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Thyme #46%, the newszine that is too valuable to put a price on, comes FREE

{this issue only, limited trial offer!) and is available to all regular Australian
subscribers as a bonus extra issue of the typa that we do when we're feeling good.
¢and why not? Thyme #46% is edited by Peter Burns and Roger Weddall, and Thyme is
published three times a month every third July, and otherwise monthly, and is
available for news, reviews, artwork, letters or MONEY at the following rates:
AUSTRALIA: Twelve issues f@r ten dollarg; NEW ZEALAND/NORTH AMERICA: Ten issues
for ten dollars; EUROPE: ten issues for £5.00/DM2C/a letter of interest.
Advertising: Full Page: $50; Half Page: $25.

ALL OVERSEAS COPIES ARE SENT VIA ATRMAIL

Agents: Eufope: Joseph Nicholas, 22 Denbigh Street, Pimlico, London SWIV ZER, UK,
New Zealand: Nigel Rowe, 24 Beulah Avenue, Rothesay Bay, Auckland 10, N.Z,
North America: Jerry Kaufman, 4326 Winslow Place North, Seattle, WA 98103, U.S.A.

Don't forget, a big silver X next to &our name on the front prcobably means
won't be seeing any more of these for a while unless you... DO SOMETHING!
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The 1984 Huge Awards - The Shorter Fiction

In the last' issue - Thyme #46 ~ The "Literary Supplement" -~ the novels nominztad
for this year's Hugo Award were discussed, in order to familiarize those u
to obtain copies of the books with what was on the ballot. Several other ¢
of award were also discussed. Here then, to round up the discussion of thi:
awards - especially pertinent because of this year’s large number of Australasian
voters - is a series of comparative reviews of the shorter works of fiction in line
for the Honours:- Best Nowvella (40,000 - 17,500 words); Best Novelette (17,500 -
7,500 words); and Best Short Story (<7,500 words).
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If you haven't voted yet but wish to do so, you'd better be quick about it - votes
have to be received by the 31lst of July at Box 427, Abbotsford 3067, Vic. Next
Wednesday. Use your vote. But now on with the reviews....

The Novellas

reviewed by Dennis Callegari.

It has been said that the novella is the ideal length for an s
Well, that's hardly «a case of revealed truth: the same has been claimed
novel and the short story as well. And let's face it: the combination of :
idea plus good writing results in a good story, no matter what the l@qg»A-

But a couple of this year's Hugo nominations lend support to the
champions of the novella.

i Enough of the preamble. Here is the list of Hugo-nominated novellas
for 1984, in their order of merit - in my opinion, anyway....

1) Press Enter B John Varley
2) sSummer Solstice Charles Harness
3) Cyclops David Brin
4} valentina Joseph H.Delaney/Mare Stiegler
5) Elemental Geoffrey A.Landis
I do not understand why Eleﬁentéi made it onto the ballot at all. This,

as far as I know, is landis®' first published story, and there is nc way to disg
the fact that he hasn't yet learned all the basics of his craft. Especially, he
lacks the ability to construct a believeable conversation. Take this example:
the introduction of romantic interest into the plot...

'"Oht" The girl rushed over. "I'm sorry! Are you hurt? Where?"
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‘"My dignity, woman, my dignit
never xecover." o

.. "“Oh,  poor baby!"® she replied
and make it better?”

*"Hey, that's the best offexr 1'v

looked up at the girl and qgx’ nne

dvmb quarstion? '_What'vi YDJ pRi 1 ¢ 1
! think I know you'"'

vainful prose such as this ¢©
Landls surely reeds that. Scmeone has do s
- this story for the Hugo: it is not a goo.
should forget Elemental altogether, ard *?

Ve lent;na is also a dlsappOl
Elemental is: chanhy and Stiegler have #
WhereValentina fails.to satisfy is in its ¢
This is a story supposedly about the acc
artificial intelligence, a challenginc t
of  attention.. We&ll, how would a syntlet
mind offers even greater story possibili-
task: V=lentina the AI is just like the -
time pursu1ng I very ordinary story alou: L

Cyclops by David Brin als. @
artificial intelligence. The setting is 1~
sequel to Brin's earlier novella, The Po:
.-produced a clever plot twist on the u-ankhh
survivorof the war, a ‘self-proclaimed o7 (. ..
America', a fictitious entity used to blu’’
he meets into accepting him. Because t!
him is eager to belieéve does exist, the 1
uneagy half-truth.

o

Cyclops takes the plot from there.
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taken . mortal wound. I may .
¢k scricasness. “Shall I kiss it
&8 3.1 iay,"” said Ramsey. He
"33y, .ou nind if I ask you a
I'7e z:en you around, but I don't
Y 'k' ~iwnted by a lot of practice;
na ¢ disservice by nominating
£V i s not even competent. TLandis
qair. 17 a* first you don't succeed. . ..

. Ndt ‘n the same way that
ast j'o;nd -out their prose style.
Tactarse ‘o face up to its theme.
il cirea’ ion of the world's first
ané. on. which deserves a good deal
733 thin!? An accidentally created -
Delancy and Stiegle¥ shirk the ~
5f u., oxl the authors waste their

ackma.l, greed and lawyerq.

.er .pr erally, w1th the 1dea of
North America, the story a
. earlier story, Brin-had

for: as:.: the hero is an 1tinerant

? of the 'Restored United’ States of
cte fray anted and suspicious ‘socvieties
iz pre-isely what everyone about
s toat his 1ie“bééqmes an

T

z, the 'Postman’, wanders

if

.-haw caast

v

-

backwoods Oregon (these days everywhere i 23achiwood, i, cettlnq up ais half-true
pos;'offices and generally trying to st .« , dhen L@ ﬁzscovers that a small,
.. technologically advanced society still - :is under the guidance of Cyclops,
the only artificial intelligence to sur i:e¢ the war. .
Ttve told the plot'in detai! ~o far vec.use, of all the novellas

“nominated for this year's Hugos, Cyclops '

. development of the story, you can seu G
correct-length story for a particula: i iu
strong enough- to sustain a story of nov 7
when collected, will be published as a aov
impact required to make Cyclops 1n+o a goo

Brin's purpose, ‘to show as
needs encugh room to allow us to digcow
In short, what is needed is character :
society. Brin does it competently lLat
walter M.Miller's Canticle For Leibcwi
bit in commci.

-

' I enjoyed Summer Solstice,
brxllzanfly well-written, not bacause
is just fun to read.
of thing Robert Sheckley used to trot cut,
‘to the quietly soothing accompanimert «f
gets better 2s it goes along. I mean, hov

0ne

L

It begins like a tyrical fift’

= the bost story idea. And, in-the
aszan whs the novella can be the

The id:a in Cyclops is not in itself
.—E...——.t——

ength - hn3eed fThe 'Postman' stories,
- aor ‘oes it have the immediate
shert story. .
thiz peat-hclocaust Wﬂrld is like,

s way in which people think and act.
gment 2% & well-described future
ﬁjA’ ver ' 1y - contrast Cyclops with |
op  etenple, with Wthh lt has a fair

“harl:s I.Harness. Not because it was

1dea "»ft me gasping - Summer Solstice

»s adventure tale - the sort

shere brave and foolish things happen
rackling circuit breakers - and then
can ou not enjoy‘the/érospect et
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tagging along while a feathered alien zcologist crashlands his spaceship in
Eratosthenes' backyard? Could youz%t"tarj full »f adventure, prophecy, mythology,
romance, history, politics, geometry and the last tomb of Tutankhamun? If so,
then_ Summer Sblstzce is not for you; put it third, not second, on your Hugo
vot:ng form. :

The main criticism I have to maks atour summer Solstice is that, for
the number of plot elements crammed into it, the story ig too short. For
eXample, the meeting between Eratosthencs and tie slien, Khor.

v o»

*Khor spoke through the teleband intc the mind of his host.
"My name is Khor."

"The Greek showed his surprise. "You understand Greek And
you are able to speak 1ntu my mind? dow is this? Whence
came you?" ’

'Khor pointed to the band around his head, visible in outline
under his bedy veil.

e '“Ah," said Eratosthenes. “A mental !anguage device."!

You would think that an ancient Greck, even a rather bright one like
Eratosthenes, might balk at a discovery like that. The fact that he takes it
all in his stride is only one instance of Harness' haste (can I say laziness?)
when writing the story.

Press Enter B is clearly the best vritten of the nominated stories,
well enough written sc that the basically weak concept of the story (and some
of the silliness in the plot) seem unimportant concerns. I mentioned that
Cyclops was a svory that suited its novella lenvih; Press Enter ! is a story
which has been substantially improved by the fact that Varley has hidden the
story's fauits behind good characterisation, believeable dialogue and expert
narration; something that could not have been done as well in a story of
shorter length. :

What are the weaknesses in Press Enter '? The idez, for one:
mysterious computer man is killed because he knows’ too much. Not much can be
done about that. However, something could have been done about the determined
oddity of the main characters: can an epileptic, brainwashed Korean war veteran
and a Vietnamege rgfugee computer expert both f£it easily into the same plot
without the story losing some credibility?

%

RBut these are comparatively
small criticisms; the fact is that
Varley has over come these faults.
press Enter B  is the best of the
noveila nominations. it has
aiready won a couple of awards;

I cannot see it missing out on
the Higo either.

Dennis Callegari.




" P - 3 o A o
4 & * n"r * *  Thyme #6h * R & 2 "' s

>

reviewed by Roger Weddall,

Of this year's selection of geven novelettes ia contention for the
award, only three irerit sericus attention.

cnild by Octavia Butler is a story set in a future where human
beings have been fought against, beaten and eventually d-mesticated by the TLic
& many-limbed, oviparous race which needs a host animal f{ar their voung to grow
in - much like a conemporary species of Barth wasp. The eggs are injected intc
the host where Chey develop and hateh intoe larval stage. 1In the case of the
Tiic, the human hosts are then doped up and split asunder and the alien young
recovered. larvaa transferred to another hes* animal, human beings repaired,
all is well. ¢
- The story is concerned in
gifl of her role as an incubator host

particuiar with the acceptance of one young
for the egys of an alien khe has grown ap
with and thought of as a friend. The changes the gifl goes through in facing the
decision tu act as willing breeder is told alibly %nsagh but it is a twelve vear
old g;rﬁ who is making these decisions, and it would be orly fair to say that the
real story to be told probably happens maybe three or four years later when the
full fury of adolezcence, and realisation of how one has been used. strikes hack
against a coddling, patvorising system. As one of the kides obssrves:

‘"If it were going to happen to me, I'd want to bclieve it WAS move
({than just being used)), toc,®

'"It jg moral” I felt like a kid. Stupid argument.®

The gquestion of why the Tlic use human beings to nourish the eggs
and then transfer the yourny across to another warm-biosoded animal (on which they
will feed and fully mature) is crucial, but never resolved., It's at this stage
that the reader starts shouting "Plot device!™ and with justification; without
this twist, Octavia Butler would have had nothing to write about.

“he Lucky Strike by Kim Stanley Robinson is fthe story of the member
of the air crew resvonsible for pushing the kutton that will drop the bombk op
Hiroshima. What miles the story science fiction is the fact that he misses the
target on purpo:c, {(temporarily) sparing the lives of thousands of Japanese.
What makes the story silly is the piece of wishful thinking that serves as an
ending but which should simply have been c¢ut which, after the military execution
of the man for dizol dience of orders, sees the establishmoent of The January
Society, a popular anc influential movemoent *0 prevent such acts of nuclear terror-
ism in the future, Nice idea! Hordly likely. Kim Stanley Robinson can write quite
well, but this slight tale is compromised by its ending,

The Man Who Painted The Dragon Griaule, by Lucius Shepard, is also
not without its faults, but the beantiful imagery of the story makes it, in my
eyes at least, marginally the better of the three,

It is the story of an cbsession, the obsescion of a mountain ¢limber
with an unclimbed mountain. The mountain in this case is the quiescent body of
the dragon Griaule, and the mountain climber one Meric Cattany, dilettante and
self-styled pairter. The settin : somewhere that could be Argentiaa or Italy.
2t first it is the intention of Cattany to make a quick beso or Lwo by convincing
the peuple forced to live in the shadow of this monstrous relic to contribut
money o a scheme he hae devised to kill ~ff Griaule and at the same time
handsomely line his own rockets., Having worked this, set up with a nice income,

e

the puinter is ineluctably drawn in to become part of the phenomenon that is
Griaule. No-one who comes to the area where the dragon crouches, immcbile.
is able to leave, rm.otagonists caught o less than anyone else.
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The way that the charisma of the spellbound dragon chenges those
ear 1thsubtl» to the point that no-one ever really tries to leave. Cattany,
for all his self-surving intentions, becumes completsly committed to the palnblng
of the dragon. His scheme, that the dragon will aliow itself ¢ he painted in
he interests of arxt, while the leaded paint poisons it, is nothing iess than
the dragon's very wish.

The Ma: Who Painted The Dragou Griaule is wnneccessarily interrupted
by guotations from various purported dcoowents that, supposed to set the events
ih cortext, only diract from the atmosphers Fuilt up so well throucghout the story,
but apart from that it's a class effort rica the lively winaer of this yvear'sg
'Best New Writer® John W.Campbell award.

g0 much for the 'okay' stuff:; what about the re

by Connie Willis. Vaguely reminiscent of Vonnegut's
Player Piann thout any of the qualitlss that made that work successzful or
even, reaily, f??ﬁﬂalﬁ. If one were to setile on one word to describe Biued Moon,
that word might be ‘contrived'. Tt is, eswesoli

:utially, a soap opera - boy meats
irl - with the occasional touch ofoute ‘piace slapstick. A clumsy waste of words.
; e b

Silicon Mise by Hi iuert Schenk ic not very well written, but flashes of
dark humour sustain tue reader’ 5 interest in this tale of a computer built to write
short stories. As a one-line joka it's enough, but it doesn't reallyv bear up well
to critical examination. John Sladek did zll this much better in Roderick.

The WEL;bOr is by Eric Vinicoff & Marcia Martin, and while not
mindless as Blued Moon or as errat ically written as Silicon Muse, it is simply
dull. An intelligent race of feilﬂta or canines with little holding them together
as a society - daily fights to the dgath ~ver trivial matters are commonplace -

they prove surprisingly {nay, impossibly) resistant to any form of i

ial change
which might mean that the property owners =zve safer. They're not more honour-~
bound; they're just bloody.

Describel as surprisingly
from uninspired setting, throuch tire
ing conclusion. Human beings arrive
couple, presumably living in domestic bliss Whil,
alien world. 1later on, they are killed. The story ends. Ye go

lacking in verve, the g
oo &

tory lugs its way
le ard inte l(pﬁtu 13

bi~q, to u winterest

Return To The Fold by Timothy Zahn is, by comparison, superior, but
in fact itz 3uat ordinary. A genetlva‘Ty altered person plying the star-routes
for commercial puryposes wishes to check vt tna planet he's come to for awhile.
Dis ke bad idea, company axecutives, and the rest of the story concerng their
attempt to either return him immediately <o hi; ship, or have him discreetly
killed if that fails. 1In the end, he heusdu-}

2ack to outer space {on another

playful jaunt of fifty years) little the wiser, but with the promise that next time
he reaches somevhere, he'll probably be able to g0 surface~side. So much for

being a starship captain one day. Ho hum, fais is teld with great lack of
conviction, and is ilmothy Zahn's self-ceieiration of his pure morality.  Yéuch.

. In summary, with the idea of voting in mind, ¥ would list the
stories as follows:

1) The Man Who Painted The Dragon Griaule Iucius Shepard

2) Bloodchild Octavis Jutler

3} The Iucky Strike Kim Stanley Robinson

4) Return To The Fold Timothy Zahn

5) Silicon Muse Hilbert Schenk

&) The ijbﬁﬁl' Eric Vinicoff & Marcia Martin

7) Blvig Moon Connie Wil
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I hope I*ve shown here why
I censider the three stories placed
first, second and third noticeably
better than the rest; the Shepard
story is, I feel, the best, although
there are people arcund who would
rather slit their wrists than read
what they consider any form of fantasy...
my advice in this case is for you not to
read Dragon Griaule. just vote for 1t.

Roger Weddall

7% - - - 1 .
fhe Short Stories reviewed by Roger Weddall

The six stories on this year's ballot range from the drezdful to
the excellent - so what iz news about that? Well, Lucius Shepard is new as a writer
to the field, and Kim “tanley Robinson hasn’'t been around that much longer, and again,
as on the novelette ballot, these two writers dominate.

Salvador, by lucius Shepard, is one of the superior stories on the

list, but whether it belongs on a ballot of science fiction stories is another
question; the plot is roughly as follows:

A patrol of American soldiers, fighting against a guerilla campaign
in a tropical jungle setting, completely destroy a native village. Soon afterwards,
the company sets up camp in an avahuamaco, the local equivalent of a fairy circle;
predictable results follow. -

Set in ¥l Salvador, it is essentially yet another thinly camouflaged
piece on the subject of American involvement in Vietnam. ..

‘Moody was slightly built, freckled, and red-haired; his eyes had
the "thousand-yard stare® that came from too much war. Dantzler
had senn winos with such vacant, lustreless stares. Moody's
father had been in 'Nam, and Moody said it had been worse than
Salvador because there had been no real commitment to win; but
he thought Nicaragua and Guatemala might be the worst of all,
especially if the Cubans sent in troops as thev had threatened.!

This and other references to younyg war veterans committed to fighting
a war without cause, and discussion of the after effects or those there, makes it
plain that Shepard is writing with Vietnam in mind, but it being the case that this
is so, and it being the case that Shepard is a good enough writer to describe what

-

he sees with clarzity and enthusjasm, cne wonders why he bothered to lump in the
mysticism and not get on with the business of American youth cracking up under
the drug-complicated strain of a war.

What causes Dantzler to accidentally kill most of his comrades would
have been better left, and had more impact, as the crazed imaginings of a man
close to the edge of insanity, than spirited away with explanations of latin American
munmbo jumbo,
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This minor irritation aside, g;lvadc£ is a finely crafted story about
what happens when you throw suburban innocents into an environment where they have
to work against all civilising forces, and kill to survive. The moment of black
humour aboard the helicopter, that may help this story to become a Hugo winner,
helps serve to show how dehumanising the war has been on all involved:

‘The singing stopped, and Dantzler saw that the whole platoon
was staring at the ((native)) kid, their expressions slack
and digpirited,.

‘"Spacel" shouted DT, 1v1nq the kid a little shove, "The final
.
frontisri®

'The smile had not left the kid's face when he toonled out the door.
2T peered after him; a faw secords later he smacked his hand
against the floor and sat Lack, grinning. Dantzler felt 1like
sCreaming, the stupid horror of the joke was so at odds with the
langucr of his homesickness. He looked to the others for reaction,
They were sitting with their heads down, fiddling with trigger
guard: and pack straps, studying their buotlaces, and seeing this,
he cuickly imitated them.:®

! _Spheres, by David Brin, is more identifiably sciernce fiction,

a2t fact. The idea that the Universe is some sort of giant,
cosmic hatchery is, to be charitable, an old and tired one, and David Brin brings
nothing novel to this telling of it. ERach planetary system bearing a wateryworld
is enclosed in a ‘crystalsphere'... but let the author explain:

'The conclusion was obvious. The deathbarriers {(the spheres)) were
destructible, but ornily from the insidel’

Having br ken out of its shell, humanity has found it imp-ssible to
lresk into any others', and it has taken the good people of Earth some seven hundred

years to leap to this startling conclusion: thus has David Brin made dullards of us all

Eventually discovering another system with a broken crystalsphere,
uninhabited, a Message is found left for all who follow after. ‘That message,
soon deciphered, gives the address of a converiently located black hole where
the entire race have of their own volition gone, following in the tracks of the
four races who, ecarlier in the piece, brcke out of their respective shells.
There, in a time~distorted corner of space, -all await the day when the galaxies
will thrive with sentient races who've burst their bubbles. It seems that we
are early hatchers.

A guestion that springs obstinately to mind is why earlier races
nave found it necessary or desirable to 'vave the Universe behind with nothing
better in mind than doing specifically nothing, while orbiting said black hole.
this question is obviously one that David Brin feels unhappy with as he gives
the answer twice, in such a way that it is obvious he would hope the curicus are
dissuaded: when the wain character of the story offhandedly mentions the ipevitabe
ility of the human race also hightailing it for BlackHoleland, instead of living,
loving and just Peing, the best he can do is this:

'O, we could have waited around for a few Lillion years'.., 'But
by then we would have changed. We would have become an Elder-kace.’

This is not explained at any stage; one gets the impression that
the reader is meant to gape in awe at such a plrase. My reaction was: 'yes, well?’

Cne lastpoint is DavidBrin's plentifuluse of adjectivenounclusters
to hint at how language and people have changed over the centuries. 2all
verycharming, YI'm sure. but a strategy that doesn't reallywork,

e
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With stories like this, as the story progresses we are supposed to
learn more of, or gain some insight into the, gasp, secrets of the universe. As
Crystal Sheres progresses everything makes less and lese sense, including the

B P

fact that we are spending time reading it.

Yo ho ho... Rory, by Steven Gould, is worse. T don't particularly
enjoy running people's efforts down, but this is artless. Forty years ago the
'trapped-in-a~derclict-spacesnip~and-we're-running-out-of-air' idea was cliched;
what is one to say about a clumsy retelling of this standard? Shake one’s head
in disbelief and twrn to Symphony For A4 Lost Traveller by Lee Killough, one of
the better efforts on the Lallot, S

The ruins of an alien craft, long marccned, is found on one of the
astercids, and the space-age industrialist to have Ffound it is eager to inspire
others to take the grand, entrepreneurial leap out of the solar system and into
ocuter space, searching for live aliens ete. ete..

To this end, the services of a composer of what could be called
latterday music/video clips are engaged to write a promotional piece. Lee
Killough's main character, a charming young airhead by name of Cimela Sediako,
becomes caught up in the ridiculous question of whether her artistic integrity
has been compromised. Of course it has, but who gives & hoot? Neither Lee
Killough nor the reader who is too busy enjoying the omage:y of golden-feathered
aliens cavorting and swooping about on centre stage - or are they tentacled slugs
with diamond faceted eyes? What do those aliens look like? The characterisation
is a little lacking, but other than that it's an acceptably enjoyable story.

The Aliens Who Knew, I Mean, Ewverything, by Gecrge Alec Effinger,
is unfortunately a disappointment. Great title, shame about the story. James
Tiptree Jr. did this sort of story better than anyone; Effinger’s prose is
average where it should have been sparkling crisp. When the nuhp come to Earth
with their quietly persistent, completely inflexible ideas of what constitutes
perfection in any sphere of achievement (a.k.a. 'know it alls'), the president of
the U.S.A. has some nice, droll lines - he isn't going to be caught flat by these,
uw, aliens - but the story just lacks punch. Groucho Marx, G.A.Effinger ain't.
The story contains the fascinating line that the best piece of music ever
compused - now, there's no point in arguing ~ is the '"score from the motion
picture Ben Hur, by Miklos Rozsa.™! Scrry, but the story is just second rate....

And so we come to the story I regard as the best of the lot -
Ridge Running by Kim Stanley Robinson. YLike' S&lvador, it may appear to be
only marginally science fiction, ut the elements of it that are, are mare
certainly an integral part of the story. Similarly, while the humour found
in S&lvador has been {intentionally) thrown in as a slap in the face to break
the tension, ir this story it arises more zs a natural consequence of what has
happensad.
i Jose has in the recent past keen in a gerious accident, and had
part of his brain badly damaged. Advanced regrowth techniques have enabled
those damaced parts of the cortex to be repaired, but many of the memories,
the pattern;, are gone. Now new pathways have to be forged, ncw memories laid
in place. And the world can seem pretty strange and funny to someone seeing
it for the first time: take the scene where Joe, Brian anc Tete are trudging
thrcugh the saow....

‘Brian gets his pack on, turns and begins walking up the slope,
bending forward to take big, slow strides. Watching him, Joe
gays to himself, "Humped, splayfoot packbeast, yes. House~
hacked ¢reature. Giant snow snail. Yo ho for the mountains.
Rum de dum. Rum de dum de dum."?

Ridge Running is a science fiction story about someone who would
have been a mental vegetahle for life, before the advent of a significant
medical breakthrough that, in. our world, people are working on right now.
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Joe: is capable of holding a convergation, and mot all of his
memory has gone. When he and Brian and Pete reminisce together, they sound
the same as would any group of three old friends. The carefully casuval way in
which the story is related, with such apparant ease, makes it hard to belijeve
that it hasn't really all happened. The whole story rings with authenticity in
a way that is rare in science fiction. Take, for example, the subject of
bushwalking....

'doe's pace is a bit faster than Pete's, and slowly he pulls ahead.
! He looks left, to the tree-filled valley, but clips a few times
and turns his gaze back to the snow in front of him. His breath
rasps ir his throat. He wipes sweat from an eyebrow, Ho hums
unmusically, then starts a breath~chant, muttering a word for
each step: animal, animal, animal, animal, animal. He watches his
snowshoes crush patiterns onto the points and ridges of the pocked,
glaring snow. White light blasts around the sides of his sunglasses.
He stops te tighten a binding, looks up when he is done. There is
a tree a few score yards ahcad - he adjusts his course and walks
again.'

To summarize once more, this is the order in which I would rate the
nominated stories:

1) Ridge running Kim Stanley Robinson
2} Salvador Lucius, Shepard

3) symphony For A4_Lost Traveller Iee Killough

4) The Aliens Who Xnew, T Mean, Everything George Alec Effinger
5) Crystal Spheres David Brin

6) Rory Steven Gould

Wokio Aravom Con 85

Letters of Comment WECVHQE Yo ELITE 5 F Con

Okay, we admit it ~ people do write us Wé’;ﬁzggwfo 34 ,*“}’Sg’%gﬁ‘%é;ﬂﬁ{ " Sarcims.
letters and we do publish them {sometimes) . gsmmw%m@bﬁ“gﬁsms -

I could go even further and Bay we pos- FRoM A | /}Ck OF New }”}-’;ND&M

itively encourac: such letters. Axe to (ZPG)FMW IS HERE To sYAY?

grind? Nice thing to say? Tell us about e

it. So much for the shameless pleading;
here's this issue's crop: ;

Dear Peter and Roger,

Well I shall
try to send some Artwork and Cartoons on
Fandom as I and Media Fans sce S.F.Fandom
gnd as to why you have only 5 Fang in your
MASQUERADE at World Corn.

My cartoons are my way of doing a
loc in a fanzine I am hoping you are not
into censorshipe ((sic)) as vou did with my
last letter on Syncon 84, remember! So what
about a Fair go in your zine, show that vou
are nct taking sodes ag I think you are...!?

Live ILcng and keep up with a great
looking Fanzine Mike
P.S. If you are into censorshipe! send
back my Artwork and I shall try a fanzine
that is not I hope I am wrong on this....
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({It's a little Qifficult to know how to reply to a charge like this. Your
editors don't copsciously indulge in censorship of material, but we have to be a
ittle bit selective as to what we use and what we don't. Mike sent us a hugae
uantity of artwork which we weren't unappreciative of, kit we do admit to
aving some trouble working out how to fit it in with Thyme ‘s format. There were
wo basic problems - 1) most of it was full page size. Thymsc can't use full page
artwork except for use as covers. Otherwise, we like fillos around &—page/eighth~
cf-a-page size ard will use work from almost anyone provided it uses about that
much space. We tried - oh, how we tried - to photo-reduce some of the better
pieces so that we could use them; alas, the line work became too fine in the
reduction process. - 2) (dare ¥ say it} a lot of it wasn't reaily very good. If
you're going to indulge in comment by cartoon, it would be nice if the comment
cogl& be a little more pithy and a bit less obscure. A lot of the material recei-
ved was either critical of Ausssiecon Two or supportive of media-fan . icsues. 1t
is obviously intended to he topical, but we haven't any supporting editorial
material to go with the subject matter and make it topical, I realy don't see a
cartoon as a substitute for a letter of comment. Cartoons tend to suipe at jseues
rather than illuminate them. If you're into promoting reasoned discussion (as
Thyme is when it's talking about issues at all), you reaily need something more
than just a fillo to base that discussion on. -

‘Q P"

o

Ty e T oo 2 .2 - :
s(iiem-u our choices, and we make them. Sorry, Mike. If vou want us to use your
grt, p&gaseisend ug some supporting articles (or orgarise for somebody else to)
to go with it.))

v oy - 2 - 3 T @ A s
Whaw., Well, it didn't take long for people to get around to commenting on last
ssue’c reviews. Start off with the critical cne:})

Dear Peter and Roger,
Having just finished Thyme #46 {Literary Supplement),
I feel that a review needs to be done on the reviews that are in there,

i completed my formal schooling in 1981 and thought I had then seen
the last oi exam papers. Apparently I was wrong. Most of the reviews sound like
they’re attempting top marks in an English Lit. exam and there's a very fussy
Professor marking the papers. I know that some of the nominated books are hard
to plough through, ut I would have expected the reviews to be sasier.

Let's face it - the Hugos are awards for popularity and have little to
do with literary merit. This was pointed out by George Turner at the beginning of
his review of Neuromancer, but was then quickly forgotten in the rest of his
review. If we stop pretending’ that the guality of writing is vital and attempting
to analyse the works as if they were Shakespeare, Jane Augten, Hemingway or any of
those others that we were forced to disect at school and just say whether we enjoy-
ed them or not, we'd do much better. st of those voting don't have literary
degrees or may not have even done Lit. in Matriculation so let's get back to
iyrass roots.

My other great criticism of the reviews is that I was undsr the
impressica that they were intended to give those unable to obtain the works more
of an idea of whe to vote for. Although I have read most of the novels, I don't
believs that those who have not read them weuld be any the wiser. Perhaps I am
wrong in this assessment - if someone who has not read them would be willing to
comment, I'1l be happy to be corrected. I do not intend to give my opinion of the
novels here. I did, in fact, enjoy some.of the hooks - purely as entertainment §
not for literary merit, and it's on that basis that I will vote!

Karen Small

{{Fair comment T swppose. Popularity seems to have a way of not reflecting
literary merit. At the moment I'm still txying tc come to grips with the pébu~
larity of that film Ramnbo. But, to be fair, reviecwers are only people too.
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They try to analyse what they perscnally liker «x didn't like about a story, but
ultimately reviews are pretty subjcctirza thincs. [inter-editorial exchange: "'we'l
have to talk about this one'"l I suppose review style is a pretty subjective
thing, too.

{{Here's a slightly different view:)})

e

Dear Roger/Peter,

I found your "Litera y Supplement” an immensely helpful,
enijoyable lead up to the Night of the Fuago. “t's a real Community Service...
thanks for doing it. {({Oh Van, yca say the nicest things.... Mr Ikin also peforms
his own form of Community Service by editing : ad ,Lodzclng Science Fiction, a
magazine of reviews and criticism «f sf,at 3 - s s for $10C or single issues $4,
from Dr V.Ikin, Dept. of English, University ”i W.A., Nedlands 6009. Recommended.

Van also writes with news of two new editions o Australian works....))

.. Uni. of Qld. Press is doing a repriat (f Kelleher's Ditmar-winning Beast
of Heaven (which comes under strong attack frim Jenny Blackford and Damien Broder-
ick in the Aussiecon issue of § F). For some sirange reason, though, the book will
only be reprinted in hardcover, and at a daar« s price, I believe. So people may want
want to seek out a first-edition copy while t' 2re's still time.

Van Ikin's dustralian SF is also being ceprinted - in a new paperback edition
.at $12.95 (which is also & higher prics). Th reprint corrects typos occurxing in
the first edition. The total Aussie print-ru: of thigs book is.now. 7ust under 5,000°
copies, and there is & US editior of €,000 cojivs {which is not selling well},.

van- Tkin.

((On delivering this next letter, Bruce Gille pie commented that John Baxter
mightn't be talking to him for a while if we ablished it.))

Dear Peter and Burns, : i
re John Paxter's roview of I'm The Heart Or In The Head

{Thyme #45): : :

‘When writing this review, why di Baxter ncot attach a preliminary
paragraph saying: ‘For years I've really waat d to get Turner, really crush him,
Now he's written this book, and I'm back in A scralia, and have the chance, so .
1'11 really put the boots into him...’

and, perhaps, tell us wht he has such a vast store of malice, which
he pours out on George Turnexr?

dnly if Baxter wrote sucl a prel minary paragraph could we ekplain
the inaccuracies and shonky reviewing to be f und in his review of In The Heart
Or In The Head. ¢ -book has been sacly misr presented, especially as {which
you did not pm;nt out in Thyme, editor:) ‘t.w “ eview appeared first on-radio and
so, we presume, had a wide audience. :

4

T dare say George Turner can Cor act Baxter on the many inaccuracies
of fact which appear in the review. 13 main Cﬁ;é;n is with inaccuracies in
‘reading, a more serious problem. What malizi us’stretch of the imagination, for
instance, leads Baxter to speak about 'Turrer’'s even-handed dislike of almost
everyone and everything'? Is this al. the re iccion Turner gets for taking the
trouble to look at his life and art d.rectly .ni without illusiong? Does Baxter
demand that authors enclose a pair ¢f vose-c¢ cired glasses with each bock - or
is he just trying to score points off "urner .r particular? Stephen Murray-Smith,
during the launching of In The. Heart.. ., ﬂyokp ﬁ?Thrner‘s remarkable

evocation of an era and place {Melbcurne during Ehe 1920s and 1930s). " Not soppy
wrxtlng, of course, but the kind of evocatior f!ﬁf can sgpring only from great
affection. And no illusions. ‘'They lLack &ny sénse of place', says Baxter.

He can't read! 5

Most inaccurate is Baxte: s desc ription of Turner's style as
)

‘clunking and grating... grinding (it: subje( ' intb the cement'. Quite ‘the
H.Oppgsite ig true. Aussralian literatite woul l se wonderful indeed if aven

to
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one percent of our published books had the clear-sighted evocative readability
of Turner's prose. Not a waste word in the whole book. Unputdownable. That's
not me speaking... that's the comments I hear =Ll the time from all the people
who've taken the trouble to read the book.

-And a book ‘'without pictures or c.iaversations'? Well, only a very
silly autobzographer claims to remember exact conversations, so Turner's book
has no fewer than other autobiographies. But ‘ne hook teems with the most wonder-
ful images: Turner's harridan mother, Dr Floyd s school, Brian Aldiss palnfully
trylng not to’ ba compared with-Somerset Maughar:, i{he previously undiscovered streets
of Glasgow, Larry Niven pompously expounding h: s theory of junk literature at
a Melbourne party, and George Turner's enccunt:.’s with death. If there is
nothing else to recommend In The Heart..., George's stories of his close approach
to death and how he felt when nearly there maks the book essential reading.
Is it possible that Baxter likes writers to spceak only of frightfully nice matters?
Does he have no stomach for painful truths and relentless insights?

Baxter exposes the inadequacies ¢! his viewpoint in nearly every-
thing he says, but most tellingly when hs cast gates Turner as a man ‘writing
novels alone at night in rented rooms, support . ng himself by day in a series of
menial jobs'. Is this a sin to John Baxter? !low trivial his viewpoint must be.
What should, Turner have done... support himsel” by writing silly, empty journalism
or flashy picture books or profitable, emptv p: > novels? And how else does any
real writer produce real novels, except by sit ing ‘n & room {(empty for prefer-
ence, as that's less dlstractzng) with a typew. iter and a blank piece of paper?
What does Baxter do instead? Dictate his reviows to scads of secretaries
while reclining by the pocl?

It*s hard to comment on Baxter's .ist three paragraphs, since he
hasn't taken the trouble to analyse George Tur zr's ideas about science fiction
which, after all, form more than half of the b:>k. Again he runs down Turner
for being 'stoic', which is Turner's most admirable quality. HAgain Baxter tells
us more about his own inadequacies than about Turner's. Yes, Turner could be
seen as 'a Stapledonian Jeremiah cryving the 7; .Talypse’. Surely we need more
like him, especially as nearly everybody else ir science fiction seems more
like a sick clown trying toc push back the tide:s of disaster with a huge cloud
of marshmallow.

I repeat: if Baxter is not convirsed by the end of In The Heart...
that George is a good writer, either he can'l -"zad or he is determined to
condemn George on any count possible, imagined oz —eal.

Yours, Bruce R. Gillespie.

({The author (George Turner) also felt moved t> comment.))

Dear Roger,
s t» usval advice to a writer faced with an adverse review is
to study the thing with care, because only the -3d reviews are likely to be useful
to him, and to contradict it only if the review~r is guilty of factual error.
When John Baxter's review of In The Heart vs In The Head was given in the ABC
programme, ‘Books And Writing', it contained ncthing of value to the writer, so I
wrote it off as the silliness of an incompeten: critic, unlikely to do any harm in
an ephemeral talk delivered late at night. How:ver, he has chosen to repeat the
performance in print, so some notes seem called for to point out his errors of fact
and his seeming inability to follow a plain text.

There is scarcely a single whclly accurate reference in his review,
so only the more obwvious can be singled out.

He sets the tone of his review with a swinging mis-statement: 'His
small circle of friends is ringed by a larger - r»cle of adversaries (earned mostly
by his testy reviews of science ficticn for the Mellourne Age) .’ Four points
should be made: 1. He offers no evidence foxr = e statement, which is unprofessional
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in a reviewer. 2. My 'small circle' of friends is

blessed with the uneasiness of not being able to ol

they deserve. 3. Only a non-personality would wish
the 'larger circle of advoersaries' exists only in ¥
adversaries would be to be a non-person, but I pre:
care that I choose my friends.
the Age reviews.

‘ is attempt to begin the review with
openlng the way Tor saltier attacks later (such as

Thyme #46% v

Faxter's mind;

4, I have yet to 1o

* w 1 b4

30 unmanageably laxge that I am
ve them the time and attention
to be universally loved, but
to have no

2r to choose mine with the same
arn of any adversary created by

mild character dexrogation,
the blunt stupidity of 'his

even-handed dislike of almost everyone and evervthing, not least himself’) reflects

only a willingness to use what comes to hand wi
checking the facts.
professionalism.

Baxtar asks,

write an avtobiography buit a memoir of those paisac
on the relationship betwean fantasy and veality. 7

have taken the point; Baxter has missed it. Pechap
title page, where it is ctated fairly explicitly

! 'As for recrimination,' he writes, ‘i
that,' implying by default that there is some but {
have been boiling over with it. There is no re:xrir
-eritics have noted the fuct as crucial to the bucx

of

67

: Baxter: "He discards thirty years
that... they are of€ the point.' It takes a t
notice that the remark is not
. Again, the key is in the epigrapa.

. Baxter: 'Life has been...
every passage he specifically forswears any gerara
critic should know that such a statement must L2 =
statement is not true, there can be no supportiag
of a distortion which, if not wilful, at least ~acs
understand a text - a serious lack in a man who ea
the work of others. Failures of apprehension are
forgiveable, but here we have altegether too many

and meaning.

®

Baxter: 'Except in some brief recrnll
repudiates after returning to his early home...' *
contradicts this; I wrote, 'The two realities coex
which dominates.... Romance "recollected in trzac
ppint that could be missed, one imagines, only E&
before he opened the book

He continues thz sentence with, ...
landscape - of the intellect where fiction iz the
of homelife in Melbourne, the Choir School, World
death and a dozen other matters form only a 'lands
Baxter grossly distorts :the central statements of
in fact word blind?

BPaxter: 'The world withing the hea
like Reardon’s bock in Gissing's novel, scierce
"absolute realism in the sphere of the ignobly 4
contradicts this, being more concerned with the
fiction. rerhaps the me.tion of New Grub Stre
increasingly suspect imp-ession of literacy.

(3
b
e
ab

3

ect

thout
Creating a fantasy and calling

'Why write autobiography
to discard them but has rone to offer as an answer.

{hat =uch & man

ing
fecasual’' but delioers

devoid of nea

-uotation,.
s doubt on his ability to

sk,
wility”" defies facts.'
= reader determined on destruction

1y reality.’

T o e

cing to the trouble of
it fact is pretty poor

?' He suggests reasons in order
The answer is that I did nct
25 in my experience which bear
m-professional readers seew to

>3 he missed the verse on the

rere is surprisingly little of
should really
ination at all; more perceptive

which it is.

working with a casual remark
insensisivity to fail to
tely planted and meaningful.

ning... at the conclusion of
significance.' A professional
pported by evidence; since the
Baxter is here guilty.

ns meney by his discussion of

‘nevitable and in the main
iding roughshod over text

:ctions of Kalgoorlie, which he

'epudiates'? The text specifically
but it is the childhood memory
It ig a

his life progresses through a
S0 all the chapters
IT, alcoholism, brushes with
ape of the intellect'? Again
The text. Why, one wonder? Is he

ecomes all the space there is...
tion itself becomes a vision of
nt".' The text specifically
olute un-reality of science
designed to shore up an
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Baxter: 'he would dislike the flashy, technocratic fiction of the
pre-wWar years...' Actually I loved it, like any teenager, and said so0 in the book.
Baxter, as a veader, seems to have seen only what would fit his thesis and made
the words fit his will to destroy.

The same comment applies to his statement on my chapter entitled
'Cottage Industry Time?' He says: 'He offers a stoic recipe for the =zcience fiction
writer of the future.... It's plainly in this character that Turner sees himself,
a.Stapledoniaq}Jexemiah crying the Apocalypse.' (He seems to have misunderstood
Stapledon too. # am not alone on the stricken field.) I see myself in no such
character, and it would take a pretty thick head to imagine that I do on the basis’
of my suggestion that there i:s a valid area of science fiction that has not been
seriously attempted yet.

My boox centains an early chapter on Alice In Wonderiand, so Baxter,
as if to show that h: too knows his Lewis Carroll, closes his review with an Alice
quotation - a pretty vicious quotation, too, if you chserve its application.
Unfortunately he has managed to get the gquotation wrong, as he has managed to gst
hearly every reiferer~e in his review wrong. ¥Yvonne Rousseau pointed out the error
on hiz own 'Books and Writing' programme, several months #go, and he hasn't bothered
to correct it ~ a fair indication of the appallingly sloppy guality of his
professional work as indicated herve.

Happily, literacy is not dead; I have been universally more fortunate
with other reviewers.

4
Yours, George Turner.

{{your editors views of the worth of In The Heart Or In The Head can be found in
Thyme #45 also. In fairness, John Baxter's review was originally written for a
popular, radic audience, not for print and, bearing thatin mind, it is possible
that for radio preseniation style is considered paramount rather than content,

so byperbole creeps in and analysis is not so rigorous. Not, as George and Pruce
point out, this would mitigate errors of fact and misgquotation, but we defend his
right to have not enjoyed the book {even if we did).))

Received In The Mail Dept.

It's not every day that a recognisably historic document crosses cur desk, but with
the arrival of Bruce Gillespie's The Metaphysical Review {No.4, July'85) we have
just that pleasure. 2Available for letters of comment, articles, reviews, traded
fanzines ((selective, we suspect)), cover artwork, phone calls, postcards, lunches
of comment or if you insist subscriptions, at $5/copy or $20/5 issues, The Meta-

épygical Review has quickly but without a fuss establisted itself as the best
s

fanzine in Austrzlia, this issue is 'Don Ashby's story of the Magic Pudding Club’®,
the whole issue taken over with the story of this by now famous, fannish household
of the 70s. Definitsly worth a look. Mail etc. GPO Box 51054A, Melbourne 2001, AUS.

Thanks for this issue go to Dennis, Bruce, CGeorge, Karen, Mike, Van, Nancy, VICTOR!
0500 240735
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