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INTRODUCTIONANDTRADITIONALSTAMMER———————~—
by lvan Towlson

So. Here we are.
(More?)
Well. 1 think | can explain. There wasthis wardrobe,you see, and I was, for reasons

that... anyway,I was sitting on top of it. Beneathmesprawled an QUSFGdiscussion meeting,
at the centre of which lay a vast pile of fanzines, conventionPRs, the bits of coloured
mimeopaper you invariably pick up at cons, cocktail recipes, committeemembersand so on,
in which Maria was makinga nest. At one point she wokeup for long enoughto babble
teverishly, "I wonderif it would be possible to run a convention in Oxford? Shall we have
a look and find out?"

“What? Yes," I cried, drunk with oxygendeficiency.
“And I'll be the treasurer," said Dave.
Maria adoptedan expression of faint nervousness. “We're not going to do it, you know,"

she explained, "just see if it could be done."

It has now dawnedon methat Maria is far moreof a devoteeof the experimentalmethodthan
I had ever feared. And nowit is too late,

BlasphemousDeadlinechitters in the shadows; the spectre of Th'Accountzhangsheavy
over mydingy word~processor. Recently I have begunto hear strange noises in the night--
noises which, in a horrible parodyof humanspeech, seemto mutter phrases like “hmm...29
people, ot whomsix are vegetarian, wantdinner on Saturday... but only 13 people want rooms
on Sundaynight... mindyou, someof themwant doubles...". The nice menin white coats put
it downto overwork. But I knowwhat is happening.

For | haveread the documentsof the ancients: the mystic BookOf The Progue Ram,the
inky Con~Run-Aof Sorenson--and| snow.

! have been bitten by the conrunningbug, and the horror will nowrun its course.

from the Diaries Of A Masochist, summer1987

Er... can 1 go now?

YOVVYDIDVIDDYDDDYDYDDDDD>V9.9D90029 I) D9DDDDDD-DDDdIDI DDI)DYDD)D>DdDIDDI DDDY DDDYDDDD2DDDDDDDDPDPD)D929D)DdDDDD9 199D2D9D2D)D).DDD)DD9DDDDD)2) D2DDD)2) BDDDDI2D) D>D999)DI DD D9 ID IDI9D) DDDPIIDDID IID

"OK, so you're into choirboys--so what? Cucumbersandwichesget boring after a while!"
--Adrian Cox

EEECELEEKIEEEEMMEEMCEEMUELLEREEEMECCMKULEL

THECOMMITTEEANDOTHERSTRANGENESS—————~—-——

DaveBate looked after the money,with his characteristic love, care and attention. John
Bray hassled the rest of us, wrote lists and madenice to the Poly. Paul Cray addressedthe
envelopesand did the photocopying. Maria Hamiltonsent messagesfrom on high @arlington,
actually) and provided inspiration, verbiage and posters. Ivan Towlsontook Finals and
tried to catch up on sleep.

Thanksare due to lots of people (I imagine), amongwhomare numberedEleanor Mooreof
the Poly's conferenceoffice, Martin Pickles, Melanie Dymond,the quote victims, the St Anne's
photocopier and of course the godlike AmstradPCW8256(what else?). Weal Tringhamwrote
all over the membershiplist, John Styles seemedresigned and Matt Bishop issued a
challenge. OUSFGprovided moral (well... fairly moral) support, loadsa gophersand even the
occasional member.British Rail madean honest womanof Maria and ICSF madean
irredeemablycorrupt one of Dave. The costumesweresupplied by Marina McDonaldand Penny
Heal, the explanations by Jason Stevensand the soundtrack by Daleks On Acid. Dolph
Lundgrenappearscourtesy of Tesco Premiumtea-bags. You don't care.
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MANMAKINGPUNSAHEAD:TERRYFPRATCHETT——-~2.
by Melanie Dymond

In his ownwords, "Zerry Pratchett was born. Little is knownabout his personal life, a
state of affairs with which he feels quite comfortable. He has never workedas a security
guard or gonearound the world on a trampsteamer, but he has cleaneda chicken house (thus
achieving one of the three exciting things authors mustdo before starting their writing
eareer), It took him all afternoon.

“He used to write one bookevery five years and used the proceedsta buy a greenhouse.
After The Colour Of Magic cameout in paperbackin 1985it becameapparentthat he would
soon be able to housea nedium-sizedrain forest, andhe had to rethink his strategy. Since
then he has written one book every six months, initially to escapethe pressures of being a
Press officer in the nuclear industry and, since he gaveup the job last November,so that
he doesn't have to be one again.

“It is rumouredthat he's nowon a hugecontract with Gollancz. The rumoursare
essentially true. However,after a few drinks he will explain howhugeworld-rights
advances,once various people and governmentbodies havetaken their cut, always work out at
a hegativesum, and so if he doesn’t write a book too often he mightjust about break even.
Has moneychangedhim? Yes, he says, it's madehim a richer person.

"The seventhDiscworld book, Pyramids, has just beenhandedover to Gollancz and should
comeout late next Spring, He's nowworkingon a special project with Josh Kirby, and fears
that ideas are even nowassemblingthemselvesfor the next DWbook. Whenhegrowsup, he
wants to be Larry Niven."

Terry Pratchett has nowhad eight books published, with a ninth (WyrdSisters, the sixth
Discworld book) due out in hardbackthis autumn. His first book, The Carpet Feople, was a
children’s book, published in 1971. It is set amidst the wool and dust found in the average
carpet, and deals with the battle of the various creatures of the Underlayagainst their
mutualenemy,Fray. It is notable particularly for the illustrations--all were drawnby the
author himself, depicting the scenery and population of the Carpet.

The next book, The Dark Side Ut The Sun, waspublished in 1976. In the far future,
wheredeath is nat always final and the mathematicsof probability havebeenrefined to
such a degreethat the art of prediction has becomea science, DomSabalos, hereditary
chairmanof the planet Widdershins, sets out to look for the Jokers' World, once homeof the
legendary race that had populatedthe universe before humansand left debris and clues to
its existence throughoutthe Galaxy. Unfortunately, there are somepeople aroundwhowould
muchrather he did not succeed...

The last book that Terry Pratchett had published before the start of the Discworld
series was Strata, whichcameout in 1981. It also deals with a flat, disc-shapedworld,
resemblingEarth itself too closely for comfort and discovered by Kin Arad, an officer of a
companythat manufacturesplanets to order. (Did I hear anyonementionMagrathea? Surely
not...) Her companydid not manufacturethis world--so whodid?

The Colour Of Magicwas the first of the Discworld novels. Wherethe previous books,
although on the whole well thought out, convincingly written and amusing,had failed to
bring Terry Pratchett the wider recognition he deserved, the fast-paced tale of the failed
wizard Rincewind, the naive tourist Twoflower (with far moremoneythan was good for either
him or his life expectancyin the Disc city of Ankh-Morpork)and Twoflower'stenacious
luggagefinally broke through into the public eye--andthe rest, as they say in the most
cliché-ridden biographies, is history.

The rest of the Discworld books have followed at regular intervals ever since--The Light
Fantastic, the further adventuresof Rincewind in the companyof Twoflower, and Bgual Rites,
the story of a younglady namedEsk with ambitions in a wizardly direction, ever since a
dying wizard passedon his staff to her in a case of mistakenidentity--or, moreaccurately,
of mistakengender--are, at present, the only two available in paperback.

The last two, available in hardbackonly at the present time, are Mort and Sourcery.
The tormer tells the story of a boy whois selected for apprenticeship to Death, whoteaches
him the tricks of the soul-taking trade, and still has time for someamateurmatch-making
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on the side. As Mort seemsto be getting the hangof the job, Death leaves it moreand more
up to him and goes off to performdetailed investigations of that which humanscall “fun".
All goes well until the fateful night whenMort makesa--well, to call it a mistake wouldbe
an understatement--leavinga young ‘and, of course, beautiful) princess alive whenthe rest
ot the world is convincedthat she ought to be dead. Death is understandablynot best
pleased by this...

The latest volume,Sourcery, deals with the consequencesof the untimelt departure of a
wizard from UnseenUniversity. He tell in love, had seven sons--and then one more. This
eighth son of an eighth son of an eighth son is a sourceror, whocan create his ownnew
magic instead of being boundmerely to practise that which has gone before. Encouragedby
this all-too-powerful juvenile delinquent, as well as by their ownnew-foundpowers, the
wizards of the University makeplans for (Disc)world domination,and Rincewindis left “3
frustrate them, fighting (whenhe can't avoid it) for truth, justice and the right not wbe
able to do magic. He is aided and abetted in this quest by various characters both savoury
and decidedly less so, including Conina, a barbarian with hairdressing tendencies, Nijel, a
fearless warrior in woolly underwearand Creosote, a Seriph whoseharemslaves have to do
mostunusual things with rabbits, comebedtime.

Although Terry Pratchett's writing style has, on Manyoccasions, been comparedto that of
DouglasAdams,it should be rememberedthat Pratchett has been writing for several years
longer; if his “big break" had comeearlier in his writing career, it would almost certainly
have beenthe other wayaround. WhereasAdamswrites of our ownworld, including people
whoare undoubtedlyof that world, being turned upside down,and raises mostof his laughs
by observing that which goes on in the world aroundus (admittedly with several quirks
thrownin), Pratchett writes of a world which bears little, if any, resemblanceto our own, a
world whereeven the speedot light is different. Adams'maincharacter is mostdefinitely
a denizen of Earth; although Pratchett's hero (if such he can be called) is loyal to his own
world in muchthe sameway, that world is emphatically not Earth. Althoughthere are some
similarities--for instance, the wayin which both heroes are largely powerless to affect the
events happeningaroundthem--themainconnectionbetweenthemis simply that both write
humourousscience fiction stories, which manypeople find extremely readable.

Terry Pratchett will be giving an interview at CONINE. Comealong to find out exactly what
kind of mancould write stories including such dreadful puns...
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"I wantto have Philip K Dick's babies.” --Matt Bishop

EEEMEERMELLEMECEEEMEMEMCMCCEELLREECECMEELEMECCCECE

DAVIDLALLY, MANOF MYSTERY... I THINK.—————~——
by Maria Hamilton

David Lally, a manwhohas never eaten babies during the hours of daylight, a manwho, if he
sups on Slake’s 7 fans at night, keepsvery quiet about it indeed--whois he? And what is
this Six Of Onething he hails from?

Secondthings first--Six Of One, the Prisoner Appreciation Society, wasformedin-the
early seventies aroundthe time of the first repeats. Theseventeenepisodes of The
Prisoner, probably the finest science-fictional television ever produced,werefirst shownin
the late sixties--it's surprising that it took so long for fans of the series to get
together!

At the time, the fledgling David Lally and the just-hatched Six Of Onecoexisted in East
Anglia, unawareof each other until the society was featured on local tv. Given the general
awfulness of Anglia it wasthe wildest stroke of fate that he caught a glimpse of this!
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Oncehe had, though, he took the initiative in true McGoohanstyle, writing off to Anglia TV

to extract a contact address for Six Of One. He joined (but of course) and during the

subsequentupheavalswasthrownout, andthen, whena coup took place, was welcomedback

into the fold by the newrégime. All dreadfully complicated, but nothing you can't cope with

whenyou've learnt the art of survival at the knee of the Avengersand the Mission

Impossible team.
He works in insurance.

Yes, well, think of it this way. Did John Drake have time to go to conventions? A

secret agent can't always makeit to the Vellington! Or, indeed, to Fandersoncons, ordinary

skiffy cons (look for the manbehind the Six Of One stall, not the one with shadesand two

heads--that's the ZZ9 teddy--but the one in the beard, boater and cape), NENSAmeetings

(he's a director), Royal Astronomical Society events, or Czechoslovakia. (Czechoslovakia?

Well, no secret agent stuff there either, as tar as we know. He went to give a lecture on

vexillology--the study of flags.) In fact, John Drake maybe the wrongperson to compare

him to: for at CONINE,David Lally is not Number6 but... Number2.
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"This is somethingHeinlein said, it's nothing to do with reality.” --Simon McLeish

“Oxford is being taken over by commiemutantbacteria!" —-Neal 'n' Barbara

REECEELECREEEREECEEEEKUMELEELCCEEECMCCLCL

Whenin Oxtord, do like John Bray does:

DRLNKo

For the nearest pubs to the Poly turn right along Londonroad towardsHeadington:the White

Horse is convenientand comfortable, then the Royal Standardand the spacious Brittania.

Ask the committeefor directions to the Butcher's Arms, which is reckonedto be excellent,

but very awkwardto find.

If you escape into Oxford itself, I'd recommendthe White Horseand Kings Armson Broad

Street, the tirst small and cosy ‘well, to be honest it gets danncrowdedlater in the

evening), the latter hugewith 8 ales on tap, goodcider and very goodfood. The Brewhouse

(walk along GeorgeStreet from Cornmarketlooking right) bakes its ownbread and brews its

ownvery strong (and expensive) beer. Off an alleyway just past the KA on the other side of

Holywell Street is the Turt, a wonderfulold pubthankfully openagain after a year of

dithering by Mertonon whoto lease it to, with seats round charcoal fires in the winter

(no, I don't knowwhy I'm telling you this), a plethora of tourists and a lethal scrumpy.

Downalleyways south of the High (Street) are the Wheatsheafand the Bear, with low wooden

beamsand a landlord whogives tree drinks to anyonewilling to donatethe tip of his tie

. to an already extensive collection. And up St Giles are the Lamband Flag with good

lunchtime food, and the Eagle and Child (aka Bird and Baby, Fowl and Foetus) filled with

manygeneric tantasy writers hoping that suppingin the sameplace as Tolkien and C 5S Lewis

will stimulate an epic that will run and run...

BAT

For a hugevariety of Indian, Chinese, fish and chips, Italian and Greekrestaurants, try the

CowleyRoad, best reachedby going downGipsy Lane in front of the Poly, right along the

dual carriagewayto the roundabout,then downDivinity Road. Consider Hampstersfor

vegetarian/wholetood,Pak Fook for Chinese ‘both unlicenced, PBAB)and the Acropolis Kebab

House. Along St Clements‘turn left along the main road by the Poly and downthe hill) are
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Go Dutch «great cheappancakehouse, OUSFGhaunt, but unlicenced) and a place that sellsgood bakedpotatoes. (This wholearea is about 25 minuteswalk from the Poly.)

In central Oxford, apart from the pubs to be honest I'd go tor the Carfax Chippy (0 yardsalong the High from Carfax, look carefully), but if you want a restaurant, for Italian tryChit-Chat (above Boswells on Broad Street), Pastaficio (George Street, best pasta around) and
Alfredos, also on GeorgeStreet and ideal for the artist, as you are given crayons to drawon the tablecloths--look out for the alien on the waydownto it. For Indian try the TajMahal on Turl Street (sniffed at from manyan Exeter College window);Chinese, the OpiumDenat the end of GeorgeStreet; and for English food Brownsup north on Woodstockroad, withpies you wouldn't dare shake a stick at,

But the mostexciting meal in Oxford (apart trom the Deathburgervans which serve until
about 3 all over the centre, the Broad Street one doing a good kebabto enliven an all-nightvigil whosesole purposewas to Samplea Jesus college breakfast (no, it wasn't worth it))try the Hi-Lo JamaicanEating Houseon CowleyRoad, wherethey treat you as one of thefamily (shouting at all and sundry, losing food, finding it again) and are rumouredtocharge you according to howmuchthey like you.

For moreexpensivetastes (and I fear this is rather moreguesswork,as they wouldn't givemesubsidies to try themout), try the Elizabeth in St Aldates (south of Carfax) and LePetit Blanc (on BanburyRoadand ownedby RaymondBlane whoseManoir Aux Quat' Saisons isreputed to be the best in the country) and La Sorbonneon the High Street. I feel the Mitreis good but pricey, and the Randolphbest suited for being wine and cheesedby the Milk
RoundMob(geesajob, if you would be so kind).

For moredetailed directions to any of these, just ask a committeemuggins,and we'll do our
best to give you a nice long walk there to whetyour appetite.

Pappynpynayveryaannynrnaroan9r900a999991999999199999999999D999HD999999399999999999999999I 3H999999999929490399999999999999999999999999999999999990099999199999909999999999990

"You don't have to put whippedcreamup myskirt--I'm going to do it anyway.”--Kath Mort

“Mahler's 10th symphony--thebit whereit goes da-da-da about firteen times-~that's whenyouthrow the record player in the bath." --Phil Raines
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THEPROGRAMME——————————-——-——————

OK, so it's not a startlingly original title.

Main Programme

DIQNOP+eenreee eeeeeeeeee

Breaktast—-~~-~--~~~-~----~-------+~------~--~----~--~-----------------------

LUNGhrr nnnnneennnnennnnnnnnnnooo nee

Dinner------------~--- -----~------~--------+-~------ eeee

Friday

6 00
7 00 Introduction (LT)
7 30 GopherMeeting <LT>
8 00 Spock In Manacles (LT)
8 30

9 00 The ClockworkQuiz
9 30

10 00 SF as Literature:
10 30 Panel

11 00 MyGuitar WantsTo
11 30 Cancel Blake's 7
12 00 -

Saturday

9 00
10 00 Mars In 1990
10 30
11 00 Mars... when?
11 30
12.00 -
12 30 -

1 00

2 00 Terry Pratchett: the
2 30 Guest of Honouron
3.00 the spot <‘LT)
3 30
400 -
430 -

5 00 Fantasy: the Search
5 30 for Originality
6 00
7 00 The Prisoner: David
7 30 Lally Speaks (LT>
8 00 Video: The ChimesOf
8 30 Big Ben (LT)
9 00 Video: The Alternate
9 30 ChimesOf Big Ben (LT)

10 00 Fundament!‘«LT)
10 30
11 00 -
11 30 -
12 00 Tuneless BeyondBelief

Discussion Programme

Terraforming

Midnight Storytelling

Media: Censorshipand
Quality

The Joy Of Comics

Son Of The Clockwork
Quiz

The SpawnOf Non-Q:
DaveLangtord

10

WorkshopProgramme

Assassin: gamestart

Fundamentrehearsal

Truth, Penitenceanda
whole lot of Silliness

Assassin: update

Zen and the Art of Cocktail
Mixing



Main Programme Discussion Programme VorkshopProgramme

O° 00. Breaktastee ee aeoS
10 00 - = Writers' Workshop:
10 30 - oa Sfinx WantsYou! Possibly.
iL 90 = Arthur C Clarke:
tL 30° = discussion

1.00 Lunch-------5---- 4-9aai eeeenneeeeSoeeeeeen
00 Humourin SF: Panel Bridges: Iain Banks Conrunning:or, AAARRGGHH!
30 under discussion
00 - : Massageworkshop
30 -
00 SF As [lliterature: Future Conventions
30 A WomanIn Space

It's All Over Now: the a a
30 debris sorted (LT) a =
OO VMTaIe ca a a icce
00 The discussion meeting -
30 at the end of time =
00 Ritual falling-asleep
SO of committee. That's all, folks.e
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WHEREIT'S ALL HAPPENING
The Discussion and WorkshopProgrammeswill be taking place in seminarroomsin the
Lioyd Building conterencesuite. The Main Programmewill take place in another seminar
room, or, for those items marked(LT) above, in the Lloyd Lecture Theatre.

WHENIT'S ALL HAPPENING
The events listed abovewill, we hope, occur at the times indicated, and will go on until
interrupted by another event or those nasty dashes--i.e. a blank space indicates a
continuation of the event above. Items which appearto be going strong after their
allotted time has expired will be movedto the continuation room (yes, it's another
seminar room) if necessary.

WHATTHEPROGRAMMEDOESN'TTELL YOU
First or all, there will be a gameof KAOS(which is not at all similar to Killer--see
the article elsewhere) running on Sundaymorningnear Morrell Hall. If you expressedan
interest in this, you should find details in your registration package--1f you didn't,
but want to knowanyway,collar John Bray (the»one with the beard and efficient look)
before Saturdayevening and ask him. (He*ll be organising the Assassin meetings.)

Second, there will be videos running in the Lecture Theatre at randomintervals
during the convention: watch the blackboardsfor details. There will be a video and
television in one of the Morrell Hall kitchenettes for the benefit of insomniacsand
Prisoner addicts.

Third, and mostimportant, wherethe programmeaboveconflicts with the pocket
programme,the latter is correct.
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PROGRAMMENOTESANDEXPLANATIONS———————____

Friday

?pm, Main Programme. Introduction to the convention, the guests and the Poly. Your lastchanceto see the committeeconscious. This event takes piace in the Lecture Theatre.

7.30pm,Discussion Programme.John Bray leads a discussion on terraforming: the science,the literature and the consequences. The discussion meetingformat is borrowedfrom OUSFG:John will give a short talk, and the mobwill then fight over a "speaking object" (probably
the embalmedheadof L Ron Hubbard)to get their two penn'orth in.

8pm,Main Programme.The classic fan video, SpockIn Manacles. Wehope. At the time of
writing weare having problemswith the soundtrack, so this maynot occur. This event
takes place in the Lecture Theatre.

9pm,Main Programme.A sf trivia quiz from the clockworkfingers of DaveBate.

10pm,Main Programme.SF as literature: science fiction as science, or science fiction as
tiction? Ivan Towlson, Mr Pretension—About-Town,wondersabout the dividing line, about whywe read sf, and about whetherthe label is nowanything morethan a handicap.

10pm,WorkshopProgramme.Assassin: John Bray explains and organises. Howto kill friendsand makeenemies,all with a few sticky hole reinforcers.

lipm, Main Programme.My Guitar WantsTo Cancel Blake's 7. So do Terry Pratchett and
David Lally, whojoin forces to explain why. The panel will cover television sf in general
as well, and will be moderatedby David Bate.

ilpm, WorkshopProgramme.Fundamentrehearsal: Maria Hamilton and Ivan Towlsontry
desperately to get the right people in the right numbersto the right place at the right
time. Singing in tune not compulsory.

lémidnight, Discussion Programme.LaurenceBarker leads a storytelling session by
candlelight.

ipm: conferencesuite closed overnight; videos in Morrell Hall.

Saturday

10am,MainProgramme.Mars In 1990--well, maybenot. The science of science fiction tendsto goa bit off the mark. John Styles takes a look at the evidence.

llam, MainProgramme. If not 1990, then when? If anyoneknows, Gerry Webbdoes--his
companyis the UK leader in space flight, and has beenclosely involved with the Russianspace program. A talk illustrated with slides.

liam, Discussion Programme.Dave Bate leads a discussion on censorship and the media.

l2midday, WorkshopProgramme.SCREAMas you try to decide whetherthe astral pole iseasier backwardsor forwards. PLUMMETewbarrassinglyto the ground in the matchboxsextest. DIE laughing as you watch the CONINEcommitteeattempt the five-man astral pole...Somevery silly games. And (more important than that even) somevery painful ones.
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2pm, Nain Programme.Terry Pratchett, CONINE'sGuest of Honour, is savagedby Melanie
Dymondin a no-holds-barred, cut-and-thrust, shock-horror—revelationinterview. Bewareof
cheekmuscledamagecausedby overindulgencein laughter. This event takes place in the
Lecture Theatre.

4pm, Discussion Programme.Over the past few years, the quality of comics has shot up
remarkably. A new literary form? Howliterary are they? Howdo they differ from the
books we knowand love? Are their antecedentsgoing to hold themback? Whoknows?

4pm, WorkshopProgramme.An updateon (and temporaryceasefire in) the Assassin game.

Spm, Main Programme.Panel: Is it possible to write a truly original fantasy? While science
tiction seemsto go from strength to strength, fantasy seemsto be forever repeating itself.
Is this true? It it is, why, and howcan this be remedied? If not, whyhas it acquired
this image?

‘pm, Main Programme.Our special guest speaker, David Lally, talks about the Prisoner
series, its makingand his interest in it, The talk will be followed by the showingof the
episode The ChimesOf Big Benand an alternate, unscreenedversion of the sameepisode.
This event takes place in the Lecture Theatre.

Spm, Discussion Programme. It's that quiz again!

Ypm, Discussion Programme.DaveLangfordpresents a selection from his forthcoming book of
st parodies.

10pm,Main Programme. Fundament. (This is so embarrassing.) It's fingers-in-ears time as
the musical version of a well-knownscience fiction trilogy gets its world premiere. Longer
but morecomprehensiblethan the infamousRing Cycle. Wehope. This event takes place in
the Lecture Theatre.

llpm, WorkshopProgramme.Zen and the Art of Cocktail Mixing! Go reeling to your beds, and
try not to think exactly whatmight havebeen in that glass--let alone how many
substances... Carefully timed to obliterate Fundamentfrom your memory.

lzpm, Main Programme.The all-singing all-dancing eveningcomesto an end--there will be
filking in here if anybodywants it. ObscureOUSFGin- jokes strictly forbidden, which may
cut downon a lot of people's repertoires. Somewherein the bowels of the committeeroom
there maybe a guitar, if one is needed.

Sunday

10am,WorkshopProgramme.Stinx, the self-proclaimed/confessed“magazineof speculative
fiction in Oxtord", is always looking for contributions--no needto be anything to do with
the town or University, just bring an idea and see howit goes.

ilam, Discussion Programme.Paul Cray leads a discussion on Arthur ©Clarke. Science or
fiction?

Morning, Morrell Hall/Headington Hill Park (see map). KAQS--seeJohn Bray for details.

epm, Nain Programme.Maria Hamilton chairs a pane] on humourin sf. Whatare its special
peculiarities? Does it rely on skills other than those usually employedby the humourist?
Is it a particularly good vehicle for satire? Or what?
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epm,Discussion Programme.Bridges: a discussion on Iain Banks, whosework lies on the
borderline betweenscience fiction and the mainstream. Does it matter whereweclass it;
and is it helpful to do so at all?

épm, WorkshopProgramme.John Bray recounts his horror stories from the last year or so
and invites commentstrom those whoknowbetter.

Spm,WorkshopProgramme,MatthewBrock demonstratesthe techniquesof massage.

4pm,Main Programme.A brief pauseto savour the romantic bliss of Sarah Cavanaugh's
movingA WomanIn Space. “Better than SpaceTrain. Or worse, dependingon your point of
view." --Neal Tringham(unsolicited testimonial).

4pm, Discussion Programme.Future conventionsget the chanceto sell their wares to the
unsuspectingmasses,

Spm,Main Programme.The committeereassembleto thank the guests, the gophers, the
participants and the audience, then collapse into a small puddle on the ground. Any prizes
due will be handedout at this stage as well. This event takes piace in the Lecture Theatre.

7pm, Discussion Programme, If enoughpeople are left, a discussion meetingof one sort or
another. Probably another. Details to be finalised--watch the blackboards.

That's all, folks.
 

  Figure30 Apopularimageof theDevil as a goat (nineteenthcentury, after EhphasLever}   
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FIVE GREATMYTHSABOUTOXFORD———————-—————~——~—
by Maria Hamilton

1
THEMYTH
The students are clever.
THETRUTH
They couldn't think of any reasons not to hold COBINE.

2
THEMYTH
Oxford is full of incredibly beautiful and historic buildings.
THETRUTH
».and inside the historic buildings--just past the archwaywith the death-porters and the NO
VISITORSsign--are the skyscraperswherethe students actually eat, drink and fornicate.
The Florey Building, an appendageof Queen'sCollege across the river from the imposing
phallic symbolismof the MagdalenCollege tower, is a particularly fine example, being an
architectural homageto Spielberg's MotherShip in Close Encounters.

3
THEMYTH
Oxford spies are noble, patriotic, straight andnever defect.
THETRUTH
They just don't get caught,

4
THEMYTH
The Martyrs’ Memorialon St Giles ‘erected, and 1 use the wordadvisedly, to commemorate
people being burnedalive tor not professing the Protestant/Catholic (1 can't remember
which) is really the spire of an undergroundcathedral which can be reachedthrough a
subterranean entrancein the Gentsoutside Balliol. f&ditorial comment:actually I think
Maria is referring to the WarMemorial--the impeccableresearch job I asked for seemsta
havegonea little awry on this one.j
THETRUTH
It is, in fact, a Soyuzrocket seen in a vision and subsequentlyrenderedin (stone?) by a
stoned Victorian architect.

Don't go peering aroundthe Gents. Ye wouldn't wantanyoneto get arrested...

5
THEMYTH
There are no truly original people in Oxford. (Toby Young, TheOxfordNyth)
THETRUTH

There are, but they avoid slimy little hacks like T. Young(steady on. --Ed.J. As, indeed,
did manyboring people, like the author of this bit...

YDDNDYD0DDDD DYDDDDDHDDDDDD9D.IDDDIDD)DDD)DD DDDDDDDDDDD)ID)D21299DDD9D>DDDd21D}DD)29-2) I) I) 22922)DDDD9D3) 9) 2) PDD2-D92D)D)29D929D29999) D) 2199D) DYDPDDD1D.2)902D9D22929 D019)DF)Db199299)99992097)29

"So that’s whatcoprophagymeans. Well, I'll look forward to it then." --Andy Elliot

"The worst thing about womenis they always makethese really broad generalisations."
~-TommyWareing

COREECECEMMELEECCCEEEELECCEEITMMCLEEEEEMECCEEEEELICMEM
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“If reality is for you, OUSFGprobably isn*t"——by John Bray

Thesewords have enticed manyfreshers over the years downthe long dark road tocorruption. Foundedin 1961by Brian Aldiss (reputedly ‘to get all those drunkenpeople offmytloor'), the Oxtord University Speculative Fiction Group (science" fiction was frowneduponby the Proctors in the dim and distant past) has in 27 short years grownto themonstrousravening penguinit is today.
Alumni include Daveand Hazel Langford, Hughand BarbaraMascetti (Hugh led apyrotechnic faction in the late seventies whodelighted in blowing up (small) bits of PortMeadow,not to mentionpunts...), DermotDobson,Michael Scott Rohan, and morerecently MaxO'Connor, described by a national hewspaperas the ‘precocious guru of the newright’ whofeatured on Wogan'cranks spot last summeras the head of Mizar, the UK offshoot of theAmericancryonics firm whooffer ‘life after death! by freezing either the wholebody or justthe head in liquid nitrogen. (We hopedMaxcould be at CONIDE,but we fear that he mustremainin California as he mayhave to testify in what might be a case of 'murder' in whicha distraught son fled into the countryside with the head of his dead motherin a dewartlask of liquid nitrogen, after the state coroner threatenedto thaw her out for a postmortem(it's all true, I tell you...).,
Sfinx, our magazinestarted in 1969, grew to a circulation of nearly 1000hawkedfromdoor to door in Oxford, featuring stories by Ian Watson,RobHoldstock andColin Greenlandamongstothers, until the infamous issue whosecohorts still lurk 800 strong in the bowelsof Wolison bankruptedit. But as the debts faded awaya newseries rose from the mire,leading to Stinx 4 (70p) and a newly released Best of Sfinx ‘£1.00) containing stories bythe old masters, all available from Neal Tringhanm.
A ms. found on a door reading 'Have set off for Zool, see you there’ led to the epic taleot ‘Zool - death planet wherethe intractable criminals of 10,000 worlds battle in the darkSwampsamid the death throes of un-namablebeasts, etc!' which is still going strong after60 episodes and 200+pages.

Currently the society has weekly library meetings(2000 bookskept in somepoor soul'sroom) and discussion meetings (apropos of which, the main problemin being secretary isphoningtitles like "Suffice it to say that your arrival was like a turd falling into a Mingvase" into the answering-machineot the local information sheet), video meetingsetc. Amongthe 'specials' (which have morethan once led to 7 OUSEGmeetingsin 8 days--OIAWOL!)is thepunt party, at which somedramaticextravaganza(this year Wagner'sRing Cycle in 20minutescompletewith chariots drawnby electric sheep) vies with attemptsto blow up smallfurry (stuffed) animals). The twice-termly newsletter has grownunder Ivan's tutelage toepic proportions (Ivan on his newsletters: "I think any reasonably intelligent person couldunderstandmostof that newsletter". On being askedwhat it would take to understandall ofthem: "A great deal. Being me, for a start.").

Any requests for merchandise,the mugsand the newdesign sweatshirt modelledby ourgophers/thugsshould cometo me, as wemaybe putting in a newsweatshirt order next term,

Per dementiaad astra!

KAOSREIGNSIN OXPORD-——-———————~—~——~——~~~by Maria Hamilton

A long time ago in the City of Conspiring Dreamers,life was simple and orderly and KAOS
wasunknown. A small band of renegadesknownas the Oose-fuggjousted in the streets andparks of Oxford, and the gamethey played was called Killer.
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Despite its savage-soundingname,this wasa gamefor gentlefolk, a gameof few rules
and muchhonour. Weaponswere limited by Acts of Parliament rather than by the rules of
the game,but you could knock out an opponentwith a bananafrom less than six paces (and,
indeed, from greater distances--if you really wantedto throw it and risk having your supper
squashedon the cobbles!)

Yet even so, these were the days whenthe Oxford Bomberswere morethan just a memory,
and weaponsvaried beyondthe normof bananasand Boswell'’s water pistols. And there was a
player of Killer whoresided in Wolfson, a wizard held in great aweby many,a manclothed
in black: Doctor Death. And in his roon was laid, by someonewhosenameshall not be
uttered, a... device,

Unfortunately, though it wasa device bigger than a cap, it was not, in fact, the roomof
the aforementionedwizard, but of a peaceful soul whowas sore alarmedwhenit went off in
the weehours of the morning. And whodid cry out for justice to the great chief of
Woltson. And the latter did makemanyenquiries, saying, whohas donesuch a thing? 'Oose-
tugg,’ replied one whosetonguehad sadly becomeloosed from their intellect.

So it was that the scribe of Oose-jugg, mamedthe Barker for no obvious reason, was
instructed to clothe himself as a penguinand makehimself knownto the Proctors, whosat
on the Thronéot Judgment. But whenhe obeyed, with great fear and trembling, he found the
Proctors had not anger in their hearts, but puzzlement. For the chief of Wolfson spake unto
themin no tongue that they could understand, And thoughthe scribe of Oose~fuggknew
whereof he spoke, he denied it, saying, | knownothing, I ama penguin. So they released hin
and he went away,rejoicing.

Well, after that "Killer" wasnot somethingever played in Oxford. “Killing As Organised
Sport” (KAQSfor short) mayhave beenplayed by somepeople, but they, of course, had
nothing at all to do with OUSFG,and KAOSwasnot at all similar to Killer-~in fact the
words "OUSFG"and "Killer" never passedthe lips of anyoneholding a water pistol.

I was first introduced to KAOSin myfirst year at college. The gamewas played from
six to twelve at night every day for a week. Ceasefires were declared for OUSFGmeetings
and within eyeshot of any university official—-the only respite from the creeping paranoid
horror associated with relentless pursuit by lunatics with water pistols. Thoughexhausting,
it was a crucial gamein the developmentof KAOS,becauseit used a limited death period--15
minutes--and saw an armsrace developthat changedthe tace of future contests.

You and your punypistol are trapped in somewhereclosely resemblinga prison,
(Balliol.) The only wayout is guardedby twozombieswith bloodygreat squeezybottles who
are going to reanimateand soak you in the next minute. (Daveand Colin.) Whatdo you do?

Easy. You invent a plot device, wholets you out the back with his magickey, circle
round to the front and shoot themin the back. Easy...

By the summerI was organising a gameon somewhatdifferent lines. Several sub-games
each lasting half an hour, whereone player is given a target to reach by the end of the
half-hour while everyoneelse tries to shoot him/her «andeach other, of course). This
systemworks quite well with about a dozen players or less, but with morepeople the half-
hour gamesonly last five minutesbefore everyone's beenshot down! The problemof getting
past the others to the target on time threw up some variedand imaginative solutions: Tim
Adyedisguised himself so masterfully thdt he walkedstraight past us all, whereastwo
others hid for nearly the wholehour under a bush with a hedgehog,and standing on a seat
in the Ladies respectively. .

Morerecent gameshave been notable for the level of weaponrytoted--the normis now
the standard black Boswell's pump-actionwater-gun, with a rangeof up to 30 feet, and some
players have turned up with battery-operated devices with a 45-foot range! Funnily enough
this does not conter muchof an advantage--stealthand aim are still equally important. And
whenit comesto being picked up by the firearms squad-~whichdid happen,to the
unfortunate Adrian "I'm not going to beallowed to forget this, amI?” Cox--a water pistol
that looks like a water pistol is a definite plus!

But that's another story...



CONINEMEMBERSHIPLIST————-~—————~——~—~——~—~—
Correct at 31. 7.88

OOlaTerry Pratchett
002aDavid Lally
005aDavid Bate
006aPaul Cray
007aMaria Hamilton
006a lvan Towlson
609aJohn Bray
015aMarkGrant
Ol6a HughMascetti
017aNeal Tringham
O18aColin Wilkinson
019aKen Lake
020sSteve Linton
O21aJohn Botham
O22aSteve Rothman
023aJohn Dallman
O24aDavid Elworthy
O25aMike Damesick
O26aPhil Alicock
027aPeter Cohen
028aMike Cheater
029s John Bark
030aPaul Marrow
031s Alex Perry
032aLaurenceBarker
033aGrahamRuston
034s John Richards
035s MarcusL Rowland
036sTibs
037s Joan Paterson
038sCaroline Mullan

039a
040a
O4la
O42a
043a
O44a
045s
046a
O47a
048a
049s
050a
OSla
052a
053a
054a
055s
O56a
057a
058s
059a
060s
O61a
Obd2a
0635
O64a
085a
O6ba
067s
068a
069a
070a
O71la

VF

Yoft Wheatcroftt
Peter Hornby
MatthewBrock
The Living Underwear
Robert Burrage
Mike Figg
Paul Clough
Alex Stewart
SuzanneWelham
Andy Burke
Phil Raines
Jurgen Marzi
Trevor Barker
Zoe Deterding
Fiona McArthur
Andy Morris
DaveRace
J © Salmon
Paul Dormer
Tim {llingworth
Barbara Rochtord
Bernie Evans
Jan Lake

Robert Sneddon
PPOGPenguin
Ben Brown
Odie
Rob Meades
Mike Abbott
Bill Ray
Melkélfur
Chris O'Shea III
MarcusStreets
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O72aGerry Webb
07368Noelle Hall
O74aJohn Stewart
075aMel Dymond
O76aTomYates
077aJason The Pink
078aTim Adye
073aThe Beast That Shouted

‘'Tweet!" At The Heart Of
The World

080aWhite Dragon
081aToby English
082aDaveLangford
083aHazel Langford
084aGrahamTaylor
0854Tim Irons
086aSteve Bull

087aAlastair McCullough
088aNatashaSykes
089aDaveClements
090aNancyReading
OG1laDavid Bass
092aSimonBradshaw
O93aAlan B
094aJohn Purdom
O95aAngelaCowdery
096aFiona Brown
097aGrahamHarper
098aMark Hayward
099aMike Stone
100aMo Holkar
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