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Volume 4 Numbemw 6 == a BSFA publication edited by Joseph Nichelas at Room g,
94 8t George's Square, Pimlico, London SWTY 3QY, and with a brand new type=
writer to boot, (The otlter one gave up and died mere minutes after finish-
img the previous issue,) This issue features reviews by bave: Langford, ITan
Williams, David Penn, Bill Carlin, Roy Macinski, Brian Smith, Maxy Gentle,
and (of course) me —- several names, I'll grant you, but looking at the ac—
tual material T!'11 swear half of it is by me and a third by Mary., And if T
don't use 1t I won't have an issue, since several people failed to deliver
cn time (and; in fact, haven't come through at all), An editor's life sure
is fraught with problemSecos

Robert Heinlein —- EXPANDED UNIVERSE (Ace, 582pp Ige format, %$8.95) and THE
NUMBER OF THE BEAST (New English Library, 556pp. £2.25)

According to the accumulations of folklore in which SF iIs sunk and which
consistently hamper effective criticism of it, Robert Heinlein is one of its
established greats":; a man who, noted for his gbility to evoke credible-
sgeming plctures of then-possible futures, shot to prominence during the
"Golden Age"™ and has remained at the forefront of the literature ever sinee,
While there's no denying the influence of his early techniques on those who
came after him, his prominence since derives less from his Imaginative range
and the complexity of his subject-matter than from both his early fame and
from the demands he now makes to be teken seriously, These demands probably
stem from his acquisition in the early fifties of a lucrative contract with
Scribners for a series of juvenile novels and his post-~war sales to such
"glick™ magazines as The Saturday Evening Posts a contract and sales which
Ted him Into believing that he'd made it as a serious literary figure and
was Hence enabled to pronounce upon political and social matters, And -
challenged to hoot, because his readers lacked his experience of the world
and were thus unable to distinguish between the fantasy one existing inside
his head == the only onc iIn which his "rules™ and philosophies have any ap-
plication —-- and the real one in which they would later have to live —= one
in which life proceeds according to utterly different precepts, It was nct
until, with Staxship Troopers, his didgctic eoncerns began to blecd over ine
to his adult fiction that his philesophies were at last cxposed for what
they were: a trite, empty and downright tedious farrago of half-baked anti=-
intellectual cracker-harre” pseudo=-moralising in which the characters exist~
ed only as handy mouthpieces for his views (all opposing ones being deliber-
ately so flimsily ~onstructed as to be easily disposed of) and the plot suf-
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ficed as but an arbitrarily-manipulated vehicle for. their espousal,

The situation since has become so bad that his work no longer qualifies
even as didactic art; It's merely didactic, fullstop, 3But still it sells —-
the man's a cult, e.i‘t‘em all, he's got a legion or three of ultra~loyal fans,
ihey!'ll buy anything with his nmame on itees. Thus, I suppose, the excuse bew
hind BExpanded Universe, which reprints the stories from the 1966 eollectian
The WorIds Of Robert A, Heinlein (themselves dating from the forties amnd fife
ties) and a few previously wmcollected ones besides, and interleaves them with
various nonfiction pieces, most dating from the fifties and sixties, with omne
written especially for this boak, I suppose the word "interesting" might just
do to deseribe these articles, but only as an understatement; repellent their
woIlfish libertarian poli¥dces might be, but you can't heIp but be fascinated by
the dreadful superffefality of thought they display, not least because of the.
Fumdreds (perhaps thousands) of people who are Iikely to mistake it for deep -
fnsight., How anyone, in this day and age —= post=Vietnam, post-Watergate o
can possidly uphold a simplistic doctrine which divides ewerything into two
- camps -= thé Good, containing everyone and everything of which he approves,
and the Bad, containing everything and everyone else «- is astonishing; is he
truly incapable of appreciating the fine distinctions between altermate doc—.
trines and viewpoints? On the evidence of these articles, the answer has %o
be: yes: ridicule and opinionated cant take the place of Logic and reasom,
without even a subjective wationale that might give his views some weight be-
ing offered, and the result is z shrill dogmatism offensive both in itself
and by virtue of the macho aggressiveness of its phraseology, Here, from a
lecture to a class of US Navy midshipmen emtitled "The Pragmatics Of Patriote
ism", is an ezr&ract purporting to deal with the silliness of pacificism:

'Tada.y, in the United Siates, it is popular among self-styled "intel~
Iectuals" to sneer at patriotism, They seewr to think that it is axiomat-
e that amy civilised man is & pacifist, and they treat the milikary pro-
fessian with comtempt, "Warmongers" - "Imperialists® « "Hiped killers in
uniform™ - you have all heard such sneems and you will hear them again,
One of their favourite quotations is: "Patriotism is the last refuge of a
" seoundrel", ' :

tWhat they never mention is that the man who made that sneering wise=
crack was g fa%, glut’tmmus slob who was pursued all his life by a pathe
clogteal fear of deaths! (Dpe462)

The "fat, gluttonous slob" in question was Samuel Joimson - but pray tell me:;y
Mr Heinlein: what had his girth and appetite %o do with his intelleet? And
isn't it a natural human trait to be atriid of death anyway?

The last 67 (although it feels Iike 267) pages are occupied by a piece
called "The Happy Days Ahead", the first half of which is devoted H#o a polemic
on what Heinlein thinks is wrong with modern America (which seems a reasonable
analysis mntil you put it up against other omes e« I recommend Christophex
Lasch!s The Culture Of Narmelssism as a good sbarting point -- whereupon its
flacelid 'banality' becomes instantly appa::ent) while the second half concentrat-
es on: a laughably implausible scenario demonsdrating how things can be put
right again, featuring some doctrinaire "my country right or wrong" tub-thmnp—-
fng and a (black woman, but sa what?) President who talks tough, stomps every-
ane who disagrees with her and sounds. just like Robert Heinlein himself,qeeand
- for all practical purposes is Robert Heinlein himself, The fact that such an

authoritarian leadership cantradicts the libertardanism he expresses elsewhere
seems to Mave passed him by -~- and if his ownr polikics is that confused then
he has no business preaching to anyone else,

Leadership, or the duties and respensibilities thereof, occup:.es a T.arge
portion of The Number Of The Beast, mainly because the four main characters
spend whole chapters on end disecussing protocol and commend procedure and re-
Tated matiters,ese.although that should perhdps mread "character", since much of
the dialogue is presented without the speaker being iden-Bifled, so that you
can't etll them apart, Nor do you really need to, sinmce they're all the same
person —-= all clomes of Heirleineese

The ostemsible plat concemms the adventures through time and space of
four smart-arse know-alls who, having inwvented a device that can take them to
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alT possible alternate universes (the number of which is as the Biblical Beast
of Rewvelations, six to the sixth to the sixth, and the nowvelt!s only remately
original ingredient), are then set wpon by a bunch of aliens who want it for
themselves and are thus forced into fleeing through those altermate universes,
Thexe should thus have been plenty of scope for all manner of delightful Ifie
vention, but no: as already noted, the bulk of the book 1s taken up with talk
talk talk, so all we ever get in the way of a background is a seriea of hasty
plagiawisms of other writers! universes (childhood favourites like Burroughs's
* Barsoom and Baum!s 0z, plus one that resembles the sort of Iibertarian world
he'd prefer, to name but three), Never mind all the entirely gratuitous side~
swipes at his pet hates: philosophers, theologians, lawyers, ieachers, godless
communists, pacifists, ecologists, literary critics, and hundredas morwe == he
has, obvlously, gone out of his way to insult as many people as possible, re-
gardless of the fact that none of it has anything to do with the plat., It's
the sort of boak, in fact, that would be written by a man concerned not to .-
tell a story but to vent several decades of stored-uwp bile; a man who, as the
quotes about breasts mwsed as page~fillers in Vector 10t amply demonstreted
("Her nipples went spung!" indeed!), is clearly in the last throes of senility
-~ that anyone older than a coy, gawky adolescent could ever write such vapid
sexist drivel is 1little short of astonishing....but in Heinlein's umiverse, of
course, the women exist only to sexrvice the men, who are superpotent, In this
book, for example, both male protagonists get both female protagonists preg-
nmant firdt time off -~ which, unbelievably, actually motivates part of the:
plot, sinece in addition o being chased by aliens the heroes are looking*fbr a
universe with good obstetric techmiques.

Ludicrous though this Is, howewver, there'!s more to it fbr, although
clearly intended less as a work of fiction than as a present to his fans, his
condescending arrogance and patronising contempt for them drips from every
page., I've already hinted that, in his plaglarisation of his alternate uni~-
verses, he's simply revisiting favourite childhood haunts, and mentioned that
the four main characters are but clones of himself; but It should be noted
that the vast quan®ities of talk which fill the book indicate that he actually
cares for nothing but the sound of his own voice and that the ramshackle plot
demonstrates (or, rather, stands as a metaphor for) his almost overwhelming
disinterest in having to explain his beliefs and attitudes; and as for the
ending,ese The final, crowning scene is in fact an SF convention attended by
vharacters from other Heinlein novels, gathered together for the purposes of
"Eschatclogical Pantheistic Multi-Ego Solipsism" —- and since they, too, are
all clones of Heinlein and the (unstatied) guest of honour is HeinTein,..vight,
At Iast the true nature of the book is made overt: it has all been nothing |
less than one long orgy of slobbering self-worship,

The Number Of The Beast is, in sum, a thoroughly disgraceful pigce_af‘
"ywork" —- not merely one of the worst SF novels to have appecred in many years
but one of the worst the world has ever knowrm, ,

Robert Stallman —— THE CAPTIVE (Timescape/Pocket, 207pp, £2,50)

Reviewed by Roy Macinski

The Captive is the second Im a trilogy detailing the Iife of a creature known
as "the beast", which has the ability to create a human form in order to mask
its true ldentity — one described as akin to that of a large, powerfhl, high-
Iy intelligent golden bear,

After a short prologue which recaps the events of the previous bock, The
Orphan == from which we Iearn that the beast knows Iittle oxr nothing of its
own origins and identity, and that it must find a human family with which to
live to trigger the next phase of its growth; to-do so it creates the persona
of a young boy, but the family is destroyed and the beast has to move on ==
the story gets under way in earnest, We find that due to & combination of in-
herited Instinct and the emotional #ies that bound it to its choesen family,
built wp by its human part, it eammot break away, and 80 has to seek out one
af the famnly*s relatives —- g yuung'waman with a small child and a drunken
husband,

The story, with its twists and turns, is In faect far more subtle and com=
rlex than this brief resume implies, Indeed, it is a credit to Stallman's
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creative abilities that he manages to shape and build this rather unimaginat-
ive and dated theme into a compelling, exciting and often quite moving novel,
However, it does have 1ts flaws: accasionally, the style seems foreed and: e
easy, and the characterisation (which for the main part is so good) descends
towards the end of the book Into some falrly awful good and evil sderectyping,
Pt I feel thesé weak points are greatly ou‘ltma‘bched by the book!s many oute
standing features,

"~ As I sald at the begimming of this review, The Captive is the second in a
trilogy. If 1its standard is maintained, the third‘ should be worth looking out
foxr, ‘

Sheila Sullivan ~- THE CALLING OF BARA (Avon. 293pp, 22,502
Reviewed by Bill Carlin

Originally published in Britain in 1975 as Summer Risi , this fantasy mowvel
takes the archetypal quest cut of the closet for yet another dusting, Joseph
Campbell must be smiling broadly as his views on the substance of myth are

- cormoborated, whether consciously. or unconseiously, once again, btut I for ome
arr beginning to grow bored with writers who take "the Hero with a Thousand
Faces" on yet another excursion with only a nod in the direction af originale
ity, Fantasy writers are invarlably the worst offenders,

I must adwit, however, that Shella Sullivan tries harder than most of
that iIk and her nowel is obviocusly well-~researched (frequent mweferences to
"Holy' Brigid" justified ome of my mrecent, silller pumchases; according to the

enguin Dictionary Of Saimis, Brigid is the female equivalent of St Patrick).
She Is a goad, descrlp‘him writer, which Is not a great advantage in the fan~
tasy field, but very weak in the plotting department, which is a pesitive hin-
drance,

Bara, a young girl living in London in the wake oaf a great teckmological
and ecaonomic collapse, finds herself pregnant after being raped by a mysteri-
ous albino warlord, Four years later, she is swummoned by a telepathic message
to Ireland, where her 1llegitimate son is destined ta do great things, Along
the way she must avaid a variety of wicked pursuers before becoming fInvolved
in a power struggle between xrival factions in Ireland, the promised land of
the future.esessstap me if you've heard it all before,

Basically, it!'s mot a terribly bad book, but you should save your hard'-e
earned pennies for something better. Such action may even coax publishers o
break the mediccrity barrier, "

‘Stanley Schmidt (ed,) —- ANALOG YEARBOOK II (Ace, 294pp, $2,50)
Reviewed by Tan Williams

I dan't enjay short stories much, I like anthologles even less, and I stopped
buying Analog twelve years ago «= s0 if T had $o pick a book I was sure I'd
ha'&en%‘apart from the new Heinle;m), this would probably have been it, Realw=
ity, however, proved somewhat differemt

This isn't a reprint collectiom, but is Intended as an extra issue of
Analog in book foxrm, Commerecially, it#'s g good idea, as in theory every one
of the magazlne's one hundred thousand readers will fork over their itwo—ande—a=
half bucks, so you'wve a guaranteed quariter-million-dollar twrnover; then, too,
it formss a sampler o tempt bockbuyers :ﬁni‘;a picking up on the magazine —- if
you like one you'll like the other,

It did cause me to ask one question, however: Is Analog the magazine
these days so depressing?

- Out of sewen stories, omnly two were what I thought to be typical Amalog
fare, The last and worst —- George W, Olney's "Guard A%t The Gates Of Hell" —
is one of those militaristic tales of banner-waving and duty thatts so far
over the top it ecould almost be a parody but for the total lack of humour,
"Windship", by Lord St Davids Is just a nasty piece of violence as a Ione man
fights off (and slaughters) terrorists on a futuristic oil tanker with the aid
of a computer, and in which & female terrorist, while tied up, escapes by cut-
ting off her hand with a razor blade, "She had got away by the classic trick
of a trapped wild aninal aws the cost of a severed limb," I think the guy who
wrote this is about fourteen «- either that or an idiot,




Yhe othexr sturies deal lLess with violence than with emotion; and therels
a surprising air of cynicism and despondency about them, The best is James
Patrick Kelly!s "Homo Neuter”, in which a mutation allows early and hectic
sexual activity before the testicles shrivel at the age of twenty to leave a
very longlived adult telepath, The story concerns an adult neuter, Pelegrin,’
finding another of his kind in the form of an eight~yecar-ocld black from the
ghetto, and his failing to reach accord with him not through cultural differ=
ences but through his own Iack of insight into himself, I honestly didn't ex=-
rect to find so intense and strong a story in Analog, especially with its un-
deleted expleteives, and I'll be sump:cised if it doesn't turn up in a beat of
the year antholagy,

In Thomas A, Easton's "The Last Flwbe", mankind receives a temporary ime
mortality at a horrifying cost, and in a mere sixteen pages follows the life
of ane man over three thousand years to his final, moving end, Gamrdon :
EkTund's "Valeo Imn Love" is about & robot origimally programmed as a romarntic
poet but who, failing, was reprogrammed as an equally unsuccessful lawyer, and
£alls in love with a human cliemt accused of murdering her police chief lower,
It's a wry, mildly amusing story with a delightful twist, :

The rest of the book consists of two stories neot worth mentioning, a long
poemr by Jeff Rovin not worth reading, a short joke, and two articles I didn't
mead, Ovwerall, the standard of writing isn't particularly high and nor is
tthere a high level of imagination om display, so the book is not one that can
be heartily recommended; but the sttitudes of some of the writers show that
there may be some life In the oId horse, It's certainly not as complacent as
I expected, -

(The editor speaks —=— I've just realised that I've omitted a couple of names-
from the coi)Eophon, for which I must apologise, Here's the review by the first
Of ﬂhm..., :

Larry Niven —— THE RINGWORLD ENGINEERS (Orxbif, 354pp, £1,50)
Reviewed by Chris Bailey

Thils book contwavenes two: of my most cherished private precepts concerming 'F.he
- SF novel: firstly, that it should be comprehensible tc the general regder and
not, as it were, slink in through the back door through an over-reliance on
genre shorthand; and, secondly, that if a sequel, it should stand om its own
as a valid entertaimment for the reader whe has no knowledge of the original.
Here, for example, the ignarant will be surprised to learm that the galaxy is
exploding and that we weally ought to be doing something about changing plan-
ets., Having saild which, even those in the know will be disappointed by this

book, _

It is a critical: commonplace regarding Rimgworld that, having thought the
place up, Niven could think of nothing for the characters to da other than
have gregt difficulty getting off it, Their problem now is to prevent the
Rimgworld from grinding into its sun, and Niven somehow contrives to make this
seemr a matter of small consequence, By about halfway through, In fact, that
the Ringworld should crash into its sun is a consumation rather ta be desired
from the reader'!s polnt of view, for the book 1s pedestrian -~ 1% plods,

In the best of Niven's short fiction, we are shown the hero getting into
a hole (black or otherwise), we are shown the tools at his disposal (space=
ship, stasis field, etc,), the laws of physics operate as usual and the author
thinks up a cumming way for his character %o wriggle out, Niven writes com=
fortably within such a taut framework, But as we move about the Rongworld,
there is room for ansolutely anything to appear —- and it does, We encoumter
vampires, giants, mermen,...the scope available brings the book closer to fan-
tasy, where the reader's interest is held by the variety and colour of the ine
cidents rather than by any artifice of plot, Here, given that Louls Wu will
almost certainly save the Ringworld from its doom, and the reader is left pas-
gively craving amusement, the meat of the book struggs;es from episode to epi=-
sode, each one of which serves only %o delay rather than enhance the end,
Louis Wu's reward does not .eem earned, the achlievement of his goal is not en-
hanced by amy prior suffering; we know that he will outsmart all comers, A%
one point, for example, he has a brush with o field of reflecting sunflowers




. 6
which faecus the sun's rays and malignantly redirect them -~ ingenious, tolerw-
ably entertaining, tut not integral to the development of the novel,

" The important point is that Ringworld Engineers is a dishonest book, It
should not have been written because it did not want to be written: the authe
or's reluctance seeps from every page, Perbaps when more writers pay less
to their fans and their bank managers, we shall have fewer third-rate sequels
to second-rate books and more first=rate SF, ,

Eb:ic Van Lustbadier —- THE SUNSET WARRIOR, SHALLOWS OF NIGHT and DAT=SAN Star
' 182pp, 216DD & 246Dp respectively, £1 1,75 cach)
Reviewed by Mary Gentle

Originally published in 1977 and 1978, these three books are science fantasy
with a semf-oriental setting, They're not a trilogy, since that implies unity
of conception; Van Lustbader calls them a sequence, which is obviously destine
ed to contirmue, since a fourth bock, Beneath An Opal Moon, was recently pube
Iished as a Doubleday hardback, But then nor are they nowvels, they are tele-
vigion literature — the timing, the shifis of scene and viewpoint, the repet-
itive violence and sex: all mateh the rhythm of commercial television, Wheth=
er this is as a mesult of TV's influence on this generation's readers and
writers, I don't know, but it has unwelcome, even dangerous implications,

- Po cansider the books in more detail, The Sunset Warrior is probably the
best of the three, desplte being two different Books crammed into the same
plot. Post=holocaust settings aren't new, though Freehold's underground bun-
ker-society is nicely set out, and the Japanese~derived setting a welcome
change from the usuwal Gothic-feudal oculture, Ronin, the hero, is a masterless
warrior, and the story —— which at first promises to be about the intermal
struggles of variocus Freehold factions —— turms into a series of events de=~
signed to force him from it into the ocutside world, The author occasionally
lapses into non-English and nonsense, and has a bad habit of faceticus naming:
Neers for engineers, Rodent for mole (of the Le Carre variety), But the plo%
churme along, aided by deus ex machinae on all sides, until Ronin comes. to the
City of Tenr Thousand Paths, which feels as if it had strayed in from a Jack
Vance fantasy. Personally, I didn't find the science-superceded-by~sorcery
rationale convincing, perhaps because it's presented late in the day in what
had, until then, seemed a different type of book ~ not that science and sor-
cery ean!t mix, just that here they do it like oil and water,

The Sunset Warrior has, however, more serfious faults than bad writing and
lack of credibility, Characterisation, for example -~ we are rarely, 1f ever,
inside Ronin's head; what emotions he has are those that could be guessed from
a medicere actor!s face, The constant use of flashbacks may be the author's.
onlly way of sheowing us Ronin's pcast, and thus implying that he has a charace
ter, but it's a technique that fails, With others, charasterisation is bad,
shallow, in fact iIs wholly wvisuwal; its depth is that found in slick American
TV (the programme that springs to mind is Fandasy Island), Therets the same
lack of plot, logic and explanation — limitations of teckmique that derive
from the Iimftations of that purely audio~visual medium, television, The ime
pact of sound and vision are greater than that of the printed word, but they
Jack the subtlety of literature's stream-of-consciousness, that ability to
show the interior machinery of the psyche, All Van Lustbader!s characters are
seent solely from the ocutside -~ but why apply the Iimditations of one medium to
another?

If The Sumset Warrior was the prime-time TV success, Shallows Of Night is
the remake, briefly dragging in some of the villains from the first episode,
but rapidly rumming out of plot and original settings, It begins with an ice~
yacht chase that reads as if lifted from Michael Mooxrcock!s The Ice Schoonexr
or a recent Alan Dead Foster paperback, The yacht arrives at the continent of
man, Asia, specifically the city of Shalanghtsel; and for a man borm and
brought up undewxground, Ranin shows a ¥otal lack of surprise at it all, An
niphuman® menace is dragged in, kicking and screaming, to give the plot some
impetns; and there is a great deal of retrospective charactexrisation which, iIf
true, would require The Sw..et Warriar to be rewritten, Basically, this is a
short episade padded out to boak leng'th, Ronin could have found out what he
needed in ten minutes, never mind 200-~odd pages, Again, the prosaic world of
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Shatanghtsel and the entrance of a real live goddess don't mix, Ronin contine
uwed to battle the Makkon, a quartet of Black Riders whose presence anmounces
the coming of Sauron ~- I beg your pardon, the Dolman, Those of you who saw
The Water Mexgin on TV a few years back will recognise the scenery here; un-
fortunately, Shallows Of Night isn't half as much fun as that particular epic.

-~ There!s nothing to .be sald about the variocus pathetic pums, except that:
you should avoid them,

. 8¢ to Dal-San: Ronin's transformation into the Sunset Warrior, and the
last battle of mankind against the forees of the Dolman, It has a briefl ene
trance and a quick exit by one of Freehold's villains, this presumably being
intended to further the ilIusion that the three books have a wnity and weren't
just tacked together as the author went along, Dai=San Iinks two Incongruous
episodes, Ronin's ending of a cyecle of time for a sub=Mayan civilisation while
he searches for tie mystic island of Ama-no-mori, and his becoming Sunset
Warrior after reaching that most Japanese of islands, It's an amiadble cule
ture, complete with emperor, bujun, daimyos, etc,, only too willing to go off
and fight the last battle,.,s.which has the loock of a plot device; I'm not too
sure that the bujun fsn't a snark after all, Two-thirds of a book of padding
are follawed by two pages of spelt=out plot for those of us who came in after
the commerical bweak, The author shows his ignorance of elementary English (a
smith is a person, a smithy is a place; the two are not interchangeable), As
for the climax,...the apocalypse i3 becoming obligatory in certain fantasy
books, and I've seen 1t done far more effectliwely than this, There is never
any dmead of what the Dolman, that ectoplasmic octopus, might do iff it wom,’
because there'’s nover any doubt that the Sunset Warrior will emerge victori-
ous, The cumulative effect of a series of bloody battles means that the Later
ones lase all impact; and both the battles and: the various supermatural ap~
pearances covertly resemble the sex act, to a degree that would interest an
analyst, but then the Ilinks between sword-and-sorcery and sexual fantasy have
always been obviaus, Apart from an unconvincing explamation, and the re- .

assessment of yet another character into an improbably villain, Dai-San leaves
gseveral loagse ends which, I suppose, the fourth bock 1s intended to resolve.

.- These are the books of the TV series, even if they never appear an the:
screen:, Slick, shalIow, they could be translated to TV without changing a -
word or an action -~ which is frightening, Words are the most flexible meder
fum, capable of long-term impact and influence, but these books are writien as
if they're meant to be read in the same way as one watches TV, without time to
Loak back and link up cause and effect, To see one medium subswmed in another
Is unforturate; to see a medium used $o less than its full potential is trag=
ic, TV is insubstantial, and TV SF is presumably not meant to be read twice
== o even once with cIose attention,

But dangerous? Yes — TV kills the reading habit stone dead, because
:f.t's easfer far the mind to watch than to imagine, and TV SF could kill good :
science fictionm, With the spread of the visual media, we may well be on the
way to a post-literate world; and if we are then The Sumset Warriox, Shallows

0f Night and Dal-San ame to be roudly condemmed as the sort of books that wﬁl
speed the pmcess UDe

Gordon R, Dickson —— LOVE NOT HUMAN ( Ace, _4222, $2,50)

The trouble with most eof SF's aliens, as countless other writers hawve noted,
is that they're not really alien at all; in speech, in expressed bialogilcal
desires and in thought processes, they are dismayingly comprehensible = which
fs haxdly surprising, considering that they're essentially nothing more than a
different variety of bhumen (and often only Ameriecan human at that): men in -
funny skins with squesky voices and cute table manners,

This ecollection is unfortunately full of such "allens", and the fact that
the stories are ostensibly about the relationshlps between them and mankind -
"Iove not human", as the title claims «- tends to simply highlight this appal-
Iing deficiency, Many of them, indeed, are se ridiculously anthropomorphised
that at times you simply ca:n't %¢ll the difference between them and the real
huwmans, This may oxr may nc” be a fault of the time In which these stories
were written -- most of them have copyright dates of the early to mid fifties:
the McCarthy years, and thus perhaps. an attempt om Dicksonf?s paxt ¥o demon-




strate that allens are not necessarily to be feared - but if so it doesh't
exepse Dickson's tendericy to patronise tliem, to treat them as wide-eyed Smell

boys ors worse, dumbly layal pets, and the stickily sentimental tone which Tee
sulls is not helped by the human protagonists being for the most part wide=
eyed small boys, gawky adclescents and emotionally Immature adults,

- Offhand, the only truly alien-~seeming aliens I can remember encountering
in the past few years are the Cygnostikol and the Asadi of, respectivelly, '
Michael Bishop!s A Little Knowledge and Transfigurations: magnificently endig-
matic (being alien, how could they be otherwise‘>§ cxreations that stand far

abave almost everyone else's, It's a sad commentary on the (owrrent?) state
of Iimagination of SF writers that it hasn't been able to come up with anything

remotely the.u: equal,
Vonda N, McIntyre — FIREFLOOD AND OTHER STORIES éTimescape/Pocke'b 23TDD,

2

Revi'ewing the Gollancz hardback edition of this eollection in Vectow 98, Roz
Kaveney remarked that each of these stories were rather repetitious in theme
and tone, "a not particularly disguised or digeated meditation on the personal
and artistic problems of a bright young woman SF writer with a talent worthy
of some consideration and very little to actually say", full of "standard
Romantic cliches of the artist as doomed flier or misumderstood seer® = com=
mentary to which, having now waded through them for myself, I can only add my
belated agreement, In fact, I'd go further, to add that their sentiments
struck me as even stickler and more introspective than the above makes them
sounds stories which, in detailing their protagonists' various losses (of lave
or senses or purpose ax friendship or whatever) and subsequent struggles 1o
come to terms with themselves, are very much in keepZng with the current
American fad of self-realisation and self-confrontation, the seatrch for onels
minner identity" through session after session of psychoanalysis, group en-
counter meetings, EST, primal scream therapy and the like == "meg-ism™, in othw
er words, and as superficial and as embaerrassing as such ever is, Like Roz, I
hesitate to say anything rude about material so pewxsonal, but if the banality
of the pseudo-selfeawareness shown here is any true guide, then McIntyre still
has a long way %o go before she can be said to have any real insight into the
Imman psyche, . .

Robert Silwerberg —— THE SONGS OF SUMMER (Pan, 173pp, £1425)

A rather second-rate collection, this, featuring stories dating from the mide
to=Ilate fifties to the mid-to-late sixti’.es, one or two of them p:r:ev:[ou.sly e~
printed elsewhere but most of them left to languish in the magazines and ans
thoTogies where they first appeared because, simply, they just weren't deserv-
ing encughe Which is gbout as much as you can say without locking horms with
the aumthor himself, Silverberg having pulled his usual trick of prefacing the
volume with a rather self-serving introduction telling us how experimental and
ambiticus for their time the stories wexe and how, because they've survived
this long, they must be good (which latter isn't necessarily the case, and ex-
hibits a pretty sheddy logic to boot), Be that as it may, the first half of
the bock —~ including the #itle story, a relentlessly pulpish piece of non=-
sense about an sggressive twentieth century man transplanted into the genteel
thirty-fifth century and his attempt to rebuild what he considers as civilis~
ation —— %s almost wholly dispensible; the bock only staris 4o pick up with
"Halfway House", dating from 1966, 1t and the later stories = particularly
"Wa: Knaw" Who WE Are" and "The Pleasue Of Thelr Company", both concerned with
the dangers of self-deception and unwitting compromise =- exhibiting his gmow~
ing awareness of and desire to question the gritty intxicacles and enigmas of
modernt social ife: these, after all, were the opening yeaws of Silwerberg's
"reformed" period, which led to such nowvels as Thorns, The Man In The Maze,
Downward. To The Eaxrth, The Second Trip and Dyingﬁ;nsid‘e, and the stories axe
therefore of some iIntrinsic interest. L

(Having got to the end, I'm returning %o-fill this space with mention of the.
fact that I had morc am kand than I had room to print, which rather surprises
me. Amcngst thhe squeezed-out was the unnamed second weviewer's plece; sorry,)
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Fred Saberhagen ~— SPECIMENS (Ace, 214pp, $2.25) _
Reviewed by Brdian Smith

Remember the Gothic paranocia boom in SF cinema in the fifties? Invasion Of
The Body-Snatehers, It Came From Outer Space, that sort of thing? You probad-
1y thought that those days had gone for ever, Ncrt if Fred Saberhagen haa- h:f.s
way they' ham't..,.

Dan Post and his bride-to~be buy an 0Id House, whose last owner kiIIed
himself in Mysterious Circumstances, Soon, Post begins toc have Bad Dreams,
seemingly racial memory, showing scenes spread over many centuries, Their
comman element is a mechanical, crab-like monster Iurking inside a hill not
unlike that on which his 0ld House stands, So what does the cretin do when he
finds a bricked=up dorxway in the cellar identical to the one the monster uses
in his Bad Dreams? Right, he gets a sledgehammer and breaks the bloody thing
downn, The allen starship burled under the house, which has been collecting
Bexrth lifew~forms for millenia; Takes Over His Mind (no great feat for a pocket
calcullator, really), And so on and so an. Will Our Hero help the ship to
complete ite collection so that 1t can finally go home? Will his suspicious
fiancee and trusty,; grey~haired Dr Baer solve the riddle of the century-cld
diary and bring help in time? Who knows? More to the point, who cares?

Saberhagen seems te me to be completely out of his depth in a contempors
ary setting, The novel is set in the mid seventies but consistently feels and
behaves as though 1t were twenity years earlier =-- so much so that occasional
references to such things as rock music and credit cards seems totally out of

place, As for the characters, I can only assume that the cast was assembled
after long and diligent study of every episode of The Cuter Limits ever broad=—
caste

Saberhagen has nevexr been a top~fIight author, and om this showing he
never will be, Anyone who considers a simile such as "with the amaxing dexe
terity of an’ elephantts trunk" to be apposite will never stand with the great
oneg, Still, Specimems does provoke some sense of wonder -~ was It really
possible to sell such a tedicus potboiler as this only five years aga?

Brian Aldfss =-— BAREFOOT IN THE HEAD and REPORT ON PROBABILITY A (Awvon, 224

Reviewed by David Perm

Whereas some writers begin with a character, or some with a vague plot —— and
bad SF writers with an hypothesis «- the first inklings of a novel in Aldisstsg
mind appear %o take the fomm of a particular aimosphere or, more accurately,
an image embedded in an almosphere, Each of his stories is an approxiration
of a different image whose Ideal form he has striven to realise on the page,
Only such an approach could have produced two nowels as appamtly dlsparate
gs Barefoot In.The Head and Report Om Probability A,

As Barefoot In The Head was first published In 1969, having been Built up
from a series of stories which began to appear in 1967, you tend %o automatice
ally assume that Aldiss was attempting to jump onto the bandwagon of the hir-
pte debacle, Certainly, my first Impression was one of flower-power preten-
tiousness and pseudo=Beatlesque word-=mangling, but the ncvel camot be dismise
sed as easily as that,” Heavily influenced by the Woadstock generatiom though
Aldiss might have been, his novel justifies ifself as a valid experiment, even
if not a respundingly successful one,

The boock presents a deseription of "psychedelie" scclety in psychedelic
terms: the voice of the narrator ls that of a novelist of the future whose
mind has itself been emlightened by the Acid Head War, Comsequently, the book
== at least superficially -- doesn't abide by norrml concepts af good plotting
and scene-setting, In appreclating it, the trick is to let your eyes wandexr
ogver the words without trying to undemstand them but letting yourself be as-
saulted by the novel!s conscious stream of images; the result 1s that about
three days Iater a clear bubble emerges from the morass of multi-Iinear
thought Ieaving you contemplatinmg a totally incomprehensible cinematographic
record of disintegration, It all fits: the very fallure of the prose to com-
mmicate much $o its readers about whatls happening £s perfectly consistent
with the confusion that forms the backdrop -- Indeed, most of the contents =
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of" the book, against which the characters are struggling to do something con=-
structive with their minced brains, The impossibility of sensible conversat-
ion between them is emphasised by the iImpossibility of a reasonable storyline
belng established between writer and reader (but one of the sentiments behind
the Book seems ta be that it's trying that counts), _ _

As 1f Yo prove that Aldiss as a matter of course avoids the stawy proper,
there's Report Onm Probability A, actually published the year before the book
form of Head (but writtem several years earlier and delayed from reaching
print them by unsympathetic publishers), It's a much more likeable novel than
its bizarre stabke-~mate, and the more successful, AlL bar a few lines awre
extracts from reports, and nothing happens in it heyond what is known by vire
tue of Its appearance in one or another person'!s field of wision, The report
1s about three pecple who are watching a house; a man in another comidimuwmr is
reading the report, and he Is being watched by someome in a third contimuung
and he by someone in a fourth, and so on, AllL the watchers are waiting for an
event that will explain the existence of so many parallel universes and reveal
how different, and in what way, the watched are from the watcherssy thus every-
one ls cbserving everyone else for something that will be produced by an obe
served subject which will be the fruition of all the ebserving,

The bock has dramatic movement, but in a very low key; and a txrue story
waguld be out of place in a work whose theme 1Is that Iife is non~teleologlical,
We walt for a gmeat revelation at the emd of the book, but there is none, We
rgad & prose which searchos through every minor event, triees to ne more and
mére explicit about the details, but of course always falls short of being a
complete record and never discovers anything which points to a pumpose, If
the spirit behind the prose of Head was paychedelic, the spirit behind that of
Report is existentlal, As Head is itself an attempt to attaim a multi-linear
thinking — or at least to imitate Lt for the purposes of art — Report is the
very cmbodiment of the vislon of man as a sense-maker in a nonsensiecal world,
Again, the Image is the life and breath of the book; the novel is a complex
exploration not so much of a conseicus proposition but of an inmegxplicit atmos—
phere, crystalised Iin’ the reletionship between the writer and the reader, To
beg fair to both boaks, but cspecially Head, we must read them inm the light of
thlis very special approach of Aldiss's, and though ft's easy to knock Head fox
i%s sometimes anmoying prose, the book asks to be seen not as an attempt to
engage our intelleetual capaclties but as being directed at our imaginations:
only our imeginations can grasp its image and only our imaginations can feel
what Aldiss is fxying to say.

Syd Logsdonm —- A FOND FAREWELL TO DYING (Timescape/Pocket, 206pp, #2,50)
Reviewed by Roy Macimski

Fond Farewell To is set Iin a post~apocalyptic era some two hundred and
" %y years from now when, for reasons that never seem really believable and
are also somewhat contrived, Indfa is the first nation to rebuild its soclety,
cilinre and science, The main character, David Singer, is a biollogiist who
flags there fram the ruins of North America in order to carry on his experi-
meppds dn transferring his mind into & clomed replica, His Indlan girlfriend,
howiéver, has grave doubts about the walidity of these experinemts because hexr
Hindu religion will not allow her to believe that whilst he may succeed in
transferring his mind, he will not succeed in transferring his spinit,

Thas the central thematlc questions of the book are posedt: can you trans—
fer just the mind? Must you also twransfer the spirit? Indeed, daes the
spirit, soul or atman even exist? Its crucial in such & boek that they are
addressed in a convincing and forthright mannew. Sadly, Logsdon ignores this
important point and by arguing around, rather than directly tackling, '{;lfmese.‘
intriguingly mebaphysical and philosophical dilemmas, he twms them Into dull
and mediccre reading, Given this shakiness and the fact that the rest of the
book is as badly flawed (the characters are transparent, the plot truly
feeble), it comes as mao surprise when the: whole unsightly edif:!:ce finally
falls apart and comes crashing to the ground, Which is a dreadful waste,
rezlly, since SF has very rarely dealt with this theme, and even flawed wg:rzks
1ike Robert Silverberg's novel Recalled To Life and Johmr Brunner's story "The
vitamuls" tackle it mare interestingly than A Fond Farewell To Dying,
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Nancy Springer —- THE SABLE MOON (Pcoket Books, 263pp, #2,50)
Reviewed by Mary Gentle

Reraders of ' SF are doubtless familar with the seven deadly sins. The eigh'bh
deadly sin, of course, is incompetence -~ and anyone wishing to become famil-
tar with that should read The Sable Moon,

It's o orying shame that it isn't a better book, It has the seeds of a
passable, if not particularly original, plot, It begins a generation after
The Silwer Sun ended, the two lherces of that boeck now ruling Isle, and this
boaok being concerned with the heir to their thrones, Alan's son Trevyn, who is
maeking the difficult transitionr from child 4o adwlt. Ruwming from Gwern ——
child of no mortal parents -- he disgovers that Isle is under threat of sor-
cevous. invasion, Wolves haunt the forssts, He leaves Meg, a peasant girl who
is also the Wise Maiden, and tracks the evil to its mainland source, But then
he must go further still, beyond Earth, in order to be able to save Isle...,

A1l pretty standard stuff, and palatable if done well ~- but The Sable:
Moon isn't, Firstly, Springer can't characterise, Trevyn has two forms of
behaviours that of a petulawt three-~year-old, and that of a second-rate Sir
Galahad, I% might be credible if he grew from one to the other, but no: he
changes attitudes like overcoats, whenever Sprimger requires him to act im a
certain way to further the plot, Meg, the "love interest", is a gosh-wow
schoolgirl with an appalling Tine In couniry dialect, and changes to her
avatar-~of=the-goddess personslity for no apparent reason, Those characters
brought over from The Silver Sun —- Hal, Alan, Lysse, Rosemary and the rest ==
are as tw-~dimensiomal as before, The goodies are handsome and brave and’ '
strong, and the baddies are wet and weedy; Sprdnger might just as well have
dealt ouwt blLack and white hats for identification, '

The trouble with the monarchs in The Sable Moon is that they dont't behave
as If they hold ultimate authority aver Isle, or ultimate responsibility for
it, Perhaps It's the shortage of kings and queens in the USA, but Springerts
act as If they have to justify themselves before a Seante committee, In short
~—~ whent they're not being mind-bogglingly dim, they're just too pale-pink-n:ice
aboat the whole thing, You may protest that Springer's not copying history,
and that Isle is meant $o have a small chivalric Ar¥hmrian court,...well, for
those whe!ve fargotten Malozy, If you want a catalogue of murder, rape, in- °
trigue, aBduction, theft, infanticide, incest,; sorcery and plain bIoady'-m:tnded
btutchery, then you need search no further than Morte dtArthur, Nat that it .
doesn't have courage and godliness and the rest, but they stand out by virtue
of their scarcity, and are all the more valuable because af it, There!s '
ane Sir Galahad, and Springer might remember that one's emough before she
start shipping them into Isle im cartloads,

Axothier carry-over from The Silwver Sunr is the attiwde towarda the ordine
ary people of Isle, They're all yeomer goad and truey straight out of Robin;
Hoad, but only in American fantasy dees it happen that way, with no intimation
of what kind of sapport the peasantry has for the monarchy, (Two kinds:
firstly, when the king is the absolute powery you'd better raise a cheer when
he passes unless you want to Iose your head; and, secondly, the post-restorat-
ion or figurehead phase, when the king provides pageantry and an opportunity
to dwell fondly on past royal glory,) Springer shows nothing of the subtlety
of the ruler-and-ruled relationship, oven when she comes to the war against
the invaders of Isles, .

~ Another fzult Iies in the motiwatian, The villain masterminding the’ in-
vasion lIs todally Inoomsistent: on one page he's an evil sarcerer who moves
people around like chess~pieces, gaining satisfaction from the game, and so
nat required to do things the easy (efficient) way; but next he's revealed as
an old enemy with & long~standing grudge, driven by hatred and a desire for
revenge —-- not the type to be sorcerer—as-gfmeplayer, The "memace" to Isle is
pathetic anyway, and illogival; I've seen better plots in a cemetery, Here's
a sorcerer who: can transfer his soul to other bodies and control people at
great distances by possession of some object they own - so why didn't he
transfeyr himself Intc a castle sexrvant, collect that week's laundry, and Iure
the entire nobility of Iale board ship and out tc sea, preferably Into the
path of a hurricane? Trevyn carries the solution tc the invasion problem
around with him for half the bock before it occurs to him to do anything,
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Tolkien!s influence is as strong in this bock as in The Silver Sunr and
The White Hart, (King Alan is Aragorn, right down to the green elfstone,) In
The Sable Moar, Springer makes the mistake of taking us to her land-beyond-
Barth, Elwestrand, something Tolkien had the sense not to do with Numinor,
Elwestrand 1s a place where thoughts and dreams become physical reality —- not
something guaranteed to make 1t a paradiee, but apparently only the best
people get to go there, these with no pecullar fantasies or nightmares elut
tering up thedfr subeonscious minds, Elwestrand is beyond the sunset —— liter=-
ally: Trevyn witnesaes the sunr sinking into the sea, hissing Iike a defumct
kettleo e ' '

Happenstance and calncidence send the plot Iimping on towards the cIlimax,
where we discover that it was all "meant Yo happen", being planned that way by
the varicus awatars of the Mother-Goddess and the San~God, They, it seems,
hawve nothing better o do than play games with Isle and its inhabitants —— do
Springerts characters resent the fact that they'rz helpless pawns? I dom't
think they even notice, '

‘And yet it cauld have been a good book; they are touches that show as
muatt, The relationship between Travyn, cencelaed as g mute slave, and the
vigard Emrist and his sister Maeve., Hal'se leaving;, without any Inuman grief,
for Elwestrand, Gwern's death, Trevyn's son Dair, born as a wolf-cub, Most
of all, the return of magic to Isle =~ while mamy writems have dealt with the
decay of magic, enchantment leaving the Earth, few have written of it coming
baék to an arid land (the only example that comes to mind is Dunsany's saperb
The King Of Elfland's Daughter, But Springer misses her chance, as she missed
all her other chances to make The Sable Moon a good book, and it rermins a
hodge~podge of Tolkien and Celtic mytholagy, Given the loase ends left at the
end of ity and the fuss made over the series by the publishers, it won't mat-
ter 1f you miss this third book of Isle = there?ll be another one along in a
nirute,.

Pefter Marsh -~ THE SILICON CHIP BOOK (Abacus, 211pp, £2,50)
Reviewed by Dave Langford

This 18 another very average book on the "miorochip revolution", once again
operating on the wnspoken assumptions that (a) the reader knows nothing of
electronices and needs a child-sized does before they can begin to appreciate
the ecomamics of chips, and (b) no other popular books on the subject exist,
Thars the first sixty pages cover "obligatory" background, with the author
secming nat wholly at ease: "But these tiny bits of hardware will change our
1fves", "The movement of electrons from ome point to another produces the -
phenomenan of electriatty", "And this is exactly what electronic engineers,
cdlever peopls a8 they are, have done®, The second part of the bock, "Applic-
ations", is oonsiderably better, with lots of figures and knowledgeable com~
ment about the microelectronies boom, chip=enhancement of practically severy-
thing, computerised homes, advanced industrial robots, the communications ex~
vlogitm, uplift end optimism,... Only the Iast 50 pages, "Bonsequences", mave
inté the areas promised by the blurb ("controversial analysis - social schisms
= will millifons of people soon be unemployed"): there's an "optimistic" scen-
ario yherein workers displaced by microelecironics ILive happily evexr after by
waiting hand and foot on the ultra~wealthy computer engineers who actually rum
the automated factowries; there are mumerous opinions om who's going %o be out
of work; a page or two fs devoted 1o each of four possikle futures enwisaged
by the authar, A finel, doomy note concerns the evem greater potential mini-
atwrisation of clmeuitry (incidentally ignowing the fact that when you're down
to semiiconductor pathways only 50 atoms wide, as cited, the essential Impurity
atoms tend to diffuse clean out of the material, maeking the device a bit short
Ifved): "People could harness such chips, which, by now, would be as intelli-
gent as several Einsteins,,.to wage war or bring about &remendous social dis-
cord". Oh dear.ess This is a lightwsight, bitty and almost excessiwely “"pop-
wlar® treatment, strongest on the econmomics of micwochips (Marsh is Industry
Editor of New Sciemtfst), but never really imterestingly written, Better if
het'd dropped the all-enceompussing approach (who hasn't read some Kiddfes! ver-
sion of How Computers Work?) and tackled his strong subjects in more depth,
As It is, the book's overpriced,
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