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EDITORIAL

ECHO & THE BUNNYMEN

One can wiite reams of wondrous
prose and get no response - mone often
than not it's that one-Line throw-away
remark which causes memberns to nush o
thein typers demanding instant rebuttals
and stating thein views in no uncertain
ternms. Not that this {8 wholly the case
with the present 4issue of MATRIX - but
I 84t here constructing my editorial
with Little knowledge of what eithen
Joseph on Kev ane §48Ling the nespec-

tive pages of INFERNO and VECTOR.
) Should that bothen me?

Maybe not, especinfly since they
are in exactly the same position. On
the othen hand, thene could be a case
fon Liaison, even "guidelines" on
what should be covered in the respec-
tive zines, 4n the event that they
stant fo cover the same ground.

1t seems absolutely Ludicrous %o
even suggest the possibility that zines
thaditionally as far apart as MATRIX
and VECTOR could even begin to covexr
similan arneas. But one often gets an
inkling that something is happening
(..."but you don't know what it is...")
- and right now my sense of self-phe-
servation tells me that Kev 4is busy
outting togethern a work on what should
on should not be included in the col-
urmns of MATRIX and VECTOR. Whether on
noi this 48 thwe, it doesn't neally
mallen since the subfect does need an
airing anyway.

Why? Welk, to netww to that point
" about 'one-Line-throw-away-remarks', Kev
has already mentioned, at the conclusion
of the Rast VECTOR, that he had had %o
nefect a contrnibution neviewing the §4€m
STALKER because such a nev.iew had alrea-
dy appeared in MATRIX; he added, or ha-
Zhen asked the question, "where should
the dividing Line between the two zines
ve drnaum Ain matiers such as media SF
whene there has been some overlap?"

A fain point, although I'm not ex-
actly sure what he means by overlap (and
what instances) since VECTOR has never
cannied Media neviews under Kev's nedgn,
non his {mmediate predecessons' come fo
frat. MATRIX, unden John and Eve, did
feature the odd Media review, but when
T came to the editonship 1 necedved a
numben o4 Lettens complaining that the
“SFA ignored (on even Looked down on...)
Media fans - now, not oeing one fto upset
Fhose fans (well, cerntain individuals

are a different matter) 1 started to in-
clude a few reviews of TV, Radio and F.ilm
SF and feature news items on these media.
This seems to have been well neceived and
has elicited a numbern of debates in the
Letten cols.

I find it difficult to see why T have
Lo 84t here arguing the point anyway; the
function of VECTOR is quite clearly des-
cnibed on its caption-heading, namely,

"The Critical Jowwal of the BSFA". By
that, 1 take it that VECTOR's function 4is
to present arnticles with sound, Logical
and well-argued crnitiques on authons,
trends in SF, book neviews, ete ete. 1
don't see it as a general fanzine with
open-ended contents, Lettens and arnticles
on matierns such as have been included re-
cently on why people do on do not respond
to magazines. Whatever {ts mernits, this
Last item was clearly too general for
VECTOR.

1 assume that now Kev has Paul Kincaid
as featunes editorn, VECTOR will retww %o
the inclusion of major critical articles
as we have seen before from authors such as
Chis Priest ('Outside the Whale').

Kev has embarked on a difgicult, some
say Ampossible, task in his Crnitical Stand-
point senies but he has raised many intern-
esting and valid points; he has also im-
proved the Lay-out and presentation of VEC-
TOR enommously: 1 hope that with his re-
peated calls forn Lettens and his possible
Latest examination of the nole of VECTOR,
he doesn't Lose sight of its purpose be-
fone becoming immensed in general members'
debates which have been, and always will
be, the province of MATRIX.

1§ the BSFA 4is to have a nole 4in the
sclence giction wornkd then we clearly need
a sernious SF Magazine which, in addition to
being forn consumption by memberns, is taken
by the Specialist Book Dealerns, Reviewenrs,
Authons, and PublLishens. Now, whilst I,
and many membens, enjoy the MATRIX Letten
cols, can you neally see those aforemention-
ed people taking VECTOR seriously L4 4its col-
umns are adorned by debates on what should
orn should not be included in the Magazine
and Lettens grom Ken Mann (with no disre-
spect intended) orn why 'X' hates the PFMA;
why 'B' Left his brain at home before wni-
ting his Last Letter ....; and why 'C’
couldn't tell a good SF book if <t came
up behind him and bit him in the ZLeg....

So concludes the editforial; there's
fust enough space Legt Lo introduce this
488ue: and we introduce, forn the finst time,
Steve Green with his clubs; Simon with his
new reviewern's hat, and, as the majorn arnticle

- the netwwn of Bob Shaw.
Graham James



BRITISH SCIENCE FICTION ASSCCIATION LTD.
INCOME AND EXPENDITURE ACCOUNT FOR THE
YEAR ENDED 31 DECEMBER 1980

1980 1979
Note ¢ 4 g
INCOME
Subscriptions 4,550 3,834
Publications 281 360
Advertisements 316 396
Litho Service 131 -
Magazine Chain 85 46
Duplicating Service 125 188
Badges 26 22
Interest 62 20
Sundry 266 180
5,842 5,046
EXPENDITURE
Publications (2) 4,799 3,347
Magazine Chain 71 74
Duplicating Service 105 159
Badges 12 -
B.S.F.A, Award 60 -
Sundry 213 192
Administration
Postage 160 125
Stationery 39 104
Registrar of Companies 20 20
Audit Fee 20 20
Miscellaneous 61 52
300 EEI
London Meetings 69 -
Depreciation 136 79
5,765 4,172
SURPLUS OF INCOME OVER
EXPENDITURE BEFORE TAXATION 77 874
Taxation 4 26 9
SURPLUS OF INCOME OVER EXPENDITURE 51 865
ACCUMULATED FUND AT 1 JANUARY 1980 1,856 991
ACCUMULATED FUND AT 31 DECEMBER 1980 £1,907 £1,856

BALANCE SHEET AS AT 31 DECEMBER 1980

1980 19879
Note £ £ g
FIXED ASSETS (%) 1,247 296
CURRENT ASSETS
Stocks of Publications (2) 268 250
Stocks of Badges (3) 34 46
Debtors 50 -
Cash in hand and at bank 871 1,424
1,223 1,720
CURRENT LIABILITIES
Creditors 492 115
Taxation 44 18
536 133
NET CURRENT ASSETS 687 1,587
£1,934 £1,883
REPRESENTED BY:
MEMBERS' INTERESTS
Accumulated Fund 1,07 1,856
AWARD FUNDS
Dr. Weir Memorial Fund 15 15
British Fantasy Award 12 12

THESE ACCOUNTS ARE SUBJECT TO AUDIT
THE NOTES ATTACHED FORM PART OF THESE ACCOUNTS

NOTES ON THE ACCOUNTS

(1) ACCOUNTING POLICIES

(a) Accounting convention.

The accounts are prepared under the historical
cost convention.

Depreciation.

The cost of the library and office equipment
is written off by one-tenth of the net book
value in each vear.

Stocks.

Stocks are valued at the lower of cost and net
realisable value.

(&)

()

1980 1979

(2) PUBLICATIONS £ z £

Stocks at 1 January 250 250
Expenditure in the year

Printing 3,540 2,563

Postage 1,277 784

4,817 I347

Stocks at 31 December 268 250

Charge for the vear £4,799 £3,347

1980 1979
& £
(3) BADGES
| Stocks at 1 January 46 46
i Stocks at 31 December 34 16
} Charge for the year £12 -

(4) TAXATION
Corporation tax at 42% has been charged on the
interest received.

Office
(5) FIXED ASSETS Library Equip. Award Total
£ £ £ £

COST at 1 Jan. 1980 913 272 27 1,212
Add Litho Equipment 1,087 1,087
COST at 31 Dec. 1981 913 1,359 27 2,299
DEPRECIATION
At 1 January 777 139 - 016
Charge for the vear 14 122 - 136
At 31 December 1980 791 261 - 1,052
NET BOOK VALUE AT

31 December 1980 £122 £1,098 £27 £1,247
NET BOOK VALUE AT

31 December 1979 £136 £27  £296

£133

THESE ACCOUNTS ARE SUBJECT TO AUDIT
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Well, it's nice to be back in Leeds
again, and I think it's very good
of you to risk coming to hear me
: before you eat lunch - even though
X the eating facilities in Leeds are not what
they used to be, not since my favourite restaurant -
the Rock-All - passed under new management. The Rock-
All used to be a smashing place - I can still taste
the Jerry lee Lewis Burgers and the Carl Perkins Su-
preme. You might think I'm joking about that place,
but if any one ever asks you what contribution Leeds
has made to the culinary arts, you just have to say
"Rock-A11"", and they'll know exactly what you mean.
You'll notice that I didn't start off with my
usual joke about last night's room parties. I like to
be unpredictable - that's what enabled Hitler to sur-
. vive so many assassination attempts - besides room parties
‘22/ \ aren't what they used to be. Convention committees have
[‘Lé( li&“ started putting all the fans known to throw noisyv all-

b night parties in rooms far away from the ordinary hotel
guests who want to get a good night's sleep - which spoils
the whole point of the thing. What pleasure is there in sitting up all night - shouting and yell-
ing, smoking and drinking, wrecking your health - when you know you're not making the night hell
for some poor sod in the next room?

When I look back over all the shindigs I've attended through the years of convention-going,
the great moments, the treasured memories, are all of that abrupt, pleasurably guilty silence that
follows the telephone's ringing or the authoritative pounding on the room door. Dead silence!
Everybody stares at everybody else with looks of wild surmise - all except the host. He's looking
a bit green as he goes to the door because he knows he has to face the hotel manager and maybe the
SWAT squad fiom the local Rent-A-Fuzz,

Or, if it's the telephone, it always turns out that in the very next room there's a family
composed, by some biological freak, of sickly one-week-old infants who'll die if they don't have
utter quiet, and 103-year-old grannies who have come to the hotel specifically to expire in peace.
The latter have beer told by their relatives that the hotel is renowned for its tomb-like silence;
they've come from all over the world in their bath chairs to savour that tomb-like silence - but
they've come at Faster, and the management has installed them in between Greg Pickersgill and
Ramblin' Jake!

The bit I always liked best
was the way the host would return
from the door or the phone making
damping movements with his hands
- like Claude Raines playing the
organ in THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA
- and plead with everybody to be
quiet. We would all nod agree-
ment and give each other solemn
warning glances, and the silence
would last maybe another three
seconds, then...blam! All hell
broke loose! The strair of hav-
ing been quiet and orderly for a
minute or sc in mid-convention
had been too much for some peo-
ple's nerves, and they were freak-
ing out all over the place...
screaming...using the beds as
trampolines...demolishing the
wardrobes... It was beautiful.
(It amuses me even more to think
that 1 always told the Inland
Revenue that attending such events was a necessary expense against my income. ''Discussions with
editors and publishers about the latest trends in scientific fiction..."

There's one thing that still puzzles me. How did Claude Raines manage to get that organ down
into the cave below the opera house without anybody noticing?




Enough of the preamble. You came along to hear me talk about the Mysterious World of Bob C.
Shaw, not about mismanagement in convention hotels - although there's one other point I can't re-
sist mentioning on that topic. When I'm staying in a hotel I always try to be as helpful as I can
to the management, giving them little tips and suggestions and so forth, but for some reason they
are not always properly appreciative. At last year's Novacon, for instance, I noticed that on the
back of the plastic tab on my room key it said, '"Please post this key to Royal Angus Hotel, etc."
I went to the manager and said, "I've got a better idea - why don't you put a box at the porter's
desk and get the guests to drop their keys in it as they check out?' That would obviously save
a lot of time and postage, but was the manager grateful? Some hope! He looked at me as if I was
stupid!

But let's get on with the talk. A couple of years ago I was driving quietly along a country
road near Ulverston when there was a sudden knocking from my engine. I opened it and up popped my
old friend Von Donegan, the German-Irish writer, researcher and inventor of mathematics by numbers.

"What are you doing in there?" I asked. Naturally enough I was surprised - I'd had the en-
gine tuned only that morning.

"I was trying to hide in your boot," he said, "but I'd forgotten about the way British cars
have the engine in the wrong end."

"Never mind that," I said. 'What do you want with me?"

""Sssshhh!" he said furtively. 'I want to see you in secret because I've got this great idea
for a television series, and I'd like your help with it, and I don't want any other SF writers to
see us together in case they muscle in on it. You know what they're like."

I nodded. When I first joined the SF-writing fraternity I felt I was a member of one big
happy family - but then so was Lizzie Borden. 'What sort of TV series?" I said, my interest
quickening at the thought of money.

"One about all the wonderful unexplained mysteries around the world," he said. "I was thin-
king," he added coyly, '"of calling it The Mysterious World of Von C. Donegan. How's that for a
title?"

"Not bad," I conceded, 'but not as good as The Mystericus World of Bob C. Shaw."

'"No you don't, Shaw - I thought of it first," he yelped, climbing out of my engine compart-
ment and painfully removing the dipstick from the unfortunate place where it had lodged. "I'm
going to track down all kinds of famous mysteries and find the exotic explanations for them."

I blinked at him. 'You mean mysteries like why Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine never
gets sued under the Trade Descriptions Act?"

"Don't try to be funny," he gritted. (Every time I see a verb like gritted I try to couple
it to one of those Swifties that were in vogue some years ago, but I can't seem to do it any more.
I think I burned out some vital brain cells with my last and most fiendish one. It was supposed
to be spoken by a woman - 'He squeezed me so hard that every one of his fingers left a mark,"
she said tendentiously.')

'Well," I said to Von Donegan, "do you mean..?" (No, I won't do it. I was going to put in
my annual joke about LAST DANGEROUS VISIONS, but now I really do think it's coming out soon. You
know, I sold a story to Harlan for LDV in 1974. Last year I decided to enquire about it, so I
wrote him a letter which began, 'Dear Harlan,. I'm not an impatient person by nature, but I do
think six years is rather a long time to await publication...' I sat back and waited for his re-
ply, wondering what sort of apology he would make. He wrote to me and said, 'Dear Bob, Think
yourself lucky - some of the writers who sold me stories for LDV have died in the meantime and
will never see their stories in print...' The point was so neatly made that I felt quite euphoric
for days afterwards.)

"l mean proper mysteries,'" Von Donegan went on. 'Mysteries like the origin of the famous
crystal skull - the Skull of Doom, they call it. If you search around the site of a famous mys-
terious discovery for long enough you can usually find ancient inscriptions or parchments, and I'm
good at deciphering ancient writings, and I'll unlock the exotic secrets and 1ink the mysteries
with prehistoric visitors from other worlds and things like that, and I'l11 write more books about
them and make a fortune... We'll make a fortune, that is - I'll pay you twice your usual rate."

"Twice my rate," I breathed. 'That's great! I felt such a fool when I got the money for my
last book - going around trying to buy one new sock. What made you choose me for this project?"

""Because, my boy,' he said, turning on the charm, "you are the only SF writer around whose
intellect compares with mine." That's Von Donegan for you - he has the sort of personality which
causes a room to light up when he leaves it.

"Okay," I said. 'Let's go for a drink and work out a plan of campaign."

He glanced around suspiciously. ''I'm not sure about that - there might be other SF writers
there who would spy on us. We've got to keep this idea secret."

I said, "Relax - the last SF writer to visit Ulverston was the incomparable Captain S.P. Meek,
and that was in 1935." e . o

"But there might be some that you wouldn't recognise. There are a lot of closet SF writers,
vou know."

‘ ""Closet SF writers," I chortled. "Are you by any chance referring to the great L. Ron Cup-
board?"

"I think I'd better have a drink, after all,' Von Donegan mumbled.

We went off to my local and I ordered two pints of traditional British real ale. When the
real ale arrived it was absolutely flat, had no head whatsoever, was slightly sour and a bit
cloudy, and into the bargain it was lukewarm...Perfect! Von Donegan didn't seem to appreciate it,
however, so I took his pint off him and got him a Slimline Guinness instead, and we settled down
to make our plans.



Al tgze;iéiggtatéxgzeagglalsn Mysteries first," Von Donegan said. 'Then when I've deciphered
' : orked out all the exotic answers, we'll spread abroad to places like
Costa Rica - that's going to be the toughest one."

"Why's that?"

'"Well, Costa Rica is absolutely covered with these mysterious giant stone balls, all of them
perfectly round, but as far as I know it's one case where there are absolutely no ancient scripts
or parchments to help me."”

"Oh, I know why that is," I said airily.

Von Donegan looked interested. ''You know why there are not old parchments?"

~ 'Yes - it's because the stones are perfectly round," I said. '"Several books I've read stated
Juite clearly that rolling stones gather no MSS."

A thoughtful expression appeared on Von Donegan's face. 'I wonder,' he said, "if Jerry Pour-
nelle would be available for this project.”

(It's.again§t my policy to start explaining jokes, but that pun about no manuscripts - MSS,
moss, get it? - is in a very interesting category, the purely typographical pun, which as far as
I know was thought up by Walt Willis. An early example of his was, 'A Miss is as good as a Mlle.'
M-L-L-E in print looks very like 'mile', you see. 1've been trying for years to think up a simi-
lar one - now I'm not sure if it was worth all the effort.)

This weakness I have for word plays was always getting me into trouble back in the days when
I was a columist with the Belfast Telegraph. In Belfast the local aircraft factory is called
Shorts, and I remember once I tried to get away with a spoof Diary item which said, "I can deny
the rumour that Shorts' proposed take over of the Belfast tailoring firm of Francis Curley has
been abandoned because of disagreements over a joint trading name.” My editor stopped the item
appearing and told me it was obscene. Huh! If he thought that one was obscene he should have
seen the follow-up I had in mind about an amalgamation of Cunard and Air Lingus.

Anyway, Von Donegan and I set off on our travels that very afternoon to look at ancient fig-
ures carved in hillsides. ''I think we'll go down to the West Country first,' Von said. 'There's
the famous Rude Man down that that I want to see."

~ "But Peter Roberts mightn't be at home," i replied. "He might be working in his godfather's
tin mine."

"I'm talking about the Rude Man of Cerne, vou oaf," \on Donegan shouted. 'Why don't you
stick to your nasty cracks about Star Trek™

Nasty cracks, I thought. About Star Trek: Me? Now, !'l1 admit that I used to make the odd
snide little joke about some things in the Star Trek TV series, but seeing the Star Trek movie
has completely changed my mind about the whole concept. I mear, there are things in that film
that an ordinary SF writer would never have even thought of.

For instance, at the beginning of the movie the Enterprise is
having a major overhaul - the equivalent of a present-day war-
ship being in dry dock. A dry dock, of course, is liter-
ally a big box that they put a ship into so that
they can separate it from the sea for the con-
venience of workers. With my lack of vision, if
I had been in charge of that movie I would have
thought: Let's see, now - there isn't any water
in space, therefore we can dispense with the big
box . I admit it! I'm afraid I would simply
have had the Enterprise floating free in orbit,
with work crews and machines moving around on the
hull at will. But Gene Roddenberry, scorning such
mundane considerations, actually put the Enterprise in
an orbiting dry dock! That notion alone deserves some
kind of sci-fi award. Then, of course, there were the
usual incredible special effects. I thought it was great
the way the alien invader was concealed at the heart of
a giant Slumberdown mattress spring.

One our drive south VonDonegan and I stopped at Mine-
head in Somerset for a rest and a chat about our plans. The name of the place rang a faint bell
in my memory, producing a slight feeling of uneasiness, but I dismissed it as natural nerviness
at being in on the ground floor of such a big TV project. That, of course, was a serious mistake.
Anybody who knows anything about anything will tell you that when an innocent-looking word or
place-name triggers faint bells or uneasy stirrings in the subconscious, you have reached a
crucial point in the plot and that the author is trying, in his ham-fisted way, to put one over
on you. The rules of that most ancient of wargames - author versus reader - demand that he has
to play fair and plant a legitimate clue at a certain point in his narrative, but he's wetting
himself with apprehension because he suspects that his intriguing central mystery is really
pretty tame and obvious stuff, so he resorts to the famous uneasy stirring in the subconscious.
It's all a bit pathetic, really.

No, I shouldn't have said that. I shouldn't even be making digs at Star Trek, because al-
though a lot of SF is undoubtedly bad, the great thing about it is its ability to be different
things to different people. I have friends in the SF microcosm, keen SF readers that I've been
close to for decades, but I never read the books they read, and they never read the books I read.
Science fiction isn't a solid lump, or if it is it's a conglomerate. I like to think of it as
being like an opal...with lots of little coloured sparkly bits inside...and when you shift your
viewpoint slightly vou see a different set of sparkly bits, shining with different colours...
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That's why we've all got to stick together...New Wavers and Old Wavers...Trekkies and
academics...loving and helping each other...going into the future arm-in-amm...

Oh God, I can't go on...

But it is precisely this capacity which SF has to be different things to different people
which leads to the great diversity of views abcut it. I was interested some time ago to read
two extreme opinions encapsulated within a few pages of one book. The American writer, Reginald
Bretnor, is a high crusader on behalf of science fiction, and a few years ago he edited a book
about it, called SCIENCE FICTION: TODAY AND TOMORROW. The book was generally well received, but
to Reginal Bretnor's probably justifiable horror a scathing attack was made on it - by a low-
grade porn magazine! 1In a later book Bretnor quotes part of this unfavourable notice, and I
think that both what the porn magazine said and his reaction to it are interesting. The maga-
zine said:

'We can take SF too seriously. This is not Tolstoy. SF is written by people who want to
entertain and make money. It's pulp writers, balding guys with bad teeth and three children,
lost among the pod Creatures of the planet Xenon. SF is forgettable, like toothpaste, like
Johnny Nash. Quality seems to be random, nurtured almost solely by novelty. One good twist is
all you need. Eternity is gravy... Can anybody read Olaf Stapledon without laughing? Doesn't
Heinlein strike you (seriously now) as a writer for boys? Frank W. Dixon lives again. This
ain't exactly the Renaissance, space freaks."

You'll note that the writer's ability to construct sentences was waning by the time he got
near the end of this piece of literary criticism. And what is so forgettable about Johnny...
ah...whatshisname?

Quite naturally, Reginald Bretnor was peeved by this review - he said it was the sort of
drivel which might cause SF's future Tolstoys to go into ordinary literature, which he describes
as "now-sterile fields of writing". A thing which intrigued me was that he took particular ex-
ception to the specification quoted for SF writers. He was annoyed by the suggestion that SF
authors are pulp writers, losing hair and teeth, who have three children - but he seemed even
more annoyed by the notion that SF writers want tc entertain and make money.

Now. I'd be the last one to side with a porn magazine - but I write for the pulps; my fore-
head is a little higher than it used to be; I'm acquiring more fillings around my back teeth;
I've got three children (I'm not sure what pornographers find reprehensible in that number of
offspring, but I've got them); I want to entertain my readers; and I certainly want to make mon-
ey. Admittedly, I've never been lost among the pod creatures on the planet Xenon - but six out
of seven isn't bad, you know.

Obviously the truth about SF lies somewhere between the two extremes. It has lots of good
qualities, but it isn't the unique super-literature that Reginal Bretnor claims, and all this
is getting away from the subject of the talk...

Von Donegan was still worried about some other SF writer latching on to his great idea, so -
for the sake of privacy - we went down to the beach and strolled along the water's edge as we
talked. Several times I thought I heard a faint sound like the whirring of a tape recorder,
and once when I glanced towards the water I thought I saw a submerged swimming figure clad in
horn-rimmed spectacles, a brightly-flowered sarong and a wet suit emblazoned with the words
"'2001 RULES O.K." This gave me an uneasy stirring in my subconscious, but I dismissed it as a
trick of reflected light. (That's another dead give-away - I've read stories in which a herd of
charging dinosaurs could get dismissed as a trick of reflected light.)

Finally we got down to Cerne in the late evening and trudged off through a steady drizzle
to have a look at the famous giant carved into the hillside. "™y God," Von Donegan said envi-
ously, "it's easy to see why he's called the Rude Man."

I nodded. 'Yes. Just look at that cheeky expression on his face and the way he's waving
his arms about all over the place."

Von Donegan gave me a queer look, produced a folding spade from his raincoat pocket and
began to dig %or ancient inscriptions. This operation was a notable failure - mainly because
we were promptly arrested by a local bobby and run out of the county for defacing an historic
monument.

"This is disgraceful," Von Donegan said. 'What a way to treat scientific pioneers!"

"Yes," I said. '"If John W. Campbell was alive today he'd be turning in his grave."

Von Donegan gave me a contemptuous stare. ''That's the sort of remark that makes us Irish
look stupid. Don't you see anything wrong with what you've just said?"

"Of course!" I said, slapping my forehead. 'How stupid of me! 1I'd forgotten JWC was
cremated."

0ld Von Donegan was obviously disappointed at not getting his hands on any ancient inscrip-
tions, but he pressed on bravely with the search for exotic answers to his mysteries. We were
quite near Avebury and its stone circle, so we went there next and stood looking at it in the
steady drizzle. o

"I've been to dozens of stone circles,' Von Donegan told me, 'but I'm beginning to have
doubts about their value to me."

"Why's that?" . .

'"Well, there's always a principal stone, or key stone - in this case it's over there in
that small wood."

"That must be the key stone copse," I murmured. )

Von Donegan, pausing only to vomit, went on speaking. ''Some researchers have lined thesg
stones up with the rising sun on midsummer's day, so they think they have astronomical or reli-
gious significance, but I found they were using the wrong approach altogether. If you line the




stones up with the setting sun at the beginning of November - just at the time of the Novacon -

you'll find they all point directly at the Andromeda Bookshop in Birmingham. Do you think Rog

Egz?g;qwould have been unscrupulous enough to have set up all those circles just for the pub-
icity?"

"Rog Peyton?" I said. 'Unscrupulous? Seeking publicity? Never!"

"I'11 take your word for it," Von Donegan replied. He produced his spade and began to dig
for exotic inscriptions, but he had hardly got started when a local bobby came along and ran us
out of the county for defacing an historic monument. Somewhat shaken by this, Von Donegan and
I proceeded up to Scotland to have a look for the Loch Ness monster. Some serious researchers
think they have disproved the existence of Nessie, by counting the number of fish in Loch Ness
and pointing out that there aren't enough fish to provide food for a colony of monsters. The
flaw in their argument is obvious - they're counting the number of fish that are left after the
monsters have eaten their fill.

) Von Donegan studied the Loch for a while in the steady drizzle, and then - apparently giv-
ing up the idea of digging for inscriptions - turned to an elderly haggis engraver who was
standing nearby and said to him, 'Have you seen any weird-looking creatures around here?"

"?ertainly have," the old man said. ''Only last week we had a visit from the Glasgow SF
group. "

"That's not what I mean," Von Donegan said dispiritedly. I was feeling quite sorry for
him as we drove back down towards our next destination, Sutton Coldfield, where there had been
reports of falls of frogs and small fish from the skies. There was a steady drizzle when we

got there and this time Von Donegan didn't even want to get out of the car. He rolled down the
window, bounced off the bottom edge of it and rolled down the rest of the door, then approached
an elderly man who had been watching his performance with some amusement.

"1'd like your help, please,' Von Donegan said.

"Did Rog Peyton send you?" the man said anxiously, backing away. 'I'm not dragging any
more of those big stones around the countryside."

"It's nothing like that," Von Donegan said. "I just want to know if you've seen any
strange showers around here."

"Certainly have,' the old man said. "Only last week we had a visit from the Glasgow SF
group . ”"

"This is getting pretty hopeless," Von [onegan said when he returned to the car. 'There's
only one thing that might save the programme as regards this country - UFO."

"I beg your pardon!"

'"Unidentified flying objects, you oaf. Last month I set a trap for them, and I've just
got word that my plan has worked."

I looked at Von Donegan with new concern for his mental health. 'You set out to trap a
flying saucer! How?"

"Eirst of all,' he said proudly, "I advertised for a middle-aged couple, countryfolk, with
a combined IQ of not more than 83. That's the only sort of humans that alien astronauts will
have any dealings with, you know." )

'Have you," I said scathingly, "tried putting them in touch with the SPACE 1999 fan club?"

"Then I put the couple in a 1957 Morris Minor and got them to drive up and down remote
country roads every night. That's the only sort of place that alien spaceships will land on,
you know."

"Perhaps their road tax disks are out of date," I said sarcastically.

"I've just heard from Mr and Mrs Plinge down at Warminster. They've made contact, so I'm
going down there to interview them, and 1 want you to take notes."

1 shrugged and went along with him to the Plinge's cottage at Warminster, where we con-
ducted the interview. The woman - as is usual in these cases - did all the talking.

'"We was driving along the road when, all of a sudden, we was blinded by these terrible
burning', searin' lights that shone right in our eyes,'" Mrs Plinge said. Von Donegan gestured
imperiously at my notebook, so I wrote down: Couple unlucky enough to encounter Ken Slater's

van at nisht.

Suddenly,' Mrs Plinge went on, 'a mysterious force gripped our car and transported it into
a nearby field." 1 wrote down: Poor old sticks skidded off road - that man Slater ought to be
arrested.

"T was frightened near to death so I tried to drive away like fury, but a mysterious force
field seemed to stop my engine,' Mrs Plinge said. I wrote down: Silly old moo stalled the car.




Just to check out my theory, I said to her, 'What gear were you in?"

She said, ''Oh, just my cord jeans and that nice little sweater I got in..."

"Stay out of this, Shaw,'" Von Donegan snapped. '"Go on, Mrs Plinge."

"Then I saw this tall unearthly figure coming towards me in the dark and it tried to force
a strange looking book through the window,' she said. I wrote down: Dave Langford STILL trying
to flog 'War in 2080'"!

"I managed to get the engine going again," she said, 'but when I tried to drive off the car
just sat there, all a-shudderin' and a-strainin'' I wrote down: Silly old moo spun back wheels
in grass.

"Then the tall figure gave an unearthly cry and all of a sudden the car shot forward."

I wrote down: Good! She ran over Langford's foot - serves the silly sod right!

Von Donegan and I retired to the nearest pub and I could see he was losing heart. 'That
wasn't too good," he commented miserably. '"I'm never going to get any ancient inscriptions
which unlock exotic mysteries this way. That settles it! We're going to the Himalayas to look
for the Abominable Snowman."

A few days later there we were, leading a colum of porters through the blinding snow of
the Hindu Kush, with Von Donegan shouting orders in the local language. He turned to me and
said, 'What do you think of my Urdu?"

"It suits you,'" I replied. "I think you should keep it that way."

He shook his head impatientlv. "I meant, what do you think of the way I'm handling these
porters?"

, ""Tt's very good,'" I conceded grudgingly, ''considering that, when we started off, they
thought they only had to carry our bags out of King's Cross station."

"Quiet!" Von Donegan hissed. I was still trving to figure out how one hisses a word like
"quiet" when we glimpsed this huge lumbering figure looming through the curtains of snow.
"It's a Yeti," Von Donegan whispered, his voice quavering wigg
excitement. '"And it's making some kind of sound.
Just think of it - we're going to be the firs:
people to hear the strange speech of the
Abominable Snowman.''

We held our breath and strained our
ears as the giant figure lumbered past,
and through the swirling snow we heard
its faint unearthly cry, '"Pork pies!

Milk! Pork pies...."

"Good old Brian,'" I said admiringi-
"He told me he was going to work his wav
to the Aussiecon, but this is doing it the
hard way."

""Shut up, you fool,'" Von Donegan whir-
pered, and I could see he was near the end
of his tether. ''There's only one other wav
I can hope to get hold of an ancient inscrip-
tion - and that's by finding another crvstal
skull, a Skull of Doom, in the Central American
jungles. Let's go."

By the time our ship got near Central America
he had recovered most of his former optimism about
the proposed TV series, and was cheerfullv plan-
ning his jungleexpedition. 'We'll need some of
those big knives - kukris, you call them - for
hacking our way through the jungle. I wonder
where you get them."

"I've seen a catalogue of big knives, [ said.

"I think it was called a kukri book."

"Shaw,' he snarled, "'if you don't cut that out I won't let you share in the excitement of

finding a crystal Skull of Doom and unravelling its ancient inscription."

I apologised and in no time at all we were slashing our way through the Central American
jungle. ''This continuous hacking is wearing me down,' Vor Donegan complained.

"It never bothered you before," I commented, but before he could reply we came to a small
clearing at the edge of a river and he came to a standstill, his sensitive nostrils twitching.

"My enerring instinct tells me this is the place,” he said. 'We'll dig here.' He set to
work with his spade, and I've never seen anybody digging in so fast since I sat beside James
wWhite at the last Novacon banquet. Within a few minutes - much to my surprise - he came out
of the excavation, brushing bits of earth off a crystal skull!

"This is it,'" he said in a trembling voice. "The biggest and most exotic mystery of them
all. This Skull of Doom was probably brought here by ancient astronauts, or at the very least
by voyagers from Atlantis. And I'm going to be the first to unlock its age-oia secrets.’ His
probing fingers encountered a little glass button at the back of the skull. Giving me a look
of triumph he pressed the button.

As soon as he had done so, little illuminated arrows appeared inside the Skull of Doom and
a recorded voice said, 'Do you suffer from tense, nervous headaches? If so - take Anadin."

"Aaarrggh!'' cried Von Donegan, his face a mask of disbelief.
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At that instant we heard a splashing noise from
the nearby stream and out crawled a tall figure wear-
ing horn-rimmed glasses, a brightly-flowered sarong
and a wet suit emblazoned with the words, ''2001
RULES 0.K."

He strode across the clearing, snatched the
skull from Von Donegan's nerveless fingers,
and said, "I wondered where I'd left that.

I lost it during the commercials in iy

new TV series about all the unexplained <o
mysteries of the world.'" Before we W
could speak, he had dived back into W %
the water and was swimming away in Q\ i
the direction of Sri Lanka. \ 5

'"Who was that?" Von Donegan y \
quavered. b G

"I'm not sure," I said. 'But :
I've just remembered that Arthur C. \5

\

ALAS POOR

Clarke was born in Minehead. Do you
think he goes back there for his holi-
days?" .
"I don't give a damn,' Von Donegan b
said brokenly. '"I'm quitting this TV
lark and going back to writing my books."
He too dived into the river and swam off
in the direction of Dublin. °

I was standing there, alone, in the
jungle, wondering what to do, when there .
was a rustling in the undergrowth and
out came David Attenborough carrying a .
TV camera. \

"Boy, am I glad to see you," I said, 7~ <©
falling into step beside him. 'You know,
this new series of yours about life on 74
Earth is easily the best thing you've
done since Brighton Rock."

For some reason he was unmoved by

this flattery. Well, when I say he

was unmoved - I mean he ran away thro- HALF AT SEA CLARK
ugh the jungle at top speed and left

me standing there alone. There was only

one thing for it - I dived into the river and swam off in the direction of lLeeds.

And now I'm going out to the bar to shake the piranha fish out of my liberty bodice.....

%;’rb"'
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In true fannish tradition, this first edition of the post-Ounsley LIFE ON MARS is being
written at the last possible moment in the least probable circumstances and, were it not for the
massive effort made by my predecessor to establish this coluwmn's firm footing in fandom (for
which, despite the curious anecdote last issue, I salute Simon and wish him the best in his new
post as MATRIX fanzine reviewer), I doubt I'd ever have let Graham press-gang me into replacing
him in the first place.

1'11 dispense with the tedious formalities. More than any other regular feature in MATRIX,
LIFE ON MARS depends almost completely on the co-operation of the BSFA's grass roots membership
if it is to have any meaning. The network of SF clubs and societies in Britain provides an ex-
cellent entrance into fandom, but without adequate coverage in zines such as MATRIX it can never
achieve its full potential. And although I intend to make personal investigation a feature of my
term of office, it can't all be a one-way effort; the occasional news item, snippet of gossip or
report on a memorable meeting would benefit both sides. The address for all correspondence
(along with my office phone number) appears at the end of this column; the rest is up to you.

Appropriately, I gained my first real experience of the fannish way of life through a local
club - the Bianmingham Science Fiction Group, or Baum Group to its friends. Speaking of which...
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TEN YEARS ON

The guest list at the Baum Group's long-awaited tenth anniversary party on June 27 (twenti-
eth if you count the original group) read like a veritable who's who of fandom, with the usual
NOVACON stalwarts much in evidence. The emphasis was very much on the party atmosphere and, with
the exception of a few minor confrontations between Royal Angus hotel staff and the more tired
and emotional fans, the celebrations appeared to go off without a hitch, much to the credit of
the BSFG sub-committee chaired by Pauline Morgan (whose husband Chris continues to edit a far
more consistent Baum Group newsletter than ever I managed during my brief spell in the post).

Indeed, the only pessimistic note sounded during the weekend's festivities was the rumoured
impending collapse of the Binumingham Science Fiction Film Society, a rumour which will have turned
into solid fact by the time this sees print. Despite the consignment of the B.S.F.F.S. to fin-
ancial oblivion after just one year (holding meetings on Sunday mornings can hardly have helped
to boost attendances), members (or rather, ex-members) still plan to host FIIMCON in Birmingham
over the last weekend in November.

But the true fannish highlight of that month is, of course, NOVACON 11, once again organised
by the Brum Group (albeit the Leeds branch this year). Guest of honour is Bob Shaw (appearing
in his fan persona) and a splendid time is guaranteed for all.

Meanwhile, the Brum Group's regular meetings continue to be held at the Ivy Bush in Hagley
Road, Birmingham, at 7.45 p.m. on the third Friday of each month. Membership is £3.50 a year
(which includes copies of the aforementioned monthly newsletter), and recent meetings have fea-
tured talks by Tom Disch, Garry Kilworth, Hugh Walters and Jack Cohen. Formal but fun.

SETTING THE RECORD STRAIGHT Depz.

Contrary to what you may have read last time around (nice one, Simcn), the Friends in Space
(Sun@ay evenings at the Queen Victoria, the Green, Ealing) have no connection whatsoever with the
Harringay and Distnict Sci-Fi Discussion Group (second and fourth Wednesday of the month at the
Salisbury Hotel, Green Lane, London N4 - between Turnpike Lane station and Harringay Stadium);
you'd be well advised to ring Malcolm Edwards an 01 340 9983 before paying a visit in case of last-
minute cancellation, tho'..). Other than the overpowering fannish atmosphere and overlapping
memberships, that is.

In an attempt to unearth the facts of the matter, your intrepid reporte: braved a bus ride
through the streets of riot-torn Southall to attend the July 5 FIS shindig, vhen the subjects
under discussion included such mindbogglingly relevant philosophical questions as 'Does Harry
Bell reallzﬂsnore like a bulldozer?" and "Just why did Rob Holdstock shave ail his pubic hair

off in the bath - and what sensation was he told it'd improve®" Triffic stuff. ((Well, to be
perfectly honest, I was actually in Ealing trying to avoid returning to Brum after the Dorey/
James wedding celebrations of the previous night; like the Joe Jackson lyric, 'What's the use of
getting sober when you're gonna get drunk again..?"))

Regulars at both include Malcolm himself, Rob, Chris Atkinson, Roy (I never dropped that
bottle, Boss) Kettle, Rob Hansen, Chris Evans and the Clan Pickersgill; new recruits are reques-
ted to make their presence known by making the FIS's secret sign (palm pressel against forehead).
This is in fact a cunningly-conceived gullibility test and walking round a Loadon pub with your
palm on your forehead is a dead giveaway.

The Edinburgh-based F.0.R.T.H. group celebrat=d its second birthday in June with a new venue,
the Maltings Bar at the Royal British Hotel, East Princess Street (within stagiering distance of
Waverley station, useful information for those members wishing to engage in the ancient and hon-
ourable fannish ceremony of Falling Over).

And despite attempts to cover up the REAL reason for the Faiends 0f Rodert The Hack vacating
the back lounge of nearby Mather's by blaming t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>