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Volume 6 jumber 2 —- a BSTA publication edited by Joseph *icholas (at the by
now familiar address of 22 Denbigh Street, Pimlico, London SU1V 2R, United

Y'n@domﬁ, this issue containing veviews bY....well, I have material on hand

from practically everyone who's ever written for Inferno, so I'll be souecez-
ing in as reny diiferent nares as T can. ™Mhe contents are copyrisht 1982 by
The ISP4 Ltd on behell of the original contributors, to wion 11l rights are

hereby returned,

LLO0D 0 M NACKS == Joscoh "icholas

Once more into the breach, and once more T fina nysell on the versge of voic-
ing ny tediously fariliar refrain about ¥ & S —= but gince you'wre nrobably
38 bored with it as I vyself, I won't, ior will I simﬁTy nicl: out wiat I
thin“ are the best stories of the past four nonths!' issuves {July - October
1982, since there are so few of ther that this column would bhe over alnost
ooxor° it had besun —-- never nind failing to demonsirate just why those
stories desexve such an accolade., Vhat T & invending to do, and which I
think will prove ruch nore interesting, is to melle divect cormparisons bet-
wveen some of the storieg on offer with the aili, of exposiang one of the reas-
ons for that aforesaid wiy: including, because it's parily by comparison
with what is bad the% ve arrvive ot an estination of “_,t is pood, why sone
stories are the failures they are.

1 say ‘“some of the stories’ becuuse I clearly haven'!t the space or the
staninal} to discuss than all {a total of thirty-seven, just for the recoxrd)
and I freely admnit that ny selection owes as rwch to newsonal itoste as to a
desire to reveal the vwhy = never nind the fact that T'11 be anvroaching
them fron a persnecctive that may seen arbitrary but is nevertheless of nore-
mount importance to our appreciation of mood literature. that I wish to
sranple with, in other words, is the matter of style -~ a horribly nebulous
concent, to be sure, since the essence of good style is that it should not
draw undue attention to itseli and shouvld certainly not doriinzte to the exe
clusion of all else, Yet without ;j0od style there is potnlnb, for a wor': of
fiction cannot possibly 7"live” ii the author's choice of words is clunsy ox
infelicitous, if they do not evo.e the necessary iiages and feelings in the
riind of tne reade“. Its useless to clair {as S readers are depressingly
prone to} that the author's ideas {or characters, oxr vhotever) can cover for
this lack, for isn't it obvious that thelr inpact denends intinately on the
words chosen to express thea, and that the less well they are described the
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less menarable-they.uill_ Dbe? (¥ever n:ind the linguistic~structurclist doc-
trine that ideas cannot he separcted irom the ideas that contain thenm,.and
that what you have to say influences the way you say it {cnd vice versa)ees)

On this basis, then, Larry Piven's "The Lion In ’is Atvic® {July) and
Glen Cookt's ‘Raker" {Auﬁust)'are simnly terrible, he i'iven is another in
his “the magic goes awvayi series, concerning a quest for a nagical jewel in
the deeps of a sunken castle whose upner stories, projectiag above the
wvaves, have been turned into a restnurant (God help us, but can you think: of
anything nore unlikely” :; the Cook is set in his "Dread Emsire" universe,
and concerns a rercenary company's atte vts to track down and capture the
epnyrous rebel; and both have in common, apart fron their casts of thousends
and hither-thither plotting, a style one would noxmally expect to encounter
only in the pages of the gutter tabloids --= short, punchy sentences with
short, punchy words arranged in short, nunchy paragraphs that gallop past
faster than the eye can traclk themi breathless, superficial and siznalling
over and over again that the authors have absolutely no mental picture of
what they're attenmpting to ceseribe., Heret's Jiven, for exaaple (his charace
ters have just entered the dining room): ' :

i"Mhe man who had called was trenendous, The huge nlatier before him

bore an entire swordfish filet, Jurily stared in what might have been

ave or admiration, 'erle, by all reanst! And can you be persunded to

join us?! o

1T would be delishted.' Rordray escorted them to the huje ants
table and seated them, 'The swordfdish is £00d !

"the swordfish is wonderful!?! “ierle boomad, Te'd made anazing pro-
gress with the half-swordfish while they were approaching, 'It's baked
with anricots and slivered nuts and...something else, I cantt tell,
Rordray”! '

“tPhe nuts are soalked in a ligqueur called brosa, from Rynildissen,
and dried in the oven.'" (p.144)

Bvocative stuff, eh? You're told exactly how big ‘erle is, how tasty the
£ood is..eare you hell:; apart frow his gluttony, you Lnow as little about
either as you did at the beginning —«~ never mind i'iven'tc being so detached
from his characters that he can't be bothered to work out exactly which
emotion underlies Durily's stare, EFut here's Cook {his opening paragraphs,
in fact):

"The wind tumbled and dburibled and howled around leysirilit. Arctic imps

gizgled and blew their frigid breath through chinits in the wells of my

quarters, 'y lanpli ht flickered and danced, brrely survivinz, Vhen
ny fingers stiffened, I folded them round the flame and let them toast,

Mhe wind was a hard blow out of the north, gritty with powder snov,
A foot had fellen during the niiht. ifore was coming, It would bring
more misery with it, T pitied 7lno and his gang. 7They vere out rebel
hunting, , .

Mieystrict Portress, Pearl of the Galient defences, Frozen in win-
ter, Swanpy in spring. An oven in sumner, “hite Rose prophets and
rebel mainforcers ere the lecst of our troubles,” (p.9:)

All I get from that is a sense that the autiior is stww:;ling to describe
sonething he's never seen and honing that the repetition of certain key
vords —- wind, cold, snow -- will serve to get his meaning across; but it
coesn?'t, and his sudden change of subject is an open adnission that he reale
ises as much, , ' '

(A more detailed corparison of these tvo stories, inci‘entally, reveals
that vhereas iven has sufficient control of his story to let each item of
informnation out as and when he needs it, Cook has noae vhatsoever: informat-
ion spills out at randorn, a2 blitz of nauies and places so confused that one
spends the first half of the story tryiag to sort out where one is, who and
vhat the 1ercenaries and the rebels are, viyy they're doing what they do...by
which time most of the nlot has gone Ly and one has to weturn to the bvegin-
ning and start reading all over again.)

I have a theory that the prevalence of this sort of journalese in S
owes less to the bad habits fostered by the incestuousness of the shetto
than to the supposed pre-eminence {in the pulp=derived imerican nodel, any-—
vay,; of ideas == i,e.,, everything has been subordinated to the task of get-
ting the ideas across to the reader in as clear and as unambiguous a manner



as. posisibley with the wesult that we not only don't et three-dimensional
characters and properly regilsed backsrounds but we also don't pet the sort
of richly atmospheric prose without which these things cannot come to be:
the language is so plein and unadomied and {in comseguence) the story so
lacking in denth and texture that therets nothl‘" about it which draws us
back to re-read it., ut, whether this theory be risht or wrong, there's no
excuse at all for this sort of wrifings it is glidb, lazy and thoroughly de-
testaolc.

30 inprove your style and everything will be roses, eh? o, mot in the
least, becauvse style alone is worthless: you rust have sonething {(no matter
how cliched) to say, and a good (bad?) exmple of a story in vhich style has
been allowed to dominzte to the exclusion of all else is Avram Davidson's
any Bhumbo Singh™ (October), Davidson has always been a self-indulgent
vriter, playing vith vords simply for the sake of it, but his natural wit
usually has ensugh cointrol of him to shape the words into a coherent whole,
a story with a theme and a plot: but in this story the words just run avay
with him, and the result is an obscure, i.penetrable mess, Here's a sanple:

"A slight shiver passes throuzh Dr (he has neither right nor title to

this title, Lut who would dare deny it him? The AA? The last platforn

which they could have occupied together even in combat was also occup-
ied by Albertus liagnus,) passes throush Dr Thumbo S,'s filthy, maugre
frame, Vis tonzsue protruces, {It is truc that he can, vhen moved to do
so, touch with it the tip of his rather retrousse r0se; if it is also
true that he can -- aind does —= catch flies with it 1like a2 toad or
chameleon, I'r Underhand has not found the matter mect communicating to
me. Y Eis tongue withdraws, 'In short, :ost valued custoier, what is now

requi81te is a smell wvhich will drive men mad.'" (p.43)

In isolation, this paragraph might scem but a minor aberration, not wholly
opaque -~- the first parenthesis conpletely disrupts the senitence in which it
appeers, and Davidson'!s use of '"maugre® is quite incorrect «~ but similar
paracraphs crop up throumghout the story, Almost every paragranh, in faet,
is written in the sare laoboured, over-ornate manner, ancd vhile one might
charitably suggest that the piece should be read again in order that its
most imortant words (the "narrative words¥, if you lilie) can be brousht
out, such charity will not be rewardeds the themne is non-existent and the
plot so slender that #o inspect Lt &t elose rmnge wlll causs: i¢ o mneit avay
entirely, There is nothing to it, in short: nothing to which the words are
seeking to give body, 1o inages or feelings they are striving to evoke, and
the inescapable inpression with which I'm left is thot Davidson, knowing it,
is trying to cover for it by sheer weisht of words. ’

It's o relief, then, to turn to someone w10 does understand the probvlen
of styley, who linows how to use —rords in such a way that they will convey the
exact innges he wants with the detail he needs: Brian Aldiss, who's experi-
rmented with many different styles throughout his career, "Door Slans In
Fourth World" (October) is another in his "%odiacal Planets" series, laid in
a future in which Vestern capitalism has riore or less collapsed its surviv-—
ors eke out a living in the artificial habitazts orbiting the Marth, ond
Chinese Communists doninate everyuvhere else, You can't get much riore bive
arre than that, cad this story —- concerned with the doings of brash Amerie
can tourists in a lurope (“the Fourth Yorld") devastcted by war with the
Arabs and under reconsiiuction by the Chinese ~- plays it for all it's
worth, with Aldissts typical relish for the secedy and decayed well to the
fore, IHere's sanple:

"They carnte to a kiosk labelled Ii0R/ATION, A Chinese attendant direct-

ed then to a cab ran':, Obedienily, they traversed hot tarmac to where

a thin line of people stood, ew1tt1r the squori:ing noise corwion to

tourists viositing less favoured paoxis of the world, '

"Battered /s with biogas envelopes lashed to their roofs drew up
and bore the travellers awsy., Azuranian snd the Meningways climbed ine
to a vehicle with a German driver, HB*BtDwed their luggage in ths boat,
Beside the steering wheel on the dash was his photosraph, with a notice
assuring passei:gers in the four intex auulonal lan;mages that he was a
rorally irreproachable person.' {p,120}

You can't help liking prose like that, not least because it's such an accur-
ate rendition of the way things would bees Iutseealthouzh I said that Aldiss



plays it for 211 it's worth, he does so only with rezard to the background
and the mood his description of it evokes, since the actual story, the plot,
exists independently of it. This concerns the half-hearted quest of a
neurotic Merican wonan for escape from her marital problens and her fanily
responsibilities vizs dreary sexual edventuces with others (by Horilyn French
out of FErica Jonsg, or thereabouts); a iiodern American preoccupation, to be
sure, and one that Aldiss was perhaps attempting to satirise, but if so he
doesn't succeed, precisely because his style is so unsuited to it, 1Indeed,
the style in question (as displayed in the above quote) evaporates almost
entirely around the fifth or sixth page, leaving us with nothing but bare,
colourless description and an unreverding pleod to the all-~too-protracted
finish,

Another writer vho understand the uses of style is J, G. 3allard, wvhose
niiyths Of The lear Puture" (October) is part of a loose triloyy of stories
with sinilar themes and settings (the other two are "iews From The Sun¥ and
miemories Of The Space Age", the latter of which is sirangely absent fron
his new collection), The thcnes are the breakdown, in various ways, of our
percention of the flow of time and the setiings are the obandoned (soinetines
overyrown, sonctimes surrounded by desert) launch pads of Cape Xeanedy. An
explanation for the brealidoym =~ that man, by penetrating beyvond the atros-
phere, disturbed a cosmological principle and brou;ht time to a helt —— was
advanced in :ews IFrom The Sun’, but not in the other two; but this doesntt
natter very rnuch, since Bzllard is concerned less with providing a plausible
rationale for his ideas than with apiercing exanivation of what they ac~
tually mean, what vistas of the imagination they open up. The protagonist
here is Sheppard, searching for an ex-wife he's been told is dead bdut :hon
he belicves still lives because, he thinks, there's no real past or future:
everything that has been and will be coexists at one and the sane instant,
and it's not so much that the flow of time has stopped as that we're begine
ning to break throuzh to a supreme, timeless moment in vhich we will live
forever, Oupposing him is ilartinsen, the nan who last sav his ex-wife alive,
~nd who is seeking to rcfuse this rext evolutionary step by devoting hinself
to the reconquest of the air, hoping ithat the (supposedly) liberatory power
of flight will cut him frce fron both space and time., IIere's an extract:

"At dawn Sheppard fell csleep, only to be woken two hours later by o

sudden shift of lisht in the darkered bedroom, A miniature eclipse of

the sun was taking place. The lisht flickered, trembling azainst the
window, ILying on the bed, Shenpard sav the profile of a woment's face
end plured hair projected on¥o the nlestic blinds, ‘

"Bracing hinself{ against the ealer norning sunli hit, and any unnleas-
ant phobiec rush, Sieppard eased the blinds apart, 'two hundred feet
away, suspended above the cabins on the far side of the swimnming pool,
a large nan-carrying lzite hun;; in the air, The painted fisure of a
winged woman was silhouetted azainst the sun's disc, arms outstretched
across the canvas panels, Her shadow tapped the plastic blinds, only
inches from Sheppardt!s fingers, as if asking to be let into the safety
of the darkened becroomn, :

Wlas ‘jartinsen oflering hinm o 1ift in this giant :ite? Dyes shielded
behind his heaviest sun;lasses, Sheppard left the cabin and nade his
vay around thie drzined pool, It was time now to make a modest challenge
to the sun, The kite hung above hin, flapping faintly, its silver wire
disappearing behind a boat house half a nile along the beach,” (p.62)

such prose cannot be described =5 otizer than cool, restrained and straighi-
forvard, but it is preciscly because it is so cool, restrained and straight-
forwvard that the inages BDallard seecks to conjure np for us oome through so
stron;sly —-- derangcd, fantasiic irngoes, to be sure, yet the clinical exact-
ness of their descrintion, o literal transcription of vhat Ballard sees in
his own niind, is vhat gjives ther: body, malies them reel, As, of course, it
does with all the irages that oceur and recur in his fiction: the inages to
be conveyed prescribe the lanjuage in which they are to be described, and
the language inforrs and crystallises the inage, The two are one, and the
result is vriting of a kind that you savour as you read and return to agsain
and again,

(Wext issue, Andy Hobbe will be looking ab fAnzlog and Iscac Asimov's,)




Sauuel R, Delany = mq" BATL2Y) OF A—2 B JEVSLS OF APTOR, Till BIVSTEIN
CPURSTICTION and B bﬁL-17AiTantaml>115ppL,1o6pp, 147pp
and 103pp respectively, #2,50 each)
Reviewed by Judith Hanna

Delany is one of SP's uajor talents, The Ballad Of Beta~2 one of his minor,
early works, Those interested in the development of Delany's writing vill
find in it a nuaber of the themes doninent in his later noveds, where they
are explored with rmuch greater subtlety and skill, Unlike any other Delany
novel, this one sticks to its plot; and this, I suspect, is what weishs it
down, for the keynote to Delany's individual voice is the liberties he takes
with his plots, imnrovising around them as if they were Jazz melodies, weav-
ing complex choxrds upon the themes cf mmyth and history, langvage and mean=
ing, social freedonm and confommity, The art is in the combination of these
notes, but in The Ballad Of Beta=2 that falls flat, The resulting novel
lies on the readable sice of didactic, an undistinguished bool: wvhose re-
printing is justified by the stature its euthor later achieved,

The Jewels 0f aptor was actually Delany's first worlk of SP, first pub-
lished in 1962, when he was 20; The Binstein Intersection was first publishe
ed five years leter, Doth are'ambitious explorations of myth and of how "in
myths things always turn into their opnosites” and both show signs of a debt
to Robert Gravests The ''hite Goddessy but The Jewels Of Aptor, tiwough read-
able enough, is perhaps nore interesting as a precursor of The Ninstein
Intersection than for its own sake,

The Jewels- Of Aptor is about & voyage froa one, knowm, island, lLeptar,
to another, mystorious island, Aptor, which is said to be the home of the
evil god Hama; a poet, a thief and a stronyg ran are sent by Argo Incarnate,
the White Goddess, to steal from lama a powerful, "magic? Jewel and her kid-
nanped daughter (who is also Argo Incarnate) Such are the bones of the
story; that so much of the rest can be discarded as winecessary to the plot
is a measure of how little Delany succeeded in integrating sulitle minor
themes with itis core, The outcome of the tuest is neither clezsr-cut success
nor failure; by pvlaying arvound with the epic=blockbuster structural opposit~-
ion between Good and Bvil —-- personiiied by the white, female Argo and the
dark, male Homa -- Delany makes the yin/yang point that each term of the op-
position is dependent on the other to define it and give it meaning.

I can conceive of no way to adequstely surmarise The sinstein Intere
sections every incident contributes some sisnificance to the whole, One can
point out that it contains elemenits of various myths; the legend ©f Orpheus,
for one, who almost menaged to rescue his beloved from death -~ central to
this myrth is vhat Graves poses as the fundamental question a poet must
tackle, '"Vhat survives of the beloved after death”" or, posed structuraliste-
ically, “How does love (huian subjectivity) mediate between life and death?"
Like Orpneus, Lo Lobey, the musiciocn, tries to get his Priza back from iid
Death, Another legend is that of Christ, the crucified son of the Virgin —
or is Greeneye, the one-cyed, more like two iorse gods, the one~eyed 0din,
hung upon the ‘orld-Tree, '"myself sacrificed to uyself', to gain knowvledge,
and Baldr the beloved killed accidentally by his dark twin 7odr at the in-~
stigation of T.oki the traitor just as Tobey, set up by Spider, kills
Creencye, A third legend is that of the Virgin herseif, who is also
iphrodite, Ilelen of Troy and larilyn !onroe, the enbodiment of desire, and
vho, as Dove, is not just "all things to 2ll men" but a hermaphrodite, "all
things to all”, Iourthly and finally, there's the legend of Theseus who,
like Lobey, penetrated the labyrinth to kill a ran-=bull, One might liken

he novel itself to a labyrinths PHAEBRY, the computer in whose cave Lobey
kills the bull, says "I suppose you have to exhaust the old mazes before you
move on to new ones"; bLut Delany shows, in The Einstein Intersection, that
the "old mazes" are far from exhausted, for by recombination of the old
archetypal clements he produces new and just as intrisuing mazes. Project
the o0ld ryths into a far-flung future, posit a race of %psychic manifestat-
ions, rulti-scxed and incorporesl, trying to put on the ¥A¥in; mask of
hunanity", linked to huianity only by their obsession with retreading our
old riaze as thesc nyths define it for then «= "Ye!ve had quite a tine assun-
ing the rationale of this world, The irrational presenis quite as :nuch of a
probler:, says La Dirc., Delany is showing us a "reality" which is a new




prineval chaos, throuzh which nyth, lilic Ariadnets threcad, unravels a frage
gile negotiable order, an order nct inherent in the chaos of reality but a
product of the process of huran perception,

In The Jewels Of Aptor, »yth is shown as a structure of opnosites which
define and depend on each otherj; in The Zinstein Intersection, Delany is
concerned not with nyth as an object but gs a creative process of the hunan
psyche, ‘Yhereas The Jowels Of Aptor is a vork of fantasy conforming to the
stereotypes of the genre, The Iinstcin Intersection is as ruch a work about
fantasy, in which Delany explores the crchetypal rythic patierns which pro=-
vide the roois of fantasy; by thus reflexively exanining the materials of
which it is built, The Zinstein Intersection brecks through the conventional
linitations of genre fantasy.

Babel-17 is ecually as conplex, perhaps more so, On one level, it's a
space opera - Captein Rydra 'on; rathers together an inprobably but convine-
cing:ly gaudy crew to sail her spaceship, the Rimbeud, into the midst of an
interstellar war between Alliance and Invarder to track down a saboteury and
this space opera setting invites comporison with the later lova, not only
becouse both arc snace voyages but because the eentral charactcr of Hova,
¥achin, is a novelist absorbed in the relationship between history, story
and nyth, while Rydra ‘ionz is a poet who finds herself balancing on the nex-
us between lozgic and subjectivity as two ovposed commonents of thought em-
bodied in lanzuage, ©Om another level, Babel=17 is a rystery story, a de-~
cipherment set-up like Poc's "The Goldbug' or Conan Doylets %The Dencing
Men', but the answer is no nmechanical substitution codec and the saboteur to
whose discovery the baffling langunze Babel=17 serves as clue is no sinple
villain, Bebel=17 itself turns out to be a weapon, 2o lengucge of pure and
precise logic, its syntactic and scrantic system so constructed that accept-
ance of its structure allows the language itself to take over and eliminate
- the personality «- a rather far-fetched hypothesis which stretches to the
limits of reason the Sanir-horf hiypothesis that the forms of a lansuage
constrain the thowshts expressible in it, but nonetihieless an iimensely subt-
ler exploration of same thkan, Tor instsnce, Vence's voodenly heavy-handed
The Lenguagzes 0f Pro, To sonme extent, Babel=17 is both the villain and the
saboteur --- lznsuage not only as tool but also as antagonist, On yet anoth-
er level, though «- and since this is the level which dominntes the book's
ending, perhaps this is the level which Delany intended as its dominant
thene == itf's an exploration of the reciprocity of the opposcd roles of Hero
and Villain, of their syrmectry and inescapable interdependence as the two
poles of a dichotoiny which, like the rcflexivity betwecsn »iI" and Yyou", is
an artifect of the viewer's perspective, So you could read Babel=17 os a
gaudy space opera with high=faluting interruptions mixed in with the action
and a rather weak ending which never does explain how the sahotge was ac—
tually done, or you could read the space opera as an ornate setting-up of a
aetaphysical conceit which Delany, having outlined, leaves teasingly blank,
Bither way, itt!s worth reading,

Prank Herbert —— DIRLCY DESCTWIT (New English Library, 186pp, £2.25)_
Reviewed by Brian Smith

I sunpose that nost writers have a skelcton in their cupboard, something
published early in their career which causes them to wzlke up screaning in
the dead of night, This is Herbert's skeleton, clattering into the light of
day in a large format, illustrated edition, vhat Direct Descent descends
directly from is "Pack Rat Planet’, a short stiry which appearcd in
Astounding in 1954, and is presurnably one of the two "parts" which conprise
this present volune, These parts arc independent (albeit loosely linked)
stories, set in thc Galactic Library, an institution which occunics the
whole of Barth some millenia hence, (Precisely how many is open to quest-
ion, since an 81st century library which is both 8000 yecars old and descen=-
ded from the Library of Congress would seem to be vagucly at odds with hise-
tory.) 1In both parts, the Galactic Library finds itself threcatened by the
government of the day, first by a censor and then by the truly dreadful men—
ace of government accountants, BReins an academic establishnent, both prac-~
tically and censtitutionally unable to fight, the Library is obliged to turn
to subtlety and intrigue in orxrder to defend itself,




Throuziiout his carcer, Herbert has been a novelist, He has never been
a prolific (or, for that natter, good) writer of short stories. fnd, during
the 19508, some of his short fiction was, shall we say, written under 2
gsingle specific influvence, - Flavour of the day here is Foundation, quite
blatantly so, Galactic empires with nenaeing envoys, devious elder states—
men following obscure naster plans, idealistic younz heroes up against it =
this one has them all, /nd perfectly tedious they are too, cven if a warncd
over Asimov plot peopled %y warned-ever Asinov cardboard did rather stack
the odds that way.

A word or two here in Herbert's defence; I gather that he intended to
overhlaul Direct Descent before publicatioan but found that his hands were
tied by the fact that he had signed the rishts away., In that case, hc has
1y deepest sympathy, since having his name attached to this Dook will do his
reputation no good at all, rpart from being totally negligible by any cone
ceivable literary critcrion, it is also the -orst rip~off to come ny way in
a very long tine, Consider: two short stories, in a large »rint on a snall
page (ignoring the generously wide irargins ), and psdded out with 69 redun-
dant Dblack and white drawings, It took me about 45 minutes to read, and I'm
-afraid that 5p per ninute is nothing short of daylight robbery,.

I think that the rost positive ‘effect this book can have is in the form
of guidelines to budding authors, Ior examplc, do not copy Isaac Asinov,
and always read the snall print in your contract. And I was amused at the
way that the hcero of part 2 looks exactly like Paul i‘ewnan, There'!s a caneo
appearance by Trevor llovard at the end, too, Obviously, artist Garcia was
indulging in the time-honoured game of casting ‘the novie —— bLut the only
casting that Direcct Descent requires is off the end of a long pier, with a
brick tied to it,

Prederik Pohl (ed,) == I"00LA WIINIIRS FPOURTINA! (Bantah, 220pp, £2.95)
' Reviewed by Pascal Thamaes

Why have these (more or less) annual Febula Vinners volumes? They do of
course bring money into the STFV. coffers, dues which the union does not have
to ask from its nembers., But since youtre unlikely to Luy this book as a
fund~raiser, you'll want to know whatts in it for you,

Pirstyl, a bunch of stories which, with the exception of C, J.
Chexrryht's "Cassandra', figure prorinently in collections of their respective
authors! vorks -- which you'd do well to get if roufre interected in their
writings, (And I'n not talking about the excerpt from Dreansnaoke —- we need
excerpts fron novels lilie we need torn-off bits of Playboy centrefolds,)

' Ed Bryant and Charles Gront both offer us visions of future entertaines
nent vhich do not stray very fer frou what we know today -~ SI' versions of,
respectively, Janis Joplin and the classical stage theatre, . Like V/alter 1,
Miller: in "The NDarfsteller", more than 20 years ago, Grant laments the de=~
nise of live actors {(and does not convince me nuchj better to celebrate the
strug le of a roving theatre covpany than that of a 1¢th century circus, a
la Longyear, lut 8tilleee)e Bryant has done better in other stories, and
the Janis Joplin mythos has also been put to better use in iiichael
Swannwickt®s "The Feast O0f St Janis" —~ which also pregents a picture of 3
decaying USA close to that portrayed in Gene Volfets "Seven fmerican
Mights",

Pohl's positioning of that last piece at the end of the book, along
with Cherryht's "Cassandra" (a story which suggests she should drastically
reduce the length of her sagas for quality's sake), shows where the editorts
preferences lie == and have me thinking that a ruch better anthology series
would be the }’ebula Losers, For one thing, it would reduce the overlap with
the Dest O0f The Year volumes, Anyway, the luckless Wolfe novella is probab—
ly the best thing in the book -- 2s usual, Wolfe plays with modes of story-
telling (tipping his hat here to llontesquieu's Les Lettres Persanes), and
tgubtle? is the word that best deseribes his writing,

We all know that Wolfe lost that year to John Varley!s “The Persistence
Of Vision", and if Jospph liicholas were writing this now would be the time
for the slaughter of Varley to the gods of liecaningful Prose, ut, re-read-
ing the story four years later, I still sece no reason to condeem it, It has
a questionable netaphysical ending, but after hundreds of writers have




striven to depict societics of superhumans Varleéy manages to describe a
truly different culture by assuming a handicap ~- and shows perception for
their plight while resisting the lure of the 0ld Hippie syndrome,

But the question here is of the usefulness of the collection, The fact
is that all these stories could be found in the Best Of The Year volumes a
few years ago, and publicising the mvard has already been done (and overw
done) by the publishers, So we're left with a hrndful of articles, not all
of which make their first cppearance here, Leaving aside Pohl!s dispensible
introduction, we get Asimov descending to Foskowitzian levels in his romine-
iscences of 1938, Sprague de Camp taking easy potshoits =zt astrolozy, UIOs
and gurus, and Spinrad promising SF writers that they can be the new gurus,
I don't really seec Spinrad stepping into I, Ron Hubbard's shoes, but then
the last words of his picce ("a sense of humour") probably reveal a lot
about the whole: thing,

So there it is: fairly good stories packaged into a useless volume,

Jack Vance = THE BOOK OF DREAMS (Coronet, 240pp, £1e25)
Reviewed by Jinm England

At his best, Jack Vance writes space opera at almost its best, Ilets becn
writing for a2 long time and, unlike mony other writers, has improved over
that period, He specialises in a light=hearted or humourless approach to
vhat might be called "xenology"s meaning the study of extraterrestrial
societies and their customs, It is such a relief to come to his writing,
after that of so many inferior writers, that it is tempting to say only:
here is a craftsman who can be relied unon to provide entertaining, well-
written space opera, freec of grammatical errors and gruesome violence,

The Book Of hHreams is good, wholesome, escapist, entecratinment, It is
the fifth and final novel in the "Demon Princes" series (following The Face,
revieved by Simon Ounsley in Vector 103), It begins with great verve and I
found it hard to put down until about hulfway through, when the evil fifth
prince has managed to slip through i{irth Gersen's fingers, (thus having to be
trapped all over again), and in consequence flags a little, But it livens
up again towards the end, ond climaxes excitingly, without gore. And, have
ing chased the five princes (who killed his parents) throu;rh five volumes

and seen them off, the hero may (as Vance hints) come to see the futility of
2 life dedicated to revenge -~ he is a millionaire, after all, owming three
spaceships and being attiractive to beautiful women, and should be able to
find better ways of spending his tinme,

The trouble with space opera, even vhen it is vell-written and avoids
the sex~and-violence option, is that it is not "serious” and does not take
its xenology seriously, 7The imaginary societies Vance describes are not
radically different from thosc of present-day Americe, particularly of the
"anything goes" San Prencisco liay arez where he lives (and where I lived for
a year). There is the scme rootlessness and cosmopolitanism (apart from
humourously described rustic backwaters), the same set of crank rcligions,
the same materialism, cnobbery and status~consciousness, a tendency for
people to be manipulative of other people, traffic in exotic foreign pro-
duce, crime, bribery, and corruption, The city of Pontefract, "notable
mainly for its incessant mist', with its many-coloured houses, crookad
streets, cnd restaurants beside Dottleglass Bay, is San Francisco, Every
planet Gersen visits is, in some way, reminiscent of amcrica, with its come
panies and corporations, banls and hotels, skyserapcrs and ncwspepers, "law
enforcement agencies” and something like the Mafia —= oven schools with
graduating classcs and sophomores tauiht by professors, How clse could
soclictices be orgnnisedy Vance scems to be asking

But he hes no axe to grindg he just wants to enjoy himself and entere
tain others with his writing, He likes to invent amusing names for people,
places and things (cuch as the villain's pseudonyms: Pred Framp, Kyril
Xyster, Silas Sparkhammer, Wilton Freebus), to describe the colours and
smells of places, how people dress and how their rooms are furnished, His
most armising sconces often involve strange ways of spealkingg this, for ine
stance: "Bah! Tonisht we throw a blanlet over theology, as we night cover a
cantankerous parrot, Let us rejoicel"” (pe159)e

1y semtiments extactly., Long may such light~hearted stufi continue,




HMichacl Shaara — SOLDI R 10Y (Tlmescanq, 255pp, #2.50)
Reviewed by Chris Bailey

T would have Anown nothing about Hichael Shaara had not Algis Budrys review-
ed this story collection in the May 1982 P & P & SFe Shaara is not nentioned in
. the -I7icholla Encyclopaedia, but Dudrys accords him a good deal of respect:
"Few. now remenber Shaara, except as footnote, in the field vhere once He -
comnanded 31gnificant attention over a longish term from the top publicate
ions of their day. It was felt then, by people with docuncented good. Judge-
ment, that readers would.consider this high-quality worky,

So =~ a man of talent unjustly neglected? A man of some talents, yes,
but the neslect is understandable and one wonders what prompte? the author
and publisher (unless it be rumours of a forthcoming novel) to rclease this
anthology now == the stories, for the most part, first appeared in the early
fiftics «= because many of them have a terrivly dated feel, Certainly,
Shaars?s range is impressive, this volume encompassing stories of time para-
dox, robot intelligence, discovering-ncw-planet-and=-zctiing-nasty-surprise,
political comment, man's evolution, and more besides, Iut, competently
drafted as they are, they hold few surprises —- the trduble.being that these.
are stories that are meant to hold surprises, Take his first published
story, "All The Vay Dack" (1951). It is a zood example of its kind, which
is Clarkeian man striving for the stars/cestined for greater things mode,
We're told that mant's ancestors reached and conquered the stars long ago and
that their agzression forced other races to band together in an attemnt to
exterminate them, but after a mere 30,000 ycars man is back again and this
time he ‘really means business, This field has been bled thoroughly, and
vhile a well-constrvated story is timeless there are other and better
examples from the fortics and fifties that will represent it to posterity,

As I said, a good stoxy should never die, but I think there is another
reason for Shaara's neglect: hig outlook on lifec as given in these storics
is unlikely to find symoatny with today's reader, In Heningray's phrase,
therc is a lot of "workin; the fat off the soul® -~ and this refcrence to
Heningway is not a carelcss one, for Shaars is of the school which believes
that straightforward writing equals clean thinking, Theret's even a boxing
story to point you in the right direction, The best adjective that I can
find to describe Shaarat's philosophy is the tired one of "macho", and while
he never actually says that a ments go#ta do what a mants getta do, he comes
close: "Sooner orx later a man must do a thing which justifies his life, or
the life is not worth living", An extract from 'Thé'Bookﬂ gives a good
measure of the mentelity of the Shaara heros :

"Je's been farther and seen more than any man you will ever meet. I

wvent no cracks and no pity for that man. Decsuse, listen, boy,. sooner-

or later the same thing will happen to you, Vhy? Jecause it's too big
eeeitts 2ll just too darmn big. Space is never so big that it can't yget
bigger., If you fly long enough, it will finally get too big to make any
scnse, and you'll start thinking, You'll start thinking that it doesn't
make scense,’
Straisht up, These are sitrong, silent men, and Thoughts don't come easily
to them, And are to be lingered over when they dos "The ship vas good to
feel around him, dark and throbling like a living womb, Just likc a womb, he
thought, It's a lot like a womb,” Inarticulacy is the hallmark of the
Shaara hero, and I don't believe that this sort of charecicr is credible any
longer-

Soldier Boy will intcrest S historians and those who like thoir store
ies straightforwardly crafted in unflovery, if frecuenily banzal, languege
with the bonus of a jood, clear point at the cnd, but zlthough I dontt look
for a happy endin; and Chaara isn't prone to provide one, the lingering
aftertaste of this book is a strangzcly bitter onec. ten will rail against a
universe they don't understand and which they thercfore interpret as cruel
and capricious, sceing their only course as to %ake lifets punches om the
Jaws adninin “their resolutiou, ome d&cpllorcs thelr refagal to comprehend,

Fredric Brown - HONEYMOON IN HELL (Bantem, 151pp, g2 25)
' ' Revicwed by Joseph licholas

The trouble with Fredric Drown's short stories is that they show their age:



even if the copyright information had becn left out, the batch collected
here would be of ezsily identifiable fortiecs and fifties vintage, 'his is
due as much to their jokey, confident style and the social attitudes reveal-
ed thereby as to their themes: spaceshins and gliens predominate, usually in
stories whose endings are intended as surprises but whose plots are so lack-
ing in substance that they can be seon coming secveral paragraphs away. The
stories also lack substance in texms of their length; noany are vignettes of
only a page or so, forgotten the moment theytre reacd, Of the longer stor—
ies, only "Arena® remoins in my memory, but more hecause of the distasteful~
ness of its xXenophobia than anything clse; the rest have nothing to commend
them either way (except perhaps the tedious male chauvinism of the title
story, which is otherwise downright silly). £11 in all, this one is for
completists only, :

Jack Chalker —— IMILNS AT TUE WELL OF SOULS (Penguin, 335pp, 21,95)
Reviewved by Sue Thomason

Okay folks: here to whet your appetite is & really neat pirce of deathless
prose, You'll love this: _

"lew Pompeii was a large asteroid, a little over four thousand kilo-

" metres at its ecuator. {{Radius? Circumfercnce? Diameter?)) It was one
of those few small bits that inliabit all solat systems that deserved to
be called a planctoid; it was fairly roun, rounder than most planets
((and that's pretty round, I can tell you == I'm assuming that he
means ‘'spherical’, incidentally, as my O%D says that "round® is usually
used to mean "circular!, i.c., two-dimensional)), and its core was nade
up of particulorly dense material, giving it o gravity of .7G when
balanced against iis amnle centrifugal force. The effect took o little
getting used to ({no, no, I*m used to gravity)), and people tenced to
do things faster and feel tremendous {{just like this was written?)),.”

There are two ways of writing yourseclf out of the problem of describing an
alien environment —- one is to simply detail what can be secvn, heard and
felt with no explanations, asking the reader to take it on trust that the
place is like that, osnd the other is to explain in preccise, scientific de-
tail why something is as it is, thus creating an air of authenticlty and
drawing attention away from all the details that arentt explained, This
book seens to attempt both, and achieves neither,

The story opens with the testing of a computer called Obie who can in-
terfere with the structure of reality., Two scientists built it: one is an
Evil Scientist and the other is a liisguided Dupe (with adolesoeesnt daughter).
This computer can apparently turn anything into anything else. Grecnt, you
say, let's turn Ronald Reagen into ice cream, let's turn the Foon into green
cheese, let's have some fun, So they turn a girl into a centzur and back
- againg the Evil Scientist programs the Tlisguided Dupe's a~dolescent doughter
to fancy him ("code it tlove=slave nodet for future refoerence and stoxe in
aux onc"), and eventually they put horsest! tails on a lot of diplomats, At
this point the liaxkovions intcrvene, E

The Markovions are o venished master race who !mew the Secret of the
Universe, ie.cey how to fiddle with the reality principle. They built a
giant master computer to run the universc by storing its complete current
reality on cquation form, This computer lives In ita own space-time contin-
uun and is in fact the mysterious Well World, The Yell World computer de-
cides that Obie has been a bad Loy ond fiddled too rmuch with reality, so the
planetoid ew Pompeii (you renenber the planetoid? but how could you forget
it), bearing the Entire Cost, is extracted from rezlity-as=iwe=know=-it ond
placed into orbit around the 'Jell World,

ow you remenmber that these computers can change anything into anything
else? Good, Tecause the surface of the Vell Yorld is made up of hexagons
(the Markovians liked hexagons), each containing a life~form made by the
Well Vorld computer, As the cover blurd says, "countless biBarre ecologies,
locked in a desperate struggle for control of the universe', I dont't think
I can bear to day much more about the plot than this, except that (predicte-
ably) nmost of the nore important personnel gzt put through the computer and
turned into pixiesy e&lectric (oats, ninotours, ctc,, ctce,

I don't think I can bear to say any more abouvt this. Come back, Ster



Trek, a2ll is forgiven.

Lorry J'iven & Jerrv Pournclle ~= O0ATII OF FuiLTY (Orbit, 328np, 21,95)
feviewved by David Penn

In thic novel, businesse—ninded men cnd women frustrated by the burcoucratic
trappings of normel socicty lock thenmselves un in a huge one-building city
on theé outskirts of Los iAngeles, The city is administratively independent
of the United States and its inhabitants pay no taxes to the federal governs
ment, but they have to pzy a larje anount of rmoney to move ine In return
for this, they receive zll the benefits of the arcology's high~tech luxuries
and the protection of its survweillance cameras, ond are also free to exer~
cise 2ll the money-makin: talents at their disposal without hindrance, All
the noney they nake, they make by themselves for themcelves,

~ Living in squalor outside the arcolosy are the Los Angeles poor «-—
those living on welfare -- who are used os causes by anbitious politicions
end self-rogshteous social campaigners, and other than that gaze up in won-
dernent at the arcoloygy's dazzling hei:rhts,

What the authors mean to show by this very pointed contrast is that if
we wish YYestern capitalist society to continue its development zlong its
present course then it must ;jive the tclented the means 1o exercise their
talents to the full, with 211 the incentive they require, while society's
“fajilures” will be able to live better for the wealth ~nd new technology
that the successes create, though they cannot expect to reep the full bene-
fit of their betters' industry. Such a system is "evolution in nction! -=
the authors' own much~repeated slogan -~ since the intellectucslly superior
rise to the top ancd are there freec to enrich and zdvance the whole of soc-
iety, Their development i socicty's evolution, since their advances are
availadle for everyone to use if they can first attain the success necessary
to gain access to then,

In other woxds, the 1uthors wish to point out the lozic and necessity
of the econonic systen of laisseg=faire os they believe it would operate if
put whole~heartedly into effect, Their romantic illusions about their utopw
ia == for exanple, that so natural a stecp into the future is it that we of
the ordinary world have no nore right to judze it than would a Noman legion-
naire -~ nre simply elaborations on their basic idcolosy. Grotesque orna-
ments on a tasteless cake, The same can be said of their image of the city
as a sort of baronial castle, dominating but at the sane time benefitting
the serfs (the unemployed and the lower-pzid) who live outside it. The de-
sirability of laissez~faire economics clso seems to be closely linked in the
authors' minds with the idea that it would produce and utllise wonderful
technological hardware, but that is hardly a surprise,

What is wrong with this point of view is essentially its nurrow-nlnded-
ness, The cuthors consider that the simple fact of an increased stendard of
living is good for peOple; irrespective of the circumstonces in which they
gain thaot increase, If, fox exanple, people see before their very eyes oth-
ers living in a style far beyond theirs and as o result come to feecl inade~
guate nbout their achieveiients in society, and at the scie tine sre present—
ed with an image of themseclves as inferior by the whole cthos of those pos-
sessing uch vealth, then that is not to be consicered inportant becausc the
rclotively pcor have increcsed their real wealth, If the irportance of the
top social stratum is such that the luwxuriousness of their lives is taken as
the measure of the "progress™ of the whole society, including those members
of it who receive no credit for the advance and grin nothin;; from it, then
so be it, becausc the uninportent can count themselves lucky that they ore
part of the society that i:as producced such general wealth and the privileged
beings who displey nost of it,

The authors scem 10 have no conception of class structure, People are
seen as atowms in a homojencous society, so that everyone has an cqual chance
of rising to the ton, Anporently they do not believe that success is class-
linked, that it is achieved by those who are best able to fulfill the niddle
class role of the nurerically and verbally intclligent, well-educated,
nonagenent-oriented individuzl (when the middle class not only set the stan~
dards but also haos the best means of ensuring that its children reach them),
The whole image of the book rests on the middle clas:'s drecn of the super-




iority and universnl nerit of its own culture of nochines, clean offices and
business acunen, and its conception of itself not as a class but as a group
of people vwho have clinbed a natural ladder to success because they have the
ability to do so, : _

Oath Of Fealty is o romaonce by two writers completely enveloped in this
dréan, They are so insensitive to its contradictions that they writc about
the people who do not belong to their lwiurious new world as though they
were cattle, 10 argument that points out the social injustices inherent in
the system appcars in the book even for dranatic efiect, and nonc of the
welfare takers complain because they don't seon to register the huge gulf
between thenscelves and the rich in the orcology next to their slun, Whether
the authors' main fauld Is political naiveté or political oynicism, their
praduct is equally appallinge They wish uws to share a visiom of the future
whick encompasses only the class of peopls who can afford it, which denies
the humanity of thase who are nmot successful withim the terms af the moat
marrov of Western middle class ideals, It is a fantasy of the self-right-
eously rich: unintelligent, reactionary, and arrogant,

Lisa Goldstein —- THE RiD MAGICIAI (Timcscape, 156pp, $2.25)
Reviewved by Ann Collier

Is there & Jewish Pantesy senre? Did I aiss the article on it in Poundote
fon? Or is it just that Lisa Goldstein saw in this story of two magicians
battling for supremacy in a small Tast Iuropean village an inviting plo% im-
to vhich to weave her warnings about the folly of ignoxring events in the
real world and seeking refure in cultural myths? '

Hot the least of her achievenents in The Red jlagician is her convincing
description of the traditional, ritual-laden atmosphere of the village where
all accept without a qualm that magic works, In the eighth line of the
book, she casually mentions "the rabbi who could work miracles", and it is
to this that he owes his power over the villagers, He is a traditionalist
and a man who jealously guards his area of influence, Into this well-con-
trolled village walks V¥r8s, 2 yo:ng, red=haired masician whose knowledge
belies his years and who makes an eneny of the rabbi by using his ragical
skills to 1lift a curse imposed by the latter, In a sense, the renainder of
the book is the build=-up to their final, to-the-~death shoot-—out, Since all
the paraphernalia of magical effects is done with confidence and inarinate
ion, Goldstein Jures us into a false sense of security by leading us to be=-
lieve that this is what the book is principally about, It is not,

We sce the events of the story through the eyes of ‘icsi, a snall girl
enchanted by V8r8st's tales of faraway places, Fer enforced growth to adult-
hood is Goldsteints nmetaphor for the belated acceptance by these villagers
of the evil reality of rnankind's inhunanity to man, because what intrudes
savagely and with disorienting brusqueness into Iicsi's world is Hitler's
Holocaust, and we are thrust from the faniliarity of a fantasy about two
magicians into the nightmare of the cattle trucks taking the Jews to the
concentration camps and the grin business of staying alive there, Initial-
ly, I felt Goldstein was simply using the Holocaust as a plot device and
that this was extremely sick, but later realised that what happened to the
Jews in those days is her central concern and that she is absolutely eernest
gbout ite Kicsi's parents and nost of her fanily die; she herself is neax
to death when the Allies, and in their wake V8r8s, arrive, He has corie to

~save her but she prefers the oblivion of death, and he has to produce =211
kinds of magical delights to persuade her to hang on to the thread of life
so that she can be present when he and the rabbi finally confront each other,

VBr8s is a nystcrious figure, at least to one unacquainted with Jewish
culture, Ile is eventually named as Gurshon, the Stranger, the exile, the
nan with no hone, He warns Xicsi's family and friends of the inpnending
catastrophe and tells then to lcave the village, hut they look at everything
they have built there and put off the decision until it is too late., fThe
rabbi also has intimations of the future, But chooses not to look, The vil-
lagers reassure themselves with the familiazx refrain of "After all, what can
they do to us?¥ I“icsi sgrows to adulthood by lcarning the answer to that
question and the villagers similarly lcarn that the ratbi's and V8r#sts nag-
ic are less powerful than the cruel determination of nmon,




Ma~ic-end the Holocaust are not natural bedfellows, however, and there is
sometimes an uneasiness about their juxtaposition within this Book, Dut it
is clear that Goldsdtein speaks as enotionally and as sinecerely about the
historically real events as she enjoys describing the magical effects. She
is so nmuch in sympathy with hexr characters that deepite the horror she ends
on a riote of eonciliation and hope, a rather facile and urworthy brave-
smile~through=the=tears ending, But the book gets through a lot in its 156
nages, ‘its pace rattling along without ever seeming rushed, and although’ it
is not a particul,rly nemorable work it does make one look forward to her
future ones,

Ernest Czllenboch -~ ECOTOPTIA EIERGIVG {Beontam, 337pp, $3.50)
Revieved hy Andy Sawyer

I'm ”OLng to recormend a book I found extremely weak,

" Read it — or do something with it, for in many respecis Bcotonic
Brnerging is a lousy book. It's & prequal to Zcotopia, vhich was, I felt, =
genuinely intcresting novel in the Utopnian tradition, concerning the react-
ions of an American jourpalist to the life-cnhancini, ecologically-based
society on the Vest Cocst of the USA, which had broken away fror the feder-
ation and aimed to build a society unfettexred by the naterialism and waste
of present-day America, Howcv er, vhereas jicotopis had o strong if olvious
hook ~-= the narrator starts off onposed to vhat he sees as starry-eyed
iderlism and cronkiness but comes to see Ecotopis as a positive alternative
~= Jcotopia Emerging, which sets out to explain how ond why the country se-
ceded and dramatise cvents leading up to the breakaway, is wezk and flabby,
tending to take refuge in Red Indian mysticism and Californian optimism vhen
-some incisive thought is called for.

It lacks tension == even the main plot, 1nVOIV1ng thc discovery of a
nev vay to tap solar energy Ly a brilliant teenaser, Lou Swift (vho is of
course incredibly beautifuvl and sexunally llberated), has little going for
it; much is made of .the fact that the big corporations are against it and
will stop at nothing, etc,, but in truth very little hanpens cnd very little
trouble is put in-Lou's way., ‘he nolarities are just too casy — even Andy,
Lou's uncle, a former liberal who sells out to o big corporation, is a stock
charceter vho nobly fulfills his function by rcpunting riszht at the cnd,
And I really cannot belicve in a novel which is supposced to dramctise 2 re-
volution in the neaxr future yet says nothin:g of note about internationnl
politics until the story is nearly over and totally avoids any mention of
socialism at all,

. Yet the irony is that it's a very wvorthy Look, The issues it deals
with axre vital, in this country no lcss than the US4, yet.Callenbach,comes
‘zcross cs & lef t-wing lleinlcin, If youtre wise you'!ll search out some of
his 1aeas in their undiluted, undrenatised form (wisit your nearest radical
oookshOp and. read them =25 well as Zcotopin Bmerging. nut don't take the
fact that I'm trashins this book as a work of fiction to mean that I'm
trzshing what Callenbach is discussing: just that I'm malking the abvious
point that a work of fiction hess to operate as a work of fiection, however
pious and wvorthwhile the opinions that the author is trying to put over,
It's a plty that no one nmade that point forcefully enovgh to Callenbach,

Jomes Plish —= THE STAR DWELLERS and MYSSION TO THE HEARP? STARS (Avo wone 109pp:
and 111vp, 21,95 each) ’

Reviewed by Xevin K. Rattan

T have adnired Lliﬂh's work ever sinco I read Rlack 3oster, and I have read
with enjoyment the few Looks of hlS that I have been able to get hold of
sincc then, Sadly, desnite this, and bearing in mind that I generally be-
lieve that any booXk thot's been around for 20 years rnust hnve something, I
don't think highly of thcse juveniles, They were first published in, res-
pectively, 1961 cnd 1965, and other than the reputation attzched to Ilish's
nane I can sec little reason for their being reprintcd,

Dlish introduces The 3ter Dwellcrs, cbout a 3=nerson exnedition to male
2, treaty vith an oneient and powerful race of "angels®#, with a nicce discus-—
sing the naturc of life, concluding that it is negative entropy. [is intene
tlon scems to Le to suggest that 1life can be vory, very alicen, and that is




doubtless what he intends his angels to bej but despite his constant assur~
ances as to their alienness, they do not reveal themselves as such through
their actions, Perhaps becausc they never really convince as anything other
the humans in strange shapes, Dlish is forced to constantly repeat that hu-
mans could never understand what they were doing ot such-and-such o time,

The characters are common to both novels, and are disappointingly ..
stereotyped, There is "hero" Jack Loftus, his "rash” friend Sondbag, "ro-
mantic interest" Sylvia icCrary and the "competent" Dr Howard Lenger. The
rationale for Ilish's inclusion of choracters young enough for his reader-
ship to identify with in & mission of such importancc lies in his ‘“cadet"
system, where children arc force-fed with information and zxe thus capable
of being aosprenticed to people in high positions and given & great deal of
responsibility at an early cge.

In both books, Blish uses journeys as an excuse for didocticism, ‘e
are told by Dr Langer, a wise~old=non of Jeinleinesque propor-tioms, that pop
music "was vile becouse it was aimed at corrupting youngstersy and then of-
ter that job had been done, the corrupted tastes were allowed to govern pub=
liec taste in music as a whole?, Just what you alweoys susnected, eh?

The interaction with the angels in The Star Dwellers is given extra ime-
portance by the revelation that humanity!s actions could affect its chances
of entering the leart Stors Pederation, which has existed at the centre of
the galaxy for o million years ond which mankind will be zllowed to enter
only if it passes a 100,000 year test period. Thus cre laid the sewds for
Mission To The Heart Stars, dealing with mankindts attempt to use the bar-
goining power given them by their experiences with the angels to join the
federation now, 1Its cover proclzims that: “Their journcy to the center of
the galaxy could mean increcdible advanccement for the earth -- or catas-
trophe!” and for that reason, and because these two books have some of the
most sci=fi-ish covors I've seen for o long time, you should get yourself a
plain brown wrapper to cover it should you want to rezad it, But Mission To
The Heart Stars does at least hnave the merit of dealing morxre eoncretely with
Llisht's suggestion of life as negative entropy. Here it is applied to soci-
eties: when o society zoes into stasis rather than equilibrium it is on its
way out. He czlso mzkes connections between this ond the conflict between
high technology and frecdon,

Both books have largely cliched clements, vhether it is stereotyped
characters, the sugrestion that man is supcrior becouse of his curiosity and
zest (something which for some unstated reason the other races lack), or the
idea of o golactic federation weotching and judging mean, I suvpose thot
Blish was banlzing on his cudience being unfamiliar with thesc concepts, The
same holds for his tecehnicuce he is painfully obvious when he wishes to moke
a didectic paint ond is obviously counting on his readers' inexnerience to
let him get away with it, This is the najor probvlem with the pair: he is
writing down to his cudience, If the reader is of the correct age, however,
then he or she will find o fzoilr degree of tension and even excitement; but
the books cannot be read with much enjoyment by adults, and do not rank high
in the range of TIlish's wvorks, ’

And thus does another issue draw to 2 close, Theret's just room to mention
here that Chris liorgant's and Dove Langforcdts Pacts and Fallaclies has recente
ly been published in paperback by Corgi at the supremely modest price of
£1.504 so therets no excuse at all for your not rushing out and buying it
{for norc detoils, sec my review of the hardback edition in Vector 103),
On hond for next time are more reviews by Jim Englond, Sue Thonmason, Chris
Leiley, Judith Honne, Drien Smith and Kevin Rattan, »lus material by iiortyn
Toylor, Poul Hinecenid, Dove Langford, Mary Gentle and ¥igel Richardson, with
more cxpected from all ond sundrye.eeovitich reminds me to tell you that the
inventory no longer looks ns enbarrossingly overcrowded os it has for most
of this yezcr, 80 you peoplc who 5till owe me stuff better get your acts to-
gethicr or else I'1ll have to publish some more of nmy owm reviews (that's an
Undisguised Threct, you know.see'e And I disclaim mny and all rcsponsibil-
ity for such cdvertising mzatter as mey be inserted in this magozine, since
it's done entirely without my knowlecdpge ond without ony consultotion before-
cnd, etec, etoe ettey, grump grump grump,
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