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IN VINO VERITAS (AMONG OTHER THINGS)

(That is nearly true,” said the abbot, beginning to look
resolute, as the rosebud at his nose-tip deepened into damask.
"A little more," said Seithenyn, "and it will become quite
true,'")

Last night I sat up over this typewriter until two a.m., writing
a long and intellectually challenging editorial for you: in its
entire length not a pun or witticism.

This morning I rose shortly after six, as is my wont; feebly
pottered around making Diane's cup of tea; shaved and break-
fasted by ear; somehow managed to pilot the car into town;
deposited Diane at work, drove up to Roneo to have a photo-
stencil made, then back to the Club, where, by the time Harding
arrived, around ten, young Joe and I had collated half of ASFR 6.

For some reason, or lack of it, I invited Lee to read my
editorials - yesterday afternoon's and last night's, To the
second he objected. 'It should be an article, John: I miss the
editor burbling on in his usual inane way.' 'You mean,' said I,
‘that I have to write a third editorial?' 'Why not?' said he,
‘By now you should be able to do one at the drop of a hat.'

I thought he said something about a drop of arrack - so when
I got home I had a snort of Giuseppe-over-the-road's grappa,
and - Zowie! I can't even see the typewriter.

But, dauntless, I proceed: happy in the thought that, in my
present state, this issue should turn out looking more like a
fanzine than ever,

(But I'm not going on
with this page. I'm
sure there are little
crawly things on it.)

(They remind me
somehow of my shadow
editor: those beady
eyes emicating in the
fuggy twilight.)

GWIN O EUR
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THE PSALMS OF OLAF STAPLEDON

JREPH=N BANGSUND

EGEECEEEECEEEEEECEECEEEEEECECEECRECEEEEECEEECECCEEECEEEECEECCECCCEECEECEE

You may have heard this story before, and the chances are that the
version you heard was just as authentic as mine. You see, about three
years ago I picked up very cheaply a quarter-leather bound copy of THE
WORKS OF LORD BYRON, published 1828 in Paris. It was very well preserved:
some foxing, but as strong as the day Mr. Beall bound it. On inspecting
my purchase, I discovered in it - a letter written by Byron himself!

I am not jesting: the book is on my shelf, and anyone who cares to
may inspect the letter,

You can imagine my feelings on finding a treasure like this. Though
not a mad collector of autographs, I don't mind having them around!

Anyway, not to make too long a story of it, after circumspect enquiry
I decided the letter was a replica - that it had, in all probability, been
bound into every copy of that particular edition. Not to worry: I'm
quite happy to have it, content that it is a minor collector's item. How-
ever, that experience has made me just a little wary of books purportedly
signed by their authors, assoclation copies, and all sorts of things like
that which may or may not be valuable,

About nine months ago, I happened to be in Arthur Hyland's little
bookshop in Flinders Street while he was conducting a half-price sale
of his secondhand books., This kind of thing I can't resist, so I wandered
about the shelves and benches, turning over piles of books - and not
finding a single volume I wanted, even at half price. Finally I picked
up what appeared to be a kind of small album or sketchbook and idly leafed
through it from the back, thinking it might be useful in some way. Then,
about half-way, the blank leaves ceased, to my annoyance, Someone had
used it to copy out - religious poetry? I came to the front pages - and
stood transfixed: for there was a carefully-drawn title page, and it read -
Latter Day Psalms, by Olaf Stapledon - Liverpool, Henry Young and Sons,
Limited, 1914,

Despite the Byron experience, wild thoughts raced through my head as
Arthur rejected my proffered twenty cents ('Take it, with my compliments,'
he said. He's like that.) and I walked out of the shop., Could it have
been transcribed by Stapledon himself? On its inside front cover the book
bears the inscription, 'H.B.Y. from the $.W, - July 5th 1915.' H.B.Y. -
Henry Young, the publisher? If so, then why would a publisher be presented
with a hand-written copy of a book that he himself has published? Surely
this would be a useless, coals-to-Newcastle, kind of gift, unless...

Unless it is the original manuscript!
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But let's come back to earth for a moment. For a start, this reason-
ing doesn't explain 'the S.W,' And there are plenty of other likely
explanation's for the book's existence. For example: slim volumes of
poetry go out of print rather quickly - someone may have possessed a copy
of the printed book and transcribed it for a friend,

Well, I have this book - though exactly what it is that I have, I
don't know., I will be pleased to hear from any ny reader who may be able to
shed some light on the matter,

Now, let's look at- the poems themselves. There are twenty-four of
them, and - to be frank - they're no great shakes as literature. On the
other hand, they give a valyable insight into the mind of the young man
who one day would write LAST AND FIRST MEN and those other classics of
philosophical science fictionm.

Brian Aldiss has observed that all of Stapledon's books are ‘engaged
in putting homo sapiens into his proper perspective.' Aldiss further
remarks that Stapledon was a great visionary, and mentions ‘above all,
his conception of the paradoxically combined greatness and. 1nsign1ficance
of man.’

In the LATTER DAY PSALMS we see the visions beginning to take shape;
the paradoxes are very much in evidence; but the 28-year-old Stapledon
is groping desperately for perspective, struggling with conflicting
attitudes and loyalties, There are poems addressed to God, Christ, Our
Lady of Heaven; to Apollo, Artemis, Brahma; to Men; and to Satan,
A poem called My Cup Runneth Over is followed by another called The Rebel.
A poem called War ends with the lines, 'For the Most High God is within
us, and him we will preserve' - while the next, called Peace, ends with
the words, 'But the dead shall not come back.,’

I call them poems. But, as the title indicates, they follow very
closely that particular, and unusual, poetic form, the Hebrew psalm.
They are usually in the first person; usually in the: form of a hymn or an
entreaty; all exhibit the characteristic device of reduplication. The
psalms in the English Bible are exceptionally beautiful - agree with their
theology or not - but the modern practitioner of this difficult literary
form, if he is the Ieast bit unskilful, can easily turn it into an arid
array of dull repetltion. Stapledon comes close to doing this.

His PSALMS are (if I may borrow the phrase the Editor of THE BULLETIN
used in rejecting my ‘poem’, A Noise On Dark Streets, back when I was a
mixed-up teenager) more philosophical ‘than poetical. The philosophy comes
through in the form of a dramatised agnosticism.. There is no straight-out
statement of 'I don't know the answer' - rather, there are alternating
vigorous denials of God and equally strong affirmations of faith in him.

Though this tremendous soul-searching is alien to the mood of the
older poet, there are striking similarities between Olaf Stapledon and
Thomas Hardy. Both lived as if there were a God; and wrote as if there
were not. But Stapledon was the more strenuous thinker of the two: Hardy
found his own comfortable, if somewhat cynical, little niche and stayed
there; Stapledon struggled on. In the poem The Heavens Declare, Hardy
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might almost have written the phrase, 'thou art clinging to a little star
that is like a mote flying on the storm' - but he would never have written,
further on in the same poem, 'But what is thy loving to the loving of the
heavens... whereby the past liveth in the future; whereby the future and
the past are one.'

I think you will get the impression from these rambling comments that
I am rather wrapped up in Olaf Stapledon. I am, Not only that, but I am
fascinated with these PSALMS of his: I feel that this strange little book,
so strangely come by, is rather vital reading for anyone who would under-
stand this man and his thinking.

Let me conclude by myself in turn transcribing some of these poems
for you. It's hard to give anything like the overall impression with
these few examples, but you may find in them something of the paradox, the
struggle for perspective, and the seeds of that vision which, full-grown,
was to set Olaf Stapledon apart as one of the greatest masters of specu-
lative literature.

TIME

Wherefore ‘hast thou made the world that it shall die,
and the heavens that they shall burn out like a flame?

What wilt thou do when the stars are all extinguished,
and there is no place for life?

The sons of men have builded for themselves a house of beauty.
It is continually embellished.

The last of the generations shall dwell therein and die;
and the beauty that was builded shall be no more.

A lover and his beloved have met together in the evening.
Evening shall return, but they return not.

The home that seemed eternal is broken up and scattered,
The children remember it, they die; it is no more.

I an heavy of heart because of fleeting time,
and because all things come to naught.

Gocr
The voice of God spake out of his creation:
I have made a law, that is my law of beauty.
I have ordained my heavens that they
shall blossom and wither away.
The flower shall die, but the seed shall flourish.
Like a flower, the world shall perish,
but the spirit that is born therein shall live.
1f the spirit has need, shall I not make other
universes for her sake,
to be ethereal according to her necessity?
As for you, O Men, out of lifelessness 1 made you to live.
Out of unconsciousness I gave you the glory of thought.
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Have ye fear that I will ‘let you s1lip again into nothingness?
Do ye hunger after eternity all your life long?

Be sure that if ye die utterly, it is best that ye die,
and if ye live for ever, it is best that ye live,

For I have made you to fulfil my purpose,

Nothing that is in you shall be lost from me.

I have made you that ye shall create love and victory.
That which ye create I shall not destroy.

That ye may be. courageous, I .have hidden the future from you.
That ye may conceive the light, I have laid
my hand over your eyes and covered you in darkness.

That ye may know hope and despair, I have tempted you
with many ideals, even while I resist all your striving
forever, ,

Yea, that ye may excel in fortitude, I will harass you all
the days of your life, and seem to defeat you forever.

That ye may love, I have tuned you together like music,
so that in loneliness ye fulfil not yourselves.

That ye may increase in love, I have given you the means
to sacrifice; that ye may sacriflce to love, and
know that love is best,. . -

That ye may know the peace of love, I have set in each of you
the desire of a dear friend;. that ye may look upon each
‘othér in wonder and delight, and be sufficient each to
another,

That ye may know the glory of love I have spoken to you in
your friend's voice; and in: the eyes of your beloved
ye have seen me, :

Thus shall ye join with all my creatures in creating for me
love., 1Its dearness and its splendour ye shall make
for me,

Thus only shall ye come into the knowledge of me.

Thus shall ye love me,

In each of my stars I have set a mighty spirit to increase
in beauty. The peoples that dwell upon the multitudes
of my stars are beyond number.

Exalted are they who look to Sirius and Aldebaran as ye
look to the sun, There are gentle people
who praise me out of the midst of the Pleiades.

In every part of my heaven there is life living together;
and out of its loving a spirit is born,
to be the soul of each star.

Behold, these are my ministers who do my pleasure,
who yearn towards one another across the great abyss;

Who £ill my heaven with song,
as it were a little room bursting with voices,

Who shall draw near together and be one soul,
creating for me my heart's desire,
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Thou who rebellest against the Almighty in all his dominion,
scorning to be a slave even under him;
Who puttest bitterness into the cup of his victory,
and laughest in his face out of Hell;
Who art for ever overpowered and never conquered,
who hast no hope and desirest no respite.,
Who hast thine own wisdom, whereby thou hast
laid bare the treachery of the Almighty;
and thine own virtue, which is to be true
to the wisdom thou hast gained;
Who art God unto thyself,
preserving thyself with a strong will,
It is thou that makest the uprooted tree to sprout,
and the stag at bay to be terrible.
It is thou that puttest wrath into a man among his -enemies,
and into him that stands up one against the world.
Thou art the god of heroes, and of those who battle against fate,
Teach us thy wisdom that we may scorn the Almighty;
and thy fortitude that we may not shrink to cast him off.
We hail thee, thou God in Man!
We magnify thee against God in Heaven.

THE REBETL

Thus spake the oppressed:
What have I to do with God? What has God done
for me?
He thrust me into the world hungry, and I could get
no food,
He made others to surfeit, that my mouth
might water, ‘ :
He made me to desire pleasure and shun pain,
and overwhelmed me with heavy toil and grief,
He made me to love, and to hunger for love,
but what home for love have I?
He made me to guess that there is beauty,
and set his favoured ones to proclaim beauty
lest I should forget,
But the door of his heaven he fixed ajar,
that I might hear and not enter.
And ye speak to me of worship,
and of the joy of sacrifice!
Wherefore should I sacrifice to you
and to your tyrant God?
Mighty is your God, for he made the stars
and enslaved the peoples,
Loving he is not, for he made me.
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STEPHEN COOK LEE HARDING JOHN FOYSTER DIANA MARTIN
JOHN BANGSUND ALAN REYNARD K.U.F, WIDDERSHINS

EDGAR PANGBORN: A MIRROR FOR OBSERVERS (Penguin: $0.60)
EDGAR PANGBORN: _DAVY (Dobson: _$3.15)

The author speaks through the mouth of one of his characters:
'Propaganda is bad art., Daumier, Goya and Hogarth live because they
were good artists., If their social ideas had been the kind we don't
happen to like in the twentieth century, their work would last just the
same.' The character is Sharon Brand, speaking in a novel which
repeatedly threatens to sink itself in propaganda.

It's very nice, safe propaganda, of course, No one could doubt
that the Pangborn who wrote A MIRROR FOR OBSERVERS is comfortably on the
side of freedom, democracy, goodness, and the rights of the individual -
in other words, on gur side, Sentiments such as these are unlikely to
go out of date; if you must seek immortality on the basis of propaganda,
instead of art, this is the safest way to go about it,.

The annoying part is that A MIRROR FOR OBSERVERS is basically a
good novel, It has some sharp, tidy characterization and a smooth style
that moves with urbanity over the ten years of the action.

For 30,000 years, Martians have been settled on Earth. Forced to
leave Mars, they have come to regard Earth almost as their own planet.
They have seen man rise from his primitive beginnings to his present
civilization, helping him as unobtrusively as possible and watching over
his development. Now, working from four secret city bases, they send
observers to move incognito through the human world, taking notes.

One of these observers (the narrator) becomes involved in a
struggle for the moral welfare of Angelo Pontevecchio, a boy with un-
usual potential for good. The villains of the piece are two renegade
Martians, members of a small group of disillusioned, embittered
observers who have chosen to live as outcasts in the service of cynicism
and evil. The struggle is earnest but subtle. Angelo's interest must
be led, not forced; the boy never learns that his friends are not what
they seem.

Finally the world's population is attacked by a hideous disease -
a man-made plague. Angelo's girl-friend catches it. She lives, but her
brilliant musical career is cut short by deafness. The observer says to
a renegade, just before executing him: 'Our views of man are not alto-
gether different. We both see him as someone stumbling through that
jungle. You want to slip a knife in his back because you don't like him.
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1'd rather take his hand, knowing that he, and I, and you areAali in the
same jungle, and the jungle is only a small part of the universe,' And,
sure enough, Angelo achieves moral maturity. So much for the problem of
evil ® . . ) .

The theme is promising, as so many writers have found before, If
Pangborn had simply told his story, letting his ideas develop naturally
from the action and from the interplay of character, he might have
written an excellent novel., In fact, he comes so close to success that
it is almost painful to watch it slipping from his fingers., The trouble
seems to be that he was determined to write one of the moral epics of
our time, '

The observers become blatantly angelic symbols (though the Martians
are agnostics, and God himself is never raised in support of anything),
while the renegades are-the fallen angels, the devils., The struggle over
Angelo is for his soul., This symbolism is reinforced more or less
explicitly at many points, just in case we haven't noticed. What this
means is that Pangborn's moral beliefs flow forth as products of Martian
ethical maturity. It is virtually Pangborn himself who watches with
-love, tolerance and sympathy as mankind slips and slides uneasily towards
his own blessed state, 'I see twentieth-century man as a rather nice
fellow with weak legs, and a head in a bad condition from banging against
a stone wall, Perhaps fairly soon he will cut that out, get semnse, and
go on about his human business, relying on the godlike in himself and in
his brother.' ' '

And in the general mood of warm humanism and overall niceness, it is
easy not to notice that Pangborn’s feet are weighted to the ground with a
congealed mass of unanswered questions. The more explicit his ethical
statements become, the more we are entitled to criticize the book on
philosophical grounds, and the more obvious his question-begging appears.,
Good intentions are not enough, :

But A MIRROR FOR OBSERVERS was written in 1953, Eleven years later,
Pangborn is in print again. And suddenly his characters are men and women
of robust flesh and blood, Angelo and Sharon were very likeable people,
certainly, and fond of one another to the point of distraction. They
were also sexless - two characters seen in an ivory tower by a 350-years-
young Martian moralist, There is nothing sexless about DAVY, He is a
full-living man who calls a fuck a fuck and appreciates it when a woman
tells him he is well hung,

It is a few hundred years after World War Three, The eastern United
States have emerged from the confusion as a number of loosely connected
frontier states, under the domination of a dogmatic, intolerant Church,
Davy is a bond-servant who runs away in search of his freedom and a better
life. His values are simple: sex, music, comradeship, education and love,
each coming to him in its turn as he enters manhood. He soon loses his
faith in the Church as he discovers the straightforward enjoyment of his
healthy body and the companionship of friends who share a rare freedom
within an enclosed, organized society. The book is written as his free-
wheeling autobiography,
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Pangborn still makes his points, but there is nothing moralistic about
DAVY, This is a story about people. Their ideas are presented only as
aspects of their overall personalities, The tone varies from straight
adventure to bawdy humour, and the whole story takes on colour from a
curious blend of frontier society and the twentieth century.

Maintained in their ignorance by the Holy Murcan Church's educational
system, the people look back with awe on the 0ld Time. Relics of the past
must be exorcised and given an official stamp; Old Time books are prohibit-
ed, Entertainment and reliable news are dispensed along with quack medic=-
ine by travelling bands of minstrels and actors, Settlements are stockaded
as protection against wild animals in the woods, and the land to the west,
beyond the frontiers, is forbidden territory. Yet there are groups who
work to discover and preserve Old Time knowledge. Davy finally joins one
of them, The autobiography is written as these heretics spread out alone
across the Atlantic in search of new land and freer people.

DAVY is a much more successful novel than A MIRROR FOR OBSERVERS. But
there is a nagging doubt., Perhaps it succeeds because Pangborn is attempt-
ing so much less. DAVY is the story which I enjoyed the most on first
reading, MIRROR is the one which I might, some day, read again.

STEPHEN COOK

HARRY HARRISON: MAKE ROOM! MAKE ROOM! (Doubleday: $US3.95)

Ordinarily we don't review American editions in ASFR, but here's a
book I can't wait to see published in Britain (or in a U.S. paperback:
sorry if that's confusing) before reviewing. For Harry Harrison's new
novel is an important book, and one that deserves the widest possible pub-
licity. It is by no means a great novel or a faultless performance: its
importance lies in the fact that it manages to extend considerably the
preconceived editorial limitations of sf.

That MAKE ROOM: bids fair to being the outstanding sf novel of the
year may come as a surprise to those fans who have come to regard Harri-
son's by-line as synonymous with mediocre ANALOG sf, and when I say it
succeeds in ‘this respect mainly on the principle of innovation I can undex-
stand your eyes boggling even further, BILL, THE GALACTIC HERO was a good
laugh, but.,. there were those early stories for the lesser-grade American
pulps, then the gradual elevation to the ANALOG hierarchy, and the deserved
success of the exciting DEATHWORLD novels; but there has been nothing
remarkable or earthshaking about Harry Harrison the sf writer, and I supp-
ose some of us have been a bit bemused by his critical activities over the
last few years, His convention speeches, his reviews in IMPULSE, and, more
recently, his editorials in the same magazine, have all shown healthy signs
of a happy renegade attitude to the follies and foibles of current sf.

Now it is gratifying to have in our hands proof that not only does Harrison
have very strong ideas about what is wrong with sf, and what it should be
doing, but, unlike some of his fellow critics, he has also taken a gigantic
step out of his own limitations - has, in short, put into practice what he
preaches,
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Harry Harrison the literary innovator? After his recent remarks in
IMPULSE - 'There is room for everything in sf, all sorts of experimentation
and fantastical dreaming' - one might expect something strange and Moor-
cockian, Not so. What Harry has done is to tell his story in the kind of
documentary manner he does so well, but he has written with the thought of
magazine restrictions well to the back of his mind. The result is challen-
ging in style as well as in content. I found nmyself wanting to care much
more for the people in this book than I actually did, and I had always
thought this kind of involvement alien to the enjoyment of sf,

The characters are two-dimensional; that is, they enjoy one dimension
more than most people in sf stories, They lack depth, but only by a whis-
ker: Harry has come close to making them real people. This lack may mark
Harry's limitations at the moment: if it's any indication of where he's
heading, then his next book should be magnificent,

The target in this book is the ignorance and stupidity that continues
to allow the human race to breed itself into extinction. In showing us a
facet of a disastrously overcrowded future world, Harrison has opted out
of scientific wonders. He does not seem to think that science will soften
the Malthusian nightmare. If he did, it would perhaps invalidate the
warning he gives us here - but it does seem strange that the battle against
overpopulation should be as futile as Harry shows us here. Perhaps he has
not been interested in waving a magic wand, and in eschewing the 'all's-
well-don't-worry' attitude of our time he has drawn an uncomfortably pess-
imistic picture of our world a few decades from now,

Which brings me to one of the book's faults., To portray the world
of 1995 is perhaps more difficult than to erect a completely imaginary
society thousands of years in the future. Harrison's 1995 is not too diff-
erent from our world of today: perhaps I'm asking too much, but surely the
patterns of our social life will undergo tremendous changes in the next
thirty years?

The novel just ends. It reaches no conclusions, unravels no loose
ends, holds out no hope for the next millennium, As the half-mad Peter
cries on the penultimate page: 'It must end... can this world go on for
another thousand years, like this? LIKE THIS?'

The way Harry Harrison presents it, it very well could.

1 strongly recommend this book to readers who ask more from sf than
editors are currently giving them; to anyone at all who appreciates good
quality fiction; and, most particularly, to anyone who enjoys "good,
solid, readable, middle-of-the-road' sf.

It will be some time before you read anything half so good, You may

even have to wait until Harry Harrison publishes his next novel,

LEE HARDING
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THOMAS M. DISCH: _ MANKIND UNDER THE LEASH
URSULA K, LeGUIN: _ PLANET OF EXILE ~ . (Ace Double: $0.65)
URSULA K. LeGUIN: _ROCANNON'S WORLD (Ace Double: $0.65)

When I saw the first of these titles I groaned, Disch has given me
the impression of having a morbid and anti-human outlook on life, and
MANKIND UNDER THE LEASH conjured up a vision of Disch-the~Super-Masochist.
‘But the title is somewhat misleading, and for a time while reading the
book I felt I owed its author an apology.

A friend who read the book before me recommended it as a 'romp.' Up
to a point it is that, but once stop and compare it with, say, Aldiss's
LEGENDS OF SMITH'S BURST or Russell's PLUS X and it appears an almost
elephantine'romp. Almost as if Disch had been accused of having no sense
of humour, and had written (or re-written) this story to disprove it, If
this is the case, he has certainly proved to me that he has a sense of
 humour, but that it is quite peripheral to his major preoccupations.

 The plot may be summarised thus: In 1970 an alien life-form quite
incomprehensible to mankind (and to the reader) takes over Earth and
' domesticates' most of its inhabitants, making them into beautiful, cult-
ured, faithful pets - in much the same way as man has domesticated dogs
and other formerly wild animals., The Masters, as the aliens are called,
maintain their hold over their pets by means of the Leash, a kind of
super-telepathy. Some humans, however, are rejected by the Masters, and
these are the Dingoes - the scum of humanity, the undomesticated scaven-
gers. The book is the story of White Fang - or Dennis White (there's a
Latin pun there, and more where that came from) - a happy, contented pet
who finds himself abandoned by his Master, falls into the hands of the
Dingoes, eventually is converted to their outlook, and spearheads a
successful revolt against the Masters. (And if you've read Cordwainer
Smith's MOTHER HITTON'S LITTUL KITTENS you'll have a pretty good idea of
how he accomplishes that.)

If you can make the initial suspension of disbelief, that's not a bad
story. But interlard it with fake-18th-Century-isms (e.g. chapter headings
such as 'In which I am born, and my father is done in by Dingoes.'),
uncalled-for literary and musical allusions (e.g. a melancholy 'bitch' who
reads only Proust, without apparent benefit - or a system of asteroids
with names like Chopin, Stravinsky, Milhaud, Nabokov, &c), and many other
things, amusing in themselves, but in context facetious, frivolous, or
tasteless - and the story starts falling apart at the seams.

Don't misunderstand me - there are some excellent things in this book.
One episode in particular, which takes place in a concentration camp,
starts off like something out of HOGAN'S HEROES and finishes with one of
the most extravagantly comical scenes I've read: a grand performance of
AIDA with, literally, a cast of thousands, : -

But, overall, the book doesn't hang together, doesn't go anywhere or
say anything important. The corny title-page promises the reader, among
other things, 'Reflections by the Author on the Nature of Art, Revolution
& Theology,' but such of these reflections as there are are trite and
unprovocative.
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The one message that comes through the book is that man is an ugly,
smelly, nasty, small-minded brute. Even when a superior power attempts to
make his life a thing of beauty, he will fight to throw off his leash and
réturn to his sordid, unlovely existence. This negative outlook is the
leash that Thomas Disch must throw off if he is to achieve his true stature
as a writer - for write he undoubtedly can.

In complete contrast is Ursula K. LeGuin's PLANET OF EXILE, the other
half of this double-paperback, If I devote less space to this book it is
not because it is less worthy of consideration than Disch's story, but
because it has no faults worth mentioning. It is a beautifully-written,
superbly-controlled piece of work which grips the reader from first page
to last, Y

Attempting less than the Disch story, it achieves more. Here is no
intergalactic epic or revolt against alien enslavement: it is simply an
episode in which the survivors of an Earth colony on some far planet, in a
time of mutual stress and danger, come to terms with their alien neigh-
bours. Basically a tale of adventure, in its brief span it quietly dis-
plays most of the human attributes from folly, cowardice, mistrust and
pigheadedness, to courage, wisdom and love. It leaves on the mind an
impression of nobility and tenderness.

I feel sure Ursula K. LeGuin will go a long way. I thoroughly
enjoyed this book and recommend it highly.

After PLANET OF EXILE I turned to Mrs. LeGuin's earlier story - a
story which my colleague couldn't bring himself to read (ASFR4, p.32).
I don't altogether blame him, since the publisher's blurbs make it sound
awful.

It is not awful, in any sense of the word. It is an interesting,
well-written story, marred only by an unsatisfactory ending. The opening,
also, is not above criticism, but it might have come off quite well with a
good ending to balance it, Basically, ROCANNON'S WORLD falls into three
unequal parts: there is an introductory prologue (originally, I gather, a
short story by itself), a long 'quest' story, and an abrupt ending. The
"quest' concerns Rocannon's efforts to get from Point A to Point B in
order to foil a devilish scheme to undermine universal peace and security.
This, the bulk of the story, is beautifully done, and justifies those
people who compare the author with J.R.R. Tolkien.

However, a few pages from the end of the story, with the hero's main
job - i.e. foiling the devilish scheme - still undone, the author resorts
to a favourite device of the ancients and introduces a god-in-a-box (or
deus ex machina, as they called it), who enables Rocannon to destroy the
enemy effortlessly - and anti-climactically. Then there's a brief epi-
logue, in which the hero lives happily ever after, and you turn another
page, somewhat bewildered at the sudden halt, and you're reading Avram
Davidson upside down.,

So, ROCANNON'S WORLD is one of those stories in which getting there
is all the fun. Not up to the high standard of the later book but, for

all that, recommended reading. JOHN BANGSUND
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D. WOLLHEIM & T. CARR (ed): WORLD'S BEST SF 1966 " (Ace: $0.75)
FREDERIK POHL (ed): STAR FOURTEEN (Whiting: $2.65)
D. F. JONES: COLOSSUS (Hart Davis: $3.15)

WORLD'S BEST SF: with a title like that, you can't really win., Just
about anyone picking it up will be able to think.of better stories. Some
of the authors completely missing from this collection are Cordwainer
Smith, P.J. Farmer, Zelazny, Silverberg<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>