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PETS OF THE FUTURE

Psychologists have long
noted the value of pets.
They offer steady
companionship and a
variety of sympathetic ears
in times of trouble.
Owners name the little
creatures and go on and
on about their remarkable
character traits. Dogs,
cats, hamsters, and their
more exotic cousins
provide emotional support,
as well as the physical
contact of living,
breathing, fur-covered
bodies.

Until now, most of us
thought that pets had to
be alive.

Not so.

“Far more lovable than
Felix or Sylvester. More
trainable than your
average Tom. Less finicky
than Morris,” the ad copy
proclaims. “We're talking
about Petsters, the world's
first electronic pet. With
high quality plush fur,
eyes that light up, and a
microprocessor mind of its
own.”

Petsters purr when you
stroke them, pursue your
every footstep, scoot
around the house “under
control,” and play “when
YOU want.”

In other words,

Petsters —equipped to react
to audible commands via
built-in sensors —will

follow orders. In a world

already numb to sound
activated computers, this
isn't terribly novel. But
when the manufacturer,
Axlon of Sunnyvale
California, claims Petsters
have personalities of their
own and will explore their
environments “unpredict-
ably,” we remain skeptical.
How independent can a
few microchips get? And
without claws to scratch
and teeth to chew, how
wild can a Petster go?

Clearly, the Petster will
render the cat box
obsolete; it will purr in its
preprogrammed feline voice
ever so sweetly; it will
even walk leashless beside
its owner for ten miles.
But you can't help hoping
the mechanical fur ball

awill pounce off the deep

end every now and then
and maul a smug owner
or two.

Release date: August
1985. For more
information write Axlon
Incorporated, 1287
Lawrence Station Road,
Sunnyvale, California
94089.

REVOLUTION

Many of us have never
mastered those digital
watches with nineteen
functions. We push the
wrong button, and
suddenly were on military
notation, stop watch
mode, or Babylonian
Standard Time. And oh
those heart stopping
moments when the little
screen goes completely
blank.

Now, for the truly
adept, Seiko has produced
a wristwatch computer
that will store telephone
numbers, appointments,
memos, and those brilliant
flashes of insight you
always forget by the time
you get off the train.

The Seiko Datagraph
microcomputer has its own

central processing
unit (CPU), a pro-
grammable memory of

up to 2000 characters, (2K), |

: be talking to
~ themselves in
Microsoft. The rest,
of course, are just trying
to figure out the time.
Price of Timepiece
Module alone: $124.95;
price of complete system:
$299.95. Available from
Innovations, 110 Painters
Mill Road, Owings Mills,
Maryland 21117.

and a liquid crystal display | QEGENLAN(CR(IE

screen, LCD. IBM PC,
Apple Ile, and
Commodore 64 owners
can load information into
the Timepiece Module
(your friends will think it's
a watch) from their
current hardware.
Otherwise, you can buy
the two attachment
modules —the Pocket
Keyboard and the
Controller—to put data
into the tiny computer.
The keyboard is small
enough to slip into a shirt
pocket.

When you get home,
you can load your notes
into your original
microcomputer or your
Controller. The Controller
is based on the Z-80
microprocessor and comes

with a full-sized keyboard, §

a 4K RAM memory, and
a small dot-matrix printer.
The Timepiece Module
snaps into the Controller,
transforming it into a
microcomputer which fits
easily into a briefcase. The
whole system runs on
three AA batteries.

The Seiko Datagraph
System comes with
computer programs and
games, including Microsoft
Basic, the language used
in most eight-bit
computers. Programs may
be stored in the timepiece
and run later simply by
pressing a button on the
wristwatch.

So when you see
commuters jabbing at their
digital watches, they may

You're on your way to
work. You've got your
wallet, your address book,
your notes for the
meeting, even your lunch.
You reach the hall, and
that sinking sensation hits
you. Your keys. To the
front door. To the car.
To your office. To the
john on the forty-seventh
floor. They're hiding
again.

Relief for the absent-
minded is at hand in the
form of Beep-N-Keep, an
attachment for your key
ring which will lead you
right to the truants in
question. Just snap your
fingers or clap your hands
in a particular rhythm,
and the Beep-N-Keep will
start beeping and flashing
its red light.

Beep-N-Keep can detect
your signal from as far
away as fifteen feet, even
if it's buried in the pocket
of that suit you forgot
you wore, or plugged
between the cushions of
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From the Introduction by;
Richard Matheson

INEEEE—— THE ORIGINAL STORIES NS

Meet little Anthony, who can create a living hell with a flicker of his eye...or
baby Tina, who enters the fourth dimension under her living room couch...or
bedridden Miss Eva Keene, who receives long-distance calls from the grave.
Now, for the first time ever, the stories that |nsp|red some of THE TWILIGHT
ZONE's most celebrated episodes have been in one volume. Here, for your
pleasure and unease, are the original tales by such masters as Richard
Matheson, Charles Beaumont, Ray Bradbury, and Damon Knight—tales
which explore that shadowy area between sleeping and waking, reality and
illusion, serenity and terror. That chilling destination known as...

THE TWILIGHT ZONE.

Send $8.95 each plus $1.50 per copy for postage and handling to: Avon Books, 1790 Broadway, Dept. TZ. Room 1115, New York, N.Y. 10019

Avon Books, 1790 Broadway, Dept. TZ, Room 1115, New York, N.Y. 10019
Please send me ___ copy(ies) of THE TWILIGHT ZONE at $8.95 each plus $1.50 per
copy for postage and handling. Enclosed is my check or money order for

NAMBSG s - o o Sosn e,

ADDRESS B e -

‘ol iy (e oo e lb STATE ZIP.

Prices subject to change. Please allow four to six weeks delivery.
The Hearst Corporation
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4 CALL OF CTHULHU is based on the 1920s
horror-fantasy writings of H. P. Lovecraft, and is
available by permission of Arkham House. Ask for
it at your favorite hobby or game store, or order it
by mail directly from Chaosium Inc. for $20.00

plus $2.00 for postage and handling.
Chaosium Inc. PO Box 6302-TZ
Albany CA 94706-0302

A : Twilight Zone 11
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an imitation. The Mouse here is tog
much an echo of the White Rabbit,
the Siamese Cats of Tweedles-dum
and -dee, the Elephant of Humpty
Dumpty, a gathering in Hide-and-Seek
Park of the caucus race, and so on.
Each of Lewis Carroll's wonderful
songs and poems was unlike any of
the others, but here each is an imita-
tion of a familiar one. What's more,
if the Red and White Queens are go-
ing to turn up, I think they should
have been given better parts. Crotch-
ety of me, I expect, but I've already
mentioned my prejudices pertaining to
Oz, and perhaps you should take that
into consideration when I complain
that this is all just too twee for me.
~ Twee is what you might expect
from a novel titled The Girl Green as
Elderflower, by Randolph Stow (Tap-
linger, $5.95). Twee is what I ex-
pected, too, to the point where this
book sat around a long time before I
summoned the determination to look
through it. Well, I was wrogg. This
book is intricate and at times dreamy
but it is anything but twee (the term
implies artifice and sometimes camp-

Hand-cast; Realistically
hand-painted by the artist.

PLAQUES, PAPERWEIGHTS,
BOOKENDS

$1.00 for color brochure
(refunded with order)

Studio Dromenon
1153 S. Villa Ave., Dept. TZ
Indianapolis, IN 46203

iness). A young man is recovering
from a severe nervous breakdown. He
lives in a beautiful old cottage in
Sussex near his widowed cousin and
her three children, ranging in age from
a charming little girl to a near-grown
boy. Crispin  encounters  others
cautiously—an expatriate American
priest, a school friend who has be-
come a homosexual, his newly mature
cousins. He listens to them, and begins
to weave them into the stories he is
writing, wonderful tales based on real
Sussex folk tales. They concern a mer-
man, an invisible sprite, and a pair
of green children from another world.
Innocence and sexuality are twined
in these stories, and they are good
enough to make your hair stand on
end, as it does when you encounter
something of great delicacy and
power. This is a strange, lovely book,
and will give great pleasure to readers
who approach fantastic literature with
the hope of finding a kind of magic
that the best realism cannot provide.

Ramsey Campbell is a favorite in
these pages, and indeed with- most
horror lovers who enjoy his English
twists. I'm, sorry to report, however,
that his latest novel, Obsessions (Mac-
millan, $16.95), simply isn't very
good. Four young friends, according
to its shaky premise, make a pact with
some mysterious force to bring them
whatever he or she most wants or
needs at the moment. Twenty-five
years later, it seems as though the
time has come to pay for the wishes
so easily granted during the youth. Or

does it just appear that way? I found
the characterizations weak here, the
dialogue whiny, and the general air of
the book just too squalid and depress-
ing to have much fun with. There's
just no let-up for these four unlikable
saps, nor for the grimly determined
reader. No suspense either.

And a second British entry, The
Glamour, by Christopher Priest
(Doubleday, $16.95) also disappoints.
In it Richard Grey is suffering from
amnesia following an accident. He
meets a woman who claims to have
been with him during the months pre-
ceding that accident. She confesses to
him, eventually, that she has “the
glamour,” the ability to become invis-
ible and that he has, or can have it,
too. What's more, her sociopathic ex-
lover, who is trailing them, is invisible
most of the time. Watch out. this
sounds pretty good, but unfortunately
the treatment of the situation is so
wan, so wispy, so nearly invisible in
its nearly static psychological probing
of illusion and reality that the reader,
at least this reader, became impatient.

In fact, if you want a really good
read out of England, I think you'd be
better off to forget anything being
published as horror or fantasy and go
instead to Ruth Rendell's The Tree of
Hands (Pantheon, $13.95). Rendell is,
of course, a much acclaimed mystery
writer, both of police procedurals and
of others. This one is definitely an
other, and a very good one. Without
ever going beyond the degree of real-
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understand that evil can grow within
(I'd be more specific here, but I don't
want to give away any plot points).
But the way all this is treated in the
book seems contrived and unfair, and
I'm damned if I can figure out why
coyotes and weasels are okay, but
wolves, goats, and turkeys aren’t. Pre-
destination, I guess. And that Fimbul-
winter seems not only phony to me,
but very poorly explained. Oh well,
why bother with this. Dun cowboys
and girls will love the book; the rest
of us can skip it. Frankly, I wouldn't
give this book to a child myself—I
just don't approve of it—and I think
adults would have to be a little re-
tarded to seek it out.

And, speaking of children, Blue-
jay books seems to be rapidly turning
itself into a children’s house, while not
admitting it to a soul. Or so I gather
from the books they are turning out.
A Coming of Age by Timothy Zahn
(Bluejay, $14. 95) is a perfectly pleas-
ant little kiddie novel with zip interest
for readers over the age of thirteen
or so. The premise involves a planet
on which preadolescents such as our

heroine have psi powers, including
that of telekinetic flight, which they
lose with the first rush of hormones.
The only way adults keep control is
by permitting no preteen education
whatsoever. Our girl learns to read
secretly (and if that isn't a variation
on one of the hoariest clichés in the
sci-fi world, my name isn't Doc—well,
it isn't, actually). She then begins to
foil a plot involving a “potent threat
to Tigrin society.” There’s some mild
suspense which plays off preteen ap-
prehension about body changes. Mind
you, there’s nothing wrong with the
book, really, but I think Bluejay is
doing the author a real disservice by
mismarketing it.

Similarly, Rudy Rucker's The
Secret of Life (Bluejay, $14.95) deals
with familiar coming-of-age themes,
nerdiness, alcohol abuse, first sex. It's
a mainstream, presumably autobio-
graphical novel with a gimmick —the
hero has certain psi powers, mainly
telekinetic, which he can employ only
under stress. The point, hardly origi-
nal, is that there’s alot of stress in
teen-age life. This is not a particularly
good or interesting book (Rucker can

be quite good, but not here), but it
could certainly have some appeal for
teenagers, since it has to do with new
feelings and the excesses of youth. The
appeal to adults is, however, minimal,
leading to some question of what pub-
lisher Jim Frenkel thinks he’s doing.

A book that takes off from a
children’s classic, but isn't really for
children is Alice Through the Nee-
dle’s Eye, by Gilbert Adair (Dutton,
$11.95). This is a handsome little
book, with terrific illustrations by
Jenny Adair that- provoke double-
takes—they are that much like the
real thing, the immortal drawings of
Tenniel. It is a pastiche of the two
Alice adventures, though judging from
the pull-quotes on the jacket, it was
hailed as quite an original achievement
when published in England. Adair
takes the doughty Looking-Glass hero-
ine on another adventure, this time
through the titular needle’s eye, with
some wit and an uncanny faithfulness
to the orginal. The game here is words
—letters and reading—which is fair
enough for Carollians. Do I like it?
Not really. For me it's just too slavish
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