ios than me (meaning most people) will find it
outrageously fumny -— & point I can't be dogmat-
ic about because humour is so subjective anyway
— but for me the Joke fails totally.

"The Zen Gun is perhaps not a bad nowvel, but _
neither is it completely sucecessful. 1 think
that Bayley could have found a better way of
getting his invented physics across than by a
series of leotures delivered periodically, which
are a terrible brake on the action and a bad .
fault in style., Otherwise, the plotting is fine
until the end, when everything stops abruptly,
leaving the readers to draw their own conclus—
ions in a way that I found infuriating, It's &
mixed novel which vroduced mixed feelings, but I
wouldn't really recommend it unless you have a
penchant for the sort of conceit which Simplex
rhysics represents,

Barrington J. Beyley — THE ZEN GUN (Methuen,
160pp, £1-95)

Reviewed by Helen McNabb

Have you ever been at a party where everyone is
telling jokes at which they all laugh uproar-
iously, oapping each other's witticisms with
further gales of laughter, and you can under-
stand abasclutely none of it? You sit with a
sickly grin firmly stuck on your face, giving
inane little chuckles at intervals, wondering
what the hell they are all finding so funny and

George R, R, Martin — FEVRE IREAM (Sphere,

40Tpp, £2+25), THE
mm)smmn RAG (New English Library, 333pp,
£2:95

_ Reviewed by Judith Hanna

In each of thesa novels George Martin takes a
couple of the images and obsessions that. ’scon-
tribute to American popular culture and plavs on
chords of cliche to mix his stoxy, . In Pevre
Dream the blemd gels, but The Amggeddon Rag

doesn't quite get it together. Both novels
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skirt closer to the horror genre, while remain-
ing too aloofly intelligent to quite fall into
it, than they do to science fiction, Both con~
“irm that Martin is a writer worth attention.
Once you come to think of it, the decadent

ante~bellum Scuth is a natural setting for vam—
yires ~— where human slaves can be bought and
slaughtered like cattle, what's the difference
tetween beating them to death and sucking their
blood? So . natural is the collocation, and so
‘smoothly do the two themes dovetail to an almost
seamless, elegantly tailored fit, that there
seems nothing left to say about the story. The
romance of riverboats (see Mark Twain's
Huckleberry Finn) provides the platform on which
the traditicnal thanato-erotic struggle, this
time between evil vampire and good vampire,

vlays itself out. Once you're through the some—

what gawkish first chapter, the story steams
shead, 2all pistonsz tuned and firing nicely.
Such an inepired blend of ingredients, carried
through so smoothly, make this not only an en-
tertaining work but an exemplary showpiece of
the craft of popular fiction.

So whak goes wrong when Martin comes to-write
The Armageddon Rag? I suggest 2 simple answert
Pevre Dream is just a story, the old tried if

not necessarily true tale given a new twist; The

Armageddon Rag aspires to be sociology in the
guise of fiction, but the story never manages to
st.ake free of self-conscicus self-analysis of
the dope~laden stuff of nostalgia. "Whatever
happened to the Sixties?" aging ex~hippies ack
each other as they catch up with what the
Eighties has made of them (revolutionary has be~
come advertising executive, gonzo journalist has
become novelist cohebiting with realtor). The
tide of nostalgia rises as an unreoonstructed
Mansonesque revolutionary with enough mooleh to
transcend practicalities patches back together
The Nazgul, the pre-eminent rock band that was
the Sixties, and (waddaya know) when they start
replaying their Musis To Wake The Dead the

gpirit of their assassinated lead singer Hobbins"

does awake and return and the born—again power
of his music reawakens the spirit, the hope, the
idealism... All the ingredients you remember or
have read about from those good old days of sex
and drugs and anti-war marchés and rook 'n' roll
are carefully mixed in — but careful craft has
no place in that let-it-all~hang-out scene.
Martin's very care and control camse it to fall
flat —- no spirit of the dead Sixties comes
alive to reanimate his neatly constructed narra-
tive. Social journalism grafted onto a plot,
rather than a novel; an Eighties-eye retrospect~
ive on the flower-power decade - and from that
perspective an interesting but not entirely
satisfactory experiment.

Sydney J. Van Scyoc — BLUES(;NG (Penguin, 264pp,
£1-95

Reviewed by Alan Fraser

Bluesong is the second novel of the "Sunstone"
trilogy that commenced with Darkchild, which X
reviewed in Paperback Inferno 49 (August 1984).
In that novel, Xhira, danghter of a barchna of
the mountains of the planet Brakrath, found a
Yoy abandoned bty 2 starship and befriended him,
When she discovered who Darkchild, as she'd nam~
ed the boy, really was, and how great a threat
he was to her people, she was forced to develop
the unique mental powers of a barchna to save
both Darkchild and her world.

Biuesong :also features two childrern as pro-
tagonists., Keva, daughter of a bparohna and
Jhaviir, the clone-brother of Darkchild, is the
female lead; and Danior, son of Khira and :
Darkchild, is the leading male. Like the first
novel, this one tells the story of how a
barohna's daughter acquires her powers, and also
of how Danior becomes the first known male to
asquire similar abilities,

In Darkchild, we were introduced to the off-
world singing silks, and the songs of the col
ours; and here the bluesong of the title is that
sung by the blue sash worn by Keva's father
Jhaviir, Keva has been brought up by primitive
figsherfolk, believing herself to be one of them,
but her discovery of the blue silk convinces her
$hat her true father is gtill alive and sets her
off on a quest to find him,

Her other memento of her father is one of two
"pairing stones", which have the power to link
the minds of their two bearers. The other comes

-into the possession of Danior, who leaves his

palace home to seek his lost half-gister. Keva.
(If helf-gsister is the correct relationship —
I'm assuming that as the fathers of both Keva
and Danior are-clone-brothers then both are ef-
fectively -children of the same father.) Before
he finds her, Keva undergoes the ordeal that
brings her barohnial powers, which stand her in
good stead in the subsequent events,

Jhaviir was brought up on the planet of
Grenish, among e desert people called the Xri-
Nostri, and found 1life in the mountain wvalleys
of Bralkrath too bland for his tastes. He took
his young daughter Keva with him on a journey
and, after she was stolen .from him, went out in-

- to the deserts of Brakrath to become the leader

of a clan and recreate a EKri-Nostri society.

The success and strength of his settlement has
made the other desert clans Jealous, and they
band together to destroy it. With the arrival
of Keva and Danior, Jhaviir's clan is able to
defend itself against its attackers with the -
barohnial power over sun and stone. Keva learns
to use the power with moderation, to teach a ™
lesson rather than to destroy, and Danior leamms-
that his anomalous position as a male barohna is
a source of strength rather than weakmess,

1 read Hueaong straight after reading
Helliconia Summer, buf apart from being the see- .
ond volumes of trilogies they have nothing in
common, Van Scyoc is working on a much smaller
scale than Aldiss, with lesser ambition than he
and with lesser experience and skill, The real
comparison should be with Marion Zimmer Bradley
and Anne McCaffrey, the two writers of whom she
remindg me the most; and I found Bluesong more
satisfying than their latest works, a novel that
succeeded within its own parameters, 4 goaod
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point about it is that, like Helliconia Summer,
it does not contain lengthy retellings of the
events in the first book — these are introduced
only where they directly relate to the events at
hand, and the readers are left to make the con~
nections themselves. 3Bluesong's main fault,
however, is that it follows the structure and
narrative of Darkchild too closely: both have
teenage girls as principal characters, meeting
strange dark young men, and going through a
testing ordeal to gain their powers over sun and
stone, which they use to rout the villains, An~
other fault is that the principal question rais-
ed at the end of Darkchild remains unanswered,
and is posed again at the emd of Bluesong, twen—
ty years later. Nothing that happens advances
Darkchild's ambition to find and rescue his
"father" (the man from whom he and Jhaviir were
cloned) from the hands of .race whq set the boy
on Brakrath as an unwitt{ing agent of its des-
truction, :

To sum ups although 1 found Bl Bluesong to be
weaker than Darkchild, I still enjoyed it. The
narrative pace carries you along easily, and the
characters are sympathetic encugh for you to
care about their fate., I hope that Starsilk
the final volume in the trilogy, will bring the
story to a conclusive end, and that Van Scyoc
then turns her talents to some completely dif-
ferent crea.tions.‘-‘

Willis E. McNelly . (ed.) — THE DUNE ENCYCLOPEIIA
. (Corgi, 526pp, £5+95)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

It had to come, I suppose; if not now, when the
film is upon us, then at some other time ——
there have been guides and companions to other
best-selling works of fiction before this, sc
why not Dune as well? But The Dune i
differs from, say, The Complete Guide To Middie-

Earth in that it treats the fiction to which it
is a companion as real; specifically, it claims
to be based on '"the Ralds Hoard", material

accumilated by the God-Emperor Leto II, and —
in setting out to enlarge and deepen the backe
ground of the Dune universe —— pretends to ex-
plain to its readers "how we got where we axre",

Its introduction, the tone and thrust of its en~

tries, its bibliography: all are addressed, not
to a present-day audience, but to an aundience
that is descended from those who survived a
period called "the Starvation and Scattering”
that followed the death of the aforesaid God- -
Emperor, .

This approach I reject. As I've argued be-
fore, here and elsewhere, fiction is of value
and relevance to us because (like all other
forms of art) it is intended to provide insights
into aspects of life that we might cverlook or
otherwise take for granted, enabling us to ap-
preciate and understand them on a deeper,. more
intensive level; but we should be careful never
tc mistake the contexts in which these insights
are offered as the contexts in which we have to
apply them, Fiction is a carefully moulded ab-
stract of, not an indistinguishable surrogate
for, the world; its reality is representational,
not actual.

The Dune Encyclopedia, however, encourages
its readers to confuse the reality with the fic-
tion, to pretend that the invented world it con-
tains is more "real" than the real world, and —
by immersing themselves in the vicarious fantasy

life it offers -— even encourages them to blank
out the real world altogether. Escapism through
and through, and for all that it may be a conse-
quence of the present gloomy state of the real
world it's a partioula.rly pernicious form of es-
capism,

And what is ironical about it, if iron;y' it
ig, is that the mox.s one reads of the invented
background to Duné the less and less plausible
it all seems; Striving to convince us by plling
detail upon detail, McNelly and his collaborat-
ors sucoceed only in exposing the sheer unlikeli-
hood of such a galactic organisation surviving
for longer than about five minutes,

o

Robert Aspr.i.n (ed.) = TALES PROM THE VULGAR

' UNICORN (Penguin, 223pp,
£1:95) L
Reviewed by Judit Hanna.
Nasty but readable tales from Fhilip Jose
Parmer, David Drake, Iynn Abbey, A, E, Van Vogt,
Janet Morris, Andy Offutt and Robert -Asprin him-

gelfs perverse, but lacking: ‘either the courage
or the conviction to really shock. Most porno—

:graphy is fantasy, but this fantasy teeters back
‘from the outright indecent, too mealymouthed to

spell out what it hints at., Asprin's tale sf
vivisection oomes closest to honest offemnsive-—
ness, but we don't expect fantasy to do a Mayhew
or a Dickens sociologically exploring an under-
world which is after all imagined just for
voyeuristic fun. (Only LeGuin's much-antiholo-
gised "The Ones Who Walk Away Prom Omelas" hints
at the humanm costs other extra.vagant visions ig-
nore.) Perhaps only those’of us cocéoned in the
fat cat Pirst World where starvation and crime
statistics can be switched to another channel
could find these imagined. squalors amusing. Of
course it's being released.as a Pantasy Role-
Playing Game. DPerhaps it w:l.ll ba.--a.-theme pa.rk :

- next?

It's not wlgarity. but ld,tsoh counterfeit
slumning amid merely cosmetic muock. .

John Sladek — TIK-TOK (Corgi, 174pp, £1+95)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

Before writing this review of Tik-Tok, I picked
the novel up to flip through it in order to re-
mind myself of a few salient points —— and found
myself not only laughing out loud again but also
reading it again, I% really is that good.

It is, in essence, the autobiographry of a
domestic robot whose "asimov" circuits have mal- .

funoctioned, allowing it to break the first of = ~
:the famous Three Laws, Not only does it then

injure a mman being, it sets out to kill as‘

-many of them as possible, claiming to be expéri-
‘menting with different varieties of sin and i

heading, eventually, for the complete :extermin-
ation of the human race in order to make the:
world as neat and as tidy as possible.

Such a plot, summarised so baldly, sounds .
quite absurd — but only because the satire that
gives it all its edge and bite can't be -summar-
ised as well. Such as, for example, a throwaway

_line on page 47 that "All military robots had
"Southexn accents, for ease of communication”.

Never mind the throwawey lines that appear else-
where in the novel — indeed, there's at least
one good line on every page; some of them pgi_n—
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fully funny, although it should be remembered
that Sladek's humour is less boisterous-than
black, his targets being human foibles and human
society in general, Specifically, contemporary
American society, with its idiotic fads end
fallacious therapies,, instant media celebrities
and self-seeking politicians, TV evangelists and
fagt=food entrepreneurs...and none of the human
characters who appear in.the novel being com-
pletely sane. Indeed, Tik-'l‘ok' desire to erad-
icate the lot of them begins to seem eminently
gensible’

In sum, Tik-Tok is terrific, As the cover of
this edition proclaims, it won last year's BSFA
Award, which really. ought to be recommendation
enough, ‘it apart from that it's also a magnif-
icent black comedy, one of the few genuinely
funny novels of recent years. It's well worth
your time and money; buy it, read it, and enjoy

it.
Frank Herbert — fmm Gomums (New Ehglish .
Libraxry, 175pp, £1° 95)s impene-
trably ted.‘!.o‘us stary about the transformation of
Earthman Lewis Orne into ‘a mental superbeing,
replete with a needlessly overcomplicated plot
and quotes from fake books as chapter headings.
Dune freaks will probably love it.

Alan Dean Foster — ELOODHYPE (New Engush

_ Library, 206pp, £1°75):
"Prom the epic Commonwealth of Thranx cycle™
proclaims the front cover, although in its -

earlier NEL (and Del Rey) editions this novel
wag marketed more as part of Pogter'a series
about’ the orphan boy Pip and his minidragon
Flinx, ' But that was before Poster had begun
producing other, unrelated novels. se_t in the
Thranx ‘Commonwealth, and in any cese Pip and.
Plinx afe only marzginal to the events of
Bloogme"s plot,

Bob Shaw — ORBITSVILLE (Granada, 18Tpp, £1:95):

a reprint that should need little
intmduction, saveto say that while this appear—
ed to:be Shaw's contribution to the "glant arti-
ficiak world" fad that briefly dominated the
early seventies, Orbitsville was and is better

Niven's Ringworld beoause (unlike the
Ringworlds the pize and scope of Orbitsville are
made breathtalingly plain, snd also because (as
with all Shaw novels) it has real characters
rather than caxdboard cutouts.

Malcolm Chalmers — TRIDENT: BRITAIN'S
INDEPENDENT ARMS RACE (CND
Publications, 88pp, £1:95): the sad but true
story of the missile system that nobody but Mrs
Thatcher and Mr Heseliine really wants, so
ludicrously expenrive that Britain's convention-
al forces will hava to be sacrificed to help pay
for it and representing so great an increase in .
Britain's so-called "independent miclear deter-
rent" that it will undermine (even sabotage com-
pletely) any and every arms agreement that the
two superpowers may try to reach, This book
provides the facts end the arguments against
such wholesale political and military insenity,

LETTERS

Pirst up, a late response (because it reached me
just after I'd completed the issue) to Mary
Gentle's review of Brian Aldiss's Greybsard and
Whitley Strieber's and James K\metka's Warday in
issue 50, from BRIAN ALINSS: -

"One has to ocram novels together for reviaw pur-
poses, but really Greybeard isn't the same kind -
of animal as Warday; and to blafiket them in a
stream of comments about the reviewer's feelings
on nuclear war is not to disguise that they are
different animals,

"Warday is a new. book, oentrally about mio—-
lear war, There is no secondary theme, and it
does what it has to do in its own way, alming
for documentary effect by means of statistics,
memos, etc.. )

"Greybeard is not new, It 1a two decades
old. Nuclear war is not its'theme. Its theme
is a world falling apart without children. The
connecting link between Greybeard's world and
ours is provided by the adccbunt of irresponsible
fooling .around with nuslear experiments in
space, which disrupt the Van Allen belts.  This
irresponsibility 1s linked to Greybeard's own
irresponsibilitys we meet him as he fires a gun
and leave him as he fires another, in both cases
'without due care and attention!,

"I hope to persuade people that SF can act as
a metaphor =—— without much luck as yet But
Greybeard is a metaphor for me. In.the early
sixties, I had lost my beloved children and
grieved deeply. ‘I lived in a world without
children. Greybeard was my experience writ
large, in the hope of reminding people at a time
when ‘youth' was supposed to be the big kick of
the day how precious children were.

")\ revision of the text is’ mentioned.
Greybeard is a child of the sixties, It would
not be possible crudely to iron out all the
background assunptions so that it was somehow
'up-to-date'; as if War And Peace should be con~
timally modernised so as always to contain the
most recent and most interesting war..-

"The revisions eare minor, and consist of
passages (notably the opening passages) Tewrit-
ten where I thought the prose seemed a bit.
rocky. Whethep because of these revisions or-
not, the Granada reissue under review — with
the first acceptable jacket the novel has enjoy-
ed in twenty years -- has already undergone two
reprints."

MARY GENTLE replies:

"Grexbeard, while it isn't a novel specifically
about nuclear war, does héve a'sub-theme to that
affect., As I sald in ry review of it and
Warday, 'we're told in Brian Aldiss's Greybeard
that some kind of nuclear "accident™ makes the
human race sterile!. And, following my main
comments on Ward=y, which is solely concerned
with the aftermath of a nuclear war, I sald: -
‘Having read one book in that frame of mind, of
course, it begins to carry over to the next',
This, I thought, was gn overt statement that I N
was dealing with not. the most obvious aapect of _
Greybeard. (Greyteard functions ag-metaphor, of
course; what fiction doesn't? - But I'd already
commented an that aspect of fictior in the
earlier Warday-section of the Teview.) .

" thought thet I had oatablished that,” for
the purposes of the roview, I wanted to treat
these two books in a particular manner, Regard-
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ing Greybeard, it's been around since the 1960s,
it's had plenty of time to collect reviews on
its main theme, and therefore I don't see why
there should be any objection now to looking at
one of its sub-themes with 1980s' eyes.

"This is why, when listing questions about
the feasibility of the science in the novel, I
added that these 'are not, perhaps, the quest-
ions one should be asking of Greybeard, I think
its primary demand is for fictional belief, not
as with Warday that we should get out on the
streets and protest'.’

"In that context, then, it seemed ;j_ustifiable
to ask what kind of a novel Greybeard now seems
to be, Inevitably, there's been a shift of
meanings all novels are both of their time and
outside their own time. Certain assumptions do
date. I noted that Greybeard could have been
substantially revised; I didn't say tha:t it.
should have been.

"Incidentally, I tHink writers do continually-

'update' War And Peace, in a manner of speaking:
the same themes (or 'deep strusture' if you hap-
pen to like strusturalist buzz-words) give rise
to different surface manifestations, according
to the time and culture that writer happens to
be in. Else why continue to write? War And
Peace has value for us; it isn’t. the same value
it had for its origmal readers. But this is by
the way.

"Anyway, I'm sorry Brian Aldiss is upset. My
review of Warday amnd Greybeaxrd didn't, I feel,
attempt to ‘disguise that. they are different
animals's the reverse, in fact. They are dif-
ferent,  But it was from the similarities bet-
ween them, which do exist, that I went on to
draw conclusions that I don't regard as invalid.
The difficulty here, I feel, is that Aldiss is’
talking about Greybeard solely as a novel (fair
enough; why not?) and that I, for the purposes
of the review, was talking about it as ah arti-
fact that displays certaln assumptions, politic~
al attitudes, etc.. (I must admit that I don't
quite see the relevance of telling us that the
novel 'has already'undergone twvo repnnts $ my
review didn't mention sales,)"

I sent a copy.of Mary's reply to Brian, but his
response was oconfined to a remark that he felt
she was sliding.away. from his point.

Meanwhile, another response; this time from
PAUL KINCAID, replying to Mark Grémner's letter
in the previous issues

"I think it is cléa® that Mark Greener did not
read my review as closely as I read the novels I
was reviewing. He says that '(my) premise is
that haxd SP, the conservative middle ground of
the genre, is where the innovation' takes place'.
That, most emphatically, was not my ‘premise. In
fact, I wag arguing exactly the opposite case,
"Anyone who has reid ‘the BSFA s publications

over the last nine ot tén years _wlll have seen a

host of reviews, articles and guest editorials I
have written, most of which are specifically
about the 'borderlamds'’ of SF., I have sald re-
peatedly and in many different places that the
future of SP lies in these borderlands —— in-
deed, I have said that the future of SP lies
beyond these borders. The magical realists, and
risk~takers closer to home like D, M, Thcmas,
Graham Swift, and Russell Hoban, are not writing
SF, but they are doing things that SF should be
attempting and in the vagt majority of cases
does not. I know these borderlands very well; I
have been treading them for years, and I am not

ignoring them,

"But if you have innovators shooting off in
every direction, if these writers are pointing
the way towards the future, then presumably oth- .
ers have te follow in their wake. You cannot
have a nation of perpetual pioneers; sooner or
later a2 settler has to come along behind them,
dig in and establish something., If the adven-
turers on the borderland are actually going to -
drag science fiction kicking and screaming out
of the nineteenth century then Ppresunadbly..seme
distant echo of their siren song will one:. da.y be
heard in the solid heartland of SP.  In my re-
view, I was taking soundings, trying to -pick up
some trace of that echo., It does not. appea.r to -
exist, If the three novela I was reviewing are
anything to go by, no messenger from the New
Wave, even, has managed to get that far, i

"' ,,.if everyone knows precisely what toex-
pect, how can guch:fiction be innovative? * Imno~-
vation arises from the. unexpected, not the’ cbn=
gervative,' says Greemer. Yes, of course. But
1 wasn't looking for innovation, only for some
response to the innovation that is going on
elsewhere, and which has been going on for twen-—
ty years or more., Of course SP. is congervative,
but that does.not mean it ha.s to be in stasis, = .
that it must be totally resistant to any sort of
change whatsoever, If conservatives did not
change, we would all be sitting in caves still,
huddling around a god-given fire tha.t none of us
knew how to:'light. Change is the common condit-
ion of humanity (whioh is why we are all so re-
sistant to change). Change is alse the basic
subject-matter of all seience fiction.

*Yet the bulk of SF readers seem to want more
of the same and nothing that might be different;
the bulk of ‘SF writers seem prepared to write
more of the same and nothing that might be ai's-
ferent, Science fiction appears to be divided
into the exciting talents who are rushing off
willy-nilly towards the next century without a
backward glance, and a great grey bulk of others
who refuse to venture out of the 1950s. And
there is nothing ocoupying the middle ground
between them. - The innovators are taking no one
with them.. The ones left behind show no intent-
ion of following.

"That was the thesis upon which my review was
based. Since 'to my mind I was only writing a
review, and one that would be long snough anyway
since it dealt with three novels, I did not feel
inclined to burden the thing down with too much
theory since to -do so would invblve a weight of
supporting argument and other examples that’”
would at the very least distract from the novels
under consideration. I had simply received:for
review three novels that I did not ask for, .and
on reading them’ found that they. ﬁ.tted neatly
with the thesis outlined here.. .Therefore that
thesis underpinned my review; but in essence I~
wag writing a review, and that had to be first
and foremost, ~ The novels provided an 1llustrat-
ion of my argument rather than an expos:.tmn of
it, Maybe that exposition will .come later, -in
an article,

"Okay, maybe_;_,ended up d:r:a.wing too wide: 3.
conclusion from too narrow a base. But would it
really have been appropriate to go on about
Poundation's Edge, Heretics Of Dune, Priday,
2010, or any other of the titles that have been
fllling the review columns of Inferno and
Vector for too long? Should I have oalled upon
the hordes of critics who dsery mightily and
pergistently the tedium of 211 they have to
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read? Should I have referred back to my review
of Habitation One a few issues ago, or quote the
pagsage from The White Hart that appears so op-
portunely immediately before Mark Greener's let-
ter® Good Heavens, I did not have an infinity
of space to play with in order to dismiss three
bad novelss one needs to cut some cormers., I
rather hoped that my readers might have the wit
to look around them in order to find the sup-
porting arguments Mark Greener asks for.

"ind in answer to your open question, Joseph
— I was referring to one part only of science
fiction. In a year that saw the publication of
Priest's The Glamour and Holdstock's Mythago
VWood -and Carter's Nights At The Circus, the
bordérlands are looking as healthy as ever.. Bul
ag for the heartland of science fiction, I can
find no evidence to suggest that it is not ter-
minally dull,”

Md neither can I ~ but that may well be be-
cause neither of us have read very much from the
heartland. of SP over the past couple of years;
in which case we're simply not qualified to pass
detailed comment on it. (Well, I'd certainly
disqualify myself from doing so, at any rate —
which ig why I asksd my question in the first
place,)

Por a different view of innovation in SF;
let'a hear now from VINCENT OMNIAVERITAS, the
pseudonymous US editor from whose Cheap Truth
the poam printed in issue 50 was extracted:

"The assumption that 'the future lies on the
borderlands' sounds superficially plausible, but
it's risky to judge the future of SF from cur-
rent events on its borderlands., One might as
well try to judge the future of London from
events in the Orkney Islands,

"My suspicion is that true imnnovation in SP
will not come from some exotic elite but from a
process of internal subversion. Successful in~
novations, in politics ags well as pop culture,
are often disguised as a return to some mythical
lost stapdard of purity. So look for an emin-
ently commercial, popular, accessible SF that
reinterprets genre roots from an '80s or '90s
perspective. Look for writers pursuing a '
'garage band' ethic and prizing energy over
ideclogical sophisticatibn. Look, in short, for
a new and better 'middle ground' that attacks
and supplants the old middle grownd on its own
terms and in its own voeabulary.

"And don't expect a new New Wave,: despite
frantic¢ attempts to reheat the ocollapsed -
souffle., If these new writers are ever singled
out as 'revolutionaries' it will mean their de-
feat, Once they are tagged as gubversives by
the old guard and, worse, the publishers, it
will be next stop the Orkney Islands.”

An interesting comment.,.not least because I
think I cen summon to mind the names of several
writers who seem to fit your M"garage band” ethic
- William Gibson, Luciusg Shepard, John Shirley,
Bruce Sterling, and Kim Stanley Robinson. (This
listing is naturally not exhaustive.) But the
interesting fact about these writers is that
they're all American; I can think of no British
writers who come remotely close to fitting the
ethio in question. Does this mean that the next
"revolution" in SP will be American rather than
British? Perhaps ~- but it certainly gives add-
ed point to Norman Spinrad's remarks, as quoted
by Bdward James in "Blood On The Racks".

Thus LEIGH EIMONDS, responding to the previ-

ous issue's magazine reviews:

"I got a bit annoyed at the supposition by both
Darrell Schweitzer and Chris Balley that writers
must learm the old skills first. I disasree
with this because while it may now be true that
most readers like stories I don't think that
what is popularly required is necessarily the
kind of virtue tc be pralsed. Anyhow, I doubt
that it is possible to use words without telling
a 'story' of some sort; the trouble is that some
people Jjust expect bits of fiction to be pre~
sented in the old, familiar formats. Ancother
Toint is that the old values cannot always re-
main worthwhile — if that were the case »
Darrell and his cronies would still bs compcsing
epic poeme and the like,"

A point that could be argued over for ever, with
one camp holding that you first have 1o iearn
the rules insorder to break them, and the other
holding that because the nature of fiction

‘changes with the pagsage of time the rules are

constantly being altered as well. (Never mind
that there may be more than these two opposing
camps anyway.) I perscnally incline towards the
gecond of these two positions, on the grounds
that "the rules" are  and should be relative
rather than absolute,

A final comment now from JCHN BRUNNER, Tes-
ponding to my review of Charles Plati's Dream
Makers 2 in the previous issue:

"I'm afraid you've let dogmatic scepticism lure
you into error...(2ll absolutism has its draw-
backs, doesn't it?). In the first paragraph on
Page 13 you are terridbly scathing about Andre
Norton's ‘credulity'. Granted, Wicca is 2 mod-
ern construct, especially in its American vers-
ion, and if memory serves it was largely invent-
ed by people like Pr., Montague Summers — an
ironical footnote to ite adoption by so meny
American 'libbers'.

"But the 'success' (your guotes) of the
people who have managed to raise unicorns (plur-
al) 'out West' is real. They didn't exactly
breed them, they mamufactured them (repeating
seme work done in the 1930s and otherwise for-
gotten); and while I personally don't possess a
clipping from the mane of the one I met —— his.
name is Bedivere, by the way -— 1 certainly took
a stack of photographs of him! The couple res-
ponsible are called Otter and Moming Glory
G'zell; they're a pair of thoroughly unrecon-
structed hippies with qualifications in biology
and zoology; and the fact that they are adher-
ents of the Wicca cult hag nothing t6-do with
their competence in that field. Their unicorms
are modified goats, but there certainly have
been others — and multicorns as well ~— based
mainly on African cattle and other hormed
species such as gazelles, \ '

"] wigh you the chance of meeting one of
their creations some day. Bedivere was perfect—
ly charming: gentle, well-mannered and not in
the least like the typical ill-tempered — and
rather smelly — blllygoats I recall from my
childhood,™

And with this letter came a thotograph of one of
the goat-unicorns in question (ldentified as
Lancelot); thus am I corrected! (Although'I dc
think that Norton should have asked for more
than a clipping from its mane before so wicrit-
ioally: accepting the fact of its existence.)
WAHF: no one other than those who have al-

ready been quoted. Write again soonest?
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