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Siddhartha 3.7  is from Ian Williams who would like to direct you to his two blogs: 

http://freethinkingajournalofpopularculture.blogspot.com/ 

http://catrescuesunderland.blogspot.com/     (under construction as of 7
th
 Oct 09) 

Contact him at ianw700@gmail.com or send him stuff at 18 Weldon Avenue, Grangetown, 

Sunderland, SR2 9QB, UK. 

Despite the fact that just a few months ago I said I was abandoning efanzines for a blog, Iôm back 

with an all-Science Fiction Special (plus one kitten with diarrhoea). Itôs not that Iôve given up on 

blogging, far from it. Iôve had to split my blog into two separate blogs as what was supposed to be a 

journal of popular culture  (the tongue in cheek subtitle) was turning into Rescuing Cats in 

Sunderland. So Iôve started a second blog with the highly imaginative title of Cat Rescue, 

Sunderland, and can focus my original blog on what it was supposed to be. 

Now, ironically, in the early days of my blog, I reprinted stuff from Siddhartha in it. This time Iôm 

doing the opposite and reprinting edited/rewritten pieces from my blog and from Amazon UK here. 

And itôs all Science Fiction (plus one kitten with diarrhoea). What we have is: 

Books , Graphic Novels, DVDs, Television  and One kitten with diarrhoea  (youôll laugh, 
youôll cry, youôll go AAAH!, youôll go YEARRUGH!). Plus lots of pictures, used for the purposes 

of review, copyright their respective holders. 

Although most of the content was composed using freeware ïOpenOffice 3.1- Iôm now delighted to 

be back on Word, having just obtained a copy of Microsoft Office 2007. It feels good to be home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Contents written/compiled August ï 8
th
 Oct 2009. 
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This one has just arrived. Back in the 60ôs 

when I was getting cheap new import copies 

of Galaxy and its companions from a variety 

of newsagents and second hand places, 

Cordwainer Smith was always one of my 

favourites and itôs good to have his stories 

again in such a lovely edition. I had to sell 

off almost all of my collection when I got 

married 21 years ago and moved into 

Susanôs small flat. While Iôve absolutely no 

intention of replacing them, itôs nice to be 

able to pick up definitive collections such as 

those by Kuttner & Moore, and Roger 

Zelazny which are mentioned later. 

http://freethinkingajournalofpopularculture.blogspot.com/
http://catrescuesunderland.blogspot.com/
mailto:ianw700@gmail.com


BOOKS 

ôI THINK IõM GOINõ BACK...õ (Goffin & King) 

 

Henry Kuttner & C.L. Moore  

 

 

 

Oddly, just when I think Iôm opening up to new music (see blog for details), I find myself more 

attracted to the kind of books I read when I was much younger. Iôm talking Science Fiction here. 

For at least half my life I lived and breathed SF and I still canôt quite leave it behind. I still regard 

myself as a Science Fiction fan even though my days as someone actively involved in SF Fandom 

are long goneand I donôt read that much SF these days. 

That said, Iôve recently bought and read Henry Kuttner ôs (and no doubt written with his wife CL 

Moore) The Dark World  and Fury . Iôm about to read his Elak of Atlantis sword and sorcery 

stories from the late 30ôs. Iôve ordered a massive collection (900pps) of his & Mooreôs short stories. 

Iôve also ordered (from Amazon.com) 4 volumes of the complete short stories of Roger Zelazny 

and (from the same publisher, Nesfa Press) the complete short stories of Cordwainer Smith.  

Iôve got the latest Iain Banks (one of my favourite mainstream authors, along with Haruki 

Murakami) contemporary novel Transition  to read downstairs and yet all I want to do is read pulp 

fiction about Elak of Atlantis. Maybe Iôm just in a nostalgic mood which will pass. 

And yet, and yet, Iôve been buying quite a few compilation CDs of rock artists Iôve liked for years. 

But what really worries me is that I put on my Amazon wish list a compilation by Peter Paul & 

Mary who I liked when I was 14 and hadnôt yet heard of Bob Dylan. Now that is surely going too 

far. 

I shall write more on this when it isnôt so late at night and I am less influenced by almost a full 

bottle of Banrock Stationôs Shiraz-Mataro, my favourite Australian plonk. 

Post Script 

Itôs the following morning, Iôm sober, and Iôve removed the PP&M CD from my Wish List. It really 

is just too twee musically for me. If Iôd bought that, what would be next ïBarry Manilow? 

 

 



 

About a year ago I reviewed for Amazon Robert E. Howardôs The Complete Chronicles of 

Conan (Gollancz, 2006), being just what it says but with the virtue of containing the original text 

rather than any rewriting by people like L. Sprague de Camp or (shudder) Lin Carter. At the end of 

the review I added that I hoped they would do a companion volume featuring some of Howardôs 

other pulp heroes. Today, while looking up something else, I came across Conanôs Brethren (see 

above) which will be published by Gollancz in the middle of October and is just what I wished for. 

In the óCustomers who bought this also bought...ô section I came across Henry Kuttnerôs Elak of 

Atlantis which led me to his The Dark World, a couple of pulp adventures from the 40ôs. Kuttner 

was one of the better SF writers to emerge in during that period (his classic is Mutant ), often 

writing in collaboration with his wife C.L. Moore (and since writing this, Iôve learned that The 

Dark World is mostly the work of Moore, despite the by-line). By then I couldnôt resist his SF 

adventure novel Fury (1947), sadly the plain yellow Gollancz edition going cheap.He died far too 

young in 1958 at the age of only 43 when he was just hitting his peak. I havenôt read anything by 

him in decades but Iôm looking forward to reading these ancient pulp action fantasies of his which I 

should be receiving over the next couple of weeks. 

The publisher of the Kuttner books is new to me but they are doing a series of pulp reissues and 

Iôve added Mooreôs Northwest of Earth to my Amazon wish list for future consideration. 

Post Script 

Iôve since deleted the above book because the stories, plus those of Jirel of Joiry, are available 

together in an Gollancz Fantasy Masterworks omnibus pb entitled Black Gods & Scarlet Dreams 

which Iôve just ordered in a ólike newô condition for Ã5.60 (inc. Postage) from an American dealer. 

Itôs not as nice looking an edition but itôs much better value and the Fantasy Masterworks is an 

excellent series. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Greatest Collection of an Authorõs Short Stories Ever! 

 

 



If you are going to produce a complete collection of the short stories of one of Science Fictionôs 

greatest writers then this is the way to do it. These are the first four volumes of a 6-book series, with 

the final two due to be published next year. They are printed on high quality acid-free paper with a 

cover by Michael Whelan with each volume progressively revealing more of one long painting 

packed with allusions to Zelaznyôs work. The spines also match up to appear as one single image 

which looks great on the bookshelf. 

Apart from the stories, there are introductions by other writers, notes by Zelazny on each story (and 

poem, for they are there too), notes on the stories by the editors explaining various references, 

essays by Zelazny, plus a variety of other material ó-curiositiesô-, unclassifiable bit of Zelany 

writing- original publication details, biographical and autobiographical pieces. It would be churlish 

to criticise this book for putting too much in, though not everything will be of interest, though that 

point should be noticed. Although I like the poetry of Zelaznyôs prose, poetry itself is not something 

I have much interest in. 

The stories. 

They appear in order of publication which is not synonymous with the order in which they were 

written. I was amazed to learn that the story he wrote first was A Rose for Ecclesiastes but which 

he held back from submitting due to his being insecure about science already making the story 

implausible. As if that mattered! Some of the stories have never been collected before but that 

doesnôt mean they are bad stories, rather they are minor ones in the Zelazny canon though this is not 

synonymous with ówithout interestô. A few are collaborations. 

I tend to think that Zelazny works best at  novelette or novella length and there are many examples 

of this including the original magazine versions of The Dream Master as He Who Shapes, and 

This Immortal  as And Call Me Conrad, plus the stories which make up the My Name Is Legion 

sequence, and many more. 

Some authors improve as they get older. Sadly, this wasnôt the case with Roger Zelazny. He 

exploded into action in the 60ôs and, Iôm afraid, never bettered, or even matched, his initial splendid 

outpourings. He maintained a high standard, of that thereôs no doubt, and itôs arguable but plausible 

that his later short fiction did reach a higher level than that of his later novels which were, by the 

standard of his earlier works, a touch pedestrian. No matter, these stories were, are, and will remain 

a high watermark of Science Fiction. 

This is simply an amazing work which, for various reasons, partly, no doubt, because NESFA is a 

small press associated with SF fandom (many of its publications include chapbooks by/about 

worldcon guests of honour and produced for the annual worldcon) is not available in the UK from 

Amazon, though specialist dealers would probably be able to get copies. I paid around £23 

including postage from Amazon.com and they are worth every penny. This is a magnificent 

achievement of publishing. NESFA have done the late author very proud indeed and provided a 

service to his many fans. The editors ïDavid G. Grubbs, Christopher S. Kovacs, and Anne 

Crimmins- surely deserve some kind of recognition at the 2010 Worldcon for this labour of love. 

Wonderful, wonderful, wonderful. 

 

Post Script 

It appears that as of today they are available, albeit not actually in stock, from Amazon UK for 

around £17.00 upwards.  

 

 

 



 

Zelazny turns to crime  

 

 

So, is this recently discovered thriller (written in the early 70ôs) by the legendary Science Fiction 

writer as good as his SF of the period? 

Well... It shares a number of characteristics in common. There are the unmistakable attention-

grabbing chapter openings and the well constructed sentences. There are the extremely, if 

occasional, long paragraphs such as a main character delivering plot exposition for a page and half 

without a break. Thereôs the not always sympathetic character who (like the author at the time) 

smokes a lot ïso many I was surprised he wasnôt dying of lung cancer by the end of the book. 

Thereôs the casual erudition and display of knowledge which is relevant to the plot ïin this case 

Paintings (with a capital P for Art). And the purveying air of cynicism by the protagonist. 

Otherwise... Itôs a moderately efficient thriller which wouldnôt have been harmed by about 10,000 

words of pruning. Thereôs a twist which Iôm sure Zelazny was neither the first nor the last to use 

and which I spotted early on. The story develops into something more and morally higher than it 

first appeared which you will have to find out for yourself as Iôm not doing any spoilers here. 

I had to make a little effort to keep reading early in the book but by the end was racing through it. 

However, the answer to the question mooted above is: no. Whatever this novelôs virtues and it does 

possess them, Zelazny does not bring the magic apparent in his Science Fiction and I speak as 

someone who has just ordered the first four volumes of his complete short stories and whose 

favourite novel is Lord of Light. I also speak as someone who enjoys crime novels a great deal. 

You arenôt wasting your time buying this, and it is a nice pulp-pastiche edition from Hard Case 

Crime, but you arenôt getting the real Roger Zelazny. 

On the next page, however, are examples of the real Robert Bloch . 

 


