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EDITORIAL,

Walcome to tha flrst ismse of F.T.L. Yen, at last, aftar long delays, gnashing
of teath and pulling of halr, you hold tn yowr hand tha final product.

Thanks must @0 to Brandan Gillen and Robert Ellictt for typing these
warde {(and others) onto computer disk and Laser printing the resclta. Without
thelr efforts this fina tome would /ot hava been passible (actually, chaining
them to their word processors and leaving a bottle of Pan  Galactic
Garglsblaster just out of reach may have helpad.),

Those of you who foolishly thought this was going to be an A4 magazine
may parchance ba wondering why on Earth (or amywhera alse for that matter) you
hatd in front 6f you an AS magazine. Thie (e because there just wasn’'t enocugh
room in the originat 24 paga A magazine to feature the kind of cross section
of stories [’d like to wea in this magazine. Therw's No way we could have a
briiliant Editorial, articles, profile and bibliography, iliustrations, book
revimm and a faw ahort storime In 24 papms. We alwo have a couple of etories
that would fill 24 pages on thalr own. Bo, for tha same price, we can have a
maasive 40 paga mag. Okay?

For thome of you buying this "off trm rack™, ®»o to speak, and don't know
vhars this jowal of anlightened suphorla comea fram, 1t is the product of an
irmana group of franzied fanatica who gravitate towaroe tha Oak Bar the first
Tuemday of evary month {full moons not withstanding) at Bpm to talk about
cats, discuae thermodynamics and consuma pints of Guinnesa. If you're one of
the uninitlated why not orop down somatima, Bomm patpls have complained that
awr inittation ritse are too severe, but [ don't thirk that hanging wpside
dgwn from a lamp poat whila reciting the first three lines from Asimov's
"Foundation" backwarca in Hebrew is too much to ask.

Anyway, sesnough of these mental meanderingm. Sit back and enjoy the
neurctic nightmares in the remt of this mag and please, please write. We'd
1ike to hedar from you what you liked o dieliked about thls mag. We'd llke to
tutld up a Niae big throat-cutting, mud-slinglng lettars column.

*Til rent imsus.
Yourm Serandipitoualy,

John Kemny.
SUBM1SSIDNS,
FTL 18 always on the lookout for new contributora. We regulra =hort
etories, articles, boak reviewe, artwork, tllustraticns and replien,

crttical or otherwise, to material that we hava publlshad. Al though we
are primarily concerned with Bclence Fictlon and Fantamy wa ars  also

{ntareatsd in harror, gaming, masBguaradea, media etc. ln fact, wa are
interested in all the variaum aspects of fandom. BSo, if ygu have
something to say, 1=t ue knaw, A lot of people out there could be

vary, vary Iinterested.

NOTE: Ae FTL is a fanzine contributors receive no paymant far work
publ tshed, anly tha satisfaction of knowing that they e
communicating with likea-minded panple.

Copyrtght reverts to the contributor on publication.
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ILLEGAL ALIEN.
By Bobby MaclLaughlln

c.1988.

Giac @stood looking cut of
the wlindow of his Dubiin
flat, watchling, the rain

and meditated
glumly on the series of
dlsastrous dectslons that
had .culminated in his
presence on this Godforssken
ptanat. Each in itaslf had
seemed Such a marvellouva
idea at the time, He waa a
astudent at the Planetary
University of Puels, and had

pelting down,

just started an Bxternal
year of expartential
santientoleogy. Puiasana are
a warmbloodad mammal tan
ppscies, though with a basaic
anatomy more arachnoid than
primate. Whan mature they
are loglcal, preciss, and
have canaldsrable

mathamatical, enginaearing
and =saxual skiillse, though
they tend to lack tha wilder
farma of crmativity.

tnsanity, or even emotlonal
instabllity, while not
actually criminal, ie
soctally wunacceptabla, and
carries a conaidarahlae
stigma.

Physically they are a
goodlooklng race, Elght-
limbed, as thelr primaval

ancestors had been, they now
walk eract on twn legs, have
two pairs of arms, and two
highly mobile feelare which
area neither mandiblas or
antannae, but hava aomathing
in commen with both, and
which ava wsed Ffor any
manlpulatory functions
requlring axtrema delicacy.
Both paire of arma are
fairly thin, thes lower pair
baing bonelasa and
retractile 1into the upper,
to reinforce tham whan brute
strength is neesded,

malea and comales asre
less powerful
and outnumbmr

Both
smaller and
than females,

tham greatly, Thay abhor
phyesical violance, Thim
fmeling probably stems (at
laast in part}? from atill
vivid race mampriera of baen
oaten alive by thelr mates
an the price of parmiaslon
to capulate, Ae thay
davelapad intalligence they

evalved ways of changlng and
improving this eyttam.
Nowadays famales would be
waomd by ona ar two
male/comale paiers working (n
cloase and amicabla
partnership, A wall-
chareographed palr would be
adeguate far npx only,
though this could still be a
little dangarcus for them.
Howavar, to bring their
femals to ths mtate of high
franzy nseded for ovulatlon
and fartilization thay woulod
usually oparats In fours ta
bha @aure pf eurviving the
procens.

Gitac and his comala partnar
and frimand Capriaan had
warkead hard and lang to
think wup & suitadble =atudy
program for Glac’s final
yoar. In order Lo gat
funding from tha Chief
Burear of Hiae-Kakai
Univaraity, plue approval
from Senlor Tutor Hanakont,
it bad to bhave Just the

right mix of inngvation,
audacity and molld academic
rwesarch, 1¥ success ful,
theare could afterwarods be a
chance of getting work in
the capital, which would
mean a vaetly improved 1ife-
styla for tham both, Their
home town, Gahazzen, was a
bit of a backwater, with
veary limited potentlal for
wntartalnment genarally, and
Jumt abaut none at all for
aex, at least not for
comalws at their level. Not
that their chances would
actually have besn all that
much battar in tha capital,
but they both had Ffantastic
and marvel lously lurid
dreams of poswible



encounters,

The thesle title they
eventually hammereoed out
pleased them both very muchr
"S8anity/Insanity: An
Investigation of Earth-buman
mating bebaviours”. They
thought thip was brilljant,
1£ nat nheer gesnius. Flenty
of audacity thers - [Imagine
if you will & planstfull of
sentient belngs wWith only
two sexes. The danger! The
risk! The tremandaus
potential for tnstability!
1t qave Giac an itlicit
thr-i11 evan to contemplate
it all. And eince his study
year was to be wsxperiantal,
he might even succeed in
having soms solo sexual
contact with ancother baing,
{n the complete abtsence of
any comale to assist.

The thought was utterly
terevifying, and yrt at the
same time marvel lously

exciting, the biggest turn-
on he"d ever experlenced iIn
his young life. He wondered
for some tlme which of the
twa available saxes te
should approach when the
timg came. And worried a blt
about what areas of himself
to wunme, and how, tn  the
event of success, since
neither Earthman or woman
seemed to bhave anatomies
which were all that
cangruent with hila own. Ha
reatized that he badly
nesded toe §find out mare
about what Earth people
actually do before he could
lnvant a system of action
and interactlon for himsalf
tog fi{t discreetly Into thaeir
moda. He had i{n fact already
recelved atrict prdars from
hils superiors to remain
completely Inconsplcuous,
insofar aa te could do =o
and still meet the demands
of his program,

In the end he and Capriaan
both declded he should stop

worrying, and play it by ear
an and when thinga happensd.
They bellgved that whatever
dil fferencen of mbape or
tolour there wera batwasn
themselves and Earth humana
mightn"t necessarlly be
noticed, and wouldn"t be
much of a problam anyway.
This w39 thelr {fourth and
most aearlous error. The
firat mistake beling to
choome Earth as a suitahle
place for study, the second
for Glac to locate himsslf
in Dublin, capital city af
Catholic lreland (downtown
New York would have baen a
lot bettar), and the third
his chojce of subject.

Te Gthe uninvolved obeervar
Glac*s approach may aerm
cagual to the point of being
criminally carelass, but
Glac was a very ordlnrary,
average to mediocre sort of

student, not preatly
inclined to academic
fervour, He wanted to
complete his studlies and get
himeelf accredited with
absolute minimum possible

effort. Ha alwo wanted to
spand as much time as ha
could with hts pariner
Capriaan in pursuit of
paossibly amenable Ffemales,
and in perfecting his latest
bodyhair patterns, He had
recently achievad a
particulariy fetching
fractal spiral in lustrous
deep purplea curlia all around
his torso, out along his
various limbs and back
again., It was just a sbhada
tighter than his mane, and
contrasted beautifully with
his pale tan skin. He
believed Firmly that no
being with any sort of
intarest in jigsaw puzzles,
EEX ar applied topoelogy
could poseibly reslst
running a finger, tongue ar
aother guttable appundaga
along {te various curves and
seeing/feeling where It atl
ended up. He alac believad



that his many and varied
phyaical attractions would
more Lthan make up for any
alight feelings of disquiet
an Earth person might
experlence if &/he saw
through hils disgulse and
not iced the differances
betwepn them. He was tatally
unaware of Earth-rumans’
ability to distinguish
between, and react to, quite
minor colour variations.

His gisgulise was quitse
passable. First of all bhe
amalpgamated his two pairs of

arms, which gave bim the
burly loak of a kean
bodybul )l der. He laft his
mane in tte original caolour,

a purple 80 deep as to bwe
very nearly black, and
twisted it into dreadlocks
of tha same thicknass as hisa
feelers. So they wouldn't be
seen unlass he
absentmindsdly used them to
turn the page of a book, or

adjust his tie. He wore a
black pinstripe suit, very
well cut, silk shirt, socks

and tle, a Cartier watch and
Guceci shoes. All of which he
had transmatted out of a
dlsplay in a Nelman Marcusa
on the way down.

He had previously parksed bis

space ship behind the mobn,
and travelled the rast of
the way tn  a highapseed
lander, which he laft in
full view of any pasBers-by
in a fleld amidst othar
rusting and abandoned

vehicles on the outskirts of

the city. He didn"t carry
much squipaent with him,
Just one holdall with aeome
foud supplements, a Bonic
cleaner for se)f and
clothing, a mint{ memory and
note taker for writing hie

thesis, portable transmat In
case he oneeded any other

itema of Earth manufacture
{such as additional
cur: ency) and some apare
powerpacks,

It was a long walk {nte
town, and he was worn out by
tha tima he arrived.
Rccammodation rould have
besan difficult, but
fortunately (t was sarly
summar . Hundreds of students
wera departing dally, not to
raturn ti1ll autumn, so there
wern vagcancy signa up
pvarywhare. The flrat flat
he loaked &t was dank,
emelly, expensivs ang
crowded with appalling
abjects called furniture by
the Jandlord., Glac disliked
the 1lack bof space, being
used to sleeping in an
arrangement of raopea wsilung
from walle and rceiling. He
was not prepared to g0
native 1o the axtent of
aleeping in a bed,
particularly ane that
appeared to already bhave a
realdent population.

On the steps 1n front of the
apcond place the landlady
lookad at him beadily and
gaid "The sign dors say that
the ##lat would ault ons or
twa glrle”. Maaning that she
would nat be suited by anme
rather odd-lpaking male as
an altarnative.

Finally, on his fFlLftn
attempt he found the perfect
place. A large, light atry
room an a8 top flcor in Lower
LLemapn Street, almost
totally ampty. The landlord
called it sami—-furnished
accomodation, and Bald
apailagetically "1t can gek a
bit nolasy hare at night now,
but surs you won’'t mind that
will yaou”, aa ha pocketed a
fafrly thick wad of naotes
only recently liberated from
a nearby hole-{n-the-wall

bank machine. Glac smiled
and ehut the door on him
with a migh of relief. He

rae too axhausted that
avening to da more than curl
up in a corner angd slsep, SO
daaply that he naither hmard



nor saw anything €ar half a
wrok .

lle wole ravenous, cramped
and uncomfortable, having
forgotten to take his
clothes of# hafore

collapsing. They looked like
he felt, crumpled and dusty.
He peelrd them off and

yawned bugely, stretching
and shakling all his arms and
legs. Thean he ]limbered up
for a while, 1lmaplng and
boundieg from floor to wall
te celling.

[t was a Saturday, and six

a.m. local time. The psople
in the {lat belaw his had
only just  Ffallen asleap
after the usual! Friday night

rachet tatied o#ff around
five. Then the plaster
started falling off their
ceillngs from all the
banglng atinut upstairs. They
were mastly  young, hung-
over, extremely plssed-aff

with the noise and yat
falrly reluctant to actually
get up, get dressed and piod

upstatrs tn coofront and
hopefully quirten the
lunatic above. The noise
stopped before any one of
them got themselves near
enpugh together to actually
dg any of the things they'd

threatennd,

Mearnwhlle, back on the top

floor, Glac was feeling a
lot morea chaerful. te
cleared wup his clothea and

got the creases put as best
he could, drassed, and went
boundlng down the statrs in
search of food and sgme
ropes and hooks to fix up a
decent bedding arrangement.
The city looked lovely |in
the mornlng llght, ang
disappolntingly empty and
aquiet. Nothing was open,
there were vary fAw peopls
about, and these were 1{ntent

on  thajr pwn businese and
unlnterested in any form of
conversation. He trled

asking one oOr two for
dlrections, but only got a
stare or a "Sorry, I'm a
stranger harg mysalf' in
reply.

Eventually he found a
restaurant openlng up which
adveartised a “"Full Irish
Breakfast,” This soundad

reasonably substantial, 90
he went in and crdered thas
complete menu. 1t was good,
lotes of protain swimming in
fat, and plenty
carbohydrates alongaide for

butk. He tasted the tea,
spluttered and decjided
against. It €slt dangerous

in his mautbh. He thought he
mlght get drunk or high on
it sometims, but right now
he wanted to stay cool and
sober. When bhe'd €inished
the meal he decided to go
back to the top of the manu
and start agal!n. Twice round
was just beginning to take
the edger of his hunger, and
he was about to order again
when hne reallsed that one
round was probably the lpcal
norm, and he"cd better pay
and lpave before attracting
undue attention. Anyway he
quite felt like a change of
scene, so be paid at the
cash desk and went out. He'd
watched other customers go
through this procedure, and
followed {1 carefully,
reflecting as he did so that

exchanging same foarm of
Currency for goods ar
sarvices appeared to - be

univarsal in a way that
pbysical fanatomlcal criteria
wergs not.

After eating in five more
restaurants and cafes 6Gilac
found himself on the city
centrp quays, bes | de a
ahlpchandlars, whaera he

bought a coll of rope and an
assgrtment of steel hooks,
rings, tools and fixinga to
rig up a aleeping web in his
flat. The ahop assistant was
incurlous. He bad customers



of all sorts coming in,
fForgigners a9 often as not,
and he knew wall that
smagoing men aftan look

outlandish.

Glac went home and started
work, drilling and bammering
holas in the walle and
celling and trylng to fix
his hooks. e wasn't belng
very succesaful, they often
pulled out again as saon ar
he tested their strength. In
the end her had to make the
web a lat bigger tharn he"d
originally planned, using
whatever few so0lid Ffixing
paints he’'d managed to fFind
in the room, which by that
time was beginning to look
llke a bomb site. At last it
wae done, and he heaved a
huge sigh of relief, and got
ready to go out again, this

time to relax, enjoy
himsal §, maybe even have
some of that Earth tea
befare starting work in Hhie
field studies i the
mornlng.

There was a knock at his
deor. He hadn't expected
this, and dLon’t knaw
exactly how to handle i{t.
Slnce he could hardly
prretend to be out, he apened
the daor, smiled, said
nothing, waited. Judging by
the clothing and the bumps
In front he thought this
person was probably female,
though her apparent
fragility and somathlng
abaut her aura raminded him
so strongly of Capriaon that
he suddenly felt a deep pang
nf lonelinees ang longlng.

Sha waa about his height,
160 €m pr 8o, Failrly pudgy,
with short spiky halr which
she'd astreakad and dled 1I(n
varicua shades of orange and
vyellow aver dark brown
roots, Her ayao wers brown
and unfriandly.

Sha looked at him ebverely

and aald “Hi. I"m Julie and

1 live in the flat
downstaira. You woke me up
at an wungodly bhaur thia
mormning, and now you'rs

banging on the walls again.
I don't know what vyou're

doing, and [ don't care, but
whatevar it §s ! want you to
stop. This (nskant."” He

moved sldeways a littie and
shes lookad past his shouldar
and saw ropework stretching
from floar ta ceiling to
wal! to celling to wall teo
wall ta floor to .......
They both spuke at once;
"What in tha name of God =
that?"

1'm very sarry, lt'a
€finished pow sa0 thare wpn't
ba any more....”

There was a pouse, during
which ha |lpaked at har
milently and thought bow
unlika a femals she was, in
his axparience. She was aven
a bit smaller than him, and
less muBcular, In fact, he
didn*t feel threatsnad by
her at all. He stappead back
and asked "Would you llke to
aap?®

8he hasitated. Thlis guy
looked really odd to thar,
obviocusly some sort aof
foretgner with that halr,
though his clothes dld not
go with her image of a Rasta

- ha had more of the
upmarket Bxecutive VP look,
a supar -yupple perhaps.
Strange. Her curiosity

fuught hard with her sensae
of caution, and curiagsity
wan. She want in and lopkad
around.

"Janey Mac, ars  you an
artist or womething? What's
the landlord golng ta say
vwhen ha eees thiae?” Glac
amli lad, shrugged, sald
nothing am he watched har
pick her way round the ropom
having a good look at
evarything 1{in wsight. This
didn"t taks very long, since
aside from the now completad
bedweb it only contained a
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bullt-in kitchen unit with
minute caoker, $rldge, aink
and cupbgard, a short wide
shelf about three foot ug
ona wall beside (it which
presumably could do duty as
a table, Glac's holdall in
one corner, a few tools and
eom8 left over rapa on the
floar. That was {t.

“You haven’t got w@much In
here, have you? Not even a
cup o©or 4 plate,” sha eald,
opening the only and empty
cupbaard. He smiled again
and said "1 suppose not vary

much. But I wil]l gat soms
things. What do you
suggest?” 'Ah', she thought,
enlightenad 'another one

thak's never been away fram
home before. And 1 bet Hhis
maother didg¢ averything Ffor
him, and he never had to
1ift a finger ajther, AnNd
now he's totally clualess.’

"Well, T suppose you caould
do with a +Ffew bits of
crockery and s&tuff, and a
kettles and a temapot and a
vea” He Lnterrupted. "Wait,
wait, 8low down pleass, |
can't ramsmber so much so
fast, "

By that tlme she'd forgotten
to be wary of this strangar,
and har curioeity had
doubled and redoubled. Shs
thaught of how best to get
him talking, get same
answers to all tha questions
bubbling wp in her, and
suggested “How about a cup
of tea 1n my place than?
I'1Y write out a list of
stuff you'll probably want.
Are ' you over hare worklng
for one af theas big
American companies?"

“"Thank you, 1 wauld like
tea. No, not enactly
American, " he replied
paliteiy,with an infuriating
lack af garrulity, and
followed her down the
stairs.

/1.

Julie’s flat was just balow
Giac’'=s, with a mimilar
layout. The docr opened Lntg
a bedsittingraoom, with o
tiny kitchenatte curtained
aff 1In the far corner, 1t
was carpeted, and furnlahad
with a sofa, bed, table, two
chajrs, tvh eterso and a
large cupboard or wardrobs,
Giac staod just loside the
doorway, looklng around, and
trying to plcturae Julle’'s
iife in thias place. Jullm
walked ovar to the
kltchonette to put the
kettle on, turned, =maw him
still atanding in the
dobrway, and wanL back
towards him, saying "Come on
in and sit down." As ghe did
60 a furred beast with four
lagn emerged from bshind the
curtain and walked towards
them, making threataning
noiees.

Glac atared, screamed with
fright, grabbed Julie’a head
Wwith two arms, hiB Dwn with
two more, all four burmting
out of hls ghirteleeves.
Terrifimd by the mound, tha
suddAan grab, purple hair
glimpsed through torn cloth,
ths thaougbt "Omligod so many
arma’ she screamed aeven
louder and found hersel f
inatantaneously cowering on
top of the cupboard at the
far mide of the room. They
both froze, panting, s8be
staring at him, he ataring
at the beast. Msanwhila the
Qld tabby ambled matter-of-
factly across tha carpet,
enlffes at the top of Giac'm
left =shpa, and wipad its
whinkers on his leg, setilil
purring loudly. At tbis ha
ghrieked again and wrapped
all his arms and feelars In
a tangla round hias head.

He peared through a cluster
of &) bows and pleadad
"Julie, I'm frightened. Make
it go away." “Ypu’'re
frightened!" she rcared In
sudden putragse., "How the



furk on you think 1 foel,
you great pgormipaa purple
eeJlt?", har voice rising
higher and louder wlth every
wot d. "Who arée you anyway"
Where did you come §from?

What are you doing here? Why
pick on me?" crescrndoing Ln
a squealc. Sho stopped for
breath, noticed the cat
st1ll at his feet and be
still wrapped In a panlcked
tangle of his pwn limbe.

of a sudden he remlndsd
her of an animatod Victarian
pomander on legs. The
thought. made har glggle, and
her faar left her, pushed
out by laughter, "Oh coma
here Altstalr”™ she said, got
down off the cupboard, not
wl thout some difficulty,
picked up the cat and sat
down with it on the sofa.
"Dk now , 1'"ve got him,
Nobody' s going to hurt you.
Come out of that and explain
yourself."

all

He didn't movea. “"Ara you
sure its safag?" he asked.
"Course J'm sure. Have you
never s5een a cat before?”
"Maybe nnt exactly. Where 1
rome from there is something
which l1oata and sounds like
that, and $t will braak a
person's  skull and eat his
brains, "

"Ah, QD wWay, yer having me
CABEO000 » SO0 0 " pause.
“Raally?"

"Yas*“

"Right", she saidt, stood up,
put the cat outside the dnar
and shubt it Firmly,

"Is that better?”
"Yes', and he
unwind.

She watched,
beginning to
again as his
became more and mar a
apparent, After the first
shnck she‘d reacted ta him
almost as if he wore a two-
dimensional cartoon
character on telly. Thig
"unreality" gave her a sense

started ta

fascinated, and
feel fearful
strangenreaa

7

of dlstance and safety, &

fewling 1tke - ‘jit's - a
dream, lt’'s a comedy, it' .
harmless.’ Then, giver tims
to think, to look again and
start taking in the
information her eyes gave
her, she experianced anr

increasing sanse of dread as
she vealised this waas here
and Nnow, happenlng, and sha
was awake already. Ehs
staysed near the door, raady
to let the cat in again |{Ff

Gilac made any sort of
threatenling move. He
fintshed unwinding himgelf
and Just stood there,
staring at her maurnfully.
He felt very vulnerable, in

an Imposstbla situation with
no {dea of how to |, get
himself out of it.

Presently, seeing he wasn't
about to do or say anything,

she selghad and went to put
the kettle on.

"1 suppose we mlght aa  well
have that tea anyway. God
knows I could do with
something stronger right
NOwW , but this is all 1've
got in the house."” She gave
him a mugfull, pointed at
the sofa and said "SIt down
over there. And naw tell
me, "

He obeyed. Sat. DUrank some
tea. Startend to speak.
Stopped again. Looked at
har. Drank more tsa, slghed
and strektched and wrigglted
about a pit. “This is good
stufé, this tea.” Tha tannin

was beginntng to hit him, he
felt incraasingly
lighthaadad and expansive,
less and less aware of any
possible dangers. Julle was
getting impatlent - her
visitar bad obviously lost
his fears, but sha Btill
wasn’'t gatting any answers.
In Ffact, Glac thad gonre
through two mug of tea In
about five minutes flat, and
from silent terror to 3
relarxed, laid-back readiness



{n the sama
He babbled.
increasingly

te talk and talk
section of time.
She got

annoyed, refused ta giva him
any more tea - which may
have Bavad his life, ha'd

nearly O00'd on it already
and eventually haulad him
bodily out of the chair, up
the stairs and back to hisa
own flat.

"1'11 see you tomorrpw" she
said ominously “"When vyou're
sober,"” and stomped off down
to her bwn place where she
slammed tha door to with a
horrendous crash which he
absolutaly falled to noticse.

He looked blearily about,
taklng his clathes off and
dropplng them around hils
feet. Then he gaw tha
bedweb, crawled {into its
strands and passed out, it

was raining whem he camme to,
and the weather matched his
mood wlth precislon: grey,
wet and misersble, with no
slgn of light on the
horizon., His recollection of
the evening with Julie was
vagua, with blank spots here
and there. Ha alao
remembered fealing terrifisd

of the pet animal ahe kapt
and tpuched so caralesslty.
He algso remembered feeling

ridiculousy happy later on,
and trying to pay ber a
compliment, and her anger at
this, Something or othar
about hgr belng the eize and
shape person he could Eruly
be friends with, and how
nobady could pogsibly
imaglne she was raally
female. He'd alsce told her
why he was on Earth, and in
Dublin, and the tltie of hie
thesis. Thie made her angry
too.

He stared out at the railn
and wonderad when sha'd
report him to the
authoritieas, and what, 1f
anything, he could do about
that. He couldn’t think of
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anything ussful, and went
back to bad, danglling limply
in the ropes llke a heap of
purple and tan spaghettl, He
didn't know ik, but he was

aleo suffering Ffrom poet-
tanln daprasaion aftar
drlnking too much tea, and
the effacts would lanat
another twenty four hours, A
little ethanmpl {n hot mllk
would have sortad him out
ntcely, but he didn't knaw

that either.

There was a knock at the
door. He walked over, openad
it, Btood aside to let Julie
in. Ghe seemad irm a neutral

mood.

“"How aro you feeling now?”
aha asked.

"All right," he saild, “not
drunk any more. Ana LI*'m
sorry | angered you. What
are you going to da?"

"About what?"

"About me. being here. Being
alien, Wanting to study

stuff you don't like to know
about., All that, Are vyou
gaing ta repart me?”

“What would you da Lf 1
did?*

“ I don't know. I'm going to
be in deep trouble wikth my
awn paople at home anyway.
Aftaer all, I was suppose to
stay under cover and
unnoticed, and after only a
fuw days Hhere you are
knowtnyg all about me, And it
looks 1like 1 won't pget my
thesis writtean eaithar.” Thay
were both sBilent for a
while.

"ODo your peaple have to find

out?" she aesked.

"N..not If you don"t tall
yours...." he stammered 1in
sudden hope.

“Well, I!’'ve been thinking
about this. 'Sa mattar of

fact 1've bemn up nearly all

night. 1 thought - who do |
go to? The Department of
Forelgn Affaira? They
wouldn’t knaw what teo do

wlth somecne as foreign am



you are. Spectal 8ranch? 1
don’t trust them, they'd
probably teat you up Just in
casa and than lock you away
until ybu can prove you're
not some sart of subversive.
Which c¢ould be forsever. 1
don"t really trust
politicians either, Qr
Journatists. Fact is, 1
think you bebhaved stuptidly,

but ! don’t think you’re out
to do any harm to anybody.
You don't need s cop, yDu

nerd a4 minder. And 1°ve got
& proposition to make tu you
around that.,™

"Dh yra? qgo on.
"My ldea is, you give ma the
job. 1°"ve been on the dole
for a long while, There's
nothing to be had hers, and

1 fee! miseprable and bored
and [*m so tired oFf beling
broke you wouldn’t bellevse.
Sa OK. I mind you for your
year on Earth. 11! tell you
what gqgoes down, how to
behave, whare Lo go, what to

do. T°11 waork with you nineg
to five, Monday to Friday
For E200 a weeck cash in my
hand. Time and a hal¥ +for
avertima and doubla time on
Sundays.

And you don’ t tell the
Revenue Commissjioners about
me and I'1l tell nobody at
all about you. What do you
say? Dh yes, and 1’11 help
vyou with vyour the=sla and
all, just the writing mind
you, and lpeking up stuff in
books for you and 50 DN, You
needn’t think 1'm about to
get (nto anything physical
wlth vyou." She grinned at
him, pteased with her own
dar ing, and thinking "This
could be a lobt af fun,”

He grlnned back at her,
"Minder? Yas, perfact. We
take hands on {E7”

And they did, he holdlng
each of her hande in two of
his, upper and lower, beth
of tham laughing at and with
each pther In a rising tide
of glee.
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partnera. A
good
they

Minder and Glac,
good name, and a
heginning. From there

went on to do many things




SEX IN  THE TWENTY THI1RD
CENTURY .

By ELlesn Gormley.

He woke up slowly. He knew
that heé was waking wup and
wag mildly surprised o find
hea wasn’t dead. Burprised
and plesased. Re had sxpscted
- he had bean told - that ha
would feel confused and
muddled when he woka, but ha
felt wall angd clear~headad.
In fact, he realisnd with an

internal grin, what ha
wanted most was to get latd.
He Btopped thinking about
the awaking process -~ that

would Qo on without his help
« and allowsd himeelf to
think about asx.

The fluld movamernt of amoft
skin over muscla, The curvae
whera buttock met thigh.
Long legs. Long tannad laga.
A rad mouth which had Jjusat
been kisesed, For a moment be
thought ©f hie lover's facs,
tramnsformed by passion, bhut
still beautiful, Then ha
discarded the thought. Allie

had cheoeen nat to coma with
him, He hoped that
California waa still there,

He laved Caltfornians. Al
that leng blaachad hair and
thasa evar-~laating tana.
Would pecpla atill} wBar

ewimaylts on tha bsach? Hs
rhoped not. Swimsults apoiled
his view of the special way

Califurnjanae walked and
movad, Ha imagined a
bvachful of nakad beauties

and shiverad at the thought.

“Ah! 8b you are wlth us
agatin,” A volce interrupted
his thaughte. “Welcome to
tha twenty thirg century.®

He #sat up and lacked around.
The voica belonged to a
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black haired woman +{n a
whita coat. Tharm wasn’t
much but har underneath it,
Not Californian, but very
bamautiful in a Celtic sgort
of way., 8shind har two mare
white-coated wamen watched
with interest.

"l1¥ you'll Just atep ovar
here, 1 can make sura Lthat
thrae canturies of cryogenlc
slsep havan't harmed you."

Black hajr led the way. He

felt qulte etesdy on his
famt.

“I'm Dr Allson Eymna, Just
call me Alisan."” Bha asaid
avar her shouldar.

A pang went through him,

Allie, Allla, where are you?
“Now, here we are 1f you'll
Just sit up hers...."

Hes had watched Star Trek,
ovar threa centuries ago and
had seen Or McCoy point a
tricorder at Bameons and

announce that here was a
Vulcan wlth an extra heart
whay wam in parfect hsalth,

He bad never balieved 1%,
Now Alison was running a
Bmall beepling Inetrumant
over him and ssconds later
aha pronounced him 1in top
tlans shape. The two
assistants came running up
to congratulata him,

Over the next hour ar two,
no many thinges hapgened that
hir {mpressions ware juat a
confuaed blur. Ha mat a huge

numbar of paopla, al} of
whom wseamed dellghtad that
he had wurvived crypganic
Rlewp. He bad a vague
impression that woman now
held tha balance of power
and was Qlven a pottad
history of Earth wince be



was last consciocus.

There had been a great war.
Befores it, space migration
bad hman commagn. Now the
colonles were cut off from
Earth. The effectes of the
mtiil altered peaople’'a

war
Iives. Ha wasn"t to worry,
however. GBomeone had had

enough sense to mee that bhiae
almaep capsule was moved to
where the radlation couldn’t
afFfect him, Fow ather
sleepars, he dlscavared

sadly, had been so lucky.
(Later that evanting, Allson
told him more about the

effacts of the radiation. Ik
had affected the men mostly.
Nothing too noticsesable at

first. Just fewer bables
being born, Then, as the
number of bablies dropped, soC
did the panny. Thers werae
veary ¥ew potent men left.
Thaes that wers capable of
fakhering children wera
considered the greatest
asset oFf tha planet. But
they ware getting old, The
last pre in Eurape had died
the wesk befors. Ha felt

breathless.

"am 1 to undersatand that you
want mm here am a stud?”.

Altmon lopkad anxious.
"Wouid it be ®so bad? Look.”
Bhe pot out a flle and
spraad 1t oper. Every page
gave the picture and
statintice of a dlfferent
women. He flicked through
tham. Each women wae
beautiful, intelligant,
talented. Aliscn’s picture
caught his eys.

"These aras our potantial
mothere. You can take yaur
pick of tham, You don‘t have

K.

to have anyons you don't
want. All wa ask 1a that you
get at lesaet some of them

survivai ao¥
depende an

pregnant. Tha
the human race
you.,"

MHe Jlooked at the pictures

and hts belly went cold.
What & pity, bhe thought,
that in thelr haate to

revive him, they hadn"t done
their bomework and found cut

a bit about him Ffirst, How
on earth was he golng to
tell them that he was 100%

homosexual?



Rpouert A. Helnleln - & Proflle
Ay John Kenny.

Raobert A, Heinlein died May B, 1988 peacefully ln his sleep. He waas B0
and death was due to emphysema and congestive heart fajlure. He was
wlthout doubht the most {nfluentlal author in Boclence Fictiun,

Born July 7, 1?07 in Butler Misesouri, he attendsd the Unlversity of
Missguri and the US Naval Academy, graduating Ln 1929. He then sarvad

on bpoard the USS Lexlngton, the first modarn afircraft carrisr and
various destroyers but after Fflve ymare had ta retire due Lo
tuberculosis. Over the next few years he studiead mathematlcs and

physics, worked at sllver mining and real estate and got {involvad in
politics, After baing defeated for Callfornlan State Assemblyman in
1939 and desperate for money he took a bash at writing a short satory
for & contest in Thrilling Wonder Btories. Having written it he
decided to try and sell) if profeasslonally, Colllers rejacted it and he
sent It to Astoundling Science Fictlon, then adited by John W. Campbell

Jr.

Campbsl]l accepted it ("Lifeline"} and it appearsd in the August 1939
issue of Astounding. Thue began Helnlein's lang career as a writer and

tha Goloen #Age aof 9cience Fiction., Heintain was the headstone of

Campbetl’s group ef writers (which included Asimov and Van Vogt) and
made an immediate impact with tha readars with stories llke “Miafit”,

"Raguiem”, "The Roads muet Roll", "Blowups Happen” and "I[f This Goes

Dn =". Theea all belanged to an intarnally conslatent Future History

and when Campbell found out Heinle!n had a chart at home outlining thie
histogry, he publlshed it kn Aatounding. Thise not only had a profound

impact on the readere but alep many writers who started useing a future

history format wlthin which to base thetr stories. Hainlein’s output

wag prollfic and he had to use psesudonyme Ln order not to dominats tha

contents page of Astounding tand {ta sieter mag Unknown}) with his

name (Ansan Mc Danald, Lyle Monros, Caleb Baundere and John

Rivaraide).

He was Guest of Honaur at the 194) World Bcience Fiction Convantion,
les= than two years aftar hims first appmarance, 1942 and the outtreak
of the Second World War brought his writing to a halt. He went to work
at the Naval Alr Enperlmental Htatlion in Philadelphia along with lsaac
Aglmov and L. Spraguas 0Oe Camp whare thay were pubt 1In charge of
davaloping a space-suit among cother thinge. While there he met
Virginia Doris Geratenfeld, a Navy lleutenant whom he marriad in 1948
{(this was his second wife; he divorced his firet wife, Leelyn Mc
Donald in tha mid-fortiesm.

After the war he resumed hie writing, largely giving up biB Ffuture
history stories. and ehort storles in general andg concentrating more
on navels. His Futura History Btortes were collected in "Tha Man uWho
Sold The Moon"™ (1950}, “The Green Hills af Earth” (1951) and "Ravolt
in 2100” {1933). Latar addltlons waere "Methuselah‘'s Children” (1958),
"Drphans of the 9ky*" (1%43) and “Time Encugh For Love” ({1973}. Hle
non-Future History etories were collected in "Waldo and Magic Inc.”
(19503, - "Assigrment {in Eternity” (1953}, "The Manrnace From Earth"
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(1959) and “"Yhe Unpleasant Profession of Jonathan Hoog" (1959).

In 1947, Heinleln wrote the flrst of a long series of juvenile GF

books, "Raocketehip Galileo™ (1947). 1t was foliowsd by "Bpace Cadet”
t1%748), “Red FPlangt" (1749}, "Farmar in the GBky” {19507, "Botwaen
Planetg" (1951}, "Spate Family Storne” (1952}, "Starman Jonees" (1953),
"Starbeast” (19343, "Tuarel in the Bky" (1955}, "Time for tha Btars"
(19967, "Citizens of the Galaxy" (1957), aod "Have Spacre Suit - Will
Travel® t19S8!. Juvenile Science Fiction had been an area veRry much

rneglected until Heiniein came along and his fast paced stories with
scientific information interapersed throughout was responsible far
many ynungsters entering careers in sciencs. All of these books are
now regarded as just 35 much adull beooks as Jjuvenile and the best of

these such as “"Space Family Btone", "Starbeast”™ and "Have Space Buit -

Will Jravel” ara reggarded among hie best work ever.

hiring this period he produced five adult povels, "Beyond This
Horizon” (17248) about genetic enginesring, "The Day After Tomorraow”
t194%) about an invasion by Asiatics, "The Puppat Masters” (195])
about ap invasion by Alipns, "Doubla Star™ (1956) about amn actor
impesannating & politician (1L wor a Hugo! and “"The Door into Summar "

(1957 about time travel. The final three bave come to be regarded as
classircs.

Ay thi~ stage b2 was invarlably in the top three SF writers talong
with Asimgv and Clarke) of any popularity polls and maore often than
not, mumher one. Tha reason for his astounding success was his whole
approach to writtng, His descriptions of future life ware done in an
everyday manner with casual references to technology, well detailed
and worked oput but slipped in eparingly. That arnd most o+ the actien
and story happening through disloguo made far snappy, fast paced
skovies and rovels with substance.

With "Starship Troapers” (1959} however, Heinlein entered a new phase
evoking contraversy among his readars and feliow writars., From hare on
in his novels began tv refFlect increasinygly his politicial and
sociological opintons to the detriment of of hite storytelling. Gone
were the prptogonisrts egually at homs with thetr sliderules and their
fists to be replaced by overblown, opinjonated Fathaer Figures teliling
pmaple political "truths”. It was thie patronising attitude towards
his readers that caused many to walk away tn disgust from his books.
Anather problem was his femala chavacters, & problem to basgin with but
one that got worse in these later novels. En trying to illustrate
tough, competent women who could look after themsslves he just ended
up patronising them.

"Starship Troopers” was stiil pretty much In the vein of his earller
actluon books and was intended ar a juvenilms but because of the
violerce and strung right-wing political message, it was relpased as
ar adult rmovel. Despite thls It im still regardad as a classic and it

won a Hugo.

't"s hard to believe that Heinletn’'s next novel “"Stranger {n a Strange

Land" (19461} came from the same pen as did "Starship Troopera”. This
noval advocating fres love, amongst other things, and which alteo won a
Hugo., was like a cdivrect opposite to "SBtarship Troapers" and was the

firet Beocience Fiction novel to hit the New York Times bestseller list.
It became 3 cult book with the hippy culture and was later said to be
the inspiration for Charles Manson and his cult. Unable to refute this
story, Heinlein later hired a lawyer to interview Mangon in jail. " It
turned out that Manson had rever heard of Hainlein or Btrangeer. As far
a6 content is cancerned, there ise & way to recanclle Btarshlp with
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Stranger. Heinleln was baslcally a ltbertarian which i3 generally a
form of outloock poltticatly conservative but eocially llbaral,

He followed this with "Podokyna of Mars" (19463} an inferior juveniile
and "Glory Road" (1963) an attempt at fantamy which was well recelved.
"Farnham's Freehold” (1964) is a long, painfull political dimsertatlion
and probably the worst sxample of thls later phaee.

"The Moon is 3 Harsh Mistrese” (19&64) warR a wonderful reminder of his
best work of the "50’s. 1t won a Hugo bringlng hise total to 4. He
followed this with "1 Wikl Fear No Evil” (1970} as excrutlating as
"Farnham‘'s Freehold", and "7Time Enougb For tove" (1973} featuring
lLLazarus tong, the main character of "Methuselah's Childran“.

Helinleln was Guest Of Honpur agalon at tha 1961 and 1976 Worldcone and
was awarded the First Granmd Master Nebula award in 1975. Apart from
"Thg Notebooks of Lazarus Long" (1978!) and "Expanded Univergme" {1980}
an expanded version of “"The Worlde of Robert A. Hainlein” {19&66) he
was quiet.

Howaver , in 1980 he made a dramatic return with "Tha Number of the
Boaet" a book very difficuit to read unlese you're vary sxbremaly
familiar with 5F authors and many of thair characters. "Friday" (1982}
wag also unsuccessful mainly duse to the main character Friday who I8
raped a3 number of times and {5 quite nonchalant about |t, It wae
Impossible to 1dentify with har, “Job: A Comady Df Justice" (19B4}) was

mare readables and a bestssller. "The Cat Wha Walks Through Walls™
{1985) brings together many characterse from his pravioe books. "Ta
Sall Beyond The GBunsst” (1987) bis laat book doma tha sama and

ironicaily acts as a ¥ltting ppilogue to the main body of hie work,
"Grumbles from the Grave" is eeL to be published 1n 1992. 1t's =&
collection of essays and letters put tagsthar by Heinleln for
posthumous publication. Ha was awardad NASA's Distinguishad Public
Service Medal at a ceremony on Uctober & last, This award had been In
the pipaling before bhe died.

The impact Robart Heinlein hao In both science and Science flction |is
immense. Half the peopls in NASA went thare becauss of Hainlein, half
the peopla writing BF are dolng it becauss of Heinleln. He will be
sorely missed by many peopie but bls writlng llves on.
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ROBERT A. HEINLEIN Bi1BLIOGRAPHY.

TITLE. YEAR, CURRENT BRITISH
PAPERBACK
PUBL ISHER.

Rocketshipn Gatllro., 1748 NEL

Bayond This Hori2on. 1948 NEL

Spaca Cadet. 1948 NEL

The Day After Tomorvow. 1949 NEL

(Originally "Bixth Calumn™.}

Red Plarnet, 1949 Pan

The Man Who Scld The Moon. 1950 NEL

Farmgr |n The Bky. 1950 NEL

Waldoo And Magic [NC. (Cell) 1950 NEL

The Green Hills DFf Earth. {(Coll) 19351 Pan

The Puppet Masters. 1951 NEL

Between Planeplks. 1751 NEL

Spaca Famlly Storna. 1952 NEL

tOriginally "The Rolling Stones".)

Revolt To 2100, (Coll} 1953 NEL

Starman Janes. 1953 NEL

Asslignment 1o Eternity Vol 132 (Call) 1953 NEL

(Racently republished as ona volume.)

Starbeast, 1954 NEL

Tunnel In The Sky. 1955 Pan

Double Star. 1956 Grafton

Time For The Btars. 1956 Fan

The Uoor !nto Summer. 1957 Gallenz

Cttizeng OF The Galaxy. 1957 Penguin

Mathusalah‘s Childran. 1958 NEL

Have Bpacesuit - Will Travel. 1958 NEL

Starshlp Trovpers. 1959 NEL

The Menace From Earth, (Coll) §9359 Corgi

The Unpleasant Profession Of Jonathan 1959 NEL

Moag. (Coil)

Stranger In A Gtrangs Land. 1961 NEL

Glory Road. 1963 NEL

Orphan DFf The Sky. 1963 Grafton

Podkayne Df Mars. 19463 NEL

Farmham's Freeheld. 1963 NEL

The Moon 13 A Harsh Mistress. 1966 NEL

The Paat Through Tomorrow. Vol 1&2 1967 NEL

{(Coll?

(Omnibua of first three Future History Books ({n two volumaw |

I Will Fear No Evii. 1970 NEL

Time Enough For Love. 1973 NEL

The Notmbook Of Lazarua Long. (Coll} 1978 ————

tCompilation of saylngs from “Tima Encugh For Love")

The Numbar Of The Bmast. 1980 NEL

Expandad Universn, {Coll} 1980 ==

(Expandad editian of "“The Worlde OFf R.A, Heinlein" (194&).)

Friday. 1982 NFL

JOB: A Comedy OFf Manners. 1984 NEL

The Cat Who Walks Through Walls. 1985 NEL

To Sall Beyond The Sunset. 1987 Sphera

Grumbles From The Gravae. (Coll) 1992 =

{To be publishad. (Eesaysa).!
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PUPPET.

By David Egan. c 19€88.
The figura {in russet and
turquoiese unlfgorm stalked
across the tiled flpor and
sat down crose-lagged in
front of him.

i1t was his firet face to
faca merting with the war-—
lord, andg he held an tightly
to hie secrat.

"Walcome to my chambars,
warrlor Qar™, ha was
grasted.

"ln your presence 1 am as
nothing", was the etandard
archasc reply.

Formaltties dona with, they
relaxad into the rank-
ignaring banter which
parmaated Sarth-fleat.

"My splems tell mms that
you've decimated a saquadran
or ®8ik of the wart-ridden
acum aince you got your new
shouldsr decorations last
ymsar", naid tha warlord,
reaching for a tray on which
a ateaminp decanter of a
ruby liquid and two glassas
stood.

“Nothing to {t" wsaid Dar,
taking over pouring duty as
manners requirad.

"Pretty good going for a raw
conecript from the ocutar

wor lds, You'va plckead up
sama reputation for
putguessaing their hyper-
Jumps",

Dar vreclined on one wlbow
and eavoursd a 8ip before
eontinuingt "1 read an

{nterview with a child
genius one time, Just after
rhe had acquired a
professprship in

mathematica. Something =she
Baid clicked with me: “lts
Juat 2 matter of patterns,
patterns fitting togethar to
make new patterne," was how

she described her mental
processas, 1t"s no trouble
te me to know whara their
ships wlll appear naxt".

"But haw ?” Thg warlord was
kaen,

"1 rcan*t say", said Dar,
allowing a puzzled
expresslon to pucker hie
ayebrows. Too many guastions
now could be dangerous.

A figure antered the
chamber, interrupting the
warlord who saluted har in.

“Coms in Bhell, and meet the
hot ktd from the front line,
Dar en Sarell™. Ghae salutad

Dar. "Sometime you will
hormour my humble chambers
with your presence", she

sald with utmost courtesy.

“The soanar the better"
thought Dar, as he sllently
kissed her hand.

He calculated. The poison
which he had alraady
administered to the warlord
in his drink would nat taks
effect for many daya, The
death would not interrupt
his soctal calendar which he
{intended would be guite full
on thie his first off-duty
spell on Earth. He would
find time to relnterpret her
offar,

"So", she tossad her hair
back and sprayad a fine

perfuma into 1t: “"How come
You kaep popplng up
everytime the poor wart-

hesads try to re-enter normal
space? They'll begin to
think you don"t lika them or
somethling”.

"Who, Me?” I only want to be
nice to tham.But they keep
firing their nasty shells at
Qur shipa" He shrugged;
“what can a man do?"

And he thought:;"So much for
the confidential meeting",
although from the emblem on



har breast plate he could

nee that sha wae the
commanger o©of the warlord’'s
Dwn ehlp. She atared

steadily at him,"Come on big
boy, you can tell Shell all
about 1t”.

"Shel! will do anything to
get a faw notches on her
cannan. PFPretty borling stuff
farrying your warlord Dback

and forth Dbatween bases,
fan’t 1t?”
She yawned delicately,

fluttering her eyelids; “0Ob
no master, you misunderstand

me completely”. She touched
fopur stender finger tipm to
her ster num; “Why, what
could be more Fulfllling

than the sound of my lord s
footateps in my ship’'s
unworthy corridors?'.

He looksed at Dar, tiltlng
his head in her diractlion;
“l1t'm probabiy the respect
of one's subordinates that
makea this Job most
rewarding’, ha aalkd.
“Commander"”, he turnad to
her; You came to say my ship
{s raady”,

"Yas sir".

"Good. Dar {s going to taka
us toc where thers’s a little
action in this pgalaxy to
damonstrate bHls glift". He
faced Dar; “Ready to move
flight leader?"

Dar froze ineide. What was
this? He couldn't have
misg judgad tha warlord’a
reputation for spontaneity
to this extant, But he was
reaching for his tunic.
Terrible possibilities over-
ran hiae mind. He tried to
master hie pgrimacing face
musacles.

"1t wlll ba a pleasurs", he
got oaut through clenched
teath.

He followsd behind the other
twa down a long stone

tunnel, catching fragmants
of ths mock tiff aboaut who
should man the ship's
cannan. Thay pasesed various
ranks who nodded amicably.
As they neared the end, an
orange glow appearsd on the
walls From the lightad
chamber ahead. Oar thought
that it may as wall! ba the
fires of hell for him.

What would happen when thay
were out in the chasms of
spaca in hostile territory?
Sure, he could pln~-point any
arrlving fleet from the
other side thanke toc the
micro system the aliens had
implantad in his brain bagk
on his home planat. But thay
would not sacrifice their
ships to any other but his,
He still ctould not grasp the
strangeness Of a race which
would allow such carnage of
their own people in ordar to
get an assassin close Gto
thalr enemy. The screaming
irony of Dar himsel f
perishing with higs 1{ntended
victim suraly couldn't carry
through to its conclusion.
Saomething must happen.

They arrived in tha hangar,

Cold white mist shroudad the
black ship and |its red

markings, as the hull was
coolad for the friction of
axiting Lhe Earth's
atmosphera.

Some robot crew ware
disconnecting the cable

which linked the anboard
computer to Earthmother &,
the main strategy
detarmining system of the
fleet.

Once in deep spacs, the
robots could walk an tha
hull if nacaessary to carry
out any maintenancea
procedures, always a weird
aight because af their
uncanny resemblanca to
humans.

Dar stepped in through the



entranceway, catching the
fragranca of Shaell’=s perfuma
as |t Jriftad back on the
currente of the ship’s alr
conditionling,

She flashad a smile back at

nim as his faet met the
yiaelding sur face of the
floor. “"You'll snjoy
ttandling this baby", she
murmured, Any innuendo was
hopelessly wasted an him
right then,

1t waan"t until they waere
safaly secured in thatr
flight sujts that he could
attempt to gather his
thoughts. The huge surglng
1ift of the ship’s anglnes

which would takes tham to a
safe jump-off zone Dbrought
with it a flood of pastitive
assagclatiogna. He believed in
hias heart that he was
innocent. His course had
been mapppd out for him
yearm befors on a still
night on hlse hame planat.
Lika hall would he - be
trapped at this atagse.

He began to plan whila the
blua asky faded top mauve to
tndigoe to night as they left

the planet behind, and the
familiar carrvidors of tha
atars winked tnto life all
around tham. They paused
with blue planet below and
blackness above whils the
computer pleotted a hyper
jump to base 14 near the
front line of the war, half

w3y acrpas the galaxy.

The view ahead flickered to
a differant starscapa, which
was the only tangible
evidenca that they had just
moved filfty semven thousand
light years. Hhell caused a
computar penerated grid teo
be auperimposed on the view
part. It made senee of the
sprinkle of sitars ahaad,
{abelling base {4, shading
areas held by the enemy, and
lndicating the plotted path
to tha base. Dar, deep 1in

Z3.

thought,
of this.
He constdered his
predicament. Simply running
away had been impaesible
from the moment he came into
the presance of the warlord.
Wharaver the warlord went,
he was lovusaly surrounded by

baraly noticed any

tvroops or other personnel,
in rooms or cabinse in his
vicinity. Could he feign
illness?

No. Too obvious. There had
to be sama way to avold
combat in this ship, They
ware guaranteed total
destructian if any anamy
ships came across them.They
wanld not  act nut the
surprised role for any but

his own fleet.

Wait.

There might ba hops.
How ta go about it?

He managed a convarsational
tons.

"1 assume wB're jumping from

here to base 9 whare my
fleet is stationed"”, ha
said.

Shel! pouted.

“If that's what you think of
my shig you can got out and
walk", she said.

The warlord chuckled.

luck Dar, can't

action starved
this close to a
ki}l without
through. Anyway ,
can outrun and
outfire anything in the
flgats, Earth command like
to protect their leaders”.

“"Hard
taks an
commander
certain

following
this ship

yOou

Dar managed an inner smirk
at this remark fram a doomed
man.

He continued: "I don't think
I could master this ship so
quickly".



tham",
"That's

“"Just point me at
Shal l intarrupted,
all you have to do'".

the warlord said,
“Your great talent is the
surpriee attack. Before wa
laft, up-to-the-minute
raports of enemy ship
locations ware fed into our
onbgoard computer. We can
update tha local picture
nere from Drbitbrain at base
19 without ever touching
planat. You will hava all
the data you need for an
ambush. 1 know you hava a
nearly one hundraed parcent
recard For predicting where
they wilil arrive out of
their jumps. If thay are all
as sluggish to react as the
onas you knocked out, we can
blaat a few angd Jump out of
there on a pre-set course”.
The spark whlch was Base 14
cantered on the view port
and bagan to grow. It becams
a misty green globes filling
the sentire windaow, befors
thetr caurse alteread to
approach tha orbiting
information center which was
on the night side.

Dar",

The viaw tilted and the
plarmet maved slawly to the
left as they swung in a

ma jantic course through the
day/night dividing lina, to
find the planat now murky
green and speckled with Jit
cities.

The
map

super-impospd comgutar
showed thelir platted
path leading to a bltank =pot
on the starry blacknsess,
Only at the last second of
their Jjournay did tha bulk
of Drbitbraln grow with
frightening rapldity out of
the gloom. They Jocked with

ona esmooth motlobn, but dld
not disembark.

Outaida, humaneld robote
workad unprotected 1in the

hard vacuum, connacting the
ship to the brain. 1t was

o

last chance to escape,
it was no chance really.

his
but

the hupe
strategic

Dnce connected,
amount of

informatian was tranmefered
In seconds, and the rabots
came back on board. Tha
entire operation took place
in the dead silance of
space.

Shell was busy at the
camputer vlew screen while
the ship took off
autamatically. In a faw
minutes, she swung around in
her chair, grinning.

"The ship's best guess is an
attack by the wart heads an
the sactor saven maercury
mines., What do think
Dar?"

you

It was the first time that
sha had spokaen his name, and
in it be could seBnss har
handing over control to him,
now that she had donea
Bverything within her skills
to take them within the
target range.

He could still come good out

of this. He had every
intention dofF dazzling her
with a small but rapid
victory, and winning her

approval.

He had grown complacent in
his missions.,. The enemy’s
willingness to sacrifice
thelr ships to him had made
rapld escaps an unnecessary
caonsideratian. But the
warlord had planted the seed
of an I1dea in his mind:
blast a faw and Jump out of
there on a preset Coursp was
his plan, and why not?

With guick Bsnougbh reflex
action, they could pick ouff
two or three shlps, and
instantly escape to safety.

But 1t would have to ba
carefully set up: two
buttons in front of him, ona



ta fire and ona to trigger
tha @scape would glva him
the alim few seconds namded.
“Take wus thare Shell"”, he
sald.

Ha teold the warlerd his
requiresmentm. "1 think
you'll find that Sheil has
already geen to that", was
the rmpty,

Dar appreciated the brief
glimpsa of the machine-like
efficlency with which sbhe
ran har ship. BEhe keyad 1in
some data, and again the
staracape ahaad fllckead to a
di ffarent scene an the

distance to sector seaven was
travarged Ln zero time.

The micro system in hise
brain came to life. He was
surprised at the accuracy af
the =hip’'s e¢omputers, Its
extrapolation of the enemy’s
movement had determined to
within thirty thousand miles
the arrlval point of a
raiding party of tan ahipe.
Hwe gave S5hel)l cocordinatas of

the poitnt wheres ha now knew
thay would matmrialine. They
took up position at a range
of nine hundred thouwand
miles from therw, and
waited,

He glanced at the handeome
grey—-haired man beslde him.
He had no gqualme about
poisoning his  leadsr. The
might of his own parents
bound up like parcale and
thrust into tha maesivs
axhaust tuba of an allan
craft which had coms
sllantly to his home one
nlght, had  changed bium
valuas forever. Anything had
seamad raasanable 1§ It
stopped them activating
their snglnes. wWith
frightening efficlency thay
had had carrisd out the
operation on his skull that

same night. His parents were
relmased, but he always kept
the price of their Ffrasdom

Becrat from them. He
attributed the small scar on
hia temple tc a briaf but
futlla jnterrogation, and
swore them to secrecy.

At first he had
that he had condemned
himsalf to certain death.
But as the months went by,
he had dreamt up the plan of
the slow poison, and a hopa
of raedemption grew within
him,

With the hope yrew his
undeserved reputation in
battle, and he was surs that
he could come through with a
chance of a new 1ifa.

been sure

He felt Justified: his
parants for one man. Thare
would be other warlords.
Anyone else would have done
the same.

The implant called for his

attentlon.

To his eyes, a section of
space bagan to shimmer, like
a viaw B8BCtreen coming to

l1ife. Thay were coming.
"Reaady", he cried, tersely,
"Raady... rsady...."

Tha ship's fission cannon
would take ang Quarter
second to lock on  target.
Firing would commanca .

automatically.
"There!",

His palm smacked daoawn on the
firing button. Turrats
wavarad like maths looking
for a light socurce, than
locked an target. Lightless
shells strmamed outwards.

His hand swung to the jump
button and came down hard.
Nothing happened. The stars
remained the sama. He hit it
again and again, Ffuriously.
Than a familiar voice
reached his ears.



"Parhaps fthere wera two more
robote on board than you
thought", came the warlord's
volce.

ha swung around to
glare at him and found only
a status-sutill, mask faced
figure ataring ll+elassly
ahead.

"What?"

He gwung to the other sidae.
Shelil was a frozen 3D i{mage
of hereel¥f. Light caught his
eye on her FTL receivar
BCcraan. He leaped over to
look. The faces ofF the
war lord and Shell were
gazing grimly back at bim,
but were lined and aged
compared to bthe two robots
he had believed to bm them.

"Nice of you to help in the
field test of our naw public
imagea Dar", msalid tha man.

"But how did you know?” he
wan already jce-cold with
terraor.,

"We were not sure atout yau
before you came, but yaou
were kind enough to answer
that guestion with your
littla polsoning routineg,
That was the cus for this
trip. The whole thing was
pre-programmed and only
awalting opur signal to my
public’s self brain. I think
the +Fleld test bas praoven
very sucressful Iodeed,
don’t you?"

but

Shell never spoka,

scowlad at him.

Too late,streams of
posmeibilities flashed
*through his mind. Why didn't
he take them somewhare where

he knew no ships would
appear? Why didn"t he check
the setting of the escape
jump hiwmsel¥? Why, why, why?
But he knew the answer: he
was hooked on the Shel]

robot from the first instant
he saw har. Things had moved

teoe quickly after that for
Eim ta question his
reaction. He found Lt in him
to marvel for a sacaond at

the tecthnology behind that
boauty.

But wait. e had his
reasons.

He swung back to the scraen,

face alight with haope, but
it had gone blank. He
planced frantically at the
view port. A Llny star had

appeared in the direction of

his target. 1t began tao
grow, and was followed by
anather, and anathar, The
enemy were ralaasing a
magglve barrage at the
warlord's distinctly markad
ship.

Hig last mental image befory
atomlsation was of tha robot
Shell, prettiar by far than
har real lifa model, smillng
at him through long, geolden
lashas.



BODK REVIEWS COLUMN.
By John Kenny,

CLAES1CS.

Each month 1 will ba reviewlng a faw booka which have become
regarded as classice. This may seem a very radundant thing to do,
particularly to those of our "graup” who ars well read in the
claawice.

Howasver, there are qulte a few memberm of our "cligue" who have
only recently forayed into the maesive jungla of SF bookse availlable
and are findlng out the good and the bad tha hard way. It (s hoped
that over the coming iesubs thie section will build inte a 1list of
esseanttal raading and act as & gulde to thosa less seasoned troopers

among use.

I decided, slnce we have featured elsewhsre® in this 1issue a
Robert Heinlein profile and bibliography and Bince he paseed away
vecently, to concantrate on a group of booke which made him famous.
within and without the BF communlty, These ara his “"Future History"
booka. To be sure, there are other booke by him which helped to make
him famous and {nfampus but these books, particularly the first three
were among the first by him to be recelved by a sturnned audirnce.

Bix bocka fit into Robert Heinlelrn's "Future History”. They are;

The Man Who Sold The Moon. (19350 (NEL}
Tha Graen Hills Of Earth. (1951) (Pan)
Revolt In 2100. (1953) (NEL)>
Mathumelaha Childran. (1938) (NEL)
Orphane of the Bky. 11963) (Graftaon)
Time Enough For Lovas, (1973) (NEL)

The firut thres volumes are collections of short stories
originally published in the 1940's In "Aptoundlng Science Fiction",
the magazine which was to becoma inatrumental in Bbhaplng modern
Sclenca Fiction. They tracm the development of mankind's energy
saurces and eventual colonisaticn of the Moon., The first book, "The
Man Wha Bold The Moon" takas us this far with the developmant of cheap
solar power, a huge efficiantly run tranaport natwork, nuclear powsr
and the first moon rocket. Tha moon vocket and colonisation of the
moon ie accomplished by D.D. HMarriman who conives and cons {nvestors
into the moon project. He s "tha man who sold the moon"., The Ffinal
atary “YRagqutem" almo featurmm D.D. Harriman and isa a fltting apilog to
this first volume.

"The Grean Fialde OF Earth" contains ten asatories, all dealing
with asmpecta of space traval and moan life. They ara all! straight
forward workmanlike atories and thiam voluma is probably tha weakest of
the Firet three. However, it does contain ona =story, “Logic of
Empire”, which deals with the slave itabour on Vemnus. This is by far
tha beat story in the boak and planta tha waeds for the next book.

"Ravolt in 2100" contains three stories. The firset "If This Goes
On ~" baing of novel length. Thie takes place some sixty years after
the eventse in "Logic OFf Empire"” and deals with a religious
dictatorship 1{in America. Space travel im forbidden and scientific
research {s halted, Tha main character, Jabn Lyle, is sucked inmto a
bid to overthrow thies dictatorship. The other two stories deal with
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the develapment of a truly eqolitarian society (Heinlein style? and
the rasumption of space travael.

“Mathuselah’s Chlldren" feature Heinletn®s most infamous rascal
Lazarus Long. Lazarus Long is a member of the Howard Families, a group
of Jang livers, and tha novael is abbut the cobnsequences of oardinary

peopis finding out about them. It also fpatures the first successful
interstellar starship. Rpaders new to Heinlain will encountar in the
figure of Lazarus long his archetypal “Fathar Figure" character.

There's ome in practlcally all his books but with ths possible
axception of Juba) Horshaw in “Strangar in a Strange Land", Lazarus is
ths gyrandaddy of them all. Despite this, thara's enough clever
situations and s0lld story to make this book jaunt along.

"Orphans of the Sky" deals with the first unsuccessful
Iinterptellar launch. This launch took place wsll befaore the events of
"Methuselah®s Chilaran®, but the main story wunfolds well after
Lazarus’ galavantings. This ship has gone off course and dwellers in
the outer layers of the shlp bave long since mutated due to stellar
radjation while the paople of the inner layers continue to tend thair
hydropnnlc farma and flght off the mutants. WNot a bad book but very,
very predictable and definitely the weakest of the secand three baoks
of the "Future History" sequance,.

“Time Enough For Lova" is the da capo of the sequence and
reintroduces Lazarus Long. By this time@ a massive galactic diaspora
has taken place with countless numbars of planets being 1nhabited by
an ectimated two thousand mlllion btllion trillicn bhumans, Keeping
track af things ang vrecoroding facks and figures bhas becoms a
complicated and lmpossible task with accuracy thrown out Lhe window.
Lazarus 18 by now 2300 years old and hag stayad alive oy virtue of a
rejuvenation procees avery few hundred yesars. Howaver, he le Lived of
life e&n0d wishea to commit sulcide. Baing the oldasst human aiive the
poweres Lthat be stop him and Ltry to persuade bilm to share some of bis
wisdom with them. In the meantime they will luok far something he has
naver dana befare in an affort Lo ranew his intarest in l:fe. This all
happens wlthln the first thirkty pages. of this large book (607 pages
of tiny print] and we are then traated to a handful of explaits From
his long and colourful career. Lazarus Long ie excruciatingly patroni-
alng In thls book but pervarsely more interesting. As a novel this
book doesn't really work (in terms of paca, continuity, etc) but as a
Jjigsaw puzzle with half the pieces missing it works ULrilliantly,
illumtnating aspacts of thls man while leaving othars in the dark and
keeping allva our fascination with Lazarus.

All thase boaoks can be read separately but reading them in order
wlll add an extra small delight to “Time Enough Far Love™. Thara are
refurences to all the other books and particularly resolutions to a
coupla of loose strings laft in "Methuselat’s Children” and “Orghans
of tha BSky"“, which wlll be lost on samenna Just picking up "Time
Erough For Love™.

DOOKS GONE BY.

This section will be davotsd to booke that have been around for a
numbar of years but are not necessarily classics.

"The Simulacra” by Philip K. Dick. (1964} (Matheun)



Thia 1{im a weird book indeed. Howaver, typically Dickian. 1t
features a group of peppls trying to bLrack down a famous paychokinetic
pianist (yes, he plays the pianc wlth no hands, Just his mind) to
recaord 3 symphany by him, the world’'s last practising psychiatrist, a
jug blowing duo trying Hespsrately to get noticed by a talent scout
from the white Houee and gain momentary fama by playing before the
Prasident, The Karp Corporation which supplies the Precident®s husband
elmulacra (robots}), Hermann Goering, a messianic time-jumping guru, a
group of Neandertbal men brought (orward in time and living inr the
ratn eocaked hllla of Callfornia and a host of opthar disjolnted

alamants.

It's bhard to knaw what to make of it all. I kept expecting all
these slemente to tie together towarde the And of the book but very
1little (nteraction occure between most of tha characters. 1 get the
impreasion that Dick started off with some definite idesa in mind but
somehow lost it on the way. Despite this, it's guite enjayvabie while
your rmading lt, partly due to its pacing, which is fast because of
the spisodic way 1t'6s writtan,

Cne way of reading it is to regard it aa day in the llfa of a
dacaying America. Viewsd thia way 1t begine to make more sewnse with
the masses Jjust barely getting through the day and looking towards the
White House as a baacon of sanity; unaware that Jjust as much craziness
existe within those ballowed walls. Sown into this are are Dick's
prime preoccupations: slmulacra and the nature of reality.

Not one of his best but, Ffor unfamiliar readers, & reasonable
intraduction to the style, atmosphere and illogic of Phillp K, Dick,

"Tha Warewolf Principla". by Clifford D. Simak {19671}

(Hethaun)
Clitfford Simak was one of those wrlters who, like Bob Shaw,
consiatently wrote good, solid staries, wasn't afraid of a good idaa

arnd didn’t need a trilogy to tell it.

A man is found in suaspandad animation inside a capsule orbiting
an asterold and reanimated. He can’t remembar anything bar general
background info of Earth. All these detalls, howevar, date back Yo an
Earth of at least 200 bhundrad years ago. Also, lurking within his body
are twd alien beings. A wolflike creature and @ pyramidal biclogical
computer which can take over hts mind and reshape his body te thetir
voppective shapes.

The eatory of the book lies in hie trying to find out who ha s,
where he comes from and how the two aiiens came to co-habitate his
body. [t's a straightfarward mtory, but very entertaining, fast pacad
and unpredictavle with a matiafying snding., 1t hit ma with a Sense of
Wonder, that trick that ths best SF writers manage to pull off. [t's a
sort of intellectual high which {8 the reascn 1 read Scilence Fiction.
Anyway, Highly recommended.

RECENT SCRIBBLINGE.

I've called thia section "recent” scribblings because [ rarely
pick up a book the minute 1t hits the shelves. I have a constant
backlog of books to raad eo by the time ! read a supposedly new book
tt's bean knock!ng around for a couple of years.
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“The Dark Tawer Vaolume j: The Gunslinger"” by Stephen King. (1982)

(Sphare)

Thia wams firet publishaed In 1982 as a llmited editlon but Hhas just
recently been publlshed as & mass market trade paperback with the
original palntlngs by Mlichael Whelan. It'"s a quest book with Roland
(The Gunsiinger! trekklng across desert land on the tra:l of the Man
In Black. Ik caneiste of five linked short storims cach highllighting a
specific event during the guest with back flashaes to Roland s youth.

At EB.25 for 224 pagers of large print it is not recommanded to
thase who are not already King afficienados but for those who are, tha
world of the Gunslingar ls tantalisingly lika that of “The Stand” with
Roland's childhood memories reminding aone of of "The Eyes Dbof the

Dragon”. Also, the Man tn Black is so llke Flagg of both novels. The
whole boak reads llke a prologue ta the real novel, however the sacond
volume, "The Drawing of the Three", should be available socon and is

wall opver 400 pagaes long so perhaps some af the mystery will be
cleared up.

“Weavewor | 3" by Clive Barker (1987) (Fontana).

1 have an unnatural aversion to books longer than 300 to 350 pages. 1
guess jt’s because |'m afraid of getting boggad down in tha middle and
having to slog my way througbh the rest of It (no matter bow bad a book
is 1 have to finisgh 1t}. Wemavewarld though is just one great big
rollar toaster ride. Ca) Mooney, our hero, cames across an incredible
carpet belng moved out of a deserted house while he is chasing ane of
his racing pidgeons. From that moment on the pace never lets up wlth
Shadwal) and his maglc jackat, Immaculata and her dead sistarg (wham
ghe strangled in the womb) and Habart, a police inspectar, all after
thea carpet which contains a whole worlid of people and magic,

To &axplain the plot and mentiun all tha main characters would
take pages. Events tumble on top of each ather with such fregueocy
that the readar is left dizzy from the expurtence. This is gone at the
expenae o©of character developmant and alse strains the bounds of
credibility but desplte this, it's unputdownable, Recommendad.

ART BODKS.
With the proliferation of art buvoks and graphic novels now wupon
us I ¥alt thay ceserved a sectlon of their qwn.

"Swamp Thing” Volume 1 by Alan Moors, Bissatte and Totteben.
(1987) (Titan)
Graphic noveils have taken aoff ln a blg way and ta answar the demand
collectlions of atarles ortginally fgatured in comics ars appearing in
book form. Amang the more successful of these are the "Swamp Thing"
bapks. Thlas is due te Alan Muore's excellant writlng mainly, although
the artwork capturas the the stmosphnere perfectly.

Moore has practically recreated the character which has been
around aince the early epventles. This volume features tha reawakening
of tha monster and a three part stary about the Floronic Man's
attempts to take over the world using tts plant 1life. A good support
cast, intelligent writing and artwork makes this an above average
esriea which 1s exciting and thought provoking. This is one I1'd
rgcommend ta people who don’t read camics.

“A Closar Look" by Patrick Woodroffa (1984) (Paper Tiger)
Patrick Woodraffe I8 ona of thuse unlgQue artlsts who stands out on his

.



own. You can’'t ses wherm hiam influences ars from. ]'ve just never seen
anyone paint creaturew as weird as his ara. What's special about this
book is not just the featured art but the close examinatlon of his
work techniques. This isn"t a how-to book. A basic knowledge of
materials ls required bafore you can gain anything warthwhile fraom
this book, As such it ie a book for artists with a certain amount of
experience behind tham who want to know just how did he get "that”
Bffact.

Anyone Interested {n Just the assthetic pleasure of viewing his
art would be better off obtalning “Mythopoelikon" or "Hallelufah
Anyway"”.
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CROSSWORD.

Acrona.

{ . Lord Valentine's Planet. (B}

4 , Common surname cof E.E. "Doc", Cordwalner and Clarke Ashton.
{5

& . Surnama of Hugo Award winner for "'Repent, Harlequln!’ sald
tha Ticktock Man". (7)

10. Surname of author who died in 1982 before completion of a
fiim baaed on pns of hle booka. {4)

13. How one feels after a bad pint of Gulnness? (3)

14, Short Btory Writer. Majnly published in The Magazine of
Sciance Fiction and Fantasy .,.Reed, (3)

15. Firet name of author of "Antham" and "The Fountaintaad"
«..Rand, (3}

14, Novel by Rlgis Budrys upon which a film was based starring
Elliot Bould. (3)

17. What group of countriss radically changed faatures 1n Michael
Moorcock's shart story "Flux"? (3)

19. Yurname of authar of “Oying Inside" and "The World Insida“.
{10}

22, Paychic powerp. (3)

23. Common term for Stardrive, (3)

2%. Where doesg Arkady Strugatsky live? (&)

26, Campbeill’ms rag. {&)

27. Spellberg"s biggewt groseing fllm. {2)

33, Creature prominent in James Hervert's First noval., (3}

39. Trem-likes creature in "Lard of The Ringa". (3}

35. Btanlslaw Lem"s famous planat. (7)

DOWN.

1 . Rebert BS8hackley®s noval about mind tranafer. (8)

2 . Whare the creatura comes from in "Forbtdden Planet” (2)

3 . How many steps from Earth is Harry Harrviaon'se book on
interstallar Traval, (3}

5 . Brian Adisa® famoue planet. (9)

7 ., Burnama of creator of Fafbrd and Gray Moumer. (&)

B . A,E. Van Vogt s firet novel. (4)

% . How many princas wers thare in Amber? {(4)

11. Commonly uesd tnitiales for Alan Dean Foster's mtardrive (n
the Commonwealth booku. {(2)

12. Niven's “Tha World of —=—=—~-= ". &

1B. Names aof awards given annually by The Science Fictlon Writers
of Amerlca. (&6}

19. Novel by Btephen King made into a two part TV fesatura. (4,3}

20. Murray -——-——--=, (B)

21. Final story added to Clifford 8imak‘'s collection “Clty". (&)

24, City, Planet and Empire featured in Apimov’'se Emplre and
Foundatlion booka, (7}

27. Frank L. Baum"a famoum land. (2}

28. Other name for Arrakie. (4}

30. Poul Andarson’'e "--- lero". {3)

31. Our star, the sun. ({3)

32 Recent novel by Stephen Kirg. (2}

You will find the anawars to this crossword puzzle on Page 39.
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By Elleen Gormley
c. 1988.

1 knew something llke thls
waa going to happen. It was
happening all avar. Taka
traffic lights.

! rgamember whan all traffic
lights did was to tell you
when you should stag. Thean
they Btarted giving your car

directions. That wasen’t to
bad - helpad you avoid traf-
fle Jjame. But thsn they

started taking your oumber
itf yau weant through on the
ambar ., And stopped yaur car
altogether |If you trisd to
po through en the red. You
bad to stay there until Lha
cops arrived,

MNow, ! dan"t know about you,
but I do not Lake Drders
from traffic 1llgbts. {t's
undigni fted. 1 gon‘t like
cars that breathalyse you
vefore thay start or bank
machines that refuse to let
you get overdrawn eithar,

S0 when thay barned smoking
1 knew that they had some-
thing rnasty up thair
Bleeves. Sura, thare had
beesn no amoking in public
for a long time, btut what
one adult did in privata hadg
always been bhis own affalr.
Not any more it seams.

i was made asven more
suspiclous the day the act
becama law, CLCigarettes were
still on sale. Openly. 1
knew thay ware up to
somathlng. Aut {t didn"t
stop me buying a3 packet. 1
went home and lit up the
firgt one.

instantly a Mother—-{in-1aw
appearsed, Not my Mather-in-
law and not in parson. A
hologram of the sort of
Mothar-{n—1aw you have
niphtmares about appeared
and started tn nag: “Don't
you know that you are

breaking the law? What do
you think laws are for?
There is a term in Rahab for
peagla like you...” She went
an and on wuntil 1 had
finished my cigaretts.

{ 11t another. Ohe appeared
again, this time carrying an
about my chances of petting
heart disaasa. 1
datarminedly ignored her and
iit up again. This time it
waf luryg cancer sha was'
lacturing about.

I kept on smoking and she
kept nagqging. She went into
details of things 1 had
never hoeard of: low foetal
waight, bad tiresth, throat
cancer, strokes,
hypertension, mi1scarriages,
high Lnsurance premiums,
smelly ashtrays,.. the list
Just went on and an. By the
fifreenth fag, she had
setoppad magging andg started
to warnm of impending doom,
The warnings got moara and
more omiNnous. By the
nineteenth the warning was a
threat,

1 1gnared 1+t and 1it the
last fag. Suddenty I fall
paralysed to the floor while
the empty cigarette packange
started to blare a call to
the naarest cops. 1 lay on
the floor, helpless, while
they came and arrested me.
Not until the handcuffs wore
on my wrists daic the
paralysis wear off. The cops
were laughing. 1 was their
first arrest of tho day.

And that is how 1 became
famous as the firet victim
of the Ban with the Scold 'n
Stun,



Of Meat and Two Veg

By Rotert Elliott c. 19B8.

"No!d ! The BCraam cut
through the alr, fraszing
Michasl Armetrong 1in him
tracknm. He l1ooked around,

but the sesarch only revealed
what he alraeady knew; ha was
alprns in tha apartment. He
shruggad, and went back to
praparing the avening meal.
Janica was comlng over
tonight, and he wanted this
maal to be perfect. He was
about to start pmeeling the
potatoes again, when the
panic-stricken acream cut
through then air again.
Thie time, ther®e wae nho
doubting {t. He definitely
heard {t, and it was coming
from eomewhere irsicda the
kitchan. He had a good
look, and on looking undar
tha tables, he saw ha had
dropped a carrot. Ha went
to pick tt up, and noticed a
small metal band around it,
about bhalf way up.

Ha went to pick {t up, and
it parformed an action not
usually attributed ta
carrotsj It extended a small
appandaga, touched the metal
ring and floated up Lntc the
air, alighting on the tables.
Nesdlesss to say, Michaul was
fairly impreased by floatlng
carrote, but bha couldn”t
figure out why he wamn't
surprissed when Gthe carrot
apoka to him.

"You may be wondering why I
am talking teo you” the
carrot bsgan. tMichasl had

to admit that tha thaught
did cross hiws mind, along
with sevaral other
guestions, auch an how
arange rootes gained the
powar of €light, “Bimple
eancugh”, tha carrot

axplainad, “"the anti-gravity
belt does al! the work. You
don't really expect carvots
to Ffly?" he asksd, amaxed
that anyons could wentertain
such a ridliculoum notion.

Michasl apologised for his
stupidity, and blamed his
ignorance on the fact thast
thna cerrote toe  whaom ha
umually talked ~ere mlightly
more tactturn. "That"s sll
rigbt", the carrot said
maghami rnously, "One can't
really expmct that much from

a uwteak", In the interssts
of diplomacy, Michael
decided to lsava that one
go. Inatead, he decided to

ask ancther guestion,

“Arm talking carrots
appmaring all cver the
world, or have 1 bawn
singled cukt for sone
reason?" swemed llke a good
quastion, and at last wome
tnformation about the
reasons for the vTOL

vegstable’'s prasancea wap

forthcaoming.

" come from L) time
approximatealy 2,400 yaars in
your future, For decadss,
va have been attempting to
get back in time to this
exact momert, 2t42 on
Wednesday, 4th Auguet {n the
yaar t AP, with spaclal co-
ordinates 12:31334: 18, "
The carrot’ew wyes Qglared as
he weaid this, obviously
shawing that hm bhad repaated

thosa linen many timew
batore. 1t was anly when
Michaml noticed thie Fact

that he twcamw aware of the
fact that thim waw a carrot
with syas, sars and a mouth.
Tha nose, however, was
coneplcucum by {tes absance.
Michsel would have asked how
the carrot smellied, but was
deathly afralid that the
carroct would way Tawful®.
Talking, flying carrots werw
bad enough, but 1 they
utarted cracking Jjokes as
well, Michasl wau surs he
would +all aspart at the
smama. A question on the
anatomy weemed appropriate.

“How dld carrvots pget wsuch
human featurea?” he asked in
what he hopwd was ]
conversational tons, hoping




to give tha {(mpressmion that
he talked to vegetablas
avary day. Again, ha was
surprlard when tha carrot
seemad happy to glva the
answars freesly. “"Our faclal
features hava been carafully
anginaered to )oak mimitiar

to the one staak - 1 maan
Human - that veggledom looks
up to. Faces flagbad

through Michasl'a mind; the
features did Jook Familiar,
but he cguldn’'t remambar to
whom they beionged. Clint
Eastwaod, Groauche Marw, Hulk
Hogan, all peopls an up-and-
coming vace of vagatables
might iook up to, but he wanm
damnad if ha cauld remambsr
who it wan. Am L F reading
hia thoughta, the carrot
said “You are the ana I
mean. You, the father of
pur race. You, Michaal
Fabian Armatrang, the
benafactor of vaggiadom, the
great and wisa one, tha “o
ahem, " He cut himamlf off
as hes saw the mceptical ipok
Michael gava him. "You
don"t balieve me, da you?"
At this stage, Michael was
past wondering 1f he had
irhaled tog much garlic, and
wam Quite raady ta bellave
anything. He atartad to say
8O, but decjded Linmsanity
sounded more plausibla than
talktng carrotas who hallwed
hlm mm the fathmr of a racea.
A thought occured to him,
"i{f i'm the fathar of your
race, [8 there any hope that
Janice Mathers iw tha
mothar? Tall, redhaad,
graat looker™ |1f the carrot
waa here on the sams night
ap Janice was caming, thara
wae ths distinct poamitility
that hs might gat Jucky.
Tha carrpot glowered,
aomathing else Michaal
dign’t know carrots could
do. "That'm the Gtroublm
with yau burgarse, all you
think about 1ie aix". “Bmx",
corrected Michael, wlth the
fasling that he should have
denied the allegatian
inetwad, [} change of
wubject was in order, ‘Are

you going to rell me what
you're dolng hars?”, he
amked, hoping that Janice
would be at Jsast a Ffaw
minutes lats. 1f she cama
in and saw him talking to a
carrokt, him »ntreat cred
would bo ruicamd foravar.
And 1f she saw thas carrotb
talking back...

Tha carrot anawsrad. "] am
haras tonlght to aid you |in
the prapagation af tha
vegetable rcace. You sea
that magnificent potato on
tha table over there? That
tm the firet vegetable to ba
brought to eaentienca. And
you and I are tha ones who
wlll parform this lifw
gliving act.” Try am ha did,
Michaal could sea nothing
excapt a bag of Pinks, and
nons could by any atretch of
the Imagination be called
magnificant, The carrot
cont{nued.

“Think, Michasl and Frujuse,
the team suprasme, tha anes
who brought Lifa to & mare
tuber, wha set off the chain
of eventa that would laead
the vegetable race to master

tha world!" Michael’'w
curiceity at thiam ataga was
wall ahead of hia
tncredul ity. “How do wa do

it?“, ba asksd. The carrvot,
now lntroducad am Frujume,
launched intoc a narrative.

"Yo understand tha procase,
you ouat Firat wundemratand
how wa gained our
Intelligence, For tenm of
generationm, vegmtablem graw
as subnormal beinge, with no
limbe and no intelligence at
all, When they raschsd the
age of thres wesks, howsvar,
they were injectad with a
fluld which activated tha
cells of the body, and
making them generate
misctricity. This mmall
currant was changsed inte
synapses, which ii{nked cells

from leaf to toe. In
effect, it converted the
vegetable into = brain.



Genarations latar, limbe anc
facial fmatures were added,
along with Facilities for
spsech and other Ffunctions.
Thim fluid Ia the onm which
will bw veed in Karr, the
Firet Potato."

“But who tnvented this
fluia?", aukwd Michesel.
“Was it human or vegatable?”
Frujuees grinned. "No-one
itnvanted tt. Therein lies
tha paradox of tima travel.
Kerr gave the fluid to each
of the naxt gensraticon of
vagstables, whao in turn
pamsad it on. Eventually,
it wams glven to me, and 1
will give It to Kerr, He

will keep wome, and will
glve it to the next
gensratlon. You see?" To

save the convolutions of a

further explanations,
Michaal said he did. That
only left one questian,
"Wwhy ma?' To which thare
wam only ond answer;
“becaunses you are the ons

that was about to mash the
great Kerr into Shaphard'a
ple."” “Are you I(nefinuating
that } would fsad ths most

gorgecum firl in the city
Shepherd’s pie for dinner?"
wan Michawl's anragsd
ripcete, an he thought

dusperatsly of a way to make
sense out of all this.
Alas, nu way could be found.
All he could do now was hopas
to wake up bsfore he Ffound
himemlf tha creator of a new

race of wsuper veg. He
suddenly found that he had
been daydreaming, and
Frujuse wae walting for an

snawer tc a quastion he had

pomsad. “1'm wsorry", he
said. "What wam that?®
Frujuea mighed. "1 wam just
commenting that tha

Vegetolution has been dus
far centuries. Even vyou

burgers have bsen planting
yourselivem 1in tha hope of
amulating the great
vegstabla race. What 1
wanted to know was why you

kapt it up, evan when they
stwaks plantad didn't grow?"

37

it took Michasl a faw
fecands to realies what he
waw talking about. "Oh, you
mean dead prople.” Frujues
alghed. “No wonder they
didn't grom. 1 don" t
suppose® It sver accured tg

you to plant liva cnes?”, he
askad sarcastically.
Michael inwardly griocned.
"You mean if we planted live

people, they'd grow?! This
is the greateat dimcovery
minca mashed pota- [ mean

sliced bread! 1 couvld win

the Nobel Prize for thie!!"”
The carrot smiled, "Glad to
be of halip. Now, Pkow aboul
piving me a hand?" Michasl

aighad. "What do I have to

do?"

A ball of a lot, 1t turned
cut. 1t appearsd that while
Karr wauld develop
intalligencas within two
daye, limbs wouldn’t appesar
unt il arcund tha fourth
genaration. Thie meant that
Michae]l had to do all the
hard work, anauring the
vagetables wara kept aafe
and fad. And, from what
Frujuss tald him, ha kpaw
Kerr would Gtake all tha
cradit. Than, (t struck him
what Frujuse sald some time
sarlisr. “"You esild that
vegutables would tske over
the wor | 8" ne accumed,
Frujume agresd. "within
thirty-four geanerations,
veggiedom had cdevelopesd to
such an extent that we had
no cholca but to tske over
tha world, You steaks nrever
realised that we were
intelligaent, and kespt on
wating thoesm of us that had
not bmen germtically
altared.” He grinned. “You
have no idea how pecpls took

it when the parenips
suddenly started giving
orders". Michael felt he

knew exactly how psople took
L1e, “If you took over the
world, what happened to the
humans, and all the rest of
the animals?", he awked,
gumasing that be already
knew the answer, Frujuse



had, after all, been calling
him steaks and burgsram all

svening. Frujuse concedad
the pelnt, "Howavar", he&
aaid, e didn't kil
anyone. We only toak thoss
peopla that were fraeshly
dead, and used them. Fair
bat), aftar all you have

bean eatlng us for thousande
of ymars."” While this was
true, Mlchael poitnted out,
turnips had no intelligance,
ar indepd any form of
ssntisnce at all, "How do
you know?", askad Frujuee.
"How dg  you K now that
turnips havan’t bean trying
to communicate for thpuaands
of years, but only an a
frequency too high for vyou
ta hear?" Mlchael froze.
Could thie dinner bafora him
be indeed te trylng in vain
to talk to man, who was toa
gresdy and uncar ing to
bother to chack? "Nbp”, said
Frujusae, "but you digdn"t
k now that" Michasl waa
atarting to get mad. 1f he
wasn't mad already, talklng
to wvegetables. He' d be
locked up as one himeelf, 1{f
he wasn't caraful. Ha
countad to ten, and aeked {f
man didn"t object to being
eaten. "Lika 1 sald",
vreplied Frujusse, "Wa only
ate them dead. Therafore,
they weBrean’t tn much of a
pasition te ob)ect. And the
live ones had regresssd to
auch a level that they
wauldn't know sven 1 we sat
down to a banquet in +front
of them."

That wae it. There was no
way Michaal wam going to
halp a carraot to dastray the
world, or at ilmast the way
in which he tivad. Even (F
he was to be the father of
the race, and bs revered
forevar, he would prefmr |f
thare were one or two pmople

around to di{scusa the
prospect. khan tald all
this, however , Frujuse

aneared. "But you hava to
do Iit. 1f you didn*t do it,
I wouldn't be hersa. You

don’t want ta creste anothar
paradox, do yau?" Michawl
wavered. From the books hs
read on time travel, paradox
spamed to ba a pratty nasty
thing. On the other hand,
he didn"t want to demwetroy
the human race. But 1§ it
alraady happaned...

Him mind was made up by ths
sound of a key tn the door.
Janice wasa arriving, and he
didn*t want her ta mea him
talking to a carrot. Tha
future of mankind amicda, he
didn’'t want to look lika a
nut. Only one thing to do.
He plcked up Frujusm, and
ate him. While doing vo, bhe
toock a knife ta the potata
he thought wase Karr, slicing

him - {t - {nto chipa.
Janice walksd in to asa him
Bwallowing an anti-grav
balt, and realising he had
doomed an antire race.
“"Somathlng wrang?”, uha
asked. "Nothing”, ha
replied. "I just disagramd

with something [ ata".
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