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This issue dedicated with many thanks to GEOFF RIPPINGTON ior his sterling
efforts over the past three years.
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EDITORIAL
It is only when you take on a job like this that you
realise how much work is involved. 1 am only doing one
issue, but Geoff Rippington kept it up for 16 issues. I
think we all owe him a big vote of thanks. And the best
of luck in his new job, new house, and with his new
family. I stepped in to do this issue at the last minute
and I wouldn't have produced anything if not for the
considerable help of a number of other people. To Alan
Dorey in particular for taking on all the boring work of
getting the Issue typed, laid-out, and printed. And to
everyone who has contributed to this issue, especially
Ken Lake who produced more ever than I asked him for.
Now I look forward to a much quieter life as Reviews
Editor from this issue on.

VAT 85
It is not going to be long before the government decides
whether or not to introduce VAT on books and newspapers.
With the site of their majority in parliament the only
thing that might possibly prevent this eventuality is a
public outcry sufficient to alarm Conservative back
benchers and prompt the sort of revolt that is becoming
more and more common.

Is this a question that should be considered within the
pages of the BSFA's critical journal? A considerable
proportion of Vector's readership has objected whenever
anything vaguely political has cropped up between these
hallowed covers. Unfortunately we cannot escape real
life forever, and things that happen in the big bad
world out there easilly affect our cosy little world in
here. VAT on books is one of those things. Indeed the
gloom-mongers would have us believe that it will have a
devastating effect.

The scenario they propose 1s that VAT will be introduced
and book prices will rise steeply of necessity. Book
prices are high already, and VAT at 15X on a £2.50
paperback will push the price up to £2.87 or, since
round figures are always preferred and for some strange
reason prices never seem to be rounded down, £2.90. The
price of an average hardback is liable to rise from
£8.95 to £10.30. In the current economic climate, it is
argued, a sudden jump of this size is going to mean
people will buy fewer books.
The biggest victim, however, is going to be the library
system. Recently the second measly cheque has gone out
to those few authors lucky enough to qualify for PLR.
The government made a special, if minute, fund available
for this purpose. The amount they receive back from
libraries 1n VAT on books, should the measure be
Introduced, will more than cover this amount. And that
money will have to come from an already underfunded
library service. In his recent pronouncements on the
economy the Chancellor of the Exchequer made it clear
that libraries are one of many areas of the public sector
which will suffer a reduction in real terms in its funding
over the next few years. In other words, the government
intends to give the libraries less money, and take a
sizeable proortion of that money back in tax.
The inevitable result - a major cutback in library sales,
so they will tend to rely more and more on the books and
writers with a proven record Shops and libraries will
more and more be filled with blockbusters and Mills and
Boon. New writers will have a more difficult tine than
ever breaking into print. And the worthy but low-selling
writers will find themselves dropped. Everyone with any
Interest in literature will be the poorer, the cultural
life of the country will suffer, dross will reign.

Such, for what it is worth, is the pessimistic view. It
is not one that I altogether go along with. The problem
is. this scenario sounds all too familiar. It is the sort
of doom-laden view of British publishing one has
encountered numberless times before - indeed I have been
guilty of propagating such views mysel*' in the past. So
far there is little sign of it coming to pass, and I see
no reason to suppose that the Imposition of VAT will
prove an exception.
1 remember years ago when the average paperback was 3,'6
(three shillings and sixpence in old money to those of you
too young to recall those halcyon days). Then, splashing
out five bob on a book was a rare extravagance - rare
mostly because books at that price were rare. Even as the
higher price became more conron, I would still have found
it unthinkable that not so many years later I would be
paying £2.50 or more for a paperback. Now I hardly raise
an eyebrow. In fact bookprices now vary more than they
ever have done before. The 100 top selling paperbacks of
the year (1984) listed by Alex Hamilton in the Guardian
have prices that range from 95p to £3.50. Given that, I
doubt that many people will actually notice any price
increase. If there is a falling off of custom it will
probably be a very temporary hiccup, and, I would guess,
more among the blockbuster readers looking for something
to while away a sunner afternoon in the deckchair than
among we dedicated readers looking for our next fix or
keeping up with a favourite author.

None of this should be taken to mean that I support the
imposition of VAT on books. I do not, I oppose it with
every bone in my body. Although I have my doubts about
the picture painted by the gloom-mongers, I can see no
way in which this act can make things better, and I
suspect it will make things a lot worse. It may not be
the end of civilisation as we know it, but it is far more
likely to bring about the nightmare of the doom-merchants
than if the books are left untaxed. And i certainly think
that the effect of this tax upon a beleaguered library
system, ’nd its knock-on effect upon snail publishers,
is an affront to sone of the more cherished concepts of
a liberal state. A tax on knowledge, which is the way it
has commonly been put, is ituybe pitching it a bit high.
If we are to propose a moral argument against the tax,
how do we stand on the latest Catherine Cookson or John
Norman. Let's face it, the majority of books that are
published actually have very little or no literary
merit, and damn - all cultural or social meaning. Is it
an attack upon society if we are taxed for buying the
latest Gor book’ To be honest I take the opposite point
of view. If some tax system were found that was borne
only by those who purchase the pap that constitutes the
majority of our literary output I wouldn't have a leg to
stand on. In fact I rather suspect that I would applaud
the move. But that isn't the case. There is no way you
can discriminate. If books and newspapers are to be taxed,
then that can only mean all books and newspapers. It
means school textbooks, it means new bibles for the
church, it means vital journals on the latest state of
research for the university library, and it means those
books that enrich the lives of every one of us, whether
or not we actually get round to reading them, like the
works of Dante or Cervantes, Freud or Einstein, George
Orwell or F.Scott Fitzgerald.

It is for these reasons that I feel a moral opposition
to the very idea of VAT on books Books are our means of
cunwxmicating our culture, books are the way in which we
have achieved our highest artistic, scientific, social,
cultural expression. It is through books that le learn
about our world and ourselves, and it is through books
that we tell others about ourselves and our world. This
mode of expression, this artery through which the life
blood of our knowledge and understanding flows, is
something I feel instinctively must be kept free. VAT
brings it all into the realms of economics and politics,
a realm in which It does not belong. After all, if books
are a means of conveying ideas about economics and
politics, surely the conduit itself is best left free of
any sort of bias?

There are other arguments to be considered. For instance,
the Chancellor is proposing the full rate of VAT, 151. ho
other western country has ixposed the full rate of VAT.
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Newspapers are zer-rated in Belgium, Debmark and Greece.
In Luxembourg and West Germany the VAT on books is half
the standard rate. In Holland the standard rate is 19%,
VAT on books and newspapers is 5%. France has a special
rate for morning newspapers which works out at only 2%,
though the standard rate is 18.6%. And in Ireland, which
suffers VAT at 35%, the rate for books and magazines is
23% and liable to come down. In these circumstances the
full rate of VAT is a deliberate attack upon the media.
And there is the further consideration that EEC
regulations on VAT dictate that once VAT has been charged
upon something, there is no going back to zero rating. So
once we accept that our books are taxed, they will
always be taxed.

Now I am not about to claim that VAT on books is the only
area in which there is a moral argument. There are all
sorts of other areas. Should there be VAT on neccessities
like children's clothes, for instance? I think not. But
that doesn't reduce the argument against VAT on books.
Maybe you agree with me, maybe not. If not. I'd be
interested in hearing your arguments. If you do agree,
then maybe you should be signing the petitions in most
libraries, or writing to your MP, or any other way in
which we can express our opinion on how we are governed.

interzone
THE MAGAZINE OF
IMA GINA TIVE FICTION
“No other magazine in Britain is publishing science fiction at all, let alone
fiction of this quality"—Times Literary Supplement
INTERZONE 10, Winter 1984/85, contains:

“John's Return to Liverpool” by Oiristopher Burns
“Green Hearts” by Lee Montgomerie
“Love. Among the Corridors” by Gene Wolfe
"Soulmates" by Alex Stewart
“The Malignant One" by Rachel Pollack
“The Dream of the Wolf" by Scott Bradfield
plus art by lan Miller, Ian Sanderson and others
INTERZONE 11, Spring 1985, contains:

“War and/or Peace" by Lee Montgomerie
“Cube Root” by David Langford
"Fogged Plates" by Christopher Bums
“The Unfolding" by John Shirley 4 Bruce Sterling
“Kitemistress" by Keith Roberts
plus art by Jim Bums, Roger Dean and others

For a four-issue subscription in the UK send £5 to 124 Osborne Road,
Brighton BNI 6LU. Please make cheques or postal orders payable to
INTERZONE. Overseas subscribers send £6 by International Money
Order (we regret Eurocheques cannot be accepted).
American subscribers maypay by dollar cheque. Please send SI0forS13 if
you want delivery by air mail) to our British address, above—and make
your cheques payable to INTERZONE.
Kindly specify which issueyou want yoursubscription to commence with.
Single copies of the magazine are £1.50 each (£1.75 or S3 overseas),
postage included.

Paul Kincaid
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THE MOUSE, THE LION AND
RIDDLEY WALKER
RUSSELL HOBAN Interviewed by Paul Kincaid
think you wouldn't have to learn that. But you do have

talking to people who thought of writing that they'd
begin having an idea of where they want to go, and then
they ruthlessly drive everything ahead of then like
herdsmen to sake it get there. But in talking to Perd
while working on The House and his Child I began to
learn just to look very carefully and patiently at what
and so on down the line.
PAUL KINCAID:

Thia was while you were still in America?

RUSSELL HOBAN: Tea. I began The House and his Child
in 1963 and I finished it the end of

PAUL KINCAID:

your books, objects talk?

'

The Mouse
& his Child
RUSSELL HOBAN

PAUL KINCAID:

I'd like to go chronologically through
your books, starting with the Lion.

BUSSELL HOSAN: Lac me start with The House and his
matter of fact I can help you out with the whole thing,
because I've brought with me the artifact that got me
started in novel writing. tAt this point Russell Hoban
produced a clockwork model of a nouns holding a baby
mouse by its hands. He set this down on the table before
us and started it going, and the mouse turned round
and round, lifting and lowering the baby). This is the
actual mouse and his child, father and son. The actual
toy is a father and daughter, but I've always been obssessed
by fathers and sons, so I made it a son.
’Pictures by Lillian Hoban
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PICADOR

The Lion
of Boaz-Jachin
and Jachin-Boaz
Russell Hoban

KLEINZEIT

RUSSEUHOBM

RUSSELL HOBANI

Absolutely not. It isn't that simple.

RUSSELL BORAX: Well, first of all I started writing
novels late in life. Even The Mouse
and his Child, I was around 38 when I began that. The

7
PAUL KINCAID:

PAUL KINCAID

Introducing the book no Science Fiction or Fantasy lover
should do without—

THE 1ST ANTHOLOGY
Intenone san anthology of 13 new Science Fctlon and Fantasy stories,
carefully chosen by three editors of Intenone magaylne, top quality
authors include J. G. BALLARD, ANGELA CARTER. KEITH ROBERTS and
GEOFF RYMAN, Two stories won the British Science fiction Association
Awardforthebestshortstoryin 1982 and 1983, None of thorn has eve'
.
appeared in book form before.
If you like Science Fiction or Fantasy don't leave the bookshop
without the Interzone Anthology.
or direct tnm
Marketing Oept Ref VA, J M Dent
33 Welbeck Street, lonoon W1M 8U<
(please ndude 30p p&p)

STOP PRESS!
Ballard fans! Don't miss VernKon Sands — a fantasy landscape of tne
future —out NOW in an Everyman Action paperback. £2.95

EE EVERYMAN FICTION

Rave you any idea why?
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PAUL KINCAID:

Is that why it took five years to write?

RUSSELL HOBAN:

It took five and a half years. I Just
had to get rid of everything that wasn't

Riddley Walker.

In Riddley Walker there is a very passionate
picture of post-atonic society. Was that
in your mind when you wrote it, that it had a particularly
PAUL KINCAID:

PILGERMANN

spent in writing 500 pages that were totally discarded.
I discarded then because they weren't Riddley Walker.
There were too many people running around too much space,

had eataolished itself for the book so I could toll what
was right and what was wrong for it. And I could tell
it wanted to gee very compact and concentrated and not

PAUL KINCAID:

Can you tell us about you method of working?
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PERSONAL & BUSINESS STATIONERY

FROM ARTWORK TO FINISHING
THE TOP QUALITY HIGH SPEED SERVICE

AT COMPETITIVE PRICES

11 JEFFRIES PASSAGE
GUILDFORD (0483) 576271

> SF WORKSHOP
Is for all those who are interested in the creative side of SF.
If you enjoy writing we publish an anthology, four tines a year, of
short stories oroduced by members. But if your inclination is more
toward

► POETRY we are nlarming a new anthology - STAR WINE - which will
also be a picture gallery for artists. We’ve even got room for

► musicians

who might like to comoose some SF music, or have ooetry
out on tane with a suitable musical background. The again, you may enjoy

►taping and would like to get involved with producing tanes for the
blind, non-English sneaking minorities, schools etc. For those who also
may anoreciate
► DRAMA we see no reason why SF writers shouldn’t get involved with
local drama groups and produce some imaginative scripts. Or if you like
literary get-togethers, we hold an annual

► weekend workshop chaired

by a professional 3P writer and open

to all members.

If you’d like to subscribe to the anthology (CJ.00 ner year) then please
send a cheque or PO (made out to Cassandra) to: STEPHEN AUSTIN,
43, TALBOT ROAD, NORTHAMPTON. Back numbers are available.
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PENNY PLAIN
TWOPENCE COLOURED
When I bought my first paperbacks, in the opening years
of the 1939 War, they came decently swathed in plain
covers, colour-coded for instant recognition - orange
for novels, green for detective thrillers, blue for
current affairs...you knew where you were, for the
appearance of the title under the Penguin logo vir
tually guaranteed quality.

Slowly, pictorial covers started to creep in from the
U.S., mostly when the publishers' aim was to imply a
spurious sexuality or violence in the plot. As I
didn't read that sort of book, this failed to worry me
at the time, but I still recall the sense of outrage
1 felt when such classics as Faust and Dr. Faustus
appeared with garish pictorial wrappings.
Next came the psychedelic cover - brash and intrinsi
cally meaningless, its aims to catch the eye and to
imply the modem youth-image of the decade. Again
there was some value in this - it enabled one auto
matically to buy or to reject, secure at least in one's
interpretation of the basic style of the contents.
It's only in recent years that I have embarked on a
determined attempt to build up a library of SF (with some
fantasy, mostly hunorous) in paperback, and after suf
fering for some time the blandishments of covers which
failed to deliver readable contents, and the alternative
of fine works whose initial appeal was blunted by appal
ling artwork on the covers, I started to dig a little
more deeply into this whole question, my investigations
really sparked by the discovery that there are fen who
actually collect the work of certain artists regardless
of the contents of the book!

This is, I realise, made difficulty by two factors:
first the fact that in most cases cover artwork is un
signed and imcredited; secondly that publishers obviously
treat cover art with the disgust it so often deserves.
A harsh statement? - Then why do they so often change
the covers when a new edition appears, the more so when
in many cases none of the artwork used as any real
bearing on the book’s contents?

My investigation was suitably pragmatic: I dragged out
the steps, climbed the Ken Lake paperback stacks, and
starting carefully from “A" (for Douglas Adams) I
scanned each cover in tum, noting its pictorial content
under one of four heads. The categories formed them
selves as I went along, and by the time I'd reached
the 2OOth cover 1 was both confirmed in my findings - no
new varieties had appeared, and percentages were stable
throughout - and fed up, so I stopped.
The four categories I discovered were: covers whose
artwork was totally meaningless from any pictorial view
point; covers where the pictorial content was actively
misleading if one sought to guess the book's contents;
covers where the artwork did contribute toward uiderstending the book's contents, without actually telling
you anything about the plot (for example, a spaceship
or a BEM at least indicating that the subject was SF),
and finlly, covers which really reminded me in some way
of the book's plot, its characters of some specific
aspect of its contents. The actual findings went like
this:
Meaningless covers'
22.5%
Misleading covers
22.5%
Covers indicate type of book
35%
Covers actually tie inwithbook's contents 20%
I confess it was the bottom line that saddened me most:
can anyone tell me whether cover artists are actually
illiterate, whether they just don't care, or whether
their hubris is such that they expect books to be re
written to fulfil their own fancies?

Two small cotrents: most books containing collections
of shorts by a single author had covers which did at
least indicate that they were SFnal; most fantasy books
had covers which actually told you something meaningful
about the plot or characters. And one possibly nitpick
ing final observation: few of the spaceships so skilfully
delineated were either logical or spaceworthy.

Is it time for us to organise a "back to plain covers"
movement, before we are totally bemused by publishers'
stupidities and artists' baroque spledours?

Ken Lake
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1984
BOOKS OF THE YEAR
□iris BAILEY
Another puff for Empire of the Sun, distinguished from all
the others you've read only by the fact that it doesn't
come from an unregenerate Ballard addict. For all the
hypnotism of the prose, his attitudes have occasionally
struck me as being pretentious. Scan the litany of the
chapter headings to Empire of the Sun - 'The Abandoned
Aerodrome', 'The Drained Swimming-pool', 'A Landscape of
Airfields'. (Are these ur-images being established in
their rightful place, or is Ba-lard retrospectively
slotting them into the canon?). But Empire of the Sun is
a triumph because young Jim lacks the tendancy towards
self-iimolation of previous Ballard charcters who have been
pinned in such landscapes. You sense that Jim's story will
not end in defeat. He is after all a child, with a child's
perceptions, 'wondering if he had caught beri-beri or
malaria or any other of the diseases that he had heard Dr.
Ransome discussing with Mrs. Hug. He was curious to try
out some new diseases...' With his inability to distinguish
between 'right' and 'wrong', by stubbornly surviving in
this hostile adult landscape, he reveals to us the diseases
we all have caught.

And otherwise? Sladek's The Lunatics of Terra and Matson's
The Book ofthe River are both intense fun - Ki Iworth's
A Theatre of limesmiths Is his most substantial novel to
date - and new works by Priest, Gray and Holdstock mist
enter the reckoning. What price 1984? Even from this short
distance, the imaginative legacy looks considerable.

fascinating interviews, miscellaneous quotes about and
from, plus lots of intriguing and atmospheric photos crystal landscapes, drained swiiming-pools, enijpatic
collages, the lot. It really is worth the seven quid
(from David Pringle. 124 Osborne Road, Brighton, BN1 6LU).

J6 BALLARD

EMPIRE
rOUN

COLIN GREENLAND
The book of 1984 - DIVINE ENDURANCE. From its elegant
cover to the last period of its serenely modulated prose.
Divine Endurance is something sf should be and so rarely
is - radical, intricate, rich and supremely intelligent.
It's no hyperbole to say that Gwyneth Jone's first novel
has the cinsummate artistry tff Gene Wolfe, and if anything,
more of a grip on the things that need to be said.

What else was there? Well, Angela Carter's NIGHTS AT THE
CIRCUS - more on that elsewhere this issue. Robert
Holdstock's MYTHAGO WOOD - a wonderfully absorbing tale,
profoundly traditional and remarkable original at the
same time. Holdstock managed to expand his British SF
Award-winning story of the same title without so much as a
bump, which in this genre of creaky fix-ups and cobblings
is an achievement in itself. Mythaqq Wood was the only
book I read twice last year, and 1 don't have time to read
things twice.
Alongside Holdstock's new interpretation of inner space,
two books that considerably illuminate the eminence whose
realm that is. .l.G.Ballard's EMPIRE OF THE SUN really is
the ultimate Ba1lard novel because it is (in a character
istically upside-down way) the first - a vivid (of course)
unsettling (ditto) account of the making of a modern mind
wider terrifying pressures of physical deprivation,
hallucinatory violence and mechanised glamour. Ballard's
version of their pubertal origins make so much more sense
of his obsessions, as does RE/SEARCH 8/9, a large-format,
sharply-designed package displaying Ballard for the
American reader. Assorted fiction and non-fictions.

JUDITH HAW*

The trouble with writing frequent reviews that most BSFA
members have had the chance to read in various issues of
PI and Vectorwas what I thought about the science fiction
Thread last year, good and bad. As years go, last year
seems to have been a good year for new sf - but most of
the impressive new works galre down at me from the Still
To Be Read pile (John Calvin Batchelor's The Founding of
the People's Republic of Antarctica, Further Adventures
of Halley's tomet. Delany?~Star~s"Tn My~PockeE~, Carter s
Nights at the Circus. Holdstock's Mythaqq Wood. Gwyneth
Jones' Divine Endurance, Greenland's Daybreak qn a
Distant Mountain...) overshadowing the few books I've
actually read (Priest's The Glamour. Eco's The Name of
the Rose, ah er urn...Why have I read so shamefully
little of the good sf coming out? Well, this was the
year I discovered the magic of feeding Book Request forms
filled in whenever I came across a tempting review or
reference, into the local library which, in due course,
spits up books like Christopher Chippendale's Stonehenge
Coming, about all the different theories advanced through
the ages to explain Stonehenge amounting to a history
of archaeological thought in Britain, E.P.Thompson's
Making of the English Working Class, J.F.C Harrison's
The Cixmon People, and various works of feminist history,
which together place the grassroots activism, of the
contemporary peace movement in a continuing tradition
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of protest which over the centuries brought about
manhood suffrage, votes for women, and rech improverent
in the lives of ordinary people in this and other
countries, a story with all the broad sweep of a nultivoliae fantasy saga, and much of the alieness we seek in
science fietton.

to you all - plenty of sex. sone of it kinky, plenty of
action (most of it believable), a book written around
a resical there and one that demands re-evaluation on
several levels once you've read it and waited for its
message to sink gradually into your subconscious.
Publishers' Meekly called it 'suspenseful, wickedly
funny and chilling' and that's about it - enjoy'.

CM LAKE

The Year Of The Film (and wasn't that disappointing?)
produced for re sore very strange experiences. There was
The Integral Trees, the first Larry Niven book to bore re
toTears - the discovery of the four (so far) Starblaze
editions of Robert Asprin's fantasy series (Another Fine
Myth, Myth Conceptions. Myth Directions and Hit or Myth)
now appearing in UK mass editions and a source of
constant joy to re - the sheer disappointment with which
I read Startide Rising (the more so since it was over
praised elsewhere) from David Brin, whose Sundiver I had
found diverting and whose The Practice Effect I have
actually returned to within the year - the jerkiness and
yet still the epic sweep of John Brunner's The Crucible
of Time with its infuriating framework of mawkish prologue/
epilogue, a practice to be deprecated in all sf writers...
all in all. yes. a year of rather more disappoinments
than pleasures.
1984 was the year in which Dave Langford one of the
funnier books of the last decade. The Leaky Establishment,
but also wowed my wife Jan so that she dropped all antifannlsh attitudes, signed on for three conventions and
bought a copy of said book from its author and actually
asked me to have it scribbled in by his own hand. Score
one for Dave.

A.Bertram Chandler's Kelly Country revived my interest in
that writer, though I confess it sounded to re as if it
had been written by someone outside the sf field probably because it was created for the mass market and
not for keen students of tire travel and alternate history
like me. Still a damn good read, and of course one you can
recomend to all your mundane friends.

DAVE LANGFORD
You might expect that writing a monthly review column
would leave you with the Best of '84 right there at your
fingertip - not so, as the routine grot sent for review
leaves no tire for those goodies you have to buy yourself
and an unread Nights at the Circus still stares at re
balefully...on the 'must read again' list are Tom Disch's
The Businessman - a Tale of Terror (not merely the horror
spoof to end all spoofs, but truely horrible and strangely
sad), William Gibson’s Neuromancer (heading the Nebula
nominations, its high-tech, high-squalor, high-speed,
streetwise future transcends the wonky plot). Alasdair
Gray's 1987, Janine (mindboggling in its energy and wit),
and Chris Priest's The Glamour (unique chilling and
disconcerting, as false notes in 'reality' accumulate
until whole sections shift in retrospect - an still
trying to decide whether the ending takes it Too Far).
And in the name of eclecticism, a few more which I
enjoyed...Ian Watson's Book of the River and Book of the
Stars, for sheer outrageous sf fun. Diana Wynne
Jones's The Homeward Bounders. another reminder that
on shouldn't scorn the "children's' list. Paul Preuss's
Broken Symmetries, a laudable try at the kind of super
hard st which seems unfashionable.A.K.Dewdney’s The
Planlverse, for a touch of that old 40s sense of wonder,
brilliant two-dimensional science, thuddingly two
dimensional writing. Lastly, for sheer egotism and lots
of jokes, my own The Leaky Establishment, which has an
element of borderline sf even if bloody Geoff Rippington
wouldn't let it be reviewed in his nice, purist Vector..

Robert Rankin's trilogy-conpleting East of Ealing gave ma
a thoroughly enjoyable evening (including an hour giggling
aloud on the tube, to the evnident embarrassment of my
fellow computers), joining The Antipope and The Brentford
Triangle on ray 'to be read again sometine' shelves. (Don't
confuse this with Robertson Davies' The Brentford Trilogy,
the new title for three books now available in one binding,
a great read for a long weekend in the cowitry and really
nothing to do with this article at all.)
I was disappointed, though not surprised, to see
Donald Kingsbury's Courtship Rite (an excellent title,
weirdly changed in the UK to Geta which says nothing to
anyone) so firmly dismissed by other reviewers. True, it
has sore verbal infelicities - true, there are sore loose
ends which give the appearance of being errors in the
ecology of the planet. But I confess I was gripped by
this tale of cannabilism and a people's struggle against
almost overwhelming odds. I found the different societal
frameworks fascinating, the characters oddly moving and
quite believable (perhaps I have learned to suspend my
disbelief more succesfully than the other reviewers),
and 1 must say I'm looking forward to the next instalment.
Ever since 1979, I have been dropping hints to fans about
a near-future novel I doscovered in hardcover in a left
wing book shop in Covent Garden. By J.Meil Schulman, its
title is Alongside Night, subtitled A Novel of 1999
(Crown Publisher’s Inc., N.Y., ISBN 0-517-539733, 58.95)
and as basically 1 an totally fed up with downbeat
decayed-inner-city visions you will understand that when
I praise it I do so from a non-partisan viewpoint.

I was reminded of the book and its author by the
serendipitous sight of The Rainbow Cadenza, a B-format
paperback from NEL which I spotted on Paddington station
a month ago. I"ve not seen this reviewed or even listed
by sf specialist bookshops, so here is ray New Year gift

KLEN McNABB

Isn't it odd that someone has only to say 'write about the
best books of 1984* for my mind to go blank. What did I
read in 1984? All I could think of was Dick FrancisTatest.
When I began to remember what I'd read I realised how few
were written in 1984. and of the ones I'd enjoyed how few
I'd include in a 'best books' list, and to get annoyed

14
that I haven't yet read some of the ones I porbbaly would
have put on such a list like Golden Witchbreed or Empire
of the Sun. However, when I'd eliminated all the books
inapprorfate to an sf list and all the books which were
'O.K but...' only one author remained outstanding and he
is hardly new to sf. but he was new to me (always meant
to read him, but never quite got there before) and the
two 1984 reprints which I read for the first time more than
lived up to his reputation. The author is Philip K.Dick and
the two books are 'Time out of Joint’ and 'A Mate of Death'.
They both stand out from everything else I read in
originality, with a range of ideas that was exciting and
stimulating in stories that were eminently readable books which can divorce me from the world are few and far
between but both these did it. By comparison most of the
other sf books were pedestrian, the only others I feel
inclined to nominate are The Citadel of the Autarch by
Gene Wolfe which is really a 1983 book and is a)so the
final volume of a quartet but is everything people have
claimed for it, and possible Eye of Cat by Roger Zelazny
which I am half way through and has already sent me to the
library for a book on Navaho mythology. What they all do,
what any really good book should do, is arouse interest,
excitement, even astonishment, make a positive
contribution to the life of the reader. The only shame is
that it doesn't happen more often.

CHRIS MORGAN

Without doubt some of my selections will result in cries
of "Here's Morgan pushing books by his friends again' but
I shall do my best to ignore such ill-mannered reactions
(however true they may be). I found Robert Holdstock's
Mythaqo Wood a thouroughly enjoyable novel (which relieved
me somewhat, because I couldn't think of anything good to
say about a couple of his previous books). I liked this
one because it manages to combine fast-moving action with
superb myth-creation. Next comes David Langford's The Leaky
Establishment, chosen because it maintains a high standard
of humour from first page to last and is full of characters
who talk just like Langford himself - it isn't, of course,
sf. Neither is The Great Steamboat Race which occupied John
Brunner for five years. It's a massive historical novel,
worth reading for its character development alone, and is
arguably Brunner's best book, yet has still to find a UK
publisher. My fourth choice is Survey of Modern Fantasy
Writing edited by Frank Magill, published in five large
volumes (Salem Press. SZ5O.OO), and containing more plot
suanaries and critical analyses than one could ever wanta marvellous work for dipping into. Indeed, 1 have a
spare copy of this going cheaply, should any of you have
succombed to my persuasive words. Lastly comes a little
book that is not only useful but briiming over with wit Drift's Guide to All the Second Hand and Antiquarian
Bookshops, written and published by a man of mystery who
calls himself just Driffield (£4.50 from Driffield. 14
Charing Cross Road, London WC2). However, the best books
I read duirng 1984 were published in earlier years...
but space (not to mention Vector's temporary editor)
forbids.

JOSEPH NICHOLAS
Most of my reading in 1984 was non-fiction - not out of
any antipathy towards fiction, but simply because the non
fiction seemed more interesting. A review of mine in
Paperback Infenio 49 named six of the books concerned other recommended titles include Duncan Campbell's The
Unsinkable Aircraft Carrier, the true and terrible HTstory
of how the UK has been turned into an American Military
colony and how the British government either hasn't known
hasn't cared or has deliberatley lied about it to the
British public - Jeff McMahan's Reagan and the World, a
brief but comprenensive survey of the Cold War concerns
that animated US foreign policy in the President's first
term, from the FR aspects of the Geneva arms
negotiations to the propping-up of brutal Third World
dictatorships - and Marion Sheard's The Theft of the
Cointryside, which should disabuse everyone who reads it
of the idea that farmers are somehow "natural" conservation
ists. Never mind the various journals and magazines - 17
regular titles at the last count, not including The
Guardian

More relevant to this exercise was Re/Search 8/9, a
special double issue of a Californian magazine (which in
this case is more like a large format paperback) exclusively
devoted to the life and work of J.G.Ballard. The full
transcript of a nine-hour interview that for the most part
covers entirely new ground, selected works of fiction and
non-fiction, critical essays about his work, photographs
by others inspired by it, collages by Ballard himself...

Thus to Expire of the Sun, which had to be content with
The Guardian Fiction Prize when sone tedious piece of
academic wanking took the Booker away from It. The
ficitonalised autobiography of Ballard's own boyhood
internment in wartime Shanghai, Empire of the S«i serves
both to 'explain' the images and metaphors that move
through his fiction and to demonstrate - by its
avoidance of easy battlefield heroics and its concentration
on the erosion and breakdown of civilised norms of behaviour
- the totality and chaos of modern war. Its style becomes
a little repetitive towards the end, but its power and
vision never flags. It is, in short, a triumph.
Wually powerful and visionary is Rob Holdstock's Mythago
Wood, which does h1s earth-and-stone obsessions not only
better than ever before but also, 1 suspect, better than
he ever can again. His blend of English myth and legend,
his grasp of historical resonances, his affinity for the
land and its old, forgotten ways, above all his term
"mythago" (surely the most original fantasy invention of
the past decade), all make for a genuinely stunning and
exciting novel. If it doesn’t carry off the BSFA Award by
a landslide then there is no damn justice.

And finally. Dave Langford's The Leaky Establishment,
a magnificently funny tale of arcane and unlikely doings
at a nuclear research centre, sudded with bizarre yet
believable caharcetrs and autobiographical anecdotes of
his own time at AWRE Aldermaston. There's at least one
good line on every page, and if you find that you can't
laugh because you think the subject is too serious then
by God there must be something wrong with you. The novel
is a riot - not great, but very, very good.
NIGEL RICHARDSON
1984 was a not a good year for science fiction. The only
two books I enjoyed during the year that were recognisably
sf were both paperback editions of books published earlier,
these being Barrington Bayley's The Zen Gun and Mark
Helprin's Winter's Tale. Though Bayley's roots are in pulp
and Helprin's in "The New Yorker", both writers have
created wildly apocalyptic novels that combine the comic
with the cosmic, the baroque with the metaphysical. Even
in a year with a decent crop of worthy conpetitors these
books would have stood out for their sheer inventiveness
and verve.

Beyond the genre walls, of course, things were more
interesting. Alasdair Gray's 1982. Janine and Martin
Amis's Money both read like superior sf in their
portratal of people trapped in chillingly recognisable
worlds dominated by technology and pornogrpahy. In
comparison with these vivd pictures of today, most novels
about the future seemed as dated as drawing room comedies.
The novel of the year, however, had to be J.G.Ballard's
Empire of the Sun, a book of almost unbearable intensity
and power that will haunt me, and most readers, I believe
for a long time to come.
Finally, my non-fiction choice of the year would have to
be Paul Davies's God and the New Physics, which, like
Davies’s other books, is a clear and unpatronising
introduction to the latest theories in physics and
cosmology. For anyone suffering a sense-of-wonder
deficiency this book is required reading.

ANDY SAWYER
J.G.Ballard's Expire of the Sun is essential. It's con
siderably more approachable than much of his icrk. although
the paradoxically rich bleakness and alienation is still
there - even stronger because of its 'realistic' historical
and personal setting.
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Robert Holdstock's Hythaqo Wood explores a more collective
past - the power and danger of British myth. Yet again,
I'm amazed by the resonance of the Mythic Fantasy behind
so much of our literature, and the changes that can be
ringed upon it by a writer so obviously in emotional touch
with this heritage.

Mythago
WOOD
— A fantasy —

repeated reading. Stuart Gordon's auctorial voice may be
somewhat less distinctive but his ageing hippy fantasies
tickle my funnybone and Fire in the Abyss is splendidly
preposterous. Lastly Garry Kilworth's A Theatre of
Timesmiths, shows his'voice' beginning to find its own
range and’ timbre. A modest story perhaps, but finely
written and attaining most of its asbitions.

It is noticeable that while Holdstock's English is very
firmly 'British' both Watson and Kilmsrth affect an
American accent. Sad. that.

SUE THOMASON
The books I've chosen are Lost Dorsai by Gordon R.Dickson.
The Name of the Rose by Umberto Eco and The Coxpass Rose
by Ursula K.LeGuin.
Why did I choose them. Lost Dorsai - I was buying all the
Dorsai books I could lay my hands on, having recently
discovered the series. I'm fascinated by the larger design
behind the novels, the psychological fragmentation and
recombination of humanity. I understand there are some
historical novels and present-day novels in the same
sequence, working out the same design. I'm now looking
for them too.

ROBERT HOLD5TOCK

The Name of the Rose - Two very good friends, whose
judgement I trust, mentioned (in letters) reading an
enjoying this book. Neither of them told me to read it.
They just seemed to have enjoyed it a good deal themselves.
I saw it in a bookshop and bought it on spec as a
Christmas present to myself (unusual - I very rarely
buy books I haven't already read). They were right. It's

I've recently discovered the wealth of Latin American
writing which posesses similar qualities. In Mario Vargas
Llosa's wonderfully comic Aunt Julia and the Scriptwriter
the narrator's love affair with his aunt alternates with
increasingly frantic narratives from his colleague's radio
soap operas. Somone recently told me that sf didn't sell
in South America. But books like this seem to provide a
completely satisfying native literature of the Fantastic.

Michael Moorcock has developed his own brand of 'magical
realism' The Laughter of Carthage is a far cry from his
heroic romances, but not the least of its attrcatfons is
that the ironies and idealism presented in them find
richer and more thoughtful parallels in his more ambitious
recent work.
Finally a novel form a writer with no overt links with
sf or fantasy. Yet interestingly enough, Keith Waterhouse's
Thinks is in some ways closer to a traditional SF/Fantasy
theme. We are enabled to overhear (subject to certain
authorial conditions) the thoughts of a pathetic middle
aged trendy as we observe his encounters and confrontations.
It’s very clever, very funny, and made me uncomfortably
aware of exactly what I was thinking for days afterwards!

MARTYN TAYLOR
Amid the narcissism of mainstream library 1984, Uxterto
Ecu's shamefully delayed The Name of the Rose demonstrates
the possibility of writing about writing and scholarship
while remaining entertaining. Easilly the best book of the
year, it is written with wit, 'high style', erudition and
genuinely muscular rather than merely decorative prose.
All this by an Italian structuralist professor! Robert
Holdstock's prose in ‘Mythago Wood'is muscular too, and
as distinctively British as his subject matter - the
nythic bones of Britain. Like Eco, Holdstock blends
erudition with a strong plot and raises high expectations
for the future. Ian Watson's future, however, may be better
rewarde-d than his past. In The Book of the River he
manages to graft his customary ideative profligacy to a
storyline which doesn't make the brain ache. A deceptive
book and, like Eco's and Holdstock's, one which rewards

The Compass Rose - I suspect I'm probably guilty of
LeGuin-worship. She's on of the very, very few writers
whose name alone would sell a book to me (I've picked up
some extraordinary rubbish that way). I'd read two
thirds of The Compass Rose in hardback, a year or so ago,
in Gateshead library, waiting for a job interview (I didn't
get the job). Then while visiting a friend in Oxford, I
wandered into Blackwell's, darped myself over the new
illustrated Hobbit for an hour or so (another book I'd
like but can't afford), then noticed the paperback shelves.
There it was. The Compass Rose, complete with rather
unattractive blue blobby cover. I bought it. and found to
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my delight, that I'd missed reading the best story of the
collection in Gateshead, because it came at the end. how,
if anyone can point me in the direction of 'The Language
of the Night' (a book I've been after for years), IT11 be
Happy:
I don't make any claims for these books being ‘great
literature'. But I've enjoyed reading them intensely. They're
not the best books of 1984. and they're possibly not the
books I've enjoyed reading most. (I find books improve with
keeping and re-reading. I'm approaching 100 readings of
several favourite titles). I'm not sure I'm no,t sure I'd
recoimend them to YOU. You have your own tastes to cater
for. But they're here because they pleased me; if my writing
ever does as much for somebody else I shall be well
satisfied.
PAUL KINCAID
I only realised what a good year 1984 had been when I came
to make my selection of favourite books of the year, and
realised what I should have to leave out. Brian Aldiss's
collection of spare and elgant stories. Seasons in Flight,
for instance, and Umberto Eco's brilliant The Name of the
Rose which I finally and reluctantly eliminated only on
the technicality that it is really a book of 1983. With
those to one side, what did I choose? well firstly
Empire of the Sun by J.G.Ballard. Obvious, you think? Not
so. I am most certainly not a fan of Ballard's work. I may
provoke a shocked response with the confession that this
is the first of his novels that I've managed to read, and
I've found very little to stir me in his short stories.
But this touches all sorts of chords, and despite its
harrowing nature I was genuinely sorry to finish the
novel. A book of real and haunting beauty, in a perverse
sort of way. In strictly alphabetical order, my next
choice is Nights at the Circus by Angela Carter, again a
writer I keep feeling I should like more than 1 do. But
this rumbustious, picaresque romp won me over from the
word go. Fevvers is one of the great characters of
fiction, flighty (in more senses than one - but this is
a book that seems to demand puns in response), unreliable,
larger than life, and absolutely wonderful. In contrast
to these two, Alasdair Gray is a writer of whose work
I am hopelessly enamoured, and 1982. Janine thrilled and
captivated me from the word go. I wondered how on earth
he was going to follow Lanark, and this is the answer.
Arousing, funny, daring, humane, and full of a remarkable
Joie de vivre that is especially surprising when you con
sider the beaten and depressed character of his 'hero'.
Like most really great books, 1982, Janine works its
magic by being fun to read. None of these books fit any
strict definition of science fiction, though all challenge
our notion of reality, and make bold in ways that I firmly
believe science fiction should be following (if not lead
ing the way, which it isn't). My next choice, however,
does lie within the old familiar bounds, though it does
things to those bounds that may make some purists uncom
fortable. Mythago Wood by Robert Holdstock is one of
the most astounding books I've read in a long time. This
is one of those satisfying occasions when a critic can
say that the promise he spotted long ago in a first or
second novel has finally been fulfilled. All of Hold
stock's obsessions have come together in a book that is
a pleasure to read on so many levels: the writing is
superbly assured, the ideas are fresh and enthralling,
and the working out British myth is something that
reaches to something deep seated inside me. Also
science fiction, though also pushing at the boundaries,
is The Glamour by Christopher Priest, a book I believe
to be every bit as skilled and as original as its pre
decessor, The Affirmation. Like that book. The Glamour
essentially concerns the nature of fiction and the
creative process, but again it comes at it from an odd
and satisfying angle. The ending of the Cape edition
sadly lest the rest of the book down, but I have seen
a manuscript version of a revised ending which solves
most of the problems I mention in my review elsewhere
in this issue.
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JANINE
ALASDAIR GRAY
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SPACE TRAVEL
IS UTTER BILGE

"If we could persuade them (i.e. government) to release
just a little - and it would only have to be a very little
of the money used for the arms race, and apply it to space
exploration, we could have valuable observations from all
over the solar system very speedily. Really, it's just the
lack of money that is slowing us down."
Perhaps if we all went and bought vast quantities of the
Greenwich Meridian stamps, we could raise enough cash for
the government to send Prof. Smith to live permanently on
the Moon - now there's a really sensible place for
Greenwich Observatory.

In June 1984 the British Post Office issued a set of four
stamps honouring the centenary of the Greenwich Meridian
which passes through the back garden of the Astronomer
Royal.

Or perhaps the government would prefer to send me there and that would please a sizeable slice of fandom, too. I

At the P.O. press preview of these stanps, I was able to
interview this gentleman. Prof. F.Graham Smith. I did so
with some diffidence, as I did not want to upset him. but
honestly forced me to put to him. for his expert
judgement, some earlier Astronomer Royal's comments on
space travel.

Ken Lake

It was in 1956 that Dr. Richard Woolley, then newly
appointed to this august position, announced that Space
ravel "is utter bilge". The following year. Sputnik 1
spun dizzily around the Earth infuriating every
patriotic westerner and driving to a frenzy those who
had believed the experts' denunciation of what Prof.
A.W.Bickerton 1nl926 called "this foolish idea".
Of course there have been subsequent attempts to
whitewash the experts. Media guru Patrick Moore "excused"
Volley because, he said, he was under great pressure from
newsmen at the time. It was Moore who in 1958
informed the world that sending a rocket around the moon
was “highly over-optimistic" (It happened just a year
ater).

Hence iqy decision to ensure that Prof. Smith was not
"under pressure" - he was, in fact, ensconsed in the
corner of the room with a drink and a plate of quite
reasonable buffet nosh, having given the assembled hacks
and P.O. officials the benefit of a warmly welcoming speech
about the new stamps. The result of my laid-back approach
was, I confess, not astonishing: Prof. Smith is a
pleasant and wily interviewee, well warned about wild
statements. I recalled to myself that when, on an earlier
occasion, I had twitted Dr.Woolley on his "bllilge”
conment, he had irascibly reacted by claiming that "I
was, of course, referring to Interplanetary flight, which
is quite outside the realms of possibility."
That was 27 years ago, and when I innocently put the same
"bilge" query to Prof. Smith, he carefully explained to
me, as to a small child in search of an explanation of
the Triune Godhead, that "Of course, he was really talking
about interstellar flight." I take this as a firn pointer
to the”fi rst interste11 ar spaceship's departure by 2011
at the latest - and that's from the horse's mouth!
Prof. Smith continued to maintain that e=mcZ effectively
precludes man from ever mastering Interstellar flight, and
smiled away my mention of the generation ship withou coment.
Not wanting him to feel under pressure from newsmen, I
tried a different tack: where does he stand on space flight
in general?
"Well, that is really not for me to say. It's all a
matter for government nowadays; my task is to observe the
heavens and deduce things from observations made by
satelliltes and probes."

I rather liked this adroit sidestep, and tried to raise
the question of costs. At last I hit a paydirt - up to a
point - for while making it clear that he was in no way
advocating or commenting on any ideas of unilateral
disarmament. Prof. Smith did go on record with this
statement:

A TIMELESS DANCE

Keith Roberts’ PAVANE
Re-examined = LJ.Hurst
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the last Lady of Purbeck rebels against Rome and the King,
but her rebellion is described again without investigation.

about a Hooky driven to lead a rebellion after seeing the

John ignored the skiaishing; or perhaps he never saw. Riding

the tops off the waves. Prom a score of run offs the cliffs
spouted water Into the bay: but the streams wore caught by

uprising caused by this) but technology is aometiHes snuggled
in. This snuggling, of radios, is described in ‘The whiote
Boat', previously excluded from British editions.

crowd arrived to see it: it is che author's image, pre-empting
the battle to which John's followers will succumb. This cross

Against the developments represented by wireless communication,
between walled towns, harried at tines by bandit gangs. There
is no police force, only the military: long distance communication

independent of the church.

'Lords and Ladles* and 'The White Boat', this is especially
true: in 'The White Boat* it is difficult to tell whether
the yacht is being used as a metaphor for technical progress,

and free world, or whether some sort of time travel is supposed.
called "Moody, eloquent, elegaic”, and an F i BP review said

other subjects, which are clearly meant to be raised in the
novel, are less clear, and less available for discussion.

and the Philosophy of History. Tom Shippey has pointed out
that one of ehe influences on Pavane is R.H.Tawney's Religion
and the Rise of Capitalism. Tawney showed that from the elventh
century onwards. Churchmen had to take increased interest

inflation, and land ownership and distribution. Changes in
agriculture, wider reaching trade that required more capital,
the early appearance of industrial development, all of these
control them: money lending for profit is forbidden in the
be stopped?" but "What is a just interest rate?" 1 just as
they stopped trying to prevent war. and instead started teaching
•just war"). Similarly, hut less clearly, religious reformation
and social change began to be taught by Priests who stirred
up society and were then punished by Rome. Such Priests
were often identified with new economic or industrial interests:
John Huss, for instance, who taught the English John Wycliffe,
was very popular with the growing ranks of silver minors
in Bohemia. When national interests are tied to religion,
religion can give a lot of justification to government

many people
other hand,
he took off
Priests. As
The Chalk Giants, than it is like his own 'Woihanachtabend'
(Christmas Eve). or ever. Philp X. Dick's The Han in the High

also got involved in land speculation. On the
just before Philip of Spain sent off the Armada
all the doctors and r eplaced them by additional
a generalisation, Protestantism appeared with

reorganisation, the tcndancy of Catholclsm was. intentionally
that originated in Catholcism was'double entry book keeping.
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bis money's worth out of them. Though how long that would
go on was anybody's guess with the Guild of Mechanics stiffening

practices are not those, say. of the Signallers. But it does
which preceded the division into capitalists and proletarians.
The Church, of course, as the Coda explains is actively
that will occur will occur much faster. Although not a clear
exposition, it is an interesting introduction to Tawney.

Rafe Bigland's childhood, and the social stratification.

Like The Man in the High Castle, events, their sequence,
and their causes are not stated directly. But “The Grasshopper

as though it were a philosophical-historical work, even though,
from the extracts quoted, it is a novel about “the boy Eric’
in the shelling of Berlin., and Karl viewing Hitler's corpse.
The High Castle's characters discuss only how historical
events could change, they do not discuss characterisation.

the characters of The High Castle are far more rounded than

one ends discussing the ideas. Both Philip K Dick and Keith
Roberts give major roles to individuals, their lives or their
deaths: in the end they ignore movements in history. Ironically

Roosevelt's death in 1944 would cause the allies to collapse,
as Frederick the Great was (saved by the death of Louis of
Franca. History did not repeat itself, no individual was

How can an organisation like the Popes' have ensured that
ages repeat themselves, so that even Kings and Queens neve
the same names as those of aeons before? It is hero that
Pavanes's structure shows its weaknesses. The Coda is sometimes

and society, Pavane is very successful, as a generalisation
on reoccurrence it is less so.
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It's a great pityitarry Niven has long been one of
those authors X have admired for his adherence to
straight SF of the worldshattering kind. His 'Tales
of Known Space* series, running from the 1966 The
World of Ptaws to the two i960 books. The Rinqworld

the giggles of the modernists, but they were in every

of hard SP concepts and with a storyline that seemed
to grip one's attention.

Macdonald a Co., 1983, 240pp., £0.95
Reviewed by Ken Lake

has crafted. And when the reader can't 'feel* himself
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I'm going back to Known Space tor a good read!

roniES ARD OTHER PB»M - 8. Beam Piper
Ace Books. 1984. S2.9S

TO arroiM or UT1P - Keith Laumer

Been. 1984, S2.95

This last autumn two new books were published that

THB WI KAROS OT AXMACKDOR - Prod Kaplan
Simon 4 Schuster. 420pp.

Reviewed by Tim" Jones

of the first Reagan administration. What should make
it of interest to SR readers, and in fact anyone
who is interested in today's world, is that its subject
is the operational analysis and systems analysis
work undertaken in the USA, particularly as it relates

I've always wondered why the furry books are not
sold as juveniles. The sentimentality of the style
and imagination is so strong that surely no adult
could bear it. There are other strains but they are

Fustics and Other People is probable Piper writing
as best he could. The Return of Retief is dreadful
- almost plotless, padded and with only a gesture
at the humour that makes Retief at his best so good:

Kaplan is a science writer and he has adapted his
article writing style well to this much longer work.
Normally I find 400 page novels off-putting and would
not even consider reading a 400 page textbook but
I found this book easy to read and sufficiently interesting
to keep me turning the pages. 1 should perhaps qualify
this by saying that I am at present employed as a
systems analyst, in the sense used by this book rather
than as now commonly used in the computing industry.
None the less it was fairly easy to read the situations
across to my own field. Fortunately the book gives
you sufficient early explanation that you do not
need any pre-knowledge of the field.

that anything dsone by authorities is for the worst,
while Retief and other individuals are pretty decent
and self-controlled. In the latest book Retief shows

The book basically deals with the development of
the RAXb Corporation (the “think tank* set up by
the US Air Force), bow its ideas gradually permeated*
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Hot only is this on important book it is also a readable

mcni MMDSIVOOS by Prederik Pohl
Gollanes. 1984. 311pp. 18.95

Reviewed by Bdward James

Which Threatens the entire Galaxy.

Any information which he can't offer in this embarassinq

Pohl has probably always been more interested in people
and human society than in gadgets and aliens. Keechee
society is described in tantalisingly sketchy fashion
(more in volume 4 perhaps?). There are typically Pohllan
comments on human society, however, such as the brief
appcarcnce of hi-tech terrorism and the equally brief
gl impses of what has happened to Barth under the
impact of Heechee-derived technology. But ,Pohl is
more concerned with the development of individuals
than of society. Albert Einstein, the computer-generated

told in the first sentence of chapter 1, is the other

Those who do remember the first two volumes of what
is clearly going to be a series <1 predict the next
title will include the word AssassinI are strongly
advised to skip the first chapter. They will remember

'vastening' (transferal of personality into a computer)
is the most intriguing creation in the book, even
if it does have its SP predecessors. Vastening may

sexual life, which Pohl presented with a coy bravado
all too reminiscent of latter-day Heinlein. Perhaps
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Granada, 1984, 191pp. Cl.95
or an electro-magnetic disturbance of eha photons or
whatever pseudo-scientific explanation It writers have
been able eo devise. The glamour is. if anything, a
social condition. Think of all the times you have stood
at a crowded bar totallzy failing to attract the barman's
attention. The glamour is that. magnified; sore an unwillingness
of people to see you than anything else.

ST is the literature of ideas, at least so far as lan
Watson is concvemed. Watson is profligtae with ideas

Watson would probably be a richer man today (even if
his books would be the poorer!. His public image is
that of a heavy writer, over whose books your fingers
hover before moving leftwards to light upon the new,
say. Bob Shaw, of late, though, there seems to have
been a seachagne in his writing. A lightness of tone
has manifested itself. The pace has been picked up.
In Chekov's Journey, the intellectual thrust is still

The Affirmation has a three-fold development - Peter
ia to write his autobiography, it turns

Everyone in The Glamour is , in some way, to some extent,
creating their world around them. Susan’s parents reconstruct
the visible presence of Niall after a visit during which
he remained unseen. Gray’s psychiatrist, who sees Gray
become invisible under hypnosis, re-writes reality after
rationalising what he saw. When the three-fold structure
of the novel runs its inevitable yet nonetheless surprising
course, when Niall gives his version of reality, the
whole picture changes dramatically once again.

This final upset is too sudden and too rushed. The novel
is distinguished by a careful and thorough development

can guess. The first 'victim' evolves into a giantess

to be a fairy, which does not prevent hie imaginative
in Parenheit 451), a tree, and a Mies van der Rohe chair
- and they are the normal ones I Outside King's establishment

The way in which the novel is tied together is, perhaps,
the only way in which these sequences of creations could
be ended: though I must confess to being a little disappointed

anyone who doesn't think that Bishop Usher wasn't right
in every degree (a scabrous parody of those American
fundamentalist evangelicals who take everything the
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his bettor books, but. is is a 'jolly good read', which
is not soeethlng I ewer inagined writing about an lan

1984. 187pp. £8.95
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the annotations in the second bibliography section sake
it clear that these are still not deep enough. For instance,
there have ’-er. no linguistic analyses of Ballarc’s
in Ballard's work Ino Batter whether It la a philosophy
that Ballard holds or not). For instance. Foundation

at a third or half of it that Ballard is not the beat
exponent of hie own ideas.

that chronology, sequence, iteration are all indicated
by Ballard's choice of words, verbal structure, phrasing
etc. At an unconscious level Chis is well know in ut
that any fan can produce, but it has never been consciously

of the phenomenology that is explicitly nentioned in
The Atrocity Exhibition, nor does he discuss the implications

1985, 160pp. 67.95

However, enougb of such cynicisa. For a start, chat
1971 novel - originally published in America - is genuinely
difficult to obtain, making only a fleeting British
appearance as a Corgi paperback in 1976. (And consequently
I an uunable to check the extent of the revisions made
for The Peace Machine.) More to the point, the reurrection
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him. And because of the gusto with which the talc is
improbabilities are piled upon improbabilities, this
book should not work. Yet it does, triumphantly. Powers

1 did spot one glaring inconsistency, but quite frankly,
it hardly seems to matter.

A lot of research has gone into the vivid account of
London at that period, the literary world at that time,
and the politics of the age. But the research sits lightly
on the tale, giving it the detail and solidity to suspend
disbelief without ever slowing the pace or obtruding

TUB ABUB1US CATBS - Tim Powers
Chatto t Hindus, 1985. 387pp. £3.95

Reviewed by Paul Kincaid

The first thing to say about this novel is that it is
great fun. It is, in fact, a romp through some of the
most familiar motifs in science fiction and fantasy.
Here you will find time travel, Egyptian gods, black
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