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INTRODUCTION

As happens from time to time this issue is a bit late, probably about a week later than I had expected
and hoped. At the start of May I decided to take a bit of a break from thinking about this fanzine on a
daily basis and just get out and do other things. So the first half of the month disappeared, then I
went to a local sf convention which coincided with me coming down with a low-grade virus that
drained all my enthusiasm, and then, as I should have expected, things got a bit hectic later in the
month (you can read about some of that below). As I result I lost about a week, and here we are.

My wife keeps telling me that the production schedule I set for myself is only that, an arbitrary
timeline that really has no meaning outside my own head. And in many ways that is perfectly true.
But I look on this little project as a way to keep myself busy in my retirement, and I decided early on
that the best way I could do that was to produce monthly issues and to attempt to stick to that aim.

It isn’t always going to work. I know for sure that there will be a break later this year in August when
I'm travelling for a full month around the islands and backroads of Scotland. I'm hoping, as I always
do, to be able to continue to write small pieces each day or so about what we’ve seen and been doing.
I'm also aware that I will more than likely fail to finish that and also fail to finalise anything for
Perryscope. I'm okay with that. I'll do what I can and see what happens. I expect I'll be posting
small snippets on my FaceBook account which will act as the basis for a trip report later, sometime
later. It’s a technique that I recommended to my friend Leigh Edmonds for his trip to the USA
earlier this year, and that resulted in a report that ran to over 70 pages. I put that down to big print
and lots of pictures! But it is also because Leigh has the professional writer’s ability to write copious
amounts of text with ease. He'll probably say something completely different but that’s the way it
looks from the outside.

We are just about fully booked up for the Scottish trip, with only a few minor things, like a train
journey from Edinburgh to London, left to finalise. That’s been out of our control as the tickets
haven’t been available to be booked up till now. The rest of the journey is all bedded down, and while
it isn’t my preferred way of travelling we’ve been forced into this approach due to the nature of the
places we’ll be visiting — small towns on small islands with few accommodation options — and the
fact that far more people are travelling now than were about when last we were in that part of the
world in 1987. We are also travelling in mid-August which I suspect is the height of the tourist
season in Scotland the rest of the UK.

Such is life.
Cover notes:
Chong told me he was experimenting with a new technique and wanted subjects to come sit for him.

He even gave me lunch, though I did have to tell him that the cooking time in his roast chicken
recipe was way too short.
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THE MOOCH OF LIFE

LIFE IN APRIL
April 1-7

The major event of the week was my son Will’s birthday: 25!. Yes, standard cliches abound: “How
did that happen?”; “It seems like only yesterday..” etc, etc. His mother likes to kid him about the
stories surrounding his birth (what she was watching on TV the night before, how fast the labour
was, the trouble I got into joking with one of the maternity nurses) which he groans at but I think
secretly appreciates hearing as they really belong to him, and him alone.

We have been remarkably lucky with our kids. Neither of them caused us much in the way of worry
and angst; both ended up in jobs they like and which are reasonably well paid; both remained
healthy, and both seem fairly settled and happy.

Robyn and I took the kids out to dinner, his choice of restaurant. It worked out well with a decent
set of dishes to share. I still quake when I look at the wine lists in restaurants with their average or
unknown wines sitting at $16-18 a glass. These lists seem to be put together by marketers for large
wine syndicates and attempt to be all things to all people, and end up achieving very little. They
pick the right Australian wine regions and then insist on not picking the varieties that region is
famous for but opt for something obscure and expensive. I still long for, and seek out, BYO (bring-
your-own) restaurants as I reckon I have better wines at home than are usually being offered. I
fear, though, that the days of the cheap BYO place are severely numbered.

April 8-14

Thursday saw the second Second Thursday gathering of sf fans in Melbourne for a night at the pub.
It was obvious that a number of people weren’t happy with the venue, and that is something I can
perfectly understand. Platform 28 (as the venue is named) in the Melbourne Docklands area has
the advantage of being close to Southern Cross station which allows easy access for anyone close to
a train line. But that is its one major plus, the negatives include being noisy, not having a great
range of beers, being crowded and not having enough areas that are conducive to a quiet chat over
a drink. The difficulty lies in finding anything in the same general area that is any better.

Rose Mitchell and I made a note to try out a few other places over the next few weeks to see if there
is another site that better suits our requirements. Frankly I'm not expecting much but we won’t
find anything unless we try. I asked a few people on Thursday night if they had any suggestions and
was met with blank looks. You could interpret those any way you wanted; I have no comment.

Wherever we end up I do think this is a good idea overall. We had Bruce Gillespie there on the first
night, and Marc Ortlieb on the second (though he tells me that he is usually committed to Scouts
on a Thursday night and this night just happened to be free), and Leigh Edmonds has travelled
down from Ballarat both times. So I'm pleased with the numbers but I wouldn’t want to get
complacent about them as I suspect they could drop off very quickly.

April 15-21

I've bought a new pillow for about the first time in 15 years. It’s amazing that a thing so small could
seem so expensive and yet so cheap at the same time. Given the amount of time I'll be spending

Page 3 May 2024



Perryscope 44

with it — about a third of each day — you’d think it would be much more.

The old foam pillow was starting to lose its shape after a while and my head was sliding down
towards my chest. I'm a side-sleeper and that was putting a lot of pressure on my neck and
shoulder causing some pins-and-needles and numbing in the left arm overnight — waking me up —
and some occasional sharp nerve pain in the index and forefinger of my left hand. I'm hoping the
new pillow will help to alleviate that. I've been taking a few anti-inflammatories to tide me over
until the effects of sleeping with a proper upper-torso shape start to kick in.

The whole thing is not debilitating but it is annoying. And, yes, I've been to the doctor about it and

we have a graduated plan: “try the pillow, if that doesn’t work, then try these prescribed heavy duty
anti-inflammatories, and if that doesn’t work then here’s a referral for an MRI so we can figure out
what’s really going on.”

I must be getting old as I've been to the doctor more times in the past year than in the previous 5.
April 22-30

We received the car insurance notice recently for Robyn's Skoda Fabia. It came in at a lazy
$2,347.89 which I thought was rather high! A few phone calls to other insurance companies and we
determined that, yes, it really was high.

I thought that it was mainly because we had my son listed as a driver: a male under 25 bumps the
insurance through the roof. But he's just crossed that age threshold so I thought I'd give the
insurance company another try.

"Yes, we have adjusted the insurance for him," they said.

"Well, can I remove him from the list of drivers, and remove me too." We both only drive her car
about once a month.

"So, that leaves just Robyn as the sole driver?"
"Yes."
After a few minutes they came back with a new quote of $1,216.92!

"And the other drivers will still be covered if they don't drive the car regularly," they informed me.
So, after almost 50 years of having car insurance I discover something new. Better late than never I
guess.

LIFE IN MAY
May 1-7

The Nova Mob, Melbourne’s monthly sf discussion group has been running for almost fifty years
and while I have attended sessions on and off over the years I hadn’t settled into regular attendance
until the kids were off our hands. So I started attending, via Zoom, during the early COVID years
and thought it a good idea to give a little back by actually giving a presentation once a year or so.
The first of these was on the rather obscure topic of “The Best Short sf of 1965”. What a great ball of
laughs that one was.
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So funny in fact that I followed that up the next year with “The Best Short sf of 1966”. Oh, how we
laughed. I certainly discovered some gems in the middle of all of that but there was also a lot of
dross as well. But, oh, I decided it was just too much work, and called a halt to the series.

Back in the middle of last year I noticed that I didn’t have any topic set up for 2024 so I thought I
should draw on all the reading I'd done for the podcast over the years, especially the sf novels that
had been nominated for awards in the 1960s. Which seemed like a great idea until I realised that
I'd need to do a whole lot more reading to make it sound even vaguely like I knew what I was
talking about. Unless, of course, I could rope someone else in on the act. And the obvious candidate
for that was my podcast partner-in-crime David Grigg.

Luckily David agreed and after a few changes of date, because I was away for the March meeting
and had my son’s birthday dinner coincide with the date of the April one, we had to shift it along to
May.

David came up with the idea that we should both settle on a final list of six novels each. Which
sounded okay until we realised that we would doubtless overlap and there would be a lot “Yeah,
what he said” comments in the discussion. The solution was to run the talk like a sporting draft,
tossing the coin to see who would start first, and then taking it in turns to pick one novel each and
review our choice. If a novel was chosen by one person then it couldn’t be picked by the other.

It all seemed to go well and the topic brought out a few old Nova Mob members who we don’t see
very often. David and I recorded the session and may attempt to turn it into a special episode of the
podcast if we can ever find the time to actually do some cleanup work on it.

Now I have to start thinking about a subject for next year. Gawd help me.
May 8-14

The new pillow appears to be helping though things still aren’t where I'd like them to be. I'm not
crunching the neck as much as I was before though I still find myself sliding down the pillow and
putting pressure on parts of the neck that I'd like to avoid. I'm starting to think some slim-line side
pillow will help. Maybe I just need a cocoon! The trouble is everything is good for a few days and
then I slip back into the old habits of not lining myself up in the bed properly.

The prescribed anti-inflammatories were basically steroids; they did the trick but caused some
interesting gastric side-effects, and a mild sense of euphoria. Both the doctor and pharmacists
warned me to only take them with food and I'm glad I followed their advice as even with something
in the stomach I still had problems with indigestion. Definitely something to remember for next
time.

May 15-21

Mid-May and it was time for Continuum, this year’s National Science Fiction Convention held in
Melbourne near the Queen Victoria Market. It’s good to see this long-running convention back on
its feet after COVID and I was happy to support it, to attend and to participate by appearing on a
couple of panels.

My convention started on the Thursday night with a drinks catchup at a pub near the convention
site. I had heard that a number of interstate fans were aiming to be in town for the con and were
arriving that day so the idea seemed a good one. We had about 10-15 in attendance though I did
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think for a while that we were running a small Western Australian convention, given the number of
Melbourne-based and visiting fans from the west.

The hotel seemed to get its wires a little crossed when it closed down the bar early on the Friday
afternoon but this seemed to have sorted itself out by Saturday, it gave us somewhere to sit and
chat. My main involvement with the convention consisted of a panel on Worldcons, especially
concerning the problems that arose in China last year, a panel on fanzine preservation and fanzine
repositories, the book launch of Leigh Edmonds’s history of Australian sf fandom from 1936 to
1961 (more on that book next month), and helping Justin Ackroyd with the fan fund auction. If you
throw in a lunch I organised for Sunday for ANZAPA members (where we had to work our way
around competing political demonstrations about the current war in Gaza) then I was busier than I
had been at a local convention for a long time. I enjoyed it. Long may it run.

May 22-31

I first came across Anderson’s winery in Rutherglen when I toured the area around 1994 and was
immediately impressed with the range and quality of the wines on offer, especially the sparkling
reds Howard Anderson was making. So when I received an email from the winery stating that they
were holding a series of winemaker’s dinners around the country to celebrate Howard’s 60 years in
the industry I jumped at the chance. Julian Warner and Lucy Sussex agreed to join us (I've finally
converted Julian to the quality to Howard’s product though I don’t think he’s as big a fan as I am)
and one night at the end of May we were lucky enough to find ourselves sitting next to Howard on
one of the long tables.

l 11!
It’s not often that you get such a chance to have a I.
decent chat with your favourite winemaker so I
grabbed the
opportunity.
Hopefully I
didn’t bore
him too much.
I'm passed the
| age when I feel
i | the need to
gush my
enthusiasm all
over someone but I was certainly glad that Julian was there,

8 across the table, to be able to fill in the gaps when my stock of
W questions and comments started to run a little dry. He can

Mt always be guaranteed to come up with some weird factoid.

What didn’t run dry was the wine on offer with Howard and his
daughter pairing some excellent drops to the menu of canapes,
four courses and dessert. Luckily none of the plates was large,
just enough to satisfy. It was an excellent night overall and
Robyn ran into someone she knows from her work with the Mental Health Review Tribunal.
Melbourne can seem a small place at times.

The next day we spent at the Melbourne Food and Wine Show trying the wines and food samples
on offer from a vast array of merchants. I don’t think I was able to appreciate it to the fullest as I
was still feeling rather replete from the night before. I'm going to have to keep this in mind for the
next time a confluence of this nature happens again.
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WANDERINGS AND READINGS - An Occasional Column by Julian
Warner

So Put it Right Back in the Rack, Jack! The end of magazines?

[With acknowledgement to Louis Jordan for his Choo Choo Ch'Boogie]

My life has been punctuated with magazines but the supply of
magazines is drying up. I might have to resort to reading books. It all
started with comics, like The Beano and Commando and the
educational mags like Tell Me Why and World of Wonder. As a
teenager I wanted to know more about music so I bought copies of
almost all of the available music weeklies and monthlies that I could
get hold of. Isettled eventually on the New Musical Express from
the UK as my favourite but I would still buy the occasional copy of
Melody Maker, or rarely Sounds. Australia's own Rock Australia
Monthly — RAM — offered tempting visions of music and bands in the
big cities in the Eastern States. My bedroom walls were plastered with
posters from Science Fiction Monthly. I subscribed briefly to
Heavy Metal magazine from the US but gave up due to the
destructive depredations of various postal services.

When I left school, I was supposed to go to University but I didn't fancy
having to work and study at the same time. So I looked for full-time
work. Iliked music. Ithought I knew a lot about it from reading
magazines and I had reasonable diction (from nursery school elocution
lessons). So I applied for jobs in radio stations. I sent an audition tape
to 6KG in Kalgoorlie. They told me they had already filled their
position but they passed the tape onto 6GE in Geraldton. The person
from 6GE who rang me was a bit dismissive of my vocal talents but I
was told that if I showed up on Monday, I could have a job. I became
Western Australia's youngest radio announcer after a two week
apprenticeship. Most of the music I had to play was not music I liked
and I hadn't bargained on having to write radio commercials for

| concrete sheep troughs and dubious burger bars.

The 45rpm singles which we played were generally three and a half
minutes long, sometimes shorter but rarely longer. This fit in neatly with three thirty second
commercials which allowed the day to be carved into five minute segments. The job gave you an
appreciation of just how much you could achieve in thirty seconds. Once you had got used to the
rhythm of the job, you had ... ooh ... two whole minutes of nothing to do while some pop band
droned on. You couldn't really read a book in two minute instalments but you could dip in and out
of a magazine. I became an obsessive buyer of magazines, haunting the few newsagents in the
town. My preference was for music, science and science fiction magazines but after I'd read all of
those I explored what was left. Hence I would also read Cleo, Cosmopolitan, fashion magazines,
photography magazines and computer magazines.

This made me mildly knowledgeable about some fairly diverse things but it didn't really substitute
for reading proper novels and non-fiction books. I did some of that too but not at work.

Page 7 May 2024



Perryscope 44

When I was sacked for laziness and a distaste for commercials, I returned to Perth for a six-month
holiday, living on the dole and my pay-out. Slight poverty didn't affect my devotion to buying
records and magazines. When I almost accidentally got a government job, it allowed me to further
feed my habits. By the time I moved to the flat in West Perth which I shared with various SF fans I
had enough copies of the New Musical Express to wrap them in plastic and use them as crude
furniture. I did all of the standard penurious furnishing with milk crates, bricks, planks and bread
crates. Wherever I lived there would be stacks of magazines lying around, waiting (...waiting...) to
be re-read.

One odd phenomenon was the cassette magazine. A few of them appeared. To me the most
notable was Fast Forward magazine, put together by Melbourne music scene personality Bruce
Milne. I bought my copies from a shop in North Melbourne which sold punk clothing and punk
fanzines and even fanzines which verged on the SFnal. I sold my remaining copies of Fast Forward
to a record shop just recently.

There were piles of SF fanzines around the house (or flat) as well. I had no concept of throwing
them away unless they were produced by the most odious idiots. People kept sending me fanzines,
long after I had been particularly active in producing them myself.

Despite having a regular habit which encompassed quite a number of
magazines, I was constantly on the lookout for something newer and
better. I read American music magazines — most of which
disappointed for their slavish adherence to the mainstream. There
were sparks of brilliance in Creem and Trouser Press magazines.
Australia had plenty of short-lived music magazines like The Virgin
Press which had moments of brilliance but which flopped when the
money ran out. I flirted with Private Eye, but British politics still
confused me. My understanding of British 'culture' was updated
through reading Viz comic. Confusingly we got both locally produced | ey &
and imported versions which were only intermittently available. As o df:iﬂgf"i F-z’.‘f
my taste for wine developed, I started to buy Winestate magazine, i 7
which maintained a fair balance between consumer information and
industry news and gossip.

b EXCL

MY TOP TEN
B SIZZILING

5 LOVE TIPS

BY THE QUEEN

|

2 B THE REAL
B JAMES BOND

When I moved from Perth to Melbourne, I had to leave most of my books and magazines behind.
Only the essentials came with me — clothes, records and a few reference books.

That might have been a useful clear out but I simply took up where I
left off. I became a regular buyer of Mojo, Uncut and Vox magazines
— all populated with journalists from the old New Musical Express
— which had been waning in its hold over me. I wanted to read about
alternative music and music of the dim past but not radio-friendly pop
music. Rolling Stone remained as a very occasional read. It was too
rooted in soft white rock to really appeal. Hunter S. Thompson's
writing for them was one good reason to buy a copy.

The Wire (*not* Wired, of which I've read a couple of copies) is a
magazine which I've read for decades, although it has changed

AN substantially from the jazz-focused magazine which it used to be. I had
o boxes of them stored in the shed with little hope of being re-loved. Into
the recycling they went, sadly.
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Over the years I have probably spent more money on computer magazines than computers. I
followed PC User magazine for pretty much most of its life. I sometimes bought its more serious
sister publication Australian Personal Computer. I don't bother keeping up with what is the
fastest CPU or GPU or graphics card these days. I spend a reasonable amount on a new PC and

expect it to do its job. I could have relatively meaningful discussions o A TP FOR TWO T HANAYL VALVED AT $12,000
with the computer techs at work and this meant they didn't treat me as :
one of the usual idiot users. But otherwise, computer knowledge is not

a great social skill.

The magazine which I now buy consistently is Record Collector.
Although it focuses — as the name suggests — on collecting vinyl
records, it has the best reviews section of any music magazine, in my
opinion. I try to avoid buying vinyl records, preferring to concentrate
on CDs. The fact that there is no online digital version of the magazine
(yet) is possibly a reflection of its old-fashioned ways or its old-aged
readers. Record Collector is now the last one left. The redundancy
of reading both Uncut and Mojo magazines was made clearest when
both of them had Bruce Springsteen on the cover in the same month. EEEESEES
As their review sections were not as comprehensive as that in Record Collector I have given

them up.

There are still magazines to be see in the newsagents shops. Not as many as there used to be and
not the diversity. I suspect that the titles on offer might reflect on the age of the readers. Do
younger people read any print magazines at all? There are so many online magazines and
replacements for magazines that there is possibly no need. Itried reading The Wire as an online
magazine — the content was still all there but something just didn't feel right. My perspective is a

bit skewed by age anyway.

r )

Whilst I regard skateboarding as "kid's stuff”, it has been around longer
than me and there have been skateboarding magazines for decades.
Some readers of those magazines will be just as old as me. If I was
really mean-spirited I could say that they were sad losers who can't let
go of their childhood. But then you could say that about Science Fiction
fans. So will magazines die with their readers? Comics are still around
and they seem to maintain a healthy readership, if the anime/manga
sections in bookshops and libraries are any indication. The death of the
book was predicted prematurely.

I suppose the indicator is whether that stalwart dummy of law, "the
man on the Clapham omnibus" is reading a book, a comic, a magazine
or his mobile phone. I'll be the man on the Bourke Street tram, reading
a book.

PS: In the course of background research for this piece, I found out that Howard Devoto was a
better lyricist than Pete Shelley and that Janus was the name of both a British magazine devoted
to depicting the spanking of secretaries and schoolgirls and of a feminist fanzine closely allied to

Wiscon.
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MORE SWINGING LONDON by Martin Field

It was kind of weird. There I was, a young Boronia Boy, fresh out of the army, living in
Knightsbridge, visiting exclusive clubs I'd only read about in the newspapers. Among them were
the Cromwellian, The Bag o Nails, the Playboy Club, and Sybilla’s. I loved every minute of it and
wrote shameless name-dropping aerogrammes home.

The Playboy Club had just opened — in July 1966 — at 45 Park Lane. As it happened, my housemate
Kevin got a job there in their administration. He in turn introduced me to his boss, a Sydneysider
named Lorraine, who I went out with for a while.

Lorraine worked directly for Victor “Vic” Lownes an American big-time hustler who had set up the
London Playboy Club for Hugh Hefner.

The club was the hottest thing in town at the time and
membership was very expensive. Kevin, who had a bit
of Vic’s hustle about him, created a counterfeit
membership card of an existing member, which he
gave to me.

Kevin had also scored us a house in Ennismore
Gardens Mews in Knightsbridge. This was just across
Hyde Park from the Playboy Club. Typically, a couple
of us would don our glad rags, walk across the park,
present the counterfeit membership card, and avail
ourselves of the club’s many delights. Different floors
featured a casino, restaurants, a cabaret, and so forth.
Thanks to Kevin and Lorraine I also frequented parties
about town, attended by various Playboy Bunnies and
well-known actors.

My relationship with Lorraine ended when she was
invited to join Sybilla’s, an invitation only club near
Piccadilly Circus. Sybilla’s was funded by various
aristocrats and George Harrison was one of its
illustrious shareholders.

So, Lorraine and I went along one night to Sybilla’s.
Beforehand, to get the vibe up, I must have consumed
the best part of a bottle of Metaxa Brandy. This, as it
turned out, was very unwise.

Martin Field and Bob Hall in Ennismore
By the time we arrived at Sybilla’s I was virtually Gardens Mews

legless. After a brief period of chatting nonsensically to
other patrons and being rather loud, I had the honour of being the first person to be ejected from a
club that was already so famous it was in the newspapers.

Next day I suffered a classic hangover.

I never saw Lorraine again.
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WHAT I'VE BEEN READING LATELY

Codes — F: format (e for electronic, blank for paper); R: rating, out of 5.0.
Abbr — Anth: Anthology; Aust: Australian; Edgar: Edgar Award winner; Gdn: Guardian Best 1000
Novels; Nvla: novella; PEN: Pen/Faulkner Award winner; Trans- translated.

April 2024 books

Title Author Genre |Date F R Pub |Notes
Date

Hopscotch Brian Garfield Thriller [Apr 5 3.3 1975 |Edgar

The Year of the Quiet |Wilson Tucker St Apr 8 3.6 1970

Sun

The Buddha in the Julie Otsuka Lit Aprog 4.0 2011 |PEN

Attic

The Battle of Pollocks |J. L. Carr Lit Apr 16 3.2 1985

Crossing

Camp Concentration |Thomas M. Disch  |Sf Apr 21 3.7 1967 |Gdn

Sleepless Nights Elizabeth Hardwick |Lit Apr 24 3.4 1979

Nebula Award Stories |Poul Anderson (ed) |Sf Apr28 | e | 24 1971 |Anth

4

The Transmigration of |Yuri Herrera Lit Apr 29 3.5 2013 |Trans (Spanish)

Bodies

Standing by the Wall |Mick Herron Spy Apr 30 3.2 2022 |Nvla

Sorry Gail Jones Lit Apr 30 4.2 2007 |Aust

Books read in the period: 10
Yearly total to end of period: 31

Notes:

Hopscotch (1975) — This novel won the 1976 Edgar Award for Best Novel.

Miles Kendig is a CIA field man who has been put out to pasture and he’s
not happy about it. So he decides to get back into the “game” by making
himself the target. He starts to write an exposé of all the dirty tricks the
CIA and KGB have pulled over the years (assassinations of elected
Presidents, overthrows of unfriendly governments, kidnappings,
blackmail, etc etc) and sets up scheme where he sends a chapter each
week or so to a number of publishers around the world. The CIA gets
wind of this and, going along with Kendig’s plan, decide to seek him out
and eliminate him. So begins a cat-and-mouse game between Kendig and
various intelligence agencies from around the world, as he jumps from
one weird location to another, in North America and across Europe.

1LY THLEGRAH

HOPSCOTCH
Brian Garfield |

This is a reasonably good thriller for its time and shows a lot of detail
about how intelligence agencies, and undercover agents actually work,
rather like The Day of the Jackal. And like that previous novel it was
also filmed, this time in 1980 with Walter Matthau in the leading role. He was sixty at the time of
filming, only slightly older than the novel character’s age, though the film was pitched as rather
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more comic than the dark tone of this book. The story-line and intelligence techniques are all rather
dated now but it is interesting and shows a mastery of the cliff-hanger technique. R: 3.3/5.0

The Year of the Quiet Sun (1970) — This novel was on the ballot for 3 G
the 1970 Nebula Award and 1971 Hugo Award for Best Novel. ‘TheYearofthe Quiet Sun

Wilson Tucker

Wilson Tucker’s time travel novel starts in June 1978 and follows the
commissioning and use of a TDV (Time Displacement Vehicle) by the US
Bureau of Standards. This bureau is very secretive and answers directly
to the President. Three men are recruited to be the first human team to
travel through time, the system testing has been undertaken using
monkeys. The novel’s protagonist, and only civilian among the three
men, is Brian Chaney, an expert in the Dead Sea Scrolls, a couple of
which he has translated and published just prior to the beginning of the
novel. The team’s first mission is a political one, the current President
wants to know if he will be re-elected in 1980. The three men are sent
forward in time in hourly intervals and return to 1978 with enough data
for the mission to be deemed a success. The second mission pushes them
forward to 1999 and beyond the year 2000, where the political situation
has become very dire indeed.

The initial section of this novel is rather slow as it attempts to set up the interrelationships between
the three men and their recruiter, Kathryn van Hise. She is the only significant woman character in
the novel and, surprisingly, for an sf novel of this time, is the most fleshed out and mature character
of the lot: the men seem to be rather more simplistic in their ambitions, most of which seem to
revolve around ogling women of the future in their short skirts or trying to get van Hise to show
some interest in them; and this starts to get a little tedious after a while. But Tucker redeems the
novel in the last section of the action as Chaney travels further into the future than his teammates
and finds the world and himself in a state of turmoil. You need to be aware of the Bible’s Book of
Revelations when reading this book, as various characters, themes, and meanings are reflected here.
R: 3.6/5.0

The Buddha in the Attic (2011) — This novel was the winner of the 2012
PEN/Faulkner Award.

During the 1920s a large number of young Japanese women were sent over
to America to become the wives of Japanese men who had already
migrated and were working there. They were “picture brides”, promised in
marriage based on a dodgy photo and e