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Enter the SF Gateway …

In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’



Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.

Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.

Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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Foreword

It seems to me that there are few modern commentators on science fiction better qualified to make a selection of this sort than David Pringle, and I am happy to agree with most of his choices. I can’t claim to have read every book included here but I was surprised, when I came to study the list, at how many I did know! During my main period of enthusiasm I found unreadable many of the ‘Golden Age classics’ so praised in the fifties, and although I’m sure the inclusion of the likes of Robert Heinlein is necessary to give the book balance, I must say I remain blind to their virtues. But many of David Pringle’s choices are actually readable! Not a few are very well written, and a handful come from some of our best modern writers.

There’s no question that the earlier books mentioned here (and some of the later ones) were seminal to the development of sf subject-matter and, to some extent, its treatment. We find the political satire of Nineteen Eighty-Four, the post-disaster story of Earth Abides, the romantic and ironic metaphors of The Martian Chronicles, the paranoid conspiracy theme of The Puppet Masters and the unplanned-for disaster of The Day of The Triffids all in the first three years. In the early fifties there were certain attempts to break narrative conventions (in Bester, for instance, with his brilliantly imagined use of telepathy and teleportation), but in the main sf story-telling was extremely conventional—William Burroughs excepted. Because this is a selection of novel-length stories, examples of experimentalism only begin to appear in the late sixties; many of the fresh narrative techniques were being explored in the mid-sixties in shorter forms, however, and it is a shame that some of the best writers to bring attack and adventurous techniques to sf (e.g. Langdon Jones and Harlan Ellison) are excluded for this reason, while some who are included such as Robert Sheckley, M. John Harrison and J.G. Ballard are not necessarily represented by their best work. Short-story collections by Ellison and Sheckley are readily available, and I would recommend Harrison’s The Ice Monkey and The Machine in Shaft Ten; Langdon Jones’ The Eye of the Lens remains a remarkable collection of short, mainly experimental fictions, and I should also mention Barry Bayley’s The Knights of the Limits, as well as his novel Soul of the Robot.

Again, very few women were writing full-length stories until relatively recently. I’m glad to see Leigh Brackett represented, disappointed not to find C.L. Moore, Katherine MacLean or Judith Merril. I am glad, however, to endorse David Pringle’s choice of Joanna Russ’s The Female Man, which I believe is an outstanding piece of fiction on every level. By the time the list gets into the seventies there are a few more women novelists appearing and of these the best, in my opinion, are those who have used sf to express their own righteous anger, producing feminist fiction in a form which best suits what they have to say. Too few people, it seems to me, have chosen the sf form as a means of harnessing and directing their impatience, sense of injustice, political frustrations and general indignation at the greed, folly, violence and unconscious (or conscious) misuse of power displayed everywhere today. Brian Aldiss once said that sf could never claim to be a mature form until as many women as men read it. I would agree, and add that the form overall (as opposed to many individual exceptions) will have come into its own when as many good women writers find it suitable for their needs.

It would be a good sign, I think, if the next list of 100 Best SF Novels (from 1985) contained a predominance of books by women, and by black people—only two black writers (Delany and Butler) are included here—as the present list contains (for understandable reasons) a majority by white middle-class men. The potential is there. I continue to believe that it has a good chance of being realized.

How can you know if this selection is actually the best hundred sf novels published since 1949? I’m sure any individual would quarrel with some of the choices. I’m also pretty certain that most readers would agree on at least fifty of the books mentioned here. And that, I think, is an excellent percentage.

MICHAEL MOORCOCK


Author’s Introduction

What is science fiction?

For many people nowadays, science fiction—‘sci-fi’ as the media folk miscall it—means movies. It means Star Wars, E.T. and 2010. For others it signifies television shows such as Doctor Who and Star Trek, or radio series like The Hitch-hiker’s Guide to the Galaxy. For some, it may denote the comics, from ‘Superman’ to ‘Judge Dredd’. Yet again, it may mean computer games such as ‘Space Invaders’ or ‘Trader’. Clearly, science fiction has many faces. It could even be defined as a type of advertising, used to sell instant mashed potato or the services of British Airways.

However, the present work is not a study of such pop-cult phenomena. It is strictly about the written word, about science fiction in book form. Let us call the subject matter of this volume ‘sf’. All the rest is sci-fi. Written sf is at least as old as the voyages extraordinaires of Jules Verne, which began to be published in English translation in the 1870s. It is older than the ‘scientific romances’ of H.G. Wells and his imitators, which appeared in abundance after 1895. For several decades it was kept alive principally by popular magazines—magazines which were founded in the 1920s, 30s and 40s, and bore titles such as Amazing, Astounding and New Worlds. These periodicals encouraged the writing of sf short stories and novelettes—and, in due course, they gave birth to the modern sf novel.

Yes, but what is science fiction?

There is no short answer to this vexed question. In the present context, the best reply is simply to point at the pile of one hundred novels which are listed in this book, and to say ‘there—those are science fiction!’—but I cannot duck the issue quite so easily. After all, I chose those hundred titles, and I must have done so according to some definitional criteria, however murky and instinctive. Here, for better or worse, is my own working definition of sf. It is neither elegant nor watertight, and I do not make great claims for it. Science fiction is a form of fantastic fiction which exploits the imaginative perspectives of modern science.

As with any definition, one has to explain the constituent parts. By ‘modern science’ I mean the scientific world-view of the 19th and 20th centuries, especially that world-view as it has come to be accepted by the intelligent layperson (‘SF is no more written for scientists than ghost stories are written for ghosts’ as Brian Aldiss once put it). It can be argued that the scientific world-view first became common property in the mid to late 19th century. By that time, the Newtonian understanding of the physical universe had filtered down to the lowest intellectual levels. Perhaps even more important, Lyell’s geology and Darwin’s evolutionary biology had begun to make a strong impression. These scientific advances opened up new imaginative perspectives for the common man and woman—perspectives of space (distant stars and galaxies), perspectives of time past (dinosaurs and ‘cave men’), and perspectives of time future (the end of the human race and of the earth). Above all, they established the idea of change, the realization that we have evolved from ape-like ancestors and that we may continue to evolve in the future. The impact of 19th century socialist theories, including Marxism, was also very important. They showed that society too was subject to drastic change. Utopia ceased to be a vague location on a fanciful map, and became a future possibility. People became aware of how much their society had changed as a result of technological innovation (the steam train, the electric telegraph, and so on), and they began to realize how much more it was going to change in the foreseeable future. It was against this background that Verne began to write his voyages extraordinaire and Wells began to produce his scientific romances. Science fiction had become a necessity.

For a long time sf had no sharply-defined identity. In Britain, occasional novelists wrote stories in the Wellsian tradition. Aldous Huxley is perhaps the best known, although Olaf Stapledon, author of Last and First Men (1930) and Star Maker (1937), has a claim to being the greatest. Stapledon did not call his books ‘science fiction’—the term is supposed to have been invented in America in 1929—but he was certainly aware that his self-imposed task was to illuminate, in fictional form, the perspectives of modern science. ‘To romance of the far future,’ he wrote in the Preface to his first novel:


… is to attempt to see the human race in its cosmic setting, and to mould our hearts to entertain new values.

But if such imaginative construction of possible futures is to be at all potent, our imagination must be strictly disciplined. We must endeavour not to go beyond the bounds of possibility set by the particular state of culture within which we live. The merely fantastic has only minor power. Not that we should seek actually to prophesy … We can only select a certain thread out of the tangle of many equally valid possibilities. But we must select with a purpose. The activity that we are undertaking is not science, but art …

Yet our aim is not merely to create aesthetically admirable fiction. We must achieve neither mere history, nor mere fiction, but myth. A true myth is one which, within the universe of a certain culture (living or dead), expresses richly, and often perhaps tragically, the highest admirations possible within that culture.



Stapledon’s own essays in myth creation have their failings, yet they are tremendously impressive. Their primary purpose was to help the reader attain a new sense of humanity’s place within the grand sweeps of space and time. Stapledon chose the largest subject possible, the Meaning of the Universe, and he tackled it courageously.

Since the deaths of H.G. Wells in 1946 and Olaf Stapledon in 1950, the imaginative endeavour which they helped begin has become ever more urgently relevant. Scientific knowledge has doubled, trebled, quadrupled—and more. At the same time the technological fruits of science have become increasingly available to us (and to our political masters). From plastics and antibiotics to microprocessors and gene-splicing, from jet aircraft and atom bombs to the space shuttle and laser weapons in orbit, from television and transistor radios to interactive videodiscs and computer networks, the new things which have entered our lives are baffling in their profusion and often frightening in their implications. There is no need to rehearse them all here. If science fiction was in some sense a necessity to the Europeans of the late 19th century, then it is ten times as necessary now, in the late 20th century, and it is of growing importance not only to Europe and North America but to the entire world. Science fiction has become very popular in Japan, the Soviet Union, Latin America, China—and its spread is continuing apace, part of the immense cultural fallout of the West.

At its best, sf provides our urbanized, technologized society with its most valid myths (to use that word as Stapledon used it in 1930)—literary myths which do not necessarily compel faith but which help us to understand the devastating changes that sweep our world. This is the most incredible, overwhelming period of development and disruption through which the human race has ever passed; and sf, whatever its shortcomings, is the characteristic literature of the age. It is a body of stories which we tell ourselves in order to overcome our fear and puzzlement. At root, sf is an attempt to comprehend all that is happening to us.

So sf is a form of fantastic fiction which exploits the imaginative perspectives of modern science. While bearing in mind that it is difficult to draw sharp boundaries between literary genres, I would argue that there are two other forms of contemporary fantastic fiction. These are the Supernatural Horror Story and the Heroic Fantasy. By the supernatural horror story I mean such works as Bram Stoker’s Dracula, the stories of H.P. Lovecraft and his imitators, and most of the books of Stephen King. Characteristically, these describe the irruption of some supernatural force into the everyday world, and they are horrific precisely because the forces and phenomena described are irrational—which is to say they are inexplicable in terms of the modern scientific world-view. By heroic fantasy I mean such works as J.R.R. Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings, the whole sword and sorcery sub-genre, and all those books which carry titles like The Elfstones of Shannara. Usually, these are set in completely imaginary worlds, never-never lands where the modern scientific world-view is suspended and ‘magic’ rules. The emotional tenor of these works is not so much horrific as pleasurably escapist.

Science fiction, as distinct from the other types of fantastic fiction, always attempts to locate itself in the real universe, and to present the reader with fantastic developments which are explicable in terms of the scientific world-view. Of course, many sf writers cheat: they use sleight-of-hand rather than genuine scientific knowledge, but that does not matter as long as the reader is more or less convinced that the marvellous things described could conceivably come within the bounds of scientific rationality. Thus such dubious propositions as the likelihood of time travel, telepathy, faster-than-light space flight, and alternative universes have long been accepted in legitimate sf. If the authors, through the skilful use of pseudo-science and gobbledygook, can make things sound plausible in terms of their scientific world-view, then they have achieved their aim. Even so, some readers make a distinction between ‘hard’ sf, the sort of thing which is written by physics graduates, and ‘soft’ sf, in which the writer tends to be more concerned with the feel of a technological world than with its workings.

Categorization can be invidious, and many writers are drawn to sf because it seems to offer them more freedom than any other ‘category’. There are many eccentric individualists among those who are commonly labelled sf writers, and to construct a definition which neatly covers all of their works is utterly impossible. My definition is offered as a working tool, no more. It describes a subject matter and an approach which is common to most of the books covered in this volume. I say ‘most’ rather than ‘all’ because rules are made to be broken, and some of the best writers will delight in confounding our expectations.

This book contains brief essays on one hundred English-language sf novels which were first published between 1949 and 1984. Some appeared as magazine serials before they achieved book form (in all cases, the dates I have given are those of first book publication); others were published initially in hard covers. In my opinion, these hundred titles are ‘the best’ that contemporary science fiction has to offer. Admittedly the reasons for selection are personal, but I have endeavoured to make my choice as balanced as possible, without pretending that it is anything other than an individual’s choice. There are in existence various awards and prizes for The Best Science Fiction Novel of the Year (the Hugo Award, the Nebula, the British SF Award, the John W. Campbell Memorial prize, and so on), but for my present purposes I decided to ignore them entirely. Many of the hundred novels listed herein did win awards; on the other hand, many did not. You will find no further mention of the awards in this book, and if you are eager to know which novels were winners I recommend that you consult Peter Nicholls’ excellent Encyclopedia of Science Fiction, and similar reference works.

As I say, this is a personal choice, although I would not be so foolish as to claim that I have been wholly uninfluenced by the critical consensus on modern sf. Yes, there is such a consensus, and I have indeed been influenced by it. I could hardly have escaped the influence, since I have been editor of Foundation: The Review of Science Fiction for the past five and a half years. That journal, which is published three times a year by North East London Polytechnic, was founded in 1972, and has become one of the two or three leading periodicals in its field (the Canadian SF Studies, begun in 1973, is another). Inevitably the past editors and the regular critics who write for Foundation have affected my judgement of contemporary sf. I salute them, and in particular I should like to name John Clute, Malcolm Edwards, Peter Nicholls, Brian Stableford and Ian Watson, but I must stress that the choice of novels presented here is my own, not theirs.

Why have I chosen 1949 as my starting point? There are several reasons. I could have begun my listing in the 1890s or even earlier, with the scientific romances of Wells and his contemporaries, but that early ground has already been covered in several histories of sf and in numerous reference books. Surely no-one needs to be told again that The Time Machine, The War of the Worlds and The First Men in the Moon are among the enduring masterpieces of science fiction. I wanted the present volume to be usefully up-to-date, so I decided to concentrate on the sf of the post-World War II period.

As it happens, relatively few sf novels were published in the immediate post-war years; the flood did not commence until 1949-1950. I wanted to begin with a strong title, a novel which is generally recognized as major: George Orwell’s book suggested itself as the obvious choice. So I settled on 1949 because it was the year of Nineteen Eighty-Four (it was also the year of that other fine work, George R. Stewart’s Earth Abides). Moreover, it was in 1948-49 that major publishers began to issue science fiction novels which were labelled as such.

The term ‘SF’ did not appear on the covers of novels published before and during World War II. A.E. van Vogt’s The World of Null-A, issued by Simon and Schuster in 1948, is credited with being the first sf category novel to appear from a mainstream American publisher. In the following year Doubleday began their celebrated sf line, with Max Ehrlich’s The Big Eye as their premier title, soon to be followed by works from Asimov, Heinlein, Bradbury, and other sf writers who had built a reputation in the magazines. In Britain, it took a little longer for the public to become aware of sf as a book-publishing category; nevertheless, ‘science fiction’ seems to have become a widely-used term in the early 1950s. The success of John Wyndham’s The Day of The Triffids encouraged the London publisher Michael Joseph to experiment with an sf line, and others such as Hart-Davis, Sidgwick and Jackson, Weidenfeld and Nicolson, Dobson, and Heinemann also dabbled. Surprisingly, it was as late as 1960 before Victor Gollancz began a regular sf list.

The present selection concentrates on science fiction novels published as books; hence it is highly appropriate that I should begin my survey in 1949, which is, roughly speaking, when sf book publishing began. It also happens that I was born around that time (in March 1950, to be exact) and so this volume covers the years of my life. I have grown up with sf, as has the majority of my readers. (For what it is worth, 1950 was also the year of the first Hollywood sci-fi movie, Destination Moon.) It is hard for us to imagine what it was like for readers of sf in the pre-1949 period, when a belief in the likelihood of rocket flights to the moon was almost enough to have one certified, and when sf books were so scarce that one could read an entire year’s output in next to no time and be left hungering for more.

Of course, there were the sf-specialty magazines, those pulp repositories of dreams. The sf periodicals did not die in 1949; far from it. That year saw the founding of The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, a title which is still going strong in the 1980s. In 1950 there came Galaxy, a monthly which had a great initial impact, and which endured for more than two decades. In Britain the chief sf magazine, New Worlds, did not really hit its stride until the middle 1950s, though it had been founded in 1946. Science fiction magazines remain important to this day, for they are manufactories of new talent. Countless hardcover and paperback anthologies have been culled from the pages of the magazines, and many of the sf novels mentioned herein would not have been written were it not for those publications. In 1982 I became co-publisher and co-editor of a new British quarterly, Interzone, which is dedicated to sf short stories and has now published over a dozen issues. I have credited the magazines wherever possible throughout this book.

Nevertheless, I am writing here about novels, not magazines, and not short stories. I have given full entries to two or three books which are collections of short stories rather than novels proper—an example is Ray Bradbury’s The Martian Chronicles—but in each case it can be claimed that the collection forms a unified work, a novel as near as dammit. Collections of unrelated short stories are mentioned only in passing, and only in those cases where I feel that a particular author has achieved some of his or her most notable work in shorter forms.

I have a great fondness for science fiction, and I have a continuing faith in the form’s literary value and potential. But it is time to make a confession. In writing this book, a task which has necessitated a good deal of intensive reading and re-reading over a nine-month period, I have discovered that there are fewer than a hundred masterworks in modern English-language sf. No more than ten or a dozen of these novels can be described as literary masterpieces. If one is in a generous mood, perhaps another dozen or so can be called masterpieces of their sort, but that still leaves over seventy which are decidedly less than masterpieces. Some of them are old favourites of my own, books which gave me great pleasure at fourteen or eighteen or twenty-two. Some are other people’s favourites, novels which have been outstandingly popular or influential, or which seem to be especially good representatives of their type. A small minority, perhaps as many as ten, are books for which I have little or no personal enthusiasm: they have been included for the sake of balance and variety.

I am aware that the title of the book is a misnomer. There cannot be a hundred ‘best’ of anything, but to call it A Hundred Better SF Novels or A Hundred Good-to-Brilliant SF Novels would be silly, an all-too-public hedging of bets. Like Anthony Burgess in his Ninety-Nine Novels: The Best in English Since 1939, I find myself working to an arbitrary number and a faintly untruthful title. Perhaps I should borrow the statement with which he ended his introduction: ‘If you disagree violently with some of my choices I shall be pleased. We arrive at values only through dialectic.’

Talk of literary values may strike some readers as odd. Surely, they will say, sf is a form of paraliterature, or pop lit. It is inherently vulgar, at best crudely vigorous and naïvely inventive—and open to fruitful sociological analysis. What bearing do the values of literary criticism have here? On the other hand, some of the more aggressive sf fans make the claim that science fiction is its own universe of discourse, a unique form which is not susceptible to evaluation by traditional literary standards. It requires wholly new means of evaluation, means which may turn black into white and make the frivolous seem profound. While I must admit to occasional sneaking sympathies with these points of view, I am obliged to reject them in the end.

In the long term, each of the novels described here will stand or fall on its own merits: the genre props will decay, the tides of fashion ebb away. Then we shall be forced to judge these books on their individual qualities. Structure and style, characterization and wit will become the salient points, points which we look for in any novel. Above all, we shall judge each author’s vision, and when we do so we shall be looking for a quality of truthfulness. Great novels ‘tell it like it is’: they are true to reality, to human nature, to the spirit of their age. Science fiction novels cannot escape these demands. However fanciful the plots and ideas, however ornate the decor, they must, in the end, have authenticity if they are to live.

Darko Suvin, sf’s most formidable critic, defines science fiction as ‘the literature of cognitive estrangement’. I have no love for his terminology, but his definition does point to two necessities. The ‘estrangement’ is what makes sf different from most other fiction, it is what strikes us immediately as colourful and intriguing: the changed worlds, the far planets, the bizarre alien beings (or bizarre human beings). But we must not forget the cognitive element: the knowledge, the perception, the vision, which makes the gaudily or wondrously estranged relevant to the here and now. Without that relevance, that authenticity, sf is mere diversion, good for a few hours’ entertainment and then fit only to be thrown away and forgotten.

I believe that a fair number of the novels listed here will not be forgotten in the coming decades, for they have truthfulness.

Having made this large claim, I should say a few words about omissions from my list. Obviously, I have omitted all works of modern fantastic fiction, which I do not regard as sf. I have ignored novels which may be placed in the aforementioned classes of supernatural horror and heroic fantasy. I have also left out fabulations, unless they have a significant scientific or technological content. The term ‘fabulation’ may be taken as descriptive of such hard-to-define books as Brian Aldiss’s The Malacia Tapestry (1976) and John Crowley’s Little, Big (1981). These titles are missing from my list not because I regard them as less than fine works (they are very fine indeed), but because I do not see them as science fiction.

At this point, undoubtedly, there will be objections to my procedure, just as there may be a measure of disagreement with my earlier off-the-cuff definition of sf. We have often been warned against definitions—for instance, by the critic Mark Rose, who writes in his book, Alien Encounters: ‘A literary genre is not a pigeonhole but a context for writing and reading … Instead of thinking of science fiction as a thing, a kind of object to be described, it is perhaps more useful to think of it as a tradition, a developing complex of themes, attitudes and formal strategies that, taken together, constitute a general set of expectations.’ In terms of an ever-changing context of generic expectations, perhaps there is a sense in which novels such as the Aldiss and the Crowley are sf. For the purposes of this book, however, I am obliged to stick to a less permissive use of the term. I know that science fiction is not a ‘thing’, but I must assert that sf is these hundred books, and these hundred books are sf.

Nevertheless, there are many indubitable works of science fiction that do not appear in my list, and there may be several recognized sf writers who will feel slighted because they are not represented at all while others are included three or four times over. By now we are no longer talking about definitions: we are down to the irreducible matter of taste. My taste in sf may be a poor thing, but it is my own. I admit to blind spots—for example, I have little affection for the type of sf story which has been called ‘planetary romance’ (the Prisoner of Zenda meets Ayesha on Barsoom) whose leading practitioners nowadays include Marion Zimmer Bradley and Anne McCaffrey, two authors who are entirely missing from my list. I also admit to ignorance, for after all I have not read everything. English-language sf has become a very large field in the last thirty-five years, from Nineteen Eighty-Four to 1984, and I did not have room to mention everybody who can claim a share of the patch.

There are certain writers, from Barrington J. Bayley and Richard Cowper to James Tiptree and Jack Vance, whom I particularly regret omitting, and of course there are new (and relatively new) people who keep coming to one’s attention. If I had been permitted a hundred-and-first entry I might well have included a 1985 novel by Bruce Sterling called Schismatrix, an exciting, imaginative work, of a type that strongly appeals to me.

Enough. Let the list stand, for all its imperfections and partiality. The purpose is not to arrive at an irreproachable final judgement, but to provoke people into reading more good science fiction. Perhaps the list will also help to correct a few of the false generalizations about sf which seem to be common—for instance, the generalization that sf consists almost entirely of stories about space travel. In fact, fewer than half of the hundred novels described here touch on the subject of space travel, and many of those that do—for example, Walter Miller’s A Canticle for Leibowitz—deal with it only glancingly. Another false assertion about sf is that it is inherently childish, an escapist fantasy fiction for kids, and I can only make the counter-claim that the best science fiction addresses itself to adult concerns. These hundred novels (with a few obvious exceptions such as Heinlein’s Have Space-Suit—Will Travel, written specifically for early-teenage readers, and possibly Clarke’s The City and the Stars glowing with a somewhat naive and child-like sense of wonder) are intended for adult minds.

But then one runs straight into another, contradictory, generalization: that sf consists for the most part of doom-laden horror stories about disaster and dissolution. Modern sf has imagined good places and bad, utopias and dystopias, just as it has pictured wonderful expansive futures and bitter, terminal cataclysms. You should not damn the whole by describing a part. Horror fiction has its own virtues, but the point is that sf is much larger than horror: it encompasses many modes. It can be horrific, yes, but it can also be romantic, ironic, elegaic, comic, cerebral. It can partake of the pastoral, or of the Menippean satire. It can be a multitude of things, a protean form indeed.

I believe that the flexibility of the form is brilliantly demonstrated in the hundred titles I have selected for discussion. Many of them are superbly entertaining books; a number are deeply moving, and a few will disturb you profoundly. Some of the finest English-language fiction of the past thirty-five years is touched on here. This book invites you to enjoy it.

DAVID PRINGLE
Brighton, 1985
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