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Thyme is brought (0 you ~bimonthly (Family Commitments permitting) by LynC, from the ADDRESS:
P.0. Pox 4024, University of Mceli:ourne, VIC, AUSTRALIA, 3052.

Telephone: [61 3] 615 0328 Oz EST Business Hours, or 386 8058 (Clive Newall or Lyn, before 10:00 pm GMT+11).

Theme is ava:iable for news, reviews, artwork, informative phone calls or leticrs, trade, or cven subscription, at
the following rates: 8 issues for A310 (NZS13, or UKES - to the agents). ELSEWHERE: $2.00 Australian per issue. All
averscas copies are sent SAL, or Airmait if SAL not available. '

Acdvertising rates: $15 (Oz) per quanter page, or pro rata. Copy ready ads only.

Our agents zre: EURQPE: Joseph Nicholas, SA Frinton Rd, Stamford Hill, London, N15 6NH, U. K. NEW_
7EALAND: Lyn McConchie, ¢/- Farside Farin,R.D.,Norsewood (Near Danncvirke), Aotcaroa/NZ. ELSEWHERE: write
t5 me (LynC) directly.

If you have a big hand-drswn X (XX for non Australians) on your mailing label, this means that this is your
[LAST issue unless you DO SOMETHING.

1 apologize for the lateness of this issue, but beiween work, caring for Clive's family, and my own health, there
just hasn’t been time (i}l now. Remember FIJAGH!

Entire contents Copyright © 1989 by the respective authors/artists. All rights reserved.
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FAN FUNDS:

DUFF:

DUFF (the Down Under Fan Fund) is now accepting nominations for an Australasian to go
to America for the 1990 Matcon, in San Diego, 1-3 September. The nominees must supply a $10
bond; the names, addresses and signatures of 3 Australian nominators AND two American
nominators; and supply a writien platform. Nominations must reach an administrator no later than 15
January, 1990. Voting will close at Danse Macabre (Easter 1990). The administrators are: Terry
Dowling, 11 Everard St, Hunters Hill, NSW, 2110; or John D. Berry, 525 Nineteenth Ave East,
Seattle, Washington, 98112,

The Veting for the 1989 race was as follows:

Australia US.A.

F'crson Voics Sub-total Votes Sub-total Total
Join Zerry 17 K.; 4 4 46 8 54 78 Winner
iaral Wayne 10 i 11 42 9 51 62
Greg Ketter 4 4 18 18 22
‘Write-in 4 4 1 1 5
iold Over - - 1 1 1

35 108 143 voters

The Four Australian Write-ins were for Cy Chauvin, Tim Jones, Bill Bowers, and Wilson da Silva.

The Australian Y oters were:

Justin Ackroyd, Chrisiine & Derek Ashby, Don Ashby, Sally Beasley, Valma Brown, Cindy
Clarkson, Garry Dalrymple, P. Darling, Leigh Edmonds, Roy Ferguson, John Foyster, Bruce
Gillespie, Carey & Jo Handfield, Kerrie Hanlon, Craig Hilton, Wendy & Irwin Hirsh, Rod Kearins,
Eric Lindsay, Mark Loney, Lewis Morley, Michelle Muijsert, Chris Nelson, Roman Orszanski,
Robin M. Pen (7), Marilyn Pride, Yvonne Rousseau, Gerald Smith, Nick Stathopoulos, Alan
Stewart, Grant Stone, jean Weber, Roger Weddall. (35)

[Terry Dowling]
1



GUFF:

Voting in GUFF (The fan Fund between Australasia and Europe) is now open. The candidates
are: Larry Dunning, Mark Loney & Michelle Muijsert, and Roman Orszanski. Voting closes after
Danse Macabre. The winner of this fund travels to Confiction, the 1990 Worldcon. Voting form is
enclosed.

FFANZ:

FFANZ (Fan Fund between Australia & New Zealand) seems to have gone into hibernation in
Australia. This may have something to do with Terry Frost’s marital hassles recently. As the winner is
expected to travel to New Zealand for their 1990 Natcon in early June, may we suggest that Terry is
leaving it a little late to hunt up nominations. If you'd like to nominate contact Terry, at the address

mentioned in the Yarn Basket. The New Zealand people however, continue to be actively collecting
funds.

TAFF:

Trans-Atiantic Fan Fund

North American Administrator
‘Robert Lichtman
- P.O. Box 30

Gien Elien, CA 95442 USA

PRESS RELEASE
(for immediase publication)

August 10, 1989

The Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund was founded in 1953 by prominent fans
on both sides of the Big Pond with two basic purposes: to promote
increased contuct between the fandonis on euch side of the Ailantic, and o
honor those whom voters feel have worked towards this goal. Each side of
the Pond alternates in nominating candidates to make the trip to a large
convention on the other side. Usually and traditionally, the European
winners have attended the American Worldcon, while North American
winners travel to the British Eastercon. My 1989 trip to Contrivance, on
Jersey in the Channel Isiands, was the 30th such trip to be fulfilled.

In the normal course of events, the next TAFF trip to be awarded
would be from Europe to North America. However, in 1990 there is no
Worldcon being held in North America. For the first time, the Netherlands
will host the World Convention. The presence of a Worldcon in Europe
has led to a lack of prospective candidates for a 1990 trip. A random
sampling of fans queried while [ was in the U.K. indicated a general prefer-
ence for attending a Worldcon in Europe over a Nasfic in North America as
their "big convention" of the year.

European TAFF administrators Lilian Edwards and Christina Lake,
and [, have agreed that under these circumstances, there will be no 1990
TAFF race. Instead, nominations will open during the summer of 1990
(exact date to be announced) for a candidate to travel from Europe to the
World Convention to be held in Chicago over Labor Day weekend in 1991.

In the meantime, a listing of a large number of choice fanzines and
other stf and fandom related items for sale or auction is being compiled and
will be issued this fall. If you would like to receive a copy of this listing,
please send a long SASE with 45 cents in postage (non-U.S. send two IRCs
instead). (Note: Contributions of items for sale or auction are also
solicited with thanks.)

Please send all inquiries concerning fanzines for sale or auction to the
North American administrator. General inquiries about TAFF may be
addressed to any administrator at one of the addresses below:

Robert Lichtman Lilian Edwards Christina Lake

P.O. Box 30 1 Brachead Road 47 Wessex Avenue
Glen Ellen, CA 95442 Thorntonhall Horfield
USA Glasgow G74 5AQ Bristol BS7 ODE

UNITED KINGDHOM UNITED KINGDOM



1289 HUGO AWARDS:

Hest Novel:

i CYTEEN C.J.Cherryh (Warner; Pop le/Questar)
2 Red Prophet Orson Scott Card (Tor)

3 Falling Free Lois McMaster Bujold (Analog 12/87-2/88;Baen)

] . Islands in the Net Bruce Sterling (Morrow; Ace)

: Mona Lisa Qverdrive William Gibson (Gollancz; Bantam Spectra)
5 No Award

Best Novella:
“THE LAST OF THE WINNEBAGQS" Connie Willis (Asimov’s 7/88)

Eest Novelette:
"SCHRCDINGER'’S KITTEN" George Alec Effinger (Omni 9/88)

Rost Short Story:
"KIRINYAGA" Mike Resnick (E&SF 11/88)

Viest NonFiction:

THE MQTION OF LIGH WATER  Samuel R. Delaney  (Morrow)

Best Dramatic Preseniation:
WHO FRAMED ROGER RABBIT

Best Professionat Editor:
SARDNER DOZOIS (Editor of The Year’s Best Science Fiction An annual collection of Short
Stories; St Martin’s Press. The sixth collection was published earlier this year.)

Best Professionnl Artist:
MICHAEL WHELAN

$est Semiprozine: _
LOCUS, Charles N. Brown, P.O. Box 13305, Oakiand, CA 94661, U.S.A. Australian Subs are
1JS5$32 per annum ($55 airmail)

Best Fanzine:
FILE 770, Mike Glyer, 5828 Woodman Ave. #2, Van Nuys, CA 91401. The usual, or US$S for §
issues, within the states. Apply for overseas rates. |

thest Fenwriter:
DAVE LANGFORD, (Address is on Thyme’s file, if you wish to trade with him)
(Dave is also author of several humour/Science Fiction books including:
The Leaky Establishinent ("One of our warheads is missing..."); Sphere Books, 1984

The Dragonhiker's Guide to Battleficld Covenant at Dune’s Edge: Odyssey Two (Science
Fiction Parodies); Drunken Dragon Press, 1988) :

Best Fan Artist:
BRAD W. FOSTER, P.O. Box 165246, Irving, TX 75016, U.S.A.
DIANA GALLAGHER WU, (Address not on Thiyme's file)
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Juhn W Campbell Award for best new writer in the past two years (not a HUGQO):
MICHAELA ROESSNER (Author of Walkabout Worman; Bantam Spectra, 1988)

{Ken Moylan}
[ After the shenanigans of voting, Australians were given a reprieve and allowed late votes. We were

given tll July 25 1o post them. Pity the first notification of this came AFTER the July 15 closing date,
and we, like many others had done the best we could, and rushed our votes in already.-Ed]
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OTHER 1989 AWARDS:

(Thesc are awarded by the Horror Writers of America)
iest Novel: The Silence of the Lambs Thomas Harris (St Martin’s Press)
Best First Novel: The Suiting Kelley Wilde (Tor)
Best Novelette: "Orange is for Anguish, Blue for Insanity” David Morrell
Best Short Story: “Night they missed the Horror Show" Joe K. Lansdale
fiest Collection: Charles Beaumont: Selecied Tales ed. Roger Anker (Dark Harvest)

fLife Achievement: Ray Bradbury & Ronald Cheiwynd-Hayes.
|Science Fiction Chronicle & SlowGlass Books]

World Fantasv Award Nominations:

(These are to be voted on this weekend at the World Fantasy Convention, in Seattle, October
27th-29th.)
test Novel:

Thie_Last Coin James P. Blaylock  (Ziesing/Ace)
Sleeping in Flame Jonathan Carrol (Legend/Doubleday)
Fade Robert Conmuier (Gollancz/Delacorte)
The Silence of the Lambs  Thomas Harris (St Martin's Press)
The Drive-In Joe R. Lansdale {Bantam/Spectra)
Koko Petcr Straub (Dutton/Viking UK)

Best Novella:
“The Skin Trade” George R.R. Mariin  {Night Visions 5)

The Scale Hunter’s Beautiful Daughter
Lacius Shepard (Zizsing/Asimov’s 9/88)

"The Gardener” Sheri S. Tepper (Night Visions 6)
The Devil’s Arithmetic Jane Yolen (Viking Kestrel)

[Science Fiction Chronicle]
Writers of the Future:

First place with its US$4000 prize and agent contact, went to Gary Shockley. The other
quarter finalists were Virginia Baker, Jamil Nasir, and Daniel Danehy Qakes with Alan Wexelblat.
[Science Fiction Chronicle]



Canberra Science Fiction Society Sh rt Storv Competition:
Winn.cr and third place getter was David Tansey for "Landing Rights"/"Landing Lights",
and "Terra Firma". Second place getter was Vern Weitzel for "Bio Planet”. All stories have appeared

in issues of the cluh’s 'zine, but are also available in a collection called Singularities, from the club,
for A36 in Australia. Write to CSFS, P.O. Box 47, Civic Square, ACT, 2608, Aus. '

>~ PERTH in '94

Western Australian Worldcon Bid
s [0 Box 769, Cannington, WA. 6107. Australia.

To Whom It May Concern.
Dear Whom,

We regret to announce that Perth is withdrawing its
bid for the 1994 Worldcon. Why? Chiefly because the
expense of the bid was proving prohibitive: a
successful Worldeon bid requires a presence at every
Worldcon, and too few of our supporters could afford to
travel to overseas Cons (besides, who'd want to leave
Australia?). Our financial problems were exacerbated hy
an incident at Conspiracy, when, through no fault of
any fan’'s, approximately $A2 000 worth of promotional
merchandise failed to arrive - and there went the
profit, as they say in the Pentagon.

Our apologies to our supporting members - all 400
(?) of you - and we hope to see vou in Perth some time.
Ferth will be continuing to hold the annual Swancon and
the occasional Australian Natcon, and may mount another
bid for the Worldcon some time next century. All mail
for the Perth in 94 Bid should now be sent e &

Unit 2/8 Culworth Place. BASSENDEAN WA 6054,

AUSTRALIA.

dm Gl

ANN GRIFFITHS (Secretary)

ON BEHALF CF THE (2nd) RETIRING COMMITTEE.



ADVERTISEMENTS FOR OURSELVES

In this damned avocation of writing you not only need your brains all the time but also a loud
voice crying Me! me! me! me! me! if anyone is going to take notice. But it’s one thing for
individuals to egotize about themselves in fandom. It’s another to Jobby the wider community about
Australian science fiction, and, so far, we have not been very good at it.

Back in 1985, David king and I wrote in a tone of mixed aggression and lament that:

"Unless the writer produces works in a social realist mode, the works are unlikely to find
favour with Australian literary joumals. The same tendency can be seen in the major short story
cempetitions, wherein, each year, the successful works display an unremitting concern for
verisimilitude and narrowly conceived social relevance as their only values. This country's literary
clites have shown little respect for the tradition of using a range of images and possibilities wider
than those found in ‘real’ life. ... The anly way, clearly, of eppesing the general mix of apathy and
derision towards speculative writing is to assemble and to champion collections of it oneself."

That is from the introduction to our Urban Fantasies anthology.

At the time, Urban Fantasies actuaily received a pretty lukewarm reception from the SF
community, mainly because it contained a number of stories of the kind with which David King is
particularly associated as a writer and editor. My own "Crysial Soldier” from David’s first anthology
is a paradigm example. The stories I mean seem to have been virtually crystallised (yes!) rather than
writien in the normal way, depending upon an extreme cconomy of incident and description,
evocative images, and refusal to provide rounded characters and an unambiguous plot. Such stuff
does not go down well with a lot of traditional SF readers. Personally, 1" continue to champion the
1jrban Fantasies anthology: 1 think David and I, over innumerable argumnents wiich probably
strained our fricndship in the end (hi! David). got the balance about right. We mixed these lyrical,
lapidary pieces with some much more robust boots-and-all skiffy swries. And some pieces in the
book go a long way to providing the best of both worlds; read John Baxter's "Down from
Demolition” - do yourself a favour. The book is still awaiting vindication.

Unfortunately, Urban Fantasies did not react the wider mainstream audience in this country
at all. Distribution problems killed it, and it ended op being the one financial disaster that Ebony
Pooks was associated with. (Of our other two special projects, Damien Broderick’s novel "about” SF
fandom, Transmitters, nicely broke ever: in the end, and probably ever: wirned a marginal profit afier
all tax effecis were ironed out; the Aussiccon I collection of literary papers, Conirary Modes, sold
fike hot-cakes early on, and we came out far caough in front to buy a cheap breakfast for all four
listed co-editors).

As a result of the fate of Urban Fantasies, I no longer have any inferest in assembling
collections of speculative writing unless there is interest at an early stage from a big publisher
capable of taking the risk, providing the advertising, and giving top-notch distribution. When that
happens, I'll be in there like a shot, with or without David King (who is still keeping the faith, [
hope). But even with a big publisher, success cannot be guaraniced, as Damien Broderick will tell
anyone who cares to listen about his disasters with Angus & Robertson when Matilda at the Speed of
Light was published.

Amidst this gleom and doom, it was nice to read David’s and my words, as set out above,
quoted by Ken Gelder and Paul Salzman in a handsome McPhee Gribble publication calied The New
6
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Diversity: Austrghan Flgtmn 1970- 88 But then agdm more peoplz., will read our words there than
ever did so in Urban ‘"an?aslca itself.

I fﬁnd myseif echoing the same message in an article on Damien Broderick in the September:
Age Monthly Review, opening up, perhaps cven more aggressively than in 1985, saying that "There
is still a sense in this country that scicnce fiction and fantasy are considered to be literary junk food”,
and complaxmng, re Broderick in particular:
.. several-of his novels ... hiave not appeared in Jocal edidons. His work is normally reviewed
in overseas magazines and local amateur muags devoted to SF; it does not attract any special interest
in the Australian literary quasierlies or the literature pages of our quality newspapers. Why is this?"

Yqu'should lcok up the article to go on with the argument.

In essence, though, the diagrosis has not changed much in 1989 from that in 19835, or even
1975 when the Australian SF renaissance was just starting. What about the prognosis?

I always tell would-be SF authors who approach me because of the Ebony Books projects to
give up on Australia for SF markets, and scek out the markets overseas. People like Keith Taylor and
Wynne Whiteford have learned this lesson weli, and even some writers of our second or third
echelon have had miodest success with it. But i do wish someone was rattling around with a big
cheque book and the capacity 1o de-hwr Australian SF via Austialian publication to an Australian
audience!

The one bit of good news for me lately can be put like this, in rhetorical questions: "What was
that about Gelder and Salzman quoting at sume length from the introduction to Urban Fantasies in
what appears to be a scholariy book that every Oz Lit academic will have to buy and read? And did
you say the Age Monthiv Revizw, God blew me down!, agreed to print that stuff renewing the attack
on people who regarc skiffy as literary junk food?”

Which means itat, whatever our personal differences of taste and cﬁphasig, people like
David King, Damicn Broderick and (zadly encugh, because i’ve got other things to do) me, are going
10 have to go on finding ways 10 concoct advertisements for ourselves - for ali of us with an interest
in creating and proteciing ca Austrelinn Science Fiction. The juxtaposition of my article finally
appearing in the Mogthly Review (after a saga of problems and delays which constitute another
story) and then seeing the Gelder/Sulzman book, both in the same week, has given me not only an
¢go buzz, but also a wee smidgeon of hope. Gelder and Salzman give a sulrpnsmgly knowledgeable
account of the Australian SF scene, and comment sympathetically on the sense of marginalisation
felt by people like King, Broderick, Biackford - and doubtless plenty of others in this sorry process.

There’s a literary envisonment outside of fandosn to be influenced, and I'm asking people to~
think of themselves as lobbyists or advertisers, not for themselves as individuals but for the cause.
Let’s get cracking on this thing. it’s not impossible.

Russell Blackford
iThe Art of the Storv, An anthology of ARC/ABA short stories, bears out what Russcll has just sald

Of the twenty stories sziected from the "Open’ category of the literary awards, only two (on
preliminary reading) appear to SF/F related.-Ed]
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Melbourne Science Fiction Club Trivia Night:

Friday night, 21st July, was the first of hopefully many Trivia nights held at the Melbourne
Science Fiction Club. Thirty people were present to play and all seemed to have a good time. 1 don’t
feel I did too badly at my first attempt as a compere! The food was plentiful with lots left over. James
Atllen provided the coffee and tea.

There were seven teams with "Rum, Sodomy and Lash" being the eventual winners. Other
tcams were the "Rebel Alliance”, "Honest as the Day is Long" {1 bet they all reckoned they were
virgins too-Ed], "Dorks from Beyond", "The Psychotic Lamingtons”, "Ralph’s”, and "All the
President’s Men". "Ralph’s" wers awarded a special prize for coming last, as they had missed a
round, so "All the President’s Men" had the official lowest score. As you might guess, we let the
teams choose their own names! Both first and last teams received a bin full of sweets each as the
prize. Lowest and highest scorers each round also won some very strange prizes in paper bags.

The door prize was won by David McDonnell. The S-words (a picture drawn by lan Gunn

which challenged you to find as many things as you could beginning with the letter 'S’) was won by
Andrew Pam.

Thank you to al} the people vho helped and to all the people who came. We raised $120
which will be shared between CONJUNCTION and HUTTCON. Thanks also for the publicity, I'm
sure it helped to swell numbers. Hope to see you ail at the next fund-raiser.

Karen Pender

Book Review:
i
Created by Andre Norton, TOR.
(Review is of the Uncorrected Proof)

This is a mixed bag of stories from four well-known authors: Elizabeth H. Boyer, C.J.
Cherryh, Meredith Ann Pierce, and Judith Tarr. These authors had been invited to write a short story.
The only requirement appears to have been that the story was set somewhere and somewhen in
Andre Norton’s Witch World.

Most of the writers wrote stories, and had central characters consistent with the Witch World
series, and Andre Norton’s under-dog-comes-good predilection. Judith Tarr had chosen the
Falconers with their gender dichotomy as her subject master, Meredith Anne Pierce had chosen the
vulnerability of the ordinary Dales girl at the hands of her relations, while Elizabeth Boyer had taken
the prejudice against the Old Ones as her subject matter.

These three stories have interesting twists, and are well written, making them worth the read.
Unfortunately C.J. Cherryh, who cast her story during the Kolder/High Dales wars, forecast her
ending too soon, and even after several re-reads I am still confused as to the exact mechanics of how
Gerik managed to fulfil the forccast. C.J.’s contribution is probably the worst story I have read of
sers, which, since the calibre of her writing is normally very high, is not to say that it is bad, simply
that 1 found it disappointing. g



During the battle I found myself very confused as to who was where, when, and how the
central character, Gerik, ended up at the boat, since Gerik should have been heading south already
at the time he considers turning Southwards. Since this aspect of C.J."s work is normally faultless,
this has never been a problem for me before. However, this confusion may have been clarified with
the actual publication.

Also, while the other three writers’ central characters behave in a manner consistent with
Andre Norton characters, C.J.’s character is far more suspicious. Where a Norton character would
reward kindness with kindness even from/to an enemy, Gerik tries to reward it with violence and
theft. Given the situation his behaviour is quite consistent with our world (or any of Cherryh’s
worlds), but NOT WITH THE WITCH WORLD! Hers is the only story this can be said of though.

On the whole, while the stories tackle different subjects, are set in different times and places
within the Witch World, this is a good collection of short stories of the Shared Universe Genre.
Recommended for all lovers of fantasy, especially readers of Andre Norton’s Witch World. Three
of the stories are indeed "From the Witch World".

LynC

LETTERS:

Joseph Nicholas and Judith Hanna actually sent this as a notification of Change of Address, but we
enjoyed it so much, we thought you’d like it too:

AL NS AND ALACK:!

The 22 Denbigh Street People's
Revolutionory Collective
1s soon to be no more!

ASTOUNDING NEWS!

The Judith and the Joseph
ore doing the tasty moving!

HOW CAN SUCH THINGS BE™?

Dua to circumstances entirely beyond their control -- like their
landlord not actually being their landlord at oll, Lut a tenunt
himself with no right to sub-let, and his landlords coming down
heavy, with the formal eviction notice now being only a matter
of time, etc. etc. -- Judith MHonne end Joeeph Nicholas ara
shortly to move from their cherished (sub Eob) central London
addrece of the past scven years.

From the end of Octobar 1989, their new address will be:

5A FRINTON ROAD
STAMFORD HILL
LONDON N15 6NH
‘(telephone: 01-800-10a6N:
# 589
(A quiat suburban backwater with no bures thundering pnst all
dayrand half the night....Judith will have & room of her own and
Joseph can be ultra-tidy everywhere else...there's even a patch
of garden to play In come next summer, provided we gat the
weedg, cleared....blah drone, cosy domesticity....)

PS. ‘me expence involved in moving means that it will not now

, be poesible for us to attend Novacon 19, as originally planned.

T QNot, mind you, that we'd actually got around to regietering for
: it anyway....). So there.



After the last issue, Leanne felt moved to respond to my remarks re her non attendance at cons after
Aussiecon:

Dear LynC,

I thought I ought to pen a few lines (metaphorically speaking)
to correct the implication in THYME 76 that I haven't
attended any cons since Aussiecon II because I was so
disappointed at what transpired there.

Six months after the con, my husband's business suffered a
major embezzlement which necessitated my returning to work
full-time, and what with the busyness of it and the lack of
money, fandom became for me something I used to do in better
times. I had neither time nor money (particularly the latter)
to attend cons; as you can appreciate, it is expensive to come
from up here.

However, the piece in THYME has led me to ponder if I wasn't
glad that I had very valid and pragmatic reasons for not
attending, and whether, if I had been able to continue in my
merry active tan lite, 1 would have continued to come to cons.
Pondering, I have come to the conclusion that I really don't
know.

It's hard to set my mind back four years, and wonder how long
I would have continued to brooﬁ;ovgr;thp very real sense of
utter frustration and disillusionmént I* carried away from
Aussiecon II, had I not hnad other things to distract me.

But all that is hypothetical anyway, as politicians are fond
of saying. I don't think I would attend a con now, even
though I have the time, and could scratch up the money if I

wanted to enough. Four years is a long time in fandom, and
even longer at my age. [ doa't know many of{ you auy more,
not even you, LynC! And my most noted trait is my extreme

shyness--no way I could pluck up courage to start again.

So ail in all, it is provably, or possibly, or perhaps, a
little harsh to entirely blame the Aussiecon II Committee

for the fact that I haven't attended a con since. I'm really
not certain.

Regérds,

Leanne Frahm

In a susequent letter, Leanne also declined my invitation to see her at Suncon. Would I be
alone in hoping she’ll change her mind?-LynC

A,‘I_',_‘,ﬁ,i_wwhww_.,g Wi

A FORWARD TRIPLE
] snmms,gshut.f i3
-~ WITH Pixe §

| 2 ~~oniy sog

GRAMPS WINS

SUPER GRAMPS
CHAampPioN

(©)urvs o1




The Yarn Basket:

That Bug:
Well almost....Linda Lounsbury and Philip Martin took delivery of a bouncing 18 month

old boy on June 21st, 1989. Jonathar Lounsbury Martin was born on December the twentieth, 1987
in Columbia. {Marc Ortlieb)

Engagements:

British fans, Pam Wells (cditor of NUTZ) and Martin Tudor (Co-editor of CRITICAL
WAVE) have announced their engagement (at long last). Apparently the proposal was left on Pam's
answering machine. [PULP]

The Weber and Lindsay Column:

Yep, you guessed it, Jean and Eric have a new Address. This one is also only temporary.
‘Their new Phone number for week night's is (02) 357 387 1. Continue sending mail to 6 Hillcrest
Ave, Faulconbridge, NSW, 2776, Australia.

Terry Frost is also on the move again, this time away from Karen, to 2/3 Coppin P,
Weetangera, ACT, 2614, Aus. No phone number supplied.

Judith Hanna and Joseph Nicholas have been evicied from their bed-sit, and taken up
residence-in the wilds of Suburbia, sce notice elsewhere this issue. Their new address will be SA
Frinton Rd, Stamford Hill, London, N15 6NH, phone number 01 800 6559.

Caz Woolmer and Johm Packer have moved into a place of their own, at 97 Alice St,
Sefton Park, S.A. 5083, Aus. Caz and John both have rooms of their own in this place. Phone
number should remain (08) 269 6664,

)z Publishing:

This issue sees the first (overdue) edition of Thyine Fiction. Due to the exorbitant mail
prices, this is only being sent to Ausiralian and New Zealand subscribers. The four short stories this
issue are by: Geoffrey Maloney, Wendy Frew, Donald Hendricks, and Chris Sirinons. If you
are an overseas subscriber 1o/ receiver of Thyme and wish to receive this supplement, please send
0Z$1:50 per copy to me at Thyme's address to cover airmail/SAL postage. Copies are limited.

Terry Dowling has a Shor Story "The Quiet Redemption of Andy the House" in Australian
Short Stories. No 26, (2nd Quarter, 1939)

Lucy Sussex’s The Fortunes of Mary Fortune was launched on the 30th of September, at a
party at her place in Kensington (which we unfortunately were not able to attend due to family
commitments). This is a coliection of the detective stories of Mary Fortune, edited by Lucy. It got an
excellent review in the Age (Melbourne’s premier daily newspaper for the literati), and Lucy also
featured in the Ape’s "Accent” a few weeks ago.

Gillian Rubenstein, author of Beyond the Labyrinth (Hyland House), which did so poorly in
our Ditmars, has taken cut the Book of the Year (older Readers) award! She has also made the
honours list for two other completely different works, Answers to Brut (Omnibus/Puffin), and
Melanie and the Night Animal (Omnibus Puffin). Graeme Base tied for Picture Book of the Year,
with. his The Eleventh Hour (Viking Kestrel). These awards were given out by the Australian Book
Council on the 21st of July. and carry a $60(0 prize for winners in each category, and $2000 for

honour books. [The Agel
In the same week, Mariiyn Pride received the Chrichton Award (Victorian Book Council)
for her Australian Dinosaurs (Collins). [The Agel

Graeme Base’s 1990 Calendar Dragons, Draaks, and Beasties is now available. Published by
Viking, RRP $16.99.
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Leanne Frahm’s agent in America is pushing her to produce a novel for us readers. [The
st of wishes, and go to it, Leanne!-Ed] {Leanne Frahm]

The Canberra Science Fiction Saciety have put together a collection of entries to their 1989
Short Story Competition. Called Singularities, it is available for $6 from the club at P.Q. Box 47,
Civie Square, ACT, 2608, Aus.

NZ Fandom:

Cry Havoc (the Newsietter of New Zealand’s National Association of SF, Wellington
Iiranch) is offering a copy of Catfantastic (ed Andre Norton and Mar:in Greenberg) to the best Cat
selated entry. Can be art, short story, article, whatever. Closes 30/Nov/1989. This zine is also
available for the usual, or $10 per annum from P.O. Box 6655, Weliington, New Zealand.

ICry Havoc September 1989]

One of the two Editor's, Linneite Horne, also featured well in the recent Herdman Memorial
Competition, run by the British Amateur Press Association (BAPA). Linnette would also be
interested in hearing from anyone requiring/publishing factual style articles, as she wishes to
broaden her experience in this matter. Write to her at P.C. Box 2836, CPO, Wellington, NEW
Zealand. IANZAPA #128]

{>lasnost:

To SF FANS EVERYWHERE, from: THE SCIENCE FICTION CLUB OF GDANSK,
POLAND... They are interested in communicating with other SF organisations. They desirs to
»xchange fanzines, books, articles, artwork, etc with fans all around the world. If interested/curious
arite to them: Gdanski Klub Fantastyki, ul. Chylonska 191, 81-007 Gdynia, Poland. The Polish
National Conventional will be held from November 30th - December 3td, in Gdansk. Details are
svailable, if interested.

"Inozem’ye" (The Otherland) is a russian ’zine which is interested in articles from/about
Australia, especiaily our smali press industry. They cannot pay, as they have trouble with IRCs, etc,
sut will try to supply a commensurate number of issues to contributors. They seem to be into
SF/Horror, and welcome An, comics (I-5 pg), reviews, interviews, Fiction, etc. More details
available, if interested.

Yugoslavian fan, Bruno Ogorelec may be in Melbourne for the 1990 Natcon, Danse
Macabre.

Fanzine Sale:
TAFF have heaps of fanzines and other items for sale. If interested send a long SASE with 2
IRCs for a list. Send to Robert Lichtman, P.Q. Bex 30, Glen Ellen, CA 95442, U.S.A.

irectories:

The New Moon Directory, a directory of Amateur Press Associations is now available from
Eric L. Watts at 346 Carpenicr Dr. 51, Atlanta, Georgia 30328-5030, U.S.A. In America it is US$3
nlus 65¢ postage. Overseas postage rates weren't listed.

FANDATA are seeking listings for next vear’s fan directory. If you edit a zine, run a club,
ar plan to hold a convention let them know. Entrics must be in by January 5, 1990. Standard entries
are free, large entries and advertising costs. Arntists are also required. Write: FANDATA Computer
services, 7761 Asterella Crt, Springfield, VA 22152-3133, U.S.A. (Warning: They SELL a mailing

list made from entries to this directory to any interested parties.)
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Science Fiction Book Shops: _

A new book shop for the Gold Coast?? Lisa Thomson wrote to us saying that she will be
upening a Science Fiction/Fantasy and Comic bookshop at Carvara, on the coast. No dates were
given. We wish her the best of luck. ZASS

£993 WORLDCON ERids:

 "From Yngoslavia comes the news that there are two bids for the 1993 world Science Fiction
convention, to be voted on at Confiction in 1990. The two contenders are: HAWAIL and
YUGOSLAVIA. The voting fee will be US$22. The Yugoslavian bid also have some white cotton
T-Shirts for sale. Contact Greg Hills (The Australian Agent) at G.P.O. Box 972G, Melbourne, Vic,
Aus, 3001; or if this generates no response try Yugoslavia directly; SFera, Ivanicgradska 41a, 41000
Zagreb, Yugoslavia. [Bruno Ggorelec)

TRADES R ECEIVED (since Thyme #76).
NEWSZINES

SWEETNESS & LIGHT: (#2,&#3) Editcd by Jack Herman, Box 272, Wentworth Building, University of Sydney,
NSW, 2006, Aus.

At the time of writing this, this new MONTHLY ncwszine has seen three issucs in almost six months. The
fourth issue, due in Scpiembier, is as late as this issuc of Thygig (we were 2iso due two months ago). Currert atfairs, and
some news. Mainly Sydney oriented, bul a good complemerst to Thving. Recornmended. Available for the fannish usual,
or 31 per issue.

{By the way, Jack, as of the last issue of Thyme, we'd anly received ONE of your 1ssucs. Bit carly to comment on a
tonthily -Ed)

SCIENCE FICTION CHRONICLE: (#119,#120,#121) Edited by Andy Porter, P.0O. Box 2730, Brooklyn, NY
11202-0056, U.S.A. ;

A monthly semi-pro/newszine. ‘This is a great source of overseas news and gossip, book reviews, film updates,
¢ti., both in the professionalfpublishinyg sphere and fandom. Available (in Australia) from Hexagon Press, Box 337,
Biacktown, NSW, 2148 for $45 for 1 year, $86 for two years. (Because this is a newszine, Andy actually trades with
Thyme) "7 ey ; ' :

VILE 770: (#78 twice, #79, #80 twice, #81 twice) Editcd by Mike Glyer, 5828 Woodiman Ave. #2, Yan Nuys, CA
V1401, US.A, : :

' Over the past year ihis has been a very crratically published newszine. Half the contents are out of date by ihe
time we receive it, and the other half scem 1o have been about the Hugo awards debacle concerning PJ. Beese and Todd
tamilton’s nomination from bloc voting. This used 10 be an cxcelient little newszine, and stilt wins Hugos o, | think,
the strength of its past strengths. One day it may get good again. Available for the usual, or subscription, $5 for S issues
in the U.S. Write for uverscas rates. : S '

CRITICAL WAVE: (#12.#13) Edited by Martin Tudor & Steve Green, 33 Scott Rd, Olton, Solihall, B92 7LQ. UK.

A Bimonthly Newszine. British news, reviews, con listings & reports, and gossip. interesting rcading. Available
n Australia from Perry Middlemiss, G P.O. Box 2708X, Vic, 3001, Aus for $15 for 6 issues. (Again Thyme trades, and
the editors may agree 10 # similzr arrangement for other newszines. )

THE MAD 3 PARTY: (#35,436) Editcd by Leslic Turek, for Noreascon 3, from Box 46, MIT Branch PO, Cambridge,
MA 02139, US.A. '

A monthly newszine dedicated to good con running, and the issucs that surround such maiters, with obvious
bias towards Noreascon. There may be two more issues after these, but it is 5o longer accepling new ‘Subscriptions. Very
inicresting while it lasted. Hope other cons take note, and if not do similar, at least learn from the studies Norcascon
undestook.,
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LCLIIBZINES

{'RY HAVOC!: (July/August & September 1989) The Official Newslettcr of the Nation:t Asscciation of SF,
Weihngton Branch. Edited Lyn McConchie & Linncue Home, P.O. Box 6655, Wellington, Mew Zealand.

A monthly clubzine. This is the major source of Thyme's New Zesland news. A sinall clubzine, it nevertheless
supplies news on all New Zealand cons, FFANZ, book teviews, and other clubs in Mew Zzaland, Avaiiabie for wrade or
e:embership of the club.

ETHEL THE AARDVARK: (#26.#27) The Mclbourne Science Fiction Club’s "zine. Edited by Alan Stewart, for the
ctub from P.O. Box 212, World Trade Centre, Mclbourne, Vic, 3005, Aus.

A bi-monthly clubzine, it contains artwork (heaps of it, most good, some great, and most are a2lso funny),
aiticles, including a Starburst index(?), reviews, and more reviews (books, covers, films aad cons) all by club members,
and letters, club news, and Hugo news. Available 1o club members, trade, or S8/6 issues in Oz, 512 overseas.

ROBOTS AND ROADRUNNERS: (V443) Edited by L.ynn Gurcia and Alex Siate, for Ursa Major, the Science Fiction
«nd Literary Socicty of Bexar County (whew!y, P.O. Box 691448, San Antonio, TX 73269-1448, U.S.A.

This issue actually contains a Debate between the two editors on ithe subject of flag bumning! 1t also has *zine
1eviews, a parody, artwork, and a profile of Wayne Musgrave. A previouns issue profifzd Brad Foster, and other issues
have had an editorial on the basic tenets of the American Constitution, Available for the »sual, or for US$2 overscas.

THE CANBERRA SCIENCE FICTION SOCIETY NEWSLETTER: (Sepieinber 1989) Kdited for theciub by a
row editor, Garry Wyatt, from P.O, Box 47, Civic Square, ACT, 2608, Aus.

Irrcgular. All issues publish a list of the club’s coming cvenis, and semce fiction. This issue also has the results
o+ their short story competition, and the annual gencral meeting business, including a submiszion foe s grant to upgrade
their clubzine to a professional magazine, Covers feature scientific style photogiaphy, this onc irom Voyager. Available
ihrough membership, and they trade with Thyme. Under the old editorship it was available for $12 per annum payable in
August. Used to be bi-monthly, but for a while an attempt scemed to be made 1o publish it monthily, then this issue
arrived 27/0ct, dated September. Last issue was dated June.

GENZINES

THE MENTOR: (#64, and the Review Supplement) Edited by Run Clarke, 6 Beilevue T, Fanlcunbridge, NSW, 2776,
Irregular publication (this is the sccond this year), it has fictign, articies, preiry, aitwork, and HEAPS of book
reviews. Well presented, offset production. It even uses colour! Available for the usnn!, or $2 per issue (56 airmailed)

PULP: (#12,#13twice,#14) edited by thiree different households, the last oi which wiches Lo resiga,
i 21 Avedon Carol & Rob Hansen, 144 Plashet Gr, East Ham, London, E6 1AS, UK,
i 13] John Harvey, 8 The Orchard, Tosswell, Herts, SG12 OHR, UK.
£4] A. Vincent Clarke, 16 Wendover Way, Weliing, Kent, DA 16 2BN, UK.

~Bi-monthly genzine, contains ariwork by Atom, articles by such greats as Dave Langfcrd, Chuch Harris (cven
{rom Hospilal), Taral, Skel, and others. The editors’ aren’t hall bad eithier. The leiter colurin is alco often interesting and
informative, although of late it has concentrated a litde too much on the topic of one person’s writing. A very enjoyable,
often light *zine, from whence I actually get a fot of my British gossip, and whick 1 i2nd to read through the moment
Cive lets go of it long cnough (he collects the mail). Avaitable for the usnal, locs go (0 Avedoa Carol. [’} take over
your editorship, Vince, if only (o be sure of getting the *zinc!)

WEBERWOMAN'S WREVENGE: (#36) Jcan Weber, 6 Hillcrest Ave, Fanicenbridae, MSW, 2778, Aus.
irregular (this is the third for this year), really a perzine, it contains, Jean’s trin report, articles by ean, book
reviews by Jean, locs, and artwork by various people. Sometime D&M, someiiines esoizriz, other uines quite light, but

always a good read. [ have to admit to only skimming through the book reviews, but 1 always find the rest worth the
read. Available for the wsual, or (if you absolutely must) AS2, airmail extra

WOOLF QOTHA §, 6 ?0ltél GOTHA §, RAGSTONE QOTH A 5: Written by Ccogra Roncar, 33 Ragsione Rd,
Sinugh, SL1 2PP, UK.

The continuing story of Geogre's trip around the world. He hated Cairo, and Egyoi Alines, It's easy to read
why. Ghod knows what these are available for, or why I'm gelting them, but § engow "ern,

TERRY BROOME’S UNDERWEAR 4: Edited by Geogre Bondar, 33 Ragsion2 3¢, Slough, SL1 2PP, UK.
A bit of a departure compared o Geogre's more normal offerings. For one thin7 it's a number 4! For another,
t's made using a "jelly duplicator”(?), looks spirit duplicated to me. Has articles with Jitles such as "Sweaty Bum”, and
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"Inversion of the Mutawt ¥'-fronts”, bui cecasionatly Geogre does get serious, and mentions that a 1ot of us Oz people
received his previous "zing Margital Rats of Shaolin S and did NOTHING. ie thrives on feedback. This *zine also gives
away the fact that Marc Orilich is responsible for the Oz mailings of Geogre’s stuff. Marc can be contacted at P.O. Box
218, Forest Hill, Vic, 3131, Aus. :

GRAND CANYON MEMORIES: Harry Andruschak, £ 0. Box 5309, Toitance, CA 90510-5309

The latest of Harry's Sprit Dupticated efforts, this contains snippets about his visit to the Grand Canyon on his
last holidays, day by day tescripiicns ond reviews of the fanzines he hed reccived. If vou think _h_y_mg s is a large list,
you ain’t secn nothing! I{ vou are intarested in the addscsses of fanzines, of sonie idea of what a zine is about, this is a
goo! siarting point. Harry's spirit Gupliceted stufT is only available threagh trade though, as the spirit duplicator has
trouble producing mors than 100 copics.

FUCK THE TORIES: (#7) Ediied by Josoph Nickols & Judith Hanna, who have moved since then to SA Frinton Rd,
Starnford Hill, Londen, N15 6NH, 11X

This issue (sob!) coniains MO JUDITH! However it does contain ariicics by Joseph, Leigh Edmonds, and
Gwyneth Jones (Auvihor of Divine Endirapee(7)), and 2 pocm by Peter Darby. And Judith’s presence is supposed to be in
the leitercol but amongst the ta'es ex-vicinam vets. and sssanits, { can’i say I particularly detected it, A very grim leticrcol
this issuc. Available for the vsuzl. :

LiP: (#5) Edited by Hazz! Ashworth, i85 Reckvilic Dr, Embsay, Skipton, North Yorkshire, BD23 6NX, U.K.

Iregular. Contoins articies by judith Hanna, Simon Ounsicy, Hazel Ashworth (a good piece about the vikings),
and Linda Pickersgiil (about the bars of her youth) amongst otiers. Artwork includes stuff by D. West (including the
humorous cover), and Brad Fosizr, The letizrco! has sone intercsting and weird discussions. What size was your first
ora? Were you regulerly bezion up at school, or only some of the time? 1 gather these relate to a previous issue of Lip,
which I haven't scer:. Available for the usuni.

PINK: (#8) brought io you by Karca Peader, P.O, Box 65, Ashburton, Vic, 3147, Aus.

A specia! SEX iscue, the last issuc was en CUTE Teddy Bears, and the ncxt issuc is supposed to be on Updated
Fairy Tales. Since the originals of most of thosc wouid shovk even the most liberal modemist, I'm worried about what's
getting cut out this time! Are ali issucs ca nt ghasily pink paper, Karen? This issue includes a seksquiz, a chocolate
mousse recipe, some inierecting (1! artwork and various articles and poems about sex. Available for the usual.

SGLODION: (#1) Dave Longlosd, 24 London Kd, Reading, Berkshire, RG1 5AU, UK.
What can 1 say? It's bave Laagford plus focs odited by Dave, As neiw as 1 can work out it isn’t available for
anything, as he's no sure it:eme will be inove.

FREFERRED LIES: G2 TRUTHES: Kim Hactt, P.O. Box 649, Woeden, ATT, 2606, Aus.
A linle perzine, with ats ¢ guoins fron Rock Gioups scauteied throughiout. Available on editorial whim, and
may never reach issuc two.

THE CO-OPERATIVE CAHULINLGWER: edized ny ilarry Boad, now of 64 Paramount Crt, University St, Euston,
ondon, WCIE 8P, UK. :

For some teason, Hary seems to be the butt of ethey people’s commenis, not all nice, but his "zines have
improved out of sight snice Conspisacy, when we firs! started getiing them. He now produces quite a respectable genzine.
Availabic for the usnal.

SUDS: (#37) Edited by Caz & ACD, (A2 Peaducuons, P.O. Box 213, Prospect, SA, 5082, Aus.

A smail "zine, seemingly dedicatod 10 tdiing the raickey out of stuffed-shirts. Hoth Caz and ACB have & good
scase of the ridiculovs. Soms g entveord, bui only ¢pe item credited. 1 knew John Packer did at icast one of the others,
bt have no idea aboui the sest. Avatlable f')r thie usual,

MATALAN RAVE: (+17) F‘," Michac! Mai'stor.e, G.2 0. Box S144AA Melboumna, Vic, 3001, Aus.

Iregular. For soire dine Michael has been publishing bits of his very unusual and intcresting overseas Lip.
Unfortunately 4 iot of his cditorial may as well be doubie duich (as per 15 sub-tite) due o problems with his typewriter;
&.8. 'n’ has becoms 2" somnsiiines. The cther rticles, and locs arz not so badly afiecied. Availabie for the usual.

CONCATENATION: (it3) Ediccd by Teay Chester and Jonathan Cowie, 44 Brook St, Erith, Kent, DAS 1JQ.
An annual semi-prozine. This issue 13 guest edited by Graham Connor, and concentrates heavily of the Science
from which Science Fiction iv s1on0sod 16 come. Acailable Tor the usual. Paid ads are welcome,

g
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R CIALIST ZINES

THE METAPHYSICAL REVIEW: (#14) Editzd by Bruce Gillespic, G.P.O. Box 5195AA, Melbourne, Vic, 3001.
This is an irtcgular review "zine, normally dedicated w in-depth book reviews, but this particular edition is
izdicated to Music. Articlzs are by Bruce (the late great Roy Orbison), Marc Ortlicb (A Fairport Convention Concert
cview), Leigh Edmonds, and others. The music/and or concerts reviewed range from heavy metal band Dio, to
Shostakovitch. A very mixed bag, all well writien. Available for trade, contributions, or subscription A$25 in Oz, $A30
Jverseas.

i ¥THER REALMS: (#24) Edited by Chug Von Rospach, 35111-F Newark Blvd. Suite 255, Newark, CA 94560, or by
cicetronic mail from Usenct: chug@apple.com

A qguarterly review 'zine. The only difference between the paper version and the clectronic version is the
presence of layout and artwork in the former. In this issue Mike Resnick writes about Paradisg. There are heaps of
reviews, and even a short lettercol. Reviewers include Charles de Lint (an aathor in his own right), Chugq (of course),
.avrie Sefton, and others. Artwork includes pieces by Brad Foster, Steven Fox, Teddy Harvia, and Tad Williams, among
others. Available for US$11 per annum in the siates, or the usual, For Australian subscriptions, write.

Micro-Peripheral: (#9.410) A Newsletter for Applix 1616 Micro Enthusiasts, Edited by Eric Lindsay, 6 Hillcrest Ave,
Faulconbridge, NSW, 2776, Aus.

As stated above, this is really meant for people who own Applix’s, or people like us who read all computer
magazines, and like Eric's writing. Thesc issucs contains hings, news of the meetings, utorials, a book review, news of a
new operating system MINIX, and other bits and pieces. Available to Applix owners, and contributors, or for $1 per
issue, or $10 for 12 issues.

‘ZINES BOUGHT. NOT TRADED FOR:

LOCUS: (Edited by Charles N. Brown) P.O. Box 13305, Oakland, CA94661, U.S.A.

Another monthly newszine similar in content and format to Science Fiction Chronicle. It is usually more
up-lo-date, but has lost its sense-o0'-wondcr. Also despite the fact that ours is an AIRMAIL subscription, it has lately
seen arriving up a month late, which destroys any advantage it once had over SEC. Available in Australia for US$55 per

annum aimail, US$32 otherwise,

A USTRALIAN SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW: (Sccond Serics V4#4) Edited by the Science Fiction Collective (5

wwople), for Ebony Books, G.P.O. Box 1294L, Melbournc, Vic, 3001, Aus.
A quarterly teview zine, very much into serious literary criticism. Some locs. Available in Austrafia for $1S per

six issues. Overseas rales, write.

"The usual” translates as artwork, articles, tetters of comment (locs), trade, of sometimes just letters of interest.
Newszincs are usually also available fur publishable snippets of information.

The ordering within categorics, apart from Sweetness & Light, is purcly coincidental. It happens to be the ordcr
i pulled them off the pile.

[Now, 1 think, all thise people who keep asking for this column can begin io understand why we scldom do it!

The pile of 'zings received between Thyme #75 & #76 was just as large.)
———————————— e

Thanks for this issue go to the many people who, knowing the problems we’ve been having
lately have only gently teased us about the non-existence of this issue, and to all the people who have
supported us (botk: lots know who they are); and also of course to our contributors without whom this
issue could not have happened anyway; in no particualr order they are: People who trade with us
(you' re highlighted above), Russell, Irwin, Terry, Rober:, Ken, Justin, Andy, Karen, Marc, Jean,
Eric, Vince, Terry, Joseph, Mandy, Peter M (who has patiently waited for this issue), Leanne, Lyn,
Brune, Lisa (we'll write Real-soon-now), Judith, Cathy, and Anne.

Arowork this issue:  Pi18- ©1988 CD /i

Front Cover - “Triptych for Thomas IHI" ©@1989 The Wiz ﬂ

Strip - Spuce the Darkness Beyond” ©1989 The Wiz / !

Back Cover- ©1988 Dennis Callegari | LynC 1959291089
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TH® THN

Dates:  17th-19th Noveiaber, 1989

Yenue: Excelsior Hotel, Birminyham

Ratess £12, £13 at door.

GOH:  Geolf Ryman

Mail:  Beraie Evans, 7 Grove Ave, Acocks Green,
Birmingham, B27 7UY, UK

NOWRACON: (A Relaxacon)

Dates:  24th-26th November 1989

Venue: Leprectiaun Motel. Princess Hwy, Mowra

Fates:  Attending $35. Day Membership $16. (Includes
Moning Tea) Mesls extm. Hucksters” tables are
%9 (~90cm snuare).

Room Rates: 544 Siagle, $52 wwin/Deuble, $60
Triple, $67 Family.

Mail:
2036

e eetneasssben cmsse . —-——

CONEUNCTION: (A Relaxacon {or all sircams of SF/F)

tates: 1st - 3rd December, 1989

%Yenuge: The Diplomat Motor Inn, Acland St, St Kilda,

skates: 330 (540 at door). $5 Sup

Theme: The Meciing of Two Worlds (& Sex in SF)

GLOH:  Wendy Patter, Michelle Muijsert.

Room Rotes: 552 Single, $57 Double.

Mait:
Vic, 3055

cruasteauccacamcosscaniemanas

Dates: Friday 12th - Saacay-141h January, 41990

Yenue: Somewhere ezornd Svdney University,

Rates:  Auending $20.

Meals: Friday night BB 35, Saturday Night - Theaure
Rectavrant $25

Theme: Celebrating 25 years of Dr VWho i Australia,

Mazil:  P.O. Box 223, Wentworih Bldg, Sydney
University. WNSW, Aus, 2008.

SWANCON XV

Daies: January 25 - 27, 1990

Yepue: Miss Moud Esroncan Hoiel, cor Murray & Pier
Streets. :

Rates: 540 atterding ti! 1s*/Decs89, ihen $50.
Supponting $20, :

{sCH: Teny Dowiing

Fan GOX: Gr\ it Stone

Runin Retes:  'Twin/Double 263, Smg e 859 Inc.ude
ore night's deposit, made ont o "Miss Maud
Evropei: Hotel” when booking.

Swancon XV, P.O. Box 318, Nediands, WA,
Aus, G0X¥. (Roam bookings are 1o be marked
"Aun: Mize Dovis"))

Riaik:

Edwina Harvey, 12 Flinders St Matravilie, NSW,

CONTUNMCTION, P.O. Box 41, West Brunswick,

YME Convention Updats
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The 29th Australian National
Science Fiction Convention
Friday 13th - Monday 16th April, 1950 (Easter)
The Diplomat Motor Inn, Aciand St, St Kiida.
Currenily $60, $15 Supporting, $30
Accompanicd Child, $5 Voting Only

GOIi:  George R.R, Martin

Far GOM: Eric Lindsay

Room Rates: 354 single, $59 Twin/Double, & $80
Teiplz/Suite.

DANSE MACABRE, PO Box 273, Fitzroy, Vic.,
3065

DANGE MALABREL

Daies:
Venue:
Rates:

Mail:

KIWICON:
Dates:  13th -16th April, 1990
Venue: The Gateway Lodge, Kirkbride Rd, Mangere,
Auckiand, NZ.
Rates: 340 Aucnding, $20 Supporting, 345 at the door,
GoH: Harry Harrison
Fan Goh: Mary Maclachlan
Room Rates:  $45 + GST per person per night. An
extra 310 gels you breakiast as well.
328.59 includes GST
P.0O. Box 711, Pukckohe, New Zealand.

Banquet:
Mail:

LASTCEN 1080: (The British National Convention)
Dates:  [Guess! t’s another Easter convention isn’t it?)
Venue: Adclphi Hotel, Liverpoo!

Rates:  £20 atsending to 1/Dec/1989, £9 attending
GO [ain Banks, Anne Page, Nigel Kneale, and Ken
Campbeli

15 Maldon Cl, Camberwell, London, SES 8DD,
X

Mail:

CONYEEGE 1 (The 1ith National NZ SF Convention)
Dates: st - 4th Jure, 1990 (NZ Quecns Birthday)
Venue: Abrport Hote!, Kilbimic, Wellington

Rutes:  NZS535 till 1/Mar/90, then NZ$40. NZ$20

"~ Supporting Banquet - $26

"Return of the Intergalactic Tourist.”

Richard Amcld(The StarTrek Archivist at
Puramount), Drent Spinet (from ST.TNG) -
commitments pormitling

Fan GOH: James Benson

Room Rates: 379 single, $99 double/twin, $109
triple, $119 quad,

conVERGE 11, P.0. Box 30-905, Lower Hul,
New Zealand.

.............................

Theme:
GOls:

Kinil:



CONFICTION: the 48th World Science Fiction
Convention
Dates: 23rd - 27th August, 1990

Rates:  $90 till 31/Dec/89. $35 Supporting. $20 Child

(U14).
GOH: Joe Haldeman, Wolfgang Jeschke, Harry
Harrison, Andy Porter, & Chelsea Quinn Yarbro(TM).
Venue: The Netherlands Congress Centre, The Hague,
Holland.
Worldcon 1990, P.O. Box 95370 - 2509 CJ The
Hague, Holland
Agents: Australia: Justin Ackroyd, GPO Box 2708X,
Melbourne, VIC, 3001

Mail:

HUTTCON *90; (The 1990 Media NatCon)
Dates: 23-25 November 1990

Venue: The Diplomat Hotel, 12 Acland St, ST KILDA.

Rates:  $50 to 31/Dec/89, $55 to 30/June/90. Supporting
325

GOH: Simon Joncs (aka Arthur Dent).

FAN GoH: It could be you! Buy raffle tickets from
either Edwina or James Allen. Cost $2.

Room Rates:  Double/Twin $61, Triple $72, Exccutive

Suite $78. Include one night’s accommodation

when booking, cheques made out to "The

Diplomat Motor Inn".

Contact Edwina, if interesied in a group bus from

Canberra and Sydney.

Edwina Harvey, 12 Flinders St, Mairaville, NSW.

2036

(HUTTCON will be taking bids for BOTH the 1991

Media Natcon AND the 1992 Media Natcon. If you are

planning to run either please contact Edwina.]

Travel:

Mail:

SUNCON ’91;: (The 30th Australian Natcon)
Dates: 29th March - 1st April, 1991

Venue: Brisbane Sheraton Hotel and Towers
Rates: $50 til 16/Apr/90, Supporting $15
GOH: Harlan Ellison.

Fan GOH: Leigh Edmonds & Valma Brown
Room Rates:  Still under negotiation
Mail:  Suncon '91, P.O. Box 437 Camberwell, Vic,

3124
{PR#1 is now available.]

CHICON V; (Thc 1991 Worldcon)
Dates: August 29 - September 2, 1991

Venue: The Hyaut Regency, Chicago, USA

Rates: USS75 to 31/Dec/89, US$8S 1o June 31st, 1990.
Supporting US$20(?)
GOH: Hal Clement, Richard Powers (Art), Martin

Greenberg, Jon & Joni Stopa, Marta Randall .
Room Rates:  US$70 single/double, + US$20 per
person triple/quadruple
Larry Smith, Chicon V, P.O. Box 218121, Upper
Arlington, Ohio 43221-8121

....... vew

Mail:

MAGICON: (The 1992 Worldcon)
Venue: Orangc County Civic & Convention Center,
Orlando, Florida

USSS0 autending till 31/Jan/1990, USS20
Supporting/Convcersion from Presupporting.
USS30 Children to Jan 31st, 1990

Jack Vance, Vincent DiFate, Walter A. Willis,
Spider Robinson (TM)

Magicon, Box 621992, Orlando, FL 32862,
US.A.

Rates:

GOH:

Mail:




THYME FICTION 1

preview

Here we go:
Four stories this time (this Thyme?),

two that I intended to run in Aphelion SF Mag *6, one that came out
of a writers workshop I attended in Adelaide last year (led by the old master,

George Turner), and one that

lobbed on my doorstep (literally) just as I needed it - a lesson to be learnt there which I'll come back to

later.

These stories form a rather black collection.
grim variety, then cleverly (well,
local (read: Adelaide) writer.
leaving a
coincidentally,
much to hope it would be funny? Yes,

I hadn't intended it that way;
I thought so anyway) balanced them with an outrageous comic piece by
That piece was withdrawn at the last moment (again,
2,500 word gap in my once-clever strategy.
Don Hendricks appeared on my doorstop with a 2,500 word story.
it was too much to hope;
story was built on sex and violence and was as black as they come ("I wrote it on a day when I was

I had lined up three of the

I'11 come back to that)
Within hours (I swear this is true!) and absolutely
I was staggered. Was it too
synchronicity only stretches so far. Don's
feeling

particularly depressed” he explained - I could believe that), but it was 2,500 words and, far more important-

ly, it was a very neat piece of writing.

So, here they are: four grim but, to my mind, very tidy pieces. I hope you enjoy them.

HOTEL TERMINUS

Geotfrey Maloney

18.2

It is early morning and I have just crossed the
border fram the Union Territories into Free State, I
did not intend to come to Free State. Fram what I
have heard - and that is next to nothing - there is
not much of interest here.

My ariginal plan on arriving on St. Catherine was
to explore the archaeological remains of the Karagan
peninsula in the Union Territories then to depart to
the sister planet, St. Xavier. But I met another
traveller - he was heading north, I south =~ who

raved about the extraordinary beauty of the vanish—

ing falls at Hell's End, and next morning found me
on the train heading in that direction,

My Jjourney took me a thousand kilametres further
down the peninsula than I had originally intended.
There turned out to be plenty to see: the ruins of

great cities destroyed in the wars of independence,
the hulks of a fleet of interstellar transports and,
of ocourse, the vanishing falls, which were truly
magnificent. But after the trip was over I found it
a daunting prospect to retrace the thousand kilo-
metres to the Union Territories' capital and its
spaceport. I studied my map and found that it was
only two hundred kilametres further down the penin-
sula to the tiny independent country of Free State,
and fram there three hundred and fifty kilometers to
its capital, Liberty, where, so the red star on my
map tells me, I will find a spaceport.

I hope I have done the right thing and am not
about to duffle myself at same broken—down spaceport
that hasn't been used in years. Still, I am optimis—
tic: my map is the latest edition.



19.2

Duffled, well and truly duffled. I have just been to
the spaceport - the most decrepit building I have
ever seen - where I was confronted by a young man
who gave new meaning to the tedious art of burea-
cracy. 1 have discovered that the next ship to St.
Xavier is not for another two weeks.

And Liberty is a hole of a place! The buildings
are badly painted concrete blocks and the people are
ill-mannered and unfriendly; they speak Unicom
fluently but never reply when I ask questions.

The desk clerk in my hotel is one of the most
ignorant people I have met. When I arrived he stared
at me for a long time then embarked on same strange
game to prevent me gaining a room in his empty
hotel,

Pirst, he called me an alien, an insult in any—
body's language and the crudest of wvulgarities in
many. I explained that there was no such thing as an
alien, that we are all descended fram the one parent
stock, but he was unimpressed by my argument. "Alien
enough, " he replied matter-of-factly.

When I asked for a roam he looked at the board
behind him, It was full to bursting with keys, each
with a red tag to indicate the room number, It was
obvious that every room was empty, but still I
thought he would refuse me. Finally he announced
that there was one roam left., He named an exorbitant
price and when I camplained he said, "It's the best
hotel in town.” I got a laugh out of that. It is the
only hotel in town.

My praoblems with the locals did not end at the
hotel. When I ventured into town to find a meal -
the hotel doesn't do meals - I was insulted again., A
waiter at the Official Itinerants Dining Roam (there
are no restaurants in Liberty) accused me of being a
rich tourist from the Union Territories. When he
realised his mistake he called me an alien, I did
not bother to argue. I replied that, yes, I was an
alien and in the middle of the night I grew fangs,
howled at the moon and roamed the land in search of
the souls of the dead. That shut him up.

And I am forced to wait two weeks in this place.
I do not like waiting and I do not like Liberty.

One of the good things about trawvelling is the
sense of purpose. If you are contimually on the
move, always going samewhere, then you are constant-
ly achieving samething. I grow restless if I spend
maore than a few days in any one spot. Two weeks in a
place like this will kill me

It is late and I am very tired. I do not think I
can wait two weeks, Tamorrow morning I will take the
train to the border, retrace my steps, and gain my
freedom from Liberty.

A strange thing has just happened. It is early in
the morning; the sun has not yet risen. I was woken
fran a deep sleep by a cammotion in the hallway.
There was a tremendous banging of doors, splashing
of water, and bellowing voices raised in anger or
cammand. I lay for some time trying to get back to
sleep but the noise did not abate., Finally, in
desperation, I rose fram the bed, dressed and march-
ed down to the front desk to voice my complaint.

"A family," the desk clerk explained, with no
tone of apology in his voice, "has just arrived on
the late bus, The room must be cleaned. You are not
the only guest.”

"No," I replied,
quest at all.”

I stormed up the stairs., The hall was silent. As
I opened my door I heard a soft click. I turned to
look in the direction of the sound.

The door across the hall was half-open and a
waman stood at the threshhold of the roam, half in,
half out. She must have frozen when she caught sight
of me. She was dressed in a long white robe, and
black hair cascaded about her shoulders. Her skin
had a deathly pallor, so white, so clear, as if she
had been cut from a piece of marble. But these
features I only glanced at for as she stared at me
and I at her it was her eyes that transfixed me.
They were brilliant. I have seen all oolours of
eyes, fram the deepest jet that hides the pupil to
the golden yellow of daisy bloams, but the eyes of
this woman were the most wondrous. They were tur—
quoise, a brilliant, lustrous turquoise. Same would
say they were blue, others would insist they were
green, but all of them would be wrong. In that half-
light, at that time of night, gazing into those eyes
I could think only of emeralds lying on white sands
beneath the waters of a coral sea.

I said nothing, I don't think I even smiled.
Seconds passed, stretrhing away, and I began to feel
foolish. Then her mouth quivered as though same
living creature was restless in its lair. She did
not smile but that strange peculiar movement hinted
at samething, samething that she seemed to expect I
would understand. Then she closed the door and I
found myself standing in my own doorway, shaking.

"and tomorrow I will not be a

I camnot get back to sleep. I have read over my
journal and feel silly, foolish, 'emeralds lying on

. white sands beneath the waters of a coral sea.’'

'some living creature restless in its lair.' what am
I talking about? I'm tired. I need same sleep. I
mustn't miss the train.

20.2
I have decided to stay in Liberty another few days.



21.2

I saw her again today. She was standing on the
balcony off the end of our corridor. She wore a
dress of turquoise silk, and the colour matched her
eyes, The 1line had been cut to accentuate the slim
features of her body. It fell to just above the knee
and below it her long, long legs, covered in fine
black cobwehby hose, tapered into small black suede
shoes. Her hair was pinned up, revealing the deli-
cate curve of the nape of her neck. She was quite
simply stunning and so captivated me that it was
several mninutes before I noticed the man that stood
with her. BHe was older, fattish, but the way he
cambed his hair, the smoothness of his chin, his
clothes, all indicated a certain style. While not
worthy of her, he was umistakably of her world.

He made me feel like the grotty traveller that I
was, I felt a pang of envy. His arm moved to en-
circle her turquoise waist and I stood there, lost
in a dream, imagining that it was I who was beside
her, holding her close.

I confess that I watched them for some time.
Finally she turned and gazed in my direction hut
nothing flickered in those pupils and no beast
stirred in its lair. It was as if I didn't exist.
Perhaps that is the way it should be., Her beauty
anchors her spirit, gives her substance. 2And me, I
am nothing. People never give me a second look. I am
there one minute and gone the next.

Then she turned and spoke to her husband (the
ocbvious assumption). He left the balcony and walked
towards me. I feared he was about to chastise me for
staring so rudely, but I was mistaken. He passed
without a word, She followed, passing so close that
her elbow brushed gently against my own. I heard the
rustle of the silk and the padding of her feet upon
the tiled floor.

This mst stop! My intention was to leave Liberty
andreb.xrntothemim'l‘enritoriés, but now I can
think of nothing but her. I have fallen in love many
times, and felt a strong physical attraction for
hmndreds of wamen, but never have I been as infat-
uvated as this. I write this almost gleefully: She
possesseeme.'

22.2

I have been haunting the hotel, hoping to catch a
glimpge of her, wishing and fearing that I would
find her alane, that I could approach her and speak
to her, to coax once more that strange half-smile
that dwells at the corners of her mouth. But she is
always with her husband and I must content myself
with looking. She has turned me into a voyeur.

23,2

I have thought about that last entry and decided
that it is not true. I have always been a voyeur. I
travel fram place to place, taking pleasure in
watching what others do.

Do I have a life myself? It seems a simple ques—
tion, but it is difficult to answer. I fear I do
not, I am an itinerant, a transient, always moving
through life, never moving in it. I have no sense of
cammmity, no sense of belonging. If I stay some-
where too long I became restless, irritable. It is
like a hot prickly rash beneath the skin and it
grows until I am forced to move an, to throw myself
back into the role of traveller. I fear I am seeking

- immortality. I chase the unattainable.

25.2

The hotel is filling up. The board behind the desk
is losing more and more of its keys as the days
pass. .
I fancy I have become friendly with the manager -
afterall I was his first quest. On one of my trips
past his desk I queried the sudden upturn in
business.

"There is a hospital in Liberty," he replied.
"People fram all over the country go there, Their
friends and relatives need to stay in a hotel.”

"Then people must be getting awfully sick all of
a sudden,™ I joked.

He shrugged. He does not care. Business is good.
He is happy.

"The waman in roam 12," I ventured, not knowing
or caring if I had broken some local taboo.

The manager smiled and nodded his head. "Yes," he
said, "she is very beautiful is she not. Her husband
is very sick. Everyday they are visiting the hospit-
al. I don't think he has long to live.”

I am d.isgustedwithmyself. The manager's words
thrilled me. I gave no thought to her husband, no
thought to the grief she would feel when he was
gone., No, I thought only that she would be alone;
she would be accessible and I would console her in
her bereavement.

1.3

It is late at night. I have been woken from a
troubled sleep by a disturbance in the oorridor. I
have taken to sleeping with my door slightly ajar,
hoping  that she will take this as a sign and slip
away from her husband, pad silently across the corr-
idor and creep into bed beside me. I have slept with
the door ajar for five nights in a row but she has
not appeared. Perhaps she thinks I am merely care-
less, or that if she were to brave that treacherous



strait she would be rejected and flung back to her
distant share,

She did not come again tonight. Instead I was
disturbad by harsh whispers, the squeaking of unoil-
ed wheels and the muffled sounds of distress. I
jumped from the bed in an agitated state and crept
towards the doar. I opened it enough to allow me to
peer out and caught a glimpse of two men, bizarrely
dressed in silver spacesuits and damed glass helmets
with breathing apparatus. They guided a trolley door
the corridor.

I knew who their passenger was. Her husband had
succumbed, his long crippling disease cascading into
the terminal stage. They would take him to hospital
and there his admission slip - filled out in tripli-
cate - would be stamped with the initials D,0.A.
She would be free at last, I will take her to the
Union Territories and fram there we will journey
across the galaxy.

I let the door close and stood by the window,
easing the curtains apart so that I could view the
streets below. A large van bearing a white croes at
its aide stood at the front of the hotel. The two
spacesuited figures appeared with his body. They
struggled with the weight as they slid him into the
van., Their mamner was careless and there was no
urgency about their movements. It was obvious that
the patient was already dead.

And already I am anxious., I want to go to her
now, to offer my camniseratians, to tell her that
all is not lost, that she is not alone. Here is my
shoulder, I will tell her. Shed your tears upon my
skin, cry your heart into mine. I will help you, I
will take care of you, I will do everything that has
to be done in this your time of need.

I stood outside her door, hovering like a bee at a
flower, wanting to knock but being torn by fear and
anxiety. I did not knock. I tried the handle but the
doar did not open. I could not knock. She scares me.

2.3
Be is still alive!

I waited through the early hours of the morning,
waited until I heard the click of her door. When it
came, the soft, harsh, metallic sound in the
gsilence, I was like a spring uncoiling. I leapt fram
the edge of my bed and opened the door, and there
she stood, framed in the doorway of her room. I fell
into those turquoise eyes. I smiled at her and
aaeething in those eyes came to life. Her lips
pulled back revealing milky-white teeth. My heart
fluttered and a pang of desire swept through me, and
in that moment, when my emctions were at a peak, her
husband appeared behind her., My heart sank into my

4

stamach, I oollapsed back into my room and closed
the door behind me.

later I questioned the manager about the incident
during the night. At first he ignored me but when I
persisted bhe forced a smile and said, "An old man.
His wife was very sick. She had been in hospital for
a long time, He comes to Liberty every four weeks to
visit her. Two days ago she died. It was too much
for his heart. He succambed to his sorrow and now he
bas joined her,™ )

I nodded my head slowly.
ation he mist have felt.

I understood the separ-

6.3

The ship has come and gone. -In my infatuation I had
forgotten my true purpose here. The next ship is not
for three weeks. It does not matter. I feal I have
plenty of time, My relatiomship with her has improv-
ed., Husband or no husband, I feel I have cause for

I was returning from the spaceport - after real-
ising I had missed my ship. I was in one of my
brooding moods, cursing my stupidity for lingering
in Liberty longer than necessary, for allowing my
my plans., I was feeling decidedly down—to—Mother-
Earth, but as I climbed the stairs to my room some—
thing happened to change all that.

My head was down and I leaned heavily on the
rail. Wwhen I loocked up she was there. It was a hot
day and she was wearing a strapless red dress that
displayed the smooth white skin of her shoulders and
tightly hmgged the fimm curve of her breasts., I was
dumbfounded by her presence. She could have stepped
around me and descended nearer the wall, but instead
she smiled and gently pushed past. Her back was
against the rail and her breasts brushed my amm. I
believe it was a deliberate act and that in the
mment of electric contact she felt as much desire

as myself.

9.3

Strange things are happening. Last night I was woken
again, and again the hospital van was parked outside
the hotel. As I watched from the window the space-
suited orderlies appeared. They loaded a body in the
back then retraced their steps into the hotel. They
a body. I counted five bodies placed in the back of
the van. It left me with a sick feeling in my
stomach, What is going on? ‘

The  manager informed me that some of the more
elderly quests had expivred in the extraordinary
heat. It has certainly been hot, the temperature
increasing day by day, but five guests in one night?



I do not believe it, Besides, I witnessed the load—

ing of the bodies and two were so small that they -

could only have been children.

12.3

A gloaom has descended on the hotel., A thick melan-
cholia that I never noticed before hangs in the air.
It lingers on the face of each and every quest. I
have been told that Liberty has the only hospital in
the contry, and that it is nearly always full, but
it seems extraordinary that the city's anly hotel
would function as an overflow ward. Something is
wrong, incredibly wrong.

13.3

The night is hot but a cold sweat creeps across my
skin, It rises fram the chill in my bones and seeps
through the tissues of my body to evaporate at the
surface. I have just returned fram town, fram my
nightly sojourn to the food hall, and I am in a
distressed state of mind.

Rumour has it that a plague has broken out. No
govermment authority will confirm it, but regulars
at the hall tell tales similar to my own, of the
dead being spirited away during the night. I am
filled with terror at the prospect of death in this
hot, forsaken land. I must forget her. I must!

Perhaps I am over-reacting., Afterall, I hawve had
all the standard innoculations.

No, I camnot take the chance. Tomorrow I will
leave, I will go to the border and cross over into
the safety of the Union Territories. I must flee
before the situation worsens. There is no choice; my
life is more important. My survival is at stake,

17.3
The border is closed!

It is the consumate duffle: I have placed myself
in a position of no escape. There is no next train,
mnextship,nothi.ngtogetmoﬁtofthismss.

I have only myself to blame. I have failed as a
traveller; my line of progression has withered to a
point of no return. I should not have let this
happen, It should never have happened. At the very
least, a traveller should always be able to turn
around and retrace his steps.

But why should I blame myself? Afterall, I was a
victim, caught in a web of...

It is all lies. I have no—one to blame but myself, I
never went to the border; I could not leave her, I
could not.

24.3
Days have passed, absolute and terrifying days. The

hotel is deserted. I have seen body after body
carried down the corridors. This is the last hotel I
will ever stay in. After this....

There is no after this. There is anly the here
and now.

25.3
I have just been down the stairs. The manager cum
desk clerk has disappeared. The little board behind
his desk is full of keys again, Their little red
tags winked at me, They knew it would come to this.
They knew that when I arrived, knew that one day
they would all be back on the board. There are only
two keys missing now, hers and mine. And they are
waiting for the board to be full. QOnly them will it
be complete.

Coming back to my room I saw that her door was
ajar, She is waiting for me to go to her,

But I linger over this desk, scribbling away,

_ attempting to fulfill myself as a traveller, I think

about the home I will never return to, and know I am
no longer a traveller. The essence of travel is
return, If you never return you lose your slice of
immortality, you become an ordinary person, living
life, no longer watching it.

Lots of people fram my world travel. They are
afflicted with affluence and wanderlust., It is be-
cause we are so far away from everybody, stuck out
on the edge of the lens, We look into the centre of
the galaxy and are drawn by the myriad suns spark-
ling like jewels across the black velwvet of space.

I remain cool, calm, collected. I think about
sending a few postcards to people I hate:

Dear Friend,

We are experiencing a plague at the
moment -and everbody is dying. Wish you were here,
Yours etc.

That is it. I can write no more. I had hoped to say
something faor posterity in these final paragraphs,
but I have said nothing.

I camnot think clearly. I know she is in the
other room. There are only the two of us left. T
have no more excuses., I know that I must go to her,
I can say no more, I mast go. I can hear her calling



THE RED CARDIGAN

Wendy Frew

The breeze fram the air-conditioning duct swept the
big toe an her left foot off the table, sending it
twisting and turming in splendid aercbatic patterns.
Caught in a axrent, it spiralled towards the floor
and made the kind of landing pilots dream about.

That was the third toe she had lost that morning.
Her body lay stacked neatly on the conveyor belt,
vulnerable to every cough, sneeze or sigh that the
air-conditioner uttered. Her shivering sent a ripple
down her body making a soft, almost soothing, rust-
ling noise.
for as lang as she could remember and she ocould
remember back to her first day on the job, seven
years ago. She had noticed when they sent her to the
slicing room that the air was particularly cool in
there. Every day, no matter what the season or
temperature outside, she wore a cardigan to work. On
very cold days she wore another on top of the first
and two pairs of woollen tights to keep her legs
warm, It was dark by the time she retmrned home and
the dark brought a serrate wind with it., In the
warmth of her room she could peel off the layers of
clothing and place them in a .neat, ordered pile
ready for the morning. She had a system - the cardi-
gan went on the bottom of the pile, then the skirt,
blouse, woollen tights, and her underwear on top.

She had worn a red cardigan on her first day.
Black buttons with a V-neck, forty percent angora
and sixty percent synthetic., She could even remember
that. She was wearing it now. What a shame it had to
be ruined,

She had liked her first day. New people to work
with, her own desk and a tea-lady who came pushing
her trolley pramptly at 11 a.m. and 3 p.m, every
day. The tea—lady always hrought the same shorthread
biscuits stacked high on the plate (the cnes with
sickly sweet strawberry jam and swirls of mock
cream), always: brought the tea in that brown china
pot with the amall chip on the lip of its 1lid,
always wearing that apron with the red and blue
checks and ripped hemline.

A collection went round one year and they bought
her a new apron - a gift for her 20th anniversary
warking for the company.
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apron with a bold floral pattern, but they had never
seen her wearing it, "Too good for this place", she
had said, The tea-lady had camplained about the air-
conditioning, too.

Funny, the details she remembered. She oould
remember people's names and phone mmbers, and it
had been a great advantage at school. (Marie Antoin-
ette, Queen of France, wife of Louis XVI, guillotin-
ed on 16th October 1793, after a trial in which her
dignity and courage had impressed even her judges.)
But she had not wanted to stay on at school and had
got a job as soon as she left., This job.

The night befare the interview, her mother had
warned her not to memtion how good her memory was.
They were sitting in the kitchen<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>