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THIS ISN'T SF COMMENTARY 26 is really SCYTHROP 26 in a clever plastic
disguise. (You were really fooled for a moment, weren't you - go on, admit it.)
The date is Autumn 1972, and this is our extra special once-in-a-lifetime
LET'S HEAR IT FOR BRUCE GILLESPIE. issue. Init we find:

I MUST BE TALKING TO MY FRIENDS ... wherein the editor fails miserably
to reproduce Bruce's inimitable style, and there are letters from Jerry Lapidus,
Joanne Burger, Jack Wodhams, George Tumer and John D. Berry. Jack and
George tell outlandish Keats & Chapman anecdotes.

This section is preceded by a selection from the works of Thomas Love Peacock,
for those who prefer a better class of reading.

PLUMBERS OF THE COSMOS ... wherein George Turner looks at Bruce Gillespie

and his magazine. Definitely not recommended for the hero-worshipping class.
This is followed by some thoughts by the editor on the same subject.

MUSHROOMS IN THE BASKET ... wherein Stanislaw Lem is interviewed by
some anonymous Russian, and Reveals All about his approach to writing.

CRITICANTO ... wherein Mervyn Barmett, Robin Johnson and Gary Deindorfer
discuss in the penetrating manner you have come to expect of this publication,
books, films and music. (Something for everyone in this issue, by crikey.)

THE ARTWORK is by Lindsay Cox,
Lettering by the editor, using Letterpress; electrostencils by Noel
Kerr; paper by Gestetner; production by Roneo 865; the fanzine flies Qantas.

SCYTHRORP is published by John Bangsund, PO Box 357, Kingston, ACT 2604,
Australia. Subscriptions: Australia - 6 for A$3.00; UK - 6 for £0.90 (from
Ethel Lindsay, Courage House, 6 Langley Ave, Surbiton, Surrey); USA - 5 for
US$3.00 (from Andy Porter, PO Box 4175, New York 10017); 6 for DM 10,00
(Hans Alpers, 285 Bremerhaven 1, Weissenburgerstr. 6, West Germany); in
Scandinavia, 4 for Kr10,00 (from Ulf Westblom, Studentbacken 25C/103,
§-11540, Stockholm). Also available in exchange for selected fanzines,
contributions and published letters of comment. [2ast stencil typed 4.5.72...
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THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK

MULTUM IN PAVO: An anthology in instaiments

In the evening, the whole party met, as usual, in the library. Marionetta sat at the harp;
the Honourable Mr Listless sat by her and turned over her music, though the exertion was
almost too much for him. The Reverend Mr Larynx relieved him occasionally in this
delightful labour, Scythrop, tormented by the demon Jealousy, sat in the corner biting

his lips and fingers. Marionetta looked at him every now and then with a smile of most
provoking good humour, which he pretended not to see, and which only the more exasper-
ated his troubled spirit. He took down a volume of Dante, and pretended to be deeply
interested in the Purgatorio, though he knew not a word he was reading, as Marionetta

was well aware; who, tripping across the room, peeped into his book, and said to him,

"I see you are in the middle of Purgatory. " — "I am in the middle of hell, " said Scythrop
furiously. "Are you?" said she; "then come across the room, and I will sing you the finale
of Don Giovanni. "

“Let me alone, " said Scythrop. Marionetta looked at him with a deprecating smile, and
said, "You unjust, cross creature, you.” — “Let me alone, " said Scythrop, but much
less emphatically than at first, and by no means wishing to be taken at his word. Marion-
etta left him immediately, and returning to the harp, said, just loud enough for Scythrop
to hear — "Did you ever read Dante, Mr Listless? Scythrop is reading Dante, and s just
now in Purgatory. " — "And I, " said the Honourable Mr Listless, “"am not reading Dante,
and am just now in Paradise, " bowing to Marionetta.

MARIONETTA: You are very gallant, Mr Listless: and I dare say you are very fond of
reading Dante.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS: I don't know how it is, but Dante never came in my
way till lately. I never had him in my collection, and if I had him I should not have
read him. But I find he is growing fashionable, and I am afraid I must read him some
wet morning.

MARIONETTA: No, read him some evening, by all means. Were you ever in love, Mr
Listless?

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS: I assure you, Miss O'Carroll, never - till I came to
Nightmare Abbey. I dare say it is very pleasant; but it seems to give so much trouble
that I fear the exertion would be too much for me.

MARIONETTA: Shall I teach you a compendious method of courtship, that will give you
no trouble whatever?

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS: You will confer on me an inexpressible obligation.

I am all impatience to learn it.

MARIONETTA: Sit with your back to the lady and read Dante; only be sure to begin in
the middle, and tum over three or four pages at once - backwards as well as forwards,
and she will immediately perceive tnat you are desperately in love with her - desperately.
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS: You are pleased to be facetious, Miss O'Carroll. The
lady would infallibly conclude that I was the greatest brute in town.

MARIONETTA: Far from it. She would say, perhaps, some people have odd methods of
showing their affecton.

- From NIGHTMARE ABBEY, Chapter VI

@Editorial note: With all respect to the Presiding Spirit of this publication, the above
method, alas, does not work. From bitter experience, on various occasions and in many
circumstances, I have found that Dante - and Gibbon, Theocritus in the original Greek,
the New Scientist, Ibsen, Asimov, SF Commentary, the Encyclopaedia Britannica - even
the collected novels of Peacock himself - induce no such perception in the lady at whom
the recommended procedure is aimed. Perhaps Marionettas are just scarce these days.)
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| Must Be Talking To My Friends ...

Imitadon, they say, is the sincerest form of getting you nowhere. Something like that.
Anyway, for this issue only, SCYTHROP salutes SF COMMENTARY by attempting a vaguely
Gillespie~ish format, publishing something by Stanislaw Lem (when only last issue or
thereabouts we said we would never ever... but that was last issue), and in even more subtle
ways indicating that we think Bruce Gillespie is a good guy and SF COMMENTARY a great
fanzine. Congratulations on getting onto the Hugo ballot, Bruce, and even if you don't

win a yeller rocket, be assured that you have something much more valuable: friends you
can talk to - friends, moreover, who are more than willing to listen whenever you put
typewriter to stencil.

I should really start this thing with a letter from Bruce. I had an excellent one a few days
ago, but unfortunately most of it was marked DNQ (why, I have no idea: it was just stuff
about wild libidinous drunken sex orgies at the Melbourne Eastercon) and it contained no
reference whatever to the last few ineffably brilliant issues of SCYTHROP. (Come to think
of it, 1didn't get around to publishing those.) But Bruce did say - and I quote from memory,
having filed the letter in Another Place (as we call wastepaper baskets in Canberra) - that
one way of stopping AUSTRALIAN SF REVIEW in its tracks was for him to submit an article

to it; now, it would seem, the way to stop SF COMMENTARY in its tracks is for me to do a
cover for it,

So we'll start the letter-column with, .. hmm, lessee now... Heinlein, Sturgeon, Clarke,
Asimov... tum te tum... Yevtushenko, Borges, Durrell... jeez they write a lotta crap,..
Proust, Pushkin, Leigh Edmonds... Oh hell, let’s start with

JERRY LAPIDUS Thanks muchly for Scythrop 22. I read most of it during
54 Clearview Drive the waits for my car to cool off, after repeated over-
Pittsford heatings on the way to the Worldcon in Boston, and it
New York 14534 USA proved an excellent time-filler. (Why don't you get a

VW, Jerry? They don't over-heat, they just seize up.
Against such an eventuality I keep the complete novels
of Thomas Love Peacock in the glove-box.)

This issue seems to combine the best features of ASFR with the best features of some of the
lighter Australian fanzines, to produce a thoroughly enjoyable and easy-to-read publication.
I hope this one lasts for a while, too; right now your only major lack is one of good artwork.
Some of the work is enjoyable, but generally the illustrations are far inferior to the written
material, both serious and light. It's primitively enjoyable, but really doesn’t do much for
me as art.

I do like a lot of your layout and design ideas, embodying some concepts we don’t see over
here. The Le Guin photo page, for example, strikes me as particularly interesting - and
also your boxed comments concerning each section adds a fine touch, both as additional
editorial matter and a visual aspect not often around. If you only had the high-quality
artwork to go with it. I mention this mainly because you seem to have a much greater
interest in artwork than most British and Australian fan editors, and really should be able to
get better artwork.  { Thanks for the compliment on layout, Jerry, but on the matter of
artwork - and I know this from your own publications and from what you have written in
other people's - we diverge rather sharply. Artwork, in my fanzines, usually illustrates the
text. Art fillers are precisely that: fillers. Let me make it clear that I don't in the least
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mind fanzines with fillerstrations on every page: I love 'em. But that's not-my-approach.
My fanzines are meant to be read. Any artwork I use is chosen to enhance the text, not to
provide relief from it, Somewhere you have mentioned the late lamented TRUMPET. 1
have, or had, just about every issue, and by god that was a beautiful publication - but the
only piece I can recall ever reading in TRUMPET was a stark, chilling and magnificent bit
of self-revelation by Alan Dodd. Some say I am just not a visually-orientated person; I say
that if words are used well the imagination is liberated to conjure up all the pictures anyone
could possibly need. Decoration is fine: Terry Carr's use of Alicia Austin's frontispieces in
UNIVERSE 2, for example, is admirable - and please don't think for one moment that I
Tegard that lady's work as decoration; Alicia‘s work is superb; I refer only to Terry's use of
itin that book. Okay, so I'm a 19th Century throwback, a pre-McLuhan hick if you like,
but I can't help feeling that artists such as "Phiz" and Tenniel owe as much to the authors
they illustrated for their immortality as they deserve in their own right. To conclude this
much too long interpolation, I should mention that of the artists represented in Scythrop 22
only one is an amateur; me. You can say what you like about my stuff; I don't mind at all.
But Liz Kinnaird, John Sandler, Gerald Carr, Greg and Grae, and Lawrence Beck are pro-
fessional artists. None of them is a professional science -fictional artist, however: perhaps
that makes the difference?)

Would it be blatant over-simplification to say that Mrs Le Guin's and Captain Chandler's
answers to similar questions follow closely the lines set out by their fiction? Mrs Le Guin's
response is terse, literate, sparse and much to the point; Captain Chandler’s is loose,
rambling, filled with anecdotes and much fun to read. Both are rewarding, both tell us things
about the writers. But at the same time, both seem to me to follow their fictional styles
remarkably closely - don't you agree? (With qualifications, yes.)

And these are followed immediately by nothing less than convention reports. It seems
interesting that Australian fandom seems to be repeating stages of American fandom; even
in the major fanzines, a number of the major fan writers there seem to be spending much
time writing meeting and convention reports, something we rarely see up here any more.

I enjoy them all - it's always fun to hear about how the conventions differ from similar
meetings in th's country - but I wonder what the reaction of Australian fans is to all these
generally similar con reports, moreover reports of conventions they themselves all know
about. (All? Come now, Jerry. I have around 800 Australian names on my address list,
and we don't usually get more than 100 people at conventions.) I mean, they're enjoyable
to me, but I wonder how widespread that interest actually is.

Brosnan's bus trip is fascinating indeed, and 1'd really like to see further adventures, if John
is willing to write them. {Me too.)

George Tumer is one of the first people who writes the sort of thing one can really comment
on. The embarrassing thing is that I agree with him so completely on the books he discusses
which I have read, especially A CASE OF CONSCIENCE and CHRONOCULES. I quibble only
in that his review of the Blish novel adds nothing to the body of existing criticism on this
award-winner. ((But then, George writes almost entirely from memory. Who else do you
know who could recall the name Egtverchi without referring back to the book?)) I would
rather have seen George apply his five-fold critical ladder to more neglected and/or more
recent work, My reactions to CHRONOCULES parallel his, though somewhat strangely. 1
found the novel holding while reading, and the reading interesting; I was impressed more

in retrospect, realizing the author's achievements, than I was in the actual reading itself.
And, also strangely, I have absolutely no desire to re-read the novel, and worse yet, haven't
been inspired to go on to read Compton's other recent work. I admit this to be a fine novel
but I'm a little reluctant to make a second try and some of the man's earlier work. I find
this curious; can anyone else report similar reactions?

John, is there any chance of getting more reprints of "Iron Outlaw " for future issues? The
glimpse you give us here is just too tantalizing to pass up. ((Not sure about this, Jerry. The
series was very good, and I'd love to run the lot somewhere, but there seems some doubt
about copyright. Also, the strip was in colour for the first few months, which would make
it impossible to reproduce via electronic scanner and Roneo. )

Let me go back a moment to your editorial, to that last paragraph before the beginning of
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the Le Guin article. I'm not sure I know exactly what you mean, John, and I'm not sure

I agree with what I do understand. You seem to be blaming the lack of response to some

of your fanzines on an over-concern on your part with physical impressiveness and a neglect
of simple communication. Is this true so far? {More or less.}) If you are referring largely
to ASFR, I think I've some answers for you. There are some fanzines that, quality aside,
always inspire comments by the very material used and discussions present. There are at
the same time others, perhaps much better, which simply don't inspire the same sort of
comments. It isn't that you don't reach people, it isn't that people aren't enjoying the
magazine - it's simply a factor of the rnaterial and tone involved, Now, ASFR, with its
high caliber serious discussion of the field, was not the sort of thing which inspired easy
letters of comment; neither are Speculation nor SFC. This doesn't mean we're not enjoying
and admiring them. It's simply that they're not really participation fanzines. By compari-
son, until recently Beabohema was a pretty poor fanzine, feamring fuggheaded material
and lots of name-calling.. But precisely because of this it prompted a lot of letters, arguing
about the material.

{What I think I was getting at, Jerry, was the reaction to the later ASFRs and first Scythrop,
and I felt this was largely a reflection of my own lack of purpose, if you like. Tons of
style but nothing to say. Largely, but not entirely. I was, shall we say, pretty crapped off
when I saw all the discussion of the Blish/Moskowitz issue in overseas fanzines - and hardly
anyone wrote to me about it. But that’s all in the past.)

JOANNE BURGER About the back cover of Scythrop 23: Does Australia

55 Bluebonnet Ct have working paddlewheel boats? The only ones in the
Lake Jackson US are for tourists to ride. It would be fun to ride a real,
Texas 77566 USA working paddlewheel boat.

{John Alderson will put me straight on this if I'm wrong,
but I think the only ones we have are for tourists to ride. Sorry about that Joanne. They're
still fun, though, and their history is fascinating. If my library were not at this moment
packed in thirty -eight cartons I would quote you some hilarious stories about them.))

JACK WODHAMS How praised is your work,. Mr Bangsund, and justly so.
PO Box 48 (How many beers is that I owe you now, Jack?) What a
Caboolture quality piece of joinery Scythrop (Swindling Concupi-
Queensland 4510 scent Yahoos & Throwbacks Horror Report Overtly Pro-

nounced) 25 is, surely to rival Chippendale, Louis X1V

and other great craftsmen, not to mention Adam and his
fireplaces and Capability Brown. And not forgetting Frufru McOnogoshi - ah, but hers was
an incomparable accomplishment. Do tell.) G

Like Keats and Chapman, who were, respectively, Chairman and Treasurer of a club.
Their members were agitated - not as in a brothel, stupid, but:their club members. - because
not only funds, but also their cellar, had run dry. "Women and children thirst, " Chapman
remarked.

"Aye, and that's as it should be: the duck of the Irish. "

"And what is the duck of the Irish?" Chapman enquired.

"To be out for less than nothing, " Keats responded heartily, "But let us not silly Sally, for
the skewerate of the Crutch Deformed Church will requiem some Sacramento swine to
perform his ablutions, and do y'know, we haven't a drop in the place.”

"He'll be furious when he finds himself out of surplice. "

Up then spoke a bearded member, and this curious phenomenon said, “I know where there's
a drop. " Great dripping tears of Vat 69 fell down his swarthy cheeks as he cried, "Gallows
and gallows of the stuff; "

“Isn‘t Vat 69 the Pope's telephone number?" asked someone. He was immediately dis-
missed from the club. Religion in politics is fair enough, but Booze is Sacred.

"Lead on McDuck, " urged Keats. "Fingerloin expects every man this day to do his beauty. "
So away we galloped, we galloped all three, Keats on his bicycle and Chapman and me.
Thus was the good booze sought from apas to gents. Finally the kit was run to earthy in a
girls college where, so 'twas said, maid's water was triple distilled into a potation comp-
arable only to Mildara Hermitage. Here, in a midnight raid, reconnoitring the sleeping
quarters and hinderparts &c of the young ladies, they discovered many squeals of allright.
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"1 say. " hissed Keats in Chapman's ear, he being a hisser of high hissing history, "Is this
sort of thing really allowed?"

"Of course, " replied Chapman, "Any sport in a dorm, old boy. "

Back to 25: George Tumer - excellent; Robert Bloch - very good; old Bangsund - so-so;
Lee Harding - .25% said yes, .5% said no, leaving 99.25% uncommitted. Which is more
than can be said for some who should be.

{I don't recall Harding being in 25, Jack, but then I'm only the typist you understand.
Your K&C story is just about as far from the originals as anyone could get, although the
concluding line is in the finest tradition. If you keep carbons, that will make two of us
who know which lines I have interpolated in your story and which I have omitted. Do you
mind? I have to pretend to be editor now and then. But I never well hardly ever muck
about with G. Turner's stuff, and since we're off on K&C stories here's one of his. I don't
understand a word of it.)

GEORGE TURNER Chapman had been in a state of depression for some weeks,
87 Westbury Street and at length confessed his problem to Keats.

StKilda "It is a problem of erectile tissue, " he said delicately,
Victoria 3182 "It no longer erects. "

Keats murmured, "With openings on fair ease, C's forlorn. "
"Precisely. Much wrath of Achilles, but no Homer. "
"Homer. " quoth Keats. "The very man. My friend, Ulysses S. Homer. "
"A poet manque, perhaps?"
"He monkeys only with interiors. A surgeon, "
"Ah, a brute. Homer neanderthalensis. "

Nonetheless a consultation was arranged.

Dr Homer, on inspecting the offending member, muttered, "This thing of beauty should be
a joy for ever. " Keats stiffened as in a moment of deja vu.

"Success will be ours, " continued the surgeon. "An incision - here! A peeling back of
flesh - here - exposing the lower portion of the abdominal cavity. A tightening of the
prostate sheath - there - and..."

Keats interrupted.. "May I watch? I have always wanted to see a depressed internal
economy reacting to inflation. "

The operation was not a success. Keats comforted his friend by producing an Ode destined
for immortality. It was called "On First Looking into Homer's Chapman".

It was perhaps unfortunate - almost fatal to the friendship - that it began: "His thing of
beauty is as coy as ever. " .

(Hm. Ah, George, are you the same George Turner who writes those penetrating, if you'll
pardon the expression, articles about sf and such? Even if you are, just remember that this
is a Family Fanzine, okay? Someone has to remember that. ::: Somewhere amongst my
unpacked boxes there is a letter from Ursula Le Guin which I feel rotten about mislaying and
not publishing last issue. I put it in a special place where I would immediately find it here,
and I seem to have forgotten what tha. special place was. I've flipped through the Jerusalem
Bible, The Eighth Stage of Fandom, my bulging file of Letters From The Great And Famous,
even my precious collection of Horizons, but it must have been some other special place.

I do hope it turns up before this letter column is over. Meantime, while I continue looking
for it, you can read this stuff from John Berry. Speaking of whom reminds me of the other
John Berry, which allows me to remark that I have spent many happy hours in my cramped
Canberra cell reading Retribution, Now there was a fanzine. They don't do 'em like that
any more. I seem to have a complete set. O, for a game of ghoodminton right now. Sat-
urday night, and I wouldn't be typing stencils if I had someone to play ghoodminton with. )

JOHN D, BERRY I am laying finger to typewriter to use up the last dusty
625 Scott #6017 remnants of this ribbon (whose darkest hour is long, long
San Francisco gone) in order to make some belated response to quite a
California 94117 USA number of fanzines that you have sent me.

Because of the vagaries of the trans-Pacific mails and the



dock-workers of America, most of these fanzines, arrived recently, despite their ancient
publication dates. The oldest of them, Scythrop 21, is two years old. I was amazed when

I looked and found this date. You say in later issues that hardly anyone responded to that
issue, so you feel it was a failure. {Don't think I quite said that, John. Anyway, I meant
that fandom wasn't ready at that stage for such excellence. Or something.) Nonsense - it
was a lovely issue - but it was only one issue, a single isolated publication adrift in fandom.
One of the laws of response that I've discovered in my time in the microcosm is that most
people do not feel inclined to respond to a fanzine until it has had two or three consecutive
issues in some reasonable amount of time and can achieve the illusion that next issue will be
out similarly soon. (The Gillespie Syndrome..) Fans' memories are long - they will never
forget the image one had ten years ago - but perhaps in compensation it takes a long time
to impress anything on them. You cannot expect the best response to come until you have
been publishing regularly for a while. (I have decided that keeping a count of one's fan
publications is a snare and a delusion and a pain in the arse, but this issue of Scythrop would
be around my 120th fan publication. I know that's not what you meant, John, but don't you
think this would be enough to make people aware that, sort of, well, here I am?) . . . .

Along with the law of response just mentioned, there is the added problem presented in
Australian fanzines reaching this country. That is, again, the trans-Pacific mail. Anything
arriving here from Australia, except letters, seems like a breath of timebinding from a far-
removed past. There is a time difference in more than clocks between Australia and the
United States, (Works the other way, too, John.) The same problem is there for European
fanzines heading this way, too. For me, the effect is markedly similar between Australian
and Swedish fandom. In both cases, local fannish fortunes rise and fall, and occasional
representatives of the current fanzines make it overseas, but when they do they arrive in a
vacuum; they create no impression; it's too easy to put them aside after a quick skim. I've
been doing that for years. Eact time a Swedish or Australian fanzine arrived, I would look
it over, lay it down with the intention of going back and reading it fully some other time,
and tell myself that one of these days I have to get all these people organized in my head
and respond to their fanzines.

Right, Now's the time. So here I am asking for more. I don't even know whether you sent
Scythrop and ASFM to me with response in mind. (I did, yes.) In any case, now that I've
gotten down to reading these fanzines more -or-less thoroughly, I'm fascinated. You reached
right out of the printed page and grabbed me, interested me, and forced me to write you this
letter. What did it was mostly Scythrop 23 and 24, which arrived together, and sent me
scurrying to find the other Bangsund fanzines. ... I agree with your statement in 22 that
communication is necessary as well as word~play. The editorial of 21 was, after all,
entertaining but no more; the more recent editorials give me an impression of your life and
personality that interests me. (Aside: Do all Australian fans have the wit and the sharpness
that I've encountered in you and John Foyster and much of the outside material in your
fanzines?) (John Foyster and I are pretty dull by Australian standards, John. You should
meet Mervyn Binns some time. He has the knack of saying simple, devastating things like
“Who?" or "Oh yes”, which leave dull clods like John and me floundering.)) I enjoy reading
about your life and your thoughts, even when they revolve around your poverty. I get the
impression that I'd love to sit down with you in a pub and talk for hours. I imagine I would
find it easy, too, although I'm prone to frequent fits of untalkativeness. {All great artists
are, John. It's a burden we have to bear. You would like Lee Harding, though: he talks
non-stop, and if he thinks you're not listening he'll do something entertaining such as
falling off his chair. Nice feller, Lee. I miss him a lot. No-one has fallen off a chair
since I've been in Canberra.)) The fulfilment of this wish will have to wait' a while: I
intend to visit Australia someday but I don't feel it s likely I'll get there for a couple of
years at least. Perhaps I'll use the Australian worldcon as an excuse to go that year and then
continue on a voyage around southern and eastern Asia. I have a great interest in seeing
both India and China, and the latter is getting more and more practical for Americans all

" the time. At least I know that when I do get to Australia, there will be people I'11 be
interested enough to look up. Hopefully by then they will also know a little more of me,
¢1'1 fight anyone in the house who hasn't heard of John D. Berry, d'ya‘'hear me: Not only
that, but I've made fourteen typing errors on this stencil so far, which would seem to
indicate that I should take what remains of the flagon and retire for the night. Padon me,
John, but Saturday night with only a flagon and a stack of stencils is not conducive to
producing a first-class fanzine. I'll continue tomorrow, unless that bird in room 172....)
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(Well, so much for the bird in room 172, While I've been out creating Immortal Literature,
she has found someone else. So here I am again. Sunday, 23rd April. Shakespeare's
birthday, you know: would have been 408 today i f he'd lived, poor bugger.)

Your taste as reflected in your fanzine runs close enough to mine that I am entertained and
stimulated by Scythrop. I vastly enjoy the personal, fannish accounts offered by Bob
Toomey way back in 21 and by John Foyster and John Brosnan in 22. (And you say you
changed policy with 22? Looks to me like all you changed was the typeface.) Iam bored
by all the "discussion” of science fiction that goes on in most American fanzines, consisting
as it does mainly of mediocre book reviews and ego-full articles by small-time pros, yet
I'm stimulated and my interest recharged by the kind of intelligent, erudite consideration
given the field in Scythrop, Speculation and, when it leans that way, Energumen. And I
particularly appreciated Ursula Le Guin's article, even though I must echo David Compton
and admit that I didn't wholly understand it, since Mrs Le Guin is quite possibly my favourite
science fiction author. Certainly she interests me most at the present time, as she goes
from strength to strength as a novelist. So you see, you publish a fanzine that interests me
enough to produce two pages of rather dense prose already without once having talked about
anything in the issues in detail,

(Two weeks later:) And I guess it's going to stay that way. ... I wish I could do all the
detailed comments on Scythrop that I wanted to do, and that it deserves, but they've all
drained out of my mind. Just let me express once again my enormous enjoyment of all
your fanzines. Please send more,

((Thanks, John, and if it doesn't sound too much like the proceedings of a mutual admij-
radgon society, may I say that I like your fanzines, too? I feel very honoured to be one of
the few overseas recipients of H-t Sh-t, and enjoy it immensely. There is, interestingly,
the same timebinding thing there: the issues arrive almost always out of sequence. Perhaps
we should not altogether reject Ed Cagle's theories about the workings of the trans-Pacific
mail system, detailed last issue.

There were other letters, there really were, but I can't find them, dammit. Maybe I should
unpack a few more boxes - but if I do that there's nowhere to put the stff, except back in
the boxes. Things will be different in a week or so when I have some more shelving erected
in the garage, but for the moment I'm confined to what has turned up so far. Some explana-
tions might be in order for overseas readers... Early in March I started work in Canberra as

a sub-editor for the Parliamentary Reporting Staff ("Hansard" to its friends). I left Melbourne
in a hurry, and in fact the last batch of my belongings only arrived four days ago. I have far
too much stuff to keep it all in a hostel room; I want to get at my things, naturally (I mean,
who can live without being able to reach for his complete run of The Mentor?), and especi-
ally since the Campbell book is in one of them there boxes; I can't afford the kind of flat

or house that I have been used to renting in Melbourne (the $22-per-week flat I had in St
Kilda, for example, would cost around $40 here); and I am reluctant in any case to leave
the hostel, since there are plenty of people there to talk to - the lady in room 172, for
example - and it's pleasant not having to cook or wash up or clean anything, &c. The only
solution was to rent something cheap elsewhere for storing my gear, publishing fanzines &c,
and so I have a tiny room and a large garage in Kingston, about ten minutes walk from
where I work and three minutes drive from the hostel.

Usually when I have moved in the past, it has been simply a matter of moving from one
suburb of Melbourne to another. A carrier has taken the furniture and other bulky stuff, and
I have made many trips in the car with books and other things too valuable to entrust to the
carrier. Moving four hundred miles is slightly different. It makes me wonder why on earth
fans seem to change addresses so often. Since, statistically, you are likely to have done
this yourself, would you let me into your secret? Do you have only enough possessions to
fill four tea-chests and the boot of a Volkswagen? Do you throw just about everything out
before you move? At the moment I am inclined to stay in Canberra for ever and ever,
simply because I can't stand the thought of going through all this again. About half my
gear has been damaged in transit - books crumpled and waterlogged, refrigerator apparently
attacked by a five-year-old with a sharp instrument on the outside and inhabited for some
weeks by a family of incontinent sparrows, and so on. Yesterday it started raining and I
discovered that the garage roof leaks. You can't win. But 1 am employed; that's something.)
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PLUMBERS OF THE COSMOS

THE PHENOMENON THAT IS BRUCE GILLESPIE / SFC

THE title is John Bangsund's - a quote from the letter in which he assigned me the writing
of this article with a seven-day deadline, damn his.soul, Butit's a good title and it's
more than time that someone wrote about Bruce and SF Commentary - both unusual
productions in their own right and fascinating in the amalgam.

And what better venue than Scythrop, the most literate fanzine in the business? (You
don't agree? So goon, hit me. See if I care.) And since.SF Commentary has made the
Hugo voting ballot for this year, what better time for doing it?

BRUCE and John were my first major acquaintances in the fan field, and I started writing
for both at about the same time. John I have come to know very well, but Bruce eludes
me. Itisnotsimply a matter of not seeing him so often, but of being unable to put a
mental finger on the salient points of his personality. John I could reproduce recognizably
in a few lines, for he is outgoing, unreserved and amenable to the technique of the
evocative adjective coupled with the, precise noun, Bruce is none of these things. (Closer
friends will no doubt disagree, but the potter must work with what clay he has.)

Bruce presents to me not so much a shy personality, nor even a reserved one, so much as
an invariant one. Our contacts run the gamut from serious discussion to laughter, but I

never feel that I have reached the man within. He is consistent; he doesn’t display those
1dlosyncras1es and departures from the norm of his own behaviour which allow you to s3y

to yourself, "Aha - I have you now - I know what makes you tick:

And if you feel this may add up to a dull personality, be immediately undeceived. Con-
versation with Bruce is never less than interesting and often (since our literary and aesthetic
views are poles apart) stimulating in unexpected directions. But I feel that if I could -
just once - goad his temper to the point of calling me a drivelling idiot, or if I could
catch him doing an imitation of Mae West with a blonde wig and a couple of coconuts, I
would be able to get below the surface personality and glimpse what goes on in the deeps.

But to do even a.little of that you must turn to his writings and his editing. Of whlch,
more later.

This, of course, amounts to an adm1ssmn that I can't do the man justice. But that won't
stop me from trying.

Having a tendency to observe people as they speak and act, rather than as an aggregate of
environment, experience and education, I manage to know rematkably little about the
backgrounds of my friends, and what I know of Bruce is pitifully small. He was a school -
teacher, and soon after we met he was seconded to Ararat' (which, for the benefit of
overseas readers, is a small town about 130 miles from Melbourne) and was unhappy about
it. Perhaps my closest insight into his mind was provided by a letter he wrote me from
there, a letter almost despairing in its reaction to the problem of teaching youth. At that
time classroom disruption and anti -authoritarian behaviour was at its height, so you can
imagine the devastating nature of his problems. ]
What remains in memory is the calm, the invariance, of his writing. Though the distress
was apparent behind his words, I could not take any phrase and think that here was the core
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of the matter, or select a group of words which cried out his feeling. Bruce tends to a
completeness of expression which in its exactness veils the emotional content, as though
he fears an emotional reaction may distort truth. The purist attitude.

Reading his reviews you will often find this same effect, of a man dealing justly with a
phenomenon observed, noting its qualities and listing them for approbation or disapproval;
but only once in a while will you discover whether he was really enthusiastic about the
work or merely appreciative of a proper craftsmanship.

It can be argued that in a reviewer or critic this is a good thing. I choose to differ, and
so must continue to read Bruce with unfailing interest and occasional frustration,

What more can I tell you?

Only that he works for the Victorian Education Department, though no longer as a teacher;
that he produces the bulky SF Commentary with breath-taking regularity; that he produces
also the occasional issue of Metaphysical Review (primarily for ANZAPA: John informs me
that this publication was originally called The Marshian Chronicles, a title - provided by
John, naturally - which Bruce quickly discarded); that he keeps up a formidable global
correspondence; that he reads widely outside the narrow confines of science fiction; that
he takes a deep interest in music and film; that he manages to be available when wanted.

It adds up to a twenty-five hour day, without unnecessary breaks for food or sleep. I don't
know how it is done. I know only that my seemingly crowded schedule is a gap of sloth
by comparison with his.

BUT to most who know of Bruce their knowledge is confined, particularly outside Australia,
to SF Commentary. Why and how this fanzine began, I don't know. I could go to the
phone now and ask him, but why should 1? I prefer to look at the magazine itself and guess.

SFC is to me the product of a mind which loved sf, saw much of importance in it, disliked
the shoddy treatment given it in so many other fanzines, decided that it could be better
handled and that Bruce Gillespi e was the boy who could so handle it.

And he was dead right.

From the beginning SFC has been “"sercon". (How I dislike these in-group words. But that
one serves to distinguish the solidity of Bruce's approach from that of the more freewheeling
competition.) Its success must lie in the fact that it has never gone over the edge into dull
pedantry, despite the occasional pushes in that direction given by my bete noire, Franz
Rottensteiner. (But others like Franz's articles, and who am I to argue against personal
taste? By all means eat cold porridge on fried fish if your horrid palate fancies it.)

And from the beginning SFC has had the Gillespie stamp indelibly upon it. It is not only
that Bruce writes a fair amount of material himself, but that he has collected a body of
contributors who reflect variations of his moods and attitudes, however much their indi-
vidual statements may differ or oppose. They like his treatments and follow his leads, and
the result is a homogeneous publication whose standard rarely dips.

Now, for my money, Bruce and John Bangsund are the two most individual editors in the
fanzine field, in or out of Australia, in that they alone seem to impress their personalities
firmly upon their publications, no matter who the contributors may be. Even design and
layout speak the names of their begetters.

And in their magazines you observe the immense difference between the two men. Where
Bruce ploughs a straight aesthetic furrow and seeds it for all it will produce, John is the
apostle of new horizons, playing with this and with that, soliciting and selecting and
discarding, looking for an ultimate effect and never quite achieving it. Ihope he never
does achieve it. Who wants Alexander with no fresh worlds to conquer? As John himself
once wrote of a Le Guin novel, in ASFR, "The quest is all, "
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Digression: I have a suspicion that, for all the reasons given for John's killing off ASFR,
one not given was that ASFR and SFC were too closely paralleling each other's tracks and
he realized that his own personality must stand not in competition with another, but aside
from competition, doing things that are uniquely Bangsund. And that is why Scythrop is
now the most individualistic (I did not say "the best", though you are free to imagine

I think it) fanzine in the field.

Bruce could never produce a Bangsund magazine, but he has produced the final product of
the magazine John once aspired to, and there is little fan writing elsewhere as solid and
informed as you will find in SFC.

WHILE it is difficult, for reasons of time and distance, for an Australian editor to produce
the big name line-ups that appear regularly in many American and British fanzines, Bruce
has worked some little miracles here. In the last six issues I find such names as Le Guin
(twice), Blish, Lem (three times), Brunner, Rottensteiner (twice), Silverberg, Anderson
(Poul), Chapdelaine, Wolfe, Farmer, Knight, de Camp and Boutland ("David Rome ")
among the professionals, while fan names of some meaning include Sandra Miesel, Ted
Pauls, Paul Anderson, John Alderson and the ubiquitous, inevitable, sometimes infuriating
but always readable John Foyster. (George Tumer is there, too, but you can always skip
his stuff.) Even for the sated, these names on a cover will cause the literary glands to
salivate and the critical muscles to start their warming-up exercises.

But do professional names mean anything? I think they do. They mean that these busy
people are prepared to write to and for an editor whom they can regard as an equal, as
one who will treat their material with respect and view it with the eyes of a man who
knows quality when he sees it,

Agreement and disagreement are of little importance in themselves, but the clash of
values and ideas is the very stuff of literary life, and SFC provides this aplenty. Bruce
realizes this and sometimes brings it bluntly to the fore, as when he printed in the same
issue two thoroughly opposed reviews, one by himself, one by Sandra Miesel, of Poul
Anderson's TAU ZERO. And the element of polemic is never long absent from the pages:
Franz is always in touble with someone or other, Bruce himself doesn't mind knocking
down a tribal fetish or two, many a complacent intellect receives a swift kick in the
midriff and even poor George Turner collects the occasional sideswipe from someone who
doesn't realize what a harmless, inoffensive old dear he really is.

And no-one with a taste for sadism should have missed Philip Jose Farmer's "Letter to Mr
Lem" in SFC26. That Farmer's rebuttal of Lem was not the coup de grace it might have
been was due to an over-injection of tartness, to the detriment of the whole, but,it
remains a collector's item for lovers of the literary feud and must have left the eminent
Mr Lem some sour food for thought.
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