
































































































the Church of Satan. He is made into a Servant, one of 
the zombie slaves sold by Resurrection, Inc. But he's 
different. He keeps having flashes of memory from his 
first life ... 

I recommend Resurrection Inc. to you. I'd like to 
recommend it "highly," but I can't, quite. There are a 
number of irritating problems: a fascinating subplot 
that vanishes (by the "they all got run over by a train" 
method) about a third of the way through the book; a 
number of characters who seem to exist solely to fill 
their functions in the plot; and a rather cliched "the un
derground resistance movement strikes the Bad Guys 
down" ending. 

Contrariwise, it's full of beautiful stuff, from the 
Servants themselves to the image of San Francisco Bay 
completely built over; and it's well-written and engag
ing. You care about the characters. So I can hardly pan 
it either. 

All I can do is say, check it out for yourself. If your 
tastes are even vaguely like mine, you'll probably like, 
but not love, it. Which is, after all, more than most first 

· novels ever deliver.

Portal

Something appeared in my mailbox a little while 
ago. Something called Portal, by Rob Swigart. 

It's not a novel. Richard Lupoff praises it extrava
gantly on the back cover, but he's quick to point out 
that it's not a novel. And he's right, for reasons that 
bear some looking at. 

Portal has two main plot lines. The outer "frame
work" is the story of an Intrepid Starship Explorer, 
who returns to Earth and the place is closed. Well ... de
serted. No signs of destruction, war, plague, or any
thing else greet him; there just isn't anyone around. 

So the nominal "plot" of Portal is the story of this 
man's efforts to find out, through a still-functioning 
worldwide AI network, what happened to all the 
people. 

The second plot, of course, is What Happened To 
All The People. This is the story of a doomed love and 
the extraordinary lengths a boy goes to to redeem it 
and meet his girl. He ultimately opens the Portal for 
mankind, about which I will say no more because it 
would spoil much of the story's ending. 

Either of these would have made an exceptional 
novel. (So, for that matter, would the story of the Al's, 
abandoned and without purpose, not knowing where 
their masters have gone or why they have been left be
hind: and then this sole human appears from space ... ) 

Unfortunately, none of these stories is told. In
stead, they are mished and mashed together by the 
presentation of small chunks from here and from there 
that, hopefully, add up to the story: a technique bor
rowed from Dos Passos by way of John Brunner. 

This technique is tremendously demanding of both 
reader and writer. When both put the effort into it, it 
can be incredibly rewarding. In this case, however, it 
simply isn't worth the reader's effort because Swigart 
does not know how to handle it. 

With the "Dos Passos presentation mode," every 
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section is in some sense a scene, and each scene must 
count, must have emotional impact. Many of Swigart' s 
sections are recitations of fact, as dry as a passage from 
Asimov's "Encyclopedia Galactica:" fascinating ideas, 
but not scenes by any stretch of the imagination. After 
a few of these, the going bogs down; after enough, the 
story grinds to a halt. Nor is it at all helpful that some 
of the information in these sections is presented sever
al times from different perspectives. 

I suspect that some of the problem stems from Por
tal's unusual genesis. It has been released simultane
ously as a computer game where the player takes the 
part of the returning astronaut, and has to interrogate 
the Als to find out "what happened to the humans." If 
the game is designed at all well, there are numerous 
paths to the same ultimate end, and some vital infor
mation would have to be planted in different forms 
along all those paths. 

Many of the expository sections of Portal-the-book 
seem to be dumps directly from the computer game, 
with no editing. 

All in all, Portal is a book of fascinating ideas and 
characters, and several brilliant plots hidden among 
the clumsy exposition. Swigart shows ability to plot, 
and to write, throughout. One can only hope his next 
book is a novel. It should be pretty damn good. 

Closet Classic 

Sherman, set the Wayback machine for ... 1978. No, 
make that 1967. Or ... ? 

In '67, Harlan Ellison's incredible Dangerous Vi
sions anthology appeared, and sold so well, and was 
so acclaimed, that he was pressured by the publisher 
into doing a sequel. The sequel, you may recall, was 
Again, Dangerous Visions. 

A,DV contained a story by Richard A. Lupoff, 
called "With The Bentfin Boomer Boys on Little Old 
New Alabama."· This was one of the two or three most 
dramatically experimental pieces in a huge book that 
was noted for experimentation, during a period noted 
for experimentation. 

That was published in 1972, after several delays. 
The delays cost Lupoff dearly. 

You see, Dell Books had wanted Lupoff to expand 
''WtBBBoLONA" into a novel. Lupoff wanted to ex
pand "WtBBBoLONA" into a novel. Ellison wanted 
Lupoff to expand ''WtBBBoLONA" into a novel. 

But time got messed up, and by the time A,DV 
was published, Dell was not as interested as they had 
once been. 

In fact, it took them until 1978 to publish the book, 
which had been through several metamorphoses and 
finally emerged under the title Space War Blues. 

This is the novel, then, that a young Dan'l Dane
hy-Oakes set his sweating hands on in that summer of 
1978 and was lost in for days. I must have read it three 
or four times before I could bring myself to read any
thing else; it impressed me that much. 

What is it? It's a spacegoing Catch-22 with voodoo; 
it's a space opera with yuks; it's one of the funniest, 
saddest, baddest, and maddest books I've ever read, 
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