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KERLIK'S MIRROR by Andre Norton; Sidgwick &
Jackaon; Loudon; 1978; 205 pp; £3.85; ISBN
0 283 9835238 0

Raviewed by Briea 3tabelford

The world of Arthurxian legend has been ore
of the most prolific sources of inspiration
for Zanlasy writers since the days of Malory.
The mythology bas wors extremely well,
supplying a stream of excellent works.
1t 1a not surprising to find that Arthus’'s |
world i1a a constaant feature of British .
fantagy -~ it is, sfter m»lil, home-growa - but
it is porhaps surprising to find that it
kolds a similar attraction for American
fantasy writers. There ia a kind of comfort-
.abls homelinass 1o stumbling across Merliia
in The Crystal Cave, That Hideous Srength,
or The Westhermonger, but Mark Tealn'e
Copfecticut Yankee, who visited Arthur's
court in 1889, was cursly po uttsrly out of
. place that his unfortunate accident Aid not
hear repeating. And yet, we have seen in
rocent years Arthurian fantasing by H. Warner
“Huan (¥erlin's Bing), Sanders Aane Laubenthal
(Excalibur) an art Nathan (The Elixir).
Kow Andre Norton has joined in, and cne is
bound to ask: ie there really enrything new
t0 be added? '

Tha anawer it seems 18 no. Thare ars grave
risks invoived in re~working e myth g0 well-
¥nown, and the gimmick by which Andre Norton
tries to iaveat it with new 1li1fe ig tediously
fesble, (There are these two alien races, you
aeg, and their ageats - Merline, Nimue, et

al. are begottea by miscegenation...end their
magic pewers are -~ you'll never guoess -

rorily thetr alien superpowers...)

Andre Norton is a pedesirian writer at the
begt ¢f times, end can so easily fall into
hopeless dullnesa. Here, alas, she has
fallen hard - her prose is quite bland and
the ac¢tion sadly routine., Against coapet-
#ion ne strong as The Ouce And Puture Ring.,
The Blixir aand The Crysisl Cave Misa Norton
could hardly espect to ahine ip performancs,
but the exteant of heor failurs is raally
quite tragic. ' :

8Sir Lanceiot does not eppear. I lLiope she .
iza't seving kio for a sequel.

&

SKYPALL by Harry Harrison; Faber & Faber:
London; 1676; 370 pp; £3.50; ISBN O 571 10862 4

Reviewed by Brian Stableford

Bnclesed in the review copy of this book is

! 80te which reads: "Harry Harrison asksy us
to poict out that unlike his previous books
S%zfall 18 epphatically not a work of scigpce
ilction”. It 13 signed: "Publicity Dept™,

1 pass on this message without comment, as

I feol that apy debate arisiag from it

would be uanecesssrily weateful of apace.

Skyiall is a suspense thriller ahout a joint
vigt-American spaceshot which takes off ia
trouble and gots deeper and deeper ps problems

stack Up neatly like a pile of peawnies.

Melodramatic moments follow oOne another

tn perfect military ordez snd the tone :
cf tha book novers umeasily {but effortilessly)
betwean mattsr-of-fact toughness and sonrp-~
opera shaalziness, It features. hoy-meets-girl,
consclence-meats-politics and back~tu-the-wall
heroicas. Tha f£inal casuzlty figures are
21,000 plus. .

This 18 a book written very much sceording

to a recipe. (iovie pudding, I belleve, is
what they call the dish when it comes out ]
right.) Gourmets might find it unsatisfactory
because 1t has the unmistakable smack of
motaphorical mopcosodium glutamate, bui those
out for a good, solid meal might do worse -
lota of lovely roughage hare. Harry Harrison
ia sothieg if not competeunt, especially in the
euntertajament business, and the target sudience
tor this particuler book {see sbove note) will
uadoubtedly get thelr money‘s worth.

SCIENCE FICTION DISCOVERIES edited by Carol
and Frederik Pohl; Bantam; New York; -I1878:
85p; 272 pp; ISBN 0 553 08635 9

Bsviemed by Brian Stableford

Here 1s yet another anthology of original
stories which, if successful, will probably-
ture in%o en ennual seriea. As an experiment
iz publishbing poliey the original sathaelogy
bag probsbly not yei been fully tested despite
the vast numbor shich have been issusd in°

the lsst eix or seven yoars. The mortality
rote has been high, but New Dimensions and

. Universe both seem estadlided now as copsiderw

Yorces within the field. SF Discoveries ig

a fat collection, consistiag of seven sbort
stories and a short novel that might easily

bave mada a paperback tn its own right, but

there {e nothing in it whieh strikes me as

truly outetanding - and that i8 a faliang that

ap snthology, unlike a single issue of 2 magazine,
cannot reslly afford. The standard that has :
to be reached in this medium is very high.

The ons pcor story aumong the shorts is a trivigl
eZfort by Roger Zelazny, but three of the
others fit pattorns which are becoming disturb-
ingly standardiged. George R. R. Martin'sg
YStarlady" and Scott Edelstein‘s “Age of Libra®
are fashionable but uncoavincing, while Robert
8heckley's "Never-Ending Weastern Movie" is

80 typical of Sheckley's work that every word
seemn familiar as it elidea past the eye. Fred
Seberhagen, by contrast, countributas an
atypical piece which 1s eminsnily readable,

and Dorls Piserchia corntributes a stomach-
churning black comedy which draws out yet
another ifoch of her sick sense of humour - §

. wlagh she would set aside ber morbid preoccupations

8 little mors frequentiy, for she i & fine

writer. My favourite among the shorts is

actually a2 fairly unzssuming piece, 8 variant
on the old-man-who-grew-young theme by Arthur
Jean Cox called “An Incident At the Owl Creek
Rest Home', which is very neatly bandled,

I corfess that I don't know what to make of
tbe long story ~ Babette Rosmond’s "Error

{ecat p 6)



WHOTS WHO IN SCIENCE FICTION by Brian Ash;
Eln Tree Books; London; 1976; £3.95; 220 pp
ISBH 0 241 89383 6

Reviewed by prian Stableford

This book, accarding to its fntroduction,
"is destgned to provide a comprehensive
guide for the newcomer to science fictien,
to widen the horizon for those who already
know something of the genre, and to be a
useful, but tess than exhaustive source of
reference for the sctholar and the committed
devotee”. And all in 50,000 words,

The remainder of the introduction scrupul-
ously follows L. Sprague de Camp's advice
to would-be magicians: always prepare your
excuses beforehand, Ash defends his omis-
sions and his errors in advance, and perhaps
one can synpathise with him. Errors do
creep in, omissions for one reason or
another have to be made. %hat's more, in
60,000 words total many of the entries have
to be reduced to such a bare ninimum that
they contain no real informatlon at all.
He has every right to be defensive,

ks a source of reference ho's "ho is
defeated first by iis glinness and secondly
by its calcutated triviality. [t 3s easy-
going and lacks the terseness necessary to
come abruptly to the point in every case.
ilost of its information is culled from

{n-Z) of the latter manage to work their
way into priat Ash's volure »131 be wholly
superfluous. In this respect,. therefore, it
has a 1ife expectancy measurable In months.
Uhere Tuck and the bibliographical sources
are weak - on commentary and analysis ~ Ash
is so weak that his efforts are Jaughable.

In tts more modest claims - widening hori-
zons for sf readers and guiding newcemers
through the tangle of available works - Ash
is perhaps on safer ground., But to my mind
the newcomer might appreciate a guide which
says a 1ittle more about science fiction in
general and dwells less on trivia, dnd

horizons are not so 1ikely to be widened by -

a book which detiberately omits so many new
authors and is so very inept in iis comments
on the established ones. The competition in
this area is very weak, but even so i must
rank iho's Who in SF among the also-rans.

" o s . st B

| find that what offend me most about this
book is its determined attempt to pervert the
English language. Any habitual reader of sf
eriticism should be used to this by now, but
for some reason | find Ash's semi-literacy
even nore grating than most, [n ¥ho's Who in
SF we meet J. G, Ballard, "an expert in stow
choreographies of physical and mental
disintegration®; Ray Bradbury, "a highly
gifted writer and a constant bone of conten-
tion in the science fictional arena™; Larry
Mven, "a noted arrival of the last decade
and a sophisticated updater of space opera;
and Theadore Sturgeon, "a gifted and provoc-
ative writer, almost in a school of his own",
There are at least three American critic/
historians who can now sit back with contented
smiles.upon their faces, secure tn the knowlw
odge that they are no longer leading contenders
for the title of World Champion Haetaphor-
fiangler,

There has always been a great deal of worthless
and ephemeral writing about sf, but once it was
confined within the fanzines. |t is very
depressing to discover that the proportion of
good and useful material appearing from com-
nergial publishers is no greater than that
appearing in second-rate amateur journals, A
Tot of people are getting money for old rope,
and the publishers will soon have collected
enough old rope to strangle the market
conpletely.

THE EDitARD DE BONO SCIENCE FiCTION COLLECTION
edited by George Hay; Elnfield Press; Leeds;
1976; £4,95; 217 pp; ISBN 0 7057 0068 2

Reviewed by Brian Stablteford

! am quite 2 fan of Edward de Bono, the
champion of lateral thinking, His book on

The flechanism of Hind is a neat and elegant
exanple of analogical analysis applied to the
problam of how minds work, and ¥s to my mind
an adnirable piece of work, His demand that
minds should occasionally be jolted out of the
ruts that help them run smoothly, so that they
may be forced to confront new cencepts and
create new perspectives, is a vory healthy one.
And | think, too, that sclence fiction may
help this process - that by its very nature it
helps create new perspectives. |1 scems to me,
therefore, that an Edward de Bone collection

of science fiction night be a good idea,

| am not so sure, though, about a George Hay
anthology which calls itself an Edward de Bone
collsction, :



¥e have here a good, but very brief,cconment
on sf in general by de 3ono, plus twelve
stories selected by George Hay. There is no
comment of any kind on the individual
stories, and nc attempt at all to bind the
fiction to the context which de Bono's name
and ideas are supposed to provide for them.
This Tack of intecration is, | feel, a total
cop-out. {'m not even sure whether there
has been any attempt on George Hayls part te
choose stories which might specifically
i1lustrate or embody anything in de Bonn's
thesis, nr whether these storics just happen
to be onas he likes. There §s the classic
"Hoise Level”, in which a group of
scientists is confronted with the notionally
impossible {arranged by fraud) and then
forced, via Tateral thinking, to create a
new theory in which the impussible nnt only
becomes possible but practable. This would
have been an appropriate story to lead off
the collection, Unfortunately, it is placed
saecond to Katherine Maclean's excellent
pyramid-selling story "The Snowball Effcct”,
which seems to me to have tittle to do with
the presiding genius of the collection.

There are good stories here - it is nice to
see Norman Kagan's "The iathenauts™ and
Sprague de Camp's "The Yarrior Race" rescued
from obscurity - but nothing has been done
with the Tdea behind the projact. It has
not been followed through and it has not
been used to make a book any different from
all of the other reprint collections which
%ill creep into print this year,

*

WAMPETERS FOMA & CRAHFALLOLNS by Kurt
Vonnegut Jr; Panther; St Albans; 1976; 75p;
255pp; |SBN 586 04256 3

Reviewed by James Corley

Possibly this collection of specches, essays
and magazine articles was meant to expand
Vonnegut's reputation from youth cult novelw
ist to universgl quru.

Venturing inside the dark recesses of the
quru's head one finds a region wild,
indisciplined and exceedingly strange; in
places an impenatrable jungle and in places
a morass, everywhere uncompromising and writ
on the large scale, rather like the upper
amazon in fact,

There is a pawerful talent on display here

but something has happened tu its sense of

discrimination, from Madam Blavatsky on the
donkey of American New Journalisa,

In conmon with many humanidarianiots he is
astonishingly naive and simplistic about human
nature; like many deeply committed men he is
prepared, consciously or unconsciously, to use
polenic and propagandz with minimal regard for
truth. He is inconsistent and self-
contradictory yet his mind s more closed than
open.

He adnits to irrationality but here as well |
betieve him urong. He is only that hopeless
figure a rationalist at odds with an irrational
wor1d and the battle has turned him inte a
model of Langian craziness.

The book will be of more interest to students
of Yonnequt as a literary figure rather than
as an sf writer which he again, rightly,
claims naot te be. What he has to say about
sf hera §s patent idiocy, his views on almost
everything ¢lse are witty, facile and
profoundly irritating. A~ a»novelist he was
revolutionary, as a comsentator he is
Citizeness The Vengeance knitting as the
duillotine falls.

THE EARLY LONG by Frank Belknap Llong; Hale;
London; 1977; £3.50; 211 pp; {SBM 0 7091 9854 8

Reviewed by Brian Griffen

This covers Frank Long's virtuoso word-
spinnfng career from 'Death Maters' (Veird
Seven of the stories come from U.T.; the rest
are divided between Astounding, Harvel Tales,
and Campbell's Unknown Worlds, and consist of

fantasy, plus a few experiments with more
recognisably SF-type ideas.

To describe Frank Long, ! choose the
adjectives 'virtuose' and 'word-spinner' with
care, lle is a virtuose, with formidable
powers of assaciation and jnvention (he some-
times confesses, in the short preambles to the
stories, that he would sometimes sit down and
make up a story on the spat); and there can be
no doubt that he's given countless readers
lots of good unhealthy fun down the years. Un
the other hand, a Tot of this early material
is word-spinning, preduced at sa many cents

a word. The resulting product is always easy
1o read, entertaining, and usually Ties as
light as a feather on the mind, ready to be
blown away by the next breeze. This,i$, in a
way, a pity, for he is plainiy capable of
striking Ydeas. 1n 'The YHounds of Tindalos'
--- by far the best story here, and Long's
most frenuentiy anthologised piece, as up to
date in spirit as Fritjof Capra's The Tao of

e

=



date in spirit as Fritjof Capra's The Tao of

Physics --- he was able, for once, to treat
his idea with something like due care, and the
result is uniguely memorable: anyone who
hasn't read it shculd somehow get hold of it.
Likewise, in 'The Space Eaters' --- one of the
earliest Cthulhu ifythos tales ~--- he makes a
deep impression, drawing on the basic
Lovecraftian obsession: Suppoee !magination
is Reality? {Higel Kneate must have had
stories Tike this at the back of his mind when
he wrote Quatermass and the Pit).

As for the rest of the stories here ---, Uell
in the better uf these --- 'The tlemontal’
{Toosely resembling Wells's 'The Man YWho Could
Work Hiracles'), '"Dark ¥ision' {in which the
protagonist experiences a kind of photographic
negative of Life) and 'The Fame liidget® ---
The basic tdea is striking, haunting cven, but
has to fight against the cruditices of word-
spinning. 'The Flame #idget posits the invasion
of our world by a being of microscopic size
from a tiny star, possessing terrific mass and
energy. So far, so good, But Long the Yord-
spianer has a deadline to meet; so the story
ends with an incredibly comic climax, in

which the microscepic spacecraft, having
tanded in the right kidney of a mad scientist,
finally blasts off and takes the scientist
with it | Harvellous! Treuble is, | don't
think 1t's supposed to be fuany. Or if it is,
it still doesn't fit in with the rest of the
tale. This kind of incongruity can be found,
in varying degrees, throughout this collcction.
In 'A Visitor from Eqypt!, an eminent
Egyptologist is transfigured inte the form of
Osiris =~ in a museum loo! |t's as if Bob
Shaw were to start making Shavian jokes in the
niddle of The Palace of Eternity: Long just -
isn't in centrol, artistically-speaking.

But you have to admire the sheer invention: in
'Fisherman's Luck!, the rod of Hermes becomes
a fishing rod with which the protagonist
literally hooks a girl from the nineteenth
century, plus the troublesome severed head of
a Chinese suicide, Thz result is half-
whimsical and half-impressive, as if Long
hada™t made up his mind what he wanted, Some
of the other stories are merely zany ---

"The Census Taker' and 'Step Into My Garden'
~-= or predictably sinister, Yike 'The Ocean
Leech'. These are perhaps the least satis-
factory.

Basically, Frank Long is 2 crazy, bumbling
magician who likes jigyling ideas round at
random, and occasionally hits the right
proportions,

There!s quite a bit to please the lazily-
indulgent reader here; but | suspect that
Frank Long has had more fun, gver the years,
than any of his readers.

The author provides a 21 - page auto-
biographical introduction, which is pleasant,
accasicnally interesting, and excusably
langwinded --- after all, it was no doubt
comnissioned, together with the egoistic
preambics to the stories. | supposo Asimov
started all this, and ! don't like $1. As
persans, authors are no more intercsting
than enyone cise, and these personal inter~
polations tend to destroy whatever fictional
magic might be happening.

*

YILL O'THE ISP by Thomas Burnctt Swann;
Corgl; London; 1976; 6Cp; 160 pp;
}SBN 0552 10358 6

Reviewed by Brian friffin

In one of his cssays, Chesterton says that
Puritanism, far from being a spectally
English phenomenor, can be regarded as a
sort of alien invasion, or mass psychosis.
In #i1] OTthe Wisp this suggestion is taken
Titerally: the first Puritans, the real
instigators, were non-human beings called
Gubbings {a corruption of 'Sky-Kings'}).
Uriginally, they had been atrborne, bird-
Jike creatures, feathered and hatched from
eggs, and wershipped by the ancient Celts,
Then they wvere cursed with "the feather-
btight' and lost the usc of their wings.
Around this time the first Christian
missionaries arrived in England. They
persuaded both the Sky-Kings and their
worshippers that these birdlike beings were
fallen angels, do:med 1o mortify their flesh
and torture their souls for all eternity.
The Sky Kings came to believe this: they to
mining in Devin, and became the sinister
Gubbings of Devenshire folklore. And once
the Tudors were dead and the gloomy Stuaris
wore on the Throne, the Gubbings' hour came.
Witch-hunting was in the air, the Elizabethan
wholeness of vision was fractured, and the
Bubbings twisted it all to their own use. On
the onec hand, by hiding out on Vartmoor and
spreading rumours of their swn bestial
atrocities {they crucified at the least sign
of '"the Flesh') they made sure no-cne
visited their stronghold, Un the other hand,
they infiltrated towns and villages {being
careful to hide their feathers and vestigial
wings) and became witch-hunters in their own
right -~ for the first to cry 'witch! is
never suspected,



Sustained by the zeitgeist, the Gubbings ¢r

spread: the captain of the Hayflower was a
Gubbings ~--,

Swann pits against the Gubbings the figure

of Robert Herrick ~--~ 'poet, vicar and

pagan' -~ who makes a last stand for
Elizabethan England as against their age-old
psychosis. Here wider issucs are raisod:
have we all been suffering from a dark
delusion? !s the Christian God seme terrible
perversion of the real thing?

This is an ingenious idex, with nlenty of
possibilities; an' | wish | ¢ould say that
Swann had exploited it to tho full.
Actually, ! found the book slight in impact.
Swann's style is very much that <f an ¢ld-
fashioned historical novelist, and his
characters never really came alive for me.
He is naive, and somctimes dewnright soppy.
He combines a cortain care aver local celour
and the poetic mot juste with a surprising

sloppiness in basic storytelling technique.

$1i11, the implications of his tale are
worth taking seriously, as long as you're
not prepared for anything rcally revelatory.
I you want revelation, | suggest you read
Jobn Buchan's Witch Yood.

HORWYN: THE VENGEARCE OF GOD by John Cowper
Powys; Sphere; London; 1977; 95p; 271 pp;
{SBN 0 7221 6980 9

Reviewed by Brian Griffin

This is 2 wild, lengthy, rhapsodical-
philosophical fantasy, and 1 liked it a lot,
The chief drauatis persenae are a herny ex-
ing scientist and his young daughter ~-- the
florwyn of the title, and the object of the
captain's scarcely-sublimated passion. This
quartet may suggest the main characters in
O1af Stapledon's Sirius (which came out
reason: but whereas Stapledon inakes no com-
ment on the methods whereby his scientist
produces super-sheepdegs,and indeed seens to
give his tacit approval, Powys thunders his
apocalyptic anger at the whole urge to 'murder
and dissect' throughout the Tength of this
book, which is censiderabie.

Anyway, these four main characters are caught
on the hills in the wilds of Yales (again,
very ltke §l£ig§), when some apocalyptic
physical-psychical cvent, involving a giant

meteor and heightened consciousness, opens
the earth beneath them, and they plummet
down into a very literal Hades, a vast
underground kingdom of the dead and damned.
The essence of damnation, it appears, lies
in the 5299132 of the damned; so that

de Sade, fero, and Blackbeard, mix
familiarly with types 1ike John Calvin and
Torquenada the inquisitor, not to mention
thair latter-day equivalents, the new
priesthood of Science, the behaviourists and
vivisectors, who are forever watching
ongoing events in vivisection laboratories
throughout the world, via T.V. This book
is, in fact, a massive attack on the twin
gods of Science-with-a~capital=$S and
Religion-with-a-capital-R, Eugenics and
Jehovah, all the abstract claims of
"ncwledge® and 'Salvaticn' that have
militated against the still, small voice of
individual human conscience.

But though there are lengthy passages of
philoscphising, this is no tract. Powys's
imaginative invention is tremendous; and
besides that, everything that happens depends
not on some abstract 'message’, but on the
intense erotic relationship betwecen the
horny captain {who is the narrator} and the
virginal Worwyn, as they pass through ever-
more=surrealistic underground adventures,
involving Taliesin the ancient Bard, Weriin,
Saturr, Rhadamanthus (Judge of the Golden Age),
and the shades of Socrates and Rabelats {who
are not damned, but seem, like Taliesin, to
have a free pass to Hell). It all reads, at
times, like a wildly-surreaiistic Journey to
Centre of the Earth - in fact they do,
ultimately, reach the dead centre.

Throughout the book, something indescribable
is happening --~ the Creation. of flan, the
return of the Golden Age, the judgement of
the damned (i.e., all those who have not
assisted in, or have actively militated
against, the Creation) --- oh, anything and
everything s happening, and | cnjoyed every
bit of it. Powys keeps repeating himself, he
mixed extraordinary insights with platitudes,
he is long-winded and threateas to become
incoherent (Part Three is a continuous nar-
rative of nearly a hundred pages, and you
just have to keep on reading}; but | don't
care, it's all worth 1t. There are precious
moments when Powys seems to place the whole
rise of Science-with-a-capitai~S within ine
all-comprehending myth of Creation, and these
moments are well worth walting for.



“HE ILLUSTRATED MAR by Ray Bradbury; Panther;
St Albans; 1977; 60p; 204 pp;
ISBN 686 04359 &

Reviewed by Brian Griffin

s . e e g Sy e e e

art Is not very difficult ---. But to Took
at a picture with fresh eyes and to venture
on a voyage of discovery Into it is a much
more rewarding task. There is no telling
what you might bring gome from such a
journey."

For me, this applies espesially to a writer
1ike Bradbury; and it certainly applies to the
sixteen animated pictures on the epidermis

of his !1justrated Wan. Yes --- sixteen: in
this edition, at any rate. !n the original
edition {1951), and in my last Corgi edition
(1963) there are eighteen, Panthar have
excised 'The Fire Balloons® (for crying out
loud -- what do they think they're dolng to
these c¢lassic collections?), 'The Exiles!
"The Rocket Man' and 'The Concrete Mixer'-e-
so that's four of the best stories gone to
start with. | supsose they'1} pop up tn some
Panther sdition of The Golden Apples, which
would be better than nothing, But why7?

Anyway, to 111 in the aching vold they've
created, Paather have Inserted two pretty
good Bradbury Tales from elsewhers -.-

"Usher Two!, which ts a free fantasta on
Bradburian themes, rather like 'The Lost City
of Mars', or a seaue) to 'Exiles' (But where
ts 'The Exiles'?}; and 'The Playground’,
which is Bradbury in his psychological,
October-Country mood { agelng wldower becones
obsessed with games of ev1l children fn
sinlster playground). Wher | read thls

ong recently | found 1t wondrously uncomfort.
able in Tts implications.

I can't say that Panther are aetually
cheating anyons with this revised edition:
after all, the other stories are great.
| only hope they know what they've done
wlth those other four, great stories.

After all, there may be a fow people around
who haven't read them yet.

*



Hurled", If you iake a cauple of chapters
from. a fictitlious autoblography oI Thomas
Carlyle‘'s wifo, and mix thoem up with &
parsble of naivete somewhere 14 botwesn
Jdorzy Kozinski's Beieg There nnd Chris~
topher dorley's Thuner on the Left, ' N
linking them by means o0f a [rame story

in which God 18 a naughty schoolboy
bollixing up his project with help from
bhis little brother, and glue the ict to-
gether with 2 touch of Charlea Fort...
what do you get? A horrible mess, for syre -
and yet it is not without 1i¢s fascinatiou.
I can, at least, say in all honesty that
itve never read anytking guite like it,

A1l in all, this is en idiosymeratic
collection - worth reading, but not likely
t¢ inspics wild preise and a series.

SCYENCE PICTION: THE GREAT YRARS edited
by Frederik Pohl and Carol Poinl; Sphere;
London; 1977; 287 pp; 78p; ISBN ¢ 7221
€294 8

SCIRNCE FICTION DISCOVERIES edited by
Carol and ¥mierik Pohl; details above

Reviewed by Chris Worgan

All right, I'11 admit i¢: some of the sf
from the 308, 408 and 508 ecmperes favour-
&bly with new atories; it exudesd a breath~
lans excitement which few avikors achiove
todsy. But bhecause ‘these good old stories
axe 30 few the same onea tend to da re-~
printsd over apd over agein. Sclence
Fiction: The Great Years contping seven
stories which Zirst appeared betwenn

1234 and 1953. All are entertaining and
only a couple ars noticeably old-fashioned.
", .,And Then There Ware Nome" by Eric

Frank Russell (later part of his novel’

The Great Explogion) shows how a loug-
Torgotten coEBny planet without laws,
goveroment or any kind of authority can
‘Bofeat" a large and well-armed spaceship
from Barth which has come to make contect.
after a lapse of 300 yenrs, C, M, Koranbluth's
"The Little Black Bag'", Fred Brown's )
"Placet 19 a Crazy Place' and William Tenn's
"The Liberaticn of Earth" are surely so
well known that any comment of mine ig
superfluons. “Wings of the Lightning
Torld" by James MacCreigh (a vzeudonym of
Fradarik Pohl) is an unususl faptasy withia
8 hard-sclence framework, which succeeds
due 10 its seure of wonder aosd a carefully
culasulated revelation, and despite an
aimless plot. The two storiss from the
10308 - "0ld Fajithful" by Rsymond Z. Gallun
(a Martian 1n communication with Earth)

angd YA Matter Of Form" by H. L. Gold {a
reporter investigates illegal brain surgery)
~ are the poorest in the collection, though.
reither ie renlly kad and the former seems
to have achieved the status of a classic,
If you haven't already read too many of
these seven tales, this ia an anthology
worib buylng.

Phon one novella oécupies almost hal? of

88 original anthology, the anthology is
going to stand or fall on the guality

of that novella. "Errcr Hurled" by

8zbette Rosmousd (who?) is original, erudite
aud amusing, but its point (about Earth .
toing no more than the imperfect construction
of a couple of superchildren) could bave .
boan made in helf the space, and Scisned ™
Fiction Discoveries is, by its inclusion, '
reduced from good to mediocre. The best |
bere 18 "Starlady” by George R. R, Martin,

& brilliant, rather Delatyesgue tale )
a2t in a complex,decadent future. as the

firat linse says, this story has no hero in

it.  Au contralre, the ghole cast of cheractersa
is 80 nssty (sadiats, murders, pimps, prostitutes,
and never a heart of gold anywhere) e to

leave a bitter taste in the mouth., Robert
Sheckliey's "The Never-Ending Western Hovie" -

i derivative of the film Westworld, but here
there eares't any robota and everything is

for real, lncludiag the bulleta. There's

an astonisbingly black comedy from Doris Piserchia
{people die, but the tiny atomic motors in-
serted sucgicnlly keep their bodlese fuaction-
ing 80 that they can still walk around), end

an unusuelly good story from Fred Saberbagen
(about literally tangible tima). Contributions
by Scott Edelateia and Artbur Jear Cox sre
antertaining without being ocutstanding, ard
there's a Rogexr Zelazny piece which is,
unfortunately, very slight and unoriginal,

At €5 peuce the snthology is still quite

good value.

TETRASOMY TWO by Cacar Rossiter; Corgl; Lgndon;
197G; 174 pp; 80p; ISBN 0 552 10230 8 :

Roviswed Ly Brian Stebleford

Have we have - not for the first time - 8
acuizold yuperman~fantasy which findas its
regnlutina In a transcendental metamorphosis.
In its basics, it beats a stroung resewblance
to The Infinite Cage by Kelith Laumer, which
I reviswed hare some time sgo. The aiperstructure
howavar, 1s dilferent: Tetrasomy Twe is glibd,
with 2 touch of irony. ~1ts scﬁ¥2013 elgment
is celf-conscious, the sction taking place
in a mental hoepital. Its author, like §ts
bero, ie a doctor, and can't quite take
delusions with pbsessive sericuguess. The
reaulf 16 a Tlippency which undermines the

regolution. If you are golag to juggle mind~
shatterisg concept® thes you have t to taks
them aeviously. If you look as if you're just
wessing about, the whole exercise becomes
ridiculous. Tetrssomy Two 13 B jolly little
book, a8 apocaiyptic novels go - most.of the
way it's competently written myatery stuft
with an uaneasy spicing of sex ~ bhut jolly
books should have jolly endiogs, and you
can't effectively iatch a salvation myth on

to a trivial thkriller. Look out for Rosaiter,
though - his writing is lively, end he muy
well produce some emipently yeadable -booka:

in time to come. .

£ 4

"DRAGONSONG by Anse McCaffrey; Sidgwick &

Jackon; London; 1976; £3,985; 202 pp; 19BN
0 283 98329 9.

Reviewed by Chris Horgan

So there we were at the end of Pragonquest,
walting anxiously to hear whether the new.
fangled methods of F'lar and Benrden Weyr
would really be accepted by the ald dragon-
riders snd moré nonservative holdare, whether
the gudbs could possidly multijdly to caver
Persn's vorthern coantinent io time to save it
from erratic fallsof Thread. . wbat pling F'lar’
had for the dragoo-ridarsg if Thread could

be wiped out, sud what would happen to the
unigue ohite dragon Impressed by Jexon

(the juveniie lord Holder of Ruatha).

But Dragonsong (the third novel in the saries)
doesn t tell us any of theas things, doesn't
wivance the grand sage of Pern one bit. .
Izgtead, it conceutrates on the microcosm, :
telling the Cinderslila tale of Menelly, a tall, -
gs~Lky fifteep~yoar-old girl who lives in -
tho Half Circle Sea Hold, a grim fishing

village which has little contact with the

reat of Pern. Mesclly 18 a matural musician



but is persecuted for this by ber family
pecause "giris can't be harpers” &nd because
it'a a waste of good fish-gutting time.

There's a lot of sob stufl when she accidentally
alices her hand, Will she/won't ehe ever be
able to play the pipes agaln? Unable to bear
the harshnegs of the hold any longer, she
rons away. And then the Iairy godmother

bit hegins. MHenolly finds a clutch of

fire lizard eggs which are hatching

and she Impresses nine of them., (Which memns
they'll follow her anywhere.) From then

or {despite s few .misunderstandiang) it'se
success ell the way, .

Thie is essentislly a juvenile nove, a falry
tala, 1t occurs coancurrently with Dragonguest,
and we are chown agsin the hatehings et :
Benden Weyr when Brekke (having lost her

queen dragon) fails to re-Impress, &nd whea
Jaxon Immp»eszes the white dragon. It is
psucccesful eaough as a juvenile, but diasppoint~
ipng by comparison with DrnEonflight and Dragon-
guest. They had depth, eubtle trickery,

& range of strong emotions and a vast, awe-~
inspiring grandeur; Dragounsomg is shallow,

gimple and small-scale, he sea hold is well
described, characterisation (especially of
Menolly) is convincing, and the fire lizards
are delightully twee, but this isn't enough.

&

THZ WORLD SET FREE by H. G. Wells; Corgi:
london; 1976; 182 pp; 60p; ISEX 0 $52 10228 X

Reviewed by Brian Stableford

Thig iz the novel, first published in 1914,
in wbich Wells deals with the ipvention and
uge of the atomic bomb. It belongs tO tbe

. curious sub-genre of apeculative fiction which
flourished in Britaln between 1870 and the eve
of the first world war - the fmminent war
novel.

Tais brand of scare story fed gliuttonously on
an undercurrent of anxle{y which heunated
Britain in this period. The roots of
the anxiety are easy enmcugh to trace in the

" soglal disruption which followed the Industrial
Revolutioa -~ a loss of confidence in tomorrow,
8 mind of proto-Future Shock. : o

Oddly enough, only two of the writers who
contritbuted to the geore seem to have hmd uny
real appreciation of the fact that technology
would 80 remake the art of war that there

was gepiuine reason for great concern about

the scale of the destruction wich might soon

be possible. One was Wella, the other George
Griffith (who wrote, in 1911, The Lord of Labour,
another novel fecturing the use of atomic
waapons). Perhaps even more odd was the

£act that neither Wells nor Griffith found in
this possibility of doom any cruse for despair ~
ratheyr the reverse, in fact., Griffith always
took & delight in recounting talss of tremend=
ous destruction, and Wells felt that the
‘destruction of man's present world was pec~
@gsary in order that a soclalist Ctopia

might emerge from themine. The Worid Set

Froo takes its title and its plot from

this belief. :

The way in which the New Order zrisea from

+he chaos of atomic war iun this novel geems,
today, so shallow and unconrviing as to be
iudicrous. Anm elite corps of ex-kings aad
ex-prenters band together to estabiiah a .
penafictent oligarchy. This is characteristice
of Wells the Fahian, who could only telieve
that socliallism would bave to be forcsd upoan
the masges by 2 cultural eliite. In commos
people and revolutions be had no faith at sll,

" feature of most recsnt volumes,

*hia ia an lnteveasting bBook, 1in that it

offere vaiuable insighte into Wells' think-
ing aad to the speculative literaiure char-
acteristic of its time. But it is & peried
piece. Corgi, iam presenting it es a standard
genre paperback, are guilty of a misrepresent-
ation which seems, slas, to be charecteristic
of their pressnt policies. ;

NEW WRITINGS IN SF 25 edited by Kenneth
Bulmer; Corgi; Loadon; 1978; S50p; 189 pp;
188 O 552 10085 4

HEW WRITINGS IN SF 28 edited by Kengpeth
Bulmer; Sldgwick & Jackson; London; 1976
£3.95; 189 pp; ISBN O 283 88317 S

Reviewed by Chris Morgan

The longest-ruuning arigingl antbology series
in af 1a zlive anrd well end living Sin deep~
est Kent., Under John Carnell’s editorship’
{volr 1-21) the most ocutatanding feature of
tha series was its conservetism. The '
atories were moatly by British authors (though
Canpdinns and Auatraliazns ware occasionally
allowed iz) and were traditionel science
fietion: aliens, space ships, time machioes

‘and dystopian futures, with almest no

fantasy or axperisentation and certaianly
never a Dangarous Vision. And has the pos~ .
ition changed under Xennath Bulwer? I

thisk it bas. True, traditionsl st 19 still
to be found in NWSP (but this is what the
bulk of &f readers ssem to demand, {8 it not?)
yet mixed in with 1t are originality of both
theme and presentatica, mors fantasy and

sven references to love-msking., Two examples
ave pertiasent here. First Brien Aldiss‘'s
trios of enigmes have become a regular

Second, the’
groportion ot nev suthors - mainly young -
a# risen, and tbese newcomers ars clearly
20t content to rip off the tired old ideas
of 1930s sf, but instead try to achieve a
syuthesis of 0ld style and new wave.

A good starting poiat for detsiled cooaider-
ation of these two voltmes 313 with pew

suthor Michael 8tzll, who has produced
marginally the best story io cach. His

very first published story, in NWSP 23, was

the most origimal of that collection. :

"Rico Brandy" in NESF 25 displays that -same
originality combined with excellent descriptions
end a careful, double-plotted presentation.

It is an alternnte wordl etory ageinst a
Cambodian background which iz eiilher well .
krown to the author or painstakingly researched,
"Manganon" In NWSF 28 is s¢ different in

theme and style that it might have been written
by a differesnt Hichasl Stall, but the quality
is etill present. In a way it, too, is an -
alternate worlds story. Travellers and ciphere
asek gates which lead to other worlds.

Their motives vary from escane to.a desire

for the i{mmortality which gate travel confers.
Thelr eagernese to seize 2 gate glves an

air of beroic fentasy,; but Mansrancn, the

whole systom of gates, ig revealsd as very

ouch 2 mental exercise, and the story bhecomes
heavily philosophicel towards the end. Yes,
¥ichael Stall 15 &8 talsented writer, still
tuprovieg. ’

Another powerful tale in NWSF 25 is “The

Grest Fuse"™ by Martin Ricketts. The unrav-
elling of alien reproductive cycles has -
becowe Buch a strodard theme of late that.

the success of a new version depends upon

the author's gcientific ingenuity in

Bettioy up the cycle and hie descriptive

powars in making both humens and zliena
believable. Despite a techinically unconvincing



underwater sequerceo, Martin Rickeilts pulls

it off, and this succezs is due largely to
the 1ntensely emoticnel elimax in which nine~
teep babies ars slavghtered. (IX this

gort of Dapgernus Visioen persists in NWSF
I'm sure it won't be loung befcre there ars
four~letter words in the foreword{)

Farns of taa Urorthodoex Eagineers will be

€z6d to see them back. Colin Kapp haa edged
into Lerry Niven territory to produce a fuany -~
though reather obvious - Black Hole story., The
other goodies in NFSF 25 ave an off-beat

gpeof by Keith Wells, & beautiful almost
Ballard-like contribution from Charles
Partington and a slight but pleasiag time
travel miod piece by Wolfgeng Joschke, The
remalning three stories ia po 2& are all
competently written by estahlished authors
{9yduey J. Bounds, Donald Maclolm asd John
fackham) but their themes mud styles ere

go much of the 19503 ard early €0 that I
could hardly get through them, I find it
intexesting that the blurb writer chose

thege thrse op which to coucentrate.

WWYSP 2B alse has its share 2% hacknoyad thomes,
but the authors concsrned bave generally
taken the trouble to disguise them by origion-
aiity of presentation., For exsmple, the

noet exciting story in the book ( "On the
Inside” by Robert P. Holdstock) is revealed,
{4 the harsh light of denoument, as having
gcwe very hcoary old plot elements. But the
vriting pulls tie reader along from page to
page &t B great pace. There 1s oo time to
stop and wonder 2as Apdree Quina gets wup,
kioszes bhis murmified wife, gocg off to

work, mekes 32 lunch-time visit to the park
and "Shock" becomes s differeat person.
&imilarly, Bryn Fortey sets up his fairly
gbvicus ending in the first tem lines of
“"Wordsmith” but the story is a cuccess because
af its racy approach to tha itkeme,

e Banks 0f The Nile'" by Ritchis Smith and
Thomes Psmspan shows ue Europs after the
fires of {presuranbly) nuclear war., It is

& rebuilt Europse, perhaps %o similay to the
original at the time of the Renaissance to
be tctally credible, but beautifully described
aad docked out with literzry and historical
aliuvgicas. It is zisd e Europe i{orm Ly

rew wars, and viewed mainly from aa air-
ship. This bas an air of quality adout 1t
and runs Michael Stell's “NManganon® close.

On the lightor side thers ave thres more of
Brian Aldiss's enizmoes, thia time in playliet
torm, zad stories by Lercy Eettle arnd Grahsme
lemenn, ¥“The Call Of The Wild" by Dutch
gothor Hanuel vap Loggext would have been
poualag ip ite degscriptions of pedestrian-
huating by Pariglan motorists if Dszath

Race 2000 had not come first, (The ldeam

la not new though, Ite earliss uas which

I can trace is in Pritz leibver's "I Uarks
The Pedwzlk" Irom Calaxy in 1853)

i':m glad to see the graduzl improvement in
Kew Writing's stapdards and also the locreas-
Tugz number of fans appearing in it. Long
ray the sarifes continue,

3
NEW SRITINGS IN SF 26 edited by Kenaetd

Bylmer; Corgi; London; 1%76; 60p; 191 pp;
18BN O 532 10232 €6

Reviewed by David Wingrove

The New Writings series swaya delicataly be~
twoen the excellent cnd the abysmal). Withiz

sach volume vou ars almost zuaranteed to

tind s assortment of gems ard duds flavoured
by the parenaial peviforaazace ot an "eld hand",
This collection is 1little diiferent Irom

that standard barriing the fact that the

"old hand” {in this czze Mr Aldiss) performa
mors thaa adequately, 1 fimd this bilead
rather disconcerting at times - at others
refreghiag. It is nice to he remeinded that
sf 33 all things to all pzacuple.

Jobr Eeith opens the batting with a tole in
the macper of Corxrdwaiter Smith, "4 Planet
Called Cervantes'”. "On Rawn died tha
Thirty Thousand"™ he repeeis tirelessly
{ond tivesomely) and impreasss us with
freld tyalning, the Iinterregnum, Keridish
pattle squadrons and the Rengol Marines,
Frenkly, by the end ol al)l the jargon

1 didn't care & damn. Cordwalner 3wmith
presented hig fare with a hint of eaigma,
a touch of myth and an undarcurrent ol
factua) scepsiciem, Mr Heith presents 1t
azdiluted aud tores us silly.

Chris Priest*s *"Men Of Good Value" 1a an
impreascively honest tract despite Mr
Byipar's editorial disclaimer., Charscters
too ofteq betray A& natural "assumed” gourige
thet yeal 1ife would »oh tham of when
circumstences prevailed, Chris Priest
presonts his alter-cgo here for our iaspect-
ion snd it e=capes unacathed if perjured.

As a warning to us about the partlality

of the media it is perhaps 8 half-heartsd
blow; &8 if only to romiad ue of that

which we already kuow.

"Three Coins Ia Caigoatic Fountains" - apother
tares onigmas from Mr Aldiss., This is one
of two oxcellently written stovies in thise
«ollaction (the other is the last) and
eiands cut a8 such, The language drips like
moltea honey &s we romp through shards of
the delighiiully diseased mind of BWA,
‘“Carefully observed women'” reels through
viatas of fominine dominence and trite
truisms to wihere "The daffodil returns the -
emile” and Hoclpb travele up from the Rind
to do battle with the Rimarsun. A4nd somebow
it i3 psaceful to find oursslves in "The
year of the quiet computeyr” whereo transience
will be banisbed and the daffodil returns
the sulle.

Reed I esy more?

“Tha Phobos Transcripta®” by Cherry Wilder

is singularly wimpresalve. A-lx-Kslzberg
tha aythor provides us with the report

of the incident on Phohos, ®as an alien
intelligences invelved? Well, you, ne and
the-man~who~works-at-the-bottom~of-the-garden
kaow, &t lewst,..

“The Man Who" by Dsavid S, Garnstt - 2 famtliar
nizhtmere to thoge with regular, routine

Jobs. Garnett handles the theme with .
respect and produces & fimely crafted &2
upspectaculayr yesult.

"You Gat Lote Of Yesterday, Llots Of Tomorrow,
Aud Only One Today" by Laurence Jawmea avolds
once agein & guestion that hua always pagged
at we with these “orowded world" storles.

S0 people live in tiny boxes, fed through
tubes three times a day. Fine. But who
looks stter tham? How do they preduce food?
How do they rveproduce? Are tha workers in
tihe sysiem rlso the cause of the population
explosgion? 1f so, (a} when do they have

the time? and (D) wouldn‘t they have the
@ease 10 leave off 1f it caused them 30

much work? That aside, Mr Jomes writes a



fine story about trat "specislil' dey everrvonsg
ig allocated once in their lives.

But oxce 2gain: why shcoculd they bother?

‘"Murders" by Ramsey Camphbell ~ hologzrephic
eciids snd & poweriul telepatih become &
threat to soclety's fragils sairucture,

But tbhe power of mass reection car bs a two-
odged weapon., This tory i9 compstent

enough to maintain intereat throughout, but
ot as powerful ss Barrington Bayley's

"An Overioad" (NWQ €) which explores the same
theme of mass manipulaticn by media personal-
ities. A predictadble outcome.

"?o The Pump Room Witk Jane' by isa Watcon -
¥r ¥atson confuses our senses. A fiue essay
on delusion and madness, The Iuture pruves
£ gelirium of the past; but 1 spcil the
tele, ...

""The Sesirrer'” by Ritechie Smith and Thomas
penmaa - I lost count of the literary/muzical
raferences that about in thia moving tale,

It certainly captures the zeitgelst, gazing
back 89 1t does with nostalgia for thie
Ygimple'! age of ours., Densely writtea;

thig pair lead us gently into the hizstory

of a pew world and the lost love of Karangetti,
the esafarsr. The romaatic poets and out
contemporary balladeers provide staunch support
to the intellectual entabglemsnts of a

budding relationsuip. A care for language,
conatruction and emovtive subtlety is much in
evidence, I shall watch these two with
considerable intersat,

Something for everyone? Certainly thers wes
sgough to keep my interest, and ~ in thres
cases - stimulate my thoughtz. MNew ¥ritings
could be 80 mueh hetter with Bo little

extra effort, I don't knew Mr Bulmer’s
problems, econosic or other-wiss, aad

8o would refrein from further comsent,

but tow of these stories mers pure pedding,
O well, I keep reading the buggers so they
can't be that brdl

Tet ROOR OF PHILIP JOSE FARMER ; The ElmZisld
Preas,; Lesds; 1878; £4.95; 239 pp; ISBX O
7057 0087 4

Beviewed by Cbris Xorgan

phil Farwmer bas nede » asmd for himsalf sot

by writing well but By the obséssiopnsl pursuit
i3 his works Of three controversial thcemes:
fantagy 3ex, resurrection mnd the factual

bages of fictional bernes. Potentislly a

very good writer (I regard the excallant
povelette ''Sketches Ameng the Auins O My

¥ind" a® hils firest achievement; at least

two of his novels, The Lovers and lnside-Outside

are good by any atandards), he has 100 often
paerificed guality for sansationzlism., Also,
much ¢f his outrut over the last ten or
twlave ysars has been marred by lack of re-
writing. Some of his novels are eppallingly
bad. '

Teis latrst volume (& nice hardcover repriant
of the 1973 DAV hooks editiovn) iz she
puthor's personal selection snd contains
examples ¢f many o! tae disparate sfrands

of hiz work, Farmer bas written 2 foreword
2ad 3 brief introduction to each ¢f the
contents. Nowhere dces he attempt to dis-
guise or meke light of hie cbsessions; vor
doms ke disown sny of his hackwork. Tho
Tesult 1s a book which does justice to the
strengiths and weakensgsses of Fhilip Jose Pormer

while sizaltasecusly bailag varied and enter-
taiatng.

Undeniably, Farmer's bect woryg 1ia of novel-
ette leprgih, Two of hia becst, "Hy Sister'm
Brother' zad "The Alley Man', are repristed
here, together with s short extract from
kis noteriouvs Hugo wiarer, “3iders of the
Purple Hage". "Xy Sister’s Brother”

(1ike The Lovers) is an sarly story of
alien sex. In this instence there is no
sexual contact between the human male,
Cardigan Lane, sad the attractive female
hvwanold he discovers ca Mars, though there
are Jetsiled anatomical descriptions. But
tha potnt o the sicry ¢oncerns conditloned
attitudes towairds sex ratuer thau ections:
it is smmuch allegary Bs straight af,
{Curiously, this humancid, who carries g
snmell Bnake in her throet as part of her
-e3xual apparatus, recurs oualy slightly
altezed in Forrer's two porn fantasias,

Toe Imaze Of The Beast and Blown. I wonder
f7 Tinda Lovelate ever read Phill Farmer gur-
ing her formative yesrs,)

Gld ¥an Paley, “"The Alley Hza", is a2 scrap
merchant 8nd possidly the last surviving
Heanderthal. He is, for we, one of Farmer's
most unforgittable chaygctarg, atarrizng inp

z atory full oi pride &nd =pdpass which
shauld bave won a Hugo.

Obvicuely the Riverworid novele are Fermerts
best-kaown exporation of the resurrection
thome, though Inalde-Outside (reprinted last
year in the Avon Redlscovery eeries) is

s fay superior trestm=at, The theme is ra-
presented hare by "Toward The Beloved City",

a relavively poor sevelette which ie aeverthse-
less very ityplcal of FParmer's non-hgroic

flotion, io having one wesk male snd two
strong female characters, plus a bit of
divine intervention by an angel. (Just ia
case vuidon't know, Fermer's angels are
kavally alien superbeizngs in more-or-less
Luman shapa.)

Then theyra are six of what Phil Farmer

ras christeuned polytropical paramyths,

Theac are Marxisis tales but, as the author
szys in his foreword, 'the term refers to
Groucho, Chico apnd Harpo, not Karl'. They
are very short zapy fantazies with ocessional
bursts of satire, the best beirng “Ths Sumerian
ontb", in which it 18 supmesied (with tongue
io cheek and scaipel in taroat) that all
doctors besides swersing the Hippocratice

Gath swear tha Sumerian ozth never fto reveal
that disease 1z manufactuxed by doctors

Just to keeyp themselves in business.

Tee last cection of The Book Of Philip Jose
Farmer contains a "factuil" reetiug bDetwesn
Y¥armer sod Tarzsn, & bisgraphieal sketch

of Kilgore Trout and gn article sabout
Tarmer by US bLosk critic Leslie A. Filedler.
The Tarznp interview is a stiff upper

1ip encounter, concentrating miéinly on small
discrepancies betwoen Burroughs books and
real life, while miesing out on most of the
opportunities Jor wry humour. But theze is
ecme hurour theras: (page Z13):

"Parmar: - Suflice it to say that § have shown
you ar¢ closely related to the men

who vees livivg prototypes of boc Savege,
Nero ¥olfe, Rulldog Drummosd, Sherlock
Holmaa, Lord ratar Wimsey, Leopuld Bloom,
apd Richard ¥Wedtworth (2lso known as G-8,
Tne Spider and The Shadow), end & number of
other notable charazters in nineteenth~

snd twentieth-century Iigction.



Tarzas: Indeed,

Ferwer: I heve zlso fourd the erplaantioo
for thin remarbable, almoet supet~
human powers exnhibiied by yoursslt and

many mewmbers cf yoaur family. As you know,
2 monument marks the spoet today where

g seteorite hit Wold Newtom, Yorkshire,

in 1785, It jJust so hkappens that three
ccaches ware passing by shen tha metenrite
atruck, aal in them were the third Duke o7
Greystoke and his wite, The rich gentlewman
Fitzwilliam Darcy =f Pemberley House and
Lis wife Elizabetb Bennet - the heroine

of Pride and Prejudice - Shevlock Holipes'
great.-granapare;te, and a awndsr of

otkers., All the ladies weve pregrast.
Everybody was gxposed to the radiation

from the metesorite. Ionizatiobn ac¢companiex
tha {21l of these, you koaw, And ths
radigtion must bave caused favorable
myiatione in thz party.”

To those unlamiliar with the Kilgore

Trout controversy let ma just wmenticon

that he is a character (u Xlctional sf

gstheoyr) in three of Kurt Voonegut's books

ghom varivus st authors have (with or

without Vornegut's permission) made ‘ise |

of. Phil Farmer hag even writien a {ilgore

proul novel, Venus on the Half~ghell.

Hig Biographical article on Trout is'a

walrd combination of fact and Ifictieca.

Tes article by Fledler about Farmer is

gu honeet appraisal zot without brick-
ats.

Toig was meaat to be a reprssentative
collection of Farmer's best work in
di2ferent areas, owitting the most
Zrsquently snthslogised matsrisl.

i

sach it succeeds well, though it

ig iceviteble that fzw readers will
enjoy the whole spectrum of writings
iccludsd. Bibliographical purists will
b2 upsa2t that several of the pieces'
first appearances were not cradited, .aud
! expect most people will 1oin m= in
wishipng thet Farmer's introductory
reomerks heod bean loager, but this ig a
goeod vaure - and interesiicg tastimony-
to cosession.

Jmnsbh XKirby kas dong a very nice wroap-
sround Jacket tilustration of an earily
scene froim "My Sister's Broihea'.

%

THE BE3T OF MURRAY LEINSTER edited by
Brian Pavis; Corgi; Loadon; 1373; 173 pg;
§0p; ISBW 0 55% 10332 ¢

Raviewed Ly Erisn Sishlaford

sdvertising in the UK is subject to various
1egal constraints regarding hosesty, but
obo of the diffienlties that the artbitrstors
Yace 1s the fact that through logg snrd
corrupt misuse certaip words nave becomse

80 devalued as to have lostr all meaning.
Tma of these worde is ’hest". There bhag
been a recent epate of "Best of,..' anihol-
ogies whick have wmade the tarm ridiculous,
Tas presert offering i3 even more pre-
teotious, in that it also claims to be

s memorizl anthology". This neans

that Murray Leinster died while the collect-
icn was being compiled 2nd some bright
apark at Corgi thought that his death might
¢cifexr epportunitices for even mare cynicel
oxplolitation of the casunl sf rezder.

Hurray Leinuter’'s caresr in 2f spaanod

goariy nalf a cuntury ~ he began writliag
efore Awmazing Sftorles was born snd was.
st11l nyound 20 help resuscitate it g -

the nid-gixtiez. HBe wrole & laTge numbés
of duli pothollers Jut he aild have ability
rad imeginatlon, whelk he ecccasicnelly used
to grod effact. e wrote for a wide ragge
of markets inside apd outside the sf estab-
tigbaeent. How ig this curesr represented
in thie "memorisl enticliory"? Ve have tan
sbort steries ell of which Initially agppeered
peteen 1645 and 1488, The btook dues nat
contkin "The Mad Plenn%", "Sidewice in Time",
wrirgt Contact” or “Exploration Team' -

yet thess are the four steries with which
his nsme 315 primarlly sasccisted. It does
pot contain zay of the "kad Ship" =tories.

It does vot contaia any representative

of his early work in or out of the genre
magazines, rot any repressatative of his
work during the lagt decade that he was
active. It does mot contain M3 Legic Named
Joe ox "The Streage Case of John Kingman'
or “"The iczely Pleuet™ or "The Oldest Story
in the Werld" or "The Awateur Aichemist" -
it ras, in fact, jus® two stortes which
nutmber pmong Leinster's best or mest gop-
wlar: “The Ethical Fguations" and "[e Pro-
fundig", The book has an lotroduction, but
it is only one page long and makes but a

fow faciie 'commests, There iz esthing heve
to put Lelnster's wovk lpto ary kiad oz
perapective.

In my opiunlon the packagzieg of thia cdllect-
jgn 1¢ dishopnest. ToO pretecd tbut this book
ie a testament ie Murray Leineter seews
rarxilously close to an iasvlt.

¥OREN ON THE EOGE OF TIME by Marge Fiercy;
Bandom House; New York; 3€8 pp: $10.00
WOMSN OF WONDER edited by Pamela Sargent;
Rgadom Houss/Viantage Books; Wew York; 235 pp
+ lvil pp; $1.9%

MORE WOAMEN OF NONDER edited by Pamela Sargent;
Randcm Heouse /Vintage Books; New York; 310
+ 1141 pp; 21,95

CRSINIAY TALES by Yrsuls Le Guin; Earper
and Row; New York; io76; 180 pp; $7.25

Revlewed by douglas barbour

Whet 13 perheps moat Intevezsting about af

toduy la the fact thaec the bouadsries are

belzg blurred fram evary direction, as tna
two single~-zuthor books undar rewview will

revaeal. But first, I want to discuss two

fine usw anthologies, .

Pugela Sargent nas ropidly gepinesd a reput-
aticn 88 v formideble editor of and comment-
ator ¢ gf. Vowen of ¥Waindar acd More Womer
of Wonder are not cniy superior callectiocus
of science fiction, cthey are introductory
exporations of the whce epeculative incer-
face between "Ecience Fiction und Women's
Studles"”, as the back-cover rubrie on Fomen
of ¥onder incicates.

poth arthologles are historically orvanised
te preseat an ascturate view of weman's
place in sf over ths yoears. The steries
sre all by women, and they are all asbout
vomen to a gretfer or lessar extent, ‘(he
compuarisons and contrasts that emerge from
the jextaposition of storias from ¢he forties
and fities with those from the sixtics

and seventles &re provortative and salutavy.
Toough s 1s still a male-dominated fielid,
goma resl advances heve been mude; todayg
writers are beginning to envision futurves
where advanpces im every field of techaology
will have their effect upon the sovecial,

peychological end sexuel lives ¢f womss 2nd



man.cappleteij-ﬁiterins relationahipe loung:
baid to be "normal".

Offtering stipulating and tresh explorations
of possibls futures in their best atories, '
WO¥ and MWOW provide, firat and foremost,

top notch enterteinment throughout. Ma . . .
Sargent knowa good &f when she aces it, no .
watter what .-its period, and har aelectiuu in
theee two books is anearly faultiess. Judith
Merril, Kate Wilhelm, Leigh Brackett, Ursula
Le Guin, Joanna Russ, Joan D. Vinge snd )
Yonda Holntyre ere only the very bogt of a
fine group of contributors. These books are
aot only interesting for their feminist

@lant, they are also among the vary best
introductiona to 8f available.

Ursula Le Guin' s now collection Orainian
Tales, repreaests her firet work outs

t in periods from 1150 to the near~
pxaaent and in the imaginary-rssl countries

of more »ynlistie fiction, thesd stories ravesl.

pew facets of Ms Le Guin’a protean a2nd humane

talent, ber fine craft and her calm ncceptins

love o! life. .

¥3 Lo Guin bas & remarkabie talent for
croating characters in whose emotional
life the reader shares. - Many of these
atories are set in Easter Europe duriug )
various periods of this century of change.
The men and wonmenr who lead their ordinary
l1tves there suffer forms of meterial depriv-
stion most of Me Le Guin's resdera will
pever have kaown. 7This only means that, .
1ike the people of her bleak Utopias planat
in The Digpossessed, they livse their lives
a bIt closer to tEe skin; there's leas
fancy clothing biding the "poor bare, forked
animal” that is every person. Deliberately
lacking in:adventurs Or romanca, and &ften -

ending in material defeat for the protagonists ,~-*f
o 'tty o thia novel, the stark realism of the

these stories are wondéerfully, profoundly:
noving celebrations of human courage and

love of Life. Orsinian Tales is a yea-

saying book.

Ag, 1n itas different way. 1a lsrgo Piercy
Womgn of the Edge of Time., Ms Plercy is ,
Enown, bot as mn 8f butbor, but ad s feminist
poet snd novelist whose last book, Small .
Changes, was praised by Adrignae Ri b and

8 Chester.. TYet an earljer novel,
Dance The Eagle To Slecp, was a prosaction
into 8 revolutionary future from th? youthful
sense of possibility in the sixties. acd.
Yoman On The Edge Of Time is sf 12 it' _
suything: & fable of the future for.our own
time, and n story o! extraordinary power and
rAnge.

Boginning in: the coatemporary slums of New
York, it swiangs mostly .between various mental
huspita!s in the area and at least two
possible futures, one a beautifully humana
Utopia, the other a mechanistic Dystopia,
both obviously potential prodicts of our
present culture. Consuelo {Coauie) .Ramos, -
the woman on the edge of time, 1s trapped ian-

2 mental hospital .m0 specifically rendered

it scared the hell out of me,
makes mental contact with Luclente of the . . .,
playful, androgynous society of usttapoisette.
over £ century in the fuiure. -Treated na o .
stck animal by the prople of her own tilse,
Connie keeps goinp to Mattapoisette, whano

the inhabitants teach har their. way of life,

a Jife William Norris would have.loved for .
its playful smense of work and learning and .
its life-cnhancing use of technology. '

Hattnpoisaéte is 2 tully t@iliae&'utopini-a
world of civility and ceremony, where . -

- 18 ~

’ n natyral part of life.

She. somehow . . .

children have thres mothers of both sexzes.end

‘make a atriagent asd dangerous rite-of-pessage
.30 free themselves of familial poaspazsivencas;

& world in which communities are lrrge family
_groups, in which sexist distinctions hays
‘been eradicated (eme of Piercy's best fouches

_is the nll-encompassing pronoun’per', which
. I waa usisg by the tims 1'q finished-tha

rovel) in which creativity for and of &ll ig
.a reality, snd in which death ig accepted as
- Against this dream -
‘a pightmare: a world of scientists, people

" mostly cyborg and cantrollad by techunology,
the worst Amaginings of €.3, Lewis's -

The Atolition of Man. .And, as luciente. tells
-Tonnie, "Yours is & crux-time, -Alterhative
universss co-exiat.  Probhabilities clash and -
poasibilities wink onut Zorever.”

' Indeed. Chosen to be a guinea-pig for a new-

" mothod of "therapy”, & neurc-electric experiment,
in which computer-run electrodes japlanted in

the patient's breip will keop bim or har
"peaceful”, Connie 18 onuly too aware that
the war hat-een the two futures is alreaiy being
. gought. It ia this terrifying story of the :

" present which keaps ¥Yomen On The Edge Of Time

© from baecoming & boring Relph Bellsmy tour
.. of a perfect future world,

" being, now, whose life-as a free hwnan bafing

-Connle is a humang

18 in peril; she fully enpgages the resader's
sympathien. In the dootors' eyes, she im E
meutally 113 and senti-social, and soclety
appears to agree with the do:ictors, 1t heyr
family is any measure of &s opinion. Yet

. she Tinally vesliges that 8ho 18 at "war",
" with a fora of thought snd life which will

prevent Hattapoisette from becoming, and this
r:altaation brinss har to a wiglent moxal
cholse,

.

it is ismpomeible to do justica to the compleéx-

hospital sconea juntaposed to the .glorious
creation of the world of Mattapoisette, the
rizh characterismstions not only of Counie, but
of others in her ward ‘aid her wany friends in

- the future.. Womap On The Edze Of Time is &
book full of pn o and iove, human ccurage and
- sulfering, and, Xinally, hope.

It 18 & Gook
to be read and cherished for its provocative
speculations, but also for its refusal %o

. despair gbout the future of manking.

3

EARTH ABIDES by George B. Stswart; Gollaez:

london; 1977; 33,.83; 334 pp: ISEN O 575 02273 8
Reviewed by Cy Chauvin.

. .In Billlon Year §gr§e, Brias :.ldiss =zaid that ~
" the bhgat novel in the disaster novel subgenre -
‘which British writers of 31 seemed to dominate

- i3, surprisingly, writtea by an American.
He wes referring to George R, Stewart's
- Farth Abidea (1049). Not only did the novel
" win the laternationnl Fantasgy Award for that
. year, but it comes wlth a raoommondation trom
Carl Sandburg., . - .

- The novel chroniclea the 122 of Iaherwnod
(lsh) Williams, who is-° ‘bit by & rattlesonake
while alona in thu wilderuess Just prior to
the outbreak of the ‘plague.  Through some

- accidental fomuisation process, Ish does not

' dle. But he (and other survivors) still have
the sexious psychological problem of adjusting

. to & radically different world. Some do not
" survive: they.dringk themselves to obliviow;

withdraw, or pretend as best they can that
1ife 1 aas it was tefore,
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Izh 18 a "loner" Lefora thne plague, &ad when
1t first strikes he thinks of himsell as zn
obvserver, rather than a participamt, in the
world to coma. Methodically, he makes a
1iat of his quaiifications for survival:

1) Have will to survive. ¥apt to see

whet w11l happen in e world without man, and
now. Geographer.

2} Alwaye was solitary.

3) Have appendix out,

4) ¥oderstely practical, though not dechanical,
Caupas, ;

5) Pid not sufier devasteting experience of
living through it all, seeing family, othervr
people, die. Thus egcaped the worst of

fie shock.” {Ish wazs in the wilderness
duripg this period.)}

In the ¢irssic expbrer tradition, Ish decides
t0 teke 2 cross country trin, to gee how the
plague hes affected dirfferent areas. While
preparing for the trip, a beagle (in the
clrasic sivuztion) adopis Ish as his muster,
¥ithout being overly cute or seotimentsl,
Stewart uses the dog as a device to reaveal
Juhk's character. It ig in the dog taat Ish
maksn his first emotional sttachment.swoce
the diga2ster. He bas oot realised how lonely
da has tezep, and lives in fear (nat 211 of it
rationel). He is extremely cattious. Whep
the dog runs off tc chase some reabblits in
e desert, he becomes very depressed (he ig
afrald the dog will get iost and not return),
¥hea the dog returrs after nll, Xsh makes

an important realisztica: **’What sw I afraild
of7' he thovght. ’'Nothiug more than my owd
dexth can hzppez. That has come {0 must
people already. . Why should X be afraid of
thet?',., .He felt infinite relief, '"

Isbh's Journey is an odyssey ecross & changed
world, a2 world where man's iafluence is
gradnally waning, as certain bits of
crucislly placed omnisclent anarration kelp
srghasige. Dogs die peaned in kennels;
pavenent crscks =nd trees fall and cover
roads; the wheat and the weeds grow tocgether.
Thess sections coantrast with the personal
aarrative focused on Isb ~ they give a picture
of the earth's evelutioa from narure's view~
poict, ratber than man's.

ish finds aurvivors gloang the way, baut noae
he would wish tc stay with. The people were
¢ften emotionally dend; the culture shock

was too great. ¥When Ish returns to the west
eoast, he meets Em, and he realises how much
be has missed “real” humzan companions., They
dacide to live together, and graduslly a
small group ¢i survivors grows up atound them.
Thray refer to themselves a3 "The Tribe', and
g close-knit family/society evolves, with Ish
aa the leeder. iash says of himgelf: "1
always striggle. 1 cap never bs wmerely
happy.*

Re aces the fall of his civilisaticn snd
¢ultura — not only the exteriors (butldings,
tochoology )} but in the children‘'e lack of
musical end reading ability. Ish puts all
kis hopes in one small boy, Joey, and when &
virus epreads amorg the Trike and kills the
20y, Ish is crusherd. "Perbaps the brilliant
are not suilted to zruvive," . SRYS one
character to Ish, but he goea on ta

describe gsome members of the Tribe as "seolid®
put with “ono imagination'” (which is why they
d1d not go crazy with shock). Ish comes to
realise too that one boy apd man ¢can00rU
change the world - "How much dld man atrike
outward to aifect hils surrounding, and

aow much did surroundings pee3s in upon him?"

It 1& 1ike & Robir.onade im aguch of its
wppeal - 2 =small bann of peuvpls fighting
against natire, tryipng to salvage the

ecraps 0f civilisatloun, ¥vt there is no
ouiside world they cay escspe 10; and
techhvloglical civiltisatica cpanot survive.

A pact of Ish {‘the last American') dies whes
he remiises thiz,

Thore ips some religlous backzrouud to the
aovei. A hammer 1sh discovery when he is
£irst bittne by the rattliesnske betomes a
eymbol of his muthority, and s lirg with the
past. Some of the childrer come to believe
it kap magical yowers, z2ad Izn carries it
averywheres with him. (Towarxrds the end of
hie life, Ish is tending to b2 regerdsd as
a god, or B prophet, and young mexn coume to
him for advice on lrmportent matters. )

There i3 ¢#lso s amora cooveatjonal
religious/tate orientaticn to the novel.
Imnediately after the ipfection swipes
through the Tribe, zad Joey dies, Ish
teicks that the group may have cormitted
gonme unknrowa sin, and confesses his
weakenss to L., She replizs:

"If thers is 2 God #io mude is and we did
wi-ong before his eyes...at leuwst we did
wrong oRly becsuse we were as God made us,
acd I do not think he sheuld sst treps...
Let us aat bripg all that back into the
world agsinm - tbe engry God, the medn God -
the ope who does not tell us the ruels aof
the game, and then stirikes opack when wa
break them,"

Towards the very end ol the novel, Ish begins
to wonder how the plague bas aifecied his
iife, snd he thlpks tbat at this point in

bls life it hardly matters: he would be an
old man now, even i@ civilisation had cont-
tnued. ‘“Fhat did it matter? ¥What had he
accouplished? Row c2rtainly it made no
difference.” At many points in the novel,
Ish puts off doing things (ox doex not do
ihem at all) becavse he Igels his actions
alone will have no effect - nature will
undo 21l he triea toaccomplish. Yet, Earth
Abides 19 not & study of the futility of
mah'9 actions; it 43 more a ‘story sbout
buman eourage, is which the characters learn
reasons for surviving depsite the disasters,
Of Em, B friend srys: "¥e need Em, for she
g2ave ug c¢ourage, ard without courage there
is oaly e slow dyiag, not life.” Oa wy
socond readieg of the novel, 1 found this
last section too depreseing, and strangely
relevant to my own personel Czelings. I
suppose I falt the pair of empathy and
tragedy.

"Han come snd men go, but earth abldes™,
(Ecclegiastes 1, 4), The sam2 wmight be saiq
of most science ficticon novel:z, but not of
Gaorge R. Stewart'e Earth Abides.

k-]

A Surfeit of Emunires

THE YIMFERIAL STARS by B. E. Daoc Bmith and
Stephen Goldia; Punther; St Albams; i976:

i35 pp; S0p; ISDH 04334 9

FLAMDRY OF TERRA by Poul Anderscn; Coronet;
London; 1976; 220 pp; 70p; 158N 0 340 26753 1
WE CLAIN THESE STARS by Poul Anderdgen;
Dabson; Loudoer; 1976; 125 pp; €3.35; ISBN

0 234 77948 2

Reviewed by EBrian Stableford
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Heck writer2, unlike old soldiers, die but
sometimesn show a remarkable reiuctaace to

fade away, Doc Smith bas joined that gelect
group of wordmills whose sails will be kept
turaing despite the demise 4f the original
machinory. His brand of apace opera can now

be standardissd snd suppliiled by mass-production,
For want of a2 bettexr comment: Oh dear. -

The Imperial Stars has been elabarated by Stephen
Toidin sram 8 fragment which appeared ag a o
povelette in IF somé ten yeavs ago. “Goldin'a
additions are like a toupas -~ you ¢an't gée

the Join but there's uo getting over the fact’
that the intrinsic plot -ia very thin on top.

. It is » 8py &tory and u,xuritanian'romance.

the fact that its Ruritania is another

world and its Rasendil a pair of mealy-

pouthed trapeze artists ie hardly saough to.
warrant any claim of or131n311ty.

n the symposium The Science Fiction N vel
published by Advent many yeers &go,. oyrii
Kornbluth prointed out that Smith's work
congiste of fantasies structurally similar

o those employed by amall children ebgaged

- in exciting games of make-believe, and
that their universe ia a metaphorical trana-
lation of the world-view of the child. o
The Imperial Stars is no exception, gave that
Its poverty of giias marks it off ‘as the
product of a jaded and ireffectusl imagination
compared to the Lenaman seris (which had all
the verve and vigour of a genuine ohild's
toagination.) Tho empire and the emperor’
here are pateransl not in the politieal
gense but in a atraightforward metaphorical -
sense. To say that this is a childish novel .
is not to. iasult it but to describe it litarally.

Poul Anderson's Fiaadry stories, three of which

("The Game of Glory", "A Message in Secret"
and "4 Plague of Masters") crop up in Flendr
of Terra and one of which similarly stands

y alone ie We Claim These Stars, also .
feature the adventures of an ertal -
interstellar spy. They serve to point out
gome of the shortcomiags of The Imperisl
Stara but - by an interesting irony < also
Teveal their own shortcomings by virtue of
the comparison.

poul Anderson does not turn out standardised
crud by tke yard. Eath of these four storiea
contains an idea, & more~or-less carefully
designed kypothetical problem and a unique
background. Theseé factors sllow the storiea
10 bacome entities in their own right, aot
mere section cut from an endless roll of
patterned cloth. They are not vary good’
atories -~ the problem in "A Message in
Becret"” ia very silly and ths background in
"The Game Of Glory". faills to copvince ~ but
they ere individual stories. Thelr ceatral
characier, in addition, has some semblance
of personnlity -~ be does zot simply go through
the motions prescribed by the plot but bas
gttituder to what he is doing, motives

and (occasionnlly) feelings, All this

mskes Flandry more interesting, and his
adventures more resdabla, than the

femily dAlembert, who exhibtt a - -
literally -« child-1ike acceptance of the. .-
parameters surrounding their ae:ions and
existence.

Curiously, however, it becomes eaay.- onte.
wa have recognized The Imperial Stars ag

a childish fantasy ~ to sco the Flandry
gtories for what they really are, and to
jdentify the factors tnvolved im the

cheracterisation of their hero. The
Fiaadry eeries is unmistakably an adolagcant

fantasgy., Here tha Dmpire is atill Daddy,

wut iastead -of the snug childhood ecceptancs
of pateraal rule we have a {lamboyant and
contemptyuous adelescent resentment of it -
1t is geen ag decadent and senils, while the
youthful protagonisi represents himssl?
narcieisticnlly ag & cavaliexr end 1ndepeudent
spirit,

The Imperial Stars 1s recommended to those
with & mentsa] age of 8, the Fliandry serjes . .
to thosze existentially becalmed at 15, Parsimou-~
lous readers may care to note that if ; .
Coronet contiune with the geries We Claim

These Stars {(the beat of the bwch) anou

ippesr in a subsequent collection under
Anderson’s preferred title "Hunters of the

Sky Cave", along with a couple of other
rovelettes. This will bc better value by

far than a thin paperback photocopied from

baif of sn ocld Ace Double.

ntblTha Forse's Bead
i

Teeth ' glittering like myriad stara

Ou dark - galactic nighta

The helusmasn pauses, smiles, hand poisged
Console blink their code in lights

The captain gazem &t the equine head
Captured by tha ahip's unseeing eyes

Ink black maes, coalescent gas

Chance configurstion of familier disguiae
The captain turus, nods his head

The helmaman activates the ship'c alert
Crewmer gourry, engines whine

They go, they go, they will ba the firet

—— Chgiq Bvang
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12 811 goes well, this first issus of VRS

"should be malled out with Vector 79, on

Fabruary 14th or theraszbouts. t ia
something of an experiment, toe reactions -
of you, the readersbip, would be much
appreciated.

As you will gather. the purpose of VRS is

to keep up the rate of reviawing provided

for Vector readers, without clogging up

the journel completely with book reviewa,

to the exclusion of other material. We shall
cont inue to put.the best of the reviews,

of the most important books, in Vector itsel?,
but the rest will end up in VRS. This

is no . coment on the relative merits of

those reviews/reviewers who appear ia the

two publicationa, merély a way of getting

all the material into print. There are

fer more books being published in the UE
today that are worthy of at least some -
length of review than can be fitted into

© the pagez of Wectgy iteelfs Thus VES.

e Chris Fowler
14/2/1977



