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trom TJerrv Jeevec

QUARTERLY 230 Bannerdale Rd. .

Shetfield 511 9FE

I+ vou enioved thrs 1ssue and would li1ke o aet the next.
there are three wavs :-—

15 write a LuC on tis 1ssue and enciose TWO second class
stamps. (lutrside the Uk. vou can skip the stamps)
2 By trage with me. NUT for fanzaines. | can t  manage anv
more
or tnose. but for maaazine SF tnot  analoa). HModel

Hircrateo,
ririltarv Al1rcratt or oia oulos. Drop me a iine and we il

dicrer .
T Bv casn  sun. Sorrv. but opostal raises and the now
1tncreaseq orintinag caosts mean vou pav £3.00 tor tive 1ssues
Ur. ar #5.00 ror si1x 1ssues USA. 1n daliar bilts please. NU1
cheaues.

H  cross at the too of this page indicates that sadlv. this
will be vour last 1ssue unless vou PO something. A auestion
mark means “Are vou interecsted? 1f so. let me know.
fRemember. the name of the game 158 RESFFONSE

FIINI—ERGITORIAL The cover this time is a

re-draw of an illustration I did +or an
art—folio ain FRill Bowers Double Rill ' manv moons aago. It
depicts Lartiff the i1ewel fence 1n a scene t+rom one of "Doc
Smith's varns. The original went to Doc and we began a
brief correspondence before his death.

A orinted ERG' When ! began this maogazine, I never
dreamed tnat not oniv wauld 1 still be producing it some Z&
vear = later.,, but that it would be a printed 1=sue. prepared
€ mny  awr MLCrOCOMDULSr . How times change. The event nas
come a little sponer than oriainallv planned. so apologies to
those ot vou (mvself included) who feel that the chanage
should have come with iNo. (01 The chance to shed all the
chores of stencil cutting., electra patchina, duper crankina
and  1ssue collating and stapling, was just too tempting. So
how do vou like this new stvlie and format?

I m now thinking of issue No.l0O due on October Ist - a
date which also marks mv 45th  birthdav. 1'11 not have
candles on the cake as thev midht cause heat orostration.
bne article alreadv in for that 1ssue. ana I hope to persuade
a few names to help out as well.

; DO ME A FAVOUR? If vou don’'t save vour copbies aof ERG.
would vou pass them along to a friend {or enemv! and thus
helo to spread the gospel? Ta.

-8
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Gettina 1nto space isn t some sort of new—fanaied idea
that came in with Neil Armstrono. or even with the Gernsback

SF magazines. Shooting backwards in a mental time machine
turns up the fact that ane aof those Greeks had a few words
for it. fucian wrote a sort of 'missina adventure’ to the

Iliad in which his hero was aboard a ship cauaht in a
terrific storm. It lande him on the Moon, where the warlike
inhabitants are about to tackle the dwellers on the Sun!
Lucian must have liked the idea of space travel. as another
of his heroes gets there by fivina up on lcarus-like winaos.

Manv years later. the English Bishon Godwin wrote of a
Moon trip in which his traveller gets there in a gandola
hauled up by wild geese. Had the idea been followed up, we
might now be rating our machines, not bv harses but bv goose
power.

Cvrano de Bergerac strapped bottles of dew to the waist
uf FKre man. wWher tne sun rose, the dew evaporated and did

litewise — and took the chap to the Moon. -=fwrano also wrote
of a device litted by the power of a lodestone tied on the
front, as well as a flying chariot’ lifted bv powder

rackets, sao he wasn’'t just a pretty (awful) nose.

That prevaricating character Baron Munchausen made his
trip by leaping aboard a cannon ball as it emerged from the
gun barrel, and of course Jules VYerne s mighty cannon carried
v v passengers 1ncside the shell. An idea also used in the
film 'Things To Come’. I dan t recall this pbeing in the
book, and surely Wells must have known that such treatment
might damage one s health.



Wells mvitnical Lavorite alsa carried men to tne
Moon. and since then. writers have devised a bewilderinao
number o+ wavs to get their characters to our satellite. the
planets. or even .. The Stars! However. reachinag the latter
invaolved such lona journevs in both time and distance thar
nohero could be exopected to undertake a round trip of thirtwv
or 4ortv vears and still knock hell out ot the baddv 1in the

+inal chaoter. Even at the speed of light, such a trip would
reguire a minimum of 8.6 vears - and that isn 't including
acceleration. deceleration or staving there long enouah to
have the heroine capntured bv a man (tor waman) eating

ocoliwotsit.

Saome SF writers ignored the problem entirely. Their
characters climbed into a spaceship, staved there an hour or
s0. then got out again on same olanet circling Alpha Centauri
— ar a more exgtic "Auroriana’. There’'s a technical word far
that sort of thing, it's called "cheating . Other writers
sought for more feasible wavs of doing the trick. and came up
with ideas such as the ‘generation ship and the “deep
freeze .

The aeneration shipb carried so manv people, it became a
microcasmic world. the inhabitants living. breedina and
spendina their entire 1lives aboard +the craft as it moved
ponderously oan its long. lonag journev.

Since this meant that individual heroces couldn’'t stav
the course, the focus of the varn was either on events at one
stage of the journey, or what happened on arrival at the
destination. In one tale. this involved +findina the new
olanet to be inhabited bv Earthmen as a new FTL method had
been developed after the generation ship set aff. Events
habppenina during the journey were often built around mutinies
whicn led to a total loss ot the
knowledae that thev were all
aboard a starship. Heinlein s

Orohan s Qf The Stars’ being the
definitive varn ot this typoe.

Another concept allowing our
intrepid vovagers to reach the
stars. was 'deep freezing .
Betore take-off, crews were frazen
1into corpsicles’ and defrosted at
journey’'s end. Etfective. but
cumbersome. What writers and fans really wanted was a svstem
allowing heroes and heroines to commute hither and von as
easily (or more easily?) than by catching a Number 10 bus.

The answer was the ‘space warp’ which operated on the
theory that space was folded like a blanket. Switch on vour
veeblesnurdler. nip across the ends, and vou could cut out
all that light-year stuff. Closely akin to this was the
theory held by same physicists, that if you zoomed into a
spinning black hole at the 1right angle, you would vanish

through a “woron 72" and emerge in a different part of the
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universe.

One of the snaas of space warps and the like was the

wav thev aftected vou. Vvisions of past and present. ming
bengina. nausea giving and generally olaving hob with one s
10ie de vivre. One writer ever had ta have his characters

rendered unconscilous tor the whole of the time. otherwise the
experience killed em off. Just how this svstem was evolved
is a bit obscure — until a shio returned with a live crew.
who could tell ‘em what was killinag then off’

Bertram Chandler noted how a ovroscope 1f pushed one
wav. will stubbornlv move off 1n a difterent direction. By
that mvsterious alchemv known onlv to wielders of the pen. he
metamarohosed this inta his ‘Mannschen Drive . This 1nvolved
weird wirina and multi-axis avroscopes, but once set 1n
motion 1t did the trick - thouah otten erraticallv.

Mv own favourite method is Doc Smith s incomparable
Bergenholm. This neutralised i1nertia and thus at one stroke
avorded the Einsteinian ‘infinite mass’' bugaboo and allowed
speeds way beyond that of light. 1'd nominate this idea —
and the way in which Doc developed and elaborated it. as the
greatest 5F “invention’ of all time.

anne MeCaffrev's Dragon Riders needed no warps, worm
holes or widoets. The dragons could flv ‘between’ aon sheer
mental power — and for good measure, could throw in a spot of
time travelling.

Incidentally, that light speed barrier has other snags
beyvond the pft quoted ones of infinite mass and zero lenath.
At 0.99999c, the 4.3 light year trip to Alpha Centauri would
appear to the crew as an elapsed time of about one and a hal f
davs. Lovelv, but there’'s a snag. At that speed, thev would
be covering same twa million miles in 1/100 of a second.
What sort of reaction time would be needed toc cope with all
those glowing meteorites? 1f vou mumble about ‘automatic
controls’', these too, will be operating on sub jective time,
s0 there’'s no gain there. Moreover, IF the craft actually
travels AT the speed of light, then time will be dilated to
the point of standing still! Thev'll never be able to press
the STOF button, but iust hurtle on for ever - until the
cratt runs smack into a star. When infinite mass does that.
rhe result could be slightlv cataclvsmic! Who knows, mavbe
that ‘s what caused the original biyg bang. Authors feel
iree to tell us all about 1t.

No doubt about it, this space travel is awfully
complicated. 57, o




HERE ARE THE FIRZT LINES OF SOHE HWELL KNOHN SF AND FANRTASY
STORIES. CAN YOQU IDENTIFY THEM — AND THEIR AUTHORS?

1. "You will reiaice to hear that no disaster has
accompanied the commencement af an enterprise which vyau have
regarded with such evil forebodings"

2. His mother ‘s hand felt cold, clutching his. His fear as
they walked hurriedly along the street was a quiet, swift
nulsation.

. Dominating twice a hundro™ ccuare miles of campus. parade
ground, airport and spaceport, a ninety-storey edifice o1
chromium and glass sparkled dazzlingly in the bright sunlight
of a June Morning.

4. It was with a weary frown that Jan FPalmer beheld Thomson
standing there an the dock. Thomson like saome evil raven,
never made his appearance unless to inform Jan in a samehow

accusatory way that business, atter all, should take
precedence over such trivialities as sailing.
S Fifteen men in shining, bulky airtight suits stood teside

the great hull that had brought them across a gquarter of a
million miles of space and landed them at last on this
airless satellite worild.

6. The next time you see a full moon high in the South, look
carefully at its right hand edge and let your eye travel
upwards along the curve of the disk. Round about two-o-clock
you will notice a small, dark oval: anyone with normal
eyesight can find it guite easily.

7y He came from nothing. He became aware from unawareness.
He smelled the air of the night and hteard the trees
whispering on the embankment above him and the breeze that
had set the trees to whispering came down to him and felt him
aver with soft, tender fingers.

8. "Put down that wrench'"™ The man addressed turned slowly
around and faced the speaker. His expression was hidden by a
grotesque helmet. :

9. The place stank!

10 After the man from the express company had given the door
and untipped slam, Sam Weber decided ta move the huge crate
under the one light bulb in his room.

11. The Lieutenant stood in front of the steel sphere and
gnawed a piece of pine splinter, "What do you think of it

Steevens?" he asked. "It's an idea", said Steevens in them
tone of one who keeps an open mind.
12. The Kanamit were naot very pretty it’'s true. They looked

something like pigs and something like people, and that is
not an attractive combination.
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Part /.

With this instalment. I'm
shifting the emphasis +rom
nurelv Science Fictional to
a more autobiograohical

mother lode of memaries - many of them concerninag that other
love of my life — aircraft. I hope all of you will find them
entertaining - and who knows? they may stir up a few

memories of vour own. One point I must make clear, memory
being a fickle jade, don’'t be upset if I occasionally get
dates muddled, or events out of chronological order. 1 never

could do more with diaries other than fill in the
‘Infarmation’ page, and even then, I was never able to find
my ‘Watch Number ~ or other i1nvaluable data. Bear that in

mind, and read on.

One of my very eparliest memories from around the age of
four, concerns my fairy cycle - Na, it didn’'t have wings, nor
did it have queer habits. Actually, it was a tricycle with
wheels about S inches in diameter. On this particular day, 1
was embarked on a (relatively) long ¢trip to call for my

friend - who lived next door but ane. I had gat half way and
was at least 20 feet from our backdoor, when disaster struck!
The pedal crank braoke! I was panic stricken, how was 1 to
get home? ! wasn’'t in the A.A., hadn’'t even heard of em.
It was a real problem, but I managed to solve it - I walked
home.

A tew years later, someone presented me  with an
‘Electrical Set '. 1t consisted of battery, bulb and holder,
half a yard of wire and a compass. Clever people could
juggle these until the light came on, but all 1 ever
achieved, was to run the battery flat and trample on the
bulb. Even so, when the inevitable grown up asked me, “What




do vou want to be when vou grow up?" 1 answered, "A pilot or
an electrician®. Many years later, 1 skirted both targets
when I vaolunteered for the RAF. A weak right eye barred me
from aircrew, and I wound up as a Wireless Mechanic. Even
s0, I did wangle many a flight - including two or three
anti-submarine patrols in an antiquated D.H. Rapide.

But back to short pants and

my first "flying  model aircraft.

This was a rather ghastly stick
model , fabric—covered monoplane.
Before the envious eyes of my pals,
I carried it out into the middle of
the road, gave the rubber six full
turns and placed the model on the
ground. The prop flipped over a couple of times and there
was a pregnant silence. 1 tried again with no less than 18
turns on the motor and achieved a taxi run of almost a foot.
There were murmurings from the motley collection of kids and
some suggestions af a highly disquieting nature which touched
my tender soul. Honour was at stake! Casting caution to the
winds and offering up a silent prayer that the rubber
wouldn 't break, I wound the prop until a full row of knots
lined up along the elastic. All eyes were on me, I daren’'t
$arl now. I risked my all on a hand launch. Hurling the
contraption willy-nilly into the air, I opened my eyes at the
astonished gasps. it was FLYING! The model swooped 1n a
gentle curve, straight oaout into the frant of one of tnose
well-known menaces on pre-war British roads .. a Walls Ice
Cream tricycle. This advanced technical equipment had an ice
box full of lollies etc. mounted on the two front wheels,
behind them, the rear half of a bicycle - saddle, pedals,
wheels and so on. If you are ever invited to make a small
wager on the results af a dogfight between an ice cream cart,
and a rubber—-powered model monoplane, I advise you to go for
cold storage. The belligerent ice cream vendor removed the
remains of my model from the hidden depths of his machine and
handed them to me, along with a kindly word af friendly
advice, "Don't fly that bloody thing on the street agaxn or
1’11 break your flaming neck."

For a while, I consoled myself by collecting metal,
‘Dinky Toy ' aircraft and very quickly each acquired a broken
undercarriage through being landed toa heavily after ‘hand
flying . A favourite game with these, was to run a thread
from a bedroom window to the ground at an angle of about 40
degrees. Hooked on to this, my Dinky bombers could ‘fly’
down to ground level (and be retrieved by a second thread
tied to the tail). However after several high speed bomb
runs had been terminated by loud ‘THUNKS® and cries of agony
from people getting in the way of 1low flying Whitleys, my
squadron was permanently grounded.

Then . there was my pride and joy, a metal fuselage
F.R.0.6 monoplane. In those days, they cast about 7/6d (or
I7p) and boasted waoaden props with high ratio gear boxes,
‘knock off’ undercarriages and wings. Built into the box was
a8 geared winder which could put umpteen twists into the
rubber in next to no time. As mentioned in an earlier DMBL,
when given full boost on the rubber and up elevatar, my model



could do no less than three consecutive looos. Great fun!
Naturally, I overdid the trick
(’\ until eventually the wings folded up
’/ and the model tried to dig its way
to Australia. Since new wings cost

9d each, plus vast sums for
replacement of propeller gear box
// /( and crumpled fuselage, I scrubbed
e / that stunt from my repertoire.

©
;::\ ;;43 About this time, °‘Flying Circuses’
_~.f 1 cq~,~“ were touring Britain, chief among
gk ok them being Alan Cobham’'s. 1 seldom
missed one when they came to

Sheffield.

There were the ‘winag walkers’' who seldom did more than cling
like grim death to the edge of the cockpit. There was ‘crazy
flying” fi1t to give hab dabs to anyone from the Air Ministry.

Gliders performed aerobatics and on one occasion, a ‘Flying
Flea“, intended to be the hame-built aircraft of the future
taxied angrily up and down in a vain effort to get airborne.
Strangely enough, when later, 1 made a °‘Flea’ madel, it
peformed beautfully. Maybe I used better rubber. Much more
spectacular was the performance in which a plane with a
wing—mounted hook was brought in low and banked so that the
hook picked up a ‘handkerchief’ fram the ground.

1 also saw perfaormances by the

two ‘bird men The white clad
American, Clem Sohn and the English
Harry Ward (who performed in black).
Both men had canvas wings and a sort of
tailplane joining their legs. Leaping
from a high flying aircraft, they would
fly back and forth before landing by
parachute. It was at one of these
displays that my pal’'s father strolled
up and offered him a five bab flight. I
began ta turn green with envy, then the

miracle happened -~ he invited me as
well. 1 moved so fast, I nearly went
out through the other side of the Fokker

trimotor used far passenger trips. 1
saw Sheffield from the air and I still
recall the euphoria of that first {flight
and of looking down on that tiny,
grass—-covered field and wondering how
the pilot was going to get us back down
on it. However, he did, and life was
never quite the same after that. I never
even noticed the wigging I got from
mother on  arriving home. How dare [ go up.in one of those
dangerous things without first getting her permission? (which
presumably would have made it perfectly safe). I HAD FLOWN!
nothing else mattered.

It was around this time that I became hooked on S5F, and
on American magazines in general. My callection of
Astounding, MWonder, and Amazing began to grow - as did my
files aof G-8 AND HIS BATTLE ACES, DOC SAVAGE, DAREDEVIL ACES,
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FLYING ACES (which boasted to be 'three macazines in one -
fact, fiction and modelling’. Now and then I acquired the
odd copv of Gernsback’'s “SCIENCE AND MECHANICS®, COLLEGE
HUMOR and MODEL AIRPLANE NEWS as well as stacks of POPULAR
MECHANICS, and MODERN MECHANIX.

FLYING ACES was particularly notable, its fiction (90%
of which seemed to be by ‘Arch Whitehouse) was puerile, but 1
drooled over the models, and the advertisements. Kits could
be bought which included pre—formed balsa shells, engines for
a few cents, and one item was out of this world - a kit
consisting of a set of moulds for all the Buck Rogers "’
characters, some bars of lead, and a miniature electric
furnace. Cast vour awn SF characters! As for DAREDEVIL ACES,
all our’ gang got hooked on a varn in one issue. The title
escapes me, but it concerned a German squadron of Fakker D7s
called 'The Orange Tango'. Naturally, we all acquired
virulent orange model aircraft on the fronts aof our cycles '~
and had numerous ‘dog fights’ until boredom and the rising
cost of repairs moved us in other directions. Much as we
admired almost everything American, we deplored one thing -
the American kids®' bikes as shown in many an ad. Apart from
being ‘easily attainable’ by
the simple expedient of selling
boxes of salve (The ad never
mentioned how many) , we
loathed the sheer weight of the
thing. A huge dummy petrol
tank, 1large -  headlamp, hefty
mudguards, big thick tyres,
siren, and double strutted
sit-up-and-beg handlebars, plus
big ugly rubber pedals. No way
could the poor kids have cycled more than a mile or two from
home, and against our three-speed, drop handlebar lightweight
racers, they'd never have seen our dust.

Speaking * of dust, one of our many interests was the
speedway -~ when we could afford it. Inevitably, the
daredevil heroes of the cinder track had to be emulated. We
constructed our own cycle speedway on the ash covered local
recreation ground and had many thrills and spills there.
Marking the corners of the Ccourse, we had four blocks of
concrete. On one occasion, 1 came into the bend at top speed
and clipped o©ne with a pedal. My bike stopped and I kept
going. On inspection, I found the crank bent back against
the bottom fark - some deft banging with a hal$ house brick
cured that.’

We also found excitement in dragging our bikes up some
local slag heaps and then riding down them again - a
procedure rendered more hazardous by the regular passage of
the, overhead skips. These would strike a tipping bar and
dump their still smoking contents atop the ever—growing
mound. Luckily for us, these skips were way above our heads
as they sailed along on their cables. The temptation to try
and grab one for a free ride was very great.
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{[ERGitorial comments are within these
pretty little brackets]l

TED HUGHES “DMBL. FPart 19 - smashing! 1 like your
10 Kenmare Rd.. comments, particularly when vou deal -

Whitefield as vou did this issue,— with specific
Manchester M25 4ER old tales. Even though vou rib them, 1
can sense your affection for them. I
never read ‘Mathematica’. but 1 recall being bowled over

bv ‘Mathemica Flus’ [fdne., or both (?) yarns came out in
1/6d paperbacks here in the UK around 1955 — it you can get
‘emll Truth to tell, I never cared much for Fearn. The

only other story of his 1 ever cared for was Liners Of Tiase’
£LFunny, that and its sequel 'Zagribud’ bored me to tearsl1] 1
can't imagine why Stanley G Weinbaum's aliens didn’'t grab you.
You must have been an unusual lad! He certainly sparked off a
torrent of imitators. I can still re-read 'A Martian Odysseyv’
or ‘Valley Of Dreams’ with considerable enjoyment. [[ My own
preferences mere for the ~“gadget’ story. 1 always Telt
Heinbaum's aliens on some wild planet, to be SF versions of
strange animals in some Amazonian jungle or its equivaientll
You ask if we want amore puzzles in ERG: I respond
(defensively) “As long as they 're not mathematical". ([ H’'=.
tall order. but I1°11 mork on it.7] ‘You Can Fool... ' might as
well have been titled ‘TANSTAAFL ° because that is what it said
very plainly. The only, concealed charge you neglected to
mention was the price added by big stores to compensate for
pilferage. ‘Psi No More’ had a typical Jeeves surprise
ending. Don’'t vou ever write anv serious shorts for ERG? £r
‘Upon Rertlection’ wNas a serious piece .. and It sold to Pan
for £50. Normeally though, I feel ‘seriovus’ fiction Is out of
place in ERG. Comment anyone 2?7317

KEN LAKE
115 Markhouse Ave., ERG arrived this morning; wondered when
LONDON E17 BAY you’'d get around toc WORDS. My pet hate

is that strange time of day, “the
seevning® which BBC announcers have been saying since the
forties to my knowledge, but you should listen to our local
radio station LBC for a laugh or wince a minute. ([ Not me/

I can't BEAR current radio local or national with its
brainless nattering betwmeen equally brainless ‘'music’.

Occasionally Radio 3 is wmorth listening too, but that's all.
13
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American 1is no more iogical than English — it just has a few
new conventions introduced at the time of the Revolution when
newspaper editors agreed to standardise on ‘or’, ‘er ‘and ‘ize’
against our ‘our’, ‘re’ and ‘ise’. Makes no DIFFERENCE, they
still don’'t pronounce words as they are spelt (for which vou
can blame bloodvy Dr.Johnson’'s Dictionarvy — ‘debt’ was NEVER
pronounced like that, it’'s just that Our Sam thought it ought
to be spelt that way to show it came from the Latin ‘debitus’
- up till then, most people had written ‘dette’” which is
somewhat more sensible - just one example of thousands).

You pick out ‘revoalver’  as a mispronunciation prevalent in
the twenties/thirties LfNo. 1 said it was modern but most
annoying when used by actors plaving parts set in those years.

17 My own hate in this field was 'svyoo’ for ‘Sue’, which is
equally sillv. As for ‘gofe’ is that whv at cons I discovered
‘gofers’ do NOT carry little bent sticks around with them and
have caddies in tow? [f Funny. I always thought you kept tea
in caddies., 11

ALAN BURNS Ee a'm reet sorprised at ve sayin’ ve canna
19 The Crescent undorstan’ Geordie. Wi it’'s the easiest
Kings Rd. South to aget the hang of, and it’'s better than
Wallsend them dialects what ve hev in the Midlands
N. Tvneside way. Likely it’'s cos they doan’'t drink

‘ Newcassel Broon ale. Tis marvellous stuff
like, take fower pints and ye divvent need ne Dean Drive nor
nowt, ve’'ll gan home waakin three feet above the groond aal
the way. O0Of course some of wor wimmen folk have gone back in
the bettin’ cos they sup lager and that stuff that should be
hoyed in the Tyne. Al let ye into a secret 5
hut, te 1lorn Geordie divvent come to
Newcassel, gan ower Norway, cos that’'s where
it came from, and what browt them vikings
ower? Wi noot else but to sup Newcassel Broon!
L Funny Alan, I've tapesonded wnith vou Tor
how long? twenty years? .. and I never had
trouble In understanding vou (but then vou
don ‘'t talk like that. Hark vyou, I can’'t understand some
Sherfielders for that matter. JJ -

"Ic.l

FAMELA BOAL Thanks for saving me the bother of &riting
3 Westfield Way "~ on ‘"free’ offers. The whole malarkey has
Charlton Heights been irritating me for some time, I would
Wantage, have had to put pen to paper to get the
OXON " 0OX12 7EW excess adrenalin out of my system if vou
hadn’'t forestalled me in such excellent
fashion. Despite my inability to spell, I also agree with vou
on that matter. 0Oddly enough, most s—-called spelling reform
makes life harder, not easier for dyslexics. [ I often feel
the same applies to laws designed to make things better Tor
the law-abiding. Instead, they just mean more petty mucking
about for them — whilst the scroungers continue to infringe
such rules. A nearby road iz ‘'closed’ between 8.00amand
P-30am and again 4-30 to 6-30pm. He upright citirens make
long detours, whilst the people tTor whom the ‘lfaw® was made
continue to drive through. Parking on many rcads is illegal ~
which seemingly only serves to ensure the law breakers can
park there in comfort. How many other reforms can vou think
of which operate in the same wmavy?> 71
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CLANG CORNER L[L So Tar, twmo readers (Vinc Clarke and Ken

take) have pointed out mvy error In the last Puzzle Corner - 1
stupidly transposed the Till/empty rates of the two tanks.
Actually, I had ‘em right to start with - and then I altered
‘em with cortlu. Look closely, and you can see where 1 did
it. Mea Culpa and like that... T.J. I1

Thomas Ferguson

60 Melrose St., Your Cosmology argument for the nature of
Belfast 9 the Universe — a more touchy aspect of
N. Ireland this is the religious view on the creation

R of the Universe. I think that most people
disregard the strict interpretations of the Rible and Genesis,
and go for the more symbolic nature of the Creation. I'm not
too. sure on this, but I think my own church - the Catholic one
says that God was influential in the °‘Big Bang®' i.e., that it
was at his instigation that it happened. Of course, this
brings in all those philosophical arguments of the first
mover. Anyway, it would be interesting to hear what other
people think, in today’'s society, of the religious influence
in the Universe - at its origin, and at the present time. [/
Personally, as an atheist, I don't see anv outside intluence
at either timell I'm really sorry to hear your agreement
with Ted Hughes. To thank, for whatever reason, no matter how
selfish, anvone for the atom bomb and all its horrors shows a
marked lack of sensitivity in both of vou. [ Mavbe so, but
it was (and is) a lack shared by thousands who survived the
Japanese  _hell camps and all their horrors. by the thousands
saved from dying on tne landing beaches of the Japanese
islands and by wmany others. The bomb stopped the war. The
stopping of the war saved thousands of lives. HOW we wuse it
in the future 1is up toe all of us, it could kill thousands -
but It doesn’'t have to. I'm thankful, along with many others
that It DID save thousands of lives. Heanwmhile, many thanks
for a long and stimulating letter — I only wsh I could print
more of it.73

ERIC MAYER : "My favourite SF aliens have been

1771 Ride Rd. East Campbell ‘s "IT' ((Surely, it was
Rochester NY Sturgeon’s ?)) and good old Coeurl, but
14622 usa dan‘t 1 recall a story by some other

author in which the alien was a giant
insect which similarly laid eggs inside its victim? That one
gave me the creeps also. Nowadays, SF writers are too
depressed to worry much about monsters. (( More likely, they'd
make the wmonsters the oppressed pawmns of the capitalistic
Earthmen)) Interesting bit on paradoxes. I think that what
the verbal paradoxes you mention, really reveal is the gaps in
the language. 1 suppose that'’'s what
some linguistically minded philosophers
would say — the language is simply
misleading. Taken further,the same
might be said about many ‘problems’ of
metaphysics which really involve
nothing more than a misapplication of
1anquage.
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This waz apoTNer wriTing COUrS€ ass1anment. Read a r1ils and
Loon novel. tnen write one of our own. ihis 1s my submission

George Hendrv s podav hand descended an Angela’ s knee.
tlicked wp the hem ot her skirt and began to ascend. With
one quick movement, she knocked the hand away, slapped Georae
tirmlyv on his lett cheek, and swuna open the door of the car.

1t had been a mistake to acceont his ofter of a 1lit+t home
trom the social evening in the laittle village ot Bilisand.

As soon as he had turned 1nto a secluded ‘shaort cut’ her
susoicions had been aroused, and no sooner had he parked the
car to admire the moon’., than Angela had known hi's

intentions. Now,. struagling from the car, her heel caught in
the carpet, and she tell full length 11n the i1ong arass.
Angela rolled over quickly, but not quickly enough. George
lunged trom the car and landed on top of her, torcing her
pack cruelilv against the hummocks. One hand grasped both her
wrists. causing the old ring she nad picked up trom the

oddments stall to bite painfully into her +ingers. George 's
other hand began to pluck at the neck ot Angela s blaouse.
“Right li1ttle miss goody—goody," he grunted. "It s time

vou learned the virtues of co-—operation... or shauld 1 say,
loss of virtues ?"

Angela struggled as hard as she could, but George's
bodv was too heavvy upan her and with both hands wrenched
above her head, she was unable to resist. She ooened her
mouth ta scream, but betore she could make a sound, she +felt
the crushing weight vanish and her hands fall free. Angela
struggled hal+ upright, brushed down her skirt and looked up
in amazement.

George was struggling vainly like a landed fish, as a very
tall, broad—-shouldered figure held him firmlv by the collar.
The intervention was surprising enough, people seldom came
dawn this lane, but what really made Angela stare, was the
clothing of the handsome stranger who had come to her rescue.

A white burpoase topped long black hair and a lacy white
shirt was tucked intao equally white jodhpurs circled by a
scarlet waistband. Long, black riding boots completed the
ensemble. Hard blue eyes glinted from a lean—jawed face as
her rescuer gave George another shake and smiled at Angela.

"What would vyou like me to do with this piece aof
nastiness? Cut of+ his head, or throw him in the ditch?" A
rich, deep voice enqguired. George gave a shriek of +fright.
Angela almast burst out laughing at the alternatives, but she

" was sti1ll toa close to the assault.

"The ditch sounds a good idea, especially i1+ vou can find

a wet part," she managed a weak smile.
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cetore sne could sav another word. Georae had been
heaved throuah the air. there was a briet wail of tright. a
verv satisfving splash and mu¥fled grunts, groans and curses.

"Shall we leave him too 1t?" asked her rescuer. "Get 1n
the car and I'1l run vou homa, I'11 leave it in the village
for him to collect, the walk will do him good. " Angela

cettled herself back in the seat she had so recently vacated,
fastened the seat b=lt and watched the competent mavements of
‘1he Sheik ' as she was beginning to think of him."

“{'d like to thank vou for saving me from that harrible
George," she said as soon as the car was under way."But [
don 't know who 1 have to thank."

"The name is Lance, Lance Barton, and the pleasure was all

mipe," said her saviour. "] can’'t really blame George
though, anyone would want to grab you and kiss you."” A warm
thrill o+ delight ran up Angela’'s spine at the words.
"] don't think he had kissing 1n mind,” she said with a
blush. "Rut tell me, why are you wearing that costume?"
"What, this old outfit?" queried Lance. “Oh, I've had 1t
a long time, and 1t seemed suitable wear. Oh, here’'s vour
house, 111 drop you at the door and take the car down 1nto
Billsand." Anoela was about to ask how he had known where

cshe lived. but before she had the chance, Lance had placed
his arm around her shoulder, pulled her +irmly to him. and
was gqiving her the kind ot long, lingering and goose—pimple
raicina kiss she had alwavs dreamed about, but never
experienced. Angela felt herself responding to his ardour,
but one hectic incident was enouah for today. Reluctantly,
she pulled away, climbed from the car and ran up the path to
her small cottage. iurning at the door, she was 1ust 1n time
to see the car pull awav, and hear that rich baritone call,
"1'11 be seeing vou again, very soon. Goodbve!"

Angela let herself into the cottage and leaned back
dreamily against the door. ‘What a man'’ she thought. "bBut
no. I have a career to carve out.  To still her pounding
heart, Angela bustled around the tlat, prepared a quick meal,
slipped into a light negligé and then settled down to
finishing oft the last of a set of story illustrations for a
beauty magazine. By the time she had finished, it was still
fairly early and a glorious yellow moon was shining over the
hills toward Billsand. Angela decided to walk down to the
postbox at the end of the lane and start the illustrations on
their way. It was a warm night and the lane was secluded, sO
Angela decided against changing out of the neglige. 1t would
be thrilling and a trifle naughty to feel the warm air
against her slender body.

The short walk brought colour to her cheeks, and
popping the large envelope into the Post Box, she turned to
enJjoy the stroll home. There was a sudden rustle behind her,
a hand came across her mouth whilst another circled her arms
and drew them behind her. A short piece of rope secured her
wrists and the hand across her mouth was withdrawn, but only
briefly. Before Angela could call out, it was replaced by a
tightly knotted scart.

"Now my pretty, we can carry on where we left off
earlier," came George’'s whining voice. "Very nice of you to
come along so suitably undressed.” His podgy hands began to
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roam across ner helpless bodv. Angela strugaled against the
cora binding her wrists. but onlyv succeeded 1n causinag her
new ring to grind 1nto her hand once again. The groping hands
became more demanding, and Angela felt herselt responding
despite her loathing {for their wielder. Then, suddenly,
there was a loud thump! George dropped away from her, and
Angela slumped to the ground. By the brief moonlight, she
loaked wub the see that once again, Lance barton had come to
her rescue. This time, in the more suitable garb ot light
grey tlannels and a white shirt, open at the throat to show a
muscular chest. Lance blew gently on his slightly skinned
knuckles and looked at the gently snoring George.

"Seems [ was just i1n time once again, doesn’'t 1t?" he
smi1led. ihen, stooping, his powerful arms swung Angela to
her teet, stripped the scart from around her lips and clasped
her to haim. lhe arousal brought by George's pudgy hands was
nothing to the stirring feeling she felt now as Lance kissed
her hungrily. Unable to struggle because of her bound hands,
Angela could only submit to the embrace. Hot fire ran
through her lightly clad bodvy as Lance pulled her more
tightly to him. She could feel his essential maleness
against her and was wildly glad that she had worn only a
negligé for her outing.

Then the ki1ss was over. Lance s eyves gleamed as he swung
ner up 1nto his arms. "better take you home," he whilspered
1nto her ear. "Just relax and enjoy the ride." Angel a
snuggled against his chest, enjovina the +feelinag of those
strong arms, one encircling her back, the other her slim,
lightly clad iegs.

"How did vou know I needed help?" she asked as he nudged
open the door to the cottage."

“You rubbed the ring," was the surprising reply,

"What ring?" asked Angela in surprise.

"The one vyou bought in the village," answered Lance.

“It's a magic one, made from a piece of Aladdin’'s lamp. I'm
1ts genie. When you rubbed the ring, I came. As simple as
that." He kissed her again, and Angela wished he would untie

her hands so that she could put her arms around his neck and
show him how she felt. Lance carried her into her bedroam,
lowered her to the bed and sank down beside her. He gave her
anaother of his searing kisses, and as he reached behind her,
Angela felt the cords loosen and fall away.

"Do vyou Fknow any other sort of magic?" her muffled voice
muttered into his shoulder as Lance’'s lang, delicate hands
began to wander.

"Of course I da,"” was his reply. “I'11 show you some.’
ceess-» and he did.

Meanwhile, a golden vyellow moon rose triumphanly over
the sleeping village of Billsand.

THE EnND
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Well +or oobeners. i'd like to
thank all those kind readers
who sent me Christmas cards.
1 tried to send mv awn to as
manv neonle as practical.
put fandom beina as larace as
1t 1s. this wasn't possible
Not to worvy, but to press an
with some reports about the
latest fanzines to thumo
throuah the mailbox and wear
neat holes in the daoormat.
Starting with....

1d

RIVERSIDE RUARTERLY nas 7a. A5, neatlv printed pages and
comes +trom Leland Saniro. Box 2i-044, Richardson, TX 7508%=

USA. It will cost vou F6.00 for 4 issues, but it's well
worth it. Excellent art, innumerable articles,interesting
locs, verse, fiction and news. I¥ you can onlv afford one

fanzine, then don t miss out on this.

DUPRASS #2. has 58 Qto./op/mimeo, and comes from Linda
Bushvager and Leslie Smith — trade, LOCs, etc, or #35.00 for 3

issues to Leslie at 6092 Drexel Rd., Philadelphia. FA 19131.

This issue has an editorial by Linda., and also an account of

her trip to Europe and Heicon. There's a lovelv account of

an unusual car trip and a fine Harrv Warner reprint. AN

off-beat quiz and hefty L0OCcol wind up an excellent.

lighthearted and friendly issue which alsa boasts saome

excellent art.

GROGGY 29 comes from Eric Maver. 1771 Ridge Rd.E, Rochester,

NY144622,USA and has 14 (photacopied??) pages and a
multicolour hekto cover. This issue sees Eric musing about
sundrv 1tems, columns by Bergeron % Deindorfer, a slew of

LDCs and some good illos and photos. Faunch like hell, as G
has a limited print run <@

TRAFPDDOR 6 has Zépp and comes from Bab Lichtman,FPO Bo:x30,Glen
Ellen,CA 5422, It's crammed with goodies -~ caome early
fannish musings by Bob, columns by Greg Benford-(on
‘science’), bLangford (an unusual pub game), a piece about
God, a 'story’, Redd Hoggs natters, and an excellent LDOC-col.
Get it for the usual - and en jov.
FANZINE FANATIQUE.LS 1is no longer a dubiously duplicated
item, but a computer printout, photaocpied A4 Spp 1listing of
current fanzines together with capsule reviews and a 1937
reprint item. Ideal for keeping up with the field, an S5.A.E.
{or I.R.C.) will get you a sample copy, but FkKeith (Walker)
really wants trades. 6 Vine St., Greaves, Lancaster LAl 4UF

A friend informs me that a nameless Edinburgh faned has
published (in the words of a third fan) ‘vicious and cruel
parodies of xxx and Terry Jeeves . Eeing a coward as well as
a nit, this character — with wham 1 have never met, or
corresponded — seems to feel he knows me well enough for such
behaviour, but NOT to send me a copy. What a Grimm +airy
tale. Fandom, where is thy tolerance and brotherhood?

Which must be all for now, peace and friendship tao all

the rest of you.
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THE PSYCHOLOGY OF HAPPINESS

Michael Argvile To most of us, ‘happiness’ is

Methuen £22,50 one end of that see—-saw which
carries us from deliaht to

depressiaon — and back again. In this scholarly treatise, the

author starts from the premise ‘discovered in 196%9°, that
happiness is NOT the opposite ot unhappiness, but results from
a variety of other factors in one’'s environment. Social and
ethnic groups, leisure activities, education, sex, marital
status, money etc., all come into the equation. Succeeding
chapters are given over to examining some of these in greater
detail —- accompanied by numerous charts, lists and diagrams.
Some of which could have had their parameters more clearly
explained. A graph linking social class with happiness used -
A, B, Ci, €2 DE etc without explaing to what these referred.
Tests and conclusions give a surprising insight into our
lives, and not surprisingly, bear out what ‘common  sense’
would 1indicate; namely, that good marriages, jobs, friends,
housing, all increase 'happiness’. Obviously, happiness is a
relative term. Few of us might aspire to the height of having
no goals, desires or ambitions <(a frighteningly boring

concept) and so few of us could rate higher than -~ say - 60%Z
on the various scales. The final 40 pages comprise source
references and a ‘'Name’ index — sadly, no subject index. Any

psychology student or sociology worker would find this a mine
of information towards a thesis or to showing what makes
people tick.

THE PAFERCLIP CONSPIRACY .

Tom Bower Starting from the premise that
Michael Joseph £14.95 German science and technology was
far ahead of Britain's and that the WW! mentality of
Government or Forces refused to accept this fact, the author
proceeds to demonstrate how this led to our lagging badly by
the start of WW2. Even when information was available, it
was almost totally ignored until the war ended —~ and the race
was on among the Allies to acquire plans, equipment and German
scientists. An operation confused, uncoordinated and riddled
by mutual mistrust, chicanery and inter-Ally rivalry. The
fact that many of these scientists fell into the category of
war criminals was not a deterrent. Bower advances f{(and
substantiates) his theory that war records were juggled and
and new documentation created to ‘whitewash’ such characters -
among them Wernher Von Braun, Hubertus Strughold and Walter

Dornberger. Two minor guibbles —— Spitfires flew with the
Merlin engine right from 1936, not 1943, and the V-1 had a
pulse—-jet engine, not a rocket. Nevertheless, this is a
fascinating account not only of how we nearly last the war but
of how Germany ‘won the peace’. Enhancing the text and
copious references are pages o+t photographs and a

Bibliography.
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VICTIM FRIME Bv 2092, plague and a disrupted ecology

Robert Sheckley sees America a lawless land of anarchy,

Methuen £2.95 violence and banditrv. Harold Erdman sets
out on a perilous journey to enter and

thooefully) win prize money in "The Hunt ‘. Surviving numerous
dangers, he eventuallv reaches the island of Esmeralda where
Huntworld is located. He also meets an old girl friend Nora
(RBuibble. How does she ‘send monev home regularlyv’ across such
inhospitable land?). Harold also discovers other delights of
Huntworld - their bomb-using version of 'Pass The Farcel ', the
legalised slavery, and the death games in the arena. He
registers for the Hunt, hoping to erase his abnoxious victim -
but the latter cheats before and during ‘The Big Payoff-’.
Light weight but highly entertaining, the varn driftls gently
() into Black Comedy and considerable padding before reaching
& rather +1at ending. Otherwise, I particulaly liked the
idea of having to fulfill a . 'reckless driving quota’ and
penalty points for nat exceeding the speed limit.

THE FOSTMAN
David Brin Now you can have the paperback edition
Bantam $£3.95 aof this blockbuster. Brin has merged his
two IASFM vyarns, "Postman and ‘Cyclops’
into one heftv navel about the post—war nomad, Gordon Kranz.
Escaping a gang of thugs, he finds a mailman‘s outfit. He
dons the gear and sets of+f on his travels where he finds his
appearance is reviving memories, faith in the USA and hopes
for the future. The accidental role assumes reality as people
begin passing letters..but then he encounters Cyclops, a giant
computer seemingly working to similar ends .. but is it? Much
better than the average back to barbarism tale, even if Kranz
does seem to bear a charmed 1life and people/events get a
trifle oversimplified.

NATFACT 7 In elitist Britain, 'nats’ work whilst

John Tully ‘Bualified Citizens’ idle. The undercover
Magnet £1.75 group ACE seek to alter this by revolution so
. : 18-year-old Brian is planted by Corrective
Centre, Natfact 7, as an agent to infiltrate ACE. However ,
exposure to the movement changes Brian‘s allegiance - and the
eventual revolution shows that elitism only changes its

parameters. A re-issue of an excellent juvenile which daes
NOT “talk down® to its readers and has good, well-drawn
tharacters using credible ‘future slang’ An excellent present

for any SF minded youngster

THE DODRS OF HIS FACE, THE LAMPS OF HIS MOUTH 15 stories and
Roger Zelazny .. Methuen £2.50 vignettes opening with the

title yarn about a hunt
for a gigantic Venusian sea creature fpllowed by a millenia
long project to make a world for ‘Catforms’. Then a maverick
Devil Car; unrequited love on Mars; intelligent stones and the
climbing of a 40 mile high mountain. Throw in two immortal
rulers, living statues, reverse time and a few others.
Result, a well-stirred mixture with enough variety for
everyane.
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THE FEACE MACHINE Hutchman evolves the mathematics.
fob Snaw then sets out to build a device
ranther £2.50 capable of detonatina all nuclear

weapons. He sees this as a brinaer

of Deace: but it brinas war to his home as his insanely
iealous wWitfe accuses him of infidelitv. Getting deeo N
debt. he presses on. only to became embroiled 1n murder,
abductions and a 29 Steps’ tvpe manhunt when he mails out
warninas. Taut, exciting, ‘real world’ GSF requiring no
science degree to understand and enjov. A real SF  thriller
which would make an excellent main—line film

DORPHANS OF THE SKY incorrectly listed as a seri1al,
Robert A. Heinlein ‘Universe ' and ‘Common Gense  appeared
Fanther £2.50 appeared in Astounding (May and Nov.

1941) as a novelet and its sequel -
becoming ‘Orphans’ an boolk publication. The varns concervn &
generation starship on which discipline and organisation
have failed. Mutation and cannibalism widen the rift between
normals and the rest, both sides having lost any knowledge

of being aboard a starship- ‘Universe’ introduces the
two—headed mutant Joe-Jim who discover the truth and seeks
to bring peace. He resumes the task in ~“Common Sense’' - and
the ship reaches its goal. 45 vyears old, but from

Heinlein's ‘Golden Age’. pon 't miss this chance to read twao
tales which became the models for many a subsequent yarn.

THE TICKET THAT EXPLODED A Foreword tells me that this 1s

William Burroughs third in a trilogy (along with
Faladin £3.50 ‘Naked Lunch’ and ‘Soft Machine’).
It adds that ‘the experimentation

with the cutting up and folding in of words and phrases ...
is +fully developed ... into a new imaginative form of prose
poetry’'. More, ‘Burroughs alwavs tells a good story’. Well

you cauld fool me! I couldn’'t find a story anywhere in this
pewildering mishmash of s=semi pornography and digusting
wordage. Which will no doubt, brand me a reactionary

Fhilistine. So be it, if your taste is totally opposed to
min=, you'll possibly rate this an epic. It's up to you.

LETTERS FROM THE DEAD
Campbell Black
Grafton £2.95

Two women bring
thaeir teenage children Lindy.
and Tamwy to a lonely house
tor 2 holiday. Strange things
happen, a Ouija board communicates
with them, doors refuse to stay closed, a young girl is seen
plus other manifestations. Gradually the shades ot the
sexual pervert Rascoe and the girl Anna becaome more
demanding and corrupt the children as events reach &
frightening clima. & better than average haorror tale which
achieves much of its impact by leaving the reader s
imagination to create 1ts own terror.
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NERILEA'S STORy and THE COELURA
Anne Mc.Caffrev Bantam £8.95 Two navellas in one volume.

The first. a ‘Dragon’ tale,
opens with a brief history of Pern, but fails to explain why
the ‘Threads' hadn’'t taken over Pern before settlers arrived.
This time. plague breaks out, striking Fort Hold and killing
Ladv Nerilka’'s mother.

Her overbearing father loses
no time 1in installing his ¢P1
mistress and refusing to aid &»

the sufterers. As a result,
Nerilka flees the Hold, first
aids the sick in their camps,
then moves on to a predictable
~ but unromantic (at first)

spouse. HRasicallvy a women's —Jt::=4\=~<=:”/€§‘g>A

11b romance in a semi-feudal

setting reboiling the Pern 7 -v
pot. =

The second, shorter tale has a futuristic, but still feudal
background. 20 vear o0ld Caissa is expected to become

betraothed to the uncouth Gustin for unexplained reasons which
seem to involve the near—-mythical creatures, the Coelura.
Re jecting Gustin, she flies aff in a paddy, accidentally mets
and rescues the marooned Murell and after an involved court
scene, the Coelura are saved from exploitation. This one is a
juvenile girl 's romance with a minimal SF background.

PRIVATEERS The near future sees Russia ruling Europe
Ben Bava and space, having forced America to give up
Methuen £2.50 space operations. Ex—astronaut, great lover
and enterpreneur, Dan Randolph moves his
space company to Venezuela. Then Russia hikes her raw

materials costs and Randolph mounts an asteroid mining proiject
- which also falls foul of Russian activities. In desperation,
he turns to hijacking are freighters. Throw in the personal
conflict between Randolph and the Russian Commader Malik over
the same girl, and you have the recipe for a top-naotch space
opera 1i1n which Bova does & masterly job of balancing an
all—powerful Russia against less powerful but more numerous

smal ler countries. For my money, it ‘s his best yet!
A NEW SCIENCE OF LIFE From the postulate that life is not
Rupert Sheldrake just a physio-chemical process, but
FPaladin £3.95 also uses another, hitherto unknown
factor, the author proposes a
‘maorphagenetic field'. Once an organism (or process) has made
a change, others - seemingly unconnected, can repeat it maore
easily. He goes on to support this surprising theory by

expanding and explaining, looking at unsaolved praoblems in
biology and psycholagy. You'll need a good background to
appreciate all his arguments, but not to appreciate the
surprising results of large scale tests — which give results
akin the recent epochal quantum experiments in Faris. There
are also sections on criticisms received, on discussiaons, on
the experiments and results achieved plus a reference section.
If you're up aon hiology, this work could surprise you.
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is the title ot a new Fenauin Books series.

FLATLAND E.A.Abbot £2.50 i1s a delightful fantasv in which
n.S5auare 1ntroduces us to his strange land of plane opeoole.
Tne1r society. stratifiea accordinag to one s number of sides

1s a neat parodv of the Victorian era. Sauare also
encounters the Monarch of Lineland and is 1n turn visited bv
a Sphere t+rom Spaceland — all of which allows plenty of scope

for argument and difficultv of understanding ane another.
Written in 1884, it should be in everv collector 's library.

THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOON H.G.Wells £3.50 needs little

1ntroduction save to rem:ind
vou that when Cavor i1nvents
his gravity nullifving
metal , he and the narrator
set off for the Moon. where
they +ind air. emerge from
their crat+t and are cabntured
by Selenites. One of Wells’
best, his c¢haracters and
si1tuations having total
credibilitv.

LAND  UNDER  ENGLAND Joseph
0 'Nexll £3.95 Anthony
Julian s father i1s obsessed
by the idea of a world

beneath Hadrian's wall.When he vanishes, Anthonv eventually
finds his own wav to the stranae land of zombie 1like men

under the mental control of the ‘Masters Of knowledoe .
Communication 1s be telepathvy and Anthonvy must fight off
attempts to brainwash him as he seeks his father. A

tascinating, old-stvie adventure which takes Socialism and
Lett Wing dactrines to the extreme limit.

THE WIZARD AND THE WARLORD is the final storv in the 'Realms
Elizabeth Boyer of Alfar series. When Sigurd’'s
Corgi 2.590 grandmother dies, she leaves him an

unopenable box. Taken by the aruff Warlord Halfdane, but
treated as a seeming friend by the wizard Jotull, Sigurd
realises his box holds a power many would like to grasm in
the endless battle between Halfdane's Alfar, and the
Dotkalfar. Accompanied by Ralfr and Jotull, he sets out to
solve the secret. Beset by trolls, taken by Dakkalfar,
Siqurd experiences adventure and treachery before the riddles
of the box and his own origins are salved. Excellent fantasy
holding drive and interest throughout.

THE MEMORY OF WHITENESS In the 33rd Century, Johannes Wright
kim Stanley Robinson becomes master of 'The Orchestra ,
Orbit £2.95 ultimate music machine. He begins a Grand

Tour with unexpected results. He 1i1s also
threatened by the Grevs . but Director Ekern also has his
own plans for a colossal "‘metadrama’ at the final concert.
Evocative (poeti1c?) in stvle. this 1s one of those varns
which manages to bridge the SF - ‘real literature qulf and
1f you like complication - it’'s here in abundance.
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GREAT BUSINESS QUOTATIONS This little book contains
J.Fisk & R.Barron aguotations from a varietv of sources.
Futura £1.95 old, new, anonymous, and unusual. My
own favourites include - ‘Nothing recedes 1like success’ ,
‘Gentlemen oprefer bonds-® and "All  work and no play makes
Jlack.” This anly skims the surface, read it for fun, or use
1ts 34 sections to supply you with re-—-guotable lines for that
after—-dinner speech.

GROA'S DTHER EYE Hotly pursued by a band of Svartal fans,
Dennis Schmidt Voden takes refuge in a sacrificial mound
Orbi1t £2.50 where he finds a bag holding many discs.

He also has strange dreams which produce an old
man,kan Shir, and an attack by a demon. Taken captive by the
pursuers, Vaden is told he is the Opener DOf The Way' -~ and
finda himself ranged against the 'Black One' who has been
gaining great powers of evil. Second in the ‘Twilight Of The
Gods ' series with a vaguely Norse background. This one has
enough complicated names, places and action to satisfy any
lover of Sword % Sorcery.

CUCKO0'S EGG The hatani Duun, warrior of the alien
C.J.Cherrvh Shonun goes into solitude to rear a strange
Methuen £2.50 non-5honun baby in martial arts.

The child, Thorn, grows to near manhood
before being thrust into Shonun society — as a hated alien

creature who becomes the centre of a power struggle, moved tao
fulf¥ill a long-planned destiny. What that destiny might be
will hald you hooked from the moment you begin to read.
Normally, Ms.Cherryh’'s tales weary me, but with this one she
1s at 1s her blockbusting best. Recommended !

THE FORGE IN THE FOREST Second in the ‘Winter Of The World’

Michael Scott Rohan series. Aided by Elof The Smith,

Macdonald £10.95 and prince kKermorvan,the people of
kerbryhaine have driven off the

Ekwesh invaders - at a price. Now Elof reforges his broken

sword and with kermorvan,
sets out to seek aid from
the prince’s long lost
kingdom (and to find his
love Kara). However, spies
have warned the Ekwesh, and
their ambushes add tao the
Journey’'s perils, FPrinces
Ilys brings duergar warriors
to their aid and they struggle on to confront the Evil 0F The
Ice. Depth of scope and characterisation plus the semi
mvthological style give this yarn strong “atmosphere . For
added background, an appendix (and end paper maps) give extra
detail -~ and I can imagine games buffs using this to
construct their own scenarias.

S. 0. S . ROG PILE 24 Harrison Gdns, Broad Lane, Illogan,
Redruth, Cornwall seeks details of writer "Maurice Ziam-’
stories, background, anything. Contact him, or mention
anything in a LOC to me
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“1AJOR OPERATION A linked batch of yarns set i1n the aiant
James White space hospital "Sector General". where
Orbit £1.95 Dr. Conway is again faced wtth a
collection aof sick aliens from (ar an) the
ol anet ‘Meatball ‘. First. a series of inexnlicable errors
attecting doctors and nurses is traced to an alien ‘tool ’ =
then alona comes an alien astronaut who must keeon spbinnina to
live. Fram here. Conwav actuallv descends on Meatball ta
treat a continent-wide creature which uses it own
mi1nd—controlled ‘toals” as weapons. Beina virtuallv ane

novel rather than a series of isolated tales. makes this a
much better read. An excellent collection for 5S-G buffs.

THE ANVIL OF ICE Mow in paperback. book 1 of the "Winter Of

M. Scott Raohan The Waorld® triloav. Forciblv aporenticed to
Orbit £2.95 Sorcerer Mvlio. voung Anv makes three
‘nrentice pieces — a bracelet. a mantle of

invisibilitv and a sword of power. Fleeing the sorcerer. he
ioins kKormorvan the Carsair in battle against the evil
alliance of Ire Gods. Ekwesh and Mvlio. Anv is also aided by
the troll, and intervention hy gods in an excellent series.
(See Part.2 also reviewed here)

SUN°S END Worikzing in orbit, Dan kKitajima is badlv
Richard Lupoff injured. He recovers — 80 vears later - to
Fanther £2.95 f1nd himself a cvhernetic, brosthetic

construct. Adjusting to the shock. he finds
himself rich, and sarelv out of touch with society and its
space ‘Island habitats. Then he stumbles across a suopressed
secret. The Solar Svstem is about to be destraved. Moreover .
a new nlanet has been located, also an alien artifact on
Mercury and signals are being received from Titan. Dan uses
his enhanced powers to investigate and the result 1s a taut,
grippino and well-plotted saaga.

THE LIVES AND TIMES OF JERRY CORNELIUS A collection of

Michael Moorcock Carnelius ’‘staries’ about the eponvmaus

Grafton £2.50 anti-hero. New-Wavish. disjointed and
seeminglv canstructed from randam

sentences and paraqraohs. Certainlv, if vou want a narrative
plot leading to a resolved climax, vou will naot find if here.

The nearest comparison I can think of is in the disconnected
warnderinas of the average dream. These wanderings must be
appeaiing to a certain cult following, but not to me ..
Al thouuh of course. vou mav thint differentlv.

THE RAGING Martin Chandler encounters a self—maiming
Tim Stout drunkard in circumstances which would lead
Grafton £2.50 anvone else to run to the police. Instead,

he does his own investigating. acguires a
hideous statuette and finds himsel being possessed by its

powears and driven to extraardinarv feats. Then attractive
probation officer Lee Valance starts to helo - with
frightening resul ts. Despite some rather unlikel v

characters, escalating horror is successfullv blended i1nto
the ‘real world’ background as events move to a crashing
clima:.



