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Rust

‘here are various stances | could ai
PAPERBACK INFERNO fowards, Lut pres-
nting an authoritative view of S
isn't one of them.

I'm aware as [ write Uhal, that
mounds like a cop-out, and | have to
#dd at once that I don't believe in
Lne old saw that "it's ali subiective
when someone gives an opinion ahout u
ook, Is it really true - if you hold
that opinion - that there is no way ot
distinguishing a good from a bad book?
Of course, 'good' and 'bad' are lisaded
lerms, and we're tresding in 2 semant-
12 minefield here: even so, our judge-
wents are based upon opinions and ex-—
perience which may be mere or less in-
formed. Bveryocne's entitled Lo Gheir
opinions, but some people's opinions
#re more worth regarding thsu others.

And of course, the unearer those op-
‘nions coincide with mine, the more
“orth regarding thiey are.

S0 - I could present reviews [raom
5 number of like-minded people which
would have the advantage of giving a
Lnified stance to the magazine. Or I
ould do as I am doing, presenting
7ilews from widely differing approaches
to BF, with the risk that certsin
tooks may not receive the reviews that,
another revicwer may give them.

At this point it might be wise to
turn to Ken Lake's review of Gordon

"iction Association, edited by Andy Sawyer.

Never

19 coime Lo Lhe preose is more dangerous
thina f.o be pressed Lo death, for the
Pein of Lthose tartures last but a few
Tinuies; but he that lies uron the rack
in print hath the flesh torn: off by

the teeath of Bnvy nnd Calumny even

he means nobody any hurt in his grave.

(Thomas bLekker, 1606)

Contents

Kditorial... oo et eeeeinoenneaanpald
“ijpon the rack in print"........p.2
BT FNCOUNLerS. covcvsveaosns Pl
‘rview: A iook bLehind the

reviews p.6

Flus reviews oi recent phapervacks
357¢6= Ken

. ) Lake

K.V, Bailey lielen McNabb

Alan Frasep Nik Morton

Denize Gorse Fhil Wiechols
Margaral, Hall Chrislhopher Opden
Joy Hibbert Nigel Richardson
Lol Hurst ndy Sawver
lndward James Sue f!,"nom:'llson.
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Bdward Jdames for magiaaine reviews;
Nik Morton for the artwork.

Sleeps ..

K. Dickson's Tlis PINAL MECYCLOFARDIA
while 7 reflect that Lacre are areas

of arrecment, - and quite aubbtle ones -
which cun be found ia P1. Ferhaps the
besi illustration of this may be my

Ownn reaction to Lwo books which | had
intended to review. Christorher Ogden's
review of Donald Cotton's amusing DR
Wilo: IHis MYTH MARKIRES strosses what [
a1t (pernaps over-strongly since 1 had
a long and passionate childhnod love
AlTair with Homeric mpth) tiat this is
an above aversyge enbertiainnani: some-
thing which we caprnol glways take for
pranted cven i books meant to be no-
thing more than such. 1 waa particular-
ly infopested hy Marguaret Hinll's p
onse Lo Derek Sawle's SCKPTRE MORTAL,
which mirrored my own less straipght-
forwnrd reaction to the book. In many
wayvs, Lhe book desnrves condemnabion,
but there are elemenbs in it which
make it gonetizing other than a thor-
ouphly bad book, and Margaret cryst-
aliiased my own opinion when she wrote
in her cowering letter "1 actually
feel bthat thereé's n good book in thers
strugeling to get nut.”

Gf courase, 1'm shaping the area of
debate from py positien as editor, so
perhaps thase areas of aprecamsnt don't
quite ijluminate the point 1 pade ag
tlhia beginning. Finished Ken Lake's
review yeh? Naw, I don't wint to
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encourage & long string of unsolicited
reviews that I can't use, buy, not
knowing that I had sent the book for
review elsewhere, and being imnressed
by it, Alan Fraser sent me his ooin-

ion of THE FINAL BNCYCTOFALDTA. Ken,
you'll note, found it tedione. Alan,
on tha othexr hand, fouud it " the most
mature of Dickson's books...sn ali-

action yarn that rabttles from nlanet
%Yo planet, wibth = 2killfully balanced
plot, and well-crafied characters that
i cared abaug."

S¢ who's right -~ Ken or Alan? Hepe
where 1 do cop aut, I sunpose. and ad-~
it that™ 1 haven't yel finished bthe
beok end advise you to make your own
decision for yourselves. Fub T don't
really think bLhat it is necessuvily a
matter of 'right' or Twronp' . The
lon is not whether THI FINAL EKCYOLG-
PAEDIA remlly is a good ook or a bad
book but thai there is an area of dep-
2te which illuminzbes the process of

MAGAZINE

ISAAC ASIMOV'S SF MONTHLY and
ARALOG, July - November 1945

(Reviewed by Bdward James)

There are cuite a few goodies in this
batich of magazines, mostly, for bhe
last two or three years, from Asimov's,
1t is the longer fiction that sElokTs
most in my wind, & sign of intellect-
udl leziness no doubt. Xim Stanlev Hob-
ingon's ‘lGreen Mare! (September Asim-
ov'e) must confirm him as one of ELha—
PEET of the new generation writers. An
astonishingly realistic account of a
Slimb up the highest mountain in the
Solzr System (Mons Olympue, Mars):
2ither Robinson has been reading a lot
of books on mountaineering. or he doexg
tt. The guspense, which is well done.
18 only the sebting in which ilis chare

e
(2821

s
deters can explore the twin themes of
she story: the ethics of berraforming
ané the psychology of immortals. Until
read the Robinson I was £0ing to
Plump for Roger Zelazny's 'oi Views
2f tount Fuji, by Hokusai' (duiy 4s-
imov¥s) as the best in Lhese issusp
The 1dea of the marriage of human and
computer censdiousness iz almost old
nat by now, but Zelazny wrings ucw
interest from it. It,cries oub for arn
illustrated edition, as each of the 24
sections relates to a Hokusai [$V% 11
anly come of which I could visunalize.
“u overpriced trade paperbacic to foll-
ow?

Yhe novellas in the August Asimov's
#ere a bit less satisfying: Yays
belm's 'The Gorgon Field'. besubifullv
“ritten with a convineingly eerie Col-
orada asetting, bub underpinned Dy a
#ood desl of mystical/psevudo-scient-
ific garbage (centrss of power, 5Glast-~

gite st -

“Upon the rack

book-reviewing., Reviews
"just someone’s oninjon®

are
but,

more
less

thian
thian

the Autuorised Goapel engroved on tap-
igts of marble,

Bven my reviews...

Chonsing selections for the ‘Clojser

nnoe

wunbers' spot proved difTiculs this

Limer finnlly 1 selecied Mary Sheliely's
THI T AGT MAN on bLhe grounds that, while

few would, |

casy reading it's well worth

j.
fguese . find if lieht-ank-
s persever-

L with Lor its imapes of a Future rog-
land which are really rather peculiar
1o their fldelity £o bhe structures of

ecarly

19th-cantury socicty.

.They cauge

you Lo look ab hhe revamped 20th-cenlt-

an
3.

uary of most 'far Cuture!
crltical light. Also included i

in a more

Ln thils

1 [y
Spot 1a Wellg' IR THE LAYS OF THE COPMET:,
had lntended to look at it in even
greater depth ia the light of George

i { !
Hay's regg
<

e tion .
TOr which

cnt article on reprinting
Fressure of work prevenbed
I apologise.

o

in print ... .”

onbury Tor, Crozgh Patrick etc. ad
Gauaeam mezn), The other was a Spin-
rad romp, ‘wWorld War Lash! - outrag~
cous, fun, over-the-top, ultimstely
Tather empty; the latter Judgement
tould apply in a rathev different way
to Bruce Sterling's 'Green Days in
Brunei' (Uctober Lsimcv's) too: well
written, with an Interesting sotting
but devoid of new ideas and with anp
imnplausible deus ex nactiina ending.
W¥nich was true ouly in = technical

sense in the most recent of Asimov's
acvellas, 'Deus Bx Machina' By T .y

brummels {(November) - vet another
post-catasitaphe ctory, but with en-
Ough differences in the nature of
the catactrophe {eolayx sckivity) and
in the response of humanity te make
iGoan interesting and prom sing First
Story. Tn the same iscue i Gerorge
F.R., Mactin's "Partvaits of his Chile
ren', which the introdactory biurhb
Suggests might be an &F award winnep.
Thig a rowerful snd subtle shory abig
lationship between an author ar
118 charachars, Wirhly recommended. A

Lbe 1ol

probable awsrd-winner. The fact Lhat
it is pot W apd only marginaliy fap
tasy, perhaps, hag nf'tep all proved n
tindrance in the past.

To rival these, Analog offered i
¢as rather than writing, as ususl. A
Four-part uerial by Timothy Zahn (Ju
Uetover) enllad 'Spluneret? . Take n

JUvid Bris universe (ingreaieats, ple
ty of ali lots of skulldugeery);

add, pinch of Clarke, Y. Brian or, i
‘Noseazen, Arthur C. (a mysterious 30

fient and powerful slien artefact )
add p fo technelopgical ciiches (Divso
Spuere); and mix in Apnajop world-view
LCanbrustworbhy iicpanlces, villainous
Jui tod Aation=, and visionary, but

REVIHWS

(oI«
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pragmatic Americans). Quite fun, in a
way, and the Analog world-view does get
a bit of implicit criticism. Rut al-
together too mechanical, and not up to
the standard of Zshn's short fiction.
Alongside this serial there has been

a sub-standard Charles Harness, 'Georpe
Washington slept here' (J-ly) a stan-
dard Charles Sheffield, 'Trader's Sec-
ret' (August) .about exploitation of

the Moon, not by the American=. who

are rather into decadence by this time
but by the sober, hardworking and go-
ahead Japanese and Chinese. And in
September, a neat novelette by Analcg
staiwart Eric G. Iverson (from now on
to be referred to as Harry Turtledove)
called 'Vilest Brast', set in an alter-
nate seventeenth century, in which the
English are trying to colonisec an Am-
erica inhabited only by sentient apes.
(If one wanted to be cynical, one

might wonder if it would have msade much
difference as farias the 17th century
English were concerned.) September also
bas a contribution to what must he one
of the oddest series running, Gordon K.
Dickson's 'See now, a pilgrim'. Tor
the record, you could find the two
vious stories in this saga of ernrth
der the alien heel in Analog August
1974 and August 1980. The Tictional
events have covered a few months; the
stories are separasted by 1 years. Keep
your eyes out for the next episode, in
Aug/Sept 1990... George K.R. Martin has

nie=

un-

a rather more traditional space opers
series running too: it started with a

two-part serial 'The Plague Star' (Jan-
Feb) and has continued with 'Loaves .
and Fishes' (October) and 'Second Felp-
ings' (November), aud features s rather
likeable eccentric called Haviland Tuf
who has come into rossession of a wmig-
antic spaceship stuffed with the super-
sclierice of a long-lost alien race. Btc.
Etc, You know the sort of thing.

Of the short fiction, one of Lhe
best, yet again, is the latest (third?)
story by Northern Irish writer Iun Mc~
Donald, 'Scenes from a Shadowplay'
(Asimov's July), a barogue chil

ler ab-
out honour and revenge in an elecbranic
age. He's the only Pritish writer in
these six:.issues, if you c¢xclude Charles
Sheffield, and one 1 hope we'll see a

lot more of: he is now"a nominea for

the J.W. Campbell award, ond has the
cover story coming up in the DNecember
Asimov's. I'd also pick out from As-
Imov's 'On for the long haul' by J.
Coraghessan Royle (August), one in the
eye for the survivalists; @ nightmarish
story from Michael Bishop about a child'e
fantasies),, 'A gift for the Graviandens'
(Sephember); Gary Alexander's sordid
little 'RBuddies' (same issue) -~ some-
times Asimov's reads go like Interzovne;
and,. just because it reminds me of the
joys of teaching history, as term gets
more horrendous, W.R. Thompson, 'Hist-
ory Lesson' (Analog, August), in which
school-kids give EEeir far-future ass-
essments of the importance of the 20th

-megszines have carried

century, and Paul A, Carter's intrigu-
ing 'fact' -rticle (Analog, Octoberj,
'The Constitutional Orimins of Westly
Ve Simmons'. in which he investigateé
how the right-wing furdrmentalist world
of Isauc Asimov's 'Trends' (Astounding
July 1949) might actually haVe come
ibout. A nice exercise in alternate
history.
Tr 1 may just sl
L

_ ‘ in a news item
2t the endo Recent e

»s of the two

ada by Micro In-
formation Concegts (P.O. Dax 2146%, Dall-
as, Texas 7%227). 1 wrote Lo them to

~et information and my free copy of the
November 1949 issue of Astounding -
Feinlein'e '"Gulf', Sturgeon's 'What

dead men tell', etc. The copv is very
will produced, no doubt long-lasting -
tut on microfiche of course. M.I.C. are
sellinp 8 complete edition of all &41
issues of Astouading/Analog (1933 -4984)
for 8760, including coleur covers and
Mike Asihley's Index. Ur sny decade's
worth for #140. Or any year's worth for
A6, Chenp, really, if you don't mingd
reading microfiche. They nre also go-
ing o do complete sets of Magazine of
Pantasy and Seiepce Fiction, mazing,
Aiimov's, Unknown Worlds, oci nce Pic-
tion Timesy, Ghe complete works of James
Gunn, ehc etic: a huwe R3F library rsduced
Lo the sjize of 2 =2hoe-box. I doubi that
it will satisfy the collector's instinct:
50 much Lebbter to have thone beaatiful
yellowing pages that fall apart as you
resd them - but excel:ient for libraries,
scholars und i wonder

serious readers. I
if wa'll ever have a Microfiche inferno...

THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY & SCTERCE
FICTION, September and October 1985
(Reviswed by Chris Pailey)

Whnile affording no masterpieces, the
September P&EF is overall a better
than averagze i1ssue, lour substantial
piecew meriting censideraticn. The
delicate conclusion to Wayne Wight-
man's 'The Great Wall' lexves a sweet
aftertaste, no asmall achievement after
the perfectly ridiculous alien who
featured in the body of the story.
Stephen Gallagher's 'No Life For Me
Without Ycu, Vodyanoi' again demen-
strates hie susceptibility to incid-
entsl detsil for its own sake, but
thig is an interesting story of a
'double! outcust, finishing thought-
fully. 'The Dragon's Boy' is Jane
Yolen in relaxed mood. In 2T
stated that Yolen was bhecoming suc-
cinct to the point. of curtness in

her stories - so much for. such mag-
iaterisl pronouncements, as the pre-
@ent piece rambles expansively and
enjoyably through T.H. WhiQe_territ~
ory ("None of Lthe others, Vai or
Bedvere or Lancot, could read halfl as
well as he. They could only just make
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out the instructions on nackats of
love philtres.") Keith Roberts's
'Hichenda' demonstrates his talent
for simultanecusly warming and btroub-
lirg the reader, besdides being a
rather cunning piece of writing. The
tals ends with an horrendous cliche,
which the apnalled reader begs to be
excused; yet accept the wliche and
you have a neat parable concerning
the creative process. The first-per-
son narrator is a writer who also
happens to be an occasional illust-
rator, and when I was wondering while
I read as to how much of the story
was autobiographical, Roberts must
have bad me well within his web.

I have a theory that the September
P&SF is slung out sz a stopgan issue,
edItor Ferman meanwhile marchalling
the big guns for each yesrs annivers-

mean zlur on Ferman's profeasionalism...
Bven so, the pat remark that September's
issue iz bound to be betler slips nast
me. That was certainly the case this
year, the October issue heing very

poor. There is a turgld fantasy from
Marion Zimmer Bradley, & cheerful
gimmick piece from John Brunner and a
dreadfully dull story of deep snace
exploration from James Tiptree Jr. The
best story, opening avenues of inter-
esting moral exploration, comes fronm

& writer my mentors bYaught me to revile,
Orson Scott Card, even though I was not
convinced by his posture of weary nihil-
izm. If you do come acrass the October
Lgzue, just have a quick peep at the
film review column - who playz David

and who Goliath as HYarlan Ellison grapp-
les with Rambo?

arv soecial in October. That is &

Closer Encouniers

Mary Shelley - - THE LAST MAN (Hogarth
Press, %42 pp. £3.95,
originally published
1826)

(Reviewsd by Edward James)

At least two of the themes so commor in
modern science fiction are to be f{ound
in Mary Shelley's novels: the scientist
meddling with secrets beyond his cont-
rol (a gross simplification of FRANKEN=-
STEIN, I admit), and, in THE LAST MAN,
the helplessness of mankind in the face
of nature. This was not perhaps a new
theme; Briap Aldiss, in his useful int-
roduction to this editiion, cites sever-
al other literary predecessors in the
two decades prior to Mary Shelley's
novel, notably LE DERNIER HOMME ('The
Last Man'), by J-B Cousin de Grainville
(180%). But it well illustrates Aldiss's
contention that Mary Shelley, or her
generation, invented science fiction.

. The e¢nd of mankind or of the world had,
of course, been imagined many times be~
fore, but always in the context of
Christian eschatology. In THE LAST MAN,
mankind dies for entirely secular res-
s0ns; God plays no role at all. 1t was
a result of the increasing tendency to
think in scientific or mechanistic terms
about the universe, and also, no doubt,
of the impact of the French Revclution,
which showed to Mary Shelley's generat-
ion that human society was not imrutab-
ly set in its ways. 1t could go "down
the ringing groocves cf change" (Tenny-
86n); it could progress, or it could
vanish. The Romantic mind was prepared
to contemplate the end of civilisation
with a frisson almost of delight, just
as Lord Macaulay, not long afterwards
(but never mentioned in histories of
SF?), imagined a far-future Mew Zeal-
ander contemplating the uninhabited

ruins of lLondon. "Look on my works, ye
Mighty, end despair!" (Mrs Shelley's
husband). (Quoting gets s habit after
reading Mary Shelley; her narrator,
writing in the year 2100, is forever
quoting Keats, Wordsworth, Shelley.)
) THE LAST MAN, then, is undoubtedly
important in the history of SF. In terms
of the ideas it deals with, it is even
an important novel. Some of its descrip-
tions and images, notably of the slow
death of almost all Buropes's populat-
ion and the emptying of its cities, in
the last volume, are very powerful and
effective. But it is not really sur-
Erising that it is so little known, or
has remained out of print for so long.
1t is long-winded, highly rhetorical,
quite lacking in humour or wit, and
really ratter odd. The oddnesa is per-
haps due to Mrs Sheliey's decision to
delay the theme of the plague which
ends human civilisation until half way
through, and fill the reat with a fic-
thnal representation of her husband,
P.B. Shelley, and friends, notably Lorad
Eyron, and their dreams of political
improvement. )
. The scene is this. The narrator
glonel Varnay (Mra Shelley?), is bel
friended by Adrian (Mr Shelley), the
son of the last king of England, who
abdicated to take the title of Barl of
Windsor. Verney marries Adrian's sis-
ter; Verney's sister marries their
Iriend Lord Raymond, who has dreams of
liberating Greece from the Turks. Ray-
mond became Lord i'rotector in Eng]ané
(to save it from democracy): "he was
continuelly surrounded by projectors
and projects, which were to render
England one scene of fertility ang
nagnificence; the state of poverty was
to be abolished; men wers to be trans-
iforted frem place to place almost with
the same facility as the Frinces in
the Arabian Nights." (p. 76) He resigns,
and leads an army to victory in Greece.
Raymond, of course, is Byron, who died
in the year thie novel was published,
rying to liberate Greece from the
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Turks. In the novel Raymond dies, some-
what paradoxically, in Constantinonle,
urying to liberate Turkey from the
Turks... But all the plans for polit-
1cal reform come to nothing with the
5low progress of the plague from east
0 west - just as cholera was moving
westwards as Mrs Shelley wrote, to
arrive in England in 18%1 (you can
s5till see the cholera cemetary in York,
half a mile from where T write). ilurone
dies; London succombs; and & small band
of survivors moves south across an al-
most empty Burope, meeting, in “aris,
some people whose response to disaster
Was religious fanaticism: an "imposter
vrophet" and his "deluded crew" of
"methodists" (to use the strongest

word for fanatics Mrz Shelley could
find). Verney, alone, recovers f{rom

the disease. The end of the book sees
him living in a deserted Rome (where

Mr Shelley had been buries in 1822,
next to Keats), writing his account,
carving '2100' on the topmost stone of
5% Peter's (Byron used to vandaiiue
ancient monuments too), and finally
deciding to sail around the Meditery-
anean, in "a tiny bark, freighted with
Verney - the LAST MAN". How many times
we've seen ST novels end with a similar
scene. The novel is not going to apneal
to many readers todsy; but Hogarth Fress
stiould be congratulated for letting us
e that it is not just FRANMKLNSTHIN
Lhat gives Mary Sheliley a claim to be
the originator of SF.

F.G. Wells - - IN THE DAYS OF THE COMET

(Hogarth Press, 249np.
£3.95)

+ om0

(Reviewed by Andy Sawyer)

The factors which have lead to the re-
printing of this novel (first nublished
1906 in anticipation of the last visit
of Halley's Comet in 1910) are, i think,
interesting.

The comet's imminent return has
grceted by 'National Astronomy Week!'
and a flood of literature. The ubignit-
cus Fred Hoyle's new novel is entitlied
COMET HALLEY. The Times Bducational
Supplement recently reviewed no less
than eleven Halley's Comet books or
audio-visual presentations (including,
énd T nave my bhand on my heart, TV
HALLEY'S COMET POP-UP BOOK by Fatrick
Moore!)

The Hogarth Press reprint of wells'
IN THE DAYS OF THE COMET came with a
o stressing the connection
baetween the book's original publication
and the Comet's last appesrance. It al-
50 previewed the current attention to
be givean to the comet, with some examnles
fuch aw the sfore~-mentioned 'National
Astronomy Week' and the 'Giotto' space
robe. 30 - is this a timely reprint
Gezigned to squeeze the maximum out of
Halleymania?

Well, not exactly. The book spoears
part of a projected series of Wells'

heen

ag

less~frequently reprinted fiction (inc~
luding GERISTINA ALBERT'S FATHER and MR
BRITLING SEES IT THROUGH, with introduct-
ions by Christopher Priest) and although
i1t has connections with Wells' earlier
scientific vomances, it's nob published
ag BI' but as part of iHogarth Press's
imaginative general fickion list. In his
introduction, Brisn Aldiss rightly con-
centrates on the book's st-tus as a
social novel.,

The year the book was published was
the year the Labour Movement found it-
Gelf with an appreciable Parliamentary
representation and a year in which the
rroblems of dealing with mass unemploy-~
ment filicd the political stage. (It was
the year proups of political activists
seized and cultivated unused land in
London, Lecds and Manchester.) The mass
squalor end despair of the time composes
one of the triumvirate of forces which
rropels the novel: the anarrator's love
affair with MNettie, seduced by the ar-
iztocrat Vorral and the approach of the
comet; are hLhe other Ltwo.

Leadford - the narrator - portrays
his younger self as ill-mannered, in-
considerate, a "wounded, smarting egot-
15" and potentially = murderer. Yet
his limited horizons are forced upon
bim by the society in which he lives.
And a mysterious element introduced in-
Lo the iarth's atmosphere by the comet
'awakens' mankind into a Utopian fut-
ure. It is a Utopia in which all quest-
Lons are not answered - Lesdford's love
for Nettie and her love fop Verrall re-
main, a scurce of anguish, although
they can see themselves rationally to
3 solution which many of Wells' readers
in 1906 found unbearably shocking. (An-
thony West, in H.G. WELLS: ASPECTS OF
A LiFE, com ents that "Its happy ending,
not the turden of the argument, was
what was found unendurable.") Never~
theless, it ig a litopis and as such,
we capunot really imagine it, cannot
Lruely grasp the nature of transition.

The 'Change' comes from outside;
magical change never really explained.
-2 . P - . v . -
(Wee're reminded of the traditional

synkolism of cemets as apents of change,
usually for the worse.) Jt'z the probe-
Lei of all Utopiaz, bub essentially it's
thie problem of any conception of social
ctiange, of how, after analysiong the prob-
lem, to gel to the solution. This is
explored in Leadford's own socialism,
where Wells makes it clear that he is
well aware thut his fable is distanced
from reslity: Leadford's solution is as
‘iagical’ as Wells' comek. "It had
merely te be asserted now with suffic-
ient rhetoric and vehcmence to change
the face of the whole world.™ (p. 38)
Wells' comet is very much a symbol
of the concertual change necossary for
real preogress. We aren't as 'interested’
in the strange gaz it produces as we
are in the Time ''achine or even Cav-
oburite. It doesn't grip our imaginat-
ions in quite that way (the way we read
much SF). But its power as symbol suff-
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uses the story, hovering in the night
over the squalid concerns of humanity,
showing the possibility of transform-
ation. Heading the book same 80 vears
after original publication we receive
at time contradictory messapes. The
waste, the limitation, of much human
life under capitalism, the antiheroic
stance of the young l.eadford, right in
his feelings but so profoundly immat-
ure in his weekly-paper socialism: the
parallels between similar forces con-
tending in Wells' day and our own: the
old myth of strange portents in the sky
foreshadowing change. "The comet” - as
Brian Aldiss puts it - "has yet to come."

Gerd Brantenberg - - THE DAUGHTERS OF
EGALIA (Journeyman
Preas, 269pp. £4.95

(Reviewed by Sue Thomason)

Compietely putdownable role-reversal
sabire firat published in 1997 as
EGALIAS DOTRE in Norway. The kindest
thing I can think of te say about

this book is bthat humocur of this

kind is noboriously difficult 5o Lbrans—
late. Frobahkly a useful sociological
document for those inberested in sex
rolez in bhe late 1960s - eariy 1970s.

D

N’

Overview...

A LOOK BEHIND THE REVIEWS:
JOURNEYMAN PRESS.

JOURNEYMAN PRESS is a small "“one and a
Lbalr person® operation which has been
orerating for ten years and has built
up & useful and interesting list.

Mainly political and social hist-
ory (including, for example, Charles
Poulen's essential THE ENGLISH REREL3),
dourneyman's list contains some books
of interest to the SF reader, partic-
ularly the SF reader who is interested
in exploring the margins of the genre
or who sees it as reflecting socisl or
political concerns.

I've included reviews of some near-
SF here, but anyone interested in find-
ing out more about Journeyman's stock
could contact them at 97 lFerme Park
Road, Crouch End, London N8 9S4, as
indeed you'd probably be best doing if
Jou want to buy any of bheir books re-
viewed here: small left-wing pubiich-
ing houses may not be widely represent-
ed in your local Smith's. (But any good

Community Bookshop should have a selec-

tion of their titles.)

Perhaps fthe nearest thing to a
'real' SF writer in their 1list is Jaok
.London, whose THE THON ILLL, a chill-
ing prediction of facism and revolut-
ion, is his “"finest achievement in 8F,
and perhaps his masterpiece” (BRCYCIOP-
AEDIA OF SF).

This was Journeyman's first venture
and their edition has recently bren re-
printed. Regretfully - particularly
after the kind and effi cient co-oper-
ation of Peter 2inclair of JP -~ the re-
view which should have appeared of this
is a vietim of a locasl peost.strike.-

Meanwhile, Jack London's THE STAR
ROVER, a more conventional preto-5F epic
of time travel through reincarnation, is
set for November publication. T hope to
run reviews of both books next issue
and - pending.this - can only apologise
for the technical breakdown and cuggest
(from what X remember of them) that vou-
ﬁnvestigate Jack London's navels.

(Andy Sawyer)

Thomus Campanella - - THE CIPY OF THE
SUN (Journeyman
Chapbook 7, ©2pp.
£1.99)

William Morris ~ - A DRIBAM OF JOWN BALL
(Oriole Chapbooks,
76pp. $£0.7%)

(Reviewed by Andy Sswyer)

Within the remit of DPAPERBACE TNFEREO,
these slim bocklets are marginal, no
doubt. But if concern for the future
and the utopian strand is part of SF,
then these books, however fringe, are
“orthy of comment. Both arc written out
¢f a zerious examination of the writers'
sociebies with the possibility of fut-
ure change: when much rresent-day SF
i nts futures with the more mundane
features of the present, Ltheir example
iz worth censideration.

This i1z nob to sugpest ihat

[P

Gvery-~

one will enjoy these books. THE CITY OF
fickion

THE SUN ig o
an Italian

Utopian
monk in several
times revised). It, describes an imagin-
ary city crganised on the principles of
rational vrhilosophy; a8 benevolent and
omnipobent state. Mode readers will
find totalitarian elements vresent -
particularly in the treabtment of sex-
uality - while the perceplive SF read-
er will nobe the development of science:
flight, powerful telescones, and z form
of radio are sugeested. PRobh readings,
thougli, are incomplete. It iw speculati-
ion itsclf which is important here.

FMorris's A DREAM CF JOUN RALL is
apparently Victorian mediavalism at its
most eancapist, with Morrvis's 'Dream' of
the 1331 FPemsun’s Revolt @o undercut by
his romantic d=scription of #edieval
life that it's impossible to understand
why theae hearty, weli-fed yeomen ever
revolted in the first place. 'The meal
of the pumphlet, though, comes in a few
pages where the narcrator explains to a
bemused John Rall Lhe pature of British
capitalism in the 19%h cenbury, and
Morris's real hesrt shine through.

Who, now, will write the 'Uream of
William Morris'?

wiitten by
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Suzette Haden Elgin - - HATIVE TOKGUR
Women's FPress,

301pp. £2.50)

Jan Green/Sarah Le - - DESPATCHES FROM

Fanu (eds.) THE TRONTIRRS
OF THE FEMALYE
MIND (Women's
Fress, 248pp.
£2.50)

MEMOIRS OF A
SPACEWOMAN (Wo-
men's Preas, 160
pp. £1.95)

THE ADVENTURES
OF ALYX (Women's
Press, 192pp.
£1.95)

(Reviewed by Joy Hibbert)

Naomi Mitchison - -

Joanna Russ - -

Another selection of feminist (or all-

egedly feminist, science fiction from
The Women's Press. Again, mostly re-
prints, disappointingly.

Bappily, the only book which is
disappointing in its contents is THE
ADVENTURES OF ALYX. No doubt the story

of Alyx's development, bow she over-
came her upbringing and learned to
think, is uplifting and feminist, but
what she does with herself after that
is another matter entirely, as most of
the stories portray her as a woman equal
to the worst of men (the two characters
that spring to mind on first reading
this collection are Heinlein's Farnham
and Poul Anderson's Van Rijn) with much
the same attitude to interpersonal re-
lations - i.e. "I've got this gun, so
do as I say". It is particulariy sur-
Prising to see this character coming
from Russ who satirises this attitude
in 'The Chiches From Outer Space', one
of the items in DESPATCHES. 'Cliches'
tonsists of four very short pieces,
exaggerating "conventional nrose narr-
atives of the sfnal kind". The first
deals hilariously with the woman who
learns to like men after being raned
and impregnated by some sort of alien,
in this case a pland. The last is en-
titled 'The Turnabout Story' in which
the women are far more obviously based
on male fantasy than Alyx is, but the
pripciple - women would be far worse
than any man given half a chance - is,
1 think, the same. .

The rest of DESPATCHES is very
iixed, and will surel{ put paid to any
idea of WP writers following a party
line, or any myths about women's lim-
ltations where SF is concerned. Ts it
coincidence, I wonder, that the estab-
lished SF writers have tended to prod-
uce stories which are ultimately de-
pressing or heartrending, while the

lewer women are more inspiring or hone-
ful? Stories of the world of advertisg-
ing taken to its nauseating extreme, of
Miclear destruction, of catatonia causged
ty; a difference  in perception (odd see-
ing a 'thingz man was noh meant te kpow'
2tory coming from Mitchison) come from
eatablished authors, topether with 'Love
Alters' by Tanith Lee and '"Morality Meat'
by Racoona Sheldon. How Tanith Lee'e
story got into s feminiet colleckion

will always be a myatery to me. I have
read o many SI slories with a message
o the effect that a homosexual society

would be a bad idea because it would
treat heterosexuality as abnormal, =6

why in this different? It claima that
1] 7
1t isn't only the futire that's on
trial here, but the present." In what
way? 1 wonder, More confusing is Shel-
J %

don's tale of a world where Ghe anti-
abortionists have been totally success-
ful, The way the story is laid out sSug~
gests that she has tried, unsuccessfully,
to build up suspense hefore the rather
obvious climax of the atory - if this
is so, the story is ultimately unsuccess-
ful. lowever, she may feel, understand-
ably, that the theme ia sufficiently
horrific as not to need suspense. Hap-
pier tales come from riewer, or non-8F,
riters. Margaret BElphinstone charms
with 2n uplifting and amusing retelli-
ing of 'Besuiy and the Peast’, while
Beverley Treland tells of a time when
all the heavy work is donc by telekin-
es5is and FPenny Casdagli shows us a
beautiful tiny child, the product of
henogenesis. Many have specutated
that our archetypes and mythn are the
vroduct of alien interference, and the
Yinal and meat empathic story in this
colliection is Cue Thomason's attempt
to tell us how it must feel to delib-
erately commit thisg interference, for
the good of the culture in question.
One query: why dces the book have
& pleture of Virginia Woolf on the
cover when nol mentioned inside
at 2ll?
Raomi

she is

RS

Mitchisor has often expressed

Porrgelf as being out of sympathy with

rodern feminiom, ac the men of her fam-
ily have always breated her as an equal,
and thus it i surprising that her snov-

el fits ¢o well in%o the anti-imperialist
mood of modern femininm. The anti-imper-
lalist meod is s heated discussion of
How much interference in other soclieb-
les js acceptable, il any. MEMOIRS deals
with the guestion of ipnterference with
gocieties on other planats, and raises
interesting moral/ethicsl quesitiaons in
an ily-laid-out ncvel. Unlikes most
novels it doesn't bave anything resemb-
ling n beginnirg and a resolutioen,
starting with a few pages ramble about
ethical problems in general, snd end-
ing with the charsacter, Mary, resting
before the next expedition. Mary is an
explorer, speciallising in communication
with aliens, apd ¢ "scribes the events
of various exneditions apd experiments,
each with their own problems. Communic-
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ation methods are not specified, though
there never seem to be problems in that
area, go I assume the communicators must
be telepathic, at least to some extent;
or at least empathic. A very thoughtful
and thoughtprovoking book, which rewards
careful rereading.

NA+IVE TORGUE is also concerned with
communication. It is set 200 years in
the future, a future where the 'Moral
Majority' or some similar group have
been successful. ®eagan's birthday is a
bank holiday, contraception and aborh-
ion are illegal, women have the same
rights as a pet animal, and divorce is
seriously frowned upon. The only thing
about the future that is unexpected is
the fact that humans are communicating
2nd trading with humanoid aliens, npeace-
full. This is made possible by a group
of 13 families collectively known as
the Linguist families, who work very
hard from s very early age (like about
1 year) to learn alien languages and
the social rules that surround them.
Women's legal positicn is the result of
'proof' of female intellectual infer-
iority having been found, though women
ilinguists work as hard as their men,
who cling to the comforting fiction
that linguistic skill is not connected
to intelligence. The story concerns the
life of Kazareth Chornyak, born & ling-
uist, particulsarly skilled, married to
an insecure man for genetic reasons,
and finally sent to Chornyek Barren
House (where old Chornyak women live)
after unnecessarily mutilating surgery
f'or cancer. A subtheme concerns the
gttempts of the government to work out
& way of learning non-humancid slien
languages without kXilling the student.
When you read the book, it all seems
very logical and hopeful - the women
are working on a women's language which
they believe will change people's con-
sciousness, and eventually it does. But,
as in most stories, various heles appear
after a little thought. Is it simply
American chauvinism that mskes Klgin
assume. that all the linguigt. families,
¢Veh the onés in Atrica, will be de-
voutly Christian, or does she Leligve
the 'Moral Majority' will destroy is-
lam? If a girl of 15 has been told
throughout her life that the women's
language project is just a time-wast-
ing method for old women, is it likely
she will face life with an unbearable
man in order to work on this project
after the menopause? lLaadan is & fas~
cinating idea, a language made simple
to pronounce and including all the con-
cepts that would be useful to women
that male-dominated languages just
don't have words for, for examnle

radiidin: non-holiday, a time
allegedly a holiday but actually
$0 much a burden because of work
and preparations that it is a
dreadful occasion...

rashida: non-game, a cruel 'play-
ing' that is a game only for the

dominant 'players' with the power
to force othere to participate.

Eigin suggests the reason mern have
traditionslly been impatient with fem-
alae conversabtion is because women have
to use so many words to get concepts
like these across, but it also raiues
the uestion of concepis in language
that men allege are female concepts and
nothing $6 do with them. If a language.
is masculine why doeg it have some fe-
male concents (e.g. alfection) and not
cthers? Or are these female concepts
merely male concepts, or neuter con-
cepts that men are afraid of acknow-
ledging?

But the ending of the story is a
bit of a let down. Yes, the language
improves the lot of the linguist women,
te 2 small extent, but hazs no effect on
he lives of the non-linguists, and
doesn't change woman's lepal or social
position. (What does it say about men
who define women sz sub-humsn and still
find them atiractive? ALl languages
bave words for such a perverszion, and
none of them are polite). KATIVE TONGUE
iz & edollection of fascinating concevts,
many of which T haven't the space %o
discuss here, inside a shtory which could
nave been bheiter Shought ous.,

Piers Anthony ~ - THOUSANDSTAR (Bantam,
2%94pp. 22.95)

ViSCOUS CIRCLE (Ran-
_ tam, 2&66pp. #2.9%)
(Also available from Grunada @ £2.50)
(Reviewed by Christopher Ogden)

The 'Cluster' series is set some
three million years after the colle-
apse - or disappearance - of a galaxy-
spanning civilisation. Although long~
Zone from our galaxy this civilization
has left behind them a number or arche-
aeclogical remains. Occasionally these
Ancient Sites contain functioning ex-
amples of the Ancients' technology and
these 'live' sites sare eagerly sought
by most of the galaxy's intelligent
specles. It is with the guests for two
of these sites that these bhooks are
concerned.

in THOUSANDSTAR, a functioning An-~
cient Site has been discovered and,; in
order to prevent conflict, a race is
organised to decide possession. The
winner of this race, which is a test
of physical and mental abilities, will
take possession of the site on behalf
of nis/her speciegs. Transfer, devaloped
from Ancient Technology, is the process
of transferring the Aura, or soul, from
one body to another. in this way the
Competitors are teamed up with an alien
host from one of thres speciea: the
Bquem are snake-like carnivores, and
ruthless with it; the Erbs are basic-
8lly mobile plants, capabls of violence
where needed; whilst the HydrQ are
spherical beings who communicate with
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chemical sprays. It is with a Hydr0O

called Heem of the Highfalls that
Jessica of Etamin, the Solarian (human)
candidate 1s paired.

Much of the background of these two
characters - and they are real charact~
ers - is revealed in s series of flash-
hacks, the details of Heem's early life
being particularly well described. The
relationship between the two characters
is also explored, the differences be-
tween the two 1eading to moments of
genuine humoux

Although I have my d@ubtc na to
the credibility of the aliens, they are
at least interesting, =znd my 1avourLt,“
are the Bands from VISCOUS CIRCLE.
Thelr physical structure is that of
fine iron particles suspended in a
magnetic field, and they live in a
carefres, pscifistic soclety.

Ronald Snowden is a Transfer agent
inhabiting a Band host, but having losk
his memory believes hlmﬂwlf to actually
be a Band, calling himself Rondl. He
has been sent to discover the location
of an Ancient Site, but on regaining
his memory he decides to save the PRands
from the extermination that his own
race - the 'Monsters' - will undoubt-
¢dly inflict upon them in their search
for the site. The Viscous Cirle isa,
according to Band belief, a gestalt to
which all Bands return at death, a
belief which bolsters their pacifistic
nature.

These books are described by the
publishers as "grand outer =pace opera"
and this is vvrtalnly an 8pth unorrlpf-
ion. Nevertheless they are competently
written, if 2 1itile overlong, and they
have a nice leaverning of “bhumour, =ome-
thing Yacking in too many works.

Isaac Asimov/ - - MACHTRNES *
Patrick Warrick/
ﬂartln Greenberg
{eds.)

HAT THINE
(Penguin, 6.,;p

§4.95)

(Reviewed by Nigel Richardson)

Twenty nine reprinted stories about ro-
bots and computers. Most have been an-
thologised many timec before. Hanv
you'll already have on your she’
such a5 'I KRave No Mouth, And T Muﬂ‘
Scream', 'The Monkey Wrench', 'The
Bicentennial Man', etc. Two fthirds of
the stories were written before 1958
and many are so old as to be unrezd-
able unless you have a soft spot for
the likes of Murray Leinster or Harl
Vl;cent. The most up~to~daue stovry is
ated 1976, so if you're looking for
fi=to- the—mlnute speculation on artif-
ial iantelligence you will be disapp-
inted. Five of the stories are hy
saac Asimov, as is the pprtuchorv,
mug and self—congratulatory introduct-
On.o

Penguin publish very little &F,
tut what they do is generally n ;ot worth

= QO = JTu

3w o (} “"

W
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‘ bothering with. Back in the sixties

things were different and Penguin's SF
line was adventurous and exciting with
zoie of the best cover art to grace any
publication. I cannot bring myaelf to
describe how bad the cover of MACHINES
THAT THTINK is.

Utterly pointless, out-of-date and
overpriced. What more could you ask for?

Spider Robipngon -

(Feviewed by ¥.V.

By an adroit switching between separat-
i bime sequences in alternate ebhapt-
and also bhebween corres pond;ng
1 person and fivst person (amnesic)
cration, MINDKILLER creates and main-
5 i4s bensions, forges its way
d)lObPH mazes of psychoesis, mayhem and
rather cloudy crusading idealism.
hp'~ roubes converge in the final re-
velations nnd resolutions - though you
are left feelinpg that the journsy has
rerhaps becn better then the contrived
arrival. Thera is certainly a lot that's
good along the way: descriptions of
“wirwhon(iqg" - direct svimulation of
the hypoth~lamus - in both its ecstatic
and ﬁebtvuctive functionings, sex 2Xxp~
eriences {bondage, lesgbian, suro-crotic
YGu name them) that have the gres$ virt-
e of keing integrsl to characterisation
snd plot development; best of all &
sense of place, the Nova Scetian scene
and heritage At times so strougly per-
vasive that 1 was hapoliest Tollowing
Lhe story with a large-ucale allas to

v,ldnu °

Ag an exerci in computer-tfacilated
atection, 1n iti peculabive invest-
ation Lhe nabure of mipd, memory,

con oS ueuq, this is lively and

vary res le SF. In its save-Lhe-human-
& dimensions, however, it may come a

Loo close to the 'Tlluminati!
type Tor imapinative coemfort.

aprthur C. Clarke -~ -~ 1984: SFRING. A
CHOICE OF FUTURES
(Panthet,272pp. £2.50)
(Raviewsd by Alan Fraser)

in the preface of this volume, Clarke
states his aim was to produce in 1984
@ book of optimism about the future to
set against Orwell's dark vision. 1984:
SPRING consiste of a varied selection
of magazine articles, gpeeches, book
rrefaces and letters, most of which
date from the early eighties. The mat-
erial is divided into four sections;
'The Weapons of Peace', which discusses
the future of tecanology and its effect
here on Ear oh, partlcularly in the
Third World; 'Apolio and After', which
discussos the future of space explor~
ation; ‘'The Literary Scene', articles
about hoth science fiction and main-
stream fiction; and 'Frow the Joast of
voral', views of life in Sri Lanks.
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Clarke describes himself as a lib-
eral optimist and a 'space cadet' -
fervently in favour of the use of
technology to better Mankind's lot and
in favour of space exploration, and
fervently against the waste of .scient-
ific resources represented by the
nuclear arms race and the 'Star Wars'
programme. His enthusiasm for flooding
the developing nations with solar-
powered trannies, tellies and 'elect-
ronic tutors' may annoy some readers,
but most will sgree with his denunc-
iation of the misues of technology to
provide weaponry. Clarke believes
strongly that to shun technology be-
cause it sllows us to build fearsome
weapons is throwing the baby out with
the bath water.

This book suffers badly because of
its origins, because much of the mat-
erial is repeated from chapter to
chapter, and there is really no cohesive
plan to link together the four sections.

Taken as a whole, however, the book does  stopes given him by the Druid Allanon

give a clear picture of Clarke's views in his efforts to protect the Chosen
end the breadth of his interests from Amberle Elessedil in her quest for the
space flight to scuba diving, meeting Bloodfire. Wil's children, his daughter
with Brendan Behan and George Bernard Brin and younger son Jair, had been bor
Shaw on the way. I would class it along with Elven magic in them, legacies of
with another book for Clarke fans only, the Blfstones: each possessed the Wish-

THE LOST WORLDS OF 2001, which contains song, Jair's merely able to create re-
chapters and other material left out

msrkable illusions while Brin's was resl

of 2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY as the book @ € 13 wh .
went through the transition from 'The ;;gkggwigggl; Igggétogig;régegnbggogﬁe
gefﬁlnglthVIgighe ?creenplag §°f§he Uncanny appearance 5f'AlLénon. Black
vgd O’thA:h -T' fagproagie . e re- Walkers - Mord Wraiths - sre abroad, and

ew witl e aim ol rereading two the Four Lands are clowly dying: dark
non-fiction books of Clarke's from magic is sgain theestening. Rrin's
the sétheﬁﬁRggogégEgKgF Tﬂg FUTgRE 5 sweetheart , Rone-Lééﬁ; acgémpaﬁieé the
and VOICES FR » and contrasy- with the Sword of Leah, the same weapon
ing hig predictions then with those ? sone veal

hig grandfather Menion hai carried in
his senrch for the Swerd of Channara
mor« than 70 yesrs Ao, and thus the
threads intertwine...

he is making in the eighties. However,
I decided in the end that the content

of 1984: SPRING was not similar enough
%0 those books to Justify th. exercise,

: There is a steady build-up of both
and that the book requires - ¥ oul b o
ent judgement. 1 yog want ;nbégieggggt threat and conflict until the siege of
the future of the human race, this isn't Qlll}dellan by She Mord Wra;ths, where
it -~ if you want & book about Arthun bhﬁhlmagery really comes alive. Indeed,
C. Clarke in the eighties, then this most of the bgttles were powerfully
. 18 for you. shown, be it between Allanon and the

terrible Jachyra who fed on pain or
— the.moor cat Whisper clawing the dark
Terry Brooks - ~ THE WISHSONG OF SHANN-  Wraiths.

ARA (Futura, 498pp. Brin's quest for the destruction
£4,95) = of the Ildatch, the immemorial book
: of evil spells, achieves an awakening
(Reviewed by Nik Morton) of her wishsong powers and she and her

. brother grow with the ensuing experi-=
This, the "triumphant finale to the best- ences. The story is about power,
selling Shannara trilogy", is a trade pap- Wielded for good or evil designs, and
erback, with interior and cover illyustrat- &bout love, too. Its major appeal is
lons by Sweet, and two maps by the Brothers Probably for adolescents - but adults
Hildebrandt. I haven't read the two earlier with any veatige of a sense of wonder
volumes, and probably won't, fthough that left should find satisfaction in the
is not because I didn't enjoy WISHSONG.It unravelling of the quest, as the pace
you have travelled with the Ohmsforda be- increases and the dangers mount. Death
fore, then there will probably be familiar is not shirked, there is madness, and
ground and names for you; if not, then the the heroics are generally not histrion- i
preceeding books are not prerequisites to  ic. The end does tend to presage an- :
your understanding. The book stends alone. other "far distant and beyond the lives
The action takes place just over 20 years of generations of Ohmsfords yet un- {
after Wil Ohmsford had used the Elf- born, when the magic will be' needed :
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Again." Perhaps Brooks is just hedg-
ing his bets in case another sequence
springs to mind, or he may already be
constructing it. I only hope it does
not also involve a quest... I may have
enjoyed this one but question having
to embark on another!

Josh Pachter (ed,)_- -~ TOP SCIENCE FIC-
: JON: THE AUTHORS!
CUCGICE (Dent, 43%0

PP. £2.99)

In 1983, Josh Pachter wrote to over 100
"of the greatest living SF authors, in-
viting them to select and introduce the
very best SF story they had ever writt-
en, or their favourite own story, or
the story which they felt was most rep-
resentative of their work in the genre.
Well over hslf responded; while some
stories were too long for the collect-
ion, 49 were selected, comprising over
70C pages of material -~ yet the “ritish
audlence only gets 25 authora and %40
pages, wheras Holland will get the lot,
in two volumes... Inevitably, then, many
favoutites are missing from this coll-
ection. Still, the selection is good,
and often revealing.

Obviously, the author's choice will
nct always run in accord with his fans'
opinions. I was pleased to reread Brad-
bury's "There Will Come Soft Rains" and
wasn't surprised at its selection; it
wag effectively treated on radio some
years back, too - and is appropriate in
this memorial year of Hiroshima and Nag-
asakio.

The prolific Isaac Asimov is as
nauseatingly self-congratulatory as
aver. His "The Last Question" was read
oulb in a planetarium versiou: he con-
cluded, "...the very best story T had
writiten -~ and perhaps (for I am not
modest) the very best SF short stoxry
anyone had ever written." As he wrote
the story in 19%6, my conclusion is he
has been past his best tor 30 years.
(And I thought authors grew, improved,
matured, with age and continual honin§

‘of their art, like Aldiss, perhaps...

Clearly, the danger - aad the fun -
in including authors' comments is in
reading the background to stories' cre-
ations or perceiving the self-images
projected by some authors. Asimov has

competition in the guise of lLarry Niven,

who is full of himself. He'd like to

see "The Gre®n Marauder" is basic science

textbooks, for he's a compulsive teacher
who unfortunately can't suffer [lools
gladly, so would not qualify as a teach-
@er. But he can write stories - he says
#0, though I doubt if the story ment-
ioned would ever appear in a basic Eng-
lish texbtbook... Alan Dean Foster's

"Why Johnny Can't Speed" is virtually

a slightly different viewpoint of lar-
lan Ellison's"Along the Scenic Route"
without the latter's dramatic imaginat-
ive -drive (no pun intended.) ‘The back~-
ground to Leiber's"Endfray of the Ofay"

s ~a v 14 3.

BOR "OhSna "WEET SHIDE; SRR Phe REPEVL,
should have won & Hebula or a Hugo.lt
leaves me cold at every reading. If
You've been counting, that is Five
authors slated - the remainder have
been represented by commendable efforts
and the following are definitely very
worthy of inclusion under the 'Top'
banner: ' -

"All the World's Tears" (Aldiss),
"Internal Combustion" {de Camp), "Phe
Engineer and the Executioner" (Stable-
tord), "faiay, in the Sun" (Willis),
"In Looking~Glass Castle" (Wolfe), and
"Capricorn Games" (Silverberg). Pis-
erchia's "A Typical Day" was excellent,
and extrapolated genetic engineering
with a sure believable touch. 1I'd not
read any Connie Willis before, but
after her story's memorable style 1
shall gladly keep an eye out for other
werks by her.

Ranging from 926 to 1983%, the
stories have worn surprisingly well.
If you don't have many of these stor-
es in various collections, then this
s a worthwhile boox to buy. It is
0od value for money. -

{,am

e el

0l

0~

(Nik Morton)

Barbara Hembly - - THE WALLS OF AIR
: (Uniwin/Unicorn,
514pp. £2.50)

Book Two of the Darwath Trilogy is
rather better than RBook One (THE
TIME QF ‘THE DARK, reviewed in PI

55) but would probabiy strike me as
2 much less good novel if I hadn't
read the latter relatively recently.
Our probtagonists, Rudy and Gil, are
busy doing the kind of thing we have
coma to expect people from 'our worid'
to do in a fantasy world, though this
incarnation ol the common theme is
rather better and more stylishly
written than most. Rudy is learning
how to te a wizard from Ingold In-
giorion while carrying on & secret
love-alfair with the reigning queen,
Minalde. il is learning to be a
warrior, or rather dlscovering her
vocation as 2 warrior in the realm
of Darwath, and being unrequitedly
in love with lngold.

The main action of the plot is

the journey of Ingold snd Rudy to -
Quo, the Hidden City of the Wizards.
I won't tell you what they find there,
but it's something genuinely disturb-
ing in its implications, and very well
written. '

This is rather a walt-and-see sort
of review, because tne book is good in
itsell, but deserves to be judged not
simply on its owt merits, bub as the
middle third of a trilogy, the finel
volume of which isn't published (st
time of writing). Some interim comments:
Hambly seems to be falling into the
common trap of being far too fond of
all her major characters to kill them
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off, even when the logic of the plot
suggests that & no-win situation is
about to take place. This is under-
standable, because on the whole her
characters are very interesting and
likeable people (though I'm not fond
of Rudy. Rudy is not only a bum, he's
a spineless bum - t00 much like me for
comfort, perhaps!)

Also, I dislike books which rely
on the loneliness of the long-distance
lover as their primary emotional dyn-
amic. It's too easy to build up the
idealistic passion through frustrat-
ion after frustration, missed opport-
unlty after missed opportunity, to
get the reader hooked and keep her
interested (definately her rather than
him; thie is a traditional plot device
in the "womens' fiction" of romantic-
historical writing, though I'm not
saying men can't appreciate it.

The world of the books is well
enough realised to be pleasingly con-
vincing, though there is a good deal
of fairly overt borrowing from the
masters of the genre. My final feel-
ing: so far, so good. I await the res-
olution of Book Three with considerable
interest.

(Bue Thomason)

Barbara Hambly - ~ THE ARMIKS OF DAY-
LIGET (Unwin/Unicorn,
311pp. £2.50)

(Reviewed by Sue Thomason)

This is the concluding volume of the
Darwath Trilogy (the first and second
books are THE TIME OF THE DARK and THR
WALLS OF AIR and I strongly reccommend
that you read them firat%. ARMIES is as
good an indepentent novel as the two
earlier volumes, as it is mainly con-
cerned with untangling the loose ends
left by all the major characters in
the previous books, and providing a
satisfying and original conclusion to
.the problem of the Dark. The Darwath
books are certainly a cut above the
'average' fantasy novel, with both
breadth and depth of writing, s very
well-realised and self-consistent
world, believable and varied charsc-
ters with considerable emotional range,
and a good taut plot. Thoroughly re-
ccommended as a 'good read'.

' David Gemmell - - THE KING BEYOND THE
GATE (Century, 309
pp. £2.95)

(Reviewed by Denise Gorse)

More swords than sorcery in this one,
as half-breed prince Tenaka Khan sets
out to kill the man who betrayed his
comrades and enslaved hig father's
people, the Drenai. Gemmell, who is

apparently a student of historic batt-
les "from Therwopylae to the Ardennes
campaign" has no particular feel for
language or the development of charac-
tor, his main interest being in sword-
play and tactics. The fantasy element
too is minimal, and largely irrelevant
to the plot: One point comes to mind,
and that is the lack of a map - usually
obligatory (but superfluous) in novels
of this kind. I found it difficult to
vigualige the geography of the regions
in which Yemmell's battles were taking
pPlace, and since these are the main
point of the story the omission iz sur-
prising. In conclusion: a fair enough
read for a wet Sunday or the proverbial
train journey, but unless you share the
author's enthusiasm for things military
your £2.95 could probably be better
spent.,

Gordon R. Dickson - - THE FINAIL ENCYC-
IOFAEDIA (Sphere,
692 pp. £3.95)

(Reviewed by Ken Lake)

I've read and enjoyed the entire
DORSAI cycle - part of the projected
Childe Cycle that might be regarded

ag Dickson's magnum opug - and eager-
ly awaited this culminating work. I've
been disappointed. :

For the record, the complete se-
quence is NECROMANCER (1962), TACTICS
OF MISTAKE (1971), SOLDIER, ASK NOT
(1967), DORSAI! (1960), THE SPIRIT OF
DORSAI (1979), LOST DORSAI (1980) and
the present work. )

We open with the obligatory quick
killing scene, pass through a wodge of
corny 19th-century poetic gquotations
which purport to establiah culture and
ethos, and then are led through a vast
number of perfectly ordlrary events,
made duller by the vast over-descript-
ion thal goes into the contemporary
American blockbuster (at 250 pages this
would have been a teut:, grigning and
essentially meaningful work).

Bure, it's well written in the
sense that there are few verbal infel-
lcities - though naming a character
Amid was rather silly as it leads to
constant misunderstandings. The apost-
rophes are in the right places, the
sentences flow as does the action -

& bit turgidly but with verisimilitude
except when we snap into Superman
overdrive -~ but the other SF cliche
also reveals itself all too frequently,
whereby Our Hero acts so quixoticslly
and stupidly that he sets himself up
to be attacked over and over by the
very people he could easily have wiped
out on several occasions.

The book has apocalyptic breadth
and scope ~ but not depth, I'm afraid.
Our Hero is not only the hidden sal-
vation of all mankind, but all the
. @oodies love him on sight and shield
him, while even tte baddies mostly
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respect and fear him. When, on psage
272, he finally decides he cannot be
killed because his sense of mission is
s0 strong (he changes his mind later,
of course), 1 longed for a-sniper to
knock him off EEE%Hle and save me a
further 420 pages of tedium.

And, of course, the real complaint
to aim at this vaat work is that it's
a swindle. The cover inscription tells
us it is "The majestic culmination of
the Dorsal cycle' but when we finally
fight through to p. €80, Our Hero and
The Antagonist are both alive, the
battle has yet to begin, the heroine
is still out in the sticks getting
ready for guerilla warfare, the mis-
leading scene of mayhem depicted on the
cover is found to be merely a prelimin-
ary smalltime scuffle... no, there's
nothing FINAL about The Final Encyclo-

paedia, I'm afraid.
o bulk out the book even more we
have a dozen pages of Sandra Miesel's

unnecessary psychological analysis of
the seven bokks and their inner meanings.
Since Dickson has lost no opportunity
throughout this latest book to reiterate
and reiterate, till we're plumb tuckered
with skipping yet another explanation,
this does rather seem like guilding the
lily. It's all about as useful as the
introductory ‘'star map', which can be
summed up in the author's own words as
"not to scale". .

But I persevered, and I am sure
that all ‘Dorsai devotees will persevere,
but I'm afraid they will mostly wish
Dickson had continued in the terse and
striking style of hils sixties worka. We
all know it's going to come out right
in the end; we all know most of the
things that remain hidden from Hal's
own understanding, at least from about
p. 20, and it's a long, long trail a- .
winding to get to Home Base.

Alan Lee - - CASTLES (Unwin/Unicoarn,
192pp. £7.95)

=~ = QUT OF THE FIT
(Puffin, 128pp.
£3.95)

Steve Jackson/
Ian Livingstone

Michael Hague

~ < THE TOLKIEN CAl-
(Illustrator)

ENDAR 1986 (Unwin,
£3.95)

(reviewed by Andy Sawyer)

Three possibilities for Yule presents
1f you're sti1ll looking...CASTLES is
basically a collection of Alan lee's
illustrations, with descriptive text
from David Day. 'The Age of Myth' is
the age of the Hall of the Volsungs,
Asgard, and the Faerie castles of Gel-
tic lore; 'The Age of Romance' is Cam-
elot, Joyous Garde, and the mountain
castles of the Rhine; 'The Age of Fan-
tasy' begins with the castles of Ren-
aissance allegory through QOrlarndo Fur-
ioso to fairy-tale castles and Ghe
modern fantasies of Poe, Kafxa, Tol-

kien and Peake. lee's delicate 1llus-
trations sre & world away from the
overblown sword-and-sorcery fantasies
of Frank Frazetta (sec last inssue):
the soaring romantic spires or wind~-
swept wave~battered ruins of Lee's
pictures caplure the ecsence of 'The
Castle' as a place of mystery on the
borders of the fields we know. The
word 'fey' can have pevrjorstive conn-
otations, and CASTLES doesn't euscape
nhis eharge in places, but there's
2nough true magic in ibts pages to make
it a pgood collection to be dipped into
and used as o base fto explore more
fully the tales it 1l1lustrates.

Likewise animned at the present-buy-
ing market, OUTOF THE PTT is a glossy
compendiun of mensters from the auth-
crs' Fighting Fantasy gamebooks. 250
sroatures from the Askor (a kind of
winged wolf) to bLhe Zombie are listed,
with their gome-ratings and encyclo-
paediec background information. Well
worth purchasing “or anyone involved
in Fighting Fantasy, and an enjo}able
axcursion into the genre for the nov-
ice. Very well produced and worth the
money, with an extra bonus of eight
full-page colour plates. o

The Telkien Calendser for_ 198¢ 1s
besed upon Michael lsgue's illustrat-
ions for the recent edition of THE
HOBBITT. They're reminiscent of stills
from an animated cartoon - Hague ad-
mits to influences from Disney as well
35 A-thur Resckham - and I can't say I
like them a lot. In particular, Gand-
21f's flowing white hair and besrd and
Long pointed hat make him as numinous
8z a woolworth's Janta Claus. For com-~
Pletists only.

Derek Sawde - - SCHFPTRE MORTAL (QOri-
flamme, 29%%pp. £2.95)

(Reviewed by Muargaret Hall)
) g

1f you imagine a collaboration between
Tolkien and William Hope “odgson you'll
get something of the flavour of thig
book:charucters from THE SILMARILIION
senario from THE NIGHT LAND. -

The style is 'high fantasy' and
though avoiding many of the pitfails of
mock archaic, the prose reads rather
flat, The books ulso lacke narrative
drive, mainly because it is difficult
to become involved with the characters.
In fact, it wasn't until the numbers
had teen whittled down somewhat by
tlorrible Deaths that 1 managed to be
able to sort them out at all.

A new enremy, the Drarkh, threatens
the lands of Alban and the Northlands,
but the real danger comes from Ral,
the Witch GQueen/White Goddess who was
rot destroyed in the War of the Sceptres
aa everyone thought, but is alive and
well and gathering her forces to take
over the world. Selenthoril, the High
agician, summons Frince Talarnidh and
the eleven Lords of Wenyaltrir (all
with names like Wondrith, Pelendir,
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Tasarnil, Erathrir and Yeselwir, hence
the confusion) to eearch for the Scep-
tre Mortal which is the only thing cap-
able of killing Ral. The quest leads
Talarnidh et. al. through suitably
drear and desolate lands infested with
curses, undead rotting corpses and
walking skeletons. Finally there is
the traditional last battle with the
elves, sylphs, gnomes and dwarves
fighting against the assembled trolls,
giants,goblins, dragons and werebats
of Ral. And, of course, st the end,
the real, darkest evil is unmasked and
defeated.

There is a lot of confusing ancient
history, but very little detailed des-
cription, not even of the main charact-
ers, which mekes telling them sll apart
terribly difficult. The forces of evil
are cliches of hideousness and the Pine
Wose bordered on the whimsical, a poor
substitute for a Tolkienian Ent.

The book does have its dramatic
moments and there are some strong ideas
lost in the plot, but Sawde never ex-
ploits them to the full.

Fréderick Pohl - - DEMON IN THE SKULL
(Penguin, 172pp, £1.95)
(Reviewed by Helen McNabb)

1t is a revised edition of A PLAGUR
OF PYTHONS, which was published in 1965
and about which the ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
SCIENCE FICTION said "it exhibits a
distinct uneasiness in plot construct-
ion". That 'must have been one of the
things Pobl revised because 1 found the
Plotting generally quite good except
for Chandler's too frequent escapes from
death which did stretch my credulity
beyond reasonable limits. The story fol-
lows Chandler making his haphazard way
in a world where supposed aliens can
take control of a person without warn-
ing, to commit rape, murder, torture
and other evils, which is what hannens
ro Chandler. After various adventures
he ends up in Hawaii, where the mind
controllers live (no 1I'm not telling
you who/what they are) as a nampered
pet/gigolo to one of them.

It is very readable; Pohl's style
is clear, literate and kept my interest
throughout. The central development of
the story is not technological but hu-
man. Chandler is appalled b{ the cruelty
of the controlling powers. le iz out-
raged as only a decent, moral, thoughtful
liberal man would be. The wastage of
human lives is abhorrent to him; his
hope is to survive and somehow - some-
how -~ to destroy the controllers and
give mankind back its own destiny. How
thies alters Chandler, how he compromises
his integrity for what he sees as a long
term gooed so that the man at the end of
the story is radically different from
the one at the beginning is intriguing
and makes worthwhile reading. I rec .om-
mend the book. ' :

Donald Cotton - - DR WHO: THE MYTH MAKERS.
(Target, 44pp. £1.50)

(Reviewed by Christopher Ogden)

The myth in question is that of the aiere
of Troy.

Arriving in the midst of a battle bhe-
tween the Trojan Hector sand the Greek
Achilles, the Poctor - Wil iam Hartnell's
Doctor - is hailed by the latter as Zeus.
Huwever, not everybody in the Greek ramp
is convinced of the Doctor's divinity and
¢0, in order to prove himgelf, Odysseus
sets our hero the task of finding a way
to bring about the destruction of Troy.
Steven - one of Lhe NDoctor's companions
suggests the inevitable, a gugpestion
which @he Tioctor rejects on the grounds
2f twpracticality; but eventually a wood-~
en horse it is. A complication to this
plot is the fact that Vicki, the Doctor's
other compznion, is within the city of
Troy where, under the assumed name of
Cressida, she has been declsred a proph-
etess and has fallen foul of Cassandra.

A fairly straightforward adventure,
it would seem, but what raises it above
the mundane is the level of humour empl-
oyed, from punring chapter titles such
88 'Zeus Ex Machina' to the various cha-
racterisations - that of Menelaus is
particularly memorable - to the anach-
ronism of 20th cerntury slang as used by
the supposed writer of the book, Homer,
who is himself quite a charscter. (I
doubt, however, that there are plans to
lasue THE NMYTH MAKERS as a Penguin
Clagsic!)

Like most of you, I take my SF fair-
ly seriously. There are times, however,
when I want a light, undemanding and ent-
ertaining vead. At such times T often
reach for a Dr. Who book. And 'THE MYTH
MAKTRS has got to be one of the best.

David Fringle -~ - SCIENCE FICTION: THE
100 BEST NOVELS (Xan-

adu, 224pp. £5.95)
(Reviewed by L.J. Hurst)

When Anthony Burgess brought out his
RINETY-NINE NOVELS: THE REST IN ENGLISH
SINCE 1939 two years ago, Dbavid Pringle
replied with a list of ninety-nine works
of pure SF. He has now modified his list
and annotated it. Each novel, as n
Burgess, is dealt with in a two puge
€838y with bibliographical details app-
ended. It starts with Orwell's 7984,
brogresses through Clement's MISETON OF
GRAVITY, Burroughs' NOVA EXFRESS, Ian
Watson's THE EMBEDDING, Russ' FEMALE
MAN, Hoban's RIDDLEY WALKER, and ends
with NEUROMANCER by wWilliam Gibson. A
catholic selection irdeed.

There is no point in arguing whether
theee are the best novels. They are cer-
tainly representative, either of their
period or of a strand within the genre;
some may also be evidence of the pit+
falls and failures. Some I rate highly
as novels per se, let alone as 3F; oth-
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ers I do not or cannot tolerate. Given
all that, two thinga need to be congid-
ered: the development of 3F exemplified
by this skeleton library, and David
Pringle's treatment of it. Let's take
the list as given.

The development of SF reveals sev-
eral major elements. The earliest hooks
were written as nelther SF nor literary
but as an attempt to influence all read-
ers possible; yet, even while the sub-
Jjects remained important, these seemed
to canalise in the fifties into a gen-
oric treatment that limited their eff-
ect. Too easily, sclence and fantasy
became confused - just look at no. 47,
Dick's DR. BLOODMONEY or &2, Spinrad's
BUG JACK RARRON, predicated on the in-
credible belief that anyone would want
immortality. Then in the 1970s other
elements started to appear - the ann-
exation of feminism, for instance, and
other elements disappeared - progress-~
ive or socialist beliefs. There are no
socialist or liberal texis after no.
70, Reynolds' LOOKING PACKWARDS, FROM
THE YEAR 2000, as if Chagnas' WAL§ TO
THE OF THE WORLD (72 Russ (76
o pfﬁgcy9s TEE MOBLD (22 4ncRU8R STRg
(81) had stolen their seats on the SF
bus. And given what David Pringle calls
the "crude senario" of the feminists
it is easy to see why the worlds of
inner space have vanished, although 1
would have thought their rarity would
make them a thing to be desired.

But given the body of its history,
surely anyone at any time in the last
3% years could only be encouraged to
believe that it was worthwhile going on
by the sports, not the normal run of
texts. The standard above which these
books shone was and is low.

David Pringle's trestment of each
book tends to synopsis. He mentions
the special elements relevant to each
work, then usually gives the gist of
the story. I am not sure that this is
a good idea. I would have preferred a
more critical work - that is, more comm-
entary and less re-telling. Occasional
comments and paragraphs about certatin
books tend to show flashes of great in-
sight but they make the absence on
other essays more obvious. This is a2
book to be read once thoroughly, and
then only selectively re-read. To bhe
re-read, though.

Ian Watson - - THE BOOK OF THE RIVER
(Granada, 240 pp. £1.95)

Michael Shea -~ - NIFFT THE LEAN (Gran-
ada, %6%pp. £2.50)

(Reviewed by Phil Nichols)

THE BOOK OF THE RIVER chronicles, in
first person, the life of a young wo~
man, Yaleen, on a world divided by a
forbidding black current in the river's
midstream. She lives on the eastern
bank in a society of diversified ypower

and trade; a land of peace, plenbty and
tradition, Women =11l the river freely,
plying their trade. Each man is restrict-
2d to travelling the river only once in
iz life, Her Berobher Capsi's curlousity
i Yaleen reluetantly to wonder about
> on the west bank. Capsi travels be-
naath the black current to reach the
ehbher side - and is captured and killed.
Yaleen, Loo, makes the crosaing and dis-
covers. a masculivce society of centralis-
ad authority; & Jland of vindictiveness
and dogma, for whose inhabitants the
viver is evil.,

HIFFT THE LIAN chronicles, through
a mosaic of lour storytellers, the life
af a thief and bhis companions in a byp-
icnl fantasy-medieval world. It is o
world where the veis ground may strain
and rupture into human form, where ent-
rances Lo hell are commonplace, and
where the rivers of hell thrive with
#rretched 1ife. aAmong NiffL's tasks are
the dragiing of & whining wan through
the portals of death to face the ret-
~ibution of & betrayed lover; the res-
ene of a precocious adolescent from the
depths of nell; and the cheabing of a
vampire gueeho.

NIFFT's impach is visceral: a roll-
icking wset of adventures replete with
a1l manner of bleod-curdling tortures.
In Hiftt's werld all relationships seem
tasel on posusession of body, mind or
anirit. To pass through the underworld
one must roy the inhabitants with flesh
("manskin") of their choosing, be it 8
finger, an ear or an eye. The Vampire
Queen prescrves her youbth and beauty
by gorging on the blood of a Year King
in an orgiastic sacrifice. Told with a
aly wood bumour, every sense is apnealed
to a3 Nifft and Rarnar scheme and conn-
ive acrosee a world constructed solely
of the four elements - and evil.

taie is also a rollicking
but here the appeal is large-
the mind. Yaleen's growbh is al-
sing curve of knowledge: she

O RIVER's
adventure

Iy 4o

as an ungueationing novice who
80 raditions and practices of

he leseng of the curcent,
zhore and the world-gird-
Ting worm sk the river's heart; she
saing kuowl edge approaching omniacience
in the helly of the worm, ultimately
controlling Lhe worm itself. An attempt
is made concurrently to characterise
Yalecn, Bhe losea her bLrothep and, re-
buruning hes Lo deliver the news of his
Yenth, discovers that bher mother is
veegnant . Unable Lo break the bad news,
and supplanted in her parents' affect-
iono, she returns to the river, now

Forever isolaked from her former fam-
ily, Herp pilial isolation drives her
towards the many acts which lead to the

soteptial uniting of the rlver-divided
world.

NIFFD THE LEAN is a brisk read,
ench scene carefully =set up and devel-
opad, each development advanced with a
sense of poignancy and a tone of prur-
iance, Rut libttle is learned by its
characters or its reader; Jjust so many
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.neidents of cunning, trickery or poss-~
cssion. THE BOOK OF THE RIVER is brim-
ful of ideas, as one has come to expect
o Watson. Though I must carp at the
sometimes uneven pace, nevertheless this
work 18 one to be resd, re-read and
niighly recommended.

Jefferson P. Swycaffer - - BECOME THE
HUNTED (Avon, 160pp.
$2.95)

keviewed by L.J. Hurst

BECOME THE HUNTED is & chase thriller
thet could just as easily have been set
on Earth in New York or the Wild West.
The plot grows moderstely complex for
the first two-thirds but then loses

its way.

A Space Navy surgeon, Athaloz Stel-
1un, is on the run, with several groups
2fter him. He takes refuge in the und-
arworld, which inconvenisatiy i~ beiag
cleaned up by the police, while bounty
tuntera as well as naval intelligerce
are after bim. Chases and capburss all
run sgainat the clock of a fuel-fanker
explogivn, in the confusion of which
Steldan hopes to get off-planet.

The explosion never occurs (luckily,
as bhis wonld blacken Steldan's name and
he is a goody) but preventing it helps
the navy to capburs Steldan. On his cap-
fure he is immediately vxonerated and
his evil superiors exposed. Planetary
crime is ended, and, accepting the fact
that naval crooks end with a pension
Tather than punishment, &all ends happily.

BECOME THE HUNTED is odd because it
is based on two role-playing games. It
would, I think, account for the problems
Swycaffer has dealing with the personal-
ities of his characters. None of them
have one. Steldan's actions are hardly
consistent and this is very trus of his
liason with "a beautiful bounty Lunter:
vhe comes to believe in him and his des-
perate migsion., He leaves her tied up in
4 cupboard. BECOME THE HUNTED will pass
an hour but it is marginal SF.
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VOYAGES 1 & 2 (Bantam) // Kilian Crawford
EYAS (Bantam) // S.R. Delarey - STARS IN
MY POGKET LIKE GRAINS OF SAND (Rantam) //
Somtow Sucharitkul - THE DARKLING WIND
(Bantam) s/ R.A. MacAvoy - THE BOOK OF

KELLS (Bantam) // Mike McQuay - MY SCIENGE

PROJECT (Bantam) // Rick Raphael - CODE
THREE (Granada) // Lvnn Beach - CONQUEST
OF THE TIME MASTER (Avon) // R.L. Stine -
CHALLENGE OF THE WOLF ENIGHT (Avon) //
Robert E. Vardeman - THE CRYSTAL CLOUDS

{Avon) // Poul Anderson & Gordon Dickson A

EARTHMAN'S RURDEN (Avon) // Barrington
Payley - THE ROD OF LIGHT (Methuen) //

5. Jackeon & I. Livingstone - REREL PLAN-
ET (Puffin) // Keith Roberts - MOLLY ZXRO
(Penguin) // David lLangford - THE LEAKY

ESTABLISHMENT (Sphere) // Jazmes P. Hogan -

CODE OF THE LIFEMAKER (Penguin) // Moyra

Caldecott - THE TOWER OF THE EMERALD (A
// David Drake - CROSS THE STARS (Arr:

ow

owg // Wolf von Niebelschutz - THE BADGER
OF GHISSI (Unicorn) // Joy Chant - THE
HIGH KINGS (Bantam) // Paul Cook ~ DUENDE
MBADOW (Bantam) // E.E. Smith - REVOLT OF
THE GALAXY (Grafton) // P.K. Dick = LIES,
INC. (Granads) // Barry Longyear - ELEPH-
ARP'S SONG (Orbit) // Jack L. Chalker -
THE RIVER OF DANCING GOD3 (Orbit) // M.Z.
Pradley - NIGHT'S DAUGHTER (Sphere) and
HAWKMISTRESS (Arrow) // Bob Shsw - FIRE
PATTERN (Grafton) // Jack Vance - PLANET
OF  ADVENTURE (Grafton) // Karel Capek -
WAR WITH THE NEWDS // Dave Langford - THE
TRANSATLANTIC HEARING AID (from the autho
at, 94 London Road, Reading, Berks RG1 5SA
£2.25 including postage. An everyday saga
of convention-going folk: all profits to
T A.F.F. and WELL WORTH GETTING')
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