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S. I'. PARADE: Book Rovicws

The Ultimate Thresheold: 4 Collection of Sovict Scicnce fiction Translated and
Editod by Mirra Ginsourg (Holt, Rinchart & Winston; 2Ll pp.; 95.95).

The freest and liveliest published writing in Soviet Russia today, according
to translator-cditor Ginsburg, is in the ficld of scicnce fiction. Good! . Na
comrade (3ven a Red one) who likes scicnee fiction can be all bad. Tt's nico %o
have a confirmation that some socialistic vices have a smgll degrec of commonality
with capitalistic vices. Wow, in what is supoosedly an age of more reason foliow-
ing the "dray, grin Stalin years®, a rosurgence of scicnce fiction hes zroused a
tremendous response among Russian readers. :

Neverthele'ss, we must not infer “ohat Soviet scicnce fiction has entircly
escaped the vipilant' cyes of those who hold that art and litcraturc must scrve®.
Miss Ginsburg admits that the themes of Communist man, Communist achiovement and
the Communist future permeate a good deal of Soviet sf, although, on the cother
hand, shc thost' Storics "froc, above all, of thc political dogma and lessons
which most’ Soviot literature is still compelled to promulgate'.

So sho s2ys. But the teint lingers subtly, although somewhat blandly in
this prominchtly-laveled "Made in the USSR anthology. Lingers cven though the
zing’ of native Ilavor has a way of dissipating wnder the recherche medium of
translatioh. "What's left is an almost antebollum aftertasto that pales besides
the froah,'%ééty'hglango of scicnece fiction to be found on any iAmerican bhuff's

bookshelf,' """ . -
Still, T enjoyed most of the 13 stories included. I think you may, too.

.......

Man From U.N.C.L.E. #17: The Hollow Crown Affair, by David McDanicl (Ace 51700;
50¢) « '

If you have to rcad MFU books, it would appear that ithe ones put out under
the David HeDaniel by-line arc preferable, over all. In most, he has what amounts
to various sorts of famnish in-jokes, such as the Forric.Ackerman appearance in
#6, the guest list of Famous characters in %13, and so forth. If whoaver he is
i1s not a fan, ho is familiar cnough with the ficld to kid iy av times. In %his
book, for instance, there is a minor character named "Lin Potter", who sounds
awful familiar, But that's besides the point. ™ 0 ., L

»In this episods, we have 23 villainous groups against 1% nice guys. %hat
it is is that onc of thc THRUSH big wheels, from the West Coast, makes a visit
to Waverly, complaining about 2 ccrtain Joscph King, a former UIICLE scicntist,
who, though thought dead, isn't; and that King is making things hot for Baldwin
by bidding for THRUSH supremacy. The consensus scems to be that Baldwin is pre-
ferred to King on the oncmy side. So Sole and Illya take King on, with the hclp
of Baldwin and his vifc, who zre cxports in the Victorian era and electronics,
in that order. . Tho plot is pretty conventional, thercafter, oxcept for the
Scrooch’gun, invented by King, which is described as 2 Particle accelerator
rifle based looscly on synchrotron technology. 1 . 1 §.

The interesting items in the story arc the methods Mr.. Baldwin uses to
leave messages. Having a prceforence for older ways, he uses, during the coursc
of the story, ' such methods as the fan flirtation code, heraldic symbols, flower
.arrangecment, and so forth., Thore.arc also a fow sidc shots about the THRUSH vor-
sion of FCRTRAW, ®“THROLL", dcscribed as a very advanced computer language~-in
other words, a good way to.axolotl questions. There is also a sly dig about an
organization called the Irish Rifleman's Association,

Pretty good story, if you like that sort of thing, UNCLE is juwst nod my
bag, samwisc or anothcr,
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The Scicnce Fiction Hall of Feame, Vol, One, cedited by Robert Sll?ﬂrberg (Double-
day & Co.; 5OU Dp.; wl99).

"The Greatest Scicnec Fiction Storics of 411 Time", thc dust jacket proelaims,
adding, likc an olé-fashioned subititle, "Chosen by the liembors of the Science Fic-
tion Writers of imerica (SFWA)®.

I was suspicious before I cven opened the book. I have a thing about some-
onc clse deciding for me what the "greatest® of anything is. I profor to make

up my own mind.

My suspicions arc hardly allayed by the cditor's introduction, in which he
admits quitc candidly that "some selectivity-had to tc imposed to kcep the book
from growing to infinite lengtn®.  This sounds logical, but Silve rberg's rather
longthy rationelization of the final layout of 26 storics leaves no doubt in
my mind thai he exorcised a hcavy editorial hand, indced,

This is a mighty tomc (two-plus pounds avoirdupois). The first one (of
several volumes span, we'rc told) covers pre-Nebula-iward storics cirea 1930's
through 1950's (irith onc 1963 throun in for who knows what good measure). HMuch
of the contents will be reruns for the serious sf buff, particularly  thosc of us
old enough to rerember ASTOUWNDING STORIES, THRILLING WONDER STORIES, AMAZIHG
STORIES, et al.

But don't take my susoiclons for denigraiion of the qualiiy of wr1t1ng of
the 26 authors represented here. I don't necessarily agree with the SFWa choices
unless you qualify that by saying "at the time switten". Heinlein, Brown, Brad-
bury, Campbell--gll have written better stories at later, after-maturation norioeds.

Packaging, no matter how atiractive, docsn't make the archives of a "Science
Fiction Hall of Fame" any less dusty end musty. It's ancther anthology, one
timed, I suspact, as a candidatc to fill the off-scasonish summer doldrums. If
you like antiquarian farc, this is a good onc to sample.

AMES R. NEWION

Phoenix, by Richard Cowper (Ballantine; 75¢).

In a sensc, cvery novel--sf or not--is a “"rehash® of all the other books
previously writton, combining old clements into something new. Whether a novel
is good or had depends on how well thes: elements are shuffled around, and the
fresh insights or vicwpoints that the author reveals. Tvidently, however,
Richard Cowpor did not shuffle the deck too well before he dezlt out this novel.
Phoenix (from the titlc on doun) is quite an obvious "rehash, and contains
enough stock situations to practically tuwrn it into an sf cliché.

Not that Phocnix is without a any spark of originality--cven I, cold-hearted
as T am, would hesitate to say that. Cowper hes leken a stock "pulp! plot and
attempted to dress it up in (stylistically) contemporary clothes, in th¢ manner
of Zelagny and Delany. But instoad of trying vo dazzle you with mind-bending
imagery likc those two, Cowper rclies upon a cleverly-turned phrasc, .a subtle
hint of humor.... Unfortunatcly, hewever, he just docsn't have the talent to
quite bring it off--the bare bones of the pulp framework boreath stick through
the novel's stylistic clothing just once too often. But before I digress any
further, & littlc background and plot synopsis scem appropriate.

Bard Cecil (pronounccd “our hero®") has fallen for 2 girl in a soclctv which
rcgards "love" os a social covil, and has been neglecting his studies and skipping
classes to be with her. PBut now the time of reckoning (final examsl) is fast-
aporoaching, and Bard must find somec way out or face a torm at the local "Adjust-
ment Conter”. And he docs find an cscape~-through the “Caves of Sleep" (susponded
animation). Bard plans to lay there sleeping Tor throe years, until he tuwrns
legally tuwonty-one and £2lls heir to a sizeablo fortuno. Then he will possess
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thet.frecdom to do whatever he likes, without the thrcat of the M"Adjustment Center®
hanging over hin. .

Part II of our story rolls around, and Bard awakhs~—l, 500 years later., A
plaguc has swept Barth, wiping out the wltra-modern, 2hth-century civilization
that He-had knoun, and replacing it with a'ducadent, barbarian socicty that lives
off the wrcckage of the past. (What Cowper has done is to mercly exchange onc
stock background for another.) A ropressive religious group--the "Brotherhood!--
has ovolved, and it jealously guards against any intruders that might undermine
its power, or cndanger the status quo. dh, yes...and gucss who!s going to chal-
lenge tha status quo??

I think I'l1 stop herc, since that should give you & decent--although ad-
mittedly vague--outline of Phoenix. The stock situations and ideas arc obvious:
a2 socicty that Torbids the oxpression of ®love", the "adjustmont Centers'; the
"Brothcrhood", ot al. - Why do these same, familiar ideas kecp popping up in
story aftor story? Den't writcers have any original ideas of their own? Or is
it just that these old ideas arc the oncs casicst Lo writc about? UWell, in any
eventy the result is the same--anothor loftover, lukowarm novel.

Couper displays some other hackish traits toward the ond of Phocnix. For
instance, in this passage onc of the characturs is cxplaining tﬁmb-travnl to cur
hero:

"The stroam of Time cannot be broken, but where the conditions
'operating arc exceptional, a particuiar current can semebimes be di-
verted--perhaps 'bent! would be a more suitablc term--and that may

prove sufficient, Tor if it can be bont, it can be bent full circle

back upon itsclf., A% any givcn moment of time there exist a number of

paralicl futurcs..."

Purc. gibberashl “scudo-oxplanatlons like thls arc the mark of a true hack. Thank-
fully, however, Couper manages to resist the tempitation to throw Bard off inte a
time-track maze, as a number of other crudzinc writers wowld have done. Instead,
he delivers a fairly decent, coherent, and belicvabie ending--something many bet-
ter writers have a hard time doing.

To sum up, Phocnix is a pood cxample of "pedestrian sff--a mediocrs novel,
net good, but not horribly bad, cither. HMildly ontertaining., And what morc can
T say?

-~ CY CHAUVIN
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The Troika In01dﬂnt h Science Fiction Tetralogue, bJ James Cooke Broun {Double-
~day; 399 pp.; “T.95). 7

Scicnce fiction authors ars prognosticators, some striouws, some not. James
Cooke Briown has come up with a very naively-altruistic treatment of the fubure.
He picturesia world "free from hatred, fear-and sirife, whorsin 21l basic recds
arc casily vrovided and man is freed to fulfill his highest pobtontials®. Although
Browr covers just about every aspect of 1ife, his world of 2070 is just too good
to be truc.

The book's rococo construction does 1ittle to develop a futoristic frame of
mind in the rcader, being 2 four-way dialoguc among three crew members of a tri-
national. spaceship, Troika-7; and a journalist sclectoed to write their incredible
story. This firsef manficd ship powcred by the rovolubionary pi-meson cngine plum-
mebs our Amcrican-Russian-French crew ahead in time. The rest of the plot is a
raticr stochasticrcxpdsition of what tho incxplicably-returned crew has learncd
about the werld a certury Hénece--and what thuy haven't learned isn't worth know-
ing. Noi really very excliting farce, action-wisc,

What saves Troika from tedle is & smocthly-flowing, albcit verbose, style,
and an occasional brilliant sally into detailed conjecturcs about pivetal points
in the futurc as Brown seds them. Consider, for example, the cffect on civiliza-
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tion of a storage battcry weighing only five pounds but capable of delivering two
million kilowatt-hours of clectricity. That!s a capacity scven orders of magni-
tude~~about 10 million times--greater than the best 1970 battery! Think what that
kind of cheap cnergy would do for transporbatien, ccological belance, housing,
home appliances, or a hundred other aspects of cverylay living.

The Troika Incident is slow-moving, but for rcaders preforring a future of
rosy hues, the pricc may not be excessive. .

-- JAMES R. NEWTOW

The Null-Frequency Impulscr, by James Nelson Coleman {Berkley #X1660; 60¢).

STF-type: Formula sf; Plot-type: Zarth invaded, ;

This story stertcd off fairly well; almost good, in fact. The author, un-
fortunately, blew the story for me by violating one of the fow cardinel rules of
scicnce fiction. '

Most of the story concorns two disembodicd aliens, with strong psionic powcrs,
The good ##f #1FY Mifé gontlebeing is Tisza, the quecn-mother-to-be of her race,
the Triskellions. fTho villein is Trabgon, a "drone" who is hot for Tisza's bod(?).

The human protagonist, Catherine Rogers, is a space scicnbist in the Rogors
Group, which is trying to overthrow the monopoly on space Ilight held by the wn-
derhanded “Five Companics". Trabzon makes his appearance in the brain of tho
head of a company scerct policc pairol which has come for the body of a certain
dead sciontist with a big scerct--knowledge of the lair of the Inventors, who
arc doing sccret spacs rescarch, they think.

Actually, Tisza has becn working on a yell for help.

Cetherino gocus to the socret cavern, to be confronied and then cniered by
Tisza. The two of them, with help, manage to confine Trabzon in the body he's
using, with the help of the null-freguency impulser designed by Tisza. Bub he
cscapes. Pretty soon, he comes looking for Tisza, finds her, and rapes her--in
Cathoerine's mind-~then runs off with the kids, bent on bringing them up in his
own image as a "soul-cating® pervert. (Wo, not soul, cxactly, but you get the
idea.)

There's a lot of action, some parts similar to Keedle, others to Sinister
Berrier, beforc the final confrontation--in which there is a psionic battlc be-
twoen the two alicns. Tisza wins, finally, because of the wexvected help from
Catherine!'s hitherto wmicntioned mental abilitics. Which fact is why 1 say the
author viclatod a rule of scicnce fistion: namely, NEVER CHAHGE SECONLLRY UNI-
VERSES IN MIDSTREAM. It docs a story no good to build tension and conflict when
the writer decides to save the day by throving in = factor the reader hasn't
begen nrevared for. It's a bad scenc.

The book kas somc merits, certeinly, but I cannot recommend it.

-- DAVID A. HALTERHMAN

Sca Horse in the Sky, by Edmund Cooper (G.P. Putnam's Sons; 150 pv.; $h.95).

Fowr-fifths of this novel is porhaps the best writing Edmund Cooper hzs donc.
The storylinc is charted with preeision, characterizations arc tight, action is
tautly drawm, and suspcitse is progressively cdge-of-the-chair, Then--a metamor-
phic fizzling from the sublime to the ridiculovs in the final onc-fifth. Judge
for yourselvaes:

Zight men and cight women, unknowingly abducted from a Sweden-to-Britain jet,
wake up in plastic cofiin-like boxcs. Subscquently thoy determine that thoy're
no longer on farth; that they're imprisoned by a Ywall of mist® within a ning-
hundrod-squarc~mile goo-like arca; and that %wo other groups of diverse humans
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have becn similarly kidnapped: a medicval lord and his keep, and a band of Stonc
Age savages... Cooper beautifully depicts the prisoncrs' cfforts to cope with
their inner fdars and the strange cxternal enviremment. It's a logical narra-
tive w to the point where they finally broak through the barrier.

Which makes the miscrable climax an oven greater disappointmont,

Ghosts (projections? recordings?--Cooper nover docs make this clear) of the
dead Vruvyir, a supcr-plus racc, confront our humans, Tho Vruvyir woeren't born
as wc poor moritals., They're super, remembor. "They werc born of a dying star,
they coalesced from fire, they took form in vortices of pure cnergy. They wore
sentiont fircbirds, the nroduct of dircct stcllar procrecation.! (But they look
like sea horses--get the title now?)

really! And adding insult to injury, Cooncr closcs with a real Hollywood-
style cpiloguc in which the descendents of our original humans staunchly and
smugly race the future imbued with the absolute nooility of their destiny: "o

find 2 plancy callicd Barth.

The abode of the gods.™

TEWTOH
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Twenty Ycars of the liagazinc of Fantasy end Scicnce Fiction, odited by Sdward L.
Ferman & Robert . Mills (G.P, Putnam's Sons; 200 pb.; 55+95).

aAlthough most scicnez fiction buffs recognize there are differencas betwcen

fantasy, scicnce fantasy and science fiction, fow will agrec on precisc para-
mevers or definitions, Yot divisions do exist. iithout further justification,
I.see the three styles ase

(1) Fantasy -~ storics of supcrnatural forces and their influcnce on hominolds
. (including homo sapicns), usuelly with cloments of magizal powers displayed by
scme or all characters. 7

(2) Seicnce Fantasy -- storics in whiech sciontific principles arc woven into
essentially fantasy plots. ' Ak
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(3) Scicnce Fiction -~ stordios of. supranatural foreccs and their influecncces en
homiroids (usually home sapicns), with seientific principles phylogenetically com-
phasized or csscntial te the plot.

By thesc arbitrary definitions, Twenty Ycars of the Magazine of F&SF pre-
sents ton fantasy, six science fantasy and four scicnece Liction tales.  Thero
also is a flippant foreword by that litcrary peripatotic, Isaac Asimov, who has
been the magazine's scicenco editor for most of its twenvy years; and an after-
word by, Edward L. Ferman, who, together with the book's co~editor, Rebert P.
Mills, span the magazinc's full twenty years as cither cditor or managing cditor,

Many wcll-known sf authors are represented: Isaac Lsimov, Alfred Bester,
Robert Bloch, Theodore Sturgeon, Ray Bradbury, Philip K. Dick-~to mention only a
few. Bub for me, nonc of the storics reficect the best offorts of these and the
other authors whose storices have been cwlled from the F&SF archives.

Still, lasting for twenty yoars in a highly-compeiitive ficld whore a string
of other magazines has bricfly bloomed and faded 2vay is no mean feat, No one
can gainsay that F&SI has given the faithful sontething they wanted for those
twenty years, And that's realiy the measure of succoss, isntt it?

If your roading prefcrence lcans toward =z preponderance of fantasy, you'll
1iks this book,

-= JAMES R, NEWTON

Mindblower, by Charles Hellaughton, Jr. (Esscx House i70120; $1.95; aftorword by
Philip Josd Farmcr). '

Farmer says, "This is a scicnce-fiction magazine to rot the minds of you
dwarfs." Somchow, I feccl almost unqualified. On the other hand, the bare fact
that I have alrcady revicwed a number of science friction books, from Essex Housc
and others, may suggest to some that fA£ rot has alroady sot in. But, to the
émissue at hand.... :

Would you belicves .

Four days belorc the Hashbury "Dop-Shit Orgy", Jack Flasher is tripping
up Haight Stroct (on 600, count 'em, 600 meg. of L.S.D.) where he bumps into
a chick wearing whitc levis and a pair of carrings (on her nipples). They say
ncllo for about ninc pages. z

Enter Linton Jowclslem, disguised as a Pig (he was a rob-a-cop). Ho had
& few other hangups, like Birch's Syndrome (right foot-in-mouth discasc). Soth-
ron courtesy {"iHippic pcace creops’), autocroticism, and the most azccurate
orgasm since Big Bertha., Right betwcen the carrings,

Eventually hoe withdraws, and our heroic couple adjourn to Jack's pad, get
acquainted for about 25 pages, blow a fow smoke rings, and Take A Shower.

Philosophy timc. (McNanghton likes to philosophizc a lot. Especially
when everything is up tight.) Did you know that hippics really wear Yong hair
for roasons other than grossing out the opposition? The real reason (hc says)
i1s that texburcs are the biggest thing on a trip, and long hair feels groovy,
(I am disillusionad., T alyeys thought it was for nrotection against billy
clubs, Or c¢lsc 2 handy place for a2 stash.) :

The next morning, Jack goes for a walk, meditating on how Hashbury is
acad, on acemunt of all the reporters, and photographers, and tourists, and
Mafiosi, and rich nippics., He mects four trippics hallucinating madly over
a pile of big docdoo. (It scams to be the only natural thing left in the
whole districi.)

Meanwhile, back at the fAMA# pad, Phacdra, th: chick, is roading Jack®s
great American novelette., {(As do we. Twelve nages ol sentence. One sentence.
Two sets of initials and four cllinses account for all 16 neriods. Yes......
ereoenssoBIXbCON periods.  It's got to be somc kind of reeord.) When sho
tinishes, she happens to mect Jack's other girl, and they got acquainted for
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about thiritccon pages, with sound cffects. She finally waxes tired and gocs
looking for Jack. (Whow.)

As we again take uwp the e of Phagdra Farout, she is having a bang-up
time with a group of Negro youths, onc of whom tekes timc out (in) to comment
on, among othcr things, the race nroblbm, and the morality. of paoplc who read
Essex Housc books, : T an

“IHold on,' gasped Phacdra. '...Havun’t you & shrecd of revorence
of for (sic) the conccot of "W#illing Suspension of Disbelief®,,,?'»

"!Do you mean to tcll me that you actually think that people
belicve what they read in dirty books any more? Lot alone onc like
This?...Communication of ideas is the. thing, anyway...'™.

Finished, her friends leave Phacdra teo wander off, wherz she meobts Linton,
the Krazy Kat Kop. She convinces him that she is Ghod's mossenger, and that
he, Jowelslem, has been chosen to Make The World Right For God. Iike Torgue-
mada, he goos off, a decdicatoed man.

S;ﬁun things begin to got hectic. (If they hadr't, the book would have been
$2,9

Phacdra runs. across a gaggle. of dirty old men--and womun——ln motorl od
wheel chairs, mounting pneumatic aluminum oxtendible "dilliobgpples", wearing
obscenc--but suitable--masks, riding arowid hell bont for leather, and yelling,
"Fuck your mind!® all over the place. (I have the strange focling that those
characters were Imporicd from Search the Sky.) Complicating the situation is
a large, nhairy, black, sadistic, dyky maid.. and overy man jack of-them was
Sclf Actualized. Phacdra manages to get the oldics mad at the maidy and thoy
arg draving & bead with their dilliobopples, getting rcady to rcally cream aer,
and Jack Flasher, All Amaryjanc Boy, hapoens along Jjust in time to yoll, TEirolt

During trce cnsuing mess, Jack and Phacdra manage to escaps, and ‘arc punning
like hell, wdth 2 herd of-mad wheclchairs behind them, when they £all down a
tree unto wunderland, where they are capturced by a bunch of hairy dwarvies. The
dwarves arc also Sclf hctualized, and decide that our intrepid duo should bo
too. So thoy sock it %o 'em, and throw them doun a hole.

Sock what? Oh yus. The secret of Sclf Actualization., The First Causc
of the Haight -Ashbwy Dog-Shit Orgy. The drug to ond all drugs, THE MIGHTY QUINN,

It docs cverything, Hallucination. Aphrodisia. Self-rcalization. Tele-
pathy. Total cmpathy. The communion of cvory soul on it. ind it grows hair,
A1) over, cven,

Meanwhile, tho drawves, in their zeal for civi¢ improvement, decide to
dump the drug inte the city water supply. Hoo-hah!

Under the influcnge of the Mighty Quinn, 2ll thce straights rcalize how
rotten thoy are and kill themsclives oub of rcemorse. The minority groups rca-
lize Jjust how shitiy a dual they've got. They kill themsolves. (The Tradi-
tional Oricntals were-the last 4o go. While thoy were. going through all the
rites, their kids used up all the knives.) The. Flower People start sceing all
the beauty around thom, stage the Dog-Shit Orgy, and then they kKill themsclves,
Mzanwhile Jack and Phacdra don't like 2ach othor so good any morc.

Jack turns nark and trics to help the Prosident find the dwarves. (It
seoms somebody gave him a sandwich duving the orgy. Un~huh.) The army moves
into the city incognito, disguising thems:clves as th: inhaoitants. (Colonels
bocome drunks, and like that.) ind as we bid adicu to our hero, a flying
saucor .comes down out of the sky, ang takes our Jack ilasher away. .-

Ycahith,

T strongly rccemmcnd this book--though I don't quite know .what for, I do
know where for., It tulongs in a truu anq fltthug place in every home,

------ 9 — DAVID ii. HALTERMAN,.....
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The House in November, by Xeith Laumer (G.P. Putnam's Sons; 192 pp.; wh.95).

another invasion-by-aliens tale whosc plot progression is fairly predictable,
The Monc, non-human crecatures from anothcor galaxy, have devastated Barth and arc
about to spawn billions of Monc sporcs. Onc human man overcomcs, inexplicably,
Monc hypnotic contrel to laboriously and singlshandedly (and at times with un-
bclicvable naivety) defeat the horror about to cngulf the planct,
. The hardoack cdition is hardly better than the shortor version scerialized

under the title "The Sceds of Gonyl" in WORLDS OF IF for October, Novemboer, and

December 1969. .

Not anywherce ncar Laumer's bost. Readable only if you haven't one of the
many bottor scicnes fiction works available at almost any bookstore.

-~ JAMES R. HEWTON

thind at Bay, cdited by Christophor Evans (Panther Books: London, 1959: wpps 186;
28}e - .

Revicwing a British book in an imerican fenzine mzy scem a bit odd, out this
thing may--or should--havec a U.S. cdition soon, (Meanvhile,-Dick Witter has it
for 60¢.) h

Christopher Zvans is an cxperimontal psychologist who has assemblod an an-
thology of horror storics, onc to cach of what he consziders basic fcars, somc of
which I'm intorosted to find don't much affect no.

Of tho 11 storics, I think only Janc Rice's #The Idol of the Flics® and
Conrad Aiken's "Silent Snow, Sccret Snow" ars overfamiliar, which is a high
average for-a horror anthology thesc days. Storics range from seri-conventional
fantasy ("The Fronticr Guards', by H. Russcll Wakecficld; "The ash Tree™, by M.R.
Jame¥) te grubby modernist fantasy ("BPack to tho Beginning",. by John Connell) %o
intriguing and/gr amoying oxperiments ("The Master Plan", by John Sladck; "The
Watch-Towers", ov J.G. Ballard; "Crab Apple Crisis®, by CGoorge MacBeth).

Evans has given himself more chronological latitude in sclections than most
anthologists, resulting in a nice anthology.
: -~ MARK GWJINGS

Cadget Man, by Ron Geulart (Doubleday & Co.; 161 ppa; 9h.99).

In this book, riots, gencral dissatisfaction, gucrrilla bands--all threaten
the casvally repressive order ostablished by the ruling Junta of the (arc you
ready?) Republic of Southern California. . T '

4 most unlikely law onforcer, a membor of the Social Wing of the Police
Corps, is’scnt to. lind- the cause. What Sorgeant Jamos Xavier Yoecker cencounteors
during his odysscy through the rubbls of the consumption~oriented, gadget-fillesd,
anything-for-kicks socicty only illuminates 2 rather unovenly-constructed but
not-cntircly-unlikely Kookicland of today orejected into somc timo after the
turn of the 21st ccntury.

Too meny loosec onds and unocxploited possibilitics makc this onc not the
best Goulart has donc,

~= JAMES R. NEWTON

Danger Planct, by "Brett Sterling" (Popular Library #60-2335; 604).
The Solar Invasion, by Manly Wede Wollman (Popular Library #60-23L6; 603),

Therc's not much to szy, rcally., If you're too young to remember Captain
Future, you shouwld read at least onc of thesc %o sec how far the finld of science
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fiction has advanced(?) in the last 20 ycars or so. If you do rcmember, thore's
no sénsc in my saying anything, bccause you probably know morc about tho subjeet
than I Jdo. ,

Captain Futurc (Curt Newbon to his fricnds), and his Futurcmen, Grag tho
robot, O0tto the android, and Simon Wright thc discmbodicd brain in a box, his
best girl, Joan Randall, and all the other mombors of the planct patrol, ride
forth to do good and fight cvil, in the best tradition of svacc opera. Tradi-
tion, hell; the Captain Fubure scrios didn't follow it; it practicaliy made it.

These storics should be read for the same reasons as Doe Savage. For purc
(and I do mean purc) adventure, they arc almost beyond comparc, . For the sake
of nostalgia, thcy arc almost mandatory. For cntertaimment, they still give
rore valuc for cest that a lot of other junk that's foeating around.

Go ahead and read them. I liked the first onc better, but thoy'rs both gocﬂx\\-

~- DAVID A. HALTERMAN  °

The Year of the Cloud, by Ted Thomas & Kate Withelm (Doubleday; 216 pp.; $4,.95).

Everyone knows what would happen if the world's water dricd up: 1ifo as w .
know it would dic. But what if, instcad of cvaporating away, tho water merely '
thickened; how affccted would mankind be? The answer te that frightening ques-
tion is the basis for this supcrb yarn.

Thomas'! broad scientific knowledgs and Kate Wilhelm's ability to characterizc
the most clusiva personality combince again, as they did a fow years ago in ¥tho
Clonc!", %o chroniclo a specwlative catastrophe necarly fatal to Earth. Their sci-
entific rationalc is impeccable, Gradval development of the menece's naturc is
so logically limned the reader must belicve it could happen. HMore, reactions of
the five protagord.sts through whose c¢yes we sce cvents are so naturally cnucleated
the reader cannot help but rolate with, their motivational fear and dospair, their
debermined couragze and hope. . -

Earth passed through the Yudkin Cloud, a mass of unidentificd interstcllar
dust, "Apnarcntly it docs no harm, then a frightening chenge begins--all water
gradually thickens to a pel-like substance where the cloud's dust falls. s
viscosity increcascs, cvery living thing is foreed to change or dic. Nearly half
the population succumbs, from failure to adept and partly from natural disasters
triggorea by the chango.

Although the book contains-a jpinimum of violent action, tunsion builds up
just as strongly in th: sncaky day-to-day way rcality has of socking it to us,
If the resolution scoms a little week because it incluydes, but fails to oxplain,
a belated awarcncss that the Cloud can't have occurrcd by accident, the story's
impact is diminished little. I[ts sbrongths far outweigh that triviality.

- JAMES R. NEWTON. |
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