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| have to say that | have been interested in Quantum L
Physics since | heard the term many years ago. As an )
adolescent the idea of very small particles intruiged *
me. | read a story many years ago, in a collection of Q\L
Gol den Age stories edited k.,
remember the author but the story was on a similar ]
theme to AThe I ncredible 2 SUR————
story did not leave us as he shrunk down to invisibility.

Rather it took us to another level to another level and as the protagonist shrank
out of our Universe he become a very large being in a smaller Universe. That

is as it may be but | have dree@nl irtead
the state of how Physicists think our world may actually be constructed. A
whil e ago | read a book by a Japanes

claim to understand all that he says but find the idea of there being many
dimensions that we cannot even perceive tantalizing. It now appears that |
need to try to comprehend AString Th
the difference between Euclidian and
couple of lectures where the lecturer tried to show with diagrams the difference
bet ween the two and to explain how,
force as such but a function of the sum of the angles in a triangle. Not an easy
concept to clarify.

Two weeks ago we were extremely lucky to attend a packed-out lecture by Dr
Robert de Mello Koch, a Professor of Physics at the University of the
Witwatersrand. He had a very novel way of demonstrating the difference
between Euclidian and Spherical geometry. He had a number of balls, which

he said had been donated by his young son. On the balls he had placed lines
of black tape. There was a |ine of t
making triangles, using the fiequator
spherical surface of the ball we were actually able to see that the angles no
longer added up to 180 degrees. He also had an ordinary rectangular box.
When the triangles were on a flat surface of the box they added up to 180
degrees but as soon as they started on one side and then went around a

corner there were too many degrees. For the first time | was actually able to
visualize something | have been trying to understand for many years.

He then went on to talk about AStrin
and p-branes and d-branes and black holes and many other wonderful things.
He assured us that the mathematics o«
now that | am able to visualize the wonders of the geometry of a curved

surface | have a new and fascinating theory to spend years trying to

understand. Is Life not wonderful!
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MNovaA 2009

Andrew Jamieson

In the General category the top 10 stories were:

Andrew Salomon Mister Doorway

Bernard Mathey The Setting of Sins

Dave Sevitz Safer This Way

David Sykes Prisoner

Gary Kuyper The Devil's Little Tadpoles
Jeff Glazier The Levels

Maya Surya Pillay And We Wrote With Stars
Nicole Roughley Stealing Hearts

Patrick Coyne Nadia

Ruby Heloise Rollins Seeds

First Place : Nadia by Patrick Coyne
Second Place : Stealing Hearts by Nicole Roughley
Third Place : The Levels by Jeff Glazier

In the SA category the top 8 stories were:

Amy Power Jansen Jo'burg’'s Red Alert
Anthony Morris Rugby Renegade
Arthur P. S. Howe The Pick-Up

James Hallinan Iceman

John Yarrow Watermarks

Michael James Mellor The Secret of Perpetual
Nicholas Wood Thirstlands

Terry White Howzit

First Place : lceman by James Hallinan
First Place : Watermarks by John Yarrow
Third Place : Thirstlands by Nicholas Wood

Nova 2008 General Section

Final Judge Professor Gerald Gaylarddés Con
| was delighted to judge this yeards crop
were of a much higher standard than the ones | judged some five or so years ago. Indeed,
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there are no real howlers here, and that is a very real achievement, so well done to all the
writers and selectors concerned. Moreover, the standard of the top few were such that
selecting a winner was difficult, even unpleasurably difficult; | have simply done my best
without apology for personal bias. Finally, | just want to generally note two things which

may be of interest to all the writers concerned. The first is from dual Booker prize winning
author of scabrous and hilarious magical realism, Salman Rushdie, who noted that the
AThird Worl do nation,f taemd fdeadiedt ibercsa utstee ri
i magi nedo. Secondly, Tol kien and ot he-storywr i
or story behind the story, and of course he was a master at imagining that bigger story

within which his novels were set. His stories make sense and are so compelling because
they are internally coherent, allowing the reader to achieve immersion. So if | have one

thing to say to all of these writers it is simply this: in order to write a convincing and
iImmersive piece of sf or fantasy (or anything else for that matter) it is vital to completely

Il magine the bigger story within which the
scrupulous editing always helps advance your cause J .

Now on to the winners. The top three storiesmore or | ess sel ect the
Heartso, fNnThe Level so and fANadi aowritehbnd of
have that extra AX factoro to differentiat
Level so f or i thishcensigns Agatha Claisti@ato hells a wonderful story with
some ethical bite and a soupcon of delicious schadenfreude. Second place goes to
AStealing Heartso primarily for its conten
technologies of the body;it | i nger s on in the mind. Firs

apparently flimsy story but one that packs a punch in that its ending reflects on the

process of making art and on consciousness. It is also, despite its kitsch, a perfectly

plotted short story in the sense that its scenario (or bigger story) is quickly established and
convincing (the author is not too ambitious; | love the suggestion that future evolution may
be more in terms of consciousness than technology), it builds to a climax that begs
guestions and its conclusion is fully circular and returns us to the beginning but with a new
understanding. |l n ot her words, fANadiao i s
more importantly, it is funny. Tinkerbell anyone? A fillip: | want to give a special
commendation to fAMister Do ewvrtwrasioy hereiwithama ny
wonderful noir atmosphere which will appeal to fans of Philip K. Dick (which | hope is
everyone here). Unfortunately, the lack of a substantial motive and explanation for the
story, whilst perhaps true to life, robs the story of some force.

Story Comments

AThe DeviTadp dlFesainmr story but rather clichéd and genre-bound in its
overwrought Go t h i cAlse thévampire creature is somewhat arbitrary as it has no
history; hence the story is incompletely imagined.

AThe Se tStiinmgeryweird story indeed, to the extent that | fear for the mental
health of its author. In some archaic past human-like creatures attempt to climb out of pre-
tribal mores and superstitions; one of them becomes a messiah figure with disturbingly
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fascist ubermensch overtones as he is murderous and self-justifying. Quite what this story
means is not clear.

AP r i s o Aneodddstory about a prisoner of a people called terrans who is manipulated
by them into helping his people. The story
context or motivation is given to explain it; perhaps it is a trifle overambitious?

A St e aH @ anrgA good story with contemporary relevance about organ doning and
theft also asking questions about the spirit of the law as opposed to the letter of the law. It
could have been more evocatively descriptive and might have given a clearer
understanding of why the millionaire character commits suicide and then donates his
organ.

AS e e dAn@musing spoof on alien abduction stories which is entertaining in its silliness
but remains a trifle; somewhat shallow.

A T hLee v e Damte meets Agatha Christie in hell. A clever and fun story about karma;
Awhy wer etntéetr wpee dbpel e 70 i ndeed.

A Saf erWalhatme travel story set in Joburg about sending stock market
information back from the future. A fun story with nice local colour, but it is marred by
seriously unacceptable expression and riddled with errors. Moreover, its plot does not
quite add up either.

A Mi sDceear weuyndor hire interplanetary assassination story which is really well
written; certainly the most eloquent story on offer here which evokes atmosphere nicely
and is interestingly partly set in India. However, the story is primarily atmospheric and
lacks some motive and explanation, it is incompletely conceived.

AAnd We Wrote with Starso

Cute vampire story in which the vampire returns to her birthplace once killed, but the
guestion of what made her vampiric remains unanswered and hence frustrating. This story
IS quite atmospheric, but trades on genre cliché and is also incompletely conceived.

AN a d i Aacote story about future writers who manifest their muses (here musettes) as
fairies, but these creatures allow stories to get out of hand. | like this concept because
good writers tend to allow their characters enough freedom to be like people i.e. i do or
say something out of character. On the minus side, the story verges on kitsch and the
climax does not really make sense of the issue of tragedy versus comedy that it raises.
Good self-reflexive ending.

Nova 2008 South African Section
Final Judge Arthur Gol dstuckdos Comment s

1% tie between lceman and Watermarks

3" Thirstlands

Narrowly missed out: Rugby Renegade and Jo
The two winners were both scenarios, but fascinating ones. Both were original, and their

style and grammar stood out. If Watermarks had had a more substantial plot, it would have
been an easy winner, but both could both be taken a lot further with real stories and real
tension.
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Brief comments: Despite an abundant absence (please forgive the oxymoron) of plots, the
ideas were all fairly original, and there were some fun concepts, such as the out-of-control
boerewors fAviruso in The Secret of Perpetu
severe flaws in the telling or the tale. Pick-up was terribly short on plot and motivation, but
reasonably well-told. Howzit was highly original, but entirely lacking in plot and tension.

Special mention should go to Rugby Renegade, which was by far the most interesting and
original story, with the greatest potential to be taken further. However, it glossed over key
plot issues, not to mention being written as an article instead of a story. A core flaw,
especially given how far we have come as a country, was its subconscious (I assume)
racism (the goril | ad eivse laolpl noewnetd ptloa ypel rady aansd
di s adyv aiithia egeate®black people with apes, an ancient racist stereotype). The
author should rework the story with greater clarity of the rules of sports (which certainly do
not allow animals) and how these are changed, and with greater sensitivity to racial
tolerance. The climax is quite beautiful, but the rest does not live up to it. Also far too much
historic telling instead of story-telling showing.

That story also stood out by not being apocalyptic. AlImost every other story portrayed a

devastated future. This suggests that, as
imaginations enough. Also, most stories were written in the style of a history rather than a
story. Thisis akeyissuethatDaveFr eer al so raised in | ast
section in Probe 136: show us whatods happe

in that context is: give us stories, not scenarios. And give us tension!

Megrazines Receied

Ethel The Aardvark The Melbourne Science Fiction Club. P.O. box 212
World Trade Centre Melbourne, VIC 8005 Australia

137 Augusti September 2008

138 October i November 2008

139 December 2008 1 January 2009

140 February - March 2009

Opuntia. Dale Spiers P.0.Box 6830 Calgary, Alberta Canada, TP2 3ET
66A September 2008
66B October 2008
67.1 February 2009

Vanamonde. John Hertz. 235 Corondo St No. 409, Los Angeles. CA 90027 USA

758 - 762 December 4, 2007 i December 31, 2007
773 - 777 March 18, 2008 i April 14 2008
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Neva 2008 General Sectiomn
Winner

Wadia Patrick Goyne

O0Put me in a story! PWwtheme riomsad her shape
story!déd The crowd of piffeseatdYionnvwgite sad, higdridale s
swar med about Bends heagaodalmefesr, e dloen 6had/ ou ? (

even settled down at his keyboard. He
looked round ruefully. They seemed to
sense when you had an idea for a drama-
novell a. Yes, Igtaeondod
bring your story to life i they knew it and
you knew it - but right now, they were a
nuisance.

6Just buzz of f,
switching on his composer and good-
humouredly threatening to swat them out
of the way.
I deas, okay?6
With an exaggerated wail of
disappointment the musettes left,
presumably to try their luck with another
writer. All except one. Ben looked up and
saw that she was perching on the frame

of t he c o-Dpcoesne hé bad 3

long, golden hair and was dressed in

gauzy blue.

Dondét send me away,

charmingly. 61 wonot
0Youdbre new round

0 he said

0Yes, my nameods

Comedy writers.

you. o0

Why me ? 6
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60St ay aiiyuveaet . But
dondét interrupt. o6 Ber
setting in the 3-D field, and then realised

n ehatdNadia kvés mn his shoulder, looking

into the picture with intense interest.
00Ok ay, hereds the
said. O0The storyodos sce¢

mu smedi, de \BaInBes avinpldtied e

castle, then froze the picture. He blinked,
and saw that Nadia was back on the

01l Garrewt r y i rrgmetofdahe 3-I0 scrieen,csittimg facing

hi m. O0Charactersé The
of the house, beautiful Sandrai 6

6Cal | her Cassandr
O0Soundsiimdmrme guing. 0

|l t crossed Bends
styl e efngdbmunsieght be
any he hadknown bef ore. O0AI
musti Cassandr a. N o-w, I

600f <cour se, | 61 1 b

sheBemaisgai goudiogk, |
Heora nmowi.s d mare .bdusy wi t
helret,. @rleen 0 awohue&r exy

OAll right! You cdarne t

Nadi a.t hled m ytpier dd hafd i n mir
| -ing h o u g h Nadid gaek hitn a gazzimg smdle.
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OUh, T€awsandr ads
Roderick Lepage, enormously rich, dotes
on his daughter. 6

Nadia said: O0A big
Overweight? | know just the musette guy
for that partééo

0L at eialHerNatltkris
El eanore, a qui et
have a big part in the story. Cassandra is
engaged to be married to Carl Bruckner, a
young entrepreneuro-

6Tall and bl ond?250
Nadia stood up gracefully to her full height
of twelve and a half centimetres and held
her hand above her

0Yes! é Then, Vance
and fifty-ish, is the head of a small gang
which plans to abduct Cassandra and
hold her to ransom. His assistant is Leila
Gor odi n, tragtiredud &ll odhatred
for Cassandra, because, because i 0

Nadi a Ishedause sheonce
had an affaire with Carl, and still loves

hi m! o
Ben | ooked surprised.
I had in mind. No w,

scene and drawing characters. Later we

put a twist or two
Nadia was now reclining in classic

pose on her side, with her head supported

f at h eo, the familiar routine of writing a

drama-novella settled into place i with an
important difference. Every day as Ben
swiiched on the composer, Nadia
appeared. Sometimes she brought along
other musettes who would read some
lines of dialogue, and then she would

| i t tshoethemawas and disdussetiein 0 t

performances with Ben.
As the days passed, Ben found that he
was enjoying writing more than he had

Oaver tionecbefere Fult & Imeguiling p

humour, Nadia was a delightful, if
unpredictable, part of the scene. She

h e apparently krew all abdout gish ? 6

M@ n@dsies insagvancet Heyhought she
seemed to possess some of the
supernatural powers traditionally
attributed to these tiny life-forms. Ben
remembered the historical research he
had done on musettes. Amazingly, it
seemed that long ago, writers had to work
entirely on their own, without the help of
musettes! It was true that in ancient times

crédfive artisis éascied they head hielp from h a

t vneed roeM uss extatied godddssds & o
the liberal arts. But, as Ben had found, it

I n thad béeh anly i\ tecemt ymeg) in the

aftermath of their enormous technical
advances, that humans had made the

on one arm. O0Tell me abaotunt leap damcdevielopedsthieis meatal s h
said. powers to the extent of an awareness far
0No, | candot do t halieyodd theiafivedsenges. Nowsmuseftes | y
0l tds not a goodothingvetre egiivmlawagpyartt of
much of the plot at f iBendodokedat Madid, kneelingy , t he

twists and the ending were still unclear in
his mind. Nadia gave a secret smile as if
she knew this very well. As Ben began
typing his dialogue, she swooped back on
to his shoulder where she sat, gazing into
the screen, muttering the words to herself
and occasionally whispering suggestions
i nto Bends ear.
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decoratively at the right-hand end of his
keyboard where she could see both his
face and the screen whenever she
wanted to. Perhaps she had a magical
influence on the progress of the work?
Anyway, he was falling under her spell,
that was for sure. He had never been
successful with girls. He knew very well
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that he was incredibly shy and tended to
become tongue-tied when in their
company. But he had never had any
trouble in conversations with the
musettes, and Nadia was the easiest of
them all to talk to. She was also, in
miniature, stunningly easy on the eye.

It was now that they had their first
difference of opinion. They had reached
the point where Ben
had chosen the musette actors. He had
created all the background settings, had
written the scrolling-text narration, and
had mapped out the alternatives for the
final scene. Nadia wanted them to get on
with the run-through at once. He wanted
to tie up the climax first.

Nadia said: O0Ben, 'y
It often happens that the story falls into
pl ace as it goes al
Ben pulled a face.
characters take charge of my plot? No
way! o

0lt could be the be

neutral tone.
Ben looked at her. She seemed
surprisingly offhand about it. Until now,
she had either been passionately in
favourof a pl an, or th
he said, aweéeodolyl gowu
Ben informed the Drama-novella Council
that he was ready to do a first run-through
of the drama, and he got their go-ahead.
Their Crit-panel would view his production
on the huge 3-D screen which the Council
used, and after comparing notes, would
announce their findings. If his drama
measured up to their high standards, they
would give it the green light for world-wide
di stribution. I f 1t
Ben checked with Nadia that the
cast were all waiting in the wings. Then he
warmed up his small 3-D field, saw the

PROBE 140 March 2009

turrets of Castle Lepage zoom into view,
and pressed the master switch for the
merging and recording to begin.

Nadia, in her role as Cassandra,
was leaning over the battlements, gazing
into the distance. Her mother, Eleanore,
joined her.

6Cassandra dar|li
why he was coming??6

, WitbNdNadomalbg heatp, h
very i mportant to

El eanore smiled.
says that, I't sound

With her eyes fixed on the driveway,
Cassandr a sai d:
worried. Or even 1 scared. He i oh,
surely heol |l be
parofrbibdculans aiyte herteges. Whe r r
screen changed to indicate what
0 n ¢Cas8andra was seeing through the
0 H ypowerfulAemsies. Twio peopletappeared,
walking along the driveway. Cassandra
breathed: o61ltbds Car
gw with dadk haar and,ceveN at this a |,
distance, a perfect figure. They seemed to
be arguing. Finally the girl kissed him, and
walked back the way they had come. Carl
waited indecisively until she was out of
sighp then iwalked slowlyok tward$ the
wastle. O

Nadia, as Cassandra, shivered, and
said to the musette actress playing her
mot her: O Mummy, I

ou

st

e
€

ng

e
t el

0)
S

6 Mummy ,

C 0 mi

y .

I

I n

that my life has changed for ever 1 and for

A

wor se. 0

As the story progressed, it became
clear that Vance Matek, master criminal,
plotted to abduct Cassandra and hold her
to ransom.

d i d n Astthe pacepeked w,Benlnaoticek
that the cast
words he had written. And the musette
playing the part of Leila was coming

t he

www.sfsa.org.za

PagelO

h a\

wer enot



across as a far more evil character than The climax was getting near. The

he had envisaged. Things were getting ransom for Cassandra had been
out of hand. Ben felt as if he was on a demanded by the gang-boss, Vatek. Her
nightmarish roller coaster. father had arranged for the police to be in

At a moment when Nahddingwhenahe rmdsom was handed
appearing on-screen Ben beckoned her over. Leila was lying hidden nearby. The
over . OaNtadds ad o iWhg o n ?pblicenopened fire on the gang. Under
whi spered. O0Theydr e n adversfthe ardss-firegLeila fired tith e
script. Letds freeze tChssandrag moaallydwoundng her. Carda n t
run over the options for the end of the turned and realised who had done it.
story. o Before she died, Cassandra saw Carl fire

Nadia sat on his wrist and softly at Leila and kill her instantly. Twist, and
touched his hand as if to prevent him from double-twist. For the reader, unexpected.
working the pause button.6 Be n, 6 s h eForsBan, iobwas devastating. A cold hand
oyour storyb6s going weéemedto@rpmidheartf r eeze i t.
Just | et 1t develop. 6 The drama-novella wound to a

He hi ssed: 0The wa ycloset As $he fitha woedk af Ipis textg
now, 1t | ooks as i f Casgdlel opidvards,dBen faded ddwn tipe
danger.Shei youicoul d get Kkimuedcdand pressed O6st

Nadia looked at him enigmatically. He stared unseeingly at the blank
0l f that hasthe® Wway 6i t screen. All the musette-actors had

Ben ran his fingers through his hair. vanished. An hour had passed, with still
O0But é buté you know v aonewswBzehttied hishhasttohegh e n
musettes get killed indrama-n o v e | | a s , confiderd that Nadia had known what she
temporarily for real . whsftalkkinghaboutCloautmecCouhcil d o n 0t
|l T ke my production, t hwewdldindki Ikli I'ilt hiirmss tpa
So, any musett®estayn ods gampessimismmbedan to envelop him. If
wi || be written off ! 6 thdy had appooved leis dvamas sutely ek vy .
0Then 10611 never , eV e rwouddae heardusonzethiag by ow?

Nadia flitted to his shoulder and Head on hands, he gazed numbly at the
kissed his cheek, her lips as soft as a dull gray pattern of his keyboard, seeing

mot héds wings. O0Ben, 0 <ihlealonelydutme stretchinginufromhaof s t
beli eve that the c¢oun dimllikeaprigoosemencet o appr ov

your drama! So i even if Cassandra dies Then he felt something tickle his neck,
i n the action, | 61 | g eand thare seemed tb lee ghe teuctoofa | i f
and weol | be able to datmaenry [mdrse wa thar ioens |

together-f or t he whol e wo r hedhought hesnasebe drea®ihge

glanced atthe actioninthe 3-D f i el d . reflebtéd,in the screen was a familiar little

l dm on now. 0 She t ur n elde-clafiguregsittinggon his shoulder.

searchi ng | ook. O6Bye! d A well-known voice said softly into
hisear:6 Put me in a stor
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Winner of the 2008 Mini Radio Play Competition - Gary Kuyper

Presenting a single mini-episode from an exciting radio drama series:
The Adventures of Captain Max Power of the Intergalactic Police

CAST:
Captain Max Power: A member of the Intergalactic Police - Special Unit. A no-nonsense

man who takes his job seriously. Capable of using both brains and brawn to get out of tight
situations.

Speaks with a strong proud confident manly tone of voice.

K9: One of many robo-mutts built especially for Interpol by Professor Fuzzy Logic. A
fortunate accident endowed him with A.l. (Artificial Intelligence) as well as H-1.Q. (Human-
like qualities). Serves as Max Power's faithful sidekick and friend.
Speaks with a stunted electronic tone accompanied by beeps and buzzes.

Cookie Fortuna: Max Power's lovely oriental love interest. An expert in martial arts.

Speaks with an oriental accent.

Major Disaster. Once a loyal member of the Intergalactic Police. A freak accident
changed him into an evil genius bent on ruling the galaxy. The accident also changed him
into something not human. He hides his new features behind a hooded cloak and mask.
Speaks in an educated, but conceited and calculated tone of volce.

Ms. D. Meaner: Major Disaster's evil sidekick. She carries out the physical requirements
of the Major's nefarious plans.

Speaks with a calm sultry vampish tone.

(Not featured in this particular episode).

Professor Fuzzy Logic: An elderly eccentric absent-minded, but brilliant scientist, as
well as a respected member on the top board of the Intergalactic Police.

Speaks with a slight shaky nasal twang.

(Not featured in this particular episode).
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The Narrator: Introduces and ends each episode. Speaks in a serious yet excited tone.

THE STORY

Sound effects:  Introductory theme music.

Narrator: Welcome to another exciting mini-episode of CAPTAIN MAX POWER OF THE
INTERGALACTIC POLICE!

Sound effects: Dramatic theme music.

Narrator: Last time Captain Max and his trusty robo-mutt K9 had not only managed to
remove the positronic resonator from the evil Major Disaster's death ray device, thwarting
the terrible plot to destroy earth, but they had also managed to rescue the lovely Cookie
Fortuna from certain death at the hands of Ms. D. Meaner's indestructible Lava Soldiers.
Then, stealing one of the Major's own spaceships, they had made a daring escape from
Volcania.

Sound effects: Woosh and hum of the interior of a spaceship.

Cookie Fortuna: We did it Max! We've gotten away safely!

K9: Well done everyone! Arf! Arf!

Max Power: I'm not sure this is the right time to be polishing our medals, K9!
Something's not right!

K9: What do you mean, Max?

Max Power: Our escape was just... too easy! It was almost as if the Major...allowed
us to escape!

Sound Effects: Beeping of viewscreen.

Major Disaster. Your assumptions are quite correct, my dear Captain!

Cookie Fortuna: Max! The viewscreen! It's Major Disaster!

Max Power: Disaster! What do you want?

Major Disaster. The positronic resonator, of course. Return it to me unharmed and | will
allow you a safe journey back to earth.

Max Power: You take me for a fool? You would then be able to destroy the earth! If
you want the resonator, come and get it!

Major Disaster: That, my dear captain, will not be necessary. It was foolish to steal one
of my spaceships. Because now by simply pushing this button. . .

Sound effects: Beeping sound.

Major Disaster: ...l am able to do this! (Evil laugh).
K9: Max! | have lost control of the ship! It is changing course!
Max Power: You must regain control before we reach Volcania!

Major Disaster: Fool! | have no intention of bringing you back to Volcania. | have set the
ship to crash into the nearest planet. (Evil laugh).

Max Power: You're going to destroy your ship to kill us? What about the resonator?
Major Disaster. The reason for destroying earth is because of you, Max Power!

Max Power: What! You still blame me for that unfortunate accident? It was your own
foolishness that turned you into the... the... the thing you've become!
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Major Disaster: No! It was you! You and your infernal meddling! And I'll not rest until the
day I finally destroy the great Captain Maximillian Power!

K9: Max! We've entered the planet's atmosphere!

Max Power: K9, you've got to regain control before it's too late!

K9: There is not enough time! You need to find another solution! In the meantime | will
send Professor Fuzzy Logic a distress signal at Earth Headquarters. (Howls).

Cookie Fortuna: Max! What are we going to do?

Max Power: Fear not fair Cookie, | have a plan!

Major Disaster: It's already too late, Max Power! You are all doomed! (Evil laugh)
Sound effects:  Sound of spaceship plummeting.

Cookie Fortuna: (Screams).

Sound effects: Dramatic theme music

Narrator:  Will Max Power escape certain death? Find out tomorrow when you tune into
another exciting mini-episode of the adventures of Captain Max Power of the Intergalactic
Police!

Sound effects: Dramatic theme music

PROBE 140 March 2009 www.sfsa.org.za Pagel4



No, | Was Not the Prime Minister of Serbia

The Zoran Zivkovic Interview

Michael Lohr

Simply stated Zoran Zivkovic is one of the most visionary and talented speculative fiction
novelists in the world. Of novelists whose mother tongue is not Englis h, Zoran is without a
doubt head and shoulders above the competition. Among his European contemporaries,

his work is true literature and holds up to any challenger. Unlike some of his older, more

well established British contemporaries who slip money under the table to get their self
aggrandizing slop praised by stiff, upper lip editors all the while suffering from a massive

case of J.K. Rowling envy.

A native of Belgrade, Serbia and a survivor of the brutal, Bosnian genocide wars of the

1990s, Zoran is a tempest of creative energy rising forth from a singularity of nihilism. He

Is a graduate of the University of Belgrade where he earned hisb ac h e,lmas ® @and 06 s
doctorate degrees. Hi s anthrepbreorplbissn andhhe sotifsof thea s
frst contact in the writings of Arthur C. C
ARappearance of science fiction as a genre
t he publ i c v Coatemporariesiofithle Buiure anthslogy.

In 1982, Zivkovic founded t he Pol-avnedsciencenpr i
fiction publishing house. Through this publishing house he has released over one-hundred
novels, each one a vibrant reading experience, if you can read Serbian Cyrillic script.

Some of his novels that can be read in English are The Fourth Circle, The Writer, Seven
Touches of Music and The Bridge. His novel The Book, which was written during some of

the heaviest bombardment of Belgrade, was nominated for one of the most prestigious,
mainstream European literary awards, the International IMPAC Dublin Literary Award. His
novella, The Library, was also nominated for this award and it won the World Fantasy

Award for Best Novella.

Zoran is also an accomplished nonfiction writer having composed several tomes of

science fiction knowledge including Essays of Science Fiction, the illustrated, two volume
Encyclopedia of Science Fiction and the treatise on the cultural and social impact of
humani tyds initial cont ackrstContdcth &er 68l aEBOS
successfully worn the hat of editor with the award winning anthology, The Devil of

Brisbane. He 6 s ehis bamd at heingead'V star. In the 1980s, Zoran hosted and
wrote the scripts for t el eivwhishiwasa slww fodusedon
science fiction cinema. These episodes later inspired a collection critical essays published
underthesame title. I n 2005, Belgrade TV stat.i
fantasy series based upon his short stories. In 2006, Zoran was honored with the Isidora
Sekulic Award for his novel The Bridge. This mainstream literary award is named after one

of the greatest Serbian female writers and essayists of the 20th century, Isidora Sekulic.
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The Bridge was previously short-listed for the NIN Awardi Ser bi ads maj or
The UK limited edition of The Bridge will be published before the end of the year by PS
Publishing.

Although Zoran has met the former Serbian Prime Minister of the same name, he is not a
politician. His only political concerns these days are promoting literacy, the humanities,
peace studies and multicultural understanding. Hmm, actually he would be the perfect
person to be the Serbian Prime Minister, or even an arts representative to the United
Nations.

ML: As a heralded international science fiction and fantasy novelist and supporter of the
genre in general, do you feel that speculative fiction, or fiction in general, as a medium can
change the way people look at the world?

ZZ: By all means. Reading fiction in general, any kind of fiction, good fiction, enables
readers to see the world from a new, different, often better perspective. Alas, people tend
to read less and less in the contemporary world. That is probably one of the reasons why
the world is becoming more and more of an unpleasant place.

ML: Is there any epigrammatic political Diaspora you are attempting to disseminate with
your fiction novels; concepts like the value of love, democracy, individualism, anarchy?
ZZ: No. If there are any values in what | write they are strictly literary, aesthetical. In my
humble view, any other expectation from literature would be fundamentally wrong. There
are other areas where the concepts you listed would be far more appropriate.

ML: How did you get involved in writing novels? What motivated you to start writing?

ZZ: An irresistible urge. | did not start to write fiction until | was 45. | now see the first four
and a half decades of my life as a preparation period. Everything that | previously read,
learned and experienced had accumulated somewhere in my subconscious. When a
critical mass eventually gathered there, it erupted, creating my first novel The Fourth Circle
and then fourteen more books of fiction in the following fourteen years.

ML: In your opinion, what is the most important, quintessential science fiction or fantasy?
novel ever published? Why?

ZZ: | don't think such a novel exists. There are many excellent novels and each of them
has contributed in its own way to the enormously rich heritage of fantastical literature. To
favor only one of them would be greatly unfair toward the others.

ML: Why, after success with writing science fiction novels, did you begin writing fantasy
novels exclusively? Do you have the desire to return to the science fiction medium at
some point in the future?

ZZ: | have never written science fiction or
just novels (or mosaic novels), without any prefixes. These prefixes, invented by the
publishing industry, are both limiting and misleading. | would rather be free of any
"industrial" limitations and obligations.

ML: Have you ever considered writing a novel void of magical realism and fantastic
elements?
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ZZ: | don't mull over what | write. | make no plans about it. | just follow the dictates of my
subconscious where all my fiction originates. | have written a few works void of fantastic
elements. The Book and The Writer are two examples.

ML: Did you ever receive hate mail meant for the former Serbian Prime Minister Zoran
Zivkovic? Have you experienced any bizarre situations due to the both of you sharing the
same name?

ZZ: | have received a few angry emails, but, interestingly enough, far more interview
requests. These were very tempting situations...J

ML:Youbve been favorably compared to Jorge
Lem. Are you comfortable with such comparisons?

ZZ: | feel extremely honored to be compared to such luminaries. | humbly hope | deserve
their company...

ML: What happened to your Polaris publishing house project? What had been the most
popular novels published by Polaris?

ZZ: Polaris has been dead for nearly a decade now. | canceled it after turning fifty,

because | couldn't handle the parallel slalom anymore. | had to choose between being a
publisher and a writer, because | lacked time and energy to be both at the same time. |

chose the latter and | didn't regret it. The absolute best-seller of all Polaris books was

St ephen HABvikfiHistaryosTime.

ML: What is your definition of meaningful literature?

ZZ: Itis hard to define good literature briefly, even for someone with a formal degree in the
theory of literature. On the other hand, it's easy to tell great literature when you see it. Let

me give you a few examples from recent times: Saramago's The Year of the Death of
Ricardo Reis, Eco's Baudolino, Pamuk's The White Castle, Kundera's The Book of

Laughter and Forgetting, Yellin's The Genizah at the House of Shepher...

ML:You received a Mast er 0mthaunigersityof Bélgadawitma P h
thesis focusing on the AAnthropomorphism a
[ science fiction | egend] Arthur C. Clarke.
take place? Do you believe that extraterrestrials have visited us at least once in our

ancient past?

ZZ: The older and more experienced | get, the more | am convinced that we are alone in

the Universe. This outcome isn't necessarily bad. It should teach us the virtue of
responsibility...

ML:My personal favorite novel that yoSe@ne w
Touches of Music (The Fourth Circle is a close second). Is there a particular message that
you were attempting to distill with this novel?

ZZ: The same thing happened with Seven Touches of Music as with all my other books.

One morning back in 2001, | woke up and there it was, on the surface of my conscious,
although with its roots deep in my subconscious. | just started to write it, trying to type as
soon as | could in order to satisfy the impatient reader in me. | always experience that kind

of personality split. While | am writing, | am at the same time both a subconscious writer

PROBE 140 March 2009 www.sfsa.org.za Pagel’/



and a conscious reader. So, there were no messages | wanted to distill or any rational
motivation. | wrote Seven Touches of Music just because it was the right time for me to do
that. There was no premeditation whatsoever...

ML: What was your primary objective for writing your rather unique short novel, The

Writer? Is there any particular social message that you were attempting to convey?

ZZ: Again, | never try to convey any message with my prose. The Writer was written in just
two weeks back in 1996, while | was with my family on vacation in Malta. It was very hot
there and | never could stand being in the sun very long, so contrary to my wife and our

twin sons who are much more enduring in this regard, | spent most of the daily hours in

our hotel lobby. Very soon upon our arrival | discovered that it was an ideal ambiance for
writing, even if | didnét have a | aptop at
were easily available 8 and the rest is history...

ML: How have all the years of war and conflict in the Balkans region affected your writing?

| mean to say, being surrounded by darkness and death, how did this influence your

muse?

ZZ: There was no war in Belgrade, where | lived (and am still living), except for the 77

days (and nights) of the NATO campaign against my country in the spring of 1999, when |
almost got killed during the bombing of the Chinese Embassy that happened to be located
just across the street. Curiously enough, my only piece of fiction motivated by the war
originated precisely during that period, although in an unusual way. | wrote my most

comical novel so far 8 The Book T as a kind of vital reaction toward the death and
destruction that was all around me.

ML: Have you experienced frustration when writing a story in the Serbian language and

then when translated, say into English or French, noticed that its intonation was lost? Has

the true message or meaning of your story ever gotten lost in translation? )
ZZ: | am extremely fortunate to have a perfect English translator, Mrs. Alice Copple-T o g i |
an American lady, very knowledgeable in Serbian. She has translated all but two of my
fifteen prose books so far. We are such a perfect tandem that | should actually consider

her my co-author when it comes to the English versions of my books. So far, Alice has
received nothing but compliments from the native English speakers who read my books in
her translations. As for other languages, | can only hope and pray that the translations are

as accurate and beautiful as my English translations...

ML: Literary pundits in America always opine for the next great American novel. What in

your opinion is the greatest European novel? | mean there are many that could qualify

i ncl udi ng AThbRague, CEamumédn TFe SaadidVeréesand Tol s
War and Peace, but what in your opinion constitutes the greatest novel written by a
European hand?

ZZ: There are many great European novels. | listed some of them earlier. If | had to

choose the most important novel in the European history of literature, then it would be
Cervantes' masterpiece Don Quixote. If you asked me to explain why, | would take the

liberty of suggesting that you read Milan Kundera's magnificent collection of essays The
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Art of the Novel. All answers are there.

ML: | read where someone called you the best, non-English language science fiction
novelist writing today. Do you take this as a compliment or do you see this comment as
more | i ke someone s ayi ngvelistonstéad & somdome jubte s t

stating that youdbre one of the most intr.i

ZZ: The first is an undeserved and imprecise compliment. First, as | explained earlier, |
don't consider myself a science fiction writer. Second, we have no idea what's available
outside the English language area if it isn't translated into English. A correct version of the
first compliment would be that | am one of the most translated and published non-English
language author of fantastical fiction in the US and UK. The second compliment makes me
blush...

ML: Is there a literary movement afoot right now that interests you or do you stay away
from trends and focus only on your own work? What was your opinion of Steampunk and
what is your opinion of horror literature?

ZZ: | do my best to stay away from trends and literary movements. However avant-garde
they might be in the beginning, they all tend eventually to be limiting and rigid. | must
confess, risking to disappoint many people, that | am not very fond of horror in literature.
Mostly because there is so much horror outside literature...

ML:You once stated, AMy artistic universe
bei ngs. |l n some ways itos much molyferthé artiste
hi mself. 6 That is a very deep statement.

ZZ: Oh, well, I think | have already written the best possible elaboration. Anything that |
might say now in this regard would be far behind what can be found in my mosaic novel
Time Gifts.

ML: You have a great relationship with Interzone magazine. Do you feel they were
seminal in getting your fiction before the English-speaking world?

ZZ: By all means! My Interzone period that lasted three years in the early 2000s during
which as many as 19 stories of mine were published, was really essential for introducing
my writing to English speaking readers. | will remain eternally grateful to David Pringle for
the chance he kindly gave me...

ML: Based upon your short story in your collection, Impossible Stories, do you have a
fascination about the death of Albert Einstein? Jim Morrison is the death that most

Il ntrigues me. But I 6m not going to touch
Stephen Hawking J

ZZ: Itwasn't the death of Albert Einstein itself that fascinated me but what happened just
prior to it. Allegedly, Einstein spent the last hour of his life speaking German to his nurse
who didn't understand a single word of it. It might have been just the gibberish of a dying
old man, but also the revelation of the ultimate cosmic truths. We'll never know. That
paradoxical uncertainty is the very foundation on which my mosaic novel Seven Touches
of Music is based. As for Stephen Hawking's sex life, it should be considerd within the
context of my novel The Fourth Circle to avoid the temptation of wrongly interpreting it as
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a kind of pornography...

ML: You rarely cast a character as evil, and violence is not common in your novels. Have

you ever begun to write something and then stopped after deciding that the material was

too controversial?

ZZ: There is no violence in my fiction simply because there is no violence in my life. | am

an extremely non-violent man and | feel the greatest possible aversion towards any kind of
violence, physical or other. There has never been any reason to stop writing something
because of too much violence iIin it because
ML:1 know youbre a big football fan. Do you
Major League Soccer team the Los Angeles Gal
shift in the football world. Will there be more defections to the US league?

ZZ: | should hope so! Although | am generally considered not a very successful prophet, |
would dare to predict that in a mere twenty years the US soccer national team will play in

the world cup finals. Hopefully against Serbia. Let the better team win then...

| want to thank Zoran for taking the time out of his busy schedule to sit down and discuss

a plethora of topics of interest to both the literary and international community. To learn

more about Zoran firsthand, go to his official website, http://www.zoranzivkovic.com/. You
can also find Zoran at the Internet Speculative Fiction Database http://www.isfdb.org/. You
can also go to the Fantastic Metropolis website http://www.fantasticmetropolis.com/ and
read an excerpt from Zorands master thesis
the writings of Arthur C. Clarke. o0 You can
Ch | dh o o dhydAsthuE dlarke.

Zoran is a rare breed. Heds a Renai ssance
could use a few more people like him. And on a final thought, Zoran, this brilliant

individual who has seen life from all its blu nt force spectrums, who has worked as a
researcher, translator, TV personality and business man, once said that as a life

phil osophy, he Atries tothansoswist htlhaugktseénr u
concur more so.

Michael Lohr is a professional journalist, outdoorsman, treasure hunter and adventurer.
His writing has appeared in such diverse magazines as, Outside Magazine, Southern
Living, Cowboys & Indians, Sailing World, Caribbean Travel & Life, Canoe & Kayaking,
Outdoor Life, and Adventure Sports, to name a few. He contributes regularly to Bluegrass
Unlimited magazine and Persimmon Hill, the Journal of the National Cowboy & Western
Heritage Museum, and also had a few dabblings published in Rolling Stone and Esquire.

His webpage can be found at: http://www.internet.is/artist/writer/michael lohr.htm
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Letter of Comment

1706-24 Eva Rd.
Etobicoke, ON
CANADA M9C 2B2
January 6, 2008

Dear SFSANs:

I've been sent quite a Christmas present...issues 137 and 138 of Probe, and with full
colour covers, too. Very nice, and many thanks. | hope to at least start to pay back your
generosity with a letter on the contents of the two issues.

137...Hello, Gail. I look forward to SFSA's 40th anniversary celebrations next year. The

Melbourne club may be 55 years old, but the LASFS in Los Angeles will mark 75 years

this coming October. | notice many clubs that are celebrations substantial birthdays, but
few clubs that are relatively new.

The story Mrs. Moses is not so much science fiction, but written-out wish fulfillment. Those
of us who see effects of climate change on the world around us certainly know about the
droughts that affect Australia. If only it were as simple of stick your finger into the earth or
a rock to draw forth water. Perhaps it's more magic fiction than anything else.

Lois McMaster Bujold's interview made me smile, especially about tree novels being
mortgage money and e-books being pizza money. In spite of e-books and e-zines, we are
still old-fashioned enough to want something physical for money paid, or something
physical to hold. Paper zines get the desired response, and paper novels are collectibles.
Electronic versions of each seem to have little perceived value. People don't want to pay
for an e-version of a novel, but don't mind putting down the money for a physical version.
Paper zines get response, and e-zines don't get much response at all.

138. .. I nteresting to see that youdve got
clubs in Toronto, but at one point, there must have been a dozen or more, connected with
Starfleet, Starfleet International, KAG, a Romulan group, and a few other clubs who really
wanted to control local Trek fandom. Whether there will be any more clubs in Toronto

when the next Star Trek movie comes out,
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Greetings to Tex! 1 6m all set to turn tmé,
and money, mostly because we never had kids, or bought a house. As a result, both
Yvonne and | have been involved in fandom 30+ years each.

| had read a while ago that Lois McMaster Bujold had based her Miles Vorkosigan books

on Trek fan fictons hedd written some years ago, and
Kl i ngon. |l &m not sure this iIs true, but |
| should wrap upétherebés a | ot of good wri

much t o s ayldoobattertndxttime, with bidk. Take care, and see you when the
next Probes arrive.

Yours, Lloyd Penney.

Books Received

PanMacmillan
The Ancient - R.A. Salvatore
The Secret War - M.F.W Curran

Jonathan Ball

Graceling - Kirsten Cashore
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Nova 2008 S.A\. Sectiom
JJoldnt Winmner

Wartiermarks

Chester woke without legs. The flaps of
his pants hung over either side of the
hammock.

There was no pain. His dreams of Vivian
and their little house in Velddrif had been
undisturbed. The hammock - its webbing
and cords still redolent with the brine of
the Western Cape - soothed the first
stirrings of alarm.

Crazy.

He slipped back into asleep.

The recess within the duty room was dim;
the first tendrils of gloaming limned the
bars on the window overhead. It was
summer in Phalaborwa, which meant the
sun rose before 06h00. He still had time
before he rotated the guards and their
weapons at 06h30, and handed over the
station to his relief another half hour later.
His eyes rolled to meet the fall of his
eyelids. The weight of sleep drew him
deep into the moist warm pillow.

Chester opened his eyes and gazed down
the length of his body.

An icy current of disquiet rippled through
his belly.

Behind the chipboard partition there was
silence.

ASergeant 20 he
Malherbe, his guard commander, should
have been manning the duty desk behind
the partition.

Nothing.
PROBE 140 March 2009
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the netting. He had slept on his back with
his legs dangling out and earthward. The
position helped ventilate the hammock in
the night heat. Where his upper legs
narrowed towards the absent kneecaps,
the faded material dropped perpendicular
to the ground like windsocks in a dead
calm.

He could not feel his feet.

Chester tried to straighten his legs.
Nothing happened -but for a sudden
turbulence in his chest, a parched
constriction in his throat.

Gripping both sides of his hammock, he
pulled himself upright as if doused in cold
water. The action was awkward, his body
not accustomed to the lack of drag
caused by his lower limbs. The
movement drew both thighs towards his
belly. Unanchored, off-balance, his torso
folded like a clasp knife.

Lieutenant Chester Hendricks moaned
softly.

He sucked in breath.
ARSergeant! o

There should have been the idle chatter of
gate guards outside, the acrid waft of
cigarette smoke, doors opening and

cal | ed .closing é\ot gveratime twhining grumble of

a vehicle travelling between the base and
the Kruger National Park marred the eerie
peace of the duty room, of this strange
disembodied world.
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He patted the domes of each stump,
cupped the fat ends; the undersides were
dry. The flesh of his truncated legs did
not feel the contact of his fingers.
Panting, Chester wrung the loose cloth
between his fists.

Objects, soft and whispering, ruffled onto
the floor below him. He twisted and
looked over the sides of the hammock.
For a moment his sanity wavered,
expecting to behold his severed legs lying
in pools of dried blood.

Instead, unimpeded by his calves and
feet, his heavy socks had fallen from the
ends of the pants onto the tiles of the duty
room. Absently, he hauled the trouser
legs onto his lap. The garters sewn into
each hem retained their simple bowknots.
Outside, a dog screamed.

He had never heard a dog scream before.
A gargling howl - panicked yelps - ripped
through the stillness.

He sat frozen.

Had a predator broken out of the Park
again?

No.

It was worse, far worse. He knew it with a
visceral certainty. Chester felt his heart
pound against his ribcage, his diaphragm
trembling as he started to hyperventilate.
For a moment, he almost succumbed to
the denial offered by the hammock.

Go back. Go back to the safe harbour of
slumber. He felt a savage panic rise
within him; a black squall of insanity
loomed in the compass points of his brain.
Chester began to pant. His vision fixed in
desperation upon the ceiling and traced
the reassuring reality of the corrugated
metal panels.

An image of his father surfaced through
the psychotic surf in his mind: a fierce
brown man with grapnels for hands and
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teeth shattered by a parted cable, a man
whose fishing boat and every other
possession had been earned from years
of toil on the cold Benguela current.
Chester coul d
defiant figure in the wheelhouse of his
beloved Sarie, glaring back at his only son
- the soldier, the officer.

Turn to windward, Chezzie. Face the
storm and youodl !l be
He confronted the madness. His mind
cleared.

Surrounding him and the fenced security
compound were platoons of off-duty
personnel and an outpost of military
police. Someone else must surely be
checking what was happening. Skipper
Hendri cksO0s sopah was
command of some fifteen guards and
roving pickets. In his capacity as officer-
on-duty, Lieutenant Hendricks effectively
commanded the entire battalion.

Where the hell was Malherbe? Chester
had done more than his share last night;
heod a lhdsergeantto retire early
during the 18h00 change of the guard, to
sleep undisturbed until midnight when the
pair had formally handed over the duty
room and Chester had gone to his
hammock.

He took a deep breath and knotted the
empty legs of his pants. The hammock

was strung in the corner of the recess,

rigged from the grid of metal beams that
supported the roof. He always brought
the hammock on duty.
consisted of an ancient wafer of sponge

on a worn wire frame and was as hard as

a stone pallet. The bed lay at an angle
below, flush against the near wall.

Chester gripped a cluster of ropes with

both hands and swung his lower body out
into space. He released his hold, lifting
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both thighs to take the landing on his
hamstrings and buttocks. His body
landed on the bed, bounced, and toppled
backwards.

Jesus!

The loss of his legs had relocated his
centre of gravity. Despite a regimen of
morning runs and evening gym, he
realised his new handicap demanded the
honing of neglected muscles, a fresh
coordination of basic movements.
Twisting in the air, he hit the ground and
rolled on one shoulder.

He lay on his back for a few moments;
then, thrusting the pants down over his
hips, he wriggled his thighs free.

The planes of flesh that had once been
living tissue, bone and muscle - all
concealed within a casing of skin and fat -
were now padded with dull callus. He ran
his fingers over the stiff and abrasive
substance. The muscle yielded to
pressure, but no blood flushed around the
points of his probing fingers. He could
feel the rods of femoral bone behind the
thick sheath of scar tissue.

The squall, one of those Antarctic-born
howlers that had terrified him as a
youngsteronhi s f at her 0s
raved behind his eyes.

Ride it out, Chezzie, his father whispered.
He fought off the feverish giggle clawing
at the base of his throat, the hot tears that
bubbled in the corners of his eyes.
Slowly, he drew on the pants and
retrieved the olive web belt and blouse
from the bed.

Around the partition, a discarded uniform
sprawled on the chair behind the desk. A
beret, infantry green, lay on top of the
blouse. Two boots stood primly beneath
the desk, toes pointed outward as though
worn by an invisible man.
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Chester Hendricks propped himself on

both elbows and dragged his body closer.

He noted the buttoned fly, the dog tags

t wisted on the shirt
brassard of three stripes nestled in the
nearest sleeve of the blouse.

He crawled around the desk and stared

down the still corridor. Leaning forward,

he swung his body between both braced
arms.

At the guardroom doorway, he ignored the

mi ssing sol di er &lirt s ¢
lying in front of him.

A ma mgorswa$ perfectly traced on the
door 6s wooden surf ace
over the fine hairs on the bare legs and

the intricate contours of the calf muscles.

No details vitalised the outlines of the
manos c¢cl ot hing. Ab o\
T-shirt, the watermark of Rifleman

Sel ol obds ghostly f ace
preoccupied.

The i mage suggested ¢
movement - a stride through the open
entrance.

Chester ran his hand over the silvery

intaglio, and it vanished upon contact.

Inside the guardroom, uniforms were

f i dwmg or iplded veat to,each bunk, the

sleeping bags deflated. Some of the
pillows had cavities in the middle where
tired heads had once slept. Chester
swung to the remains of every bed. On
the brown sheets, the fine watermarks of
bare skin, hair and identity of each
missing sleeper were faithfully
superimposed. Corporal Thanjekwayo,
Ri fl eman Mal ul eke. . .t
know by name. The faces of the known
and nameless vanished together beneath
his touch.

Outside in the forecourt, the morning
breeze played with an overturned helmet.
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A clipboard protruded from beneath a
heap of camouflaged blouse and belted
pants. The boots of one missing guard
straddled a rifle; all three objects pointed
at a stalled car.

The hatchback must have arrived during
the night while he was asleep. Its beams
would have been on, the engine running.
A womanb6és head | ay
the driverods door.
Make that half a head.

Chester registered the shining tresses,
the lipstick visible on the remaining halves
of each lip, the faint eye shadow brushed
over drunken eyelids.

The plane of cleavage sliced down and
diagonally from a point above her left ear,
bisected her open mouth and exited
through the point of her chin. The trauma
had been cauterised in the same way as
his stumps.

A cup of padded leather sat on the ground
between the uniform and clipboard.
Chester pictured one soldier registering
the visitoraos
confronting the bonnet of the car and
pointing his rifle at the ground between his

on

boots and the grille. Standard procedure.
The guard with the clipboard scribbles
down her name while standing by the
side-mirror; the woman cocks her head
out the open window to look up at him.
She is impatient to enter the unit. The
point of her elbow, clothed in a leather
jacket sleeve, pokes over the rim of the
carod6s open window.
Appalled tears rolled down his face.

Then something happened.

Something...

He coul dndt seize t
of range of his comprehension,
clamouring like a distant child in distress.

he
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Movement through the western fence
flickered through the skein of moisture
blurring his vision. On the barren verge, a
mangy dog worried at something on the
ground. Stimulated by a wild joy, Chester
started to lever his way towards the high
fencing.

He stopped.

Tthlree dgprgdwsn dh i maqtu atrd e r
shaggy, the matted pelt in moult and
revealing patches of shocking green. The
rear legs were hooped in alternate shades

of black and red. The heavy shoulders
twitched and wrenched at the bloody

object on the ground, which flopped and
rolled. The carcass was that of Major
Calitzdéds dog, Suzi e,
visitor. The Labr adc¢
obscenely agape.

A long tubular neck unfurled from the
killerds hidden for ec
the air. The wedge-shaped head pivoted

at the tip of the gory periscope and

revealed pus-coloured eyes. A pouch of

par t i c ulleathesy skintddngled ramhteface.g u ar d

Lips, Chester realised.

Tallow eyes locked onto Chester. Its
body wheeled beneath and around the
hub of unmoving neck and head. Chester

glimpsed the jaggedpur se of Suz
eviscerated abdomen.

From the blood that
neck, it must have burrowed its head all
the way into the pet¢
The creatureds eyes I

lips rolled back to reveal a snarl of fangs.

It began to trot towards him, its rigid neck
extended like a divining rod. Just like a

tail, Chester thought, for balance.

He watched, fascinated, as it clattered
agamst theefgnte .and rekleéd bdcky fargygs o u
clacking together like castanets.
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Chester felt a rill of warm fluid run down
his inner thighs. His arms were stiff and
ungainly as he twisted around. The flesh
on his back cringed
scrutiny.

He reached the inner gate of the security
block; his ears reverberated to the rhythm
of four-legged pursuit. Chester shoved
the bolt across the gate and snapped
home the padlock.

The alien beat against the gate. Chester
made his ape-like way to the duty room.
Af ternoon. Al | t h-e
the radios, telephones, everything - were
working, but nobody answered. He had
called every number
phonebook. The television was a screen
of static; none of the radio frequencies
captured live transmission.
Chester sat

lanyard around his neck. Thick gloves
covered his hands,
makeshift seat from the sponge mattress
and strips of army blanket.

An R4 assault rifle, its stock folded, was
slung across his back.

The power went off.

A red moon bloodied the infected planet.
As though the dark were a living Babel,
and the shadows a vanguard of some
banshee army, the cacophony crept
across the earth in time with the dying of
the light. Emanating from the married
guarters, the distant howling of starving
dogs ceased as abruptly as the first alien
screech lacerated the twilight.

Bedlam followed. Lunatic voices emitted
sounds to which no man had ever put a
name. It drove Chester between the desk
and the massive
the pistol against his breastbone.
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with his
safe. A semi-automatic pistol hung from a
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A slavering snarl brushed across the outer
surface of the compound door. Chester
felt the temperature of his body plummet,

u rhig skin break aut inegbosedlastd s

The door vibrated and grated under the

rub of a scaled hide. Tentative sniffs of
something big and inquisitive behind the
flimsy door caused Ct
goggle in the murk. The sniffs ceased.

For long seconds, he heard the wooden
surface being licked, the sodden strokes
unmistakable. The door rattled on its

s thiages. onds i nstruments

The licking stopped in mid-stroke.
Immersed in the dark, his crippled body

o rbeghnitocstrembeb i | e 60 s

Boom, duh-boom.
Chester flinched under the impact of a
pounding tread. The southern side of the

lkc@mpdundtfence tohvelsevan@ p o n s 6

squeaked. He heard the staccato twang
of individual strands as they snapped.

a n dHiglnpptdhed hdotng revioleed aralind @ahe

air above the roof; Chester imagined a
frenzy of airborne creatures circling the
head of an unseen behemoth. Bipedal,
gargantuan strides stomped into the unit,
heading east.

Outside, the night gibbered and crooned.
Earthling birdsong cheered the dawn.
The raucous salute of a plover made
Chesterds chest hitecl
He had consumed as much as he could
from the guardsoé depl
water he had obtained from the offi c er 0
bathroom.

His hands performed a rapid equipment
check. The sickbayo:s
breast pouch of the battle-jacket along

with a utility knife, torch and lighter.

we a p o rChedter evefe himsalf into the dunlighty

taking the path that led to the rear of the

Page27



security compound. He glanced at the
womanos car without
The cloven head was gone.

Around the corner, the southern line of
fencing was mangled as though a giant
hand had pressed down on it from above,
then twisted it from its moorings. Past the
fence, two walls of the squash court had
collapsed into rubble.

The scent of dewy grass smelt wonderful.
No music thumped from the training
barracks; the washing of dead men
fluttered on the lines like the flags of a
forgotten civilisation. He picked his way
through the trees flanking the parade
ground, and watched out for stones and
wire shrapnel. It was slow but quiet
progress. Lifting his stumps high, the only
sound of his passage was the soft press
of his cushioned hands and rump on the
grass. The suspense was agony; his
eyes ached with tension. Runnels of
sweat trickled beneath his shirt and the
laden battle-jacket.

Then again, anything was better than
holing up forever in the duty room. Every
alternative had demanded the undertaking
of this first awful risk.

He reached the road adjacent to the
sports field. Huge piles of dung
punctuated the obstacle course. The high
rampart was toppled onto its side, the
wooden slats smashed into splinters.
Beyond the line of trees and watchtowers
mar king the unitds
pillars of smoke signaled the location of
Phalaborwa.

He passed a military police pick-up, its
cab stamped into the ground. The bonnet
and loadbox curled upward like the edges
of a singed paper sheet.

He stopped to adjust the weight of the
battle-jacket. Already his shoulders and
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wrists ached. Through the padding of his

e xmakeshift seat,dhe ground had scraped

the virgin skin of his buttocks and upper
thighs.

He looked up.

An impala floated across the road.

It was dead, he saw, a corpse that
hovered about two metres above the
ground. Its neck lolled in a boneless arch,
long stiff legs jabbing the sky. The air
around it teemed with fine silvery objects,
as though the carcass were trapped in a
computer-generated mirage. A
mechanical drone emanated from the
aerial disturbance.

Phut.

A robust grasshopper, or so he thought,
landed on the street ahead. Long curved
antennae extended from its bony head,
their roots set between black compound
eyes. Its thorax and abdomen combined
to form a sturdy dowel-shaped body.
Chester noted the back-bent hind-legs
that alone supported the weight of the
insect; the elevated forelimbs were
compact rods tipped with vicious curling
hooks.

Behind the creature, the impala
ascended, buoyed clear of the buildings
and the ground below. As the dead
gazelle rose, the drone heightened in
pitch and became a savage arpeggio.
Chester watched the carcass begin to
disintegrate in mid-air.

S 0 UrhelSwarnmfeabtedu ndar vy,

Chester held his breath and began to
move.

He circled the scout, wincing at every soft
whisper of cloth against cloth, every soft
impact of flesh upon tarmac. At the
sickbay doors, he removed the tagged
keys from the canvas pouch - the metallic
jangle caused him to bare his teeth.
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Both hands shook as he double-checked
the word written on the yellow tag of one
key.

MAIN ENTRANCE.

With his other hand, he gripped one of the
barred handles and pulled himself up to
reach the keyhole.

The key slid into the slot.

Tumblers clicked and his lungs
remembered how to respire, his heart to
pump.

The Swarm signaled its awareness of his
existence with a wild saw of sound. He
heard parts of the impala splash onto the
ground behind him.

Chester jammed the key into his mouth,
levered open the door with one stump and
both forearms, and dragged himself
inside. He swatted the door closed
behind him. Before he could regain his
breath, the door shuddered under the
rapid beat of the assault of a thousand
tiny bodies. He managed another one-
armed pull-up and locked the door.
Chester spent two blessed hours in the
clinic. The roof and walls were made of
thick concrete. Heavy windowless doors
interrupted the sterile corridors.

The worst part of his entry into the sickbay
was forcing open the passageway doors.
Without the drive of his legs, he had to
claw his way through each one using the
extended stock of the assault rifle, and
wriggle his shoulders and hips through
every gap in order to reach the next
length of corridor beyond.

Another complication was the lack of light.
His attempts at wedging the torch into his
battle-jacket failed; the wayward beam
either lolled downwards or fell out of his
webbing altogether.
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In his mouth, then. His jaw and teeth
were throbbing by the time he found the
storeroom behind the reception area.
Three collapsed wheelchairs leaned
against the far wall between two metal
cabinets. Chester crawled forward and
grabbed the nearest one. Like a camping
chair, it took outward pressure upon both
armrests to snap it into position. He
figured out how to lock the wheels before
attempting to haul himself into the seat.
The canvas seat felt marvelous under his
buttocks, the rims like the steering wheel
of a Ferrari.

He shrugged off his battle-jacket and let
the sweat evaporate off his body. The
loss of air-conditioning and fresh air had
turned the building into an airless sauna.
He ate his rations slowly and drained a

gorgeous energy dri
refrigerator, the liquid still cool in spite of
the loss of power.
After his meal, he re-stowed his battle-
jacket and draped over the back of the
chair a medical kit bulging with surgical
implements, dressings, and antibiotics
from the pharmacy.
It was time to leave. Stasis was danger,
the breeding ground for insanity.
Wait. Behind the reception desk, he
found the battalion
and paged to the AB
One name. One address.
Through the key hole of the sickbay door,
the barren street shimmered in the
summer heat.
Chester opened the door and went
outside. The chair was stiff and stupid
beneath his hands - his progress slow,
awkward. His life was becoming a
desperate lesson in coordination.
He left the bunch of keys suspended from
the inner lock.
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You never know. In the future, some The knock came again.

other human traveler might have need of clenched on the buttons of his blouse.
sanctuary. ASir?o0

General De Wet Street. Number 29. The solitary voice of a young Army brat.

The house was as desolate as the rows of Chesterds throat pr oc
denuded military houses flanking each sound. Another boyish call unlocked his

side of the street. The windows were fingers from the heavy buttons and thrust
blank and dispassionate - lenses worn by them towards t he whee
the blind. powered out of the bathroom, his

The front door was | o ddkearohs and skonldess pumpingdhe chaird t
bother to knock. He wheeled around the down the corridor.

empty house on an asphalt track to the Another sound on the other side of the

rear. The kitchen door was open, door.

probably to let in the night breezes of an Feet, running away.

Mpumalanga summer. Tears, familiar company to him now, burst
The house belonged to Johan Buys, the from Chesteros eyes.
battalionds switchbo a rHdtltedhie meadtback andserdamed.
paraplegic. Once a field engineer in the AWait! o

Border War, Buys had been patrtially Mandla Mphela was seven years old, yet
paralysed by a landmine explosion in his face had lost its sheen - the glossy fat
Angola. of yout h. The boyos
He found Buyso6-Bendn g Meresddkals on Chester ds 1
the garage, its tank three quarters full. He and thickened the steaming maize meal
loaded the kitted cruiser with supplies into a stiff white pap.

from the larder and work-shed. Apart Other than his name, Chester knew little

from the modified car, the grand prize was about the boy. Mand I
Buysds modern wheel chai rs.er gleiaghht vadi g hte g u e
and contoured with heavy padding for Bet ween shifts, hedod
prolonged use, it stood in the customised and beat his family before bed. Two
bathroom next to the tub. nights before - a Friday night - Mandla

No silvery watermark shimmered on the had hidden from his father in the dog

still surface of the murky bathwater. kennel and spent the
Chester felt no horror as he drained the awoken to find the world altered, and his

tub and filled it again with fresh water. family erased. When the monsters came
Tears mingled with the suds as he that second sunset, the boy had hidden in
soaked. the oven until dawn.

Someone knocked on the front door, the In the sunny kitchen, Chester lifted the pot
sound a deliberate summons. of f BuysoOos cadmgopaedpa st
Chester was dressing after his bath. The gl ob of pap onto the
exertion of hauling himself out of the tub Hurriedly, he replaced the lid and

and into the chair had untapped fresh switched off the gas, wary of the scent of
sweat from his scalp and armpits. cooked food.Chester watched the boy

spoon gargantuan mouthfuls of pap into
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his mout h. Mandl ads d@dcadwmtdbth&dhow, 0 he sz«

discouraged any questions: slurred coul dndét get dlithe heac
packages of three to four whispered implications of his theory.

words at a time, as though the kid found A hammock and a kennel, the alien

speech foreign and exhausting. extraterrestrials he had seen and heard
Instead of pressing the boy further, (none of which could possess the wits to
Chester talked of his own experiences. design or operate such a lethal piece of
Chester sanitised his narrative of graphic technology) - they were his only real

detail. Mandla needed to know the clues.

situation, but not all the horror it implied. He would have to wait until night fell once
Doom lurked in the details. more.

The boyds eyes wer e (¢ lThedbeam,ge thosighthmight sheeda vy
filled. park and snaffle every person sitting on a
AWe were | ucky, 06 Ch e s tbhench, evestyong pn the playground rides
approaching the conclusion of his tale. T even the man in the hotdog stand - but it
Bovine intelligence flickered inthe k i d 6 s might miss the little girl climbing the big

face. oak tree.

A | reckon the devi ce SAndeiphad atpdsidve €de.t Thareemighto w n
-t he worl d be other survivors. Maybe, just maybe,

0-and took everybody i Wiviantand their@Qrberrs chikel might yetibel .
Alts beam was pr ogr a mmleelinthedcCade,dwo khousamd o

people in everyday settings, like a search kilometres away. The thought made his
programme on a computer, but the chest hitch, as t houc
cali brati orest-twlee e ndit d nb@dsong.

cover all the variables of human AWi Il the a&dek™Mocome I
behaviour . o Before Chester could answer, the boy
Mandl ads expressi on t rswalosvedithe last strapaof maize and his
guestion through another mouthful of pap. gaunt face went slack. Chester rolled

AA man hangs from t he awoundthe corrpers of the Hitchenpable n  a
strip of c¢cloth, o0 Chestaemrd «camtgihnuevuh.nd | A sb d
hides in a dog kennel...Peop | e ar e n 0 ttoppled off the chair. He drew the

supposed to be there, to do that. Those sleeping boy onto his lap.

picked up near a hard surface left Chester rolled out of the sunny kitchen
watermarks behind - like the tracing of and into the garage, toward the

your mother on the laundry wall. Others, passenger side of the Merc.

like the woman in the car and me, were Chester left the base and turned onto the
only partially |1 DO6ed. .longroad heading westward towards

He inhaled deeply. Tzaneen. Cycad country. He considered
AThwo man died and | | i staping® a parking lot to siphon fuel
AAre all the peopl e ddradtReaesertbbavenitiesabditdhe dag i c e
was twisted with ambivalence. Chester was fading, and he feared what the night
realised that the boy, stunned as he was, would bring. There would be stalled cars

did not want his father to return.
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in the road. Seats jumbled with clothing,
assorted keys hanging in the ignition.

On the flat stretch leaving Phalaborwa, an
elephant straddled both two lanes of
tarmac. Like an imperious sailing ship,
maybe a galleon or a caravel with her
broad bow of a skull, she stood
magnificent and alone on the ebb of her
own journey. Horrible talon marks sliced
her from the humped withers to the pinch
behind her ribcage; the injuries were dried
tramlines, abuzz with flies.

She seemed to be reflecting upon the
afternoon, her trunk suspended like a
broken bowsprit; her posture was
contemplative, her eyes fierce and without
malice. She faced the spires of ancient
rock that preceded the expanse of veld to
the north and the far Mediterranean
beyond.

Chester stared back and felt like leaning
out and talking to her - native to native,
earthling to earthling.

Her brown eyes gazed at him from
beneath long lashes. She snorted softly
through her trunk. He raised one hand to
her, palm outward. Her movements were
soundless and smooth as she drifted off
the ribbon of road into the scend of furze.
In forward drive, he accelerated towards
the woodlands of Tzaneen.

An hour before dark, he pulled into an
isolated petrol station on the flanks of a fir
plantation. He rolled the cruiser to a stop
behind the building and out of sight of the
road. From the slope of the gorge, his
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view of the southern sky above the
opposite ridge was unimpeded.

Fear, his Siamese t
hands tremble as he switched off the
ignition. The oval face and gravid figure
of his wife lay on the horizon of the
dashboard, her photograph as ephemeral
as a watermark in the twilight.

The boy shivered in his sleep, and
muttered something, the sound faint and
shrill.

Chester placed his food wrappings in a
plastic bag and knotted it. No scent of
food must escape the car. The day was
dying again. Chester shuddered to think
what creatures stalked the surrounding
forest.

Since waking without legs in a world of
watermarks, he had already completed a
significant journey, a prelude to the days
of hunting ahead.

He cleaned his rifle in the fading light and
watched the sun seek the cover of the
trees.

The air was clear in the highlands.
Chester got his answer when Achernar
penetrated the twilight high in the south.
The night sky lived. Outlined in harmless
fire, a massive torpedo dwarfed the Moon;
argent satellites orbited the black,
obscuring the distant constellations he
had memorised as a boy on the open sea
whil e aboard his
He lowered the forgotten rifle onto his lap.
As the boy slept, Chester watched the
alien sky and waited for the sun to return.
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Book Reviews Ian Jamieson

Prador Moon - Neal Asher

Pan Mcmillan - R99.00

Somewhen in the dim and distant past, when | first started reading adult books it was easy
to read one book a night (this was before television). The books were short, maybe two
hundred pages, and authors normally wrote series, or different stories about one
character. Today authors write long novels and particularly in the Fantasy field they write
series of three or even ten books, which tome can be a total pain.

After centuries of expansion Mankind has finally met another intelligent species. The
Prador (a shortened form of Predator) are huge crab-like carnivores with an extremely
nasty attitude and a taste for human flesh. Two of their dreadnoughts are advancing from
their star systems destroying everything in their paths. The Polity Collective does not yet
have the weaponry to stop them. Moria Salem and Jebel U-cap Krong (the U-cap means
up close and personal) have to join forces to defeat what is surely only the first attempt of
the Prador to destroy mankind.

Suspend logic at the first page (why only two Prador warships and where do all their
warrior war drones come from?)

Prador Moon is a short (about 220 pages) very readable science fiction action adventure
which can, and should be read at one sitting.

The Gabble and other stories - Neal Asher

Pan Macmillan i R169.00

While the old hard cover novels would generally last a good deal longer than a soft cover
book, | always found them too heavy as | do most of my reading in bed, and trying to hold
one up for long hours became quite a chore.

The modern C-format, although as large as a hard cover, is much lighter as it has a soft
cover, and is also of good quality as it is easy to keep open. The quality of these ten short
stories easily matches the quality of the book. All of the stories are based round the ideas
of Neal Asheroés Polity, that era where A. |
spanning the galaxy. From an immortal human to various monsters and/or aliens i which
one is the gabbleduck? 7 to bizarre and intriguing planets which are all almost impossible
to live on, this is Neal Asher at his best.

Read and enjoy.

The Riven Kingdom - Karen Miller Book 2 of Godspeaker

Penguin i R140.00

Here is South Africa Soap Opera comes in many of the official languages and usually with
English subtitles (although it is strange to see English subtitles below spoken English, |
suppose itbdés jJjust t o hleing( neverewatchahese pragiamg oy )
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course) that they all follow the same basic format of love and hate, sex and betrayal,
friendship and backstabbing and occasional humour, and very occasional death.

In the Riven Kingdom, Karen Miller manages to fit in all of the above. Not to say that this is
only Soap Opera, as religion, magic and ghosts have their say as well.

The King is dead (Long live the King) and his daughter is forced to flee to avoid falling into
the clutches of the church to escape being married to an unwanted suitor. A toymaker, a
physician and an unusual warrior are her only hope of survival --- need | say more?

A well written, fairly enjoyable, if slightly overlong fantasy novel.

Norman - Wi Il | i am Ni chol son Waoki @8r d TimTihleo §
Penguin - R100.00

Seeker is a hunter, and when he finds the lost two Savanters, he will kill them

Morning Star is one of the last of the Noble Warriors.

Caressa is a warrior woman who becomes the first ever Great Jahan of the Orlan nation.
Joy boy brings happiness to everyone he meets, and in so doing is building a huge tribe.
This is Nicholsonds sixth book and i f the
was ever published. It is badly written, stilted and has nothing new in it.

| stopped reading halfway through. Although there is no written indication that this is not an
adult book, | believe it is written for children or teenagers. One of the reviews of a previous
book mentions fAgreat ten cihly Naaa €aographic Kas d
If you are not a teenager, or even if you are, leave it alone.

The Last Watch - Sergei Lukyanenko

(Translated by Andrew Bromfield) = Random House - R195.00

With one of the highest murder rates in the world and a road kill rate which is in the top
five here in South Africa it is always a pleasure to read a book where the deaths are
designed to entertain.

This is a follow-up to the Night Watch Trilogy (which | have not yet read) in which the
Others are normal looking humans who have supernatural powers and can enter the
Twilight, seven levels of a world which exists parallel to our own.

Of course some are attracted to the dark s
much of a story.

Anton Gorodetsky, the hero of the previous novels, is now a Higher Magician, and can visit
most of the levels.

A trio of unlicensed Others are hunting for the fabled treasure of Merlin, supposedly
hidden on the seventh (or is it the sixth?) level. They will stop at nothing to achieve their
aims and Anton has to use both dark and light forces to stop them.

An interesting book which is well written and well translated. There are one or two slightly
stilted sections but they do not detract from what is a very entertaining read.

The Secret War M.F.W. Curran
Pan Macmillan
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A long time ago in a Galaxy far, far away, well not exactly. But more than 50 years ago,
when | started high school one of the classes | had to attend was woodwork. Only once a
week as | recall but in my last year as a final project, myself and my classmates each
made a small table (three legged of course). When they were finished and stained and
presented to our parents they were so happy with them. When | got round to examining
mine properly some twenty years later, | could see it for what it was, a first attempt. It was
ok, but nothing special or exciting.

Thi s, M. F.W. Curranods first novel, reminds
adopted brother, Lieutenant Kieran Haste have survived the Battle of Waterloo, only to find
that mankind has been caught up amongst the everlasting struggle between good and evil,
and they are now personally involved.

With the forces of the Vatican on one side and the evil Count Ordrane (? the devil) on the
other, the friends must fight for their lives against ruthless adversaries.

The poor quality of the writing, the number of inconsistencies in the narrative, (and the fact
that this is book One of a series) make this a book which requires a strong editor, who is
not evident at all, to make it far more enjoyable and readable. | am sure you can find
something better to read.

Graceling - Kristen Cashore

Jonathan Ball T R214.95

These days there is so much information readily available, either through the Internet, or
by talking to people, visiting clubs that | find it quite amazing that a first time author like
Kristen Cashore can spend so much time describing actions that she has little or no
knowledge about.

In the fantasy land of the Seven Kingdoms, Katsa is one of the few who is born with an
exceptional s k i ,lhighlightedaby thedadt that shfé Bas eontrasding coloured
eyes. Katsa is a killer, with the talent of beating any seven or eight trained men at a time.
However she eventually decides to stop being a killer and sets off on a quest and so on
and on.

This author can write, but her scenes of action and of weaponry are, to be polite,
nonsensical. On top of this it is a love story. (One review on the back cover does indeed
describe it as fHiAn exquisitely drawn r oman
And why does a book costing 10 pounds in the UK cost R214.94 in S.A?

Give it a miss.

Magazine Review lan Jamieson

Something Wicked --Issue No 8 T Nov 081 Jan 09

Science Fiction and Horror Magazine
Having been a Science Fiction fan for more than forty years | have occasionally argued,
especially with my wife, that Horror, by its very nature, is a part of Science Fiction, and is
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not a separate genre. It looks as if Joe Vaz, editor of Something Wicked agrees with me.
| also find it quite amazing that a magazine like this can actually survive here in South
Africa, never mind appear to thrive. | only recently heard about it and this is the first copy |
have read.

It has thirteen stories, three interviews, three articles, two game and three movie reviews
(why no book reviews?) and of course a short, if somewhat self indulgent, editorial.

|l wonoét bore you with details of all the
werewolves and being trapped in an unfinished building, to basic hard core SF, future
warriors, to a couple of oddities, one concerning a Russian river.

The articles and interviews were excellent, although the article on a woman SF author was
far too short and | hope that there are more articles forthcoming.

A couple of minor points: the front cover picture was difficult to see clearly until | saw it
inside, the inside front cover was a bit cluttered, and information on the inside back page
on the artist Genevieve Terblanche was illegible as it was black writing on a dark grey

background.
Horror of dark SF is not my forte but as the editor says fiyou) may not love them all, but
there are gems in here for everyone. o

All the stories, and articles are exceptionally well written and the editor Joe Vaz, deserves
a huge pat on the back for an outstanding magazine, both for entertainment and value for
money.

DECEMBER SOCIAL

In a Circle: Trevor Derry, Liz Simmonds, llse Von Willich, AL Du Pisani, Carla Martins,
Gail Jamieson, lan Jamieson, Simone Putterman, Franz Tomasek
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