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SIKAMDBR 12, Aoril 1986, is edited and published by Irwin Hirsh, at
2/416 Dandenong Rd, Caulfield Horth, Victoria 3161, AUSTRALIA. This
fanzine is available for written and drawn contributions, a .letter of
comment, your fanzine in trade, Old Fanzines, or #2. #1 from the sale
of every copy of this fanzine will be donated to GUFF. This fanzine
sunports all sorts of Horldcon bidss 3ydney Cove 1in 33 (write—in), The
Netherlands in 1990, and Perth in 1994. Please do the same, okay?
IRULT HLRSH FOR GURE
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CAPRICE
Irwin (Ed)

“endy iinedek graduated from the Institute of Early Childhood Yevelopment
with a Diplome of Weaching in the samne week that I graduatcd from
Victoria College with a Bachelor of uducation. Graduating in the same
week is just one of the happy little coincidences in which iendy and I
find ourselves. Our birthdays are celebrated in the same month, our
aunts are best friends, my father's parents and tendy's mother's parents
were begt friends, we were unemployed at the same tine, and we got
married on the same day. 1o each othexr.

e met in HMarch, 1983, at the 21st birthday party of Debbie, one of
lendy's best friends. A4t least that is where I remember meeting Wendy .
e actually met a little more than a month before at Confest, a week
long convention organised by AUJS (the Australasian Union of Jewish
Students), and it was while waiting in the dinner gueue that Debbie
provided the introductions. ebbie and L had met, or re-met, a day or
two before. ohe had known one of my sisters through the years, and
provided the news that her mother had been one of my teachers and that
for a brief time we were in the same school. I remember quite a few
things from my school life as a five year old, but Debbie is not among
them. iaybe if I had known her sister through the years this would have
been differcnt. ‘hile Debbie and L had a pleasent time every time we
ran into each other at Confest she wasn't part of the geztalt I found
myself in, so I was quite surprised vhen she sent me an invite to her
2lat.

The narty was held at the Cuckoo nRestaurant, up in the Uandenong Ranges
about 30 kilometres from the centre of ilelbourne. I didn't feel like
driving that distance alone, and arranged with a friend, Zdwina, that we
drive up together. Edwina didn't finish work till nine o'clock, so we
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didn't arrive till after ten o'clock. Walking dowm the stairs to the
function arca we observed that the party was in itd . full swing, and we
set about looking for Debbie, to wish her the best and hand her our
presents.

Standing in the doorway to one room, scaaning for the sight of Debbie we
were greeted by a loud "Hey, there's LEdwina larshall and Irwin Hirshi'.
Shocked, I sgtepped back into the hallway and quietly asked Ldwina ''Who
is that girl and how does she know me?". "Hendy Uinedek™, responded
kdwina, not really znswering all of my question. INeeding to know more 1
soon sat down next to dendy, setting in motion the path that see us as a
happily married couple.

f find this to be in a rather delicate balance, as any variation from
this exact scenario would've, L believe, seen a futute in which llendy
and I never went out together. Iy surprise and shock at Wendy's
greeting was all important in me taking such & strong interest in
wanting to know '"that girl". Had I remembered her from Confest I know
that beyond some pleasent chit-chat most of my time would've been svent
in the compeny of people L already knew. And if I had arrived by myself
or with someone idendy didn't know, she would never had exclaimed
anything, at any volume. The same goes if we had arrived ecarlier,
before the party had gained a life, before Wendy could feel relaxed in
the surroundings. It is strange how such things goa.

At a time when she has become the most important person in my life, I
haven't made much mention of Wendy in these pages. This is strange
given that my own writing has changed from discussing names and car
number plates to describing aspects of my life, such as the problems L
was having at college and looking for a job. Allow me to rectify this
situation.

lendy was born in Hay, 1961, one year and twelve days after L was born.
The youngest in her family she has, during her 24 ycars, acquired a set
of parents, a sister, and a brother; a brother-in-lawj; a niecss a
nevhew; and in one go a husband, a set of varents-in-law, and two
sigters—in-law. The diploma she studied for at LiCD qualifies Hendy to
teach children who are 0-3 years old, though iiendy's preference is to
teach kindergarten children,

I don't remember when ilendy and I decided we would like to get married,
but something tells me it was in larch, 1934, about a year after we
started going out and four months after we'd finished ouf respective
college courses. From the time we had handed in our last assignments we
had seen each other just about every day and we both knew we weren't
making a wild decision about how we saw our future together. At that
time we were both unemployed and we regarded it as foolhardy to get
married while in such a state. Ve decided that we would wait till we
both had jobs before making any announcemcnis.

Wendy completed her end of the bargain in late June. After sending out
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40-50 job applications, and going for <-10. interviews, she finally got a
job. I've already described (in Sikander #10) how I completed my end of
the deal, working here and there, locking for that foot into the door of
the film industry. It wazn't until late September vhen I was offered
the job as the assistant film editor of The Dunera Soys that L felt that
I'd managed to make that vital stop across the threshold, and for Wendy
and I that was it (but not before I, err, umm, hestitzted more than
somewhat).

hind thus it was that on the afternaon of the 31st of iarch, 1985, [
found myself in Kew Synagogue marrying Uendy, which was followed by a
reception. The ceremony was better than I expected, mainly becaUse the
rabbi had taken the time, beforchand, to explain the symbolism of the
various things which go on in this particular form of jewish marriacge
cercmony. I don't like that they often signify something that is sexist
or stem from the days of arranged marriages, but it was nice to know why
the various things happen the way they do.

Although not being a fan of the things I greatly enjoyed the reception,
and that despite the fact that it had speeches from the traditional
cast, a high head table, arranged seating, and silver-service - all
things which I think stifle the urge to celcbrate the marriage of your
friends or friends children. The lowest point of the whole night was ny
father's speech. Primed by god-knows how many brandies, ay father
managed to meke an eight minute speech last twenty minutes.. By clever
use of repeating lines, stopping mid-sentence to remark “"I'm making a
mess of this", and slurring every word, my father left an audience whose
reactions went froa embarrassment to unbelieving amusement, through to
annoyance and a type of expectation not often wanted: that the thing -
would finish.

The evening started with us entering the hall to a flurry of balloons
and streamers, wvhich set up.a good feeling for the evening. I'm told
that only greeks and italians have more fun than the jews at their
weddings, and that the common point to all three is a willingness of the
guests to get up on the dance-floor and throw themselves into their
particular traditional dances with a wild, reckless abandon. Certainly
the Anglo-Australian receptions I've been to lack=d a life compared to
jewish receptions, but it was only at my vedding that I'd noticed the
difference. Up until then I'd never gotten into the dancing at
weddings, but having enjoyed mine so much L'm now ready and willing to
get into the action.

In fact I enjoyed and continue enjoying the dancing at weddings and the
good atmosphere it generates that I can only wonder why people let
things such as speeches intrude on it all. Bven if my father hadn't
been drunk, his speech would've still been vart of the lowest noint of
the evening. .hen you consider that they are made by people who arenbt
experienced at spzaking to lerge crowds, thisz is hardly gsurpriging.
L've noticed that people sit through specchzs with a politc sense of
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obligation that there is always a big sigh of relief when each block of
speeches is over. I know that X can do without the cliches and the
sameness from one speech to the next, but mostly I can do without the
stating of thc obvious. o groom has to get up on his wedding day to
tell me he loves his wife, and no father has to tell me that they are
proud of their son/daughter, but people do so and will, unfortunately,
continue to do so. #4111 I know ig that my speech was :tercilessly short
because I got up and said that I didn't intend to compete with the
wedding cercmony as a way of expressing my love for Wendy. And for my
trouble I got a few more minutes for getting down from the high table,
and the distance it created, and being able to chat with my friends.

That high table wasn't great fun, but it did provide a good vantage
point for watching Danielle and Rodney, my ncwly acquired niece and
nephew; and Jonathon and Alana, my newly acquired cousins. They ignored
the formalities of the occasion and took advantage of the large space to
play all manner of games. Hide and oeek, Balloon Vollsyball, aad
what-have-you. +hen they discovered that a particular air conditioning
duct was drawing air from the room they started throwing up as many
balloons as would stay up on the ceiling. I wished I was of pre-teen
age, so I could've got away with all that fun.

It is just on a year since that day in darch, 1985, but the memories are
still exceptionly vivids a situation helped, no doubt, by the excellent
photographs we have of the day. L flick through our photo albums,
comparing them to those of our friends and I know we made the right
decision in not going to a commercial wedding photosravher. Instead we
went for a nrofessional photogranher whose sneciality is the documentary
photo.

As an ex—-gstudent of photography I've never been impressed by the
Standard Wedding fhotography, which never comes close to showing the
range of emotions that rise at weddings. IHissing are the nerves and
tension, the fun and friendships, the gossip and bikering. They even, I
would argue, migs out on cavturing the love; all the misty-edged vhotos
of the couple, the families, and the bridal parties are all so damned
formal that there is a sameness from one set of photos to the next.

They aren't so much photos of the people but rhotos Taken By A
Signature. By making everyone line up, posing them their way, the
photographer keeps an emotional distance, when what I want is a sense of
involvement, of being there.

It is disappointing to think about the photos we would've missed out on
had we gone for the usual wedding photographer. As they don't confirm
to the standard we wouldn't have the close-up photos of people - ouxr
friends - dancing or talking, and generally having a good time,

Ior that is what I'11l want to be reminded of when I rely totally on the
photographs for my memories of the day. I enjoyed the reception in
spite of the formal aspects, and the only thing formal wedding mphotos
(which we do have) would remind me of is the formal aspects of the
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evening. And as [ wait for the time whea I can't reuwember nmy wedding
day L guess I'll just have to put up with continually beiag asked,
"What's it like, being married?".

The real answer to such an enguiry is that getting married was such a
natural step in our reclationship that it is now hard to comprehend a
time when we weren't together. A significantly happy step to take, to
be sure, but it doesn't aake us any different in our attitude to each
other or as individual people, and the interest in that step is
unnecessary. It isn't any wonder that Hendy gquickly developed her stock
replys “Hell, he hasn't started beating me yet?.

WHAT AUSTRALIA DAY HMBATS TO ME 198 years ago, on the 26th of January,

1783, white man landed on Australian

soil with the a2im of setting up a
Britsh penal colony. To celebrate the event Australians gect a holiday
on the londay on or after the 26th of January. #And every year on the
holiday therc is invariably a section of the media which conducts a
survey asking the cuestion of ihat does Australia Day mean to you?
Usually my response would be something along the lines of the
oppartunity to watch the cricket in Adelaide, but this year I had a
different devotion. I spent the Australia Day holiday weekend writing
letters with the aim of leaving the country, albeit with a fine streck
of nationalistic pride - of wanting to be the siustralian fan :
representative at Consniracy '87, the 1987 Worldcon. i was gathering
nominators so that L could stand for GUF¥.

I wrote ten letters that weckend; all to the UK, looking for my two
European nominators. ith only scven weels till the nomination deadline
and more than ten »eople having expressed interest in stending I figured
[ didn't have the tiue to write two letters at a time ¢1ll I get my two
nominators. It was better to hedge my bets rather than discover that
I'm continually avnproaching neople who were already comaltted to
nominating someone else.

It was only a week later that the first replies to my 'foram' letters
came through. 4 week later I had received four, vositive, renlies. T
placed the nomination forms and the accompaning letters in an envclope,
which I stuck on the pinboard in our kitchen. By the time the
nomination deadline came around the envelope had grovm thicker with the
inclusion of two more nominations. £{t wouli've been a bit thicker but
for one more nomination which came in after the deadline. L would look
at that envslone, trying to decide on which two nominations to use, aad
I would feel quite cibarrassed and proud about its cointents,
Embarrassed, as I'd gathered more nominations than was necessary.
Proud, because these people were nominating me. 411 those I wrote 1o
were people whose fan activity I'd enjoyed and admired and who [ would
be honoured to have as my nominators. 4And here they were, »leased to
have been asked and hanpy to scrawl their aut.graph ca the relevent spot.

So, I'm standing for GUMP. L'd been thinking about it for months -
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mentioned it to Eve Harvey at Aussiecon Two, for instance - and here it
is, a reality. The reaction I've received from all those L'd mentiohed
it to makes me feel comfortable about the decision to stand. And GUFF
electorate willing L'1ll be at Conspiracy '87 and will have the chance to
meet all Buropean fans with whom I've been trading fanzines. (ot to
mention any of you Horth fmericans who make it over for the con.) Going
out with this issue is a copy of the GUFF ballot formy which I trust
you'll nut to good use. Valma and Jean are; of course, good people and
worthy of your consideration. But only your consideration, my personal
bias tells me. HKhen it comes to placing a "1" on the ballot form L'd
like it to be next to my name.

And this seems the right place to thank my threc Aussie nominators: John
Foyster, Carey Handfield, and Marc Ortlieb, my 2 European nominators:
Dave Langford, and arthur Thomson, and the 5 other Uers who offered me
their nomination. Thanks all,

- Irwin Hirsh

gk =5

At Least You Lan Say You Have Read it = the letter column

Harry darner, Jr LEven though you put it at the back oi the issue
423 oummit Avenue (#10), L found the updating of your personal
Hagerstown life in the forefront of my memory after I'd
dAD 21740, USa read this issue. Of course, I'm glad you find

yourself able to choose among several
reasonably attractive alternatives and I hope the future brings even
better prosvects in the film industry. I could aporeciate the thrill
you felt at finding yourself with an official position in a sports
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organization you'd long followed. I admit to fesling a twinge of
jealousy, when a fellow who had been a sports page writer for the
Hagerstown newspapers acquired a job as publicity director for the Wew
York Yankees, the professional baseball team that must hold much the
same status in the United States as the Carlton Foctball Club does in
Australia. However, I was able to keep the green out of my sallow
complexion through my knowledge that I could never drink enough to hold
an important position with a major league baseball team, and I felt much
better a year later when he quit that job because of the stormy nature
of the Yankees' management.

Jorman Hollyn I am a freelance film editor - both here in New
93 iercer St - #5hL York and in Los Angeles. For the last several
New York years I had been specializing in music editing
NY 10012, UsA (after some six or seven years as an apprentice

and then assistant editor) while trying to get a
film editing position. Finally, this year, i abt. a2 jobyag- enc of4tiie
editors on an episodic television series called The Bgualizer, a show
about a good vigilante in New York Gity, starring Bdward Woodward, whose
previous claim to USA fame was as the lead in Breaker iiorant.

It is both horrifying and inspiring to be editing on a television
series. PFor one thing, I have had more film running through my hands in
four months than I would have in two or three years on a feature film,
ind just as I get bored with the subject of one episode - boom!, it's
all done and L'm on to another one. The hours are even more atrocious
than I'm used to in features (and they were pretty bad there). e turn
over cach show in about three weeks and about two-thirds of that time is
gpent in a seven day week, 9am to 2am crunch. But the show airs every
Hednesday whether we get any sleep or not.

R ArIeih A it o o el it <dagyva-sleamning experience.

I was rather saddened by Diane Fox's comments that she congidered her
job rather dull. I love working in film, even when I am doing the more
mundane tasks in it. £ can't imagine working in a job that I didn't
like or didn't find rewarding in some respects. Now, working on the
television series isn't exactly the most intellectually stimulating job
in the world, but it does stimulate me in many other ways. I am always
learning (though I suspect that may be more a personal character trait
than an industry trait)°

John Berry's article touched a memory or two in me, though not about
mountains or dangerous cable car rides. The memories are all about
noments when [ was extraordinarily touched by nature, and both involved
water. I'll tell you aboui one of them.

The first time L was in Hurope, I was travelling by myself through the
south of France and was staying a few days in Nice, At the end of towm
there is a park which is perched atop a not-very-high ledge overlooking
the HMediterranean. 4iate one afternoon, after a day of wandering through
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the local streets and markets, I walked up the long set of steps leading
to the park and roamed through the grounds., There were the normal sort
of sightseeing sights — broad overlooks of the sea and the like. But in
one corner of the park there was a little waterfall where I stopped for
a few minutecs. I began to stare into the falling water and started to
see patterns. Sometimes the water secmed to be motionless, other times
it moved gideways. Sometimes it fell in huge sheets and other times it
separated into individual gtreams. I started to see the patterns in the
falling water and began to look for morc. ©Slowly, I became aware that
it was getting harder *to sece the water, and when L looked around I
realized that the sun had set and the park was deserted. I had been
standing at that waterfall for almost three hours.

Chuck Harris I have long thought that {ich Brownm was one of
32 Lake Crescent the most intelligent and perceptive writers in
Daventry fandom, and his Sikander piece only strengthens
Northants NN11 4E3B that view although I'm not too sure about the
U.K. premise that "everyone gets the egoboo they

deserve...eventually®.,

I would have liked to have seen Rich say more about criticism too. To
me, intelligent, constructive criticism is the rarest and most valuable
cominodity in fandom. One day - mark my words — we'll put up statues to
Joe dicholas - Fan Benefactor. He may not be a delight to read if it's
you who is the sacrificial victim proane on the altar, but at least he
tells you about your faults as well asg your complete and utter
worthlessness so that you can correct them in your next attempt., [t's
so much easier to be like iich's mum, but unqualified Goshwous are
tedious and meaningless. Usually, even your best friend won't tell you,
yet the finest thing you can do for a friend - apart from that — is to
tear his little baby into fragments...and then help him stick it

together again. It won't help you to achieve very much in the fan-voll.
ratings though.

iven now L still feel a bit guilty about the finest egoboo I have ever
had. In the dedication of the ualt Jillis pb The Improbable Irigh it
gsaid, "To Charles Harris. Iy best friend and severest critic.
Alternately."” At least I practice what I »nreach.

On re-reading this it strikes me how unfamiliar Rich Brown looks today
(and so, for that matter, does Charles Harris except that we all know
that really that's just me wearing a neclttie and a business Saity ox RAE
think L much prefer the lower case, lower class rich browm. [ suspect
that deep down I'm one of those leftwing scumbag Commiec bedwetting
Pedants who would think nothing of typing Archy and lehitabel.

Mike Bourke f'n divided on Rich' Brown's article. The first
42 Bogan ot paert was dull, limp, lifeless, and as boring as
Nyngan @conomicsg. But after the anecdote; things

NS 2825 picked up dramatically, and along with the .

ccver, this section rates as the highlight of
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the zine. itich quite effectively puts the liec to the old adage "You can
never have enough of a good thing". I find myself agreeing with what he
says. L would like to expand on a point that Rich fails to clarify
sufficiently, however; and that is that criticism should be
congtructive. Oriticiging the end vproduct of a writer soley on the -
pieces! merits is insufficient, alsoj; allowance should be made for the
effort invested by the creator as well. Rich's own example makes this
clear — even if Vega's anniversary issue was too large to loc in detail,
acknowledgement should have been made of that fact! If you can't
comnent on everything, comment on a vart of it - with an accompanying
statement that further locs might follow when more of the item-in-
question's contents are digested. Commentaries of this type would have
provided plenty of egoboo for the creator - it would have shown the
issue to be a landmark issue, one that was more than a half-hour's
reading.

In short, indiscriminate criticism will not prompt improvement, and may
well trigger an exodus by the creator from the field. It's not enough
to be honest and say you don't like something; you have to try and
explain what you thouzht was wrong about it as well. Efifort should be
revarded as well as results.

Joe Rico L agreed with the basic thrust of rich's
liditor, Prover Boskonian article, but he fails to confront the basic
NESFA, fnc roblem in fandom., It is not only that our
Box Gy MIT Branch PO currency has become develueds it is rather,
Cambridge that we have many currencies and so set

MA 02139-0910, UsA exchange rate. Ilany person can and have led

active and truely fannish lives without ever
having read an issue of Soonfark, Hyvhen, or even The froper Boskonian.
The currency these fen trade in convention oriented fanac which may have
little in comion with how iany issues of fanzines one gets due to the
writing of guality locs.

ilore tragicly, there are those persons who crave negoboo. I have often
run across these people at cons engaging in such obnoxious behavior as
waving a costume veapon around in a corridor and delighting in refusing
to cease this behavior when asked to stop. Recently, an example of this
behavior in written fanac crossed my desk. A self desc¢ribed crudzine
came in my mail with a barely legible demand for a trade for PB or
Instant Message. I can only imagine that the author would have loved me
to have wasted my time by writing even a polite refusal,

Mike Glicksohn I don't think therc can be any question that

5038 ilindermere Ave Brad Foster was the fannish artist of 1984/5°
Toronto His work, all of a superior quality, seemed to
Ontario M6s 3L6 appear on two out of three fanzines that reached
CANADA me during these years. There may be individual

artists with more skill than Brad, or with more
versatility, or with greater comic genius but for sheer consistency and
prolificity he stands alone.
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Good, powerful piece by iark Loney. He writes well about an intensely
personal subject that most of us will be familiar with. I'm as inept at
writing about grief as I am at assuaging other people's suffering from
it but I could neverthelsss empathize with his words. I've been lucky,
I guess, in having only lost two neople who vere really close to me in
40 years (my mother and my ex—wife) but it seems that every year in
fandom tte lose people whose passing brings us pain. Lecently, for
example, I lost Jack Gaughan and Jack Haldeman. Heither was especially
close to me but both had had an important influence on my life. I wept
for them both and am reminded of my loss almost every day. If therc is
any way to simplify the handling of these losses, in oneself or in a
friend, I've yet to discover it. The best we can do, as Mark observes,
ig accept things and learn to live with the positive memories. We owe
that much to the ones we loved.

Naturally, [ agree with rich. This is as it should be as rich has
always articulated my own thoughts about fandowm far better than I ever
could., (He's particularly correct in noting the essential boredon
behind economics. Even his own Amusing Anecdote couldn't survive the
crushing mantle of boredom needed to set its stage.) If anything, he
spends too much wordage on a fairly simple and self-evidently correct
idea but as he does his usual classy job on that wordage I'm not
complaining too acerbically. Jesildes, I too have never shirked the
label of "elitist" so how can I possibly disagree with such an astute
observer as mr. b.?

His example of accumulative egoboo, though, is highly suspect. Had
Nydall not gafiated his fame would scarcely have been what it is today.
The egoboo accrued because of the gafiation, not despite it. 5o this
concent of accumulated egoboo is not one I fecel at ease with. On a
personal level, I think the best fanzines I've ever published have gone
generally unnoticed because they had small print runs among mostly non—
fanzine-fans. 5o it goes. I never expect any egoboo from those but the
personal satisfaction of having done them is still more than enough to
make the time and effort that went into them worthwhile. For the rest
of it, +'ve had more than my fair share of egoboo (for which I'm
naturally extremely grateful) g0 I've found that morec and more it
doesn't matter to me whether the fanzines I jproduce are well reviewed or
not. I do them for myself, not for egoboo, and L know whether they've
worked or not and that's what counts. Oh, it's always nice to see one's
name in a fTanzine but that alone won't keep a fan active. lie do what we
do because we enjoy it. hen that stops happening, then we go elsewhere
and forget what the word “egoboo’ used to mean.

For example, it was nice that rich mentioned me along with the likes of
Carr, Clarke, and gﬁﬁﬁ Bangsund but when you think about it, who else
could he have used? lie needed a Canadian fan personality whose name
would be known to your readers and who might say “i{iell done" to a taned
or fanwriter. Taral is still better known as a fanartist so by
climination hc mentioned my name. Ls it egoboo to be the only it SlagiEsre !
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very small pond? Wow if he'd mentioned me in his list of those wealthy
by the proper assignation of egoboo...

Diane Fox Mark Loney's article about the loss of his -

PO Box 1194 father and two friends was extremely sad. The

donth Sydney bit about his dream about his father especially
NSk 2060 so., L'd tend to agree with him that sceing the

universe as an indifferent place (”the rain
falls on the just and the unjust alike") is a better means of coping
with tragedy than a belief in a kindly and “just'® universe - at least
there is not the strain of "justifying the ways of God" or whatever - on
top of the already sufficiently great strain of loss. L1 doubt, however,
that religion is always an encourage of the "world is a benevolent
place" outlook — there's also the religious outlook that stresses that
the world is a"walecof tears™ you can expect trouble as long as you are
alive, the world is "fallen" and far from perfect - 1t can be improved
but not as much as people would hope. I think this sort of religious
outlook would be helpful whenever something had happened. Coaversely, I
suspect that many people who aren't at all religious see the world as
benevolent (probably not consciously) and therefore can't cope when some
disaster occurs. It is probably more a matter of temperament than what
one consciously believes.

Richard faulder There was a period a few years back when I was
£0 Box 126 losing, on average, a relative every eighteen
Yanco months, soms of them quite close, including my
NSW 2703 father. However, I don't think I felt the

degree of lossg that ilark Loney did. 3ut then,
in all cases they were ill and their death ceaile as no surprise, and
gometimes a feeling of relief for them, and in most cases the person I
knew had ceased to exist some time before, wastzd away mentally and
physically by their sickness. Just as well, for I had no-one to provide
any sort of emotional support. Indeed, driving back from my father's
funeral my old car broke down less than half-way home, leaving me to
wait for several hours on a cold and foggy night for a train, only to
find that I had left the key to my flat in the car, so that L had to
wake the real-estate agent very early in the morning to get a spare key.

Robert James iapson I fcel the worst sort of death is the

PO Box 7087 AT 1CE Pa tiosie 1 o e T R e NIt MG N G Pyl O
Cloisters =3q- instance. The victim, for he is nothing more or
WA 6000 less, wastes avay day by day, and friends are

forced to see what was once whole and good and
living inevitably sink into darkness, On such occasions Death becomes
personified, vpalpable presence like a heavy weight pressing down on
everybody's chest, making breathing, even living, dbSEc TNt E or s GoRuise
another metaphor, we feel his cold hand gripped about our hearts, all of
us who love the victim, until finally the victim's heart is rivoped out
and there ig a strange release, even a sense of joy now that the
unendurable trial is over. FPart of this pain is of course the unvoiced
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reminder that we all arc mortal and that our own death is only a matter
of times we suffer sorrow at our own mortality. This is unconscious,
generally, but the conscious, no less real, sensation of emnathy with
the dying is at least as important.

Jeanne Bowman fHark Loney's piece is interesting and

1260 Hill Ra provocative - it got my attention, which did
Glen Ellen some very odd twists as I read along. Passed
CA 95442, UsA over the mention of Hodgkin's Ddisease twice

before the recognition struck - my sister-in-law
has that and it was only four years ago that they did the surgexy for
her second occurance and came out saying "inoperable". Chemotherarpy
worked. »she's still about and more fun than ever. ily son was involved
in an almost equally gruesome accident, and survived. Though the period
of his recovery has been more difficult for me, in that nursing, while
vart of a mother's role, is a taxing job, um profession and I had no
great previoug technical expertize. I do now, I can wrap an ace bandage
about a knee blindfolded and I can give brand names of bandages by smell
alone... &»t any rate, neither of these people did die, but they both
walked away from death's door. I don't have any versonalized christian
God concepts to wrestle with, and certainly no illusions about divine
Justice (although it can be a handy idea at times) and yot it
was nany months before my usual equaminity was to return. I too have a
stupendous support ncetwork of friends and family. 1n fect I was often
offered more support than I could accept. 4nd [ grieved a good deal
during the traumas of my childs recovery (and he ig fully recovered).
The sense of having had the rug pulled out did carry on for a long
time, over six months. 4#ind I think lHark deludes himself to think that
his age is not as great a factor as his world view in having a
relatively quick accceptance. Here in my carly 30s death and near death
affect me much more than such major ghifts did in my early 20s. Like,
for instance, having a baby felt like a piece of cake at 23, and for the
most part it was - to be considering doing it again at 33 brings on an
entirely differont set of emotions - exverience werhans,; and acceptance
and recognition of my limitations even more so0.

I ALSC HEARD ¥ROMs Harry Andruschal, Brian Sarl Brown, Dave Collins,
Lfan Covell, Leigh bdmonds, Daniel arr, 3Brad Foster
"L give the Craig Hiltan cartoon on p 24 my award for the most
outrageously funny and bordering on socially unaccentable cartoon of the
decade!", Lob Gregr;, ilichael Hailstone, Lan lLagkowski, Shayne ilcCormack,
Jeanne tlealy, Joseph idicholas, Marc Urtlieb, Marilyn iride,
sue Thomason, and Malt Willis "wluch impressed witih sari Loney's remarks
on hisg perception of the Universe. J[L've always felt myself that bad
luck is easier to bear than injustice, and speculated that one of the
reasons for current criminality is that »eople no longer have the self
resnect »nrovided by the belief that their plight is a matter of
misfortume. Like the old gags 'it's not so much that you have . i
inferiority complex; you're just inferior'.? Thanl you one and all. Ais
usual, all unpublished commeints will be passcd on to the rclevent writer
and artist.




Chapter & of the 1979 GUFF trip report
STRANGER IN A STRANGER LAND

INTRODUCTION I began writing the first draft of this piece in the
middle of 1980. One night later in that year, holideying
in Cairns in Queensland, [ received a televhone call from

vlelbourne whose singular and unpleasant purnose was t2 tell me that

Susan Wood was dead, [ stopped writing then, ten ords into a sentence

about an article of Dave Langford's, for my ability to keep thinking

about 1979 was vainfully impaired. I come back to the tasic rather
older, and with a view rather different from the one I had in 1980. But
the plan for the report remains the same.

The overall plan was concteived in general terms long before f left
Augtraliaj; the details would be formed by events, but I knew that L
would not be writing a reonort which followed a diary model which has
been so vopular. The first two chapters of Stranger in a Stranger Land
- long ago written and vpublished — would follow the standard pattern:
the introductory chapter which says, "Gosh L've won and L'll have to
make plans', and the second which says "Wow here I am in a far-off
country'". But the third chapter, ag yet unwritten, would move directly
to the coavention itself, and the style would begin to veer away from
the continuous narrative and chronological sequence — and indeed, that
ig just how the third chawpter will be written.

The reinaining chapters would continue to diverge from what I believed to
be 'the conventional'. The nresent chapter - chapter four - is
essentially composed of fanzine reviews. Chapter five deals with my
post—Seacon travels around kngland. Chavter six takes your narrator to
Burope, while the seventh and last is to be reflective, dealing with fan
fund trivs generally and the effect which winning GUIT has had on me
since 1979. then L roughed out this plan gevea years ago I naturally
had in mind a final chapter which was thoughtfully distanced from the
hurly-burly, but I must admit that L had not considered the possibility
of a completion so remotec from itsg stimulus.

This chapter appears in Irwin Hirsh's oSikander because that fanzine has
a renutation for dealing with fanzines and why they are published. The
other chapters are being vrepared, and are available to any interested
fanzine editor in 1936.
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CHAPTER 4 \Why fanzines? Fanzines are why we are gathcered together in
this way. That's a sliopy enough angwer, but in 1979 there
vere more pressing reasons for paying attention to this

subterranean 2spect of science fiction fandom. For Tilr, lfan iaule and

Joseph Hicholas had published By BSBritish ('a4 Panthology of the

Seventics') which coincidentally appeared in time to be on sale at

seacon and, more formally, Kevin Smith edited ilood 70 ('The Best of

British ¥anwriting 1970—79') for Seacon '79 Ltd. .ith a total just

short of 150 pages, these must be regarded as Significant iPfublications.

They are significant. vartly because they werse published at all. Both
clearly want to present their stony about ‘What.constituved British
Fandom. But.:both editors are quite direct about their intention:

I don't claim to have encapsulated the veventies with this
collection, and I have no doubts that some fans will tell me I've
missed the singlc most vital viece of fanwriting of the last ten
years, and why didan't I ask them if I could reprint it? I do claim
that these are some of the best writers straight from the mainstream
of British fandom - and that means they are very good indeed.

(Kevin Smith)

At the outset our aim was to publish a coupnle of articles from each
year of the decade to show the development of British fanzine fandom
throughout the period. (Ian ilaule)

But for fan iaule this turned out not to be satisfactorys

However, looking back and re-rcading the fanzines and articles that
appeared in the early seventies it strikes us that a lot of what we
drooled over and thought excellent then is now only suitable as a
trap for fanthology compilers — they just don't stand up by today's
atandards.. ooo.

I think what you now hold in your hands is a better fanthology
because of that re—thinlk. 4Looking at some of the original articles
we'd selected L can see now that although well written and
interesting to me ... the interest they originally aroused was of a
transitory nature and is quite irrclevant to the fandom that we have
around us Now.

There's gquite a bit which may be drawn out of these remarks. To start
with some facts may cléar up a few ide=as. This table shows the
approximate number of pages revrinted froa cach year of the Seventies in
the two anthologies.

Year Number of pagesz reprinted..
1970 il
Lo 0

WO :
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(table continued)

Year Humber of pages reprinted
SIS 15
1974 0
LK 20
1976 20
1977 30
1978 A
Lo i) 17

The clear message here is that the first half of the decade might as
well be crased from fanzine history. Indeed, given that most of the
1975 contribution was a l6page article by Pster Wicholls, and that 1979
could not have been expected to have made a major contribution, we are
left with 1976-1978 as the 'memorable' years from the seventies. The
1979 contribution is really just the long revisionist history of the
seventies by Joseph ilicholas in By Britishj<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>