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(The following "fill-in" Letter of Comment is presented as a
convenience to our readers):
Dear Mark,

I can't tall.you how much I enjoyed the latest issue
of Proper B . My favorite piece was . Although
it is difficult to differentiate among the many excellent articles
you have provided, if I had to chonose a second favorite it would
probably be . Someday you are sure to win a Hugo,
and perhaps be the recipient of a Prize. Keep up the
good work!

Yours in gratitude,
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ANDERSON, ¥ARK: MY WORDS

Welcome te the 19th editien ef Prnper Beskonian, the: jour-
nal of the New England Science Fiction Assgociation which, in a
monunmental act of hubris, attempted tn beceme a gquarterly
Corporate Report, and nnly attained an eighth ef its goal
{whether tha*t fractioral amount of success refers tc Pi's fre-
quency of publication, or its preximity to a Corperate Report, .
or both, is left to Hhe reader teo decicde;. In any case, I've
gradually changed the format of this issue, in crder to get it
ot in a quicker fashion. Gone is the time-consuming offset
printing process. Half goney as you'll see, is the Selectric
typography {(not time-consuming, per se; 1%'s just that my mach-
ine broke). These Arastic measuvres should go a leng wzy to help
[B meet i*ts quarterly schedule. The enly other obstacle tc this
lofty g2oal is in finding material %o publish. Believe me, friends
(here's where I get sincere), contributions are welcome. Don't
be intimidated by the veneer of erudition and sophistication
that permeates Proper Boskonian. Permeable veneer can be bought
at most corner drugstores for a small amount cf my meaeger budget,
but articles, stories, book reviews, movie reviews, art-work,
letters of comment, etc., are much harder to find (can you imagine
how long it tonk me to find this editorial? And where?).

baue

Speaking about LoC's, here's half of the mail I vegeivad.
on tre last issue (the other half can be found on the Table of
Conbeirds page)... i
Rarl Hakmiller Dear Ed: ‘
University: of " Cornceticut " One Loc, coming at yous

B B Conn. SHRD A 1. Harter sounds like a

barely possible persor. but,
en the whole, an interesting one, However, I'd 1ike a little
more information about Freckles in some future issue.

fla; J (continued on p. 8)



Aqain, Alexander lay sleening among
the roots of the giant oak tree. The
late afternoon sun splashed through the
leaves to sequin the boy's bodv with light
and to wink about his horn-rimmed glasses.
The sun eased further down tcwvard the hor-
izen, and tickled his nose.

Alexander sneezed, and jerxked his
hand tovards his nose. The nain stopped
him in mid-gesture, a solemn, sturdily-
built eleven year old boy with dark hair
and hazel eves. {auticusly, he finished
the motion, winching his nose vigour-
ously. Then he klinked, and flexed his
hand, and evaluated his nains.

The cramning in his hand might have
ceme from clenching it, or, as he thought,
from crinmning a swoerd. The ache across
his shoulder mi~ht have come from an
awvkuard sleenine wosition, or from swina-
ino a sword. D2ut the aches and burns all
over iz leos could cnly have ccme from
cuts, dogens apon dozens of cuts, .

"It was real." he said firmmly. In
the afternocn ~uiet his voice jarred the
stillness, He stared at the ground kevend
his hand, remembering the climactic battle.
“ven then it had not struck him as an hero-
ic scene.

lie was nearly three timeg the zize of
his- adversaries, and his allies came un
enly to his knees, It had heen a scram— .
bling, shapeless melee of a fight., Mt
first he had only shoved at the varthkins
w7ith the flat of the old Tcman sword.
Then, as he realized that the yvarthkins
had no such cualns ahout attaclhing the
hrownies, he had started to really use
his reapon. Pe chonped and thrust, workinn
his wray from one press of varthkins to the
next, trving zlwavs to protect as many of
the desperate brownies as possible.

He leamned to defend his legs with
slashes, like scvthing hay. He learned
not .to look at the fallen hroumies, like
brolen puppets, vhom he had come to know
and care zbout in onlv a week or two.

*nd he learned hov leng he could fight
Fre. after fatique screamed throuah his ~uscles,
S B : ~ and after the slashes cn his leas merged
- ‘Q ' into & bloody network.
= ! The battle had stretched on, grim and
% . almost silent, from midday until nearly
. 1979 N'E'S'F.'vh" < sunset. Then, with unreal suddenness,
SHORT STORY CONTEST i the varthkins had dropped their weapons,
; =l R arabked their wounded, and fled. 2t this,

FIRST PRIZE
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rfetermath

the brovnies had given a breathless, scueaky cheex, and had sunk dom twhere
they stood. Alexander had collapsed with even more abruptness,

Now he was aware again, and lving under the cak tree frem thich the
brownies had taken him two veeks bafore. Yerror twisted his stomach. His
parents. would be frantic. To caswally limp in would be intolerable. He
could not explain vhat had hapnened and be heliecved. His wounds meant that
there eould ke no innocent explanation. He gcould not even claim loss of
memory; anvone would assume that he had bezen attacked and imnriseoned.

He was in for a nightmare of shouting adults,

Hle sighed and rolled into a sitting position, Cnly then did he
notice a limp pile by his side on the grass. The bottom laver was the
leather clothes they had given him to wear, now torn and discolcured with
blood, most of it his, and on the top was a wilted houcuet of violets,

Tears stung his eyes. The brounies had kidnanned nim, taken ais
clothes, and manuveured him into fighting in a deadly battlz, but they had
heen deswerate. Beset by the larce and vicious yarthliins, they had needed
a champicn., Alexander cuirked a smile. 7Mn eleven year old hovy with noor
eyvesight was what they had gotten, and thev had heen delighted. He had
become accessiple to them hy falling asleer under the giant oak, and vas big
encugh to wield thelr ancient treasure, a Reman short sword, Thev had
been so apologetic about his canture, and he had found therm so nathetic
in their nlight that he had agreed to co~ecperate -7ith their vlans for him,
and had stayed.

Mow it was time to return heme. EHe shoved the leathers and flowvers
behind the oak and stood up. The pain was less than he had feared, and
walking was almost casy. Dven at a cantious nace he had, all toso soon,
crossed the meadow, rassed through the lane, and traveled the road that
passed near the back of his heme. He paused and examined the panorama
of cramped house backs and motley qardens. “othing had changed, and his
adventure was behind him. He took a deep breath, and trudaed docn the hill
and along the track that meandered into his yard. At the back door, he hesie
tated, then gripped the kncb and flung himself nto the kitchen.

"pum! Da'! I'm horme!" he shouted.

His mother turned away from the .sink. "Den't yell, Alec. 1I'm vriaht here ™
She turned back to scruhbing wvegetables, "Did vou have a nice afternoen?"

Stunned, he could only -ansver, "Urm, sort of." He twisted awav only
to cenfront the calendar on the wall, ic nore davs had been marlzed off since
he had seen it such a long time hefore, ¥is adventure, somecho7, had taken no
real time. Slowly, thoughtfully, he nulled himself upn the stairs to his
YOOIt . ,

Fe shut the door, and sat dcum on his bed. Something was very wrong.

It seemed that no time had passed, and therefore nothing could have hanpened
as he remembered, Therefore he was crazy and had dreamt everything. There-
fore the fiery, throbbing pains in his legs irere not real. Hesitantly he uan-~
fastened his trousers and drew them dewn,

He gave a choking sob. Seen for the first time, the wounds were horrible.
Although not serious for the most part, there vere so many of them that the
sight almost iovercame him. The bromies had tied a hand of soft leather
around his right thigh, and he hesitated a long time bhefore unfastening it.
Underneath the protective wranping was his most severe vound. He remem-
bered receiving it at the end of the fight from an excentionally large
varthkin, whom he had harely managed to srrike cown.

So his battle had been real, even though the calendar was also real.
"Magic," he said aloud, with more firmness than he felt, "Like mlf Hill...
only...inside out somehow.".

He again turned his attenticns to his legs. Corefully he examined each
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Afterriath

cut for signs of imfection or imbedded dir:., He found very little, and noticed
that healing seemed .farther along than he would have expected. WNevertheless,
he decided that they needed .z careful washing, and that the rest of him would
have to bathe too. A voluntary bath, and that before supper, would he suspic~
ious, but it was hetter than smelYing as if he had slept on rotting leaves

for two wecks.

He sat in the tub, dribbling socany water onto his knees, and planning
his deceptions, lle was not hanpy about hiding things frecm his parents, but
even thinking about the alternative made him choke with fear. He could see
no safe wiay out., &chool might be zasier. There were only a few slashes and
bruises on his calves., They would not appear xemarkazble in the jymnasium or
at soccer, and, with luck, no ocne would notice the ones higher ur., The risk came
when he changed his clothes. If he changed in the 1loo he would be called a
sissy. The backs -f Lis legs w.re fairly.cizaxy so perhaps he could just turn
his back on the other boys when he changed his pants. Cthers did it without
much ragging.

Back in his bcdloom, he changed into his second-best clean clothes, with
a vaque idea ¢’ appearing unquestionably innocent.

As he was tucking in his shirt, hie mother opened the door and poked har
head into the room. "Don't forget that -- oh! You remembered! Very good,"
and she was yone again.

Alexandar sat down and shook. If she nad come in just a minute or
two earlier, it would have been all over. He had forgotten how little privacy
he had at home either. He would have to change in the bathxoom. Thoere,
everyone knockad, He put on his socks and shoes with jerky fingers,

e went downstairs slowly, trying te think himself into calmness, and
trying tc rcmember what his mother thought he had remambered. Before he reached
the bottom of the stairs, he had found out. The doorbell rang, and his father
appeared ‘instantiy to open the door for their caller, It was the vicar.

The vicar was here for Sunday supper. Now he remembered,

He tensed up at this realization, but a small part of him raelaxed. He
was always uncomfcrteble with the vicar, and his parents kmew this. They:
would * % this would expnlain -any odd behavior of his., His deception would
go weal tonight,

Sugper was a prolonged but relaxed misery for 2lexandex. The talk was
dull and he was ignorxed as he quietly struggled through his lecast favorite
vegetables. Finally he heard the vicar say something of interest. “...mis-
chief in the area latzly. It's undoubtedly some youtihh gang that has a late tonch
of spring fever, although 01& Gremble insists that it's the pixies,"

“"Hew very peculiar!"

"hat sort of mischief?" Alexander s parents spoke 2t oncz. He stopped
eating, carzful to miss nothing.

"well, there have been sheds broken into, and dust bins turned out.
ndd bits ¢” things taken, like empty tins and broken garden shears." Rlexander
almost nodded; the shears had been tuxned into very nasty single-edged swords.
But the vicar continued. YOf course I don't blame Gremble for being upset.
Just this morning he found a dozen miik cans knocked on their sides and all
their lids takenl! Buft guxely not bv pixies.”

*Yarthkins," said Alexander, befors he could stop himself.

Three pairs of adult eyes were turned upon him. His heart contracted.

He tried to think of something to say, anything that would detract from his
disasterous ervar.

1t wag the vicax who rescued him, *Yarthkins: My goodness! T didn't
know that any youny neople knew zbcout them snymore.” He explained parenthet-~
icalliy, "Yarthkines are supposed to be malevolent spirits native to this district.
They would make excellent scapeqoats for any sort of petty destruction. Yes,
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"pixies" sourids most ‘frivilous in comparison.”
Tha converaatlon now turned casily into other channels, leaving behind a

distraccéd’ alaxander. Orimly, he ate the remainder of the meal, unable
to 1pprec1atefeven ‘the frosting on the cake. Tmmediately upon finishing, he
oxcused himself with a half bow znd a murmared "he~— drk% and retreated to his
YOOm. b

Once theré it occured to him thot he had forgotten what his homawoxk
ossignments had heen. He found his arithmetic assignment written down, ané 50
did that first. Then he locked through his spelling book, and read over the
first unfomiliar section. &s usual, he ignorad his reading homework; he had read
through the entire bocok at the start of the year. He could find no trace of his
gocgraphy assignmeént. after fifteen minutes he had calmed down enough
to accept the loss. There would be ho test tomorrow. He might not even
be called on, or he might know the answer, or he might learn what the work
had been and have it ready in time.

at this point he stretched, chasing out the cromps that overlay his
other aches..He unfolded himself from his bed, He stood, and flexed his leg
mascles. Satisfied, he got out his pyjamas, tivtced into the bathroom,
changed, and hurried back inte his room.

He cleared the books off his bed, scooted under the covers, and then
started to read his history assignment, meticulously marked with faint pen-
cil ticks. The reading raised one question which centinued to gnaw at him
cvén after he had finished reading, and had turned out the ligat, Soon, however,
he fell intb a deep, dreamless sleep.

- L »

In the morning he probed his legs, and changed into his school clothes
undar the covers. No one contributed much of anything at the breakfast table,
He vetrieved his books and set off to school feeling almost optimistic.

His-mood changed only = little as he entered the schoolyard. Out
of habit he had arrived only a few minutes before classtime, and expected
no unusual trouble, There was, however, thé usual trouble.

Big Tom spotted him immediately, znd began a casual trip with his mates
that would intersect Alexander's path. Ho saw this out of the extreme
corner of his eye, and with equal casualness, he shiftad his books to his
1cft arm and changad his direction 6bliquely so that they would not meet until
he had almost reached the school entrvway. Once there, he turned around to
meet Tom's flat grey eyes with apparent indifference,

"why, it's Smart Alec!"™ Tom spoke loudly, pretending to be suxprised.

"f can't think why Smart Alec comeés to school at all., He must already know
more than all the teachers. Don't you, Smart Alec?” Tom was clearly en-
joying his own performance. Alexander said nothing, only shifting his stance
for better balance. '

Tom Begon another attack. "Naturally Smart Rlec has done 21l his home-
work. I'll wager ha could do it over again in a jiffy if I tock it!” With
that Tom lunged for Alexandarx's notebook.’

Without even thinking, Alexander hrought his fist down on’ Tom's foroatim,
then on the return struck him on the side of the chest. TLastly he raised his
fist to smash Aown on the edge of his tormentor's neck, and froze. Re had
Laen acting as iffthere were a sword in his hand; he had just disabled his
opponent, and was now prxeparing to kill him. He felt poleaxed, He looked into
Tom's face and saw his astonishuent and houvror mitrvred. They stared at each
other, without moving, for second after long second. WNo one spoke.

The school bell finally janglad right over their hends. Alexander immed-
jiatsly muned and broke for the socurity of the classroom, . )
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Afternath

The incident kept distracting his ottention for the rest of the day.

He would push it aside to deal with the wmomentary demends of school, but it
always- returned. He barely succeeded in dealing with his geography problem.
Ther: could be no brooking the question of his moral stetus.

He had kililad, and killed rep=ztcdly. Indeed, hé had not wanted to, but
had been forced into it, for the defonse of otheors and of himself. Yot today
he had been willing to kill, and over a petty, requlaxr annovance. He had
to understand if it was important that it had never been wossiple for him
to seriously harm, let alone kill, Tom..

By the end of the day he had reached some conclusions. 7The intermineble
day of killing end maiming had lowered liis imoral standing. His attack on the
school bully was an inadvertant continuation of the battle; he had thought of Tom
as being as dangerous as a yarthkin, It changed nothing. Still, he would have
to perform a significant number of good works to redress his moral balance, and
at age eleven, there were not many onportunitics for drastically moral behavior.
These conclusions left him unhzppy buc calia.

As the history lesson drev to a clase, hoe rememowred his guestion of the
previous night., As his classmates sprang for freedom, hoe shyly approached
the teacher. Mr. Talmidge smiled in an cncouraging fashion as Alexander
reached his desk. '

"Please sir," he hegan, "There's something I don't understand about the
American Revolution. Why did it take until 1783 to have A peace treaty signed?
Surely it didn't take such a very long tims to cross the atlantic, did it?"

If Mr. Talrnidge found the guestion unusuel, he geve ne sign. “ah, well,
Alexander, a pcace treaty is not o simple piece of »aper th~t says: ‘We sur-
render. You won.! It has to dtail o long list of rights and duties —--~ on
both gides -~ and say what will hanpen under certain conditions. DMlso; there
are frequently monetary paoyments involved, and that wmcans long bargaining on
the exact amourt of money involved. Hven today, with instanteneous commun-~
ications, a good peace trieaty tokes wontas ond months. In fact, the treaty
with the Americans was not a vory good one, It left many issues unsettled,
and Britain and the United States had mnethey war, during the iapoleonic
Wars, because of that. Um, you'll study that next year."

"ch, I see. Thank you very much, siy¥. I'd no idea peace was so complicated.
Thank you." Alexander turned and left. He was stunned by this revelation.

He had thougHt that at least the brownies would have peace.as 2 result of their .
battle, and now he had discoverad thct he could not be sure of even this com~
fort.

His feet led him to the librarv before he noticed his surroundings.

Once there he stood staring at bindings for a long time and thinking. At
last he tumned, and went ovexr to the librarian. Y"Excus2 wme, Mrs. Summers, but
wnere would I find books on making peace treaties?”

Her bright eyes flickered as she smiled. "Ah., Diplomacy. Well, dear, I
don't really think we have much in the Children's Section, What do you really
want to know?"

Alexander gave hexr a limping explanation involving the American Revol-
ution and the mechanics of peace negotiations., After scue mutual cogitation,
he emerged from the library with a fat biography of Benjomin Fronklin, .and
his metaphorical eye on his father's cony of Henry Xissinger’s memoirs.

He turned for home with an eager step. First he would have tea, then
he would borrow the mcmoirs he needed, and then he would return to the
oak tree, this time to bhecome a peacenmaker.

AT en



{continued from page 2)

2. BSuford Lewis goes ton far in using (if indeed she, not the
editor, did, the word "cheats"in the title of her review of

the Zlectric Foresi. There's a difference between writing a
so-called "closed” mystery and an "open® mystery. Lee was quite
fair (perhaps even to a fault) in dropping any number of clues

that this was a tale of the c¢losed variety and, therefore, that

it was up to the reader to sispect evervone's gtated motives, esven
including the viewpoint character's (Magdala, as I recall --

not Miagda -- but perhaps I'm wrong here). I disazree (in a friendly
way, of course) with Iswis' voint that "SF-world building reguires
the viewpoint character to be a clear channel for informatien about
the woarld, or at least tn be ~bvinus about the bizses introduced...",
in this cennection., A goed deal nf the fascination o be found in
\to chonse one obvioua axample) ary nf Asimov's robot mysteries

lies precisely in the self-deceptirng of +he viewpnint characters
about tke true nature of the wrrlds with which they are trying

tc cope. I don't think it would be difficult to list many var-
iaticns on this theme in the works of 2 number ~f authors, either.

That being said (whether persuasively or not), I come to
the "Post-screening Sonogram” in which Iee reveals what she thought
was happening 2ll along. Two things bear saying: (1) " this de-
vice 1s in the hcnored tradition of all those great sleuths of
the past who regnlarly gathered all the swvepects in one room *o
reveal who-really-dununi®t -~ after the vender had had a chance +o
dope it all out, and (2) just becanse LBe thinks the epilogue
describes what was really going on doesn't mean I'm going to buy
it {when I push my suspicion button, I don't trust anvone!)

({ The Intrusive Editor here: I suspact Suford's title reflects
her frustration with ‘the novel, as opposcd to a direct accusation

A . 1 .
hrlletiging the ‘plot-construction; as Suford states in the article,
"If the hidden trick were not so integral a part of the story, I
could call it a Deus Ex Machina ... Tanith Lee is doing it on pur-
pose! Not only that, I don't see how else she could do it."

I agree ( in an equaly friendly way) with your point conesrning
"SF-world building"-- the works of Philip K., Lick spring to mind,
although this calls into question what iz meant by "SF-world
tuilding”, The key element necessary to the success of any
"world-building" effort, be it a work by Philip K. Dick or Hal
Clement, is in its ability to covince the reader +*o suspend
¢isbelief and accept the author's premises and conclusions ag log-
ical, valid, and inevetible. If Lec's epilogue was, in retro-
spect, logical and plausible, albeit disconcerting and perhaps
dissapointing and/or-frustrating, then the work has succeeded on
its own terms,)) ~ if * :

3. On the reviews in THE NESFA LIBRARY: (a) would my biases be
showing if I suggested that the dearth of "6Cs stories in 13

vrimes of Science Fiction bas a lot to do with the mystery of

why o 1lilLlle that could Le ecalled sf was publisghed during that
decade, (b) I do hope to live %o read the complete Childe Cycle,
and (¢) T am fascinated (if no% intormed) by the phrase "that
treating feminism at the same level as another sexist genre fiction
. 8 (continued on p. 14)



DON DAMMASSA

Between
Death
And

Dreams

Although few writers may consciously realize it, most tend to have
recurring concepts in their work. Barry Malzberg is noted for his insane
astrenauts, James Branch Cabell for anagrams, Robert Silverberg for his
fascination with death, Robert Moore Williams for secret power gtructures,
Ray Bradbury for his stories dealing with children, Xeith Laumey for the
individual against society, etc. Cbviously, this is an oversimplificaticn;
these cencepts don't apnear in every story by this particular vwriter, and
there are usually other recurring themes as well,

Kate Wilhelm, who has been writing genre fiction since 1956, has pub-
lished scme five dozen stories, and a handful of novels, The vast majority
of these stories make use of one or another of two such uniting factors.,

The first is the world of dreams, illusions, and delusions ~- often dealing
with the nature of reality itself; the second is the concept of death, to
include disease and disfigurement, =Tach has generated a variety of stories,
many of which are among the more outstanding of the field.



Between leathr and Dreams

Peath is cormon in science fictien. 2 game SF clubs occasion-
ally play is to see how many novels they can name that have no violent
deaths in them. It's not as easy ac it might sound. Dut wve're not
talking here of stories where death is an incidental nlot device, hut
only those stories vhere death, decav, and the like are the central
concent of the story. This includes stories like "The village", in
which a routine "clear and secure” operation is cenducted against a
small village, but the village is in the United States and the troons
are ours as well, The point of the storv is obvicuz; an attommt to
relate to our ovn actions in Vietnam.

Unsurprisingly, "The Funeral" also deals with death, this tire
of the matriarch in » decadent future dictatcrshin. The voung pro-
tagonist is haunted by the things the dying scman swoke in her wanina days,
and is disillusioned and driven tao clandestine rebellien., 1In "The
Hounds", a weman is haunted by a nair of sinister dogs that...er...dowa
her footstens, until she is finally driven to lkilling them in cold hlood,
an act that has a strong effect on her composure,

"The Feel of Desvexaticn", like manv of Wilhelm's collected
stories, is not fantasy in content, but ~till reflects the same pre-
occupations, In this case, the hostage of a Flezino bhanl: robler is
bhound to him against her will and weeps at his geath,

Perhaps ilhelm’s best known shorter work is “Tthere Late the
Sweet Birds Sang", which concerns not just the death of an indiv-
idual, but the potential death of the éntire race, and the use of
cloning to preserve it. Dut here we also see the onset of decay as
the nrocess begins to deteriorate at each remove. The young nra-
tagonist in "¥hen the Moon was Ped” is dderly 2ffected following the
death of his domineering father, a death cngineered hv the boy
himself.

"Sirloin and thite 'ine" ig perhans the most ohviosl death
oriented storv. Father than submit to a rest home, an elderly
woman poisons herself and her husband, nreferring death to dacav,
As a reversal of "When the ‘ioon was Ted", a voman rurders her hug-
band after Qe kills their child in "Hou !'any Miles to Babylon?*,
and the ecarlier murder iiself result: from the man's decaving ner-
sonality when faced w7ith unexrected hardships.

An entire towm is dving of the doldrumz in "Somerset Dreams®,
a story which bridqes both theres and which will e discussed fur-
ther later. Societv as a shole is decayinc into an overpomulated,
inhumane, underserviced mess in "The Chosen”, "“The Red Canary”, -
"“where Have You Been, Billv Bov, Billv Bov?" and to a lesser
extent in "Apxil Tool's Day Forever." TIn the first, a man attamnts
to desert the future iito a more nastoral time. ¥n the second, a
psychotic wife and sick childl contribute to tha dissolution of
man's hope and self esteem as he battles inaderuate and uncaring
medical facilities, In the last, a cronun of doctors have nerfected

0,



Batween Death and Drearc

immortality and are systematically wiping out the rest of the race.
Emnhasizing the theme is a woman whose children are murdered each
time they are born, secretly, and whose mind is progressively aff-
ected by the deaths.
~ v e v

Paced withiia lack of understandinc from his wife, the nrotaqg-
onist of "M Cold Park Tight with Snow" commits suicide. Society
decays in a different fashien in "The Scream", one of the better
stories, .3 last ewpedition to “iami is launched, even though it
seems a roregone conclusion that thev will never return to civil-
ization. A Srother to Dragcns, 2 Companion to Owis" is set in an

empty future where the last few old peaple are walting to die amidst

the ruins of our civilization, when they encounter a mvstcrious
grour of children, and a sort of ghastly warfare eruots, Cne of

Wilhelm's few aliens appears in "Stranger in the House™, and this time

it is the alien who cannot adjust to a death, that of his mate.

Far more noticeable is Wilhelm's recurrent use of dreams and
illusions, The title "Somerset Nreams” comes immediately to mind;

it was even chosen as the title story for her most recent collection.

The noveleite deals specifically with the similaritv of dreams ev-
perienced by different people in the same tcwn, under similiar cir-
cumstances, and how those freams can take on a sort of realitv of
their own,

ty favorite Wilhelm story falls into this categorv, in a
different fashion, "The Plastic rbyss” plays with the nature of
reality itself in a macabre fashien. A woman finds herself per-
iodically existing in two places simultaneouslv, apparently diver-
aging and mexaing in such a fashion that it is hard for others to
relize her duplicity.. "Stranqger in the House", -mentioned earlier,
features the difficuelty in communication caused when one is forced
to look at the woxld through alien eyes. The human characters are
telepathically touched hy the alien, and their reaction to the
familiar world is distorted.

Similiar to this is "The Infinity Box", in which a mafi can
rentally control a young woman, seeing the-world through her eves.
The exercise of pover distorts his view of her and of himself,

A pocket watch may or may not have bheen the cause when an elderly .

man finds that he can revisit mcments of his earlier life, but not .

change them in "The Time Piere". The ultimate in illusions is in

"Man of Lettexrs", durino which an author discovers that his characters

are real, and that scme of his acruaintances are characters in his
stories, and is then abruptlvy written out himself.

"The Bncounter" repeats this idea, with 2 bit ketter develonment.
Herein a man imagines his own euxistenca. The nrotagonist is marooned

with a woman in a bus station during a =nowstoxn, but at the con-
clusion of the storxy, we find that the woman spent the night there
alone. Ulas the nan a figment of her imagination, or of his owm?

The greatest illusion of cur cun time iz featured in "Ladies and
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Gentlemen, Thig is Your Crisis"., Average people are taken out into

a wilderness, and engage in a dangerous race for prizes, all the while
Leinc covered day and night by TV caneras. 2nd the viewing avdience,

bored with their own routine lives, practically lives in froent of the

television, livening their own lives through vicarious absorptien,

The protaaonist of "thatever happened to the Olmecs?” believes hime
self to be an alien child, 1Is that the illusion, or has it been his
entire iife? The entire story "Unbirthdav Party” takes nlace amidst
an illusion, as a man wanders into and out of a verpetual apartment narty
with no purpose, nc host, and no ending.

Television as an illusjonal source reampears in "Raby You ilere
Great”, a story reminiscent of D.G. Compton's novel, The Continuous
Katherine 'ortenhce (published in the US as The Unsleenino Mpe). 2
talented voun woman is wired for continuous TV coverace, and the audience
can share the illusion that they are young, beautiful, rich, and
vicariously adventurous. A clairvoyant has trouble distinguishina
dream frcm reality in "Pexchance to Dream"., After "seeing" a bank
robbery, he attemnts to warn the authorities, and is anwittingoly
resnonsible for the robbery in the first place.

The illusory power of her redecorated basement drives a wcman mad
in "the Dovnstairs Room”. "The Most Beautiful "oman in the World" is
imagining the entire thing and is actually extremely ugly. The pro-
tagonist of the award winning "The Planners" is prone to vander off
into a personal dream world at the slightest provocation. Visions and
clairvoyance of a sort figure in "Julian". A psychic oractical joker
inflicts illusions oh a man in "It's a Rood Trick If...", and a man
disappears when he is dreamed about hy a dving girl in "The Last
Threshold".

Weedless to say, not all of the stories Wilhelm has written
fall into the two categories asbove; not even all of her better ones.
The popular "Staras Flonderans", in which the human race is sent into
mortal terror at the reanmpearance of an ancient alien race awvakening
primitive terrors. But the prevalence of the two themes througil such
a large vroportion of her stories seems indicative of continuing
interest in the nature of reality and dreams, and the decay and death

of man and his society.

Evervone would choose his cen favorites differentlv, hut bhefore
closing, I'm going to take the opportunity of pointina out what I think
are the best of Wilhelm's short fiction, Chronologically, they are:

"he Last Days of the Captain": This wasn't included in the above
discyssion, though it might have been. 2 human coleny world js about

to be sacrificed to alien invaders as a pley to owen an attack that

will, on balance, ke of great benefit in the war. The human coleonists are
to be glandestinely evacuated prior to the attack, but some are in

remote areas. Captain keith Finters gradually loses his ceontemnt for

the colonists after he is thrown together with a woman concerned about the
fate of her husbang and son, camping uncecncernedly in the wilderness.
Although without tne maturity of her later fiction (this was published
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in 1962), it is the bhest of Wilhelm's carlier stories.

“Baby You Tlere Great": The interface bpEtwveen television and the
public is a frequent subject for SF writers, and Wilhelm has examined
it more than once. But in this relatively short story, I think she
acccmplished nearly as much as Compton did in the entire noval, The
Continuocus Xatherine flortenhce. She develops three separate char-
acters, each with a surprising deqree of complexity,

"Strancer in the House": I enjoyed this not cnlv because it is well
written, but because Wilhelm avoided the simpleminded fashion in which
this idea has bzen treated in the mast., It has been common to write
of the problems in cgmpmunicaticn that result from totally alien view-
points, and humanity's instinctive repulsion froem even intelligent
beings that don't measure up to their standards of keauty. But in
this story, the alien is not depicted as some sort of saint, but as

a prejudiced being in his own right. The alien's basic "humanity" is
more credible under these circumstances, ilhelm alsy avoids the
typical, everythina works out for the best in the end, conclusion.

"Unbirthday Party": This is a weirdly compelling short fantasy
about a perceptual, pointless party that I enjoyed more for the
accurate depiction of the atwmosphere of such things than for the
story itself.

*jindsong": A scientist plans to utilize a cvborg brain in a com-
puterized bomb project.

*"The Plastic Bbyss": As mentioned above, this is my favorite of
Wilhelm's stories, Characterization is far above average, but tae
compelling factor here is the extremely strong sense of atmosphere.
The sense of unreality is constructed in small enough increments to
creep up on the reader, sormetimes almost subliminally,

*The Infinity Box": Although not entirely convincing, this storv of
a man utterly perverted by his cun power over another pexsoen'®s body
contains scme first rate characterization.,

mimere Late the Sweet Birds Sang": This almost needs no explanation.
T thought the novel version petered out a bit at the conclusion, but
I had no guarrel with the shorter version at all.

Most of the remaining hody of fiction is worth readinc as well,
The few reallv bad stories are agenerally unavailable and have not been
collected. ‘lost of these date frem the later 1950'z. I do not
suus il Lha enllection The 'ile Long Swaceship, but any of the others
me likely to be worth vour while.

The Downstairs Room and Other Speculative Ficeion (1968}, Abyss: Two
Novellas (1971), The Infinity Box (1975), Somersct Dreams (1978}.
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ftontinued from p. 3}

i3 an ultimate ideologircal sir that overridec “ormal correctness.”
Now those are words that wculd xeep out the peepers. Wonderfull)

Tha’ said, I liked the section. The cardinal error of
reviewing was avoided (mostly) -- most of the evaluative remarks
could be construed as constructive {this is A Good Thing) and
the plot summaries were not straw constructions (this is A Bad
Thing) tailored %o the evaluations rather than the other way around.
', The Voyages of Arthur was funny, funny, funny. Would you
beiieve that I once knew a girl to whom my parents referred as
"oh, what's her name ... the serape” (that's sair-op-ay) because
she happened to be wearing a very colorful reminder of her last
srip to Mexico City on the two occasions (several weeks apart)
wnen she car® 1o our home? I mean, for years and years they
referred to her when the cccasion demanded in that way. L
even began thinking of ner that way. I wonder if that accounts
for the distance that slowly grew between us? 1 wonder if
that's what my parents had in mind? Cod, how insldious!

©, The art was of uniformly high quality and clever content.
Good Stuff. Coneratulations to Friberg, Dwyer, and whomever
aid the art on pages 11 and 12. The cover art was good, too,
ot the front cover didn't com2 off as well as it might have
if it had had a white-space background. As it is, the dark
background makes the cover just look smudeed; compare it with
“he back cover and you'll see what I mean.

Thanks much for sending us 18.° The UConn SF Club is rising
from the ashes of inactivity during 1979-80, and is stirring
its bones for 1980-81. Qur regular meeting night will be Thur-
sday at 8 PM in the Student Unlon Building in Room 217; visitors
are welcome to join the arguments, carvings, znd general lie-
swapping that goes on. A phone call to me 'at 486-2363 would
result in instant directions here from where ever.

({Thank you for the letter. We borrowed an offset press from

Bob Weiner, and the poor cover repito is due moire to our inex-
verience with the printing process tnan any flaw in the crver's
composition =-- the "smudged" bzckground was actually several
different shades of zipatone, and the original cover (by Karl Fri-
berg) is quite striking./// Good luck with the UConn SF Club...

if Boston ever wins the 198% WorldCon bid, Connecticut can be the
overflow -state.))

The Least Popular Christian Namegtk

"?he following names were all used between 1838 and 1970, but have
now fallen into specatacular neglect:

Abighag, Ambrous,' Babberley, Brained, Pugless, Clapham, Despair,
Dozer, Energetic, Feather, Ham, Lettuce, Minniehaha, iurdexr,
Saimon, Strongitharm, Tram, Uz, Water, Wonderful."

~~ The Incomplete Book gf Failures
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feviewed by Don D' ammassa

This unusuel novel was a lekula nominee back when it firsk opneared, and has
racently keen tevised and re-issued YWy a new rublisher. It is the story of Tia
Hamlev, the only mortal in a future where humanity hos hecowme immortal. Tia is
viewved by the rest of the world as a freck, a throwhack to thie times before tae
Shaping, a series of worldwide floods and unhecvals that have changed the facz of
the planct.

Rendall uses a vary effeoctive comhination of short chapters and flights back
and forth through chrcnolegvy. The main story line concarns 3 diving expedition
to exnlore the ruins of suhsided Mmerica, hut the nlot ig reinforced and illumin-
ated by incidonts from earlicer nortions of Tia's life. It is clear to the reader
{though not to Tia) that the immortzls have lost something from their lives
that she retains, and it is not certain who has the better lot in life. ‘Her
debates with the hunchback Benite emphasize this point.

This is a relatively cuiet novel thet «1ill not apmeal to ~ction oriented
readers. Randall nakes a concession to this in the final chapters, with a
homicidal maniac and a neu psychic pei'er, but these concessions veaken rather than
alLiunathen the novel. This is definitely rocommended for raoders wmore intervasted
in realistie chavecters and situations than in thud and »lundex.
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Reviewed by Cail Hormats

. . »Y ?
Tambu. The misunderstood leader of the ages or a villain hevon! cornare? ‘..
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Tn p meries of intarvie-s wit: o veouar, roTier 10 P roperboar, o oEoticoalst
~rzgents 2 nortrait of » pen intent ca foina ricn™ Tub navin N rotiens
aither go wreng or L& misunderstocd. The bhooo To ot iEayvin jeak itten & @B
sories of vignettes detoiline Torbu'c vime to nerer and = Fopnetion of o vos
fleet of space ships (2dicated to <ir-te 'matine ~ad slsnecnyy nrntociion,  Each
chruter deals with a different orotler ~nd e Totu Snend it, frer hig intro-
Auction to outlavxe {due to the cccident~? murdsr, M o Srxiars?,
AT the sooceshin thev "mexe on), to wutiny witain e ey flack, 7T dncidents

are related v Tamu to Trickson, ~ jouraglist, a5 il ctretiont oF wwriavo nointe
that orisze durina their convarsation -3 o5 mirs Lo saaciFic ~un-ticts.,  Por
pxampnle, "Cnce wou made that decision 7 to ™ 2 Alyste water  / or anen ¢id Tou
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begin encountcring Alfficultias?” "Ylrest L wedintilri there vas Lo hanle Lol
of outfitting our ship for combot..." . This <Lort 2xchanre 1eads dnte the chsr-
ter describing Towhu's first contoct vith oiretas ad ares Senisys.

I conld go on exrlaining the éeteiled centonts of 2och ehxdtur, 'min T Tran't,
1 you are interested in hor to co about formiam o “nivate® floot o’ o o
solve the preblemz you meet in doine 30, read hw meol, Nobert Tamrii aas an
excellent idea in this book, »ut T forl he fails to covyrr threue': vrign £ rresias

mambha iz nresented, bhecauiz of tho inrervier at-1:, in enlv one light, the
lisht Tambu rrishes to be presaatad in. AT e indiractlv, thirt
memhu is hoted mnd Faared, hut newar rislly ziem A, Prae, Teviva han talizu the
cr2dit for at lesst one citv'e destructien, Hub tink wan alraads aftor ks -2onlce
of the fleat were hated.
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nhe olanets are vague lumnn of reciz, =né . eecacmiics of © 0 orldr srt A
total mystery. This is = strona shertcomina »acous2 the »ni G, GOY TG
fleect iz Formed to onnose, are uvbiguitods and repres»at a strong hinderxance to
the worlds' development. Turthermore, thie whole seoclets that Tam u is onerxatinng
outside of, Hut still is a part of, is non2xistent. Iad Do 75prin enent soro
more time develoning the universc backqground, the rise of 7T-rbhu %o norr and

his subsequent actions would make rors sons?, Thare axrce no snkisfactory roazons
aiven for the other worlds' antimathy towaxds Tarbu and his fle-t,

mhe other major €ault of this hoot i3 its lack of charnchnrisaticn., Tamhu
is a2 well~developed character, but his sumpirtino cast L5 not. FPor zxemnilo, .
the other three chearacters involved in the inisinl motinr incidont, Toor,
Puck =and Whitev start ont in a well-defined sray, Iat get 1037 in £ puthor's
precccupation withh Tambu's rise to powex. Pucl starts out 25 a miichi-tampared
voung kid vho grows into being a strona, populer captain, "ut “*. arc not rhowm
any of this development -- just teld akout it. Faor iz dascri @6 27 heing a woor
captain, but this too we axe never shoun and it is a shame, sinea it is Pror's
actions that lead to Tambu's final decisions. Thitew, one of tha strongest
influencaes in Tambu's life, also is ignorad after hor initizl actiens fo hrln set
ur the pirate hunters. 7nd then there :is Pamenn, Tamhu'se lover» and tht cantain of
his flagship. She, moxc than anv of the othars, inm tha reazon far Tamhi heing
what ne is, but she herself is a vaper fiqure, » sasdew of o women. 7ith nonc ol
these four major secondary characters doss the: roodar vwye an facline for ov
they will react to either Tambu's octions or thr ~2tions of “he 1
Plancts.

w liadurs of Ve

Perhnps these foults could ava Laen awvoided Mad £he aut:or included o thirpd
section interspersed wvith tha other tro, coasisting of nevs axeerpts or tie de--
criptions of the omnisciani narrator, descriixdinag the vniverse in ohic Tamln

onerated and vhy that universe saw Trmbu s A villein, 1



INSECT IUST MWD PICKY DETAILS: TPeviewus of ST books
By Mark Y. Yeller

Tirst Channcel, by Jagueline Lichtenhara and Jean Lorrah, Pouladay, 1982, $10,.00

Back in 1287, a seni-retired dcg hreeder narad Xvle Cnsotott decided he
needad more money to maintain his Virginia cabin then he could get Sy judce-
ing the occasional dog sher and writing the occesional srticle €or kennel
club maczzines. He poundad out a thousand-page manuscrixt about life on the
v1d slave-breeding plantaticns, all lust under the magnolias and swooning
white belles respconding to the avescmc masculinitvy of the sullen *frican
studs vho lurk arceng the shanties.

The book was fandincro. It scld a nillion comies and launched a2 new
category in pacerback publishine: the olantation novel.

Cnstott didn't write further novels; he sub-contractad them to a
Boston convwriter named Lance Horner (raally!) and lichtly "edited" the
manuscrints Horner turned out -- Trum, “atter of Mzlcenhurst, Falcenhurst
Fanc'r, then on to The Mustee, Heir to RPaleenhurzt, Flicht ta Talcenhurst,
and finally itigtress of Pelcenhurst. Sales crev with each title. Totel salces
now run something nast 14 million copies.

Falconhurst, as youw buess2d, is the mlantation vhere the slaoves live
on miserable scrans and arce vhinned cvery otlier darr, but manace tho comfort of
snealking into the master's (or mintrass') bed for kinky sex scenes ot least
once a chapter. "Oh, nleasurs me, “landingo!”

lell, there arxe obviouslvy lots of wecnle out there ~tho vant to -pead
about seduction and dominaticn by vhins.

~c must hamnen, the plantation novel finally made it into 8. The
other categories of puln fiction all did: the hard-boiled detective, and
+he western, ond-the oriental adventure, and the suncrnatural. horror.
Tven some forms of "best-seller" made it to 8F, the family saca for exomrle.
The Xyle Onstott of science fiction is a team of Star Trek fens who
honad their art on trekkie fan fiction until they develored a tolerahle
rrose, and then gave us the Universe of tie Simes.

I'm not knocking thig, particularly. Vriting ocuick-moving action
stories is not Aall that easy. Iichitenberg »nd Lorrah can pick up a story
and vun with it, ksening the hero in danger as he dodaes one eneny after
another, fast enouah so the reader ven't ston to say, "Yait a minute!
That daoesn't make sense!" The books are fun to read. Just don't slow
dovn, '

The story frame is very simnmla. Eorth's ponulation is divided into
two species: the "geas", who nrofusely streat a nsychic aura copsistine
of 1ife energy, and the “simes"s who are ncychic vamnires lusting to drain
rlwe aura of the gens. The transfer usually hkills the aens, but vhat th
hell? That'c the vamnire huniness.

Roth-grouns live lena after a great wer, nuclear and Hiolorical.
They can interbreed. Children have no aura, but chanecc over at rlegty.

7.
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rither the %:id starts to alow with Zilian aura liaht, or the kid srrouts
md sucking tentacles freom wrist to forearm and becomes a hunary vam-
pire.

Tarlier books in the seriec described the travels of a gen and a
rekel vampire in the lenelv hilde near the vammire farmlands., The two
had a respectful warm friendship scmething like ... well, like irk and
“nock, to be exact. The vampire had a method of drawing aura without
killina, a great discoverv along the lines of milking ccws rather than

bashing ther on the head to suck theXr.blood.

First Chamel tells how this Ghandian approach was Zirst praoposed
by a nice-ouy varpire, and how bis fomily and reollle rejected him. To
make things more difficult, tha nice ouy Tarris is the heir to a gen-
braeding plantation. His Tather breeds normal humans for the annet: te of
finicky coneusseur vampires, and in large numbers, too., Sime-vampires
need one victim a menth, a total of perhans 360 in thelr active bliocod-
sucking life. Simes don't live lonqg, only fiftreen or thirty vears from
vuberty to rapid senescence. ’

{luch_ emotional tensien, right? 2rchetypas all over the place, For
the price of admission you get not conly Poots bhut Dracuila as well. Thesge
vampires are not ageless like the Count. They burn' cut too fast, living
on a constant hichh from dAraining a successicn of numb helnless gens.

You may susnect some of the rather blatant symbolism hiding just
below the surfa® ., Ne need to suspect; it's true. There are fan clubs
devoted to the Sime ‘‘crld, journals & f£an fiction and speculation. Cver
20% of active fan—uriters in the field are airls or adflescent t:omen,

Considering that S fandom in tofo is still aLout 2/3 male, this
high nrovorticn of women in visible Sime fandom indicates thev find
something in Lichtenberg that is not available in the woxlis of say, iliven
and Parnelle. (A Sime fan teels me that thing is readable writing, but
I think that's a »iased viewpoint.)

mat is ermotionally arahbbing sbhout Simeland?

Pender a bit: pukerty as a time of groadt anxiety, 'when you turn
into a killer or a victim, no c¢hoice and no advance awareness of which veu
will be. (Cne third of the children Lorn to aen vomen hocore S imes;
one thir d of chiildren boyn to sime wemen hecome gens. Yobedy knows whith
it will growr into. Parents can't invest too much enotional care in a
child, since odds are 1 irn 3 it 7111 tuyn into an alion monster,)

Think: lust ac desire for hlootl, suk:ilimated of course. The nsychic
licueur is called "selyn™, as in "saline solution".

nlso: simes get uncontrollabhle lust vhen'in the presence of a
prime cen. Some gens can survive heing drained, and they can deminate the
vampires by thrzats to withold the flcu of selyn. 'ore some like heina
drained. ’ . o |t

Gens nroduce peak aura once o month, vhen simes thirst te drain it,
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what 's that you say? "Selyn Transfer" is just another name for "sex"?
actually, for 'simes and gens it's bettar than sex. Cn page 52, male and
famale sex: "Then they found ecech other, and Rimon was lost in feelings.
Kadi met his rhythm as if their hearts beat together, surging in a wave of
shared pleasure to a euphoric peak ... to fall into sweet contentment in
one: another's arhms.® 2

Jothing special abeut that: Just ordirery garden-variety copulation.

But earlicr, on page 48, the same twe peoprle had a selyn~transfey, and -
thet was something more qloriouz: “Helplessly, he accepted the life flcwing
to him. He was not drawing =- she was giving to him, €filling him. 25 the flow
bocame fastor and faster, immoasurably swect, he sensed her incredulous sur-
prise at the pleasurs - pleasure? - she experienced. Then a surge of power
as she drove lifc into him obliterated a1l individuality between them so that
they became one flowing force suspended in time.®

Wow! Mandingo, meet SF, Sci-fi, honey, sav hello to Mandingo,

L5 43

Cosmic Encounter, by A.E, VanVogt, Doubleday, 1980, $8,95

After plantation SF novels, what noxt? How about Spanish Main pirate
SI' novels? So w2 coma to Cosmic Encounter,

Van Vogt has recently been rewriting old shorxt stovies into novels, mining
ideas from the 1940's tc build up the wordage to book length. This one has
scme sparks of the former inventiveness -=- learning metals, a primordial
atom with charisma -~ but the plot lire wobblcs and falters and the gimmicks
just don't heve that nuttv charm of vintage Weapon Shon or Null*h devices.

Worse, there's a war of time~travelers involved, so every time the hero
lands in a2 real bind, no possible way out ... we skip back a few days and
the past is changed so he was never in danger after all,

It begins well, A hot Caribbean day, 2,D. 1704, a shipload of English
buccaneers cruising past Tortuge looking for fmanish merchantmen., The captain
is a ycung gentleman, not really a pirste at heart but driven from England by
treachery and.corrupt officials, thirsting for revenge. R R

So far, Rafacl Sabatini. Then, a c¢riprled flying saucer crashes out of the
sky and falls into the oczan bare miles from the pirate vessel, Not adite a
flying saucer: it’s a time-travelling battleship crewed entirely by robots
sworn to extinguish all human life, fallen through a temporal warp. {(Berserkers?
Cylons?) The robots grab: the pirate ship, dead bodies from the sea floor are
rasyrrecled, and things coawnence moving.

You know Van Vogt. When in doubt, keep things moving, 800-word scencs
with & new peril in each,

The problem is, Van Vogt stops to explsain things this time, cspecially
the psychology of his miner characters. No, not scientologv, thank goodness.
He stops the action to describe the mental processes of barely sapiant crew-
members using the terminolcgy »f behaviorism, j

()
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Example: wpage 1, the saucer f£falls ocut of the sky. 7 lookcut spots it,

"For a semi-petrified period of about seven seccnds, Figarty watched the
tumbling object. By the cend of that seven scconds an entirc series of stimuli
had run their courses through his vicious little brain, The reapid feedback
between mid-brain and cerebral cortex, normally useful even to a small mind, in
this instance evcked progressively fewer symbols, 8o swiftly thought ceaced,
The formless blankness frem the lower brain took over."

fhem. -

I will now cobserve a brief cortico-thalmic pouse while I digest the above
paragraph,

S0 the lockout screams and slides down to the dack, hitting at a dead run
and scampering for the foc'sl. Van Vogt describes the deck in detail (page 2):

"The deck of the pirate vessel was not in qood condition. In the course
of weathering in sun and spray, multi-millions of the tracheid cells that made
up the planks had lost their firmness, ... %s a result, the nlanks were warped
and even sprung in places. ... Each twist in that wocd and each pitted, dead
tracheid cell offered to passers-hby a steady signal: Walk carefully, par-
ticularly if bavefooted. Here are killer splinters for the unwary, and in
additicn 2 crushed tce for the hurried; and for the genuinely impatient even
if shed, a deostroying slash for those handscme boots.”

I get the meesage. The deck is.dangerous to run on. But killer snlinters ?
Mg why the nmitted tracheid cells?

I'm 2 botanist by training., I've spent hours locking through microscopes
at wood samples counting tracheids, and fibexr tracheids, and transverse rays,
and other diverse types of plant cells, Scmehov I never thought I'd meet them
again in a fast-moving action yarn about nirates and robots.

You see the prcklem -= Van Vogt's style will stop the. reader dead on page
twvo. I finished the book hoping he'd qet back to my oly friends, the tracheids,
but he just drifted further into Cantain Fletcher's cosmic destiny, and forty -
million vears of collapsing accordian-pleated time, and the filthy alleys of
1704 London, plus a robot boy and a zcalous lifeboat,

Did anycne edit this book before it hit the shelves?

* kK

Thrice Uron a Ti:ke by James R. Hogan, Del Fey Books, 1980, .$2.25

Nchody reads a James Hegan novel for the subtlety of character growth,
or the vivid depiction of realistic setting, The people in his stories are faceless
technical types vwho think in optimistic 1960's categories and who talk in blanad
mid-nAtlantic sentences that cenvey sufficient information. The settings axe labs
and conference rocms, impersonal and uncbtrusive,

Hegan books succeed or fail cn the stength of the ideas they display.

This is not to say that Hogan writes the old unreadahle Hugo Gernsback EQD'
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type of illustrated lecture., There is a nlot, people trying to overcome
chstacles or understand puzzles within a narrov time limit.

But the reader-pull in his books is not conflict (Tarzan wrestles the
killer ape) or tension (Gordon Dickscn's “time-bomb ticking in the back rooM").
Rather, the draw is curiosity -- vhodunit? uhat was that? TYhere are they?

The plots of Hegan's books unfold like a traditicnal mystery story., »Pn
anomaly is discovered, investigated. Fxplanations are proposed, shot down,
elaborated and tested again. The reader is invited to solve the problem before
the characters figure it out. )

This is decidedly "idea #s hero" science-fiction.

Thrice Uvon a Time plays yith the vossibilities and limits of infoxmaticn
flow backward through time. Mo Change War, no visits to dinosaur land, just a
stream of unusual partigles that propagate forward into the past,

So what do you do with them? First vou generate particles on Wednesday and
send back a pulsed ccde your detector can pick up last Monday., Did pick up,
in fact. Surely you now remember that cluster of signals which seemed to come
from nowhere and flashed e¢n the ccmputer screen,

Useful, the ability to talk to your week-earlier self. Win lots of money
at the races? Clean up at the stock market? ilcgan's heroes are a little more
ambitious.

Think up paradoxes, and watch hew Heogan disposes of them. Hero meets girl,
changes past so he never met girl, changes past again. »Along the way are clusters
of black holes orbiting inside the earth, bio-warfare plaques, committee politics,
and messages sent frem a future that no lengex exists. Uill exist? Would have
existed? Will have been existing?

The title of the bock comes from the rigorous application of temporal legic.,
Each time the past changes, we start over with chapter ele znd follow the new track
further frem the old original. Is there no way home again?

Th¥

The Lure of the Basilisk by Lawrence Watt-Evans, Del-Rev Books, 1280, $1.9

This is a pleasant little fantasy.quest, well written and no special strain on
the mind. Watt-Evans lists his previous jcbs as student and cemic-boock dealer.
thatever happened to the traditicn that a new author had to hold twenty-zeven
careers including short-ordexr cook?

The stoxy might be a dramatized D&D adventure f£rcm an uwnusually inventive
game-mastexr. Protagonist Garth is a superhuman hero, tzll and grey and very strong,
sent on a quest by the ragged Xing in Yellow wwho holds court in a seedy ‘tavarn
off a dixty back alley in 2 provincial town. The task set Garth is simple:
raid a wizard's castle and bring back the contents of his cellar.

You know the book title. There's a classic basilisk in the cellar, turns
intruders to stone, poiscnous breath, the usual stuff. Very magical beast:

his saliva is used by the wizard to make charms of invisibility. How do you move
ol |
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a stubborn basilisk 500 miles across country? ihy does the Vellor King want a
basilisk, anyway? Vett-Dvans is worta watching.

X 1A
Dark is the Sun by Philip Jose Farmer, Del-Rey Books, 1980

Ordinary people in joutragecus settings =-- that's the Phil Farmer stvle, .
Fans remember hHis huge artificial landscepes vividly, even when plot abd character
have faded and blurred.

There are the construct worlds, built by gods or reasonable fascimile:
the Piverworld, the Universe of Tiers, Inside Cutside. There are parallel
Earths that are flat, gigantic Disneyland reconstructicns of ZTarzan's jungle,
allegorical 2mericas where mythic beings spring to life, There axe psychotic
post-Apocalypse farths where Israel and Iceland are superpovers ruled by religious
fanaticg; where the Tribulation myths of 5t. John actually happen; where witcheraft
rulec and the Dying King is yearly sacrificed to fructify the fields,

Few other uriteys are known specifically for the worlds they create, rather
than for the characters who populate them. Jack Vance, mavbe, but even in Vance's
case, the callous decaying pecple of his corrupt End-Time empires stand out as
sharply as the dying planets.

Farmer has stretched himself on this one, a world that is outre by any standards:
a. Dying Barth fifteen billion years in the future, more cluttered and more gritty
than:any by Vance or Stapleton.

and I regret I must add -- the story falls miserably short of the marvelous
setting. Scme bright and effective gpots are not enough to save it,

To the background, tiilen. The sun has exhausted its hydregen, flared up inte
red giant, slumped back to guttering dwarf: white, grey, black. It hangs in
Farth's sky, a dark lump without even embers to flicker, But Barth is not cold
and barren., It is in fact prather warm, about 290 K at a guess, surfaced with
jungles and oceans under the mildly glewing white sky.

Glowing white sky?:

Olbers ParadoxX, you kncw. The universe has paused in expansion and is
beqginning to collapse. Galaxies and gas clouds infalling generate heat and
light. The sky iz filled with blue-shifted starlight, grcwing more intense as the
ratter of all space falls in toward the ultimate singularity.

The whole sky is as bright as ‘the surface of a star: a dim star, far awvay
just yvet. Half the vault is dark, chscured by a vast cluster of dead suns
perhaps a light-year away from Darth., Lit by bright sky, cooled by darl sky,
the Tarth turns, bearing its cargo of plants and people,

Farmer has tricd far futurc scenes before, theugh none this far. The Stone
God Awakens jumos a mere 20 millicn vears, to a world where smart cats and
squirrels have replaced extinct ilan. The !ind-fhales of Ishnael {(1972)wvas a
hiliien-~year jaunt, droppine Ishmael of ffobw Dick into an EBarth vhere all oceans
have evaporated and the whales are mile-long living blinmps of the upper air,

) .I‘
- {‘/
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T wondered sbout that one -- where did all the carbon dioxide
Zo7 i ;

Today the oceans of Eartih hold a lot of dissolwved CO,, about
50-60 atmospheres worth., If the water goes away, all that carbon
dioxide is released into the air. Casp! Instant geenhouse effect,
instant surface of Venus: hot, black, choking calm.

So Wind Whales is rezlly a fantasy. It still has some fine
memorable sets -- the shaking earth, the shrunken black salt pools,
and of course the great hunt with harpoeners in dirigibles closing on
their immense prey in the high pink dust-hazed sky, beneath the
swollen red sun.

You can tell I'm a Farmer fan. But Dark was disappointing.

The background seems familiar: the shaking earth, the post-
metsllic technology. Constant earthquakes? UWust be star tides, since
Earth's core would be long cold in . AD Fifteen Billion. No volcanoes,
no plate tectonics. The surface would long be worn fiat by erosion to
that geological ideal, the peneplain -- absolutely level, absoclutely
wkthout hills or dips. . ‘ , )

No more metals? Today metals are gradually being carried from
the surface down to the core, by convection currents in the mantle,
cycle after slow cycle. Fifteen billion years ... all the iron and
copper in the core, all the sjlica up on the light crust.

Geology, OK, Biology -~ well, Farmer has done better. Earth
is covered with hungry junglesaof Brian Aldiss® Hothouse.. Anthro-
pology? Humanity has reverted to tribal societies living among the
relics of long-~dead empires. . :

We follow the man Deyv and the woman Vana, plus their companion
the vegstable centaur Sloosh, as they wander the roads of Earth
looking for their stolen amulets. They meet alien living minerals,
hostile tribes, demigod centipede centaurs. Soon the sky will fall
as Barth"is squashed- by falling ‘galaxies.

As I read, a lurking fear-began to twitch at my cortex. "Not
annther nne, not'another dimension-door-to-escape-the-dying-universe,
not another '‘Adam and Eve story." I was sgnsitized by having recently
read J.0. Jeppson's Second Experiment and Last Immortal, all about
dragons from another universe who visit ours and then slip back home
through black holes; sensitized by watching Disney's The Black
Hole, with its incredible gateway to heaven.

* Oh, come on, Phil, don't do this to me! Those mysterios glow-
ing doorways hanging in space, they don't by any chance lead to a
hew young world where Deyv and Vana can set up housekeeping and
found 2 new humanity? Please?

. Win some, lose some. I'll wait for the new Riverworld novel.

IR
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The Catalvst, by Charles Harness, Pocket Books, 1980 $1.95

This one has characters you remember, lots of insider infor-

mation on how big~time patent lawyers work, some nast office pollt*cs.
ang a plot gimmick that might be either a ghost, or a computer sim-

ulacrum, or the protagonist's over-active subconscious. Which one

. you think it is tells something about you.

It's an expansion of an idea EFarness used in his Analog

story, "An Ornament to His Profession". A patent lawyer needs the

final stages nf a complex bit . of chemical synthesis to complete his

work, IFaybe he really knows the answer subconsciously, maybe
he requires a bit of additional data to see the pattern.

The search for the formula is linked with memories of -
of dead loved ones, with practicsl problems and time-~limits.

Harn'ss starts with character, the personallty of his players,

and the story unfnlds with a feeling of inevitability once you

know what the people are like. Interwoven with the search for the

‘chemical process is a very believable and very funny conflict

with the -lab director, who is like every bastard you ever suffered

under as a subordinate. He is vain, obstinate, eager to grab
credit for success and dump blame for failure. Your boss, right?

Waiting for the directeor to get his deserved fate alternates
with tension as the hero races the deadline to finish the patent
application before the rival labs file: a nice mix of drama and
farce.

No mind-blowing ideas, but overall a convincing tale of ind-

ustrial research. It doesn't really have to be SF at all, if
you leave out the haunted cumputer.

LS 2

. The Ringworld Enzinesrs, by larry Niven,Harcout Brace Jovanovich,

There were a fair number of flaws, bloopers, and technical
errors in Ringworld (197C), many of which .were gleefully disg-—
ected in long letters to Larry Niven. 0ddly enough, the letter-
writers liked the book. They wanted it to be more believable and
more con51stent. The nit-picking was a mark of affection and re-
spect. , ' . . | B

Fansg show appreciation in different ways. Trek fans, Pern
fans, Darkover fans, Sime fans: they write stories set in exten-
sions of their preferred secondary universe. It is recognized as
- 5 fictional framework within which the rovike writer can prac-
tice with character and action., =~ :

(well, it is ususlly recognized as Tictional. I have met
trekkies who tried to live by systematized Vuleanian philosophy,

and Darkover fans who truly hoped they might develop laran psychic

powers by studying self-hypnosis.)

7 4.

$9.95
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Larry Niven fans seem to be more analytical types. They don't
do much with emotional character play, but they will spend hours
arguing over details of the background and setting. Like Baker
Street Irregulars, they take -the contradictions in the story as
a challenee: how could we make this fit?

What better fans can a writer have? Even if you make a slip,
they rush to find a logical way to prove it wasn't a slip after
all.

Pen -years of letters, ten ycars of suggested corrections;
Niven had s stack of material thick enough tc produce :another book.
And so he did. The Ringworld is-dynamically unstable? Work that
into the plot, It takes constant spurts from vernier jets to
keep Ringworld from sliding sideways into the sun? = There's your
story. The reaction jets are no longer wnrking. Fix them fast
.or the whole structure falls into -the primary star in a few years.
There's a challenge and a deadline and a puzzle all in one.

Science-fiction storieg show the imprint of the decade
in which they were written. Ringworld built on the fascination
with megastructures and arcologics-that flourished in the six-
ties; Ringworld Enegin eers brines in some topics well-remembered
from the seventies: sociobiology, ancient astronauts.

" Theories.of history inform and shape the societies of

. space. that Niven writes about, sometimes implicitly, sometimes
stated outright. In World Qut of Time, we are told maybe a little
too clearly that the Earth ruling governmeni has become an ancient
Babylonian "water despotism” right out ~f Wittfogels hydraulic
series. The stage setting is a bit too obvivous.

The societies in Ringworld Engineersg arc also designed in
conformity with certain current theories, but more carefully.
It is left in part to the reader to puzzle out cause and effect,
why rituals and customs follow one or another track.

Riven fans like working out physics backgrounds, explaining
possible flaws, Here they can have equal challenge with history
. and 'biology.

That's part of the fun in the book. What appear %o be gross
inconsistencies are sooner or later resolved, by the author or
by the working readcr.

1

As T said, there arce threec idcas that permeate the Ringworld
universe,

1) mesastructure -- very big frameworks built to live in
2) sociobiology -- behavior patterris shaped by heredity and
evolution :

fos
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-3) ancient asxronauts -- humans designed to live in manufactured
worlds : THE

The three interact in surprising ways to produce a future
civilization that is both consistant and unpredictable, just like
real societies. How the second two themes co-exist is especially
Interesting -- how can a -species be shaped by natural selection,
and at the same time be designed by the equivalent of a Creator
God?

. . Niven's answer is slightly boggling: it ic the Gods (or
equivalent) who. are produced by natural selection. They then make
humans, »>vr other sapient 'species, to f£it their notions of fitness.
These notions are partly logical and partly produced by deep mot-
1vations even the Gods do not completely understand. :

"What?”", says the fan who hasn't yet read Rinsworld Engineers,
"Gods? Who are they? How did they get in there?"”

Since part of the. plot involves figuring out exactly who ig
really in charge of Ringworld, maybe I should refrain from spoiling
the solution. It's about who you expected it to be. (Read the book, )

"But,..", you say. . "Sociobiology? That's a pop psych theory
supposed to preve that men are agressive and women natural mothers,
1sn't 1t? . and why ancient astronauts? Niven doesn't have inter-
stellar DC-3s landing on Inca runways like that nut Van Daniken."

No, it's not that blatant. But it's there. Look again.~

The core of soeciobiology, as expounded- by-Prof. E.Q. Wilson
in 1975, is the concept of "kin selection". Tt serves to explain
the great- flaw. in Natural Selection Theory, the one thing Darwin
feared would bring his whole. construction down-in ruins.

Altruism. . .

IT selection favors those who- have. many . children to pass on
their genes, and eliminates those who fail to- have offspring, how
to explain the beehive? Worker bees exhaust themselyes~in six weeks
of constant flying and foraging, to collapse with tattered wings
outside the hive as autumn approaches. Yet they have no offspring.
They are sterile and neutered.. o R s e '

They do all that work, and what do they get in return?

Nothing.

No wonder:Darwin was worried... 2k
The solution, as it emerged in the 1930s, was kin éelection.
If the bee dies,. but . the genes. she might»have.passed‘along are
protected in the offspring of her sister, then it's as if she pro-
duced the young herself, The. queen is:mother .or sister to-all the

hive's workers. The offspring she produces are 3/4 identical to
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the offspring the neuter workers would have.- &
Fine for bees, but hew about people?

Says Wilson, imagine a society where certain people have no
kids of their own, but.take doting care of cthers' children: '
say Catholic Europe with many celibate nuns running orphanages.
If those kids are related to the celibates, and in small village
communities they would be, then they centain ejpies of the cel-

ibates' genes. The genes are preserved #o make another gener-
ation,

"Would I sacrifice mysclf for a stranger?", asked J.B.S.
Haldane.  ‘"Probably not. But for two of my brothers, cor eight of .
.my first.coeousins, it would make b1nloplcal sense to do so."
Counting gencs, you see.

_Nephews and nieces carry copies of your genes as much as
your own kids do. o

So, says Wilsmn, selection allows humosexuals and celibate
clergy, as long as their acls-faver survival of uther people's
children. Hencec, nepntism. WwWilson briefly glimpses a human
society in which.kin selection was the onlv selection factor:

"one vast hymenoplerous intrigue of nepotism and incest".
Tmagine Renaissance Italian families ecroussed with a beehive -- brrr.

I'm wajiting for an SF writer to explore the ramifications of thisa
fNiven is clearly intrigued by the concept. In Protecter, in

fote in God's Eve, and now in Ringwerld Engineers, kih selection
shapes whole culturcs. , .

let's look at Protector more clesely for a minute.

There is a species there, biologically Homo sapiens but
socially an inverted beehive, a pyramid standing on its tip.
In bees, there is nne queen (breeder) whir.is served by 2000
sterile waorkers. In the protector.society, there are 2000 breeders
(men and women) who are cerved by one single sterile worker.

That be gome worker, man! The Incredible Hulk with stegos-
aurus armor, it is, with ingenious brain like Prof. Moriarty
or Blackie DuQuesne.

The one worker rules the.iittle bands cof humans. _He shelters
them from harshness of nature, he' drives away other bands of .
humans. If their sffspring smell "wrong", he kills the babies,
just as linns do on Earth. It produces a very stable, changeless
limited society. Beehive, again. :

' . Snmchgw the hierarchy nf bickering Protectors, the super-
workers, achieves space travel and 3ends a colony ef breceders tc
Pleistocene Earth. They survive, witheut the aid of super-workers,
and becdome our ancestors.

=P Ul
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This, by %he way, is Where the Ancient Astronaut bits come in.
The main idea of Ancient Astronaut theory is that human soclety did
not evolve here but was dropped on us from outside. Do you feel out
of place on Earth, as if we really don't oelong here? Ferfectly log-
ical, say the Ancient Astronaut followers, this is not really our
home. Ve came from a better place out there, and one day we will get

back to it: Ed&en, the Golden Age.

A very old drear, fhe ghild's dream -- "I don't belong here with
this erubby family. 1'm really a royal orphan being raised by peas-
ants, and cne day the court messenger will appear and ESCOTrT me .

Yo my real home, the palace.” ,

An editor of flying saucer magazines once’ explained to me the
emotional pull of Ancient Astronauf theories. "I can't 8CCapt Darwin,
too much waste and chaos. And I can't accept-Genesis either, it's
just too primitive. 3o where did humanity come from? It makes sense
to believe that a superior race brought us here and continues te
watch over us. Their superior technology loeked like-magic to our
ancestors, and that's how all the stories of gods began. But the
guardian race isn't godlike, “just a few thousand years ahead of us.
If they make it, so ¢an we. They give us a goal to work toward.”

You see the_benefits -- religion and sotial program all wrapped
up in one. The universe is not chactic but ordered and organized.
We have a place in it.

Niven is playing with some very potent archetypes here, and many
fans are Jascinated by the idea of Protector-designed humanity,
although they canft say exactly why the idea strikes such resonance
in their minds, ' o 1

Oh, there is another group that parallels the Ancient Astronaut
cult in an odd way. They also feel that Larth is not our home, that
the true optimum habitat for human 1ife 1s out there somewhere else.
Rut they seek not a myrhical eolden.past, but a glorious golden future.

That's riFht. [The Space Colony lobby is another aspect of
+the Ancient Astronaut belief: "beyond Earth's gates is the realm of
true bliss." -

Will the L-5 Society admit it is driven by the same vision as the
UF0nauts? j .

?ack-to sociobiology. 1 fear the wrath of an angry mot of -
Space Shuttle buffs. - {

The protector - breeder scheme'is one way of assuring biological
survival in a marginal species. The breeders conceive, bear, nurse,
and rear the young., Protector workers patrcl the borders of zribal
territory and suppbly. food., On Earth we do it in a simpler fashion:
females take the breeder rolex, males take the protector role.
Niven's protectors are outsized super-adults who act as ultimate

|-01L



THE . NESFA . L1IBRARY

males in apression and ultimate females in nurturance.

I suspect that if a primitive human two-sex system ever came
up against a primitive human protector-breeder system, the protectors
would lose. They have too much responsibility invested in a single
individual, no matter how strong and smart that individual may be.
If the protector goes, the whole band of breeders .is helpless.
With a two-sex system, even if half the males or half the females
are lost, the group can survive and recover.

The successful biological system is the one most able to
adapt to change.

A biologist notices certain guirks in Niven's "known space"
universe, particularly the uncanny stability of so many of his
biologicel organizations. The Slaver ecosystem, imposed on many )
planets a billion years agce, remains essentially unchanged:
sunflowfrs, stage trees, bandersnatchi remain the same.

It doesn't gquite ring true. Have the planetary environments
been that calm and stable for a thousand million years? No mutations,
no selection pressure, ho senetic drift, no adaptations ... it is
too long. Niven says the bandersnatci were biologically engin-
eared %o remain changeless, with giant chrowosomes that resist
mutagens.

Earth organisms that resist mutagens tend to have multiple
sets of many small chromosomes -~ tetraploid, hexaploid, octaploid.
If one strand of DNA is zapped by ionizing radiation, the damage
can spread just so far. Weeds that grow on hot, dry soils have
multiply redundant chromosome sets.

On the other han¢, organisms with only a few large chromosomes
(pine treee, fruit flys) are notably vulnerable to mutagen damage.
One point mutation on a giant chromosome can reduce the replication
chances of every gene present.

Maybe there's an explanation...

You see, I'm doing it too. I find a flaw in Niven's legzic,
and instrad of dropping the book with a sneer, I start looking for
ways to reconcile the inconsistency. There must be something tc
that appeal. .

There are still Rnanswered questions at the end of Ringworld
Engineeers. Over 99% of the surface is still unexplored (three
willion Earths worth of territory!), and a major question remains:
why would a society woth star travel build such a structure at all?.
If you have FTL travel, you don’t need Dysomn spheres. The delipht
of anticipating deeper paradoxes remalns. !

No doubt many letters will be written with further questions
and sugestions. This setting has by no means been exhausted.
Should I write... ?

#HE
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Chost Storv, by Peter Straub, Pocket Books, 1980, $2.95, 567 pp.

Reviewed by Don D'ammassa.

= Supernatural fiction is rarcly the rcecipicnt ¢f much attention
fror hard-core SF fans.: Fer one thing, the supernatural glamcr-
izes 1llegic and presents events that defy scilentific analysis.
For ancther, much of it is rife with zn affected archaic style that
ig really only effective when it is genuine. Finally, perhaps, is
that heorrer ficticrn is a very c¢rnservative field, and it has been
cnly in the last few years that imnevative plote and styles have
appeared.

This leong novel by Peter Szraub is, I +think, destined: to be
a classic. Tt centers on the small trwn of Nllburn and the in--
creasingly numerous and deadly supcrnatural evenis that cccur there,
Comparisons tr Stephen King'as Salem’s Lot are inevetible, so 1'11
say right here that it dres have a creat dcal in commen with that
other excellent nnvel. Butf 1t alse has a great many differences.

Frr sne thing, King's nevel was a very Itraditicnal vampire
story, ecxccuted brilliantly. Straub's nevel is equally brilliant,
but it emplnys what almost amnunts to a new subject area. The
villains are nct the traditierral ghost, ner wercwelves, nor vamp- -
ires, but, in an cccult scrt of way, a combinaticn »f sverything
1llecgical that we have ever feared. I can't say much mcre than that
without being tmo explicit abeut the mysteries cf the plct.

Straub spends a great deal of effort cn character devalopment,
as he fleshes in the town, cancentrating ecn the fcur surviving
members cg the Chowder Snciety, an unfermal club cf four elderly
men. As a consecquence, we feel the menaces more personally as

they unfrld., 3Stephen King dominates the field ¢f supernatural
horror in this country, but it is clear that his pre-eminenez will
rot gn unchallenged.

The Best of Trek, Edited by Walter Trwin & G.B. Love, Signet, #1.75

o

Reviewed by Suferd Levwis

Signet did a poer jrb with the beek. Althcugh the Eddie Jenes
cover is a nice piece nf space-cpera, it has ncthing to de with
Star Trek,and the promised informatien abcut "Trek", suppcsedly
a profess 1onal magazine deveted te Star Trek (I've never hpard cf
it) never materializes.

If you are a Star Trek fanatic you may find it interesting.
I found most nf the 1nterpolat10n/cxtrapr1atwnn articles c¢n the
shallow side -~ the "explainers” didn't knew enough abcut biclogy,
sncinlogy, phqucs or whataver to make their explanaticns hang to-
gether., The "charvacter studies" are moderated from the seort of
hero-worship that shows up in the fanzines but gets 1n o diffi-
culties when any analysis is attempted,

v, 32
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The factual information articles are the best. Thsse include
two on miniatures, seven interviews, articles on the animated shows
and t he comic. books. The continuing interest in exyloring the Star
Trek universe. is clearly very gtrong and one of- the favorite ac-
tivities of TreKkers. However, if it is on2 of YOUR favorite
games this book will provide you with a numbir of wasatiglfactory
examples. For instance, the general nactiness of Klingons is
explained by the hypothesis that they ALL have miserabdle childhoods:
in fact their culture deliberately zncourages this in order to make
them Tierce warriors. Thank you, I prefer my Klingons proud,
strong and fierce rather than cowardly, sneaky and beastly. Besidus,
as soon as someene really strong got on-top, they would 'want their
own family life to be pleasant, and the whole get-up would change,
Not only a wesk sociological theory, but unattractive as well.

Of all the alternate univer8e characteristics in Star Trek
as portrayed on TV; the weakest and most inconsistent involves the
gpecific numbers, times, distances, ete. and specifi¢ star names.
Two attempts to rationalize these inte a coberent system lead <o
the most bizarre explanations. Pari of this is caused by a fanatie
devotion to the show as "The Perfect Text", a phenomenon more
common among fundamentalists persuaded of the literal truth of the
Bible. Part of it is due to the theorizer not being able to keep
his frames of reference straight when attempilng to discuss rela-
tivistic effects. Somewhere he got the jdea that warp factors are
related to velocity by n3e. Whether or not this is in any script,
it is silly. It would also be more scientific tc take The various
times and distances {allowinz them to be approrimate, please)
and fit a curve to those points. Any curve with any points could
be explzined as the warp power generating function with convenient
points ( due to some practical consideration like fuel efficiency,
difficulty of getting rid of waste heat, almest anything),

Instead of simple, traditional Wi if inertizless drive, we
are treated to a baroque theory of wormholes in gpace and a garbled

time dilation'effect that slows down things releative- L™, themszlvey -
or the reader's expectations.

In summary, in spifte of baing the best articles from a
"professional magazine", the general level of The articles that
attempt any world-building is definately below that. of the better
fan writing on the subject. If you have $1.73 ynu MUST spend on
Star Trek, make sure your run of Spockanalia is compiete and
you have all the Blish and Foster works, and the new novels that
keep coming out ., plus all the models, posters- and slides. I'm
rather addicted to Star Trek and it's peripheral world-building and
fanac, but I found a lot of this book cver my tolerance threshold
for adolescent writing. Stuffin a "professional magazine" (or
even a serious fanzine) should-meet higher standards than casual
speculative matter. '

Aliens! edited by Gardner R. Dozois and Jeck I Dann, Fockes
Books, 1980, 52.25, 305 pp.

-+
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Reviewed bty Don D'ammassa

There are basically three kinds of anthologies in the SF genre.
There are original collections ¢f new stories, there are collections
nf rare or overlooked pieces, and there are new assemblages of the
oid faithful, designed primarily for the new reader. This large thene
collect*on is of the last category, a collectinn of elevem storiles,
most of which are going to be very familiar to the long term reader.

The newest in the collection is "Four Vignettes" by Larry Niven,
a form he has adopted from time to time, The oldest is, I believe,
Edgar Pangborn's "Angel's Egg", an eXCellent novelet about an alien
encounter in laine,

"ozt of the stories are characterized by wry humor that is
sometimes even painful, James Tiptree Jr.'s "And I Awoke and Iound
le Here on the Cold Hill's Side" is one of that author's best, a
near classic tale »f how not te contact an alien culture. Damon
Knight's classic "Golden Rule” can be a powerful weapon 1if employed
literally. Philip K. Dick also forces us to laugh out of the sides
sfT our mouths with "Ch, To Be a Elnbell"..

There are six obher stories of equal guality. R.A. Lafferty
is at his idiosyncratic best in "Guesting Tims". The "new” Silver-
berg is represented by "The Reality Trip". There are familiar
stories as well by Fredric Brown, Frederik Fohl, Algis Budrys,
and CGordon R. Dickson. Reading Alieng! is a little like attending
a small convention:; you den't meet anylLody new, but you enjoy en-
countering old familiar friends whose cowpany you thoroughly enjoy.

Star Ka'ats and the Plant People by Andre Norton and Dorothy ladlee,
Focket Archway Books, 1980, $1.75, 122 pp-

Vigs Pickerell Takes ithe Bull 3v the Horns by Ellen MacGregor and
Dora Pantell, Pocket Archway Books, 1980, $1.75, 148 pp.

Viss Pickerell to the Earthguake Rescue by ¥llen MaclGreesor and Dora

Fantell, Pocket Archway Bonks, 1980, $1.75, 14Y pp.

Reviewed by Don D'ammassa

Hare are three science fiction stories aimed at younger readers,
2ll parts of series issued by Archway. The Ncrton/ladlee book is the
+third in its series; the LacCregor/Partell’s are numbers four and
five in the new azdventures of Miss Pickerell. DNone of the three has
much to offer adult readers, because they are aimed at juvenile aud-
iences. Personally, I think this reflects poorly on the books,
because truly good Juvenile fiction dnes in fact appeal to mature
readers -- books like Norton Juster's The Phantom Tollbooth, C.S.
lewis' Narnia books, the Dr. Seuss books, and many others.

In 3tar Xa'ats, Jim and Elly Fae {(twe children rescued fromnm
polluted Earth by Intelligent cats) are now out exploring the world
cf their benefactors. This is a diverse, perplexing world, filled .

ny
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with machings that the Ka'ats c¢ruld not have built themselves
vecause ¢f their lack of hands. In their travels, the two yourg-
sters run inte a race of intelligent planis who are Dbeing depredated
by ancther race that is a sert ef combinatirn spider and crab.

The children discover that the spider grabs ape scarcd by loud
noises, and procced to the inevitable conclusinn.

Niss Pickerell was the creatirn of Ellen NacGregnr, who dicd
in 1954, Although she is credited as ce-author {a practice that is
increasing despite its falsehend}, her snle contributicn appears
to be the characters. MNiss Piekercll is the indemitable 1littic
old lady of Square Tnc Parm, aoCampanied by her friens Fumpkin the
cat and Nancy Agatha the cew. In thesc fwn vrlumes she confronts
and cenfounds twe scientific preoblems, and lives happily ever after.

Tn the first, the state has come clhse tn passing a law
which makes it illegal to ocwn an animal that has not becn clened.
Miss Pickerell can foresce that the next step is ta preduce cloned
pecple, and she is launched intn a campaign to climinate the law.
In due course, despite kidnappings and su®h, she succecds. 1In
the second, a series of ever claser earthquakes convinces her she
must set out in search of a missing earthquake stiudy gronp, Pro-
ject Waterfowl, and force them te do something tn prevent ancther
major earthquake. In due course, as might be cipevted, she o oo,
and singlehandedly finds ihe wcans Fo preraiis arco Lot diaanicer,

Althaugh these are not badly written, neithecr are they
particularly plausible. I wonder how naive or ymumg z child has €n
be ta believe in the claning bill., What does bother me 1s ==
despite the scientific premises of the twe books -~ the attitude
of the baoks toward science in general. Cloning 1is dcpicted as a
flawed process, which acitually prrduces abnormal animals. The
seismologists in the second -bork have the sclutions tr their
problems right within their grasp, but cannct see it or summon the
courage to test it untill Miss Pickerell applics seme common
corige and intuition and prods them inte=it. 1'd rcccrmmend these
for children because they deo present in a rclatively painless
fashion bits and pieces of uscful science, but at the same time,

a little balance in the prestntation would be helpful.

The Amazing Spider-Man by Stan Lee & John Romita, Pocket Books
0, $2.50, 159 pp. '

198
Star Trek The Motion Picture. —-- The Photostory edited by Richard
T. Anobile, Focket Buoks, $2.95, 1980

Revicwed by Don D'ammassa

More and more books lately rely on photographs and drawings
rather than writien words. The ever iuncreasing pountavity of
comics and the rash of photo-novels is indicative of this, as is
perhaps the increase in mnegively il11usiraled uvvels from Ace
books and others, and even the blend of visual and htesxbnal foel,

nigues in Alfred Bester's new navel, Gulem 100. W,
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Whatever the cause, they are selling in inecreasing numbers. The

iwo books listed above are certain to be among the most popular of

the two categories. : . .
Spider-lgn is poessibly the single most popular comic book super=-

hero. Shy. alienated Peter Parker is the web-slinging, costumed

crimefighter, misunderstcod by the authorities, suspect of criminal

acte himself. This volume is not, like earlier ones, =z collection

of comic book episcdes; in this case, it is the first installments

of the newspaper comic strip. There are two complete adventures here.

In the first, the infamous Dx. Doom has arrived from Latveria
to address the U.N. on terrorism., Spidey recognizes the man as .
a greater menace than even terrorists, and proceeds to thwart his
plans, - In the second adventure, .Dr. Octopus -- the man with four
metallic arms accidentally grafited to his body -- uses Peter's
unsuspecting Aunt May in a robbery attempt. Spidey triumphs here
as well. . The book suffers from the necesszary redundancy of news
steip installments, and doesn’'t flow smoothly at all. So it goes.

The Star Trek book is the latest by-product of the recent motion
picture. The photographs do indeed give a thorough narrative of
the entire film. Unfortunately, the special-effects cannot be cap-
tured here, and the plot was riot original .enough to make for cap-
tivating reading. Trek fans will undoubPtedly buy it by the thousands
for their collections of memorabilia, but it is less interesting
as a book than many of the esarlier photostory versions of various
T,V. episodes.

The Hearse by Henry -Clement. Pinnacle Books, 1980, $2.25
Reviewed by Don D'ammassa

This is & novelization of a forthcoming movie, apparently,
and one which I will wiss without a second thought. Jane Hardy
travels to the secluded town of Blackford to take possession of
her late aunt's estate. Although there is a greatdeal of animosity
from her sunt's attorney, who felt he would inherit the older woman's
possessions, Jane is strong minded enough to send him packing. But
there is also a mystericus hearse that keeps following her at night.

There is the predictable collection of macabre events, dreamsy
Jane's face changing in reflections, a disfigured chauffeur, dark
rooms and strange sounds, and a demcn lover. But none of it is
at all gripping cr interesting, and if the book 1s a fair repres-
entation of the film, you're better off neither seeing 1t or reading
this.

SPEAKING OF FILES...

MOVIE CRITIQUES: THE ‘BLACK HOLE AND (BRIEFLY) STAR TREK
Vs Yk Critiqued by Suford Lewis

1'1] bet you never expected Disney Studios to make a movie about
evil and sin -- not sex and violence, ZVIL and SIl.

e-3Y ‘
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Tt's about a man who leads an exp®ition to the brink of chaos,
turns his people into zombies so they won't try to return home, :
builds himself a small army of sharpshooter robots (which aren't
really such good shots) and a demonic second-in-command, jeaious
of his power, and armed with torture weapons (for no particular
reason). Then, enter: a naive scientist, a tough guy gceptic news-
paper-man, an intuitive -- strike that -- telepathic Temale, a
Buster Crabbe look-alike and a hard-assed captain. Elus a cute
robot, make that two cute robots, who also double as Christ Tigures -
one as savior and the other as sacrifice. 0Ch, cute.

Mow, the Faust figure hAS been orbiting Hell, sorry, the Black
Hole for twenty years, refining his calculations. He figures that
if he can plunge into it in such a way that he can get out of it
arain, he will acquire a vision of divine knowledge. Now, the
script writer apparently didn't understand much about this part,
so the effects of the steep gravitational gradient near a black
hole on a large object gets a bit garbled (turbulance rather than
tidal forces keeps being mentioned), and so does the ¢ifference
between passing through a black hole (an event of dubious meaning)
and grazing the event horizon. I suppose egrazing the event horizon
sould produce some odd relativistic effects that could be interpreted
ag visions...

However, we have to suffer through an excruciating melodramatic
buildup which includes: an opulent dinner a la 20,000 Leagues Under
the Sea, a robot shooting mateh, a funeral in space (40,000 Leacues
Under the sea, again), the grisly but quick death of the naive
scientist, and an attempt .to turn the female intc 8 zombie. Then
we fa@t a slam-bang wrap~up in which all the non-essential personnel
get killed off and everything goes to Hell. Literally.

I found the movie pretty depressing even if the good guys
(well, four out of seven) survive. As if that's not bad enough, the
film is anti-scien®e: the only scientists are villalns or fools.
The good guys don't win by virtu® but by luck, and because the cute
robots help them. Very Chrisbian. Very depressing.

Well, it WAS exciting, and the special effects were excellent.
It just goes to show that movies about evil are more exciting than
movies apout virtue, The problem with Star Trek - The Wovie 1is
that it is about virtue. Oh, there are -some difficulties, but Kirk
never even socks anyone. The danger is Just misunderstocod. Instead
of evil we have Nomad or the Horta (again), a robot sent out on a
mission of knowlédge gathering, returned seeking wisdom or ... love?
Tnstead of the damnation of Faust we have the apotheosis of man. 1In
The Black Hole a builder was (at least symbolically) united with
his machine and it was hideous., In Star Trek a similar union took
place, but because. of why the machine had been built, and why the
union occured, this time the union was glorious. The whole movie
spent a lot of time contemplating niceness -- nice ship, nice Kirk,
nice Spock, nice Bones, nice Scotty, nice Etc. Etc. The movie is
just a lyrical poem about how very nice Star Trek is Well, I agree.
I think 1'11 go see the Star Trek movie again. :

After The Dlack Hole, T nesd i1t.




Oree,

Interstellar n
s esb%p é e %/, %‘”é’y |

i

Onece upon a time there lived an interstallianr spaccship named
George. GCeorge iived in the twonly thivd century, when people livud
on almost every plan®t in the Galaxy. Everyone relied on Ceovge
ard all the other spaceships because in the extreme sub-zero temp-
evalures of interstellar space a man's blood would boil in just a
few seconds.

Ceorge was a very unique spaceship because George was a
cybernaut. A cybernaut was part spaceship and part human being.,
The reasonr for making spaceships this way was that very few people
had both brains and the ability to pilot a spaceship. And there
was a lot of flying to be done. So much, in faet, that those
who could would have to spend all their time in space. They would
eventually .o mad out there, and they would do things that were not
very nice,

So the people who bulilt spaceships bullt spaceships that were
controlled by live human brains, kept alive mechanically. That way
spaceships could fly themselves and be as smart as peoble.

Anyway, Georyge flew the bi-weekly shuttle between Beta Antares
3 and the Galactic Center. George liked his jJjob, and everyone liked
George, especially the maintanance crew who checked him over once

a month at the spsce station., They would o0il him and make sure his A
engines were running smoothly and make sure that all systems ° :
chieoked out "A-O.K." They also made sure that the radiation level

in.his reactors did not pass the danger point marked in red. 4
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GEORGE, THE INTERSTELLAR
SPACESHIP

One day George was carrying some very important passengers,
ineluding Harrison L, Carter, chairman of the powerful Intergalactic
Committee on Nuclear Waste Disposal (ICNWD), when suddenly George
was caught in the gravitational flux of a Black Hole, George knew
that Black Holes were very dangerous, because if you were swept into
one you would be crushed out of existence, or perhaps end up in an
alternate Universe. George had heard of several alternate universes
at the space.station, and they did not sound very nice.

"Deeek! " said Ceorge, "I must try and save my passengers!"

George pushed and pulled but the Black Hole's gravitational
field was too strong.

"I must break away!"™ cried George, "I know I can do it if I
try! "

Ceorge noticed that the Black Hole's gravitational field was fluc-
tuating, due to gaseocus matter being swept into it frem a nearby star

"If I time my thrusts of speed to coincide with the fluctuations
in the Black Hole's gravitational field, said Georfz, "I might break
free. I know I can do it if I try!"

Shutting down all systems except for life support, George took =zl1l
the power his four thermo-atomic fusion reactors could muster and
charneled it, into the main thrustlers,

"I OaII%O it," said George, "I know I can!”

Suddenly, George broke free. The slingshot effect sent them flying
for millions of miles, but that didn't matter because the navigational
computer could easily get them on course again.

"Yeal! " cried George. “I'm free!"

"Yeal" yeaed all the passengers, including even Harrison L. Carter,
who usually was very stuffy and did not indulge in any festivities.

"Hooray for George!" they all cried. They were all very hanpy
and they sang 211 the way home.

George delivered his passengers to Beta Antares 3 and soon
became a hero. The President of the Galaxy even pinned a medal on him.
George and the Galaxy lived happily ever after.

AT
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NATHAN CHILDER'S
advice
To The Fanlorn

Dear Nathan: 0

T am a fat, friendless, repulsive adolescent with unsightly pimples.
I am incredibly bright, but I don't do very well in school because I sit around
all day reading SF magazines. I have this compulsive urge to reveal my inner
self in print. I would like to meet with other people like myself who share my
interests. Should I become a Science Fiction fan?

.signed - WEO to be?

Deaxr NEC to be. .
I'm sorryv, but you're twenty years out of date. To be a fan nowadays you

have to be into Wookies, Unicorns, S&5 D&D and art shows. Hhy donft you sell
a couple of stories and join SEVA.

Dear Nathan. : "

I am trying to make it as a 3BNF but I am not having too much luck. I was
kicked off the SUNCON, MidAmeriCon and Iguanacon committees. FAPA%bas put me on
its turn of the century waitlist. NLESFA made me a non-subscribing member. The
LA in 84 committec wants me to head up the Phoenix in 84 bid. Dick Geis returns
my letters unread. What should I do?

signed - Can't Make It.

Deaxr Can't Make It:
Wake Up and Smell the Coffee.

Dear Nathan:
. Where in blazes is the back cover I did for PB?

signed - iark Keller.

Dear Mark: .

Beats me, Mark. I know it's around here somewhere -— I saw it just the
other day. Don't worry about it, we'll run it next issue. In the meantime,
wake up and smell the coffee.



