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Tdit.rial: Michael E

Robert’s been up nights, working too
hard, as usual, so when 1 approached
him with the idea of my editing the
next issue of NCF, his giving in may
have not been totally voluntary.
This is the “Genzine’ issue of NCF,
and if you can figure out why we did
this, please send me a postcard. I°d
like to know, tao. No kidding'

New Canadian Fandom has a publisher
(me) and an editor (Robert), but for.
some strange reason, all of the
tfanzine publishers out there send
either omne copy of their latest
effort addressed to New ECanadian
Fandom (which Raobert keeps, hecause
he gets to the mail first) or one
copy, addressed to °‘Robert Runte”,
which he keeps, because that’s his
name. Me? I get fanzines put out
by people who’ve met james and I

at the same time, so they know we’re
different people, from people 1 send
money too, and people 1 threaten.
I’ve undertaken the monumental (for
me) task, to try and loc as many of
the fanzines Robert gets as possible,
in hope that {(a) they will put me on
their mailing list, or (b) crass
Robert off, and put me on. To those
“(b)’ people out there, I can’t
guarantee that Raobert will be
disposed to long retention of your
name on the NCF mailing list as a
result of this, but perhaps we’ll
tfight it out somehow. You will
reside for literal eons on my
mailing list, of course...

The best course of action, though
would be to send boéh Robert and I
copies of your fanzine. You may send
them in the same package, send them
to the P. O. Box, or send mine to
this address:

Michael Hall .

8318 - 90 Avenue,
Edmaonton, AB,
T&C 1P1

tall

On other matters, a certain pair of
hoodlums named Bob and Doug, who
spent a short time in Edmonton
taping their TV show, shortly after
fleeing (out of the snow) back to
Toronto, published a scandlous,
sardid raeg, bearing a name

similar to our own. 1 just want you
to know that that sort of thing .
doesn’t get published in Edmonton,
and I hope it never will. We have an
image to maintain, after all, and
prefer to leave this type of
reporting to Laid. DNR/RSN. The
National Enguirer, and their ilk.

We sure don’t have $20 million to
lay on some writer just because we
misspell their name!

On another, but perhaps related,
matter, we will be paring the
mailing list in the near future of
pecple we haven®t heard from. This
includes many expiring subscriptions.
NCF will be ceming out on a more
regular basis in the future (if I
have anything to do with it!) and
just think of all that neat stuff
you'll be missing! All the latest
feuds, WHA7d CYdddivid WIEN Wldn/
what’s in, what’s out, what Bordon
Kesler is going to do next-——in -short,
we really keep you up on what’s
going on.

At the end of this issue, you will
find the Canadian Science Fiction
and Fantasy Award ballot. Honest, I
tried to keep it out, but there ars
some points in your life where you
have give in. (Canadian residents
only): Please fill it out, sign it,
(we know you want to stuff the
ballot box, Taral) and send it in by
September 30, 1982. I was going to
vote for Wayne Gretzky, but gosh,
Robert tells me that the boy wonder
isn’t nominated.

*Ti1ll next issue,
the fanzine reviews for you,
with the latest news.

when we will have
along



Boxtop: The Man Behind
The Myth : Steve George

Nick Boxtop is a private detective
based in Winnipeg. During the past
two years he has become the subject
of a small-press mystery magazine
that has assumed his name, numerous
stories and articles, and possibly
an upcoming television series. The
following interview took place on a
grey afternocon in mid—-February 1981,
in a small office on the fourth
floor of a dilapidated building on
block from downtgwn.

Boxtop was dressed neatly in a jet-
black suit, white shirt, black tie,
and black leather shoes. His hair,
short, black, and greased down, is
combed straight back fraom a high
forehead. His face bears numerous
scars, but projects a friendly aura,
masked by professional cynicism.
Boxtop was very cooperative. He
talked very freely about matters
pertaining to his private life, and
his business life, his answers
revealing a certain amount of intel-
ligence that fails to show itself in
the various stories concerning his
exploits. The interview, which for
the most part ran smoothly, was
periodically interrupted when Boxtop
had to run down four flights of
stairs and cross through heavy
traffic to use the the underground
public washrooms on the corner of
Garry St. and Portage Ave.

From what I could gather, Boxtop has
no fixed address; when he needs to
sleep he lays a sleeping bag on the
stained wooden floor of his office.
The office itself is very small;: a
single room with two desks. One of
the desks is usually occupied by
Boxtop’s secretary, Miss Bag, but
she was not present during the
interview. The atmasphere for the

interview was very appropriate: grey
light slanting inwards through the
single window, across which had been
nailed a number of wooden slats,
casting weird shadows through the
veil of smoke from the cigarettes
that Boxtop chain-smoked throughout
the interview.

George: Nick Boxtop is a name that
has become synonymous with the image
of the wisecracking, hardboiled,
street-toughened, womanizing breed
of detective. Did you start off
trying to build that sort of
repuation?

Boxtap: No, well, not really;
perhaps in a way, but subconsciocusly
rather than by overt planning, if
you know what I mean.

George: You mean you’re really the
way yod appear?

Boxtop: We become what we pretend to
be, right? But no, what 1 mean is,
everyone has an image of what a
hardboiled detective should be,
right? 1 mean, we’ve all seen Bogie
in the Chandler/Philip Marlowe
movies, right? I didn’t always want
to be a detective, but when I did

in fact become one, 1 knew the type
of detective 1 was going to be.
Unscrupulous to a certain extent,
but basically a nice guy, right?
(Smiles brightly here, leaning back
in his rickety wooden chair, feet up
on desk.) You’ve got to remember
that I didn’t write those stories. I
never agreed to have my name on some
damned mystery magazine. That was
all behind my back, right?

Gearge: That brings up another
question. How accurate are the

various adventures that have been
written about you?
Boxtop: (Chuckles, takes a drag on



his cigarette, takes a sip cut of a
styrofoam cup in which he told me is
coid coffee, but by the smell of his
breath 1 know it’s cheap rye
whicskey.) Those writers sensationa-—
1. » a lot, right? But basically,
getting down to roots as they say, a
a lot of what is written is
accurate. 1 do have a secretary
named Miss Bag. Cecelia Bag. Where
they came up with this Sleazy Bag
bullshit 1’11 never knaw. 1 do have
a partner named Green Bottlecap, but
I haven’t seen the bastard in weeks.
I mean, in those stories he’s made
out to be the reliable ane, right?
He’s the one always solving the
dammed cases, acting normal, a real
straight—guy—-honest detective,
right? Christ, what crap. 1
shouldn’t talk about the guy behind
his back, but, what the hell. He’s
a scum. A no—good rotten brained
maggot. Last case he was on, he was
trving to figure out where the sun
wernt at night. Never did get to the
bottom of that one.
George: So most everything else is
accurate?
Boxtop: Whoa, boy, now wait a
minute. Give me a chance to finish.
Not everything else is accurate.
Give me a minute to think. (Thinks
for five or six minutes, intermit-
tently puffing on his cigarette and
sipping his cold coffee. (sic))
That car that Danielson fellow says
I drive...
George: A 52 Nash Rambler.
Boxtop: Yeah, right. What the hell
is a Nash Rambler? I don™t go in
for those fancy foreign jobbies.
Danielson was over here when he was
writing that story, right? He says,
’Nick, what kind of car you drive?’
tell him a *75 Toyota Hatchback,
right? He says *Nick, Nick, that
won’t do. 1711 think of something
else.” Right? What could I do?
Alsc my appearance. They’re always
having me *tossing back my golden
locks,” right? Do these look like
goiden locks? Looks more like black
pa:nt, right? And then there was
thst bit about me cavorting naked
and all with Miss Bag. Embarassing
and not true.
Gearge: I don’t understand. Why not
su2 for libel?
Baztop: Like I said, I’m a nice guy,
right?

Gegrges You have Leen calied
’sexist’ and ’crude”’ by various
readers of the Nick Boxtop Mvstery
Manazine. Any comment on those
accusations?

Boxtop: Amaring powers of observat-
ion. I admit it, I a» sexist and I
ap crude.

Gegrge: I want to get away from the
majazine and the stories for a
while. Would you mind if I askec
some perscnal questions?

A TOASHT! 1o

THAT GREAT ESH-EFF

Yy, WRITER-.. ROBERT a
HEINE KEN ¢

SILLY ASS,
- THAT’S THE
BEER YOU'RE
DRINKING,,,

Boxtop: Go ahead. If the truth
doesn’t come out, the fictien
eventually will, right?

Geaorge: tet’s talk about Nick Boxtop
the child. Wnat are your earliest
memor ies?

Boxtop: Strangely encugh, I have

a very clear image of my first
memory, it recurs every sa often in
my dreams, and sometimes durznq the
day. I’m hanging upside down. Some
huge pink and white monster is
holding my ankle. I can hear a
woman screaming: “it’s blue! My God,
it’s blue!'’? Next thing I knaw I'm
being smacked and battered and
beaten and a hoarse voice is yellirg,
’Breathe, damm you' Breathe!” And
then I°’m coughing and sputtering and
someone else is saying, ’Damn it,
Doctor, couldn’t you leave well
enough alone?” Then I m being swung
towards the woman on the bed, my
mother I think, and she’s getting
ready to breast feed me, but the
hand is around my ankle again,
yanking me away and another vaice,
my father I think, is saying, *Tias
little bastard ain’t sucking on
that, Babe. Doc, get me a bottle!”’



‘Anc then where’s a lot of confusion
and a bottle is stuck in my mouth,
only it isn’t milk, it”’s straight
rye. (Boxtap gulps down the rest of
his caold coffee, stares at me
solemnly.) That’s my earliest
memory. You getting all of this on
tape?

George: That’s a very vivid memory.
Boxtop: Yeah, but then I’m blank for
the next twelve years.

Georqe: Okay, let’s skip ahead.a few
years. You’ve already mentioned that
the sexual exploits outlined in Nick
Boxtop Gets Laid and other stories,
aren’t entirely accurate. Do you
remember your first sexual
experience?

Boxtop: Yeah, I remember. I was
thirteen, covered in zits, self-
conscious as all hell, awkward,
ugly, etc. You know the story. Two
lost souls meeting in the barn, sort
of thing, right? She was fifteen,
ugly as sin, stacked. 1 didn’t know
what I was doing. I’m not sure she
did either. It was great. In a way.
(Boxtop pauses here, obviously
thinking about what he said.) Hell,
what am I talking about. It was the
shits. I didn’t know what was going
on. I went to the barn to fork some
hay and there she was, stark naked,
except for a flimsy black negligee
and a red garter. I was raped. I’11
never forget it. I don’t know where
she came from. Nobody ever saw her
before or after that. My analyst
says I imagined it. I’m inclined to
believe it was a conspiracy,
probably with Dad behind it, right?
Make the boy think he was raped by a
non—-existant alien, right? Didn"t
work. It”11 take more than that to
to get me believing They’re after
me. Paranoia ain’t my bag, right?
Geurge: Then let’s talk about when
you decided to become a private
detective and why.

Boxtop: Let’s see, now.l was twenty-
seven when I decided to become a

del zctive. Mostly because my

career as an up and coming artist
had fallen through. Why a
det>ctive? Romanticism, I guess.
Certainly not for the money. (L.aughs)
It’= sort of an easy life, right?
Also, you can get away with a lot
more, pszople expect it. Live like a
bum, be an alcohaolic, no fixed
-address, and it adds to the image,

right? I pull pagey and peorle think
I'm tough. It worke out. But alil
that came later. I started off very
optiwistic, without this layer of
protective cynicism, can you believe
that? I believed I could make it.
Naivety beyond belief. Look at this
town. A stink potj a numb spot on
the face of the continent. I might
be able to get work making Who’s
Fucking Whp charts, but there isn’t
much of a market, even for that.
Loner detectives are a dying breed.
George: Are you thinking of getting
out of the business?

Boxtop: Hell, no. I’ve thought
about it, I°11 admit, but what else
am I going to do? 1I°m stuck with
this. 1’11 have tomake the best of
it.

George: Just a couple more
questions. What do you think the
future holds in store for you?
Boxtop: Professionally? 1 really
don’t know. You think they’ll have
detectives in the future? About

the near future though... 1’ve had
film offers. The Nick Boxtop Story.
Sounds okay, right? Listen, I'm
thinking of expanding my operation,
maybe even open up a couple of
publishing houses. Maybe buy the

- rights to The Nick Boxtop Mystery

Magazine and publish it myself. I’ve
only seen & couple of copies, looked
kind of crud:i to me, 1 could
probably do better. Must be a huge
market for that sort of thing,
right? I mean, look at that Ellery
Queen fellah, and that Alf Hi tchcock
guy and that Asimov dude, they all
got their own magazines. I think
Boxtop stories could make it. I got
fans tooc. - Really. Danielson tells
me that fans read the Boxtop Mystery
Magazine., right? I must be paopular.
Georqe: I think he probably meant
science fiction fans.

Baxtop: You mean li ke Buck Rogers
and UFD’s? 1 doubt it. What do I
have to do with all that? I realize,
sure, that I once wanted to be a sci
fi writer, but I hardly got gtartedl
before 1 realized there was no
market for my stuff. Lust in Sogre,
my first novel, will never see the
light of day. 1°m really not inter—
ested in exploring the far frontiers
of the imagination. I°’m exploring
the far frontiers of my wallet. I*ve
reached the limit.

Continued on p. 21



Science Fiction in Hungary

Peter Kuczka

According to certain fantastic
hypotheses, the Hungarian language
is a direct derivation of the
Sumerian, and is related to the
BQuechuan and other Indian 1languages.
In reality, however, Hungarian
belongs to the Finno-Ugarian family
of languages, and our linguistic
relations are the Finns and the
small Siberian populations like the
Vaguls, Ostyaks, Votyaks and
Mordvinians.

The Hungarian language is very
strange far foreigners. It has rich
inflectiaons, the vowels are
connected according to a certain
system and in the genitive case the
possesive precedes the possessed. It
is full of images, very rich in
synonyms, each word stressed in the
first syllable. It can be used with
great flexibility, any sort of
poetic form can be rendered in
Hungarian. Homer, Dante, Shakes-—
peare, GBoethe, Victor Hugo and Poe
can be translated into Hungarian in
their ariginal rhythm.

The Hungarian lLanguage is spoken by
about 14 million peaple, 10.5 within
our barders, the rest beyond.

All this can perhaps explain why
Hungarian literature is not known
abroad and why translation is so
rich, significant and valued in our
country.

Our poetry is 700 years old. We have
known for hundreds of years Platon’s
utopias, Lukian’s fantasies,
Aristophanes’ anti-utopias, but the
forerunners of science fiction have
come here only recently.

In the late 18th century, Holberg’s
novel, Nicolai Klimi ter Subterr-—
aneum was read so much that copies=s
turned to rags. The same thing
happening to Voltaire’s Microméuas
and Samuel Johnson’s The History of
Rasgselas: Prince of Abissinia. Oniy
at the end of the 18th century,
mainly influenced by the French
enlightenment, the original utopias,
fantastic vayages, mystical and
alchemist novels appeared here. [t
is worth mentioning here Tariménecs
utazdsa (The Voyage of Tarimenes)
by Gyodrgy Bessenyei and A mostani
adoptus (The Adept of Our Days) by
Sdndor BArdtzi.

These writings appeared at the
beginning of the 19th century, and
they can be truly regarded as the
immediate proadecessors of science
fiction. In this thriving pericd of
our literature more and more works
appeared in the science fiction
genre, on serious and satarical
subjects. Imagination paints
different pictures of the future.
The influence of scientific educ—
cation could also be felt. Qur
authors discovered ideal sacieties
o- frightening, brave new worlds in
the Moon, in unknown parts or even
under the Earth.

I will mention two outstanding works
fram this period. The Hungarian
heroces of Utazds a Holdba (18346)
(Voyage to the Maon) by Ferenc Ney
reach their destination by an
airship in the short novel, and
there find a rationalistic society
and lots of fantastic gadgets and
inventions, among them sunlight
transmitted by crystal tubes,



v cliee driven by meanetic force
and artifical rain.

Miklds Jésika’s novel Véqgnapok (1847)
{The Last Days) leads us into a very
distant future and planet, with
ideas sometimes surpassing the
imagination of modern st authors,
with telepathic earthlings, curious
animals and monsters, submarines,
airplanes, flexible glass, extra-
ordinary landscapes and in these
strange surroundings he gives.a
description of etheric love between
an earthling and an “alien’.

The real father of Hungarian sf is,
however, Mor Jékai. In his vast
ouevre we at first find only a
cruple of stories, and later some
novels that represent fantasy and
science fiction. We can say that if
it were J6kai’s novels and stories
that t1aid the foundation of
Hungarian sf, and their diversity,
the plot suspense, scienitfic
inspiration, social interest,
humanitarian contents and admirable
linguage can fascinate even the
modern reader. From among these
works we can find the cutstanding
examples of Ogeania. a novel of
Atlantis, the utopian Robinsonade of
Ahol a pénz nem isten (Where money
is not a God), the bitter satire of
Egészen az eészaki podlusig (As Far As
the North Pole);, and the super-—
erinent, three volume woark written
in 1872, A_jovy sza-ad reqgénve (The
Novel of the Next Century). it is
impossible to give a list of the
‘inventions® in the novel, ranging
from hibernation to plastics, from
electric airplanes to weather
contraol.

Jokai’s literary influence is almost
immeasurable. The end of the 1%th
and beginning of the 20th centuries
wzre full of his followers and
imitators. Titusz Tovelgyi, the ill-
fated author who wrote his novel Az
i vilag (The New World) about the
Ceoamunist society of the future, was
a fellower of Jédkai just as Istvan
Makay, who in his novel Repiléqgéppel
a Jdoidba (188%9) (By Airplane to the
Mocon) dealt exclusively with
scientific and technoleogical

praoblems and foresaw the real landing
on the Moon with a scientific
accuracy putting Verne and Wells to
shame.

Meanwhile, alwmost simul tenemusts
with the original publications, s+
works by Verne, Wells, Robida,
Bellamy, Rosny ainé, Dasswitz,
Zulawski, Jack London and others
were translated into Hungarian, but
the Hungarien authors themselves
wrote many valuable works of af in
the field of adventure, philosophy
and satire in this pericd.

The second period of Hungarian sf is
closely connected with the literary
revival in the beginning af the
20th century and featured the debut
of the authors in a new literary
magazine, Nyugat (The West}.

The best among them was the other
classic of Hungarian sf, Frigyes
Karinthy, the versatile author and
profound thinker. Karinthy is
enthusiastic and a lover of common
sense, reasan and intellect. He
saw himself as Swift’s inheritor and
a relation of H. G. Wells. He
continued to narrate Gulliver’s
travels in two novels. The first
one, Utazads Faremiddba (A Voyage ta
Faremib), preceding R. U. R. by Karel
Capek. It describes the conflict of
the intelligent, speaking machines,
that is, the ‘robots’ and people,
and in Capilléria the author
enlarged the contradictory relation
of man and woman to fantastic
measures. In Ezergeu laélek he

told us abou: the adventures and
ultimate failure of the unkiliable
man, in Uj Ddisszeia (A New Odyssey)
about the war of rachines running
wild and people fallen back into a
state of primeval existance, while
in Mennyei riport (A Repart from
Heaven) is about a voyage in the
next world. Karinthy often turned
to the future, protesting against
the inhumanity of the present. In
our literature it was Karinthy who
became mostly interested in natural
sciences, and many of his
“‘inventiaons’ preceeded those
described later in sf in othor oarts
af the world.

There is another &Galliveriade from
this period, that by Sandaor
Szathmari, with a novel entitled
Kazohinia, which could not be
published for years. 0Only in the
middle of the war, and a sleepy
moment on the censors part did it

get published in a truncated version.



T..i5 philosughical work examined the
basic problems af human existance in
a fantastic surrounding, the
dichotomy of reason and feeling
remaining insoluble.

The menace of World War II, then not
far off, made Mihaly Babits, one of
the best and most educated poets of
the epoch write his novel Elza
pilota, vagy a tokétes tarsadalom
(Elza, the Pilot, or the Perfect
Society) about eternal war, _
recruited women, life forced back
into caves and was about a scientist
creating & miniature universe.

katurally, a number of different
novels also appeared in this period,
more or less with similar subjects
irn most countries of the world,
including Hungary, about space
atlventures, wars, alien beings and
curious technolagies, and these
served as amusement for juvenile and
adult readers.

The situation after the war created
a different position for Hungarian
sf. We got to know the works of
Soviet sf literature, and we could
also witness the cultural-—-political
currents in the postwar period which
tended to limit imagination. From
the grey mass of uninteresting
writings only one book, Az
ibolvaszinG fény {(The Violet Light)
by Péter Fdldes is worth mentioning
for i1ts good ideas and adventurous
plot.

The great boom was brought by the
end of the 50’s. There were greater
possibilities for literary
expression, we could read at last
the siginificant authors of the
west, like Bradbury, Simak, Wyndham,
Vonnegut, Carsac, Aldiss, Pohl, and
all the new American, French,
Italian, English, Swedish, German,
Spganish and Japanese authors. We
could discover the endless empire of
si and its great possibilities. We
could alsoc get to know the theor-—
etical writings accompanying sf,

st aesthetics, the existance of sf
fandom, films and sf art.

In the Hungarian Writer’s Union a
Science Fiction Work Committe was

farmeou. rur professional authors,
film _"ple, artists and musicians.
It has organized discussions and
conventions, has published its
quarterly SF Téjékoztatd and is
generally represented at inter-
national conventions and caonferences.

Simul taneously with all of this, the
s+ readers clubs were formed one by
one, their activities and scope of
interest similar to western fandom.
The work of the publishers was also
revi.ed, new series and antholaogies
were started. Among them the most
important was the book series.
Kozmaosz Fantasztikus Koyvek and th
magazine Galaktika. At the present
moment there are about 25-30 authors
who regularly write sf, but for
local reasons none of them do
exclusively.

"It would be boring to enumerate

names and titles for readers abroad,
so I will talk about certain groups
and/or currents.

There are three generations living
and working together. Among the
oclder ones, Jené Szentivanyi excels
with his prehistoric novels and
adventure stories, and Maria Szepes,
who gained a wide readership with
her psychologically motivated,
slightly mystical novels.

After them, in the wide age group of
40-30 years old, there are a good
number of creative personalities and
richly endowed talents seeking
individual paths. For example, 1
would like to mention Byula Fekete’s
utopias of social criticism, Zoltan
Csernai’s mystic trilogy on “aliens’,
Péter Zsoldos’s tensely

constructed space adventures and
novels of catastrophesa. There is
Dezst Kemény, who mixes s+ with
stories of crime and detection, and
Gyula Hernadi, an author forever
experimenting with forms and
messages, who could be compared to
the American Harlan Ellison, though
Hernadi is much mare modest ag a
mar.

The members of the third generation
have been brought up in the
tradition of sf and modern sciences.



fivy are inclined to despise the
traditional forms and subjects of
sfi they seek new ways and messages.
They are cautious and suspicious, do
noct believe in the omnipotence of
technology and science and are full
of satiric ideas and - thoughts. They
represent the new wave of Hungarian

sf. Here I would like to mention
Peter Szentmihalyi Szabd, the highly
talented and versatile author,
Istvan Kaszas, wha arrived from

the field of physical sciences, and
Laszlé L. Lérincz, a young scholar
of international renown in the field
of mongolistics.

And then, there are the young (25—
30) writers streaming after them in
growing numbers...

In my brief survey I was unable to
talk about Hungarian sf film, art
and music, which have had their
first successful and promising
results. I could not dwell on our
critical life and debates either,
but the problems here are more or
less the same as anywhere else in
the warld.

In summary, I would like to give vou
a few facts. The magazine Galakitka
started out with a circulation of
20-25 000, but the latest issues
have a circulation aof 80-%0 000. Gur
books enjoy about the same
circulation. The different af
publications are sold out within
minutes, and this shows that our
readers interest is always grawing.
This interest, and the authors
production of newer and newer woarks
makes me feel optimistic about the
future of Hungarian sf.
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Robert J. Sawyer, long-time Toronto
fan, had a feghoot published in the
Village Yoice, a New York paper.

His story, “If I’m Here, Imagine
Where They Sent My Luggage’, was the
winner of a weekly SF short story
contest which limited entries to
exactly 250 words.

Monica Hughes won one of four prizes
for children’s literature awarded by
the Canada Council. The $5000 prize

was for The Guardian of Isisg,

the second book in an SF trilogy.
(See review in NCF #4). This is
Mrs. Hughes fourth major award. She
won the $1000 Vicky Metcalfe Award
in 1981, the $1000 Beaver fAward, and
Alberta Culture’s $2500 °*Firat
Writing for Youth Award?® for 1981.
Altogether Mrs. Hughes has had ten
children’s books published, inciud-
ing Keeper of the Isis Light,
Crisis an Conshelf Ten, and
Earthdark.

DEATHS

John A. Colombo, Canadian movie
producer and Canada’s first colour
film processor, died at age 72.
His son, John Robert Colombo, is
well known in Canadian SF.

] -] g

Robert herel Look folks, I°m sarry
about having to turn Mike loose on
this issue, but I have discovered
that editing a fanzine while an
employed person is a whole lot dif-
ferent than doing one as a grad
student. Aside from having no spare
time, I have to travel a fair bit
for my job, which means I am away
from the mail and my typewriter for
extended periods. However, I have
Taken Steps to speed things up in
future, and should be back on a
bimonthly schedule with next issusn.
So keep those cards and locs coming
in (and subscriptions too, of course)
and don’t think I hate you just be-
cause I haven’t had time to reply to
yvour last 12 letters.

This fanzine supports Yugeslavia
in “88’
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Tﬁe adventurse of Th@. Seentst’s

&eOUDful Daughter -Christine Kulyk

EPISODE 1

FADE-IN

INTERIOR. Basement laboratory,
filled with weird (and inexpensive)
apparatus. The SCIENTIST>S
BEAUTIFUL DAUBHTER (SALLY B.
DRUTHERS) is contemplating a framed
photaograph of her husband, DEREK
{the SCIENTIST’S HANDSOME SON—-IN-
LAW). On the wall behind her hangs
a plagque engraved with: °‘PROF. B. B.
BRAIN, SCIENTIST.?’

SALLY: (sighing heavily) 0Oh, shucks
and darn. Oh, Derek, I wish
vyou and Dad would hurry up
and come back from the twentieth
century. Ever since you sastepped
into the Wherever Machine on an
expedition to gather ethnographic
data in North America in 1066,
things have been so boring around
here. I mean, I’ve typed all the
letters you left for me to do, and
I’ve finished making photocopies of
all the reports from your 1last
expedition. And now the Coffee
machine is on the blink, I really
don’t know what to do with myself.

I wish Dad Hadn’t burned that book
by Germaine Greer that I picked up
at the bazaar last month——it looked
kind af interesting, but I only got
to page three befare he grabbed it
out aof my hands to use in an
important experiment. Now all 1’ve
got left to read are these dumb
cookbooks Derek keeps buying me for
my Birthday. O0Oh, well, maybe I can
find something else to do around
here...

She thraws aside the thick cookbook
in disgust, and begins looking
around the lab, poking her nose into
everything. Finally, she finds a
helmet attached to a strange-looking
apparatus by several wires. She
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reads the inscriptian on the helpet.

‘Professar Brain’s Brain—-Recorder,
patent pending.’ Hmm. This must be
that new gizmo that Dad and Derek
have been tinkering around with for
the past few months. I wonder how
it works?

She tries to activate it in various
ways, then finally puts it on her
head, and examines her appearence iIn
& mirror. R whirring naoise starts
up, and she stands petrified, with a
dopey expression on her face. After
a brief while, the noise stops, and
blinks a few times, rapidly, then
frowns and remaves the helmet slowly.

My goodness! 1I’ve just read all of
Derek’s brain-wave patterns'..
Fascinating... But who would have
thought it? All this time, he’s been
telling me that making the coffee
while he and Dad warked on their
experiments and went off on fabulous
adventures together was the most
important job of all. He even told
me that there was going to be a new
Nobel Prize established for the hbest
Lab Assistant and Typist. And now
I’ve discovered that he didn’t
really believe any of that at alil!
He just made it all up. Why, he even
made up the part about making babies!
How could he? 1 thought he laved me!
I thought he would never lie to me.
Well! Just wait “til he and Dad get
back from 10&6——1’11 $ix their
little red coffee mugs, and this
time——ND SUGAR'

She pounds her fist into her other
pale, furiously, and stamps over to
the coffeec maker with a wicked orin.
FADE—-OUT.

((TO BE CONTINUED))



Same As It BEver Was

One of the challenges of writing
about Canadian fan history is
preventing it from becoming a column
about Toronto fan history. The two
are not synonymous, but until .as
late as 1975 it isn’t hard to’
mictake one for the other. By far
the largest, most varied, and most
visible fan centre in our history,
Toronte must be avoided by the con-
scientious by an act af will. And
divine inspiration is noc small help.
There is that much less to write
about if one is to remain ideoclogic-
ally pure. Futhermore, far this
particular historian, the sources
are that much more remote. All
knowledge is not in fanzines,

. contrary to certain authorities much
quoted, in fact damn little
information is usually found in
fanzines. Rounding ocut the picture
of fandom in the past is only
possible by interviewing survivors,
and even then it’s not the same as
if you were there yourself. My own
pretentions to fan historian status
are hased on a large collection of
fanzines acquired virtually by
accident, three or four accidents
even, plus the sympathetic ears of
John Millard and P. Howard Lyons. It
is possible-—with most issues of Can
Fan. A Bas, Wendigo, Vanations,
Canadian Capers, Gasp, Damn, Fie,
Mimi, and dozens of ather, lesser
titles from the 40’s and 950’s and
60°s to construct the basic
framework from—to fill in the
blanks by turning to either Jobhn or
P. 1Howard. {(Other veteirans of the
day, unfortunately, are less coop-
erative.) When it caomes toc detailing
sketchy events in distant Edmonton
or Vancouver of the 40’s however,
there are no witnesses I can consult.
The men behind the names have

laral Wayne

vanished, even if it were otherwiae
paossible to interview them at need.
Which it wouldn®t be. This, to guote
a friend, is a problem. To write
anything at all about Taronto fandom
is stretching one’s neck out - John
and P. Howard often contradict zach
other — to write about Canadian
fandom cutside T.0. only means
sticking my nexk out further. Can
do... One last difficultys
inevitably, & bias against one thing
is a bias for anather. By
downplaying Toronto to the best of
my ability, I create the impression
of a Canadian fandom that never was.
ldeologically correct though this
may be, it remains a fact that
Canadian fandom has at most times
meant a handful of prominent peaple
scattered in ones and twos through-—
out the country and never more than
a dozen altogether, plus a larger
number of individuals who are never
heard from sc leave no mark on
fandom. Half¥ of these at any one
time until guite recently were
always 1in one citys my city. See how
this real bias creeps into this
installment...

aAmong topics considered for Same As
1t Ever Was were Canadian Ruthors I
have known and The First Canadian
Norldcon. The latter topic I left
for another time, since, as everyone
knows, the first Canadian Worldcon
bappened in You Know Where, (as did
the second, alas). The first topic
was attractive since I could relata
a number of amusing anecdotes about
Phyllis Gotlieb, John Robert Columbo,
Terry Green, Judith Merril and 2
bonald Kingsbury, but; when I
realized that the writers in
guestion would probably not find my
stories amusing themselves, and that



I could say almost nothing useful
about these people (when they were
born, what they had written, whether
they were any good, etc.), 1
promptly discovered that there was
something else 1 had wanted to write
about all along. Ah yes, that ever-—
replenishing fountian of enter-
tainment, enlightenment, and
education: myself... Cleverly
disguised, of course as a look at
fanartists. :

The first of a distinguished
tradition was also the first

Canadian to publish a zine. In The
Iprortal Storm, Sam Moskawitz cites
Bob Tucker as authority for a claim
that the first Canadian fanzine
emcrged from Vancouver in 1938, with
the name Nils Frome on the masthead.
No cne, it seems, remembers either
the title or content of this seed of
the family tree of Canadian fanzines,
but Frome himself continued as an
active fan into the 40’s, drawing
and writing for Can Fan.
of the two artists who alternated
covers far Can_Fan for all the
copies I have seen of the first
dozen issues. Of the two, Frome was
the better, in my opinion, having a
better grasp of anatomy and
exibiting better draughtsmanship.
Alrmost nothing can be said of Frome.
Like mast fans of his day, he wrate
impersonally, and about all that has
survived in print about Frome

the Fan are two addresses. - One, a
box number Fraser Mills, BC and
anather from Camp S5, Bloedel, BC,
which leads me to think that Frome
the Fan was also Frome the Soldier.
Because so little can be said about
the man, I can anly talk about the
art. Like most fan art of the 40°s,
it was derivitive of the pulp
illustrators, and particularly of
the fantasy illustrators. The style
was dramatic and brooding, effects
achieved by crosshatching, and the
art showed good understanding of
licht. Of the three covers in my
possession, two are dominated by
huge, moody faces that have some
reazl power as art. Generally less
claustraphaobic than most fantasy art
of the time, and more surreal than
illustrations for most adventure or
sf stories, too, Frome had a real

He was one
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talent and may well have gone an to
some professional career. Somewhere,
but not in science fiction.

Al Betts was the other of the two
artists in the early Can Fan stable.
A little more is known about Betts
because he was the subject of a *Fan
Personality’ column in Can Fan 11.
He was ‘one of Canada’s foremast fan
artists® according to Anonymous
(probably Bill Brant), and lived in
Toronto, theoretically. In practice,
as a merchant sailor, he was
‘probably the most widely travelied
of Canadian Fen.” His record may
very well stand. He was in BC for
an unspecified time, and moved to
Kapuskasing in Northern Ontario in
1944. ‘Statistics about Al are not
available’ the article goes on,
frustrating the historian. But hae i
described as dark, amiable, and
quiet, fond of jazz, and credited
with collecting magazines. Nothing




whatever is said about his artistic
backgraund. 1 think it is safe to
say, though, that it could not have
been profound. Although his work is
not altogether ineffective, it is
crude in comparison with Frome’s,
though in much the same style. It is
darker, using solid black back-
grounds in all three examples of
cover art available ta me, and in
two out of three cases actually
trite. A devil and seductress in a
pentagram, surrounded by eyes
piercing the dark in one casej a
spaceman in vacuum bell

helmet and jodphurs.on the moon,
earth in back, in the other case.
The third is surreal. A tallopw-
creature (?) is clutching a candle
and men in its hands. Lightning
boits, mountains, and stars are
almast abstractions in a flat back-
grcund. Betts was not without
talent, but it was either
undeveloped or modest. There is no
way to know, of course, what became
of his abilities after he drifted
out of fandom, sometime before 1948.

Both these artists worked,
between 1941 and 1948, almost

exclusively in Beak Taylor’s Can Fan..

When Can Fan changed hands, after
the Torcon, it was a signal for
profound changes in Canadian Fandom
as well. No more Betts or Frome
artwork appeared in Can_Fan under
Ned McKewan’s editorship, nor
anywhere else to my knowledge. But
Can Fan was not quite the sole
vehicle for Canadian fandaom during
the 40’s. Fred Hurter’s Censored
actually preceeded Can Fan in
ancestry, and note must be made of
the effective if primitive silk-
screen covers praoduced by Hurter and
Ron Smith in collaboration. The
solid blocks of black and colour
were powerful images at least. Two
iscues of another Toronto zine,
Macabre, introduced two pramising
young artists in 1948. The editors,
Joe Doherty and Don Hutchison, were
their own illustrators, and varied
in quality from bad to surprisingly
good cartoonists. Although they were
clearly unprofessional, Hutchison at
least had talent, and the two issues
they produced before disappearing

from fandom gave them little time
for development.  Hurter moved with
his zine from Aurora, Ontario to
Montreal, where it was revived
briefly, then he too disappeared.
But Hutchison is one of the few old-
time fans to reappear after once
vanishing. He unearthed himself in
the late 460’s long enough ta
contribute to early OSFiC zines and
to write for Capt’n George’s various
nostalgia publications. He has not
quite left human ken even as I write,
though his career as a cameraman has
left him no time for fanac except ;
for reviews he write’s for Captain
Georqe’s Penny Dreadful. These can
sometimes be found quoted on
paperbacks. h

Al Betts, from Can Fan 9.
November 1943. Ed. Beak

Taylor
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L2 Croutch’s Light was a prominent
Canadian fanzine for many years, but
naver an eminent one, judging by
contempoary opinion or by the zine
itself, but featured two artists
worth note. The better of the two
was Bob Gibson, listed on the mast-
he@ad as tart staff’. He first
appeared to my knowledge in 44,
when Croutch began mimeoing his
want—-list, renumbered it, and- named
i+ Light. He did most of Croutch’s
covers far the next several years,
only disappearing from sight, after
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