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SPECIAL
ANNOUNCEMENT

from Joseph Nicholas

As most members of the ESPA will now be aware,
thig is my penultimate issue of Paperback
Irnferns, and Andy Sawyer will be taking over as
its editor the moment the June issue is out.

Thers ars two reasons why I'm relinguishing
the post: one personal and one practical. The
practical one is thai after six years — I was
elected to the BSFA Council at the Easter 1979
ACM znd produced my first issue in Amgust 1979
— I think enough is enough; one editor can only
do so much before he goes stals and begins to
recycle the same old ideas, and it's to avoid .
the possivility of such stagnation and ennui
(which we've brushed all too closely at lesst
once before) that I'm stepping down to mzke wey
for somecne else with fresh new ideas,

The personal reason is simply that editing
Paperback Inferno takes up.a fair amount of my
time and energy, leaving little over for any-
thing else =— which is particularly acute con-
gidering the additional pressures on my time
generated by my involvement in the local CND
group and the local Labour party. Meaning that
I wouldn't mind some free time all to myself for
a chang‘e...

Reviewsrs and correspondents should continue
tc send material to me until the June issue is
out; thsy should then write to Andy Sawyer at 45
Greenbank Road, Birkenhsad, Merseyside L42 TJT.
Publishers, on the other hand, should redirect
review copiss to him with immediate effect.

It's been a good six years -— but for now,
let's get on with the issue!l
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GUEST
EDITORIAL

TEE FAIR HANGING

Why read science fiction?

Por mygelf. I read it becevze in no other
field does the contemporary Inglish author seem
permitied to addcess seriously topice neither
historical nor banal (with the possible excepi-
ion of live drema, in which field ideologlcal
geundness appears to play a very real part...).
it is the cnly genre in English fiction today
which is unafraid of imagination, It is the
only area of English ficticin where I can pick up
a boock expzcting to fly, for the Eaglish liter-
ary establishment hag gzown self-obsessed to the
point of narciseism. I quote in support of this
aggertion Martin Amis, fasous son cf a famous
father, and no mean scribbler nimself: "I think
the novel is moving mors and more closely to
whe* life is like, and thet is why 1t's so auto-
biographicel at the moment, I am not a particul-
ariy’ aauoba.ogra.p"zical witer, but I notice that
the only thing you trust is someilhing you have
teen *+izouzn®. (By which token you can write
‘.rm,w'o'*t!uly evout ruxder cnly. if you are Jean
Zerzh.,e) This nahgn legacy of Henmingway's ex—
travrgent -perzoaslity could explain the decline
ia the rzied of the Enslish novel, but is it

whil W 3, tk‘e reeders, went of our fiction? Or
11 it w.al tha post-Blcomsbury literati = writ-
ing about the_.selve:, piblichirg themselves, and
revieving thersalves -— rzed to bolster their
fr-gile self-esteczt? Accoxding to the 1984
Booier Piize short-list it would appear that
\.gocmtnc‘ty dozz rale, okay, -

Eet ig that r-ally tho c2ge? - Oxr does the
novzl nuch, eddrzeocar 1%sclf to the widest as-
nacts of hkumen socicty still have a place? If
ve 100k at the winrsws of thsi szzc prize of re-
ceit yearsswo find evid-ace thzt even the high
tahle of I‘.aghsh literature camnot entirely ig-
nore the power of im~tinaticn, In no way can

Martyn Taylox

Soimsn Rushdlie's Midi~hifs (ndlcaren: be describ- |

ed 2s vTitire astous Writeos end wnting. As for
Thc—ag Keuncally's Schindler's pri, the life and
vorx cf &n exotis. gnet 7o Gwaller curing World -
Wzr 2 is herdly tha autobiogrephy of an
Avstraliszn novelist, is it. J. M. Coetzee *
g-rir'Zled hig meaifestly 1nuu.ob10graphical and
ah so_utely wicopcernad with the processes of fic-

ior The Lifn And Tires Of Michael X with tech-
mq;.,; 7-d @llusions which have mrre in common
with tie likes of B2llard end Dick tham they
hezie with, cay, Grecae (wWio is hcinourably excep~
ted £:vm the golf-cbsession indictrent and has
70 ros2 wen a Booker thon he has a Hobal, which
cuzat to e comment enousch on either award).

Vaich brings us to the auspicious year of

1904, 14 w‘_:xich the Booker Prize wzs handesd to an
exercise in prim narcissism 2 la mode in the
face of the universal (except zmong those lumin-
ariga o mads up the judging pemel) favourite,
Fxoire 0F The Sum, vhose anthor needs no intro-
Auction to readers of Fnglish acience fiction,
and 1o nnbelievably excluded Nights At The
Gircun. 7. the.cheerfully ngP-friendly” Angela
Carter. (Talking of hsr work, she has said:
"Yeu could re2d then as ccience ficticn if you
wished — though a lot of the heaviest analysis
hes ccze fram the SF eritics®,) Ironicelly,
Froire Of The Sun is autobiography — of a sort
— aac edds still more point to Ballard's re-

mark, when reminded of the geeming incongruity
of the suburb in which he lives: "Yes. It's a
very good place to work because I'm reminded

- every moment of the day what the alternmative to
‘the imagination is".

The alternative to the imagination is the
gterile denial of life which manifests itself in
the contemporary English novel,

Science fiction transcends all that, doesn't
it, Just take a look at the typical SF novei,
brimming over with imagination, style, panache,
excitement, sense of wonder wnrestrained...
Sorry, I had to vomit there. The majority of SF
novels seem to be written by semi-literate
Americans who wouldrn't recognise imagination if
it stood up and bit them on the btbum and who have
no more intention of flying than has Ayers Rock.

If that is the case you may well ask why 1T~

ad the stuff, Well, there axre always the
likes of Wolfe and Disch, Priest and Creowley to
breathe life into the leaden mix, but permii me
to explain the harshness of this Jjudgement. I
write this rnot as an "ordinary reader", someone
who would no more take down a book without the.
expectation of enjoyment than go to- a Barry. .
Mantlow concert. I am wearing my “oritic® hat.
My view of my obligation as a eritic is that I
ought not to review the work of authors of whom
I harbour strong views one way or_the other, To-
review a book in the expectation of writing a
panegyric or a hatchet job is a betrayal of the
eritie's duty to the suthor and his own reader-
ship. It is something I am loath to 'do, and so
the books I get to review are "oold", as though
I took them from the shelves blindfold, Which
means that I get to see 2 greater propertion of
the dross than you, dear reader...

There is a school of thought which holds that
Wwe reviewers are onlv concerned with the “high -
art" type of book. Not so, say Y. The self-
respecting critic ought to be able to turn his
or her hand to books which set out to be no more
than ripping yarns as effectively as to deep and
meaningful metaphysical explorations of the.
meaning of Life, the Universe and sexmal con-
gress with domesticated animals. Por myself, I
have no objection whatsoever to reading and re=
viewing a book which has no aspiratidon other
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.anthox hag d.onohia or henbeat to. sive ne a
reason for . satisfaction hed I actnally pald
money for the hook., "High gtyle"” is.not every-
thing. There is a place for the "mexre" entex-
tainer as well as the. great antist..

There is a pxRoblemy though. . -Like everyona.
reading this I em an SF enthusiast =— you would-
not be a member of. the BSFA were you not an -en~
thusiest == and I do.not deubt that. I mow re-~
quire a. bigger hit of sensgwunda - -t activate the
saliva glands than I did’ when I .was,: say, four=
teen. I hope-I. can make allowances: for that -
when I take my oxitic's-hat down fromm the hell-:
stand,  Certainly,. the -authors who wrnite for:
their enthusiasts are either poor, know a member

of the:Arts Council Literary Panel;, or ave call-
ed Stephen King. So the critic must-be aware of
the marketplace in which the authors hope to )
sell their wares, and that awareness forms a
part of the mechanism by which, if aa author -
playe fair with me, I'1l do my best :to give him
or her :a fair hanging...ex, hearing.

what do I look for in-a novel? If it is an
SF novdl, ideas; what Brian Aldisa hag .called

the. Mithat 1f..?" factor, the hallmark .of the SF
novel 88, .distinguished from the novelbelonging .
to.any other genre, or none. (Which-ds not to -
gay that evary novel with ideas is SP. The most
idea~laden novel 1 hawe xsad in years is :
Unberto Eco's f.- The Rose,:which not .
even my. ecleoticisa can pin down as:SP. ) I hope
to find original.ideas, or novel insights -- a
hove- a;l.l too often diea.p'pointed._ On the other-

hand, ideas are not everything. There are auth-.

ors who-¢an make.the reinvention of the wheel

entertaining -~ John Sladek, for instance. The -

idea is important, but so-is tree.tmezrt".- Content.
is form,.and form is econtent, .
Here I.must.sbate a projudics, .I am intoler-

art of bad writing By "bed writing" I méen ob=.

viously incorreqt .grammer ‘outside- passages of
vernacular dialogue, clumsy and otioseé construc-
tion, thesaurea for its own szke (yes, I .am.
talking about Stephen Dondecldson), the sort of
faults: which a twelve-yeer<old ought to be able
to list, Notthat my objections are limited to
such pikeeta.ffs. Perhaps it is a 1ittle too -
much to Yook for wit and elegance in'a genre as
relentlegsly vulgar as soience fiction, tut I
have the right to expéct. technical oompetence in
a. novel publighed for profit. As a veader, I
object ‘when such comvetence is absent.. As a
critic, I regerd it as my duty to point out such
flaws to: anyone who might be considering paying
monsy foF the book in question. (And before
anyolje ories out that.the ideative content of SF
mitigates such failings, I would remind them
that I have already admitted my enthusiasm for
SPF. The failings I mean are not.those which:
keep the author from standing. beside the lik:es
of Austen and Trollope, but those which would .
cause embarra.asment to the newest recruit to the
Budleigh’ Saltertpn Tuesday Afternoon Retired
Gent%el;d,ies in Reduced. Circumstances Writing
] .
Wejein the SF field are fortunate in that we:

have 2 gulis to good. writing, ; It is ¢alled the

Isaac Asimov's Soience Piction Magazine reject-
ion slip, .Is there an author in our field whe.-
does not possess. a copy of this valuable doouw"
ment? Yes, Mr Asimov: himself, Cexrtainly,’
~Foundation's
in that guide. . Xet the novel;was bouzht in.its
millions beoause o the billione, o.f people 1o

e flunks every single iest with--

whom ,D1ck, Bellﬂ-l'd, holfe' !lﬁm, e_t._a_l BJ.‘E not
even names soienée fittion’is Asimov, 'How trae-
is that they should ‘have- éueir mﬁreeei.on 6f‘
contemporayy SF formed by an exampIe of 'super-
annitated,” recycled,’ redindant junk. "Of ocourse,
in our commercial world, cen anyone be surprised
that "Asimov’ and his publishers decided to take
the money &nd ruh wh&tmr the "qualitiea" of
the work? ~That nével was mdrketed as a commod=
ity, in whioch "quanty" wes not a oonsideretion.

So what is ‘theé response of the oritic in the
face. of such ‘a Book? “Impotence, because in the
face of:a brand name like Asimov the words of
oritics are-irrelevent, No oritical praise wﬂl'
inersase the. sales of such a commodity, and the’
salew guarapteed by :the brand name :;gpder ‘the"
product immune to’ oritidal” nﬁsmﬁm. Person=
ally, T -think that Foun M ought to
have Been subject to prosecution under the
Trades Descriptions Ast,

-But” the” fact’is that authors do ‘sxist in &
commercial world, and must eat., They have their
furrows and they plough them It ig a perverse
critic who looks to —- gay <= Harry ‘Harrison or
Bob Shaw for metaphoriocal flights of fangy.and -
extrene poetio leaguase.. They are both crafte--
men’ storytellers, and there.is. nothing . whatso-:
ever amiss w;l.th their ea.tis ing:the:demands of:
the:l.;: audienas, .. :Neither do. find it objection=
able for am author to :.dentify seme - empty. niche
in the marketplace and seek to fill it, as
Rcbert Silverberg did with Loxd Valemtine's

agtle. What I do. regard as unacoeptable in an
autho:: — and this is something I am reluctant
to ’forgive at -any price. -— is work. which is ob~
viously. 1l¢as, than the’n.best. The author is un~
der a pemanent duty to give. of their.begt: The-
reader decerves notl:u.ng leas.( ltf tha'g is a
pretty poor best...fa.ir .enough, we.can lgave it
et that and part friends. The next reader might
find the bqok; Just nute., 'I'he fact -1s, hewever,
that there are a nimber of SI' authprs who - regul~
arly proffer work which falls a; long way short
of their best — Plers Anthow and Philip Jose
Farmer are two who spring metantly to mind, Of
course, there ig always the possibility that the
author cannot match previously inspired. heights
— eaven Dick wag not at his Palmer Eldritch best
all the time ~ and such are the financial exig-
encies ‘of authorsh:xp that it is qu.!.te -possible -
for works to be sent t6 the publisher when they -
really ought to have gone through the typewriter.
another time or two (as John Brumner puts it).
What allowances the oritic makes for this is a
matter of personal taste, although I don't have
much time for it, . After all, the money. I pdid
as a reader was not earned by leaving oy work
half-finished., What has disturbed me, howevarx, -
have been recent examples of authors producing’
work of a standard so much inferior to their. .
previous books that a reader could be. e.xcused
for wondering whether there might be. twp authors
2§ tHe sane’ uame, one of whom cannoh write,  Was -

e Gregory Benford who. gave. us, the
sae man who co="wrote" Pind Thy T_iw
What does the critic do when i‘aced with such.a
‘book; invoke the sacred neme of tbe virtually
unpéralleled ‘Camiraderie betieen SF authors, and
their readeérs, or" glve ad ‘honest opinion?

If a’réricw”is not hontest it is. worthless,

To ‘encolirtige an author to) believe that anything
less'than his or her best’ is acceptable is & be-
trayak-of the eritic's duty (&nd also a betrayal
of that- ‘aforementioned cameraderie) After all,
there iis always’ the” aithor' s next’ book £6. re-




4 PAPERBACK INFERNO

atore their reputa.tion.__ ‘That said, however, one
‘must wonder’ ‘at _the morality, let alone the
business acumen, of pubhshars who are prepared
to push out menifestly substandard work. . One

- can understand a "take the money and Tan® a.tt:.t-r

ude when the author is a2 brand name like Asimov,
but someone like Gregory Benford is hardly a
brand name at all (is hardly a literary name at
all outside SF circles) yet has, hopefully, many
more novels inside him that will need to be sold
to readers disappointed by substandard work.,
Has the Dpressure of immediate profit grown so
heavy that fuiure sales must be disregarded?

Let the publishers exploit nrevious succeas by
all means, but the faot is that while pushing .
drosz may boost this ymar's profit and loss ao—
count it will wither n.ext yoa.r's.

Sv ‘what, then, is the purpose of the oritio?
It is to medsure the work in question’ againat
some template of ideative content, literary
style,; craftsmanship, "buzz quotient™ (object-
ively poor work can still raise a frisson of
pleasure), and simnple enjoyment. That Gemplate
will always be the personal possassion-of the
eritio, end it is the function of the &diter to
ensure that the person who receives the beok for
review will not hold up a template marked War
And Peace to The Voyage Of The Space Beagle,
Reviews are not carved upon tablets of stone
(whatever some reviewers may believe, or readers
seem to think). Integrity is the watchword,
which is why I will alvays do my best to give
any book a fair hanging.

or should. that bo hearink?

REVIEWS

Stuart Msllory —- DRAGON HUNT THROUGH AVALON
(Daw, 253pp, .#3+50)

Reviewed by Helen McNabb

Yos, well == Arthurian legend is always a good -
bets there are lots of people who will buy any-
thing about Xing Arthur, in the same wey as
there -are lots of people who'll tuy any sword-
and-gorcery or any high-tech multi-world story.
So Mallory has decided to try an amalgem of all
three. -

I can't decide whether he sat down and
thought that since eaoh sub-genre makes money
hetd put them together and make even more monsy,
or whether he was challenged to pull three sub-
jects out of a hat and then write a novel to in-
corporate them, Whatever it was, this is the
result. Arthur, Launcelot and Merlyn are taken
to Avalon, which is actually a gate through to
other worldss the Lady of the Lake is an alien
Dlaced there to recruit suitable oandidates for
other-world adventures, The three men gleefully
take to forocefield armour, abandon the "thee"
and "thou" of Arthurian times for modern
American slang, and set off to alay the dragon,
enodmntering battles, socantily<clad females and
comic interludes at suitable interwvals. Aftex
the sucocessful slaying of the dragon, they re-
turn to the Lady of the Lake, who asks them if
they! re ready for their next adventure. "'Right
on,'" says Merly®., Personally, I found the
novel right off, %ut there's no accounting for
tastes.

Kerneth C. Flint -CHAMPIONS OF THE SIDHE
. (Bantam, 27Tpp, zz 95)

Reviewed by Judith Hdina

The tale of the Saecond Battle of Moytura, where
the Pomorians and the Tuatha De Danaan fought

for possession of Ireland, is told in the Leboxr
Gabala, the Irish "Book Of Invasions", and it is

indeed 2 fabulous -story. EKenneth Plint geems to

think that by almost straight reuse of its plot
and ch&raotera{he can capture its magic, and by
making the monstrous and mysterious Fomorians a
high<tech race he can give it a sci-fi twist in-
to the bargain, Wrong! Exotic names are no
tore than trdppings, plot is a set of variations
on standarg and much-uged themes., The fascinat-
ionof legend,\ more even than most other forms -.
of literature, 1lies in fathoming what the style
of telling gem‘:s a.bout how the teller and the

1listaners, at that time and in’ the.t culture,
view. their world.

Flint reveals (besides.a bad case of adject-
ivitis) a quite understandable dedire to escape
from a nasgty mechanical world into a magical,
heroig: other-world — without any serious beliaf
in either magic or hercism. The popularity of
this sort of fantasy is evidence that many read-
ers. share this dilettante nostalgia for an imag-
inary past., Yet serious belief, however ox-
travagantly or humourcusly it is expressed in
the stories that survive, is the essence of the
sources the fantasy genre plunders. -What has
made The Lord Of The Rings an enduring classio
is Tolkien's:.serious belief, backed up by schol=-
arly understanding -— and it should be noted
that Tolklen had tog much respect for the orig-
inal legends to think that simply retelling them
at great length would add anmything to them,

Chempions Of The Sidhe, weighing in at 277
pages, is the second volume of a trilogy. It is
lese interesting than the original legend, wnich
ocoupies only a few pages.

Ha.n'y Barrison & Leon Stover - STONEHENGE:
WHERE ATLANTIS
ITED (Granada, 352pp, £195)

Reviewed by Sue Thomason

Stonehenge: Where Atlantis Died is a perfectly
readable piece of historical ?a.ntasy ~= provided
you don't think about it.

.The plot runs like this, The great civiiis-
ation of the early Bronge Age Mediterranean is
Atlentis, based on the two islands of Crete and
Thera (Santorini), Atlantis not only rules the
seas, it has an economic and technologlcal
stranglehold on the rest of the "known world®
because it has access to tin, to combine with
copper to make bronge weapons. Mycenae is the
ocentre of an up-and-coming political power which
needs bronze, Prince Ason, son of the king of
Mycenae, journeys to the island of the Yerni
(Britain) and works a tin-mine there. With the
help of an Egyptian architect, Intedb, who hap-
pens to have travelled there with him (and whose
name is spelled wrong in the cover blurb; hardly
an auspicious start to the novel), he builds '
Stonehenge in an attempt to unify the warring
Yerni tribes, He is then attacked and captured
by an Atlantean raiding party. Atlantis, how=
ever, is doomed to die by fire and water: the
volecanic island of Thera erupts spectdcularly
and Crete is wrecked by earthquake and tidal
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wave, leaving Mybense to mbve in on the power
vaguum, _ ) _ o
This sounds likeé ‘the bones of quite a pass-
able story, doesn't it? But unfortunately the
bones are all that's there., There is only the
most cursory attempt to. differentiate the
socleties depicted, The names may be cheaged,
but the underlying feeling remains the same,
And the authors patently don't have a feel for
Bronze Age heroic culture. Compare the passage
below, from the Tain Bo Cuailnge (translated by
Thomas Kinsella), one of Harrison's and Stover's
quoted sources, to the passage which follows it,

from Stonehﬂe' Where Atlantis Died:

"You'll find no ha.rder warrior against you =

. no point more sharp, more swift, more slash~
ings no raven more fleshwravenous, no hand
more deft, no fighter more fieroce, no one of
his own age one. third as good, no lion more
ferocicus; no barrier in battle, no hard ham-
mer, no gate of battle, no soldiers' doocm, no
hinderer of hosts,. more fine. You will find
no one there to measure against him — for
youth or vigour; for apparel, ‘horror ok elo-
quence; for splendour, fame or form; for.
voice or strength or stermmess; for clever-
ness, courage qr blows in battle; for fire cr
fury, victory, doom or turmoil; for stalking,
scheming or ala.ughter in the hunt; for swift-
ness, alertness or wildness; and no one with

the battle-feat ‘nine men on.each peint' ==
none like Cuohulainn.

"1 an- Maklorbi..' the bull-chief from the
northern teuta-said, climbing to his feet, -
'I have marched @ hundred and a hundred miles

to be here for this banquet, and have brought -

a hundred meén.,: I have more haads over my
door than a hundred men.can count. - I -have
killed a hundred warriors in hat‘bl’e.: I will
make the first out of the meat,'"
They are both examples of heroic boasting. One
4s a debasement ©f the other, a mockery of the |
honnur.that.lias.hahind.tha.knundu '
Stoneh s Where Atlantis Died is basica.lly
a rovel ‘abx ling. I kept on reading
through the slauéxtar, ‘waiting for something im
tereating and exciting to happen, Then I real-

ised that the killing is supposed to be intex-.
eating and execiting. Not much else does happen,
really.,

This novel also. makes the point that “people”
are actually men, There is one named women
charaster in the novel, Naikeri, daughter of a
Yerni chieftain,. She. exists to be Ason's lover,
to hand out plot coupons, and. to whinge about
all the killing (and be: spurned and rejected for
her pains). .This is.a.Tain without Emer or. .
Derdriu or. Medb or Scathach or Leborshamj no
women warriors, no women druids or poets or
powerful queena, Grr!

Oh, yos, and it's archaeologic&l]y inaocurate
as well., .I really don't fanoy the idea pf a .
Stonehenge decorated with sdau.ffed cows,: and the
reason for ita. construction; given in the novel
doesn't ‘gdem’ at'all plausible 1o me,

Verdiots ﬁdr do better. By & long way...

A. E. Van Vogt — NULL~A THREE (Sphere, 215pp,
£1-95)

Reviewed by Joseph Nicholas

AL well s what dusty pulses does the very name
Van- Vogt quioken in the breasts of old-time )
fana, etc. etc.. A Campbell discovery who never
fitted the Campbellian mould, with more pulp
melodrama than engineering logic, Van Vogi was. -
sertainly one of the great names of _A_stiun_&i_:_\g'a
"Golden Age", up there with Heinlein and imov,
But a great deal more exuberant —— where Asimov
had mere. interstellar empires; Van Vogt had
decadent interstellar empires, complete with
goheming princesses, mad scientists and slaves
being stripped, lashed, bound and gagged (al-
though not necessarily in that order); where :
Asimov had lone herces saving the universe, Van
Vogt had lone guperherves; and.where Asimov had -
the science of psycho~history, Van Vogt had a
whole ga_ngg_of loony aciences, usually ones
which strove to incorporate into themselves most-
if not all of the normal sciences., "Nexialism",
for example, in The W Of The Space Bmsagle,
and "General Semantics” in The World: Of NullsA,:

The World Of Null-A is perhsps the one SF -
novel that everyone nas read btut no~one has un~
derstood. It is, supposedly, a dramatisation of
the central concepts of the "science! of General
Semanticss the meaning of meaning, and the idea
that what you know is less important then how .
you know it. (Or, as the Enoyclopedia Nichollia
has it: "a confused and confusing psychothera-
peutic system which, like Diamnetics, promised to
focus the latent abilities:.of the mind".) To
remind ug how sublime a dramatisation it was,
there’ s a plot summary of 1t in the introduction
te Null-A Three —~ a.plot summary which makes it
sound even more beserk and improtable than Damon
Knight's famous 1952 demolition of it, .I mean,
what has. all this spase operatic crap about
Games Machines, extra brains and tree houses on
Venus got %o do with the meaning of meaning, for
Ged's. gsake? .

The sequel, The Players Of Null-A, was even
loonier; featuring ti%anic space battles and
people trenemitting themselves across thousands
of light years at the twitch of a brain cell,
Ind now we have a further sequel, Null-A Three,
which I swear kept me up. until 1.00:am.one morn~
ing txying to work out what on Earth-was going
on.

Nean.ing no plot ;gumary from me, but I doubt
that a plot summary. wou],d make much sense .any-
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‘way. As others have pointed out before, Van
Vogt's narrative structures are not entirely
rational, but are instead snalogous to the sud-
“den shifts and inversions encountered in dream
sequences., Illogical, preposterous, even down=-
right stupid, his plots represent less the exam~
ination of a particular premise than a deep-
geated drive for quasi-adolescent wish-fulfill=-
ment. And pretty damn silly even on that level,
with hig characters performing cortical-thalamic
pauses and taking twenty-decimal mental photo-
graphs of thelr surroundings and transmitting
themselves aoross thousands of light years at
the twitch of a brain cell.,.and, every time
they land on Esrth, carrying on as though it
were still the mid-1940s,

Given that Van Vogt. wrote The World Of Null—A
in 1945, and that he and every other Asiounding
anthor of the period seemed incapable of visual-
ising a future that didn't look like 1945 {ex-
cept shinjer, and with more twiddly bits) — and
also that all writing is to some extent a pro-
duct of .ite ocultural and social milieux -- this
isn't -very.surprising. Particularly when, for
the sake of consistency, the Earth of Full-a

Three has to be the same 'as that of The o World Of

Null-A - but for a modern reader the quaintness
of a twanty‘-sixth century world in which people
wear suits and ties, travel in limousines, eat
in cafes, consult wristwatches and collect keys
from hotel clerks is simply too quaint. Wor is
the quaintness helped by two additions which
serve only to point up the forty-year gap bet-
ween 1945 and now —~— firstly, the revelation
that the destroyed Games Machine can beg reaotiv-
ated by the installation of a collection of
chips .the .pian of which is sketched on a scrap
of paper napkin, which presumably means that the
small’ ‘skyseraper in which the Machine was housed
must ‘K#ve had an awful lot of -empty space; and,
secondly, the introductiom of video games, which
Jar even more than the chips because they're-:.
mentioned so much more often. (The video gemes
also provide a moment of unintentional humour:

due to the faot that General Sementics prevents -

its practitioners from ever assuming anything
about their surroundings; they must instead de-
duce everything from observation, Thus, at one
paoint, a character deduces — taking a paragraph
to do so = that a video gamer scores points fo:c
shooting down the enemy.)

ind to cap it all, Mull-4A Three isn't even
well-written, "He did a sort. of energy divers-
ion within his mind"? Good God.

Null-A -Three is, in sum, quite ridiculouss
215 pages of literal nonsense, and an example ==
if it 1is an example of anything at all — of a
type of SF novel (and even of a type of SF auth-
or) whose time hes long passed. The remnants of
a previous gerderation may proclaim otherwise;
but, forty years on from the tail-end of
Astounding's "Golden Age", it seems obvious that
the aforesaid tail could only have been plucked
from a dodo.

Paul Preuss — FROKEN SYMMETRIES (Penguin,
333pp, £2:95)

Reviewed by Edward James

The obvious comparison, and one that all crities
will make (or will have mede), is with Gregory
Benford's Timescape. And, oddly enongh,. ths
ccmparison is a useful one. ILike Timescape, it
ia concerned with scientists at work and, llke

Timescape, it deals with them plausibly and ef-
fectively. But the emphasis is very different
from Benford's. The scientific problem is not
at the heart of the work; instead we have no
more than a standard thriller plot. _

The problem, of course, is that there is very
little entertaimment in watching scientists at
work, It was for that reason that Benford him~
self concluded, in "Why Is There So Little
Science In Literature?" (in Nebula Award Stories
16, edited by Jerry Pournelle), that "straight"
novels about science don't work; the true liter—
ary vehicle for science is SP, Thus Broksn
Syrmetries is, in Benford's sense, not about
science at all; it is, rather, about scientists,
Scientists fit into the struoture of an ordinary
novel because they are human (just) and because
they are subject to human passions. and problems.
The problems that Preuss's characters are deal-
ing with are consequently much more humdrum than
those of Benford. They don't inhabit a run-down
and disintegrating Cambridge (although one of
then has happy memories of cycling along the
Baoks), but a high-tech and high-life Hawaii,
the world of Dallas rather than Dune, And
Prouss's sclence is also rather more believable
and acceptable than Benford'ss it revolves.
around what is only a minor extrapolafion from
contemporary particle pkvs.lcs, ‘Preuss®y, sub-..
atomic particles don't travel through time; they
merely have an unfortunate (and much delayed)
tendency to explode. This, incidentally, is . .
giving nothing away. Penguin's design team have
decently decided to portray the culminating ex-
plosion which terminutes the novel (and several
thousand inhabitants of Hawaii) in considerable
detail on the wrap-arocund cover. The only thing
we have to worry about is why the explosibn
should have taken place thers. Still, who wants
susyrense anyway? Perhaps Penguin otight to issue
identilits of the murderers on the covers of
their whodumnits tao. '

-Preuss is the first of the authors liated in
"Algis Budrys's Ten Most Promising New Seience
#iction And Fentasy Writers" in Mike Ashley's
The Illustrated Book Of Science Plotion Lists,
and to the best of my knowledge this is the
firet time he's been published in Britain, I've
missed his two previous US novels. Does this
cne suggest that Dudrys wag right? I'm not
gure, - It was well written, the characters werse
interesting, the setting and the jargon immacul-
ately researched, But I was vaguely disappointe
ed, Have 1 become so hardened that I expect SP
disagters to have rather more than three times
the killing power of Union Carbide's factory in
Bnopal? Have I become so escapist that I do not
expect my SF to be set in a world which is to
all intents and purposes the same as the one in
which T live? Apart from the close co=operation
between Japanese and Americans -at the jointly-
built particle accelerator in Hawaii, the story
could as well have been set in 1983, If I had
not learnt from Budrys that Preuss considers
himself to be an SF writer, I would have classed
Broken Symmeiries in the genre of near-future
technological disaster novels == a genre not .on
the whole written by SF wxiters nor,- perheps, -
read by SF readers. Preuss is not much inter-
ested in extrapolation or speculation (although
an interesting suggestion for a real SF novel
comes in the epilogue), nor even in science; the
novel is primarily about the tensions among
scientifio researchers, about the normal staples
of novelists: love, jealousy, ambition, sus-
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pense. Read it as a thriller, or even as 2
novel about soie.ntists. But it's not SF.

Terre. Pratohett - THE COLOUR OF MAGIC. (Corgi.
-238pp, £1+75)

Reviewed t_yz Mm:'tEd‘gxlor

Humour is not one of the noted hauma.rks ‘of the
heroio  fantasy genré. ?erhaps the sound of
langhter militates against the suspensica of
digbelief necessary to it. Certainly, nodrody
would -look to Tolkien or the like for a delily
laugh (although the suspioion must be that
Moorcook langhed a hell of a lot whenr he wrote
Flric et al). Funity fantasies are not sommon

{ about as oommon as funny SP...) and it is nawes
like Charles Sheffield and Christopher Stasheff
which come to mind, hardly great praciitioners
of the literary art,

Prom the foregéing, you mey have gathered
that ‘The Colour Of ‘Magic is a funny novel., The
first pardgraph gseta out the stall most approp-
riatslys "In a distant and second-hard set of
dimensions, in an astral plane that was never
meent to {ly, the-curling star mists waver and
part..." Try saying it in a Peter Graves "he-
men" voice and you'll begin to get the picture.
’l‘his goes on a few lines later:

,v_“'I'here was, for example, the theory that
"A'Tuin (the world turtle) had come from no-
whers and would contimue at a unifoxm crawl,
or steady gait, into nowhere, for all time, -
. This theory was popular among academics.

"An alternative, favoured by those of a re-
ligious persuasion, was that A'Tuin was
crawling from the Birthplace to the Time of
Hating, ‘as were all the other stars in the
sky which were, obviously, also carried by
giant turtles. When they errived they would
briefly and passionately mate, for the first
and only time, and from that fiery union new
turtles would be born tc carry a new pattern
of worlds, Tis was known as the Big Bang
mmothesia.“

This: is of course about as subtle as a boot in
the orotoh, but Pratchett goes about his work
with oconsiderable verve and is 2s shameless as
he.is relentless in pillaging all sources for
Jjokes.

The storyline 1nvolves a tourist and his re-

luctant guide, a failed wizard who knows but one.

spsll, which will probably put an end to the

space~time contimmm when he dies and it es~
capes. Typically picaresque, their Journey in-
volves close encounters with Death (literally),
heroes, dragons real end imaginary, the fence at
the edge of the world (very necessary when you
think that this world is flat), and astronauts.
Twoflower, the tourist, is so much the innocent
abroad that he makes Candide seem like & rake
wvhile Rincewind, the wizard, exists in a state
of pexrmanent terror for his life - which is
hardly surprising when, among other delights,
they apoounter a dead wizard who ism't (and.
bazrs'More than a passing resemblance to a
malign Slartibertfast) and a monster so terrible
that nobody 13 even prepared tc speak its name,

Cne of the factors which sets The Colour Of
Magic apart from most novels of the genre is its
anthor's utteérly irreverent attitude towards
magics

WIn short, spell books leak magic. Various
golutions have been tried. Countries neay
the Rim simply loaded down the books of dead
magens with leaden pentalphas and threw them
cver the Edge, Near the Fub less satisfact-
ory alternatives were available. Inserting
the offending books into canisters of nega-
tively polarised ootiron and sinking them in
fathomless depths of the sea was one (bturial
in deep caves on land was earlier ruled out
after some distrigis complained of walking
trees aud five~headed cats) but befare long
the maglc seeped out and eventually fishermen
complained of shoals of invisible fish eor
psychic clame,.”

Perhiaps a copy of tlis novel ought to be sent to
British Nuclear Puels ltd., 4s I have remarked,
Pratchett takes his jokes wherever he can find
them, but it ought not to be assumed that he
simply peddles other people’s jokes. UHe is in=-
ventive, often hilariously so, and is joyfully
profligate with his lumour. There may not be a
laugh in every line, btut not a page went by.
without at least a grin appearing on my face,

The cover blurb mentions three novels and one
author, Peter Pan and the obligatory The Loxrd Of
The R4 ido you think telephone directories
would sell better if they put.'"the most invent-
ive fantasy since The Lord Of The Rings" on
them?). I presume that the copywriter has read
neither work, Similarly, I presume that he has
never reed Jerome K. Jerome because the only
links between that august humourist and Terry
Fratchett are that they both use the English
language and have the facility to make me leugh.
The third novel is, ¢f course, The Hitch~Eiker's
Guide To The Galaxy, and it has 1o be said that
there are strong echoes of Douglas Adams in The
Colour Of Magic; but Pratchett is far less par-
gimonious with his jokes and the link is much
more on the level of Rincewind's "Assume the
worst, then even if you're surprised you'll neve
er be disappointed" attitude to life. I am sure
that Rincewind carries a pack of dominos about
his person and often looks overhead for the huge
foot about to come down.

A review of a ncvel like this is la::gely
superfluous, Analysis would be futile. A1l I
can say is that I enjoyed it immengely. My fam-
ily enjoyed it immensely. - Since 'receiving it I

have seen a number of copies vanish from the
shelves of my local bookshop, and I expect that
all those good people enjoyed it immensely, So
if you want to enjoy yourself immensely and have
a good snigger at the tropes of this genre so
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“¢loge to all of our hearts, you know wha.tl %o do.

David Langford & Roger Peyton —— THE DUMAREST
COMPANION (Daw,
151pp, 32-_50) :

Reviewed by Graham Andrewy

The Hornblower Cc:mnaz*ion, Tho .p__ueu Pond
Dossiar, The Shericck rolmes Scrzzbook, The
Szint And Leslie Charteris; @il theso titles —
and many, m&y ovhers — decr witncss to the
huge mar'set which exists for "biogrephies" of
fictional heroes. In fast, characters such as
Bornblower and Sherlock Holmes have beea - -
"brought to life" by dedicated, not to say, fan-
atical, readers, The semephenarzenon obtains in
the SP and featesy geares, with such bieczpadhio-
al and historical volumes cu A 1795 Rehind "The
Teord Of The B_mzs,_" Tia Comen Y2ader, and The
Upiversw of », W, S=ith, How ¥, C. Tubb's most
famous orecati cn, Ea-i i.narest, has been sub-
jected to the same analysis.

8. C. Tubdb §1°19 - ) sold h-..s firuu o n.,Vel,

setura_Patrol (23 by "Iia Dang?) in 1951, and he
tizs sincs waintrired a prodiglous output of no-
riasense action-edventuse eulsrtainments, the
bml. ¢? wilch arn probadly *lien Dvst (1955),
‘ae Smosa-Pora (19536), lona iime (1564) aad
3‘,13_4_3 A e .:,"P“"l (1967). Much Lezs notevorthy
are hia reoveliacticws af iha drezdful Svace 1999
TV series (Rreckaray, I“"‘le 5_Fleret, ete. Y,y ai-
thou-i1 he latey . “aemad hirc. f ot bty writing the
more "ooalistich g-:! 2zl (1977). Iwt Tubb has
scored hin grecte: (‘éem:;:ai:zl) orecas with
the "..marzzc? ser‘n.x, wiioh bagm == quietly
enougr — in Ostotazr 1967 with Thre Wips Of Gath
(Ace ILovhle F=27, bosked with (‘*'isls Ca_Cheircn
by Jue ite Coulson).

ME-rl Ivmarest is an c:cbc‘typd hevwo, the
‘man with a missien! win wazdeowy hers, there and
evoryvheme o1 & ‘horcis ¢er’', Tat it would be
wildly cvirctating tee crse o cemzare him with
Homer's Odyzreus. Fo is more like ths Kirk
Douglas Wiyre23, in {Las 1955 film of that
title," wvrive: Leagford, before g2iny on to ex—~
plein ths cdicst of Lvmeresy'a seewch and the
reacon bshind his headlerng fligit: "Dumazest is
lookdng for Eextli == the plenct ¢ uiiicll he was
(supporedly) torn exd which i3 nov generally
congldered to e @ *h... H2 is being pursued
Yy the Cyelen {or should that bs ‘Cyclamen'?),
hive-nirded cybemmatic intellectr fiom vhca he
hes ctclen the mysterious 'affinity twin! -— of
vr‘uch rmore aron®,

-La: ford delvea doaply inte tne tackgrovnd of
‘I‘u‘cb‘s im~girary future vniversz; from Guth to
Flysiug é'ﬂ*‘o Terry Dia), from Eive (Derai) to
Teralde (J2sk ¢ c‘wow-da y fron Scer to -~ well,
sake your pick, He give:s grecial auvtention to
he vegimentad, zsiersce-macl warl. of Technos on
vhich Dumatest first leamms of the Original
Teople who hold the planet Ezxrth az an object of
vexersiion. The Dumarest novels mule up a tem=
plate rerien, tho individuel volunen of which
cive Tubb repeated chporiunities to create new
s tuations within 2 well-establighed fictional
framewvork. Moreover, Dumarest hinseclf is saen
t0 change slightly with each succeeding episode,
becoz:lng more knovledgecble, rora ﬂex:Lble, more
hum'—‘*x.

B.x* Lengford also argues tha* the Irnarest
seriog is now in danger of eollaneing under its
ows: accumulated waizht unleux tubb dees some-

thing to shore up the \mole tottering structure.
The oracks in the basic rationale dre beginning
to resemdle luncr rills.  Por instance, great
play has often been made with the facts that (a)
Earth harbours "a strange foru of life" -
(Cyclans?), (b) it is still being visited by.
speceships '(hence' M.narest’s original escape),
ad (c) that the Sun's co-ordinates are known to
the Cyclan, But the logio-deminated Cyclanm have
yot to lure Dumarest to Earth, where they could
trap him at their leisure., How much longer can
even loyal "Docmies" accept this nonsensical be-
haviour. :

Thern is alco romething which I.angford tcms
th? "s{anderd Dvmarest plotline", which runs as
follows: Mumarest is dumped upon yet énother.
planet vhere c¢lues to Earth's looation may or
may aot be found, He is either weak frém
travelling "Low" pascegze (steerege -- "doped,
frozen, and ninoty percent deed")-or impoverish-—
ed from travelling "High" pacsage (first class,
vith oubjective time slowed by drugs to make the
journey seem sherter) In either cade he haa to
earn nore money L0 Pey his onwaerd passage, and
so exte=s the ccnteats ih ore of tl;xo gladiatori-
al arenzs which soem to litter the ga-la:r,

quickly becominrg local champion, Then & beauti-
ful, 2nd often rcd-heired, girl either buys him
outright a3 a "nlave! ‘or employs hih as 'a free—
lznce bodrguamd. Sha-eventually turns out to be
woridng fcr the Cyclan, one of whom duly arrives
to @eo DPmexast, who manages to escape before
it n 53 finfzhed cailing him en edshole (or what-
ever

L) ovorcimplificetion, of oou‘rse, especially
wie £pplied to the later, more complex naqvels;
it thers's many a tzue wond spoken in. jest,

Longford also deals wilh thoce primal. eleéments
of the Iumarasct "fomla"x cox and vidlence,
I’ost of the woren vhn get irvolved with -
Tumerest, even the grod and innocent ones
(Ralin, Lallia, et c%.), come to sticky ends ——
gometimes quite literally. And Zenya is the ul~
timate femole "baddie™: "A wenton... Amoral,
warped by the socicly in which che lived, the
inbreading which had accentuated wea.lmess. :
bitch in evory sense of the .word, yet bemtiful,
as all such women wers" (Zenya, 1974, page 152),
So far az violence is concerned, Dumarest metes
out desth and meyhem like Spillane's Milke Hammer
or Don Pendleton's "Ezeoutlioner", most often
with cold ctesl (knife-fights are a trademark of
this series).

The indefztigable Roger Peyton has compiled a
full vibliography of oll the Dumarsat. novels. o
date, covoring both the Ace years (The Winds Of
Gath, 1967, to Vernchia, 1973). ard the Daw years
(Mayenns, 1973, to Symbol Of Terra, 1984) and
giving details of their varient editions, He
has alesn drewn up detailsd plot summaries of
each volume in the ciron, pointing out the .
similarities botween certain early Tubh novels
(The Stellar Lesion, Holl Planet, City Of No
Rmmd TeT .67 the Dumarest novels,

- DId you know (Mizhsel Caine accent). that a

character nzued. "Dunarest® appesxrs :Ln a Tubb
short story entitled "Vigil® (Gal 3 November.
1956)? Not msny people wmow th

In his 2drirsbly conciee Foreword, IMQ Shaw
pays tritute to E. C. Tubb as ",..the compleat
professionzl, wroce total commitment to the bed-
rock prireciples cof SF — =zction, excitement, fun
~ mako3 him o sovorsign romedy for mmart-ass
'seers’ such ag -—— well, never mind, I look

forward with plecsure to reading The Dumareat
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Companion, Volume Two"., Members of the newly-
Tormed Friends Of Dumarest Society will surely
echo these sentiments. (By the way, rumour haa
it that Dino de Horrendeus recently bought the
film rights to all of the Dumarest novels. The
mind boggles. nggi-fi fans, they-a gorma love
Doom-e-rest. Why? Beosuse I give~a them no
orap, that's why. I have here & great adventure
-— even more better then my King Konk,™)

G. G, Burette — MASTERS OF INWORLD (Denovo
Press, . 128pp, #2. 95)

Reviewed gx I)a.ve ngg

It ian't often that you close youxr advance copy
of some skiffy novel and think, "Bloody hell,
this is it, This is the new diresotion for SF.
The ares of a whole decade's fresh exploration
has juat been outlined in a few daring strokes.”
0f course I conuld be wrong (the last three times
I had this thought, the book didn't. even make it
into paperback, los versenkt) = but at risk
of greeting 1987 with a well-egged face I pre-
diot that Masters Of Inworld will be remembered
as a turning point in the history of SF awards.

At first glance the plot elements may seem
routine, Telepathic sex with a variety of oceta-
ceans,..dizgying excursions into cyberspace :
within the protagonist's self-aware pocket oal-
culator...a trek across the surface of that in-
credible, galaxy-spanning Klein bottle lmown as
Inworld, where magic works,..emotional problems
of a doomed cyborh space-pilet unable to have
normal sex since orgasm propels him and his ship
on a multi-lightyear jump,..harmless, cuddly
pets which on exposurs to radiation speawn terri-
fying, kilometre-~-long sandenakes.,..maps, comput-
sr-generated grephics, and a long glossary de-
tailing the cliokspeech of the enigmatic alien
Neppat, The actual writing, with its echoes of
Robert Heinlein, Piers Anthony, Alan Dean Foster
and Philip E, High, ia entirely adequate to the
author's ambitions,

S0 where's the special originality? In pro-
duction snd distribution, which make striking
use of the latest technology. Each copy is in
fast individually produced by laser printer,
personalised with the prospective owmexr's name:
in a bold adaptation of the "fighting fantasy
gamebook” approach, you, by name, become the

protagonist, (The first time I recall this not~-

ion being mentioned, by the way, is in Disch's
Echo Round His Boneg, 1969. Burette goes one
better than Disch by, apparently, having two
bagic texts of hias novel: male and femeale resd-
ers/partiofipators are acoomodated with equal
ease, even in the slave bondage scenes.) This
really does promote reader idemtifications I
found myself heavily involved in the moral con-
flict gurrounding my ~= the protagonist's —
decision to incinerate a mob of repellent alien
"pease protesters® bent on sabotaging the galao-
tio war effcrt by insidious propaganda,

Even this gimmiok is not the txue innovation.
The present edition is for obvious reasons
available only by mail order — but towsrds the
end of the yesr Denovo Press plan a distribution
of several thousapd complimentary copies of
Masters Of Inworld. By special arrangement,
these attracstive, perscnalised books will go to .
every member of the 1966 World SF Conventicn (to
be held in Atlanta, USA) — with the author's
and publisher's compliments. The Worldcon mem-
bersh:l.p is, of oourse, responsible for voting

the Hugo awaxds,

I msy be wrong in thinkdng this aturning—
point in the history of the award. It may be
quite without significance that the most ideal-

- iged and spiritual character in Masters Of -

Inworld, a guru who teaches the protagonist to-
utilise the coemic "Dyne", is named Hugo. Walt
for the award ceramony at the end of next sum~
mer, and we shall see.

Arnpold Hagen ~— LAZARI)JS 9 (Penguin, 208pp,.
£195

Reviewed by Alan Fraser

Just before Christmas, I was invited by a
British Telecom salesman to & Satuxdgy lxmchl in
Private box at Manchester United football -

: ground, followed of course by a football match,

"Football iasn't my game, unfortunately," I sald
in refusal. "Oh, you'll enjov it," he replied,
1t*1l all be data le." . (I didn't go.)

Hera's a novel E% 1s designed to appeal to-
da.ta people like me, with the fundamental pre-
mise behind the story being straight out of &
data security textbook, To guard against calam-
ities such as ocomputer failures, power cuts, or
Programs going beserk, we protect our critical
computer files by taking copies of them at reg--
ular intervals, Theae osples are kept in a safe
place and only brought out if disaster strikes.
We then erase the faulty files from the disks
where they reside, and restere the preserved
files from the backup tapes, In a database en-
viromment the records held within each file are
linked to one another in what can be very oom-
Plex relationships, and the restoration process
recreates these linkages exactly. Once it is
complete, the database is restored sxactly as it
was at the point of backup, the snag now belng
that everything that has taken place since. the
bagkup is missing as if it had never been. Our
next task is then to duplicate every event oxr
transaction that took place.between the point of
backup and the point of restoration to recrsate
the databasse as of today.

Imagine then the technology that a.llows us to

_do this to people, to oreate an information .

store that holds detalls of every cell of a man
or woman at an exaot moment in time, and to be-
able to use that informatiom to restore to.life
(in an artificial body) a person who has died
for any reason, All their memories between the
point of backup and the point of restoration -
would have been lost irraplaseably, so the in-~
formation gap would have to be made up by them=~
selves, aided by eduoational procedures where
required,

In Roger Zelazny's Isle Of The Dead, the
"Reoall Tapes" of the six people who figured
most in the 1ife of a man of immense wealth and
power are stolen from Earth and the people re-
created into an enviromment of suffering in ord-
exr to trap and destroy the novel's protagonist,
The idea is not thersfome new; the difference
hers is that the principle of "Restoration" has
become the cornexr-stone of our society in the
early years of the next century, amd even minor
agpects of daily life are affected by it. For
instance:; o

1. Everyone is entitled as a right to a
"Transcrivtion” once per year by the "National
Transcription Service". The wealthy and import-
ant use private Transcription Services at muoh
more regular intervals. (Every alrport has a
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private Transceription Centre for travellers to

-use before a flight.)

2. Convioted prisoners have their Tranaoript-
-iops destroyed and lose their rights to Trans-
oription for a number of years, ’

3, Before perfoming operations, surgeons :
‘have & Transoription of the patient made, -This
‘has the good effect of eliminating risk, and the
_bad:-effeot of emouragins more experimental op-
“erations,

“4, Games in the aano vein as "Rollerball,

‘ which professionals or members of the public
risk their lives, have virtually superseded less
dangerous sports. Fach match or contest is of
ocourse preceded by Transcription.

. Bach Transoription Centre,.National-or pri-

vate, is linked te a CTentral Transcription data-
bank where are Tramnsoriptions are stored. Like
Zelazny's novel, subjects have an implent which
monitors -brain- aotiv:l.ty and notifies the Centre
when death ¢octrs. The Restoration procoss can
then begin, ' Each Reatored subject receives a

"re~ortentation course before re-emergink into
the world to resume his or her life, the amount

. of ve-orientation material required depending on
the length of time between Twsrscripiion and
nestoration.
 Whay have I spent ad much time. d.éauu with
the framework of the novel, and said nothing at
all so far sbout the astory? . There are two ree-
sonss firgtly, I found the getting an order of
magnitude more interesting than the plot; and,
gecondly, there imn't much plot mnyway; once the
author has sald everything there is to say about
“the provesses of Tramnsoription and Restoration.
Paul Catt (nine livea, get it?) is a private in-
ve_gtigator in the Miko Hemmer mould, not suc~

. cesaful renough to afford more thean his ammmual
.Trengeription despite his risky line of work.
Paul (let's call him Paul II) owakes to find

.himself undergoing Restoration, nine months of
his life miseing, The investigation that Peul I

was "following has led to his death, apparently
in an accident, Paul II refuses to believe in
the accidental death of his’ predecessor, and

pursues the trail doggedly through the thorough- -

1y believable high~tsch world of the 20103, The
plot-is a. pot~pouxri of elements from Reymond
m‘mdlﬂr. Mick.y @illane’ st al' with beautiful
‘girls, corruption in high places, and a neatly
rounded.conciusion. .Like Paul I, Paul II meets
a sad end, but fortunately has the foresight
this time to provide Paul IIT with video recoxd~
{ngs and. computer files to eneble him te pick up
the threads ‘and orack the case,

" Any religioua implications from tha title of
the novel in the Restoration process are side~
stepped by the muthor, who is interested enly in
the technical agpects, Restoration im an in-
evitable consequence of death except for the.
very sged and the terminally i1l for whom the
medical science of the day has no cure. The
moral consequences of the process, particularly
in the changes' in social attitudes oaused by the
elimination of accidental death, murder and f
suicide, - are not explored overtly. The novel -
says simply that if this situation existed, then
that would happen; judge the good and bad in it
for you.rself. _

To sum up, then: an excellent example of a
clagsic goience fistion plot —— introduce a
major new faotor into our society and portray -

the changes brought about By it -— btut let down -

by a weak and inoonsequential- story-line with
the usual cardboard cha.raoters. Still, you

might like it if you'm one of the data people..

'Roger Zelasny —— BYE. DF cab (S;hore, 188pp,

L £1495)
Beviewed by Hélen'ﬂogab

Eye Of Cat 14 good. *t's not eagy oT. aven very
comprehensible without some of the background

filled in shead of Teuding. it, but it is good.

Zelazny has gone to mythology. for the basis .
of the novel, as he did-with This Immortal .and
Lgrd of. L&t, although:-tite ology he's
chosen may be less familiar to Buropean (and
possibly even Americsn) readers than the ancient
Greek and Hindu/Buddhist traditions of the other
two novels. because this time the colour and at-
moaphere, . the motivations and the character of
the hero, are Navshe Indien. I read the novel

- through once, damned my.ignorance of matters

Indian, got a tome from the libraxy entitled..
Navaho noligon. read that, retirned to Rye 0

Cat and begent to .appreciate the. amount Zelasny

has put into it.
The hero is 4 full blood Nweho Ind:l.an hunter

‘and tracker called Billy BHlackhorss Singer who

has lived for 170 years thanks.to medicel advan~

‘ "oes and the time dilation caused by space travel

and hes rsturned to Earth to an almost reclusive.
retirement from which he is summoned to protect

a politiocal bigwig from a oragy Stiragean, an
alien metamorph. Cat, of the title, is a

‘Toglind metamorph ceught @d put into & zoq ‘of
.alien enimals by Billy fifty years previously;

uncertainty about Cat's sentience drives Billy
to the z00 to discover that Cat is both sentient
and telepathic, and in return for Cat helping to
destroy the Straeean Billy ba.rga.m: hia own
lifes Cat has ‘a week to hunt snd i1l him but if
he survives a truce will be dedlared. This is
the real storys the pu.rsuit of Billy by Cat and
what Eilly diccovers about himself during the.
hunt. The plot is complex, the various strands
woven together like (o be famoiful) a Navaho.
rag full of significant colour and meaningful
patterns which can be analysed separe.tely mt
whose whole is greater than the sum of its
parts. There are Nawsho stories about Cayote.’
and other gods interpolated seamingly at random,
but the randomness is deceptive; nothing has
been left to chance and each element adds. some—
thing to the overall effect, like ‘a Naveho sand-
painting in which the examot plasing of eaoh ele- ,
ment is vitally important,

Some knowledge of Navaho mythology is esgen~
tisl to an understanding of the novel, Zeluny
peppers it with little Nawvaho. u’toriea, _bu.t to
understand .them you need to knaw that Coyote
represents chaos, that a chindi has g-res: poten—
tial for evil, that songs and “and chants are integ=
ral to the Navaho. Understanding of Bllly and.
his character is impossible without understand-
ing of these things; how he ocmes to terms. with
his chindi and what happens to everyone.. .else is
vhat the mvel is really all about.  It's quite
possible to read it with no knowledge of the -
mythology and find it an exciting stoxy, but so
much would be missed that you'd do betier to -
find a good space opera instead. I .understood' ‘
much more the second time around, but:I still -

‘don't fully understand the ending and I'm auaro"

that I'm constantly missing certain allusions;:
1 need to know more about thé Navaho before I
read it again, =

Is it rair, _though, for a wr:i.tlr to erpeot so
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much homework from his readers? After all, Eys
Of Cat is a work of fiotion, not a piece of
schoiarship. But I found it interesting and
worthwhile, making me read something I might not
othervise have done, giving me a glimpse of a
genuine alien culture and languege, It is well
written,; experimental in placess the character-
isation is generally good; it is entertaining
and original; the S¥ and the mythological ele—
ments are equally importent to the storylines
but other than very superficially it is not an
eagy novel, It's up to the reader %6 make the
offort to get out of it what it has to offer,
because what it hes to offer is considerable.

Brian Aldiss —— THE EORATIO STUBBS SAGA
(Greaada, 670pp, £3-50)

Reviewed by Mertyn Taylor _

Of the very speocial place Brian Aldise occupies
among contemporary authors there can be no
doudbt, He writes with a vigour all too rarely
found in the company of such lucid prose. He is
an intelligent end very often thought-provoking
vriter, and that intelligenoce always inforus his
writing, As thcugh all that were not sufficient
to consign him to the penman's garret he also -
writes soience fiction. He is an adormment to
our culture in general and we SP enthusiasts are
the richer for his existence whether or not we
. 1ike his wo:ko .

Once I wes a Brian Aldiss fan., I can recall
the dey I coased to bo a fem and beocame an ad-
mirer only, the day I bought the Corgi edition
of The Hend-Recved Foy, Then (end to a certain
extent aven nows I harboured the suspicioen that
it was an attemrt to gerner some well-deservad
cagh with a cheap and meretricious piece of tit-
illation. Good luck to- you, I thought, but I
didn't like the novel. For a gtart it didn't
titillate me, and it otill doesn't, I Jjust
don't geot off on the aseptic mastuxbation of
little boys. I am unechemed to 2dmit to beinz a
romantic, I like to meed about huren emotion
and I don't liks the emotion in The Hend=Roamed
Boy, which is relentless self-obsession. The.
hero, one Horatlo Stubbs, hai tut one concerm
throughout the entire novel — baeting his meat,
and if he can persuade some female to substitute
her vagina for his fist so much the batter.
Despite his petit bourgeols compulsion to wrep
it all up in mists of romantic love no complais~
ent female has any humen reality for Horry, He
is utterly selfish, no more oapable of compre-
hending real love then of forgetting his rampant
prick for long enough to give it. For Horxy.
there is only one real human being in oreation,
and he's holding him, He is a wenker in every
gense of thaet multifaceted word.

Fourteen years on, I have had the opportunity
to re-read the novel, and I still find it a
bleak and bitter tale into which — ag in all
three novels in this omnibus volume -~ Aldiss
only rarely allows his literary style to intrude
(the main narrative reads very much like explet-
ives undeleted memoirs in a tabloid newspaper,
with all that implies for "fine writing®) and
vhen he does allow his fancy to fly, however
briefly, the monosyllabic coarseness of the rest
of the work is shown up in even starker light.

A Soldiex Ersst and A Rude Awnkening, the
second and third novels in the "saga’, see our
minor public echool prig injected into the rude
and licentious soldiery on whose shoulders fell

the task of showing Jojo where he got off. The
years and:the geographical switch do little to
make Horry more atiractive —— it isn't muoch of &
feat to be a little less mindlessly xenophodbioe
as most of his fellows., He is a meen, spiteful,
selfish basterd, and never is this chown more
then in the cénclusion when, Blighty bound, he
leaves the Chinese w.iore he has half-hesrtelly
convinced himself he loves with the parting pre~
sent of having it eway with Margey's chief ri-
val. It is in an wcharsoteristic burst of hon-
esty that he admits to himgelf that he enjoys -
Katie Chas rore than he ever enjoyed Margey for
the simple reason that she treats him like the
animated meat ho alwayp suboonsoiocusly regarded
Margey a3 being. - _
Rude end licentious soldiery in the Orient is
of course Leslie Thomas country, and 1 wonder
how nary bought tho novels == and will buy this
volume =~ in the expectation of finding such
work? Eat Aldiss isn't trying to doa V¥
Soldiers. He hes essayed something considerabdly
more cubtle and deeper-reaching than the appear-
a~ce indloates, We mcot Horry as 2 meamn and
nasty little boy end leave him & moderately less
rean, cot recally nasty aand oconsiderably larger
boy. Ko might lock like a rman and he may have
dene a maa's wotk but lnside he i3 a boy and,
whai is more, he hag the wit to know it, some=~
vhere under that thick=skinned bluster of the
Eiglishmen aonng the lesser rases, Thaet know= .
ledse is the peison in Eorry end it is the skill
of Aldiss to disguiie this unpleasant portreit
so thet we vill probably not recognise oursel-
veo, '
. I 1like Coxry in t»e wgy I like, say, Dennis
Taatchers ‘1ot ono bit, He's a dishonest, cant-
ing, sentimsatel philistine determined alwsys to
run awsy froa himeslf. You'll meet him in golf
clutz, Tushy clubs end saloean bars up and down
the land, Fo ig everriling T dislike in a man
anl oy the enu of this volume Aldiss hes me sym-
pathiciry with hin, wenting to understand him,
Now thet is euthorchip of & very high order. As
I e~id 2t the tesirning of this piece, it was
theso novcls vwhich put my status sg a Brian
Aldiss fen to the svord, They have not reine

" stated me as a fan, To be a fan you must 1like

the work, e2d I do not lile thése novels, On -
the other hand, they have only deepened my res—
pect for and aimiration of him as a writer.

There i3 one ironic feature of this volume,
however, Rathor than Aldiss's subsequent SF
works being marketed on the stremgth of these
novels, thsy nave been reissgued under the
"Aldiss" logo to which we have become. accustomed
on tha Hollicsnia novels, Is that justice, ox
is that juctice?
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Carlos Orfila Nunez —— BY-WAYS ON THE SHINING
PATE (Backwocds Books,

576pp, £4¢95) ,
Reviewed by Paul Kincald

This is a double first for me., Before this book
arrived through the post I had heard of neither
the author nor the publisher. The publisher ap-
pears to. be one of the small operations, like
Salamander, Carcanet and Bloodaxe, which have
been springing up very impressively over the
past couple of years, And, in the 1ight of the
Arts Comncil's current disregard for literature,
are likely to disappear just as rapidly in the
near future. In this case -1t would be a ma.,jor
disaster, since Backwoods seem to have a bold
and innovative approach that is obvious from
their inftial list., Concentrating exclusively
on translations from European and South American
literature, they are offering a previously un-
known novel by Brecht, a collection of sghort
gtories from Nikes Kazantzakis, a volume of

poetry from Nabokov that was apparently written -

even before he went into exile, and this naovel.:

. Nunez, as I said, is a new neme to me, and
this novel, first published in 1981, is appar-
ently the only' work of his to see print so farx,.
Neverthelesa; his impact on South American lit-
erature is cldsr from the fact that this volume
is complete with a briaf, one-page introduction
by Gabriel Garcia Marquez and & twenty-page pre-
face by Jorg? Luis Borges. Both praise the now
el almoat to'excass., Marquez finds in it echoes
of the fantastic elements in Shakaespeare's
comedies and Goethe's tragedies, Borgese, on the
other hand, highlights the strong realism of the
novel, and places it very firmly in the contem-
porary Latin American tradition, -

After such a curtain-reiser, of course, it
would be a purprise if the novel itself. did not
prove something of m anti~elimax, Indeed, I
found the first hundred pages or so very slow
and héavy-going until, almost imperceptibly, I
became aware of what was going on. Nunesz is a

writer of almost 1co much subtlety. At no point

does he aotually tell the reader what is going
on, léaving us to draw our own conclusions from
the often ambiguous clues that are scattered
throughout the text. -

vhat we'are.presented with. is a small peasant
village in'the*remote Andes of the writer's nat-
ive Peru. It is a poor place, almost entirely
remcved from the twentieth century, and the
largely Indian population scratches a meagre
living frém the barren soil, Much of the novel
is taken up with a minute examination of their
day-to-day struggle for existence, written in a
‘beantiful and vivid prose, but which i3 almost
too heart-rending to be taken in such concen-
trated doses, 1In perticula.r, we are caught up
in the lives of the Baptista family -- mother,
son and two sigters — as they face such every-
day occurrences as love, loss, hunger and an-
guish, I think that this must count as one of
the most remarkable group portralts in modern
literature, _

Yot the crumbling adobe of the village and
the parched fields that surround it are also
crossed and recrussed by the warring factions
that divide Peru today —- the guerilla forces of
the Sendero Luminoso ("Shining Path") rebel
movement, and the military foreces of the govern-
ment, The two are presented as being indistin-

ty.

Both groups, villagers and wammekers, plsy
out their destinies upon the same atage, yet
hardly seem to affect each other, When the two
do touch — a wounded rebel sheltered and tended
by one of the two Baptista sisters, then betray-
ed to the govermment by the other; a neighbour
tortured and killed by members of the Sendero -
Luminoso —~ it is with a sense of shock and un—
reality that seerms ‘wrong. After all, it is the
lack of interaction that should seem unreal.

Then, slowly, you realise that though the two
sides ocoupy the same territory they are not ao-
tually in the same world. Nuneg himself does
not use the tem, and I suspect that he would
strnngly ‘disapprove of it, but I can think of no
better way of putting it than to say that one of
two is actuelly in the land of Pasrie., And it
is not the one you might expect.

- The current style of South American literat-.
ure has been given the soubriquet "magical real-
ism", It is intended to betoken a heightened
sense of the real, but in the case of By-Ways On.
Tohe Shining Path the painstaking reality of
text actually disgulses a flight of startlingly
original fantasy.  Those who, like me, have.
found the dividing line between fantasy and
reality too crudely drawn in' too many novels
will welcome the freshnegs of Nunez's work. :
There is almost no dividing line here; novel and
reader slip back and forth between. the two, of-
tén without any awarsness of the trans:.tion, and
in such & way that. the two become inseparably =

" intertwined, The denouement of the principal

love story in the real world is absolutely de-
prendent upon events in the land of faerie. The
egoalating war that rages in the fantasy land
could not reach the consolusion it does without
intervention from reality. )

This is & remarkable novel, by turns touching
and wary funny, yet in the end it is the sheer
scale c¢f Nunez's imagination that leaves me
gasping in admiration. There are few undisputed
magsterpieces in the history of literature, but
this novel is surely destined to take its place
among thems It is a tremendous novel that I
caanot begin to recommend strongly enough.

Alberto Manguel (ed.) — ELACK WATER: THE
ANTHOLOGY OF THE
FANTASTIC (Picador, 967pp, £4°95)

Reviewed by Judith Hanna

These are not fantasy stories: the "fantastio™
is a different _genre, one congciously literary
rather than’ popular. In his brief Forsword,
Manguel draws the distinction thus: "Unlike
tales of fantasy (those chronicles of mundane
life in mythical surroundings..,) fantastic lit~
erature deals with the imposeible seeping into
the possible, what Wallace Stevens calls 'black
water seeping into reality'",

The great theorist of the fantaatic ias the
structuraliast Tzvetan Todorov, who defined it as
"the hesitation experienced by a being who knows
only natural laws, faced with an spparently
supernatural event", Ambiguity and paradox are
the essence of the fantastio, catching the read-
er between the "uncanny", which can be explained
away rationally, and the ™marvellous”, which ad-
mits no natural explanation. Todorovw also
aggerts that the fantastic is essentially a
nineteenth century genre, that in this hurly-

guishable in their :anatigism and casual oruel-

burly smartarse century it is no longer possible
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to build up to the essential hesitation in the
reader. It's true that these stcries do share a
oyriously old-fashioned tone, uniformly reasoned
and gravely punotilious in narrvation. But the
seventy-three stories making up this collection
include as many written this century as last:
here ias proof that the fantastic is not as dead
as Todorov declares it.

The list of authors includes many famous
names: Tennessee Williams, L. P. Hartley, Flann
0'Brien, Rudysrd Kipling, Saki, Wells, Verhe,
Ray Bradbury, Ursula LeGuin, Latin American
names are prominent: Borges, Bioyo Casares,
Calvino (born in Cuba), Cortazar, Silvina
Ooampo, Pinyers, Quiroga {end Manguel himself is
an expatriate Argentine). This is fitting, be-
cange it is in Latin America that much of the
liveliest and most original modern fantasy (in
its broadest sense) is being writtem. The
stories chosen ars good (at least, those thai I
have read are good); but if there are few disap-
pointments then, equally, thers is an dbsence of
high spots. This evennesa, together with the
number of stories, makes it difficult to pick
out individual works for comment.

Although it's not the way to review it, pick-
ing out a story here end there at random is the
way to read this bookj this is a volume for dip-
ping into and coming back %o, It's a sad fact:
that a surfeit.of excellent fiction is more in-
digestible than the equivalent wordage of banal~
"ity; the banal doesn't demand that you allow the
time to chew it over mentally, like a cud, As
Sue Thomason pointed out in-Paperback Inferno 44
(October 1983), the banal tends to be so insub-
stantial that you can bolt a whole thick volume
in one sitiing and still Ye left ldoldng around
for scmething to read, The stories in HElack
Water are not banal, although their urbane tone
mimios banality: "These parasgsites of feathered
creatures, diminmutive in their i1abitual environ-
ment, reach enormous proportions under certain
oconditiongs, Human blood seems partiocularly fav=
ourable to them, and it is not rare to encounter
them in feather pillows", (From "The Feather
Pillow", by Horacio Quiroga.) It's the matter-
of-fact narration of horrible or inexplicable
occurrences, the tone of "this is what happened,
whether you can believe it or not", which pro-
duces the hesitation between the uncanny and the
marvellous that Todorov vinpointed as the essen-
tial featnre of the fantastic.

It's almost impossible to pin down a genre in
a neat definition, becausge the best stories of a
genre are -always those that pley gemes with
vhatever formulae, boundaries or guidelines
might have been previously laid down. Bearing
in mind that whatever might be sald to charao-
terise a3 genre can amount to no more than a gen-
eralisation, a sweeping description without any
prescriptive force, it might be interesting to =
compare and contrast the fantastic with and
against other genres, Doing so, it seems to me
that the.fantastic lies closest to mystery (or
detective) fiction, with common or Lovecraftian
horror as its gross and vulgar cousin, It has a
little in ocommon w:.th science fictisén, less with
fantasy.

The essence of the fantastic is mystery,
which must remain unsolved and insoluble. The
-narrownesas of the gap between cerebral detsction

and the fantastio is clearly pointed up in G. X.

Chesterton’'s "Pather Brown" stories, in which
Chesterton constructs a puzzle that seems to re-
quire a miraculous or myatica.l explanation until

his dowdy clerical detective with down-to-earth
soepticism advances the unmagical, rational
solution. Until the solution is set out, we are
in a "fantastic" story; only after the solution
is unfurled onto the page does the tale become
one of detection. Also verging on the fantastic
is that classic puzzler, the "locked room™ - - .
mystery, which sets up an impossibility: a mur-
dered body where no one could have got at it to
commit the murder, or if they had could not.hawe
got away. o one except a ghost, perkaps, Or
some kind of spirit. Or magic. A locked room
puzzle that remains unsolved belongs to the fan-
t_aatio.

- Doth detection and the fantastic depend on
law and order. . The rule of lew and order, in
both social and natural realms, is explicitly
reaffirmed by the deteotive's inevitable neat
wrapping-up of the "mystery". Whatever hints of
the strange and unknowable the writer may have
thrown in to complicate the puzzle all boil down
to hmman greed, hatred, deception, overstepping
the social convention "thou shalt not kill", and
not being allowed to get awsy with it. More
than most brands of fiction, detection depends
on its ending for effects because we lkiiow that
there is a perfectly rational explanation com-
ing, the detective mystery or orime does not
really cheallenge our faith in law and order,

The "mystery" is just a conjuror's illusion, and
ag we follow it we try to catch the sleight of
hend, to second guess the writer.: As & puszzle,
it's less demanding than a croseword because
even if we don't pick out & single olue we are
gtill presented with the full solution. -

The fantastic, by contrast, does challenge
law and order by denying any neat solution to
its mystery. The ending does not reaffirm
natural law and familiar order but calls our
faith in them into question, If we all had per-
fect faith in one indisputable, monolithic world
view, then creating a story which questioned it
would be simple enough. But, given half a
chenoce, most of us will at least half-believe in -
aneocdotas adbout ghosts, télepathy, strange coin-
cidences, and will earnestily analyse dreams for
an arcane message. To achieve an ending that
leaves us questioning our faith in a rational
world, the wrlter of the fantastio has first to
reaffim our belief that wationality and order
do rule the world, or at least that world where
the story is. set. This, I suspect, is one
reagon for the "old-fashioned"” feel of these
stories = it's easier to nostalgically believe
that years ago were more oxdered, more rational
than either the present is or the future will
be. But whereas the neat ending of the detect-
ive story retrospectively does much of the. work
for its writer, the non-ending of a fantastic
gtory = left up in the air as a question mark
— requires of the writer the tricky task of
lulling us. into acceptance of the world we ought
to believe in, persuading us of it so strongly
that the writer can pull the carpet out from un-
der our feet and leave us hanging, still more
than half believing in the illusion of a ration~
al world. . The fantastic is thus the subversive
inverse of detective flction. ’

wWhile the solution of the detective story
draws us into the social world, the non=-solution:
of the fantastic story leaves us staring at the
world of nature, which science exists to ex--
plain. I've been arguing that the fantaatic
must, lnitially, create an illusory world which,
so it convinces us, runs according to rational
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amd knowable rules. That is also what SF exists
to do. But from this world-building the fan=
tagtic veexs off ifto its own subtle-ag-quick-
sand territory of denying the rule of reagon and
soience. - This is ground that SP could, and
sometimes does, venture onto {for exemple, Chris
Priest, Lem's Solaris). Thus the small overlap
between these two genres, each a deparate devel-
opment of the speculative impulse.

in the final third of the novel. As early as
page 8, a "zombie" therapist's written report
features such olinical stuff as "Green fireballs
lodged in their eye sockets, their minds going
nova with the joy of a lifetime orammed into a
few mimites"s intended to convey the therapist's
loss of control, this merely indicates the auth-
or's. By and large, though, Green Eyes is
triff, ;

Iucius Shepard —~ GREBN EYES (Ace, 275pp, $2°95)
Reviewed by Dave Langford

Onoe upon-a time (1968-1971), Terry Carr edited
the Ace SPF Speclals, wangling some strange and
,wondrous novels into print. Trying to recreate
a phencmenon rarely works (what was that about
bathing in the same river twice?): I had mixed
feelings about Cerr's 1984 relaunch of the Ace
Specials, perhape because his Universe antholog-
ies seemed to have become "sameish", I always
wes & lousy prophet,

In the event, four Ace Specials bulked large
in the Nebula recommendations: William Gibaon's
Neuromancer, Kim Stanley Rabinson's The Wild
Shore, Howard Waldrop's Them Bones and Lucius
Shepard's Green Eyes, the latter two missing the
final ballot., Green Eyes deserved to be there.

It's & novel to be read rather than summaris-
eds the plot has a satisfying shape more intric-
ate then the straighi-line progression one ex-
pects from 'a first novel. At each mew tum,
hardened fans will think they see the trick of
it and stride confidently for the exit...but
somehow the path has given an unexpected wriggle
into novelty. Impressively unpredictables this
guy has an original mind,

The initial premise is science fantasy, ap-
proeohins the zombie myth rather as Matheson
tagkled the vampire or Blish the werewolf: ecto~
plasm coaxed into. the test tube. In a flourish
of pseudoscience, decoctions of graveyard bac-
teria revivify the newly dead by "“transéript-
ional processing of the corpse’s genetic comple=
ment"., Brief synthetic afterlives run rapidly
into a green stop-signal as the bioluminescsnt
bacteria consume the brain, burn down the optic
nerves "green eyes”. The scene is set for our
"zombie" protagonist's escape from the. experi-~
mental necropolis,...for stiange talents of per-
ception and healing which tie in with the zombie
transformation (Shepard skirts the common pit-
fall of boosting such abilities intc dull omni-
potence)s..for the loglcal intrusion of vocdoo
cultists with theix own raneid theoclcogy and an
understanding born of "tradition" rather than
"gclence", if in this case there's a difference.

Such drastic foreshortening does Shepard an
injustice. Though naver %tedicus, his telling is
lush, leisurelly and oblique, moving surely bet-
ween raticnal and irrational facets of a world
seen through green eyes, "The wind unnerved :
her, Despite her rational understanding of 1%,
charged ions, vacating air masses, she had the

feeling it could caxry .the paper bearing her ex-. -

planations off to a realm whers explanations
were no longer relevant.," The plot itself
gpirals into that realm, yet somehow still hangs
together, :

Flaws? .0Of oourse. 43 Randall Garrett said,
"a novel is a-prose work of scme length that has
scmething wrong with it", Shepard's flood of

imagery can overwhelnm, leading to murky passages -

Begstandardovich Mub — THE SERTEX OF ITVINITY
(4von, 103pp, #2-50)

Reviewed by Martyn Taylor

Afficionados of really hard SF will need no in-.
troduction to either Polish academician Mub or.:
his mechanical hero for all eveats, Capaciocus
Turd tha Decoa Navigator. In The Shriek Of
Divinity, Turd, who has hitherto been the pro-.
tagonist in a large mumber of stories exploring
the further reaches of quantum mechanics, exis-
tential philosophy and the shelf-1ife of brook—
wurst, has his ultimate encounter, He meets
God.  As might be expected from a writer such as -
Mub, God is anything but the infinitely kindly -
if slightly irascible, immortal, ineffable, om-:
nigoient bearded old codger with a natty line in"
designer bedsheets as depicted in the Judaeo~
Chrigtian tradtion, The God met by Turd i3 a
machine and Man is truly made in the image of
God.

Turd is of course a coarse-grained, foul-
mouthed cosmic detective of such incompetence
that he makes Clougesu look like Sam Spade. Omn

- the other hand, he is lucky, improbably luolq'.

If he tossed & two-headed coin and called .
"tails" he would win, Whether the win was worth

-the game is another matter...

One of the regular features of Mub's work is
impenetrable plotting, The ek Of Divini
gets new standards, even for Mub, of labyrin-
thine incomprehensibility, so much so that I
that sometimes wondered whether
"Bogstandardovich Mub" waa not in faot a nom de
Plume of a paychotic conputer in the Faculty of
Physics at the University of Gdamsk, Even if he
is uman, Mub must surely make use of a powerful
database to keep track of the endless Moebius
intertwinings of -character and plot. At one
point even Turd confesses himgelf baffled, some~
thing this vain, pompous little machine has news
er done before. He also mentions the literary
techniques of w:l.llian Burroughs, which may be
gignificant,

By the time I reached the end of this very
short volums, my brain hurt, although all was
redeemed on the very lasi page in vwhich we are
spared any future stories about Turd, Drawn in-
to interdimenaional space Turd: tinkers, as is
his wont, with something he didn't ought to tin-
ker with, and as a result the space-time contin-
wum ig abolished., It is at this point that God
appears to Turd and informs him that the entire
cosmos is comrpised in each individual and,
since he is the last individual left after his
accidental extinction of Creation, doesn't he
think he ought to do something about making
amends. Whether any sene human being would wmnt
to live in a universe created from Capacious
Turd the Decca Navigator is a tople on whioh 1
prefer not to speculate.’

Devotee though I am of Mub, this cne is for-
inaomniaos only o
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ALSO RECEIVED

Keith Robarts -~ THE PURIES (Penguin, 220pp,

£1+95)s his first novel, and
now a desperately dated one, following too
closely in John Wyndhem's footasteps to have much
to commend it beyond its prose style and its
slightly less comy feel.

Michasl Moorcock -- THE GOLDEN BARGE (New

English Library, 189pp,
£2+50)3 Moorcock's first novel, writtem in 1958
but wnpublished until 1979, now reprinted twioce
by NEL; the story of a man pursuing an elusive
golden barge down an endless river, a plot
structure intended to illustrate the essential
futility of searching for meaning outside one-
gelf (at least according to Moorcook), amnd with
an introduction by M. John Harrison remerking
rather unnecessarily on the themes, allusions
end even nsmes that appeared in Mcorsook's sub-
sequent fiction. Dull? Not at all; those who
haven't read The Golden e should do so im-
mediately, (And would someone please tell me
why I keep thinidng I've written a similar
notice to this at least once before?)

Robert Silverberg —— LORD OF DARKNESS (Bantan,

613pp, 53 95; Corgl, 613pD,
£2+95)s " in Africa,* seys Grsham indrews,
adding that "4t started out well emough, but
soon bogged down in wild asituations and fantast-
ic coincidences”,

Prenk Herbert — IUNB MESﬂAH, CHILDREN OF DUNE,
GOD~EMPEROR OF DUNE (New
English Libraxy; 222pp, 380pp and 454pp respect-
ively; €225 for the first, £2+95 each for the
other two): umpteenth reprinta with vile new
covers by one Gerry Grage —~ 1 mean, at least
Bruce Pennington's stuff had a certain atmos-

here about it... There's also Heretics Of Dune
lsoepp, £2:95), which will be reviewed in full
in the next issue. '

Ame McCaffrey —- DINOSADR PLANET 2: THE

. SURVIVORS (Oxbit, 283pp,
£1-95);3 well, I suppose it's one way of keeping
a gseries going -—— stick some of the characters
from the first book into suspended animation,
then bring them out again 2 generation or so -
later to replay events all over again, And
aren't the pterodactyls that populate this plan~
et just sublimated dragons anyway?

H. P. Lovecraft — H, P, LOVECRAFT OMNIBUS 1: AT
THE MOUNTALNS OF MADNESS .
(Granada, 301pp, £2+50): a volume (the first of
a projected series of three, it would appear)
containing both the title novel and The Case Of
Charles Dexter Ward, plus the introduotion ]
the original Panther edition of At The Mountains
0f Madness referring to stuff that will now pre~
sumably appear elsewhere, Not that it mattexrs
much, for who san read Lovecraft's ridiculously
overwrought stories in this dey and _ege?

sharon Baker = QUABIELING, THEY MET m DRAGON
(Avon, 267pp, $2:95):.extraord- .
inary fantagy novel of quest and escape which is
largely taken up by a homosexunal relationship -
between the two male protagonists in which the
younger man keeps wanking off or trylng to wank
off the older every dozen pages or so., 4 fan-
tasy in more than one sense of the word; doubt-

less. _

E. c. Tubb -— m TERRA DATA (Arrow, 172pp,
£1+75)s after Greham Andrews, whay
is there 191‘1: to 8ay...

LETTERS

Very few letters this tims, no doubt due to the
delayed distribution of the previocus mailing.
But here's ALLAN LLOYD:

"I feel that Brian Aldiss was justified in ob-
Jecting to Maxy Gentle's review of Greybeard,
The novel was concerned -not with:the reason for
the sterility of tha humen race but with its ef-
‘fects on the ageing population and it was unfair
t0 oondemn it on that basis. In Inferno 48,
Jeremy Crampton was very unkind to XKim Stanley
Robinson's The Wild Shore for similar reasons,
That novel: examined the adolescent experiences
of a group of characters in a primitive soclety
with echoes of a formex glory in the ruins about
them, It is an .adventure novel with touches of
Mark Twain about it, and I found it a highly
promiging first novel, Crampton dismissed it
because he does not helieve that people ocould
ever rebuild after a disastér of a miclear war,
and because it does not take aocount of the nuo-
lear winter theory. )

T know that you and meny of your reviewers
belong to CND and I sympathise with many of
CND's aims myself (although I am not without
fears for the consequences of unilateral miclear
disarmement), tut using book reviews as plat-
forms for anti-nuclear propaganda is very unfair
to authors who wish to use the conventional
post-nuclear scenarioc as a mete.phor for the
breakdown of our soclety,

that there will be no survivors after a mclear.
war, and the nuclear winter theory was seized -
upon with glee to back up the disarmament case,

~ However, it is only & theory; maybe true, maybe

not, and each side contimues to produce its own
oxpert witnesses. Until it is categorically

‘proven, then it is valid to write SP stories in

which it may not be true. Otherwise, if we do
assume that a nuclear war means the end of the
human race then we have to condemn  all SF works
with a post-muclear setting -- but ia it fair to
criticise Walter Miller's A Cantiole For
Leibowitz, Angela Carter's Herces And Villains,

ar Pangborn's Davy and many of Philip X,
Dick's novels merely because they are set in
societies which are recovering from ouclear dis-
aster?

"Ag Aldiss says, sclence fiction works best
as metaphor, and it i3 on that level that it
should often be judged. It is too easy for a
book review to turn into a sermon about the re-
viewer's own beliefs while ignoring what the
author is actually saying." .

- In the first place, the only way in which the .

nuolear winter theory could be "oategorically"
proved would be by fighting a nmuolear war and
seeing what happened: an obviously abgurd method
of proof, and ons I'm sure you didn't intend,
But = in the second place —— the naturs of the
sclentific method is such that nothing can ever
be proved, categorically or othervises as per

"It is one of CND's main propaganda arguments
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Karl Popper's doctrine of falsifiability, sclien-
tists scan only attempt to disprove theories by
putting them to the test and seeing whether
there's any data for whioh they can't account ox
any prediction that they can't fulfill; if the
weight of acoumulated evidence supports rather
than refutes a theory, it is regarcded as '"not
disproven"., Thus to refer to a theory as "only"
a theory is meaningless — would you level such
a charge against the theory of evolution, for
example?

I'm conscious, though, that this is to res-
pond only to your lesser point, and to avoid
your maln ones that reviewers should reply to an
anthor' s intentions rather than use the review
ag an excuse to alr their own views. Yes; this
is undeniable, and in a perfect world would al-
ways be the case. But one has to take account
of the fact that no reviewer approaches a book
absolutely cold: ocertain expeotations will have
been aroused, certain assumptions formulated, a
certain mood generated — generated as much by
the book ftself (and by the book's euthor) as by

" the outside world in which the aot of reviewing
is talking place. Tms, to take a partiscular ex~
ample, “it's almost inevitable that in the cur-
rent international political climate a review of
a new post—-miclear novel such ag Robinson's The
Wild Shore will have something to say about both
contemporary nmuclear concerns and what account
the novel takes of them., It's also inevitable
that older novels, such as A Canticle FPor
Leibowltz and Greybeard, writtem at 2 time when
we knew less than we de new about our miclear
prospects, will tend te be "reinterpreted" in
the light of current cencerns; that althouzh the
novela' and the authors' intentiens will be for-
ever unchanged, the responses of the reviewers
— and of the readers — will change with the
times., As they will for every other novel,
whether it touches on the muclear question ox
not.

This is of cqurse to repeat some of what Maxry
Gentle said in her letter in the previous iasue,

and from 1t you'll gather that I have some sym~ .

pathy with her point of view, This doesn't mean
that my defensce of it is absolute; as editor, I
have to seek a bhalanco between the author’s and
the reviewer's intentions, weighing each potent-

ial "sermon" on ite merits.:' I%'s something of a.

dilemma, I admit, and one on which anyone is
welcome ‘to comment,

On to 1ess weighty matters, with CHEIS
BATLEY:

"Nothing fuch to say -about Infermo 52 other than
to offer a personal endorsement of the letter
from 'Vincent Omniaveritas' in which he puts
forward the theory of a new American 'garage
bend' school of writers., In a review in Vector
122, I noted vaguely that 'something is happen—
ing in America' but couldn't pin it down.

' Vincent' provides some useful pointers —— the
erergy and the reinterpretation of genre from
within genre, and the inclination to stay within
it,

"The first novel by one of these writers,
Green Lyes by Lucius Shepard, is'a cage in
point, He has a knockout of an idea, sets it wp
neatly, and then runs away from 1t, sourrying
off into the safety of the genre undergrowth.
But why, oh why, did the magsed (?) voters of
the BSFA nominate for the Awaxd the only duff
story he seems to hava published during 19847
tSalvador' and 'The Night Of White Bhairab' are

both superior to 'The Man Who Painted The. Dregon
Griaule'; and Edwsird James recommended-'A
Travellerts Tale’.,"

Well, aotually, of Shepard's three contritutions
to F & SP last year, I wuch preferred the one
that made the ballot: a strange idea, with a
great deal of atmosphers and originelity, well
executed and very memoreble, "Salvador® and
"The Night Of White Bhalrab", by contrast, .
struck me as all too typrical of the horror stor-
ies that appear in F & SP, with only the differ—
ence of their settings to mark them out from the
others.

Bt mention of Edwaxd James's column. brings
us to DAVID BARRETT, responding to the Norman .
Spinrad quotes thereins

"Yes, there is a difference between Britigh and
Mnerican SP, and it's becoming more and more.
marked. Too many Americen authors, including
Agimov and Heinlein, are still following the
routes laid down by Asimov and Heilnlein twenty
or thirty years ago. It strikes me that new
British §F, on the other hand, is being written
bty people who have grown up on the usual diet,
have contributed to a greater or lesser extent
to fandom, and have outgrown the Star Wars men-
tality that still thrills our transatlantic
friends. In short, they're much the same as the
rest of us in the BSFA and, as Paul Kinceld says
later in Inferno 52, they're looking to the bor—
derlands, and beyond the borders, of what SF 15
' supposed to be about'.

"] would happily limit myself to an all-
Britiash diaet is only sufficient books were pub-
lished. They aren’t because a publisher’'s
priority is to meke money; publishing is-a busi-
ness, not a charity, and British publishers :
think (I believe wrongly) that they will only’
make a profit from the tried and trusted gients
of American SF. So they negleot the home pool
of talent. Two or tl.res years ago, Chris Priest
had nothing in print, The .Affirmation was one
of the most brilliant 'bozderland' SP novels I
have ever read, yet I understand he had problems
getting it published =~ it didn't have spage-

.ships and rayguns, did it? I really wonder how

publishers can be so naive, so incredibly out- -
dated, so congervative. 'It's what the public
wantl' they ory, conveniently forgetting that
the public don't actually have a great deal of
choice singce it can't buy what isn't on the
gshelves, isn't given the opportunity to buy pap-
erbacks by British SP writers, Next time you're
in a bookshop count how many books there are by
Coney, Cowper, Garner, Hodder-williame, ~
Holdstock, Kilworth, Langford, Priest, Roberts
Shaw and Watgson. Have they written the cocas-
ional more-than~passable SF novel? Or two, or
five, or ten? Then where are they? Out in the
cold, that's where, while Asimov, Heinlein,
Herbert and McCaffrey are nice and snug (and
smug?) and taking up all the space on the shel-
ves instead, with more individual titles each
than the sum total of all the copiea of every
title of -all the above,"

Contentious stu.ff, tha.t, with parts of vhicb.-.I
strongly disagree and tc which I long to res-
pond; but time prasses and space is shoxrt (and I
tock up more thap encugh of the eerly part of
this letter column as it is). Next time, then, -
when others will doubtless be rushing to reply
as well.,

WAEP: Kevin McVeigh and Vincent Omniaveritas,




"FIRST LET ME INTRODUCE THE BAND THAT WILL BE PLAYING TONIGHT.
YT = e

PHILL PROBERT -- CHAIRMAN. Phill was born in the year of

the dissipated kipper and has worked at Andromeda Bookshop.

He has been involved with four previous Novacons and was

chalirman of Novacon 13. He is the artist behind Zoltan and
edits Hot Waffles

EUNICE PEARSON -- PUBLICATIONS. Eunice describes herself
as a Sensuous Chocophile and is devoted to the noble art
of chocolate consumption. When not eating chocolate she
edits a few fanzines,Calaban,Brigante, Egregious,Hybrid,
Gloria Mundi and Ichthyosaurus. She is in 4 Apa's and has
been involved with thr ovacons

MARTIN TUDOR -- HOTEL LIAISON. Martin's hyperactive
activities have included: helping to run Seacon 'B84
and Novacon 14 and increasing circulation of his
fanzine 'Empties' to the 400+ mark. He is the founder
of the MiSFiTs and can be seen moving at Mach 2,

GRAHAM POOLE —-- REGISTRATIONS. Graham was at th
original Novacon ! A prolific faned in the late
seventies and was at the 1977 Eastercon at the
De Vere,though he can't remember much about it

other than himself running around in a gorilla
suit.

LAWRENCE LAMBOURNE —- SPORTING EVENTS. Lawrence
has done one fanzine 'Wet Beavers' and has been
wanted from the Hit sgquad ever since ! He is an
unassuming gentleman whose snooker abilities will
be ideal for Novacon this year.

CAROL PEARSON -- ARTSHOW. The more sensible
member of the Pearson family. Likes quiet
music and has an artistic temperament. She
is a student of enviromental studies and is

in the Women's Apa., KEVAN WHITE —— FILMS. Baby-face White first
attended Novacon 10 and has been a gopher
ever since. Despite that problem, this year

sees his first time on a Novacon committee.

We are planning this year's Novacon to be hopefully the best ever.
However we need one vital ingredient:- YOU ![.

If your appetite has been whetted, then fill in the form below
and send it off with a cheque or P.0O. to the address on the form.
And we will look forward to seeing you there.

kxknmkkkRkhhkhkhkhkhhkhkhhhhkdrhhhhhhrhdbhhkhhhhhhhhkhhbhhkhthhrhhhhhhhdthd ki cuT HERE**********

ATTENDING MEMBERSHIP IS £7.00 AND SHOULD BE SENT TO:

GRAHAM POOLE, 86 BERWOOD FARM ROAD,WYLDE GREEN, SUTTON COLDFIELD,
WEST MIDLANDS,B72 1lAG.

NOVACON FIFTEEN REGISTRATION.

NAME ( S)
ADDRESS

TOTAL ENCLOSED £

ON THE DAY ATTENDING MEMBERSHIP WILL BE £10.00 SO REGISTER NOW !




Organised by the Birmingham Science Fiction Group.

Fifteen

]ST" 3RD November ]985 GUESTS of HONOUR:
26 Vere Hotel Dave Langford
oventr James White

It is a sobering thought that it all started fifteen
years ago, with a virtual unknown in the GOH spot,

and an attendance of something like 73-and-a-half fans
(One couple had a baby there -- nc, not as part of the
programme, they brought it with them.) and everyone was
sure that it would be a one-off (the con, not the baby)
and November conventions were a ridiculous idea.

Ah, yes, I remember it well.

-— JEMES WHITE.

I'd been hoping for a while that someone would try
having Novacon in the De Vere (we enjoyed the 1975
and 1977 Eastercons there), so am also cheered by
your venue.

I've already started to draft a Novacon speech
tentatively entitled "Nominalism, Epistemology and
Cognitive Estrangement : the Existential Resonancces
of Big-Breasted Nurses in the Fictional Paradigms of
James White". Should be good for a reprint in
FOUNDATION.

—— DAVE LANGFORD.

GUEST SCIENCE FICTION AUTHORS, SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY FILMS
LIVELY TALKS, ART SHOW, FAN PROGRAMME, BOOK ROOM AND A WHOLE LOT

MORE. COME ALONG AND BE A PART OF THE FUTURE.

The De Vere is a large modern sumptuous hotel and is situated

in the centre of Coventry. It overlooks Pool Meadow bus station,
and from there it is a short bus ride to Coventry railway station
which is on the main London to Birmingham line.

Next door is an international size swimming pool and behind the
hotel is Coventry Cathedral. Coventry is accessible from the M6
at junction 3 and the A444 takes you right into the city centre,
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