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“Why are you here?” asked [an
Sharpe, the elegant blonde from the
Australian Broadcasting Commission.

““We’ve come for Aussiecon,”’

“Here” was the State Suite on the
15th floor of the Southern Cross Hotel,
Melbourne, Australia, Aug. 14, 1975.
Robin Johnson, chairman of Aussiecon,
had hauled me away from helping to
register convention attendees to attend
a press conference where he was
introducing convention notables to each
other and to assorted reporters.

The basic ‘“‘why’ translated as
“What's an Aussiecon?” with faint
undertones of “Why here?"" (Australians
are so used to believing that everything
important exists in the places where
they’re tourists that they find it hard to
believe North Americans would want to
cross the Pacific and the dateline to see
them, their wombats and their Opera
House. In fact, they’re most courteous,
hospitable to visitors, and have an
amazing country. This may be the first
time ALGOL has given a rave review to
a continent.)

Since 1939, we explained, and
annually since 1946, science fiction fans
have gathered at “world” conventions
to talk; swap ideas and fanzines; sell
each other old pulp magazines; look at
masquerade balls, art shows and,
especially of late, movies; meet writers
who are meeting editors; give each other
awards; eat dinner together; and...
anything two fans do together Is fanac.
This is the 33rd of these ‘'‘world
conventions.” Since it is supposed to be
a “world” convention, it has been
known to move out of North America,
to London and Heidelberg, and so an
Australian named John Bangsund
thought. ... Well, yes, of course, we
hear writers give speeches, but it's not
really like an academic conference. No,
not like the sheepdip sellers’ sales
meetings, or the American Legion
reunions, either. It's been called a
gathering of the tribes, and a family
reunion ... but they were puzzled
already, these people come to interpret
us.

Media coverage of science fiction
conventions tends to be sensational. The
first TORCON in 1948 earned headlines
like ““Zap! Zap! Atomic Ray is Passé
with Fiends,” and one of the sensational
Melbourne tabloids proved nothing has
changed—they concentrated on the
scanty skirts of the hired models
promoting the WANG computers,
loaned to the convention for Star Trek
games. “‘Sci-fi.”” Sigh.

Most reporters, though, listened
with interest as Robin stressed the
respectabilitys of science fiction, the
educational and cultural nature of the
convention, the funds from the Litera-
ture Board of the Australian Council to
run a writers' workshop before the con,
the videotaping of the convention for
schools and libraries. (If you're inter-
ested in sound or video tapes, write to
Aussiecon, GPO Box 4039, Melbourne,
Vic. 3001, Australia.)

More important, Ursula K. Le Guin
emanated, inspired, intelligent interest
in this “‘Aussiecon.”

“l have a question, a serious
question to ask you. What on earth are
we here for?

“Well, | think we have come to
celebrate,”’—Ursula K. Le Guin, Guest
of Honour speech, Aussiecon, Aug. 14,
1975.

Reporters thought they could
understand why Ursula Le Guin had
come to Aussiecon: for professional
reasons. The Guest of Honour was
fittingly chosen: an acclaimed writer of
science fiction and fantasy, winner of
Hugo, Nebula and National Book
awards, author of the Hugo-and-
Nebula-winning The Left Hand of
Darkness, the Nebula-winning-and-
Hugo-nominated The Dispossessed. She
must have journeyed half round the
world to accept the admiration of her
fans.

Admiration, however, makes Ursula
Le Guin nervous. She changes the
subject. She was lured from Oregon, en
route to London the long way, by the
chance to lead a writing workshop for

@pSIC.

20 aspiring SF writers. She remained
after the workshop, not to lecture to
fans, but to share with them her delight
in SF: to “celebrate’” SF.

“SF is pretty well grown up now.
We've been through our illiterate stage,
and our latent or non-sexual stage, and
the stage where you can’t think of
anything but sex, and the rest of them,
and we really do seem to be on the
verge of maturity now. When | say I'd
like SF to be self-critical, | don’t mean
pedantic or destructively perfectionist; |
mean I'd like to see more SF readers
judging soundly, dismissing the failures
quietly, in order to praise the successes
joyfully—and to go on from them, to
build upon them. That is maturity, isn’t
it?—a just assessment of your capacities,
and the will to fulfill them. We have
plenty to praise, you know, | do think
SF during the past ten years has
produced some books and stories that
will last, that will be meaningful and
beautiful many vyears from now.”
(Ursula K. Le Guin, GoH speech,
Aussiecon.)

Most of us responded enthusiasti-
cally; a few people wondered where the
fun of reading forbidden trash would
go; and the reporters took notes. But
Ms. Le Guin had more to say:

“When | say the ghetto walls are
down and it behooves us to step over
them and be free, | don’t mean that the
community of SF is breaking up, or
should break wup.... The essential
lunacy that unites us will continue to
unite us. The one thing that’s changed is
that we’re no longer forced together in a
mutually defensive posture—like a circle
of muskoxen on the Arctic snow,
attacked by wolves—by the contempt
and arrogance of literary reactionaries.
If we meet now and in the future, we
writers and readers of SF, to give each
other prizes and see each other’s faces
and renew old feuds and discuss new
books and hold our celebration, it will
be in entire freedom—because we
choose to do so—because, to put it
simply, we like each other.”

I'm not altogether

sure the
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reporters (and the attendees) fully
understood the uniqueness of that
liking.

«

Thursday, we had panels on ‘“‘new
directions in science fiction” and on
science; Friday we talked about art and
SF; Saturday found me moderating
panels on teaching SF, and on children’s
fantasy (featuring Ursula Le Guin and
Peter Nicholls of England’s Science
Fiction Foundation—I| really enjoyed
this one), followed by hardworking
Ursula on a panel on myth in SF, then
SF criticism, and finally Bob Silverberg
reading his own work—a most serious,
literary day this, ending with the Hugo
banquet; and Sunday had panels on the
media in SF, reading SF, and writing
SF: it Jooked like a literary conference.
(But what was that panel about
“fanzines’’—and this item, “The Role of
Sheep in SF"—and all the announce-
ments of the Test Match scores—and
this “‘business session’’ where Orlando
won the 1977 worldcon? What's this
“fandom’’?)

So the reporters assumed they'd
dropped into a literary gathering, where
Ackerman, Bova, Foster, Le Guin,
Silverberg and Tucker had flown in to
meet their Australian counterparts like
Chandler, Harding, Turner and Wilder,
their critics like Nicholls and Foyster.
Off they went to interview Captain
Chandler (and report, with pride, the
presentation of an Invisible Little Man
award to him at the banquet): a
gentleman dignified, courteous, proud
of his craft, and as thrilled as any of us
to be at Aussiecon. The papers and the
radio didn’t report on that last trait. We
call it Sense of Wonder. It knows no
limits of age or distance; and it unites
us.

“Why have you come to Aussiecon
—from Perth, and Hobart, and Waihere
Island, N.Z.?"

“To meet science fiction writers, of
course.”

Aussiecon was, first of all, a science
fiction conference, for writers and
readers. As such it attracted 604
attending members, some 500 or whom
were Australians who had never heard
of worldcons or fandom—who probably
didn’t understand why some 1,400
other fans, most of them North
Americans, paid to become supporting
members of a convention they couldn’t
attend. (Even with this support, Aussie-
con may have financial problems,
especially since Australian hotels, unlike
most North American ones, charge for
the use of function space.)

These readers, like the reporters,
soon learned that what Ursula Le Guin
said held true: ‘“we like each other.”
The SF world tends not to split into an
elite of Doers, sitting on platforms
lecturing, and a supportive mass of
Receivers or fans, sitting adulating.
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Convention: from the Latin, to come
together: in order to share.

Chorus of voices: ‘““And when |
asked for an autograph, he/she talked to
me! What a nice person!”

(And some are arrogant bastards,
too, but they stayed home this time.)

“Why are you here?”’

“Because the fans sent me to you.’

Bob Tucker, a First Fandomite,
legend, Hugo-winning fan-writer, and
admirer of Jim Beam and pretty ladies,
is also Wilson Tucker, Hugo-nominated
SF writer. He flew to Aussiecon because
a lot of us in the fan community love
him; because a lady named Jackie
Franke organized “The Tucker Bag,” a
special fund which collected some
$2,500 from fans to pay his way.
During his first panel, on SF writing, he
sat silent and fidgeting under the
spotlights, feeling that only a handful of
us were responding. “They’re a cold
audience,’” he complained to me. Since |
was to interview him the next day on
the programme, we considered the
problem. The spotlights for videotaping
panels were too bright, the hall too
dark: speakers and audience were cut
off. Easily remedied. Vital, though,
since we wanted to establish the lack of
barriers.

“Bob,” | said, “‘l remember my first
worldcon. You were up on a stage
trading one-liners about ‘Rosebud’ and
‘Courtney’s boat’ and picnic tables—and
| walked out. People kept talking about
fandom; | didn’t understand, and | was
bored. We've got to introduce you
properly—as Wilson the writer (Robin
didn’t make it clear who you are) and
Bob the fan, and talk about why you’re
both.”

Introduce fandom-as-a-Tucker
creation in 50 minutes? We tried. Soon
Merv Binns of Space Age Books was
selling out of hardcover editions of /ce
and Iron and Year of the Quiet Sun; the
local bottle shops were selling out of
Tucker’s elixir, Jim Beam; and Tucker
was handing out Rosebud buttons and
calling cards to bevies of femmefans. By
Sunday, he had a hall full of people on
their feet going ‘““smoooooth,” an arcane
ritual you’'ll only understand if you
attend a con with Bob, Wilson and Jim.

By Sunday, that is, Australia had a
lot of people not only delighted to
discover somebody else read ‘“That
stuff” (remember the thrill?) but also a
lot of people happy to discover the
subculture of fandom. (A good intro-
duction is Tucker’'s own Neofan'’s
Guide, 25¢ from Linda Bushyager, 1614
Evans Ave., Prospect Park, PA 19076.)

’

“Why are you here?”’

“The fans sent me to keep an eye
on Bob, there.”

Rusty Hevelin (who drinks milk)

travelled with his ‘“son” Bob as the

Down Under Fan Fund winner. The
Fund alternately sends Australians up to
visit us, us down to them. For
information and ballots, contact Rusty
Hevelin at 3023 Troy Pike, Dayton, OH
45404. For $3.00, he’ll sell you a copy
of Emu Tracks Over America, Leigh
Edmonds’ account of the Epic Journey
he and Valma Brown made from
Australia to DISCON Il—an excellent
look at the U.S. and its fan population.

“Why are you here?”’

“Because 1’'m half of the Fan Guest
of Honour."

At that press conference, and all
through the convention, | was hyper-
aware that few people would under-
stand what role Mike Glicksohn and |
were playing as ‘“‘Fan” GoHs. What
novel had we written? What had we
published? What did we mean, we'd
published a fanzine called Energumen
which won a Hugo, articles from me
that won another, and letters from him
that made him a legend (though the
beard, boa constrictor, bheer and Bill
Bowers helped)? What's a ‘‘fanzine’”?
Back to square one.

Mike and | figured that while
Ursula represented the professional
concerns, and he represented the fans
(with a duty to sample local brews for
them), | was an interface between SF
and the subculture of fandom. After
organizing a fanhistory display at the
Toronto worldcon, I’'d had some prac-
tice explaining fandom (especially to
reporters, with Bob Tucker’s help!).
Besides—as Robin Johnson and the
programme book kept pointing out—I
had lovely respectable literary interests,
having taught SF and finished off a PhD
(now I can go back to reading fanzines).
| was able to meet a lot of Australians
through that “professional” interest in
SF: librarians, teachers, students who
wanted to set up SF courses—people
like me who wanted to take SF
seriously, but not take the joy out of it.
(I spent one panel on Sunday trying to
have the best of both worlds!)

Yet when | introduced myself, |
tried to talk about Susan the fan, about
why fandom interests me as much as the
SF which lured me into it.

“Why are you here?"”

“To have dinner with my friends.

| explained, at the opening cere-
monies, that years before when | was a
neofan, a friend lent me some amateur
SF magazines: fanzines. Most contained
discussions of SF, book reviews and
such; yet one, Rataplan, consisted
entirely of someone named Leigh
Edmonds in Australia talking about
having dinner with someone named
John Bangsund, and.... “Richard,” |
complained, ‘“‘what’s going on? This
isn’t even about SF! Who cares?”’

“Oh,” he replied. “That’s fannish.

I



You'll understand someday."”

So in 1975 | left Regina, Saskatche-
wan; and | arrived in Melbourne,
Australia; and | met Ursula Le Guin at
the Nova Mob meeting, and didn’t fall
at her feet because she said she’'d be
embarrassed; and the next night | had
dinner at Degraves Tavern with Leigh
Edmonds, and John Bangsund, and
Valma Brown who happens to be a
sister of mine, not by birth but by
choice and fandom. And | understood:
for me, fandom was a communications
network that brought me together with
my friends.

It was hardly a unique message, but
it was as simple, and honest, as | could
make it. At the panel following the
introductions, ‘““How to Really Enjoy
Yourself at This Convention,” Mike and
Rusty and the Aussiefen repeated the
same thing: “Talk to people. That's why
we're here. Talk to people.” And we
did. From platforms and panels; in
groups over coffee, supplied by
DISCON I, bless 'em, in the lounge
outside the meeting room; at the parties
by the Magic Pudding Club and the
Science Fiction Writers of America (and
Australia) and the '77 worldcon bidders;
at Leigh Edmonds’ pie-and-sauce party,
that vast end-of-con tribute to Austral-
ian cuisine; in ones and twos and tens:
we discussed, debated, disagreed,
chattered, gossiped, heavyrapped, and
got to know each other. And then we
wandered back into the main ballroom
to watch Sonar Graphics’ unique light-
and-sound show, preceding each major
programme segment (Aussiecon’s most
impressive innovation), and listen to
someone else talk.

What else is there at a worldcon?
There's an art show—Aussiecon’s was
small but impressive, highlighted by
Karel Thole’s work—hucksters’ tables,
selling books and magazines and the
like; and auctions of collectable
material. There’s usually a masquerade,
this one capably organized by Shayne
McCormack, with your hardworking
GoHs to judge the costumes—far simpler
than the elaborate North American
presentations of late, but fun. A movie
programme has become standard;
Aussiecon premiered Solaris but | was
too busy visiting. At larger conventions,
there are often two or more concurrent
programme items: on SF, fantasy,
science, films, writing, editing, fan
publishing, anything. Of course, it all
leads up to the Hugo banquet, and the
presentation of awards voted on by the
members of the convention. Some
people fall in love at conventions, and
some get pros to autograph their books.
Lots of things happen at worldcons. The
1976 worldcon, in Kansas City, may be
over when you read this, but you can
always join the 1977 SUNCON, chaired
by Don and Grace Lundry, Box 3427,
Cherry Hill, NJ 08034.

Anyway, at this convention there
was an excellent, smoothly-run
programme, organized by Bruce
Gillespie and Leigh Edmonds, among
others. | enjoyed it, and | rarely get
around to attending the formal conven-
tion events (though I've never felt that |
was on half the programme before,
either). Carey Handfield, one of the
committee members, set an example of
stunning efficiency by day; and then in
the evening, everyone relaxed and
actually enjoyed their own convention.
Remarkable. | just hope they don’t all
gafiate. (That's “get away from it all,”
leave fandom, a feeling you understand
after running a worldcon.)

Oh vyes. A large chunk of my
convention was spent talking to
reporters. Taping a half-hour pro-
gramme on Canadian literature (my
specialty, one reporter discovered to her
delight) was an odd experience, but
easier than trying to explain fandom as
a subculture to Jan Sharpe for her “New
Society’’ programme.

“But what are you doing here?
Talking to your friends—but you're a
successful woman, surely you have real
friends?”’

On Saturday afternoon, | sat trying
to tell Jan’s tape recorder (because |
wasn't reaching Jan) what | valued
about fandom: the chance to meet, to
become friends (not just acquaintances:
friends) with a wide and wonderful
circle of people. Look, | said, at the
people you found me with today: Bob
Tucker, who's a legend, and Jillian
Miranda Foyster, who’s an Australian
schoolgirl, and her mum Elizabeth who
teaches and paints lovely watercolours,
and John Alderson who raises sheep
(and, | thought, | want to get back
down to the ballroom and talk to
them). But she didn’t understand—not
even when | turned around and
interviewed her for an article I'm
writing on Australian women (I was
busy, this trip, playing pro writer;
scholar, too, visiting at University of
Melbourne in hopes of coming back).

Young, intelligent, hip, a single
mother, Jan complained she had no one
to talk with, could feel at ease only with
a small, elite group of people her age
who shared her ideas. Yet she couldn’t
believe that fandom gave me exactly
what she lacked, that | had flown here
for a sort of giant family reunion. (It
has its quarrels, but it's not a bad clan.)

| passed Jan on to Tucker, and
went off to interview an advice-to-
housewives columnist and the German
chambermaid. Not even Mr. Smooth
could dent the preconceptions with
which she edited me, and Bruce
Gillespie, and Eric Lindsay, though. The
radio programme presented the stereo-
type of fans as social misfits, shy,
introverted, able to communicate only

on paper (some of my second-year
English students should be so handi-
capped!). Shy? Introverted? That raving
bunch of lunatics munching daffodils,
waiting for the train to Ballarat, and
chattering away?

We come together because we value
SF. We stay, because we value each
other. We celebrate fandom because it is
the bond that holds us together.

Well: when we talked to Malcolm
Maiden—frizzyhaired freak, writing for

LITERATURE OF CANADA:
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the Australian edition of Rolling Stone
—about ‘“tribe” and ‘‘celebration’” and
“‘communications network,” he under-
stood.

And the latest issue of Leigh
Edmonds’ Fanew Sletter reports that SF
clubs and fanzines are mushrooming all
over Australia. Fans coming together,
talking with their friends.

“Why are you here?”

“Because [ohn Bangsund has a
bottle of Kaiser Stuhl Bin |426 in his
wine cellar for me.”’

Several years ago, John Bangsund,
Publishing Jiant, wine critic, and all-
round legend of Melbourne fandom,
proposed that Australians bid for a
world convention, inviting Ursula K. Le
Guin as GoH. They did. A somewhat
erratic career took John away to
Canberra, where he became a civil
servant, married a charming woman
named Sally, and generally Settled
Down—except for producing a steady
flow of outrageously brilliant fanzines.
(John Bangsund, P.O. Box 434,
Norwood, SA 5067, Australia.) The
cosmic wheels continued to grind, of

R[/d.
LOS ANGELES,
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course, and they brought me, one
August night, to sit in John and Sally’s
living room, curled up by the heater
with cat Dylan, sharing conversation

and wine with them, and Carey
Handfield, and three more North
Americans: John Berry, Mike Glick-

sohn, and Shery| Birkhead.

Now John Bangsund happens to be
one of the best personal journalists
(synthesizing ideas, emotion, exper-
ience, into words—OK, have you got a
name for it?) existing today. Not
‘‘existing in fandom.” Existing
anywhere—though he chooses to distrib-
ute his material through fandom’s
network. Through that writing, its
intelligence and insight and quirky
humour, he'd earned our admiration;
through it, and our writing, and lots of
letters, we'd formed a friendship, which
gained an extra dimension as we sat
talking with him.

John Berry, in San Francisco in
July, figured he couldn’t go to Aussie-
con: he had just enough money to find
a place to live, exist til he could live by
writing. ““Bangsund has that bottle of
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Kaiser Stuhl waiting for me,” he
explained, as he wrote the cheque to the
travel agent. Translation: we have a
friendship to confirm in person. This
will never happen to any of us again.
Translation:  impossible in  words,
possible only in the feeling we share as
Bangsund pulls out the July 1972 issue
of Amazing, with the ‘Clubhouse”
column in which Berry reviews (glow-
ingly) Bangsund’s Scythrop and
incidentally (not so glowingly) Mike's
and my Energumen #10; and the July
1975 Amazing in which | review
(glowingly) Bangsund’s Philosophical
Gas and the defunct Scythrop. So we sit
and praise each other’s writing; and we
mean more than praise because it
touches us, and we wish we’d written it;
and we try not to feel silly.

“What is the purpose of your
visit?"’

“Tourist.”

Sixty of the North Americans (six
Canadians, including two GoHs, the
TORCON Il chairman, and a retired
Mountie) went to Aussiecon because of
Grace Lundry, who with husband Don
organized a group flight and kept us
organized. After the con, they’d left us
time to play tourist. Genie DiModica
saw Ayers Rock. Alan Frisbie was bitten
by a wombat. Don and Grace took lots
of trains without 58 other fen. | found
myself, one chilly spring night in
August, in Ken and Marea Ozanne’s
garden waiting my turn at Ken's 10”
telescope. Freesias scented the air, a cat
purred in the long grass, a stream
chuckled in a vast country silence: and
suddenly the normal, lovely scene
shifted. Polaris wasn’t there in the clear
north sky. The stars were strange. On
the southern horizon, there at last were
the five points of the Southern Cross!
Alpha Centauri, nearest neighbour, new.
Different stars,

We call it a Sense of Wonder.

Two days later, Australia’s fabulous
femmefan Shayne McCormack was
handing us daffodils in Sydney airport,
so we could concentrate on something
besides the reality of saying goodbye
several months too soon. Fans hugged
fans, hiding emotions under the ritual
exchange: ‘“See you next year in Kansas
City.”

““Where're you from?"’

“Australia.”

“Purpose of visit?"

“To have dinner with my friends.”

Oh vyes. Eric Lindsay is collecting
pre-supporting members (A$2) for the
next Australian worldcon. Sixty or

more of us are members already.
Sydney Cove in '88? Beaut! [ |
—Susan Wood

University of British Columbia
Dept of English

2075 Wesbrook Place
Vancouver BC
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And Seabury Press’s Continuum
Books has the best of this
acclaimed Polish writer whose
perplexing plots are winning new
science fiction fans every day.
With worldwide sales of more
than 7 million copies, Stanistaw
Lem s more than a cult figure—
he’s a potential profit center!

THE STAR DIARIES

Intrepid space traveler ljon Tichy's
seventh voyage takes him on a
hilarious trip through a tangled
time warp—and Lem, through the
gates of futuristic satire. “Lem
always hits his targets dead center
and Michael Kandel (twice nom-
inated for NBA translation awards)
has expertly rendered some tricky
prose into idiomatic English.”
—Publishers Weekly. “Surprisingly
serious excursions into issues of
will and faith. Funny, unexpected,
tantalizing.” —Kirkus Reviews.
$9.95

THE CYBERIAD

Fables for the Cybernetic Age
“Amazing richness of image and

a great knack for characterization.
Lem is wildly comic, he is sar-
donic, perplexing, insightful.”
~Theodore Sturgeon.  $9.50

THE INVINCIBLE

“Arousing adventure in the tech-
nological mode...with moments
of great beauty and strangeness
...ajoytoread.”

—Ursula K. Le Guin. $6.95

SF loy
Stanislaw
Lem

THE FUTUROLOGICAL
CONGRESS

World-renowned cosmonaut

ljon Tichy is refrigerated in liquid
nitrogen—only to reawaken in the
year 2039 in an era of total psy-
chochemization. “Original, dis-
turbing, mordantly funny.”
—Kirkus Reviews. $7.95

MEMOIRS FOUND

IN A BATHTUB

The ultimate bureaucracy is dis-
sected by “Kafkaesque satire
studded with humorous devices
and procedures.”

—Fantasy & Science Fiction. $6.95

!

THE INVESTIGATION

This story of missing—and
apparently resurrected—bodies
“explores the metaphysics of
detection, whether a scientist’s,
a theologian’s, or a fictional
Sherlock’s.”—Choice. $7.95

MORTAL ENGINES

These stories run the gamut from
slapstick to pathos as Lem turns
his unique talent and sharp vision
toward something that doesn’t
yet exist: artificial intelligence—
and the moral and philosophical
questions raised by the creation
of machines that think.

Coming in January $9.95

THE SCIENCE
FICTION BOOK

A guided picture tour of the
sci-fi world with over 200
illustrations. 10 in full color.
“An excellent overview. ..

a delight.’—Chicago Tribune,
Book World. $14.95

CONTINUUM BOOKS
from THE SEABURY PRESS

815 Second Avenue, New York, NY 100717
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Several people, including Andy
Porter, were surprised when my first
column for ALGOL showed up simul-
taneously in Amazing.

So was I.

The Aussiecon column was orig-
inally written for the special 50th Anni-
versary issue of Amazing. Not incident-
ally, it was planned as my final column
for “The Clubhouse.” | had put a good
deal of effort into that last column, and
was reasonably pleased with it. As you
can imagine, | was disappointed when
Ted White, Amazing’s editor, informed
me (through a third person, not direct-
ly) that it had been squeezed out of the
anniversary issue. (Columns were fre-
quently delayed like this.) | wrote to
Ted, asking to withdraw the column
altogether, and submitting the resigna-
tion I'd planned to offer after the
annish. | didn’t hear from Ted, directly
or indirectly, but frankly didn't think
this was unusual.

Uh-uh. Mistake. Bad. Slap on wrist,
Susan. (Ouch!) A/ways wait (patiently)
until a manuscript is returned.

Andy Porter had asked me for a
column. | was marking final exams;
writing time just didn't exist. | did,
however, have this lovely, unpublished,
and (so | assumed) unclaimed manu-
script around. | sent a copy off to
Andy, telling him its antecedents. | sent
it, and Andy accepted it, in good faith.

And then the Amazing hit the
stands.

| gather that Ted White never re-
ceived my letter. Certainly he never told
Sol Cohen, the magazine’s publisher,
that I'd withdrawn the column. The
latter found that if he cut the column
(in the middle of a sentence) he had
room to run it after all. Apparently
everyone concerned is furious. Certain-
ly, only Andy Porter has contacted me
directly to find out whahappened. I've
apologized to Andy for any problems |
may have inadvertently created for him;
and | apologize to you-the-reader, to

whom | had no intention of offering the
same material twice.

It was only a year ago that Rob
Jackson was lamenting in Maya that
“The entire UK fanzine scene seems to
be at a standstill now.” Something
happened. That scene is now so active
that an old fan and tired like myself,
balancing my teacup out here in the
Last Outpost of Empire, can’t even
begin to keep up with the new fanzines
(sorry, lads).

Recently | assembled a heap of
British printed matter from September
1975 through to June 1976. Then | read
through it all in two days, without
benefit of pie or pint, or even a sup of
Pat Charnock’s cider. Now Ratfans, the
Gannetfather, the Tweed Elephant, the
underground Goblin, several persons
named lan, the odd Kittenfan, and
Gerry Webb’s peke, all drawn by Harry
Bell, dance through my fevered brain
singing “‘Britain is fyne in '79!” Occa-
sionally they stop to insult Malcolm
Edwards, who replies with polite, devas-
tating polysyllables. 1t’s enough to make
a poor North American break out in
generalizations. For example:

British fandom certainly is active,
these days. | suspect it's a self-
reinforcing process, like most waves of
fabulous fannish activity. Local groups
—the Gannets up around Newcastle, the
Kittens in the Kingston area, the Rats
infesting south London—hold meetings,
publish fanzines, put on conventions,
and generally bring people together in
an atmosphere of enthusiasm that
inspires other people to engage in these
fannish activities, putting out yet more
fanzines full of yet more letters which
in turn. ... The enthusiasm reminds old
gafiates of why they enjoyed fandom in
the first place, and so Peter Weston, Eric
Bentcliffe, Terry Jeeves and others start
writing and drawing again. Bob Shaw
enjoys himself at an Eastercon, writes
about it, and keeps on writing. Harry

Bell, drawn back into fanac by Gannet-
fandom, starts contributing Hugo-
quality cartoons (like the brilliant cover
for Maya 9) to every fanzine in sight.
And after eleven years, Walt Willis is
lured back into active fandom—a letter
crosses the Atlantic to the Katz’s re-
vived Swoon, a column is promised for
Maya 11, where it will join forces with
work from Bob Shaw, Pete Weston and
Tom Perry.

Meantime, Peter Roberts is main-
taining the high standards of fannish
writing we expect from The British; and
lan Williams, Pat Charnock, and poten-
tially at least the Skeltons are are
reaching those exalted standards of
excellence. Those people can put you
right into their lives ... marvellous
stuff. (Parenthetically, | wonder about
the level of Male Chauvinist Piggery
among the Rats and their ilk. Pat seems
to be attracting criticism for her so-

called ‘‘strident” feminist views,
expressed in her Wrinkled Shrew and
lan Williams’ Goblin's Grotto. Person-
ally, | find what she has to say to be
calm in tone, and reasonable, even
obvious and familiar, in content. Of
course, most other British females seem
to be mentioned in terms of their male
partners or their breast size; Pat is
probably pretty radical just by being
herself.)

There are plenty of other good
fanwriters; the lettercols are full of
familiar names and new ones; the fan-
zine review columns list dozens of titles
besides those I've collected here. And
obviously, all this fanzine activity is
only the foaming crest of a large wave
of British activity. When it breaks over
British Columbia, though, after three
months or more crossing the Atlantic, it
still carries a tremendous sense of ex-
citement and involvement.

British fandom is varied, though at
first it may not seem that way. Several
overseas fans have pointed out, in locs
I've just been reading, that it’s unfair to
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compare ‘‘British fandom’ with the
much larger “North American fandom”
and expect the same level of activity
from both, Yes, but British fandom isn’t
comparable to a single city’s fandom,
either, though it shares some character-
istics. Notably, there’s the inevitable
in-groupishness which occurs when
friends write to and for each other’s
zines, about the same conventions and
personalities, sharing the same feuds or
jokes. Eric Bentcliffe, in his entertaining
fanzine column in Egg 10, reviews Maya
9 and Goblin’s Grotto. Malcolm Ed-
wards, in his excellent (translation, wish
/'d written it) fanzine column in Maya
10, reviews the Charnox’ personalzines,
lan Maule’s Checkpoint and . .. Egg 10,
commenting in passing on John Bros-
nan’s insults. Brosnan and Greg Pickers-
gill, in their personalzines, deliver the
(apparently) obligatory insults to every-
one in British fandom, and especially
Malcolm. So it goes.

(Those insults disturb me, rather.
As Jerry Kaufman points out in Maya
10, British fans actually print gossip and
personal comments which North Amer-
ican fans only speak. The “serious and
steady invective’ of John Brosnan, Greg
Pickersgill, and to a lesser extent the
other Ratfen—and retaliating Gannets
and such—just isn’t common, over here.
Or if it is, it’s part of a Deadly Feud. It
took me awhile to realize, and longer to
accept, that their crude and constant
nastiness was serious. | dunno—Brosnan
especially puts so much effort into
being Vile that he fills me with unholy
fascination.)

(There's also an anti-intellectualism
which labels anything above its own
level “pseud,” for pseudo. Shows the
unity of British fandom, | guess, that
such people feel moved to insult; over
here, | expect the book review or
whatever would just be ignored.)

Despite the apparent insularity,
there's really a wide range of interests
covered by the fanzines | have here. At
one extreme there’s the scholarly
journal Foundation and the serious
SF-reader oriented Vector maintaining a
high standard of interesting discussion
and reviews. The major Gannetzines,
Goblin’s Grotto and Maya, are solid
genzines. 1I'm not the only reader who
believes that, in just a year, Rob Jack-
son has turned Maya into a Hugo-
quality fanzine. In fact, it's character-
istic of North American insularity that
so few zines and writers outside this
continent ever get recognition; Maya,
Harry Bell, Peter Roberts and of course
Bob Shaw are notably missing from this
year’'s Hugo ballot, as are Australian
writers like John Bangsund. Like other
genzines—Eric  Bentcliffe’s revived
Triode, Bernie Peek and Dave Rowe's
K—the Gannetzines dispel the ingroup
image with contributors and loc-writers
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from North and South America. Maybe
this column will help increase the com-
munication.

Finally, shading into the lunatic
fringe come the fannish genzines like
Peter Roberts’ inestimable £gg, the fab-
ulous Ratzines, and a whole crop of
fascinating, if ephemeral, personalzines,
which their perpetrators would prefer
not to have mentioned, since they are
Not Generally Available. (But thank
you, people. You write so well, | really
feel | know you. And I'm looking
forward to meeting you. Even Brosnan.)

The only other generalization |
have to make is that the new breed of
British fanzines are better reproduced
than those of 6 or 8 years ago. There’s
more artwork (and, luckily, Terry
Jeeves and ATom are still contributing
their embellishments), and a greater
concern with layout and legibility.
Triode, for example, is a most attractive
mimeod zine, proving that you don’t
have to lash out £80, as Rob Jackson
claims to have done on Maya 9, for a
good-looking fanzine. (Rob also claims
to work 87 hours a week as a paedia-
trician, on top of which he edits, writes
articles, is co-authoring a novel, chairs a
fan group, and works on the '79 com-
mittee. And he apologizes to me for not
writing letters! Personally, | think he
must be a millionaire android.)

Rob invests the money and the
time, he says, purely for “response’’—
communication and egoboo. On that
basis, he certainly succeeds, as do the
more modest zines. They’re all mad, in
the British rather than American sense
—insane, silly, fabulously fannishly
crazy, resolutely not serious-dull even
on serious topics. They’re very, very
enjoyable.

The following list, though incom-
plete, may help your personal trans-
Atlantic crossing. Send a money order
or bank draft in either US dollars or
British pounds; do not send US cash or
stamps (yes, | do have to keep remind-
ing people, like the ones who think
Canadians can use US stamps.) Be
patient while the fanzine travels round
Cape Horn on a slow windjammer. And
enjoy all those Harry Bell creatures
jumping through the pages crying
“Britain in '79!"

After the Flood. David Griffin, 83
Maple Rd., Horfield, Bristol BS7 8RF,
U.K. American agent, Don D’Ammassa,
19 Angell Dr., Providence, Rl 02914.
The usual (that is, contribution, trade,
letter of comment), 25 p., 60¢. Serious
genzine (reviews, etc.) with emphasis on

Scandinavian material. Nice Steve
Fabian and Terry Jeeves artwork.
Checkpoint. lan Maule, 8 Hillcroft

Cres., Ealing, London W5 2SG, U.K.
The usual or 5/40 p. Regular, if thin,
newsletter of British prodom, British
and overseas fandom. Malcolm Edwards

complains there’s “no decent gossip”
and | agree 1'd like more personality.
Egg 10. Peter Roberts, 6 Westbourne
Park Villas, London W2, U.K. The
usual, not available for cash. Rave, rave,
rave. Egg is fascinating, fannish, miscel-
laneous, ATom-illustrated and fun.
Highlight of this issue is Peter writing
about crudzines, and the ‘“fascination of
the naively atrocious.” Roberts for
TAFF!

Fanzine Fanatique 2. Keith Walker, 2
Daisy Bank, Quernmore Rd., Lancaster,
Lancs., U.K. The usual, 10 p., request.
British and overseas fanzine reviews.
Foundation 9. Peter Nicholls for The
Science Fiction Foundation, North East
London Polytechnic, Longbridge Rd.,
Essex RM8 2AS, U.K. 3/£2.55, 3/$7.50
surface to US and Canada. Richard
Cowper on writing SF, Peter Nicholls on
New Worlds and the death of James
Blish, J.G. Ballard on Crash!, reviews,
etc.

Goblin’s Grotto 2. lan Williams, 6 Greta
Terrace, Chester Rd., Sunderland SR4
7RD, Tyne and Wear, U.K. The usual,
35 p. or $1.00. Harry Bell art, Rob
Jackson on being a doctor (this needed
editing, lan), various people being
serious about Dhalgren, a good lettercol,
and the highlight—Pat Charnock’s
“Second Generation Woman."
Gunputty, ‘‘the fanzine of mince fan-
dom.” Sam Long, Box 4946, Patrick
AFB, FL 32925, USA. The usual or
show of interest (‘‘a quarter or two.")
Fannish/personal token-British fanzine,
with a Harry Bell cover, Terry Jeeves
artwork, photos from the 1975 British
Eastercon and the like. Sam recently
married British fan Mary Reed, thus
demonstrating the advantages of trans-
Atlantic contact.

Maya 10. Rob Jackson, 21 Lyndhurst
Rd., Benton, Newcastle Upon Tyne
NE12 9NT, U.K. US agents, Sam Long
and Mary Reed, Box 4946, Patrick
AFB, FL 32925, USA. The usual, 40 p.
or 3/£1.00 UK, $1.00 or 4/$3.00 US
and Canada.

Scabby Tales. John Brosnan, 4 Lothair
Rd., South Ealing, London W5, U.K.
Personalzine.

SPI 4. Graham Poole, 23 Russet Rd.,
Cheltenham, Glos. GL51 7LN, U.K. The
usual, “‘suggestions, $ bill or by jumping
up and down shouting ‘Are you going to
give me one then?’ " News, reviews,
articles highlighted by James White’s
Beneluxcon GoH speech, and an active
lettercolumn, all in half-size faded off-
set. My latest copy is September 1975
(it's been awhile since | cleared up the
mail) so | hope SP/ is still going!

Stop Breaking Down, Greg Pickersgill, 4
Lothair Rd., South Ealing, London W5,
U.K. The usual, show of interest, or 20
p. in British stamps. Graham Charnock
talks about sex and sharing a room with
Chris Priest (separate activities, | hasten



to add); Peter Roberts reminisces about
his first fanzine; Simone Walsh longs for
friendly, atmospheric con hotels of a
kind unknown in North America. Rat-
fannish personalzine, fannish and enjoy-
able.

Triode 22. Eric Bentcliffe, 17 Riverside
Cres., Holmes Chapel, Cheshire CW4
INR, U.K. Whim, or 3/£1.00, 3/$2.50.
The leader of revived oldtime British
fandom. Eric writes well about touring
the Balkans; Irish fan John Berry finger-
prints monkeys; and Terry Jeeves asks
that ‘“‘heaven preserve us from the teach-
ers of sf.” (Speaking as one myself, I'd
have to agree.) Jeeves, who’s also listed
as “producer,” illustrates the lot. It’s
fabulous, fannish, and good reading; I'm
glad you’re all back.

Vector 71, 72, 73-74. Journal of the
British Science Fiction Association, ed-
ited by Chris Fowler, 72 Kenilworth
Ave., Southcote, Reading RG3 3DN,
U.K. Free to members of the BSFA.
6/£3.30, 6/$6.—overseas subs ‘‘please
send sterling cheques or money orders
payable to Vector, or, failing that, cash
in US dollars.” A serious-but-not-dull
magazine, valuable to the SF reader.
The (appallingly regular) issues here
contain such goodies as Ursula Le
Guin’s Aussiecon GoH speech; inter-
views with Robert Silverberg and J.G.
Ballard; and lots of reviews. | wish Chris
would stop being so defensive about the
fact that he took over Vector from
Malcolm Edwards; and | also wish_he’d
exercise a little more editorial ruthless-
ness on the reviews and letters. Those
quibbles aside, | think he’s doing a fine
job.

Wrinkled Shrew 5. Pat and Graham
Charnock, 70 Ledbury Rd., London
W11, UK. Shrew has a small print run,
and Pat warns that some nameless recip-
ients have found it “‘repulsive, filthy and
loathsome.” | dunno why; the double-
entendres shouldn’t shock anyone over
the age of 6 (and the “Inside Shrew”
section is brilliant.) This issue has a
good lettercol, a fannish board-game,
Roy Kettle’s memoirs, Tad Lawrence on
“Black Holes in Space and the Wool-
wich Work Camp.” Above all, it has
Pat's writing, cut-and-pasted together by
Graham. A thoroughly enjoyable fan-
nish personalzine. Ask politely and send
a loc, fanzine, or contribution.

If I've covered half the current
British fanzines, I'll be surprised. There
certainly are a lot of them, aren’t there?
With that banal observation, I'll leave
you to buy sterling money orders, after
these few addenda.

* % ¥ Xk

I’'ve just received the third issue of
New Zealand's only fanzine, Nou-
menon. t's edited by Brian Thurogood,
with the assistance of Deborah Knapp,
at: Wilma Rd., Ostend, Waiheke Island,
Hauraki Gulf, New Zealand. It’s pub-

lished monthly, neatly offset, and a
year's sub costs $5.50 N.Z., $6.00 US/
Canada seamail. It will mostly be of
interest to Kiwi and Aussie SF readers,
for whom a basic fan glossary is
supplied; it contains reviews, letters,
articles about SF, lists of SF books
available Down Under and so on. Brian,
and a good many isolated readers like
him, first made person-to-person
contact with fandom at Aussiecon; I’'m
glad that fine fannish enthusiasm is still
being generated, to power projects like
Noumenon.

South of the Moon, the amateur
press association directory, is now being
edited by Andrew Sigel, 424 Greenleaf

St., Evanston, IL 60202, USA. It's
available for information on apas, or
25¢

Apple is a new apa ‘“‘for lovers of
food, gardening and handcrafts” to ex-
change recipes, patterns and how-to
hints. There are no dues, and the OE
can run stencils for you. Information:
Sheila D’Ammassa, 19 Angell Dr., E.
Providence, RI 02914, USA.

Fanzines for review should be sent
to Susan Wood, Department of English,
University of British Columbia, Van-
couver, B.C. V6T 1T6, Canada, where
Susan regrets that she is rather too busy
working to respond to every fanzine
properly.

You've got to be

putting us on.

Cool off

T-shirt,

in an F&SF
available only
from this magazine at
the bargain price of $3.98

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

P.O. Box 56. Cornwall, Ct. 06753

F&SF shirts at $3.98 each,

2ip

order

Small [J Medium (] Large [] Extra Large [J

|

|

|
each, which includes |
postage and handling. | Send me
These handsome 100% enclosed.
cotton shirts come in |
navy blue with the | Name
original F&SF logo im-
printed in white. Al sizes | Address
in stock and shipped as City
soon as we receive the !
coupon or a separate | State

|

|

Order size larger to allow for shrinkage.
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