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LONDON TO BRIGHTON IN 17 MONTHS

No, it's not an attempt by British Rail to get intc the
Guinness Book of Reccrds.

It's how long SKYCUN-goers at London's Heathrow Hotel
will have to wait for SEACON '79, the 37th World Science
Fiction Convention, to be held at the Metropole Hotel
Brighton from August 23rd - 27th 1979.

It sounds a long time — but don't be deceived., If you
haven't registered yet you can‘t afford to hesitate.
We're hard at work now planning and organizing what we
hope will be the best Worldcon ever. YCQU can keep abreast
of the situation, and help us in our advance planning, by
joining SEACON '79 NOW.

Come and see us at our registration desk at SKYCuN, or
else write for membership details to our permanent
address: SEACON '79, 14 Henrietta Street, London WC2E 8QJ.
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Held at the Heathrow Hotel, Heathrow Airport: 24th-27th March, 1978
Guest of Honour: Robert Sheckley. Fan Guest of Honour: Leroy Kettle
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Beloved Son

one of the most remarkable sf débuts in recent years

GEORGE TURNER
The Hand of Oberon

the fourth volume in the gripping Amber saga

ROGER ZELAZNY
Anticipations

a collection of brand new stories by
Brian W. Aldiss, J. G. Ballard, Thomas A. Disch,
Harry Harrison, Christopher Priest, ,
Bob Shaw, Robert Sheckley and lan Watson
edited by Christopher Priest
(for May publication)

The Night of Kadar

an ambitious new novel by

GARRY KILWORTH

{for Autumn publication)

NEW SF FROM FABER
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For the best in established classics from the great names in SF .
Arthur C. Clarke, Robert Heinlein, Alfred Bester, Brian Aldiss, Philip K. chk
H. G. Wells.

For the best and liveliest of theyounger SF writers.
Harlan Ellison, Bob Shaw, Michael Coney, Robert Holdstock

Foraward-winning titles. .
BRONTOMEK! by Michael Coney, ORBITSVILLE by Bob Shaw — both
winners of the British Science Fiction Award.

And for the best new books .

Pan’s superb new titles for 78 mclude new books from Harlan Ellison,
Vonda N. Mclntyre, Robert Holdstock, the rest of Brian Stableford’s
HOODED SWAN series, Richard Cowpers THE CUSTODIANS,
Christopher Priests A DREAM OF WESSEX plus for the first time, an
encyclopedic guide to SF: Brian Ash’s stunning VISUAL ENCYCLOPEDIA
OF SCIENCE FICTION.

Pan
Books ...ARISING STARINTHE GALAXY OF SCIENCE FICTION




The 29th Victim

¥
Kevin Smith

Well, folks, it's here again-——the annual festival of fun and frolics
called the Eastercon. After being open and above board in 1977, this
year it tried hard to disguise itself as something named Skycon, but
no-one was fooled for a moment. It's an Eastercon, the twenty-ninth
in a distinguished line, and that gives us---the committee--—some—
thing to live up to. If it's a failure we'll be a long time living
it down; fans have long memories. But then, we expect not to fail.

It's an Eastercon, and by one of those coincidences that have
baffled people for whole seconds on end it's time, too, for the
Chairman's Address. I would quite happily give it to you, but I'll
be moving shortly and it hardly seems worth the effort. The thing
has also been called the Chairman's Welcome. Now that I can do; that
is no trouble at all.

"Welcome! Welcome, Robert Sheckley; welcome, Leroy Kettle;
welcome to all of you!"

Well, if it's as easy as that I'l1l be chairman every year.
What's that, Dave? Another how many pages to f£fill? You're---no,
you're not joking. Ulp! Talk amongst yourselves for a while, pass
me another beer; lock the door for a couple of days...

There are two sides to an Eastercon. One of them is, quite
obviously, science fiction, the common denominator for everyone at
the con. We have as our Guest of Honour one of the best of today's
sf writers-—-Robert Sheckley. I won't say more about him here;
people much better qualified than I have done just that later on in




..7_

this book. Read it. Our programme in the Con Hall consists of talks
and panels on various aspects of sf, all of them worth listening to.
In addition we have an excellent programme of sf films to be shown
in the Con Hall in the evenings and in the York videotheatre all day
Sunday. (Later on in the book John Harvey has given a brief review
of each film we have kooked; naturally we are now relying on the
good natures of the film suppliers to get the films to us on time.
Fingers crossed, then...) And of course, for sf in its basic form
there is the book room, full of dealers wanting only to sell you all
the books and magazines you desire, at prices they can afford.

I haven't even mentioned the Art Show, and the new Art Show Awards,
but there is a brief word about them (all together now) later on in
the book.

The other side to an Eastercon is represented by the remaining
section of the programme, that is, the Fandom Room. It isn't int-
uitively obvious why there is a fandom room, why we bother with a
separate fandom room programme at all. Isn't the whole convention
for sf fans, sf fandom? Well, it is and it isn't, but the apparent
confusion arises only because of definitions.

In the widest sense, yes, the whole convention is for sf fandom.
Everyone attending it is an sf fan, more or less. But there is
another, narrower, meaning to the word fandom, and that is those
active people who write for, write to and produce fanzines. They are
in a minority at Skycon, but it is a large minority---150 people,
perhaps. You'll find a variety of fanzines in the fandom room. Some
of them will be purely about sf---reviews, criticism, comment and
such-like--~the sercon (serious and constructive) fanzines. More
often than not, however, they will be about anything in the world the
editor chooses, and particularly about other fans; these are the
fannish fanzines, and the people who produce them fannish fans. It
is fannish fandom that is represented in the fandom room, and it is
for his contribution to fannish fandom that Leroy Kettle is our Fan
Guest of Honour.

Both sides are important at a convention. Without sf there
could be no fandom, fannish or otherwise, and without fannish fandom
there would be no sf conventions. I feel quite confident of both
statements, though the latter is much less self-evident. Think about
it for a minute, though. It requires a great deal of enthusiasm and
energy and application to see a convention through from beginning to
end. Skycon, for example, has been on the go since May 1976. By the
time we've collected from all our debtors and paid all our creditors
we'll have spent well over two years on it. That's a long time, and
the enthusiasm wears thin. The peint is this, that it requires much
more to run a convention than an interest in sf, no matter how strong,
and that the qualities needed are much the same as those needed to
run a fanzine for several years. The same people tend to do both.
It's a logical proposition, and one that is also backed up by history.

Look at the people involved this year. From the committee, Dave,
Liese and myself publish four fanzines between us, and Martin contin-
ually threatens one (though as yet we've been spared); Ian Maule, the
fandom room organiser, has published dozens; and John and Eve Harvey,

film procurers, also publish one. You can go back through the years
and see the same sort of pattern.

The philosophy behind the fandom room and the fannish programme
begins to emerge. Although there are a lot of fannish fans at the
Eastercon, and although the organisers are in the main fannish fans



-8 -

also, in recent years the majority of attendees have not been. Since
we feel that the main programme should cater for the desires and
wishes of the majority (and this we have tried to achieve) it means
that the fannish side is excluded. We are, however, most unwilling
to let it vanish completely, most unwilling indeed.

The fandom room provides a focal point for fannish fandom; it
also provides a showcase for fannish fandom. It is a place where
anyone can go to find out, if not what fannish fandom is, precisely
(that can take a little while), then at least some of the things it
does and some of the people who make it up. Fannish activity in its
most tangible form---fanzines, fan writing and fan art--—will be
there; and the fannish programme---loose and flexible in its timing
in typically fannish fashion—---will give further insights into its
nature. It is worth everyone's while to take a look at the fandom
room; there is certainly no notice saying 'Fannish Fans Only' on the
door. And it is right by the bar, after all.

We've had a lot of fun with Skycon, and our share of troubles
and annoyances, too. At the time of writing [19th February] we are
(still) at peak activity. All around me Dave is typing bits for the
convention book and pasting them together with curses; other people
use glue. In Pangbourne, scant miles away, Martin and Liese continue
to process registrations and booking forms (cut-off date? What cut-
off date?)., Last week-end Dermot and Keith and a couple of friends
came down to Pangbourne to collate and staple PR4. Just a moment ago
Peter Weston telephoned Dave with a 'problem over Skycon'. He
wanted to know if there was anyone suitable with whom he could share
a room. "I have no idea," said Dave. "This is the province of
Martin and Liese, and I interfere not." Troubles indeed.

We're sure that we've worked more than hard enough to produce

a good Eastercon. We've had to arrange a place; we've arranged the
best hotel ever for an Eastercon. We've had to arrange a programme;
we've arranged (he says with fingers crossed) one that we like.
We've had to make sure that you knew where it was happening and how
to get there; if you don't know after all our Progress Reports then
there is no hope left in the world and all is desolation. Only the
date was given free to us, and no matter how big a computer we used,
it stubbornly resisted change.

) But after all that, it's up to you. We can't force you to
enjoy yourselves (not that we haven't been working on it, mind;
Dermot's Device was nearly ready, but he lost it amongst all the
finished sledge-hammers on his electronics workbench.) There are
hundreds of people at Skycon, all of whom know about, read and enjoy
sf. Any two can talk to each other about it, whether they've known
each other for thirty years or thirty seconds. -For me, that's the
most important aspect of a Con-—-not the talks, not the panels, not
the films (good as they all are), but the chance it gives to meet
new people. A lot of friendships, and some enmities, have grown out
of fandom; there's time and opportunity for many more. Out of all
the fans who attend there must be a few worth meeting, a few whom you
will feel glad to have met.

In fact, as it so happens, we have a competition designed to
facilitate just that. Everyone mentioned in the convention book,
other than in the list of members, is a celebrity or other person
worth knowing. We will give a prize to the person bringing to us the
biggest list of signatures of those celebrities (just one signature
from each, though). Now, we haven't asked the celebrities whether
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they mind, and some of them might hate us for it, but that isn't
going to stop us. Oh no! The deadline for submission of entries to
us is 7.00 pm on Sunday; we need a little time to look at them before
the Con ends. Entries should include the name of each celebrity in
easy-to-read block letters, the page on which his name appears (or
one of the pages), the signature of the celebrity and, cf course, the
name of the entrant. Have fun!

That's about it, then; I've not a lot left to say. The rest of
this book is jam-packed with real good stuff, which may account for
the sticky bits round the edges, so if you don't read it you'll be
missing something. (Such as maybe a leg? No, no! We're nice com-
mittee members. Really we are.)

Have a good time at Skycon, people. -

Acknowledgements

Hordes of people are involved in the putting-on of a convention, and
it's impossible to list them all. One very important group consists

of yourselves—--the members of Skycon-—-as listed elsewhere in this
very booklet. Our advertisers, without whom this souvenir book would
be a sorry production indeed, are also listed, as are the contributors
and artists who have laboured so mightily and so long. Our thanks to
g1l

But there are many others deserving of a specific mention. Marion
Atkins and Pasquale Cacchioli, for example, who represent the Heathrow
Hotel itself and have been most sympathetic to the uniquely perverse
requirements of an SF convention. Then there's Marsha Jones, able org-
aniser of the Art Show; Hazel Langford, who has sat behind registrat-
ion desks beyond the call of duty; Janice Maule, trying her best to
prop up Ian in the Fan Room; Mike Skelding, who has volunteered to
help Dermot with "security", motivated by a simple love of justice
and armed violence; Mary Burns, Eric Batard and Nellie Pardoel, our
long-suffering USA, French and Dutch agents (respectively):; Mike Gray
and Krystyna Bula, remorseless putters of things into envelopes: Wendy
Freeman, photocopier extraordinaire; Deb Rohan, designer of the Art
Award certificates and artist of our very first flyer in '76; and the
other artists of our past literature: Jon Langford (second flyer and

PR2), D.West (PR1l, PR4), Jocelyn Almond (PR2) and Brian Lewis (posters
and PR4) .

Seacon '79 gave us a very welcome plug in their first progress
report---take heed of their ad in this book, and support Britain's
biggest convention ever! Our thanks for further plugs to Electronics
Today, the BSFA and fanzine editors too numerous to mention.

And then there were the unusual offers. James Baen (formerly the
editor of Galaxy and now SF editor for Ace Books) offered samples of
Ace titles as surprise banquet place—-gifts; Cedric Chivers Ltd dona-
ted two books from their "forgotten SF and fantasy" range as edited
by George Hay---The Late Breakfasters by Robert Aickman and I 4m Jon-
athan Scrivener by Claude Houghton (£5.40 and £5.60 respectively. The
firm offers these post-free to Skycon members... write to Cedric Chi-
vers Ltd, Portway, Bath, BAl 3NF and quote your convention number) ;
and Graham England was planning to set up a Viewdata terminal in his
room for the edification of you all. Who knows what surprises we may
have for you at Skycon itself?
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GREAT BALLS OF FIRE

A History of Sex in Science
Fiction lllustration

HARRY HARRISON.

Rocket man’s fantasies, sex
queens of outer space, heroes,
boot and bondage, sword and
sorcery and sexual symbolism,
all discussed with typical Harrison
punch & wow.

"richly illustrated view of science
fiction erotica. . ... " The Times
120 pages of wild colour and
fun. Published now.

10%” x 10%” 120 pages 70,

colour illustrations, 60 b&w
£3.95 p/c £6.95 h/c.

FANTASY

THE INTERNATIONAL
SCIENCE FICTION
YEARBOOK

Edited and compiled by
COLIN LESTER

The buff's handbook, first prof-
essional publication containing
all you could want to know
about S.F., Fantasy, fanzines,
S.F. Publishers, agents, authors,
filmsetal .....

PLANET STORY
llustrated by Jim Burns
HARRY HARRISON

Second in the series of Pierrot
Original colour illustrated S.F.
novels. Space opera, crazy, randy,
wild, Harrison at his best. 50
pages plus of colour illustrations,
commissioned specially. Superb
Jim Burns excells.

177 x 117 144 pages full colour
throughout. April 1979.

£4.95 p/b £7.50 h/c

Copies signed by artist and
author will be available, book
now.



"BROTHERS OF THE HEAD
BRIAN W. ALDISS
lustrated by IAN POLLOCK

The first in the Pierrot Original
Colour fiction series, a weird
and extraordinary tale of siamese
twins and the rock world, subtle
and compellingly told by Brian
Aldiss.

‘Aldiss and Pollock look dead at
the horror like Beauty at the
Beast..... Sunday Times’
10%” x 10%” 120 pages. 50
colour illustrations, 15 b&w
£3.95 p/b  £6.95 h/c (signed
edition in hardcover available
in limited numbers)

MECHANISMO

An lllustrated Manual of S.F.
- Hardware.

HARRY HARRISON

Not just mag-pics known to all,
but new material, specially co-
mmissioned space craft illus-
trations, robots, androids, com-
puters, cities, flying machines,
time machines. Also cut away
technical diagrams of well known
fictional hardware, with specs
and details of operation etc.
10%" x 10%” 120 pages

150 illustrations, 70 in colour.
September ‘78 £3.95 p/b

HEROIC DREAMS,
ENCHANTED SWORDS
MICHAEL MOORCOCK

The master of epic fantasy will
publish a compelling and critical
work in the spring of 1979
covering all aspects of the mother
genre to SF. 300 colour illus-
trations, 200 black and white,
many originals, unpublished art-
work, from the world’'s best
artists.

117 x 117 144 pages April 1979
£4.95 p/b £7.50 h/c

For further details, catalogue or
to order copies ring or write:
Pierrot Publishing Ltd., 17 Oak-
ley Road, London N.1. 01-226
0573/6171 Or Big O Publish-
ing Ltd., 228 Eversleigh Road,
SW.11. 01228 3392 Trade
terms available. For non-trade
orders include 50p postags.







ROBERT
SHECKLEY

Guest of Honour

The best approach to Robert Sheckley is quite simply to read his many
excellent books. Since for technical reasons we are unable to reprint
his Complete Works <im this Convention Book, we offer instead the sage
comments of a few other Famous Names of science fiction...

Christopher Priest

One of the first science fiction books I ever read was a novel
by Robert Sheckley called PILGRIMAGE TO EARTH. I had great difficulty
in understanding the plot.

Chapter 1, called Pilgrimage to Earth, was about an innocent
young man called Alfred Simon travelling to Earth to discover love.
Chapter 2, called All the Things Jou Are, dealt with a completely
different group of characters landing on an alien planet; Alfred Sim-
on, whom I had grown to like and was worried about, was not even re-
ferred to in passing. Chapter 3, called Trap, was about a sort of
trap that appears outside a cabin somewhere in the backwoods, and in
which a variety of strange alien beasts keep appearing; still no
sign of what had happened to Alfred. I read on, growing steadily
more confused, but equally determined to see this thing through. The
plot became ever more complex; the next chapter was about a man being
turned into a dog. Not only had Alfred wvanished from the story, but
the spacemen in Chapter 2 had never reappeared, and at the end of
Chapter 3 one of the characters had fallen into the trap, and I want-
ed to know what happened to Aim.

I was about halfway through the novel before I realised what now

seems obvious. I was very young in those days, but I was also rather
dim.

Some months later, when I had read every Sheckley book I could
lay my hands on (because in spite of thinking it was a very advanced
example of the avant-garde, I thought the individual "chapters" were
some of the best and funniest writing I had ever read), I realised
that I had been behaving like a character in a Sheckley story: a
none-too-bright young man, very resourceful, very determined, but
with a paranoid hunch that someone in the universe was out to get
him.

So from the beginning, Bob Sheckley's stories have always been
special to me. For a long time, my notion of a good SF short story
was in seeing how close it came to Sheckley's standard. Today, when
I find most of the SF I discovered in the same period to be almost
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unreadable, Sheckley is still one of my four or five favourite wri-
ters. Any book or magazine that includes one of his stories gets a
guaranteed sale of at least one copy .

And don't forget his novels, the ones that really are novels.
DIMENSION OF MIRACLES, IMMORTALITY INC, THE STATUS CIVILIZATION,
JOURNEY BEYOND TOMORROW. . . they're all quintessential Sheckley. And
there's one not many people have read, and it's one of his very best.
It's called THE MAN IN THE WATER, and it has been out of print since
the early 1960's. Any publisher in his right mind would snap it up
today. (I've got a copy, and it's a first edition, and it's aquto-
graphed, and I would not bart with it for a thousand pounds.)

There's a new novel, just out: THE ALCHEMICAL MARRIAGE OF ALIS-
TAIR CROMPTON. Buy it now, while Bob'sg here to sign it for you.

I know as a fact that I'm not the only fan of Bob's writing; he
is easily one of the most popular SF writers in the world. (In 1976,
I was at a con with Bob in Metz, France. There was a book-signing
session laid on in one of the shopping-streets. A whole row of
science fiction writers sat at trestle-tables: Bob Sheckley, Harry
Harrison, Theodore Sturgeon, Philip José Farmer and me. I sat for an
hour, picking my nose and watching the girls walk by; Harrison,
Sturgeon and Farmer did a respectable trade; the queue for Bob Sheck-
ley stretched all the way round the cathedral and back again.) But
here's a paradox for you: how many Hugos or Nebulas has he won? The
answer, in short, is none. Search your conscience on this! Could it
be that his books are so enjoyable they can't possibly be good? If
that's so, then it's a grave miscarriage of justice, and none of
those prizes are worth a damn. What I think actually happens is

granted, and after the Hugo or whatever has gone to someone else,
they kick themselves all round the room for not voting for him.

But the writing is only one side of Sheckley, and for a long
time it was the only side I knew. Then, in 1975-—_—_fifteen years
after I read some stories in a book and thought they were the first
chapters of a novel--—_T met Bob for the first time. Now I'm proud to
say he's become a friend.

This is what he is like: he is gentle and genial, and very shy.
If you want to meet Bob at this convention, the best place to look
is behind pillars or under sofas. Then you'll see a craggy smile and
crinkly eyes peering amiably towards you, and you will have found
our Guest of Honour.

This convention is the first ever in Britain or America to hon-
our him in this way. Not, if T nmay say so, before time. After enjoy-
ing some of the most inventive, witty and original science fiction
for a quarter of a century, let's give a loud and hearty cheer for

[

Harry Harrison

What can one possibly say about Robert Sheckley? A lot if one
believes the mewling cries of 17 ex-wives and the groans of investors
who lost their all in AAA Ace Interstellar Investments. But investors
-~-—financial or marital-—-take their chances in the marketplace of
life, so who is to blame this handsome, cold-eyed, scathingly witty
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genius of the pen? Not I, for who can blame a writer who still uses

a pen in these days---not to mention a high stool, plastic shirtcuffs
and a green eyeshade. If Sheckley seems a bit old-fashioned for an SF
writer he is not to blame, for he has one of the finest minds of the

thirteenth century. Yes, that is his secret. Longevity. Born in 1427,
he has been writing ever since. It is not his fault that he could not
sell until the middle of the twentieth century. Blame

the foolish editors. But now the world and the future -
is his! Watch the words spluttering from his facile

pen, as many as one or two a minute. Watch the books

roll out---often one a century! Oh what joys the

readers of 2178 have in store! As one who is old

enough to be his father (I have my secrets too) I ask

all at the Skycon to hail this genius of a writer,

and wish him the best of many books to come.

Kingsley Amis

I once called Robert Sheckley "science-fiction's premier gadfly"
and this was rightly taken as indicating strong approval, but I don't
think I had guite the word I wanted. A gadfly is a force that prov-
okes you into doing something, whereas all Sheckley provokes you into
doing is reading more Sheckley. What I was after was a way of convey-
ing that gquality of his by which le shakes you up, makes you revise
your ideas of what's possible in science fiction, in literature as a
whole and in the universe. Where cother writers will do different
things in different stories, Sheckley will do them in the same story.
It must be over twenty years since I first read it, but I shall never
forget the delightful shock of Specialist, which made me see that
it's possible for a story to be ingenious, funny, touching, tense and
powered by an idea that is squarely in the tradition of SF and at the
same time completely original. Hail, master!

§ : L ;
%wa\qﬂibv )
Brian Aldiss

...As for Sheckley, the man is eccentric, to say the least. I
can recall an occasion when I hapypened to be in his room in a hotel
in Rio de Janeiro, and saw to my horror that he was pouring water
from a bucket out of the window. Going over to the window, I helped
him steady the vessel and leaned out to see what was happening. Var-
ious writers of a dubious bohemian persuasion were standing below—--
or I should say hanging about below--—among them J.G.Ballard and H.
Harrison. Although I tried to wrestle the vessel from Sheckley's
grasp, more water poured down on the scribblers below. They looked
up and saw me, since when I don't question they think I have a lot
to answer for. It was all Sheckley's fault.

However, when you are toasting that wolf-in-sheep's-clothing as
GoH at Skycon, I, since toasted wolf is hardly my meat, will be Down
Under at the Aussiecon. So I would like to contribute something, if
only to get a copy of the programne as souvenir... Sheckley is part

of history now; he deserves all he gets.
N B
mw ver
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Maike ¢this a Skyeon to remember

Join the Science Fiction Book Club, Britain's price £1.40), Arrive At Fasterwine by R A
only SF book club, and get hardback SF Lafferty (published at £3.95, member's
costing considerably less than bookshop price £1.40), and Alien Embassy by lan
prices. You can save about £15 on six books Watson(pub at £4.20,member’s price £1.40).
in six months! ;
Isaac Asimov, Harry Harrison, Robert All yc;]ufhavg to dos agree to take one bool; a
Silverberg, Clifford Simak, Algis Budrys, R A~ Month for six months. So take advantage o
Lafferty, Bob Shaw, Frederick Pohl ... the NS offer — any five books for 10p each —
V. ! and make this a Skycon to remember.
cream of the latest SF brought to you every
month; stories you'll want to read time and
again. Forthgoming titles include Deus frae
by Philip K Dick and Roger Zelazny (published
at £3.75, member’s price £1.40), Michaelmas
by Algis Budrys (published at £3.95, member's

Have a good Skycon and if you would like to
know more about the Science Fiction Book
Club look out for our attending representative
Paul Begg.

plus rarriage

Take any 5 books foronly lcp each|

and save up to £20.90 when you join

Man Plus by FREDERICK POHL r-_----------------. =

(Published at £3.75) To: Science Fiction Book Club,
Shadrach in the Furnace by ROBERT SILVERBERG Brunel House, Newton Abbot, Devon
(Published at £3.80)

Kramer Project by ROBERT A SMITH
(Published at £3,75)

Oil-Seeker by MICHAEL ELDER
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Martian Inca by iAN WATSON
(Published at £3.95)

Best SF Stories of the Year 4 Edited by LESTER DEL REY
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Maxwells Demen by MARTIN SHERWOOD
{Published at £3.50)

Shakespeare’s Planet by CLIFFORD D SIMAK
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Mote in Gods Eye by LARRY NIVEN & JERRY POURNELLE
(Published at £4.50)
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give one month’s notice if | wish to resign. | claim the five
introductory books indicated at only 10p each (plus 60p
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PLEASE SEND INTRODUCTORY BOOKS NOS.

Please allow 21 days for delivery

Mr/Mrs/Miss

Stainless Steel Rat Saves the World
by HARRY HARRISON
(Published at £1.90)

Wandering Worlds by TERRY GREENHOUGH
(Published at £4.50)

Lincoin Hunters by WILSON TUCKER
(Published at £3.95)

Wonderworlds by WILLIAM F NOLAN
(Published at £4.50)
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{or if under 18, signature of Parent/Guardian)

Science Fiction Book Club, Brunel House, Forde Road, Newton Abbot, Devon lsEND No MON véiol\:‘ kcf"nis
Reg in England No 843946  [§i° B




Roy Kettle
*

Peter Roberts

I'm sitting here on my own, down in
Devon and with the bleak moorland winds
howling through the night, bravely attempt-
ing to conjure up some sort of convention
spirit by drinking whisky with my Mickey
Mouse hat on. If I succeed you'll get to
hear something interesting about Roy Kettle,
and why Skycon has made him its Fan Guest
Of Honour; if I fail then the evil Thargs
will triumph and civilisation as we know it
will collapse. You better hope I succeed.

Ok then. Roy Kettle first amazed and delighted us back in 1969
at a strange Eastercon in Oxford called "Galactic Fair". We were all
fairly earnest and serious then; Roy was a Warwick University engin-
eering student writing filler material for a local fanzine and amass-
ing huge amounts of knowledge about SF-——enough for him toc win the
Cosmic Quiz in fact. It's a knowledge he's never let slip, and he's
still a fund of information and a repository of SF lore, unlike some
of us who are complete fakefans and can only just bluff our way

through an SF conversation by mumbling a lot and changing the sub-
“ject.

A few years later, and Roy was down in London, a city banker
turning up at The Globe in immaculate business suits and able to aff-
ord that ultimate luxury, a colour TV. Success in the mundane world,
however, had not stunted his fannish growth and he was producing, to-
gether with Greg Pickersgill, the excellent, iconoclastic, and ani-
mated fanzine, Fouler, as well as a remarkable series of egregious
convention guides that provided far better reading than the official
programme books.

Banking, money and the good life weren't everything, however,
and Roy eventually gave up the ulcer-ridden existence of the young
executive in exchange for the quiet backwaters of the civil service.
In between times he made a gallant attempt to become a professional
writer-—--an endeavour marred by an attack of Evil Eye, causing maga-
zines that had bought his stories to fold before publication. Fannish-
ly he was more productive, starting his own entertaining and eccen-
tric fanzine, True Rat, and producing numerous other fine pieces of
anecdotal and autobiographical writing for other fanzines.
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And that just about brings us up to date. True Rat flourishes
with nine issues published so far; a couple of years ago it was voted
Best British Fanzine in the Checkpoint fan poll. Roy also continues
writing and Checkpoint readers have voted him Best British Fanwriter
for three years running (1975-77); he's also been voted one of the
top four fanwriters in the international Fan Activity Achievement Aw-
ards (1977). That doesn't tell you too much about Roy's fan writing
other than the bare fact that it's very good. As it happens it's wit-
ty, skilful, and vastly amusing, whether he's retelling a true incid-
ent or indulging in some crazy-minded fantasy. He has an eye for par-
ody, an ear for the bon mot, and a tongue for the ready quip (though
we haven't yet figured out what his nose is £or) .

The nice thing is that this isn't just a paper personality; it's
all genuine. Roy is a great bloke to meet at any convention and a
pleasure to talk to: a man of wit tempered by buffoonery, an active
and enthusiastic SF fan, an ace writer, a lover of beer and kittens,
and an all round good fellow. There you have it: that's why Roy Ket-
tle is Skycon's Fan Guest Of Honour. The evil Thargs are thus wvan-
quished and we can all move off to the bar to celebrate.

Have a good convention, Roy. And the rest of you too. ]

is & guarterly
mege.zine of
amateur science
fiction. )
Published by the
Norwich Science TFiction Society,
SFEAR II is available now from:
Roger Campbell

32 Gage Road,

Sprowston,

Norwich,

The price is 45p + 15p postege,
OR

45p from 'Breakzvey'members at Skycon,




South Petherton Folk & Craft Festival

23rd - 24th - 25th June 1978

Ian Campbell Folk Group § Tony Rose
Rosemary Upton § Mark Childs § Wood-
fidley § Wessex, Taunton Dene and
Dartington Morris Men § Bristol
Fashion § Narodni § Balkan Group

GLASTONBURY MIRACLE PIAYERS

Much more - workshops -
craft exhibition -

Season tickets £3.00p
Enquiries with S.A.E.

Marjorie Brunner, The Square House, Palmer
Street, South Petherton, Somerset, England

— OODO0BOCOEANENGIBIOADD
FOR INFORMATION ON STAR TREK,DOCTOR CFS

WHO, SPACE:1999, BIONIC MAN etc. 12 MEADOW CLOSE,
AFPRECIATION SOCIETIES, PLUS NEWS CLTFOIED,

OF CONVENTIONS AND MEETINGS, LONDON,

SEND A STANMPED-ADDRESSED-ENVELOPE , SE6 IMW.

PROMPT REPLY GUARANTEED
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Recently published

Alfred Bester
STAR LIGHT, STAR BRIGHT

Gregory Benford &
Gordon Eklund

I[F THE STARS ARE GODS
Philip K.Dick

A SCANNER DARKLY
George R.R.Martin
DYING OF THE LIGHT
Frederik Pohl
GATEWAY

Robert Silverberg
CAPRICORN GAMES

William Tenn
OF MEN AND MONSTERS

Ian Watson
ALIEN EMBASSY

To be published shortly

Algis Budrys
ROGUE MOON

“WJ.Burley
THE SIXTH DAY

Richard Cowper

THE ROAD TO CORLAY

Samuel R.Delany

DRIFTGLASS

Frank Herbert
THE DOSADI EXPERIMENT

Bob Shaw
SHIP OF STRANGERS

Arkady & Boris
Strugatsky
ROADSIDE PICNIC

Ian Watson
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The Committee

Kevin Smith combines behind a single beard the exalted offices of
Chairman and Treasurer. As with so many of us, it was in the Oxford
University Speculative Fiction Group (OUSFG---pronounced "Oosfg", of
course) that he began his decline into fandom and megalomania by ed-
iting the group's fiction fanzine SfZnz. The ruthless urge to domin-
ate and overmaster is now evident from his chosen profession of acc-
ountancy and his savage hobby of Indian Wrestling...

[simone Walsh] can also beat Rob Hansen at Indian Wrestling stretched out
on the floor. Andrew [Stephenson] says it is more fun with live tarantulas,
but he makes no effort to provide the tarantulas. King Kettle beats Simone,
then I have a titanic struggle with the King which lasts for hours while
the spectators say it is like watching cricket since nothing happens. The
King and I smile feebly at this as the sweat flows off us and forms small
oceans on the carpet. Finally I force his arm to the floor. We stand up
and I think it is a little silly to shake hands after such a contest. Be-
sides which, my arm is still lying on the floor.

Thus Kev's fanzine Dot, of which it has been said by so many irate
people. He also co-edits the extremely occasional Drilkjis, drinks
single malt whisky (he does! Force some on him and see), and should
be a published SF writer Real Soon Now---just as soon as he overcomes
this habit of double-entering his stories on sixteen column analysis
paper.

Dave Langford has been described as a slightly grimy semi-pro; he is
plagued with an uncanny ability to sell things to Peter Weston. Such
is his modesty, though, that he ran Skycon publicity solely in order
to dissuade publishers from dropping his name in their ads (forgive
his occasional failure). A man whose deafness is an inaudible byword
in fandom, he too emerged from the depths of OUSFG after doing time
as President and marrying the subsequent President on the rebound, as
it were.* His pyrotechnic career has since taken him via regrettable
paths to a bit of the Civil Service one mustn't talk about (the Brun-
ners used to march on it). Though another co-editor of the startling-
ly infrequent Drilkjis, he has wasted most of his fannish energies in
producing Twill-Ddu, the fanzine which Tells It All irrespective of
whether or not It has actually happened...

...very soon I was telling Kev Snith all about [my house], on a commuter
train. "The study," I said, "is nerely DayGlo pink and orange. But the din-
ing room...oh dear. The walls are covered with virulent pink and purple
blossoms, carnivorous orchids!" i woman nearby was leaning towards us in
fascination. "They writhe and squirm on the walls, and reach out with numb-
erless tentacles to entwine their doomed victim. Slowly the disgusting
fleshy petals draw him in, dribbling a hot froth of digestive juices---"
The woman suddenly decided to sit elsewhere.

Your safest course is to buy him two drinks: with both hands full,
he'll be unable to jot down nonexistent scandal about you and yours
(but especially not-yours)---nor can he spoil your copies of Andro-
meda, New Writings etc. with his messy little autographs.

* Hazel Langford, an amazing lady who deserves an entry of her own. Despite much
behind-the-scenes work for Skycon, she prefers not to share the glory...
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Martin Hoare, the computer expert with the bionic paunch, somehow
idled away three years at Oxford without joining OUSFG---despite the
recruiting efforts of one Langford who shall remain nameless. Instead
he turned his enthusiasm to ale, and has spent many an evangelical
hour attempting to convert the Heathrow bar-staff from the pernicious
heresy of fizzy beer. (Did he succeed? At the time of writing we can
only hope.) He is prone to attacks of epigrammitis every five years
or so, as evinced by his celebrated saying "To make a shandy is a
waste of good beer. To make a Watneys shandy is a waste of good
lemonade”. Where computers are concerned, Martin wields incredible
power, as will be realised by all who've been reduced to mere ciphers
in the mazelike automatic registration system shared by Nowvacon 7,
Skycon and Seacon '79---a system comprehensible to Martin and Liese
alone. Ask him to explain it to you if you've a week or so to spare;

Martin will normally be found at the bar studying a flowchart which
reads: ;

Start; does glass contain beer? if so, sip and return to start;
it glass is empty, place on bar; is someone buying? if so, acc-
ept drink and return to start; if not...

and so on down through the most unthinkable contingencies. We know
you'll help keep his programme running smoothly.

Liese Hoare has been titled Secretary in all our literature, but it
might just as well have been Registrations. She and Martin have
struggled ‘together against the fearful mass of booking forms (with-
out names on), registrations (with illegible signatures and no
adresses), cheques (for the wrong amount and payable to the wrong
people) and computer print-outs (which inconsiderately change
people's convention numbers from one to the next). The amount of
effort needed to keep Martin struggling is just one indication of
Liese's startling will-power. Moreover, she has almost tamed the
savage fanged hamster of 5 Aston Close, a beast which has twice
tasted blood. (This is true.) Her own fanzine The Southern Vole

has been temporarily eclipsed by Skycon work, but we are sure that
before long it will reappear, dispensing insults with a liberal hand;
Liese is one of those people who are not afraid to state their opin-
ions, which is all splendid and laudable unless you find you're the
subject of a particularly violent opinion... Try buying her a drink
,and chatting about Women's Lib, but don't stand too close.

Dermot Dobson is huge but quite gentle until severely provoked-——as
those failing to buy him a drink will discover. He is yet another
pillar of OUSFG, besides being a Secret Master of electronics and
proprietor of his own disco. Speaking of this disco, Dermot is busy
constructing a 5000-watt amplifier for Skycon in the hope that pass-
ing Concorde passengers will complain of the noise. For the rest of
the con he will be ceaselessly a-prowl, encouraging members (with a
few deft gestures of his knout) to donate auction material, or drop-
ping hints and other things for the benefit of those who decline to
wear their badges... No, seriously, Dermot is really gentle and nice
provided you avoid all mention of such unfortunate keywords as "Tee-
totalism" or "Unregistered Attendee" or "Superintendent Fairweather
of the Thames Valley Police". He and his lady friend Perdita intend
(at the time of writing) to get married in the week before Skycon:
congratulations to the honeymoon couple will be quite in order, as
will lavish wedding gifts---please deliver the latter via our Treas-
urer so that Skycon may deduct its 10%.



WISH ALL PARTICIPANTS
A FINE SKYCON

Forthcoming books from David & Charles
THE ROAD TO THE STARS by IAIN NICOLSON
with colour preconstructions by ANDREW FARMER

An exhileratingaccountby a distinguished astronomer of Man's future as interstellar traveller.
Ranging from the near to the distant future, the topics covered include black holes as means of
ftl travel, terraforming and colonization ofother planets, and the effects on the human race

of CETI. Sociological and psychological considerations — such as who goes and who gets left
behind — are also discussed.

September 1978 224 pages 248 x 171mm (9% x 6%in)

ALIEN INTELLIGENCE by STUART HOLROYD

The evidence — or lack of it — for non-human intelligence. Taking in the whole field of para-
normal studies, lifeforms on Earth, UFOs and those who claim to have made contact with an
alien intelligence, this fascinating and objective book even speculates on the intelligence of
God and poses the question: could Man ultimately transcend the comprehension and control
of his maker?

April 1979 192 pages 234 x 156mm (9% x 6in)

WAR IN 2080. The Future of Military Technology by DAVID LANGFORD

An absorbing book that investigates the ‘science-fiction’ military technologies that are being
developed today, the gruesome wonders that Man will probably develop in the century to
come, and the cataclysmic effects of war on an interplanetary or interstellar scale in the
distant future.

April 1979 232 pages 216 x 138mm (8% x 5%in)

EXTRATERRESTRIAL ENCOUNTER by CHRIS BOYCE

A seriousstudy of the foreseeable frames inwhich CETI could take place and of the possible
consequences of encounter; would it be disastrous or would it be a superadaptive leap for
humankind? Will Man react with xenophobic hostility or accept CETI as the best thing that
has ever happened to him? These are only a few of the topics discussed in this erudite and
entertaining excursion.

April 1979 152 pages 216 x 138mm (8% x 5 %in)

THE EVOLVING BRAIN by TONY BUZAN and TERENCE DIXON

Far-reachingin its scopeand implications, this book sheds new light on the direction in which
brain research is now heading. The authors, who have interviewed many of the world's
leading researchers, show how the untapped potential of the brain can be applied now and
may be applied in the future. The text is anplified with many colour and black-and-white
illustrations.

October 1978 168 pages 248 x 171mm (9% x 6%in)

Also: NIGHTMARE by Sandra Shulman, with sixty superb lithographs by John Spencer, a
‘celebration’ of the nightmare from psychological, literary, occult and parapsychological
angles (April 1979, 208 pages, 248 x 17 1mm); and THE QUEST FOR THE GRAIL by
Sheila Grattidge, an engrossing book tracing the Christian and preChristian ideals of the
Grail and discussing the real (and very modern) meaning of this universal symbol (Apri/
1979, 208 pages, 216 x 138mm). UNDERST ANDING HOLOGRAPHY by Michael Wenyon,
(October 1978, 176 pages, 216 x 138mm) will make you wonder if this is really your
SKYCON programme book . . .

David & Charles will be represented at SK YCON by Paul Barnett.

Newton Abbot, Devon
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Dermot, by the way, is the man who started all this by discover-
ing the Heathrow Hotel one day in '76. (Others may have discovered it
before, but they don't count---any more than it counted that local
natives may have discovered the sources of the Nile...) Dermot, there-
fore, is the man to blame.

"Never again," Stan Eling is reputed to have said after his agony

and ecstasy upon the committee of Novacon 2. "Never again, " he surely
repeated when the drudgery of Novacon 3 was behind him; and after a
stint on Novacon 4, it can hardly be doubted that Stan sank a grate-
ful pint of beer and said really firmly "Never again!". Those cunning
fiends of the Birmingham SF Group then stooped to base and deceitful
wiles, and it was as Chairman that our hero gave his all to Novacon
6, following which there came another desperate wail of "Never again"
as he found himself in the chair of Novacon 7, whose intractable
committee included the Maules, the Hoares, that Langford and that
computer. Small wonder that the magic words sprang once more to
Stan's lips when the seventh Novacon was past; but already he was
deep in the toils of Skycon, showering his thrice-distilled wisdom
upcn the unwashed masses, who strove in vain to counter with a con-
trived joke about Eling Broadway which just would not £it in anywhere.

We are very confident of the words Stan will utter when Skycon is
over.

Keith Oborn is the fourth OUSFGrouper on the committee, and was the
second person to discover Skycom; he was closest to hand on that
fateful day when Dermot went home and said, "I've found a great con
hotel and opened negotiations with the chief salesperson." Keith
has laboured long and hard not to look like John Brunner, and his
efforts have at last proven fruitful. If John Brunner wears an eye-
patch you can definitely tell them apart. Like Dermot, Keith———in
his daily life---facilitates the perpetration of unmentionable
medical horrors upon the unfortunates forced into the clutches of
Oxford hospitals, though he does it differently. His special res-
ponsibilities for Skycon include tracking down little moving blot
machines, ascertaining the whereabouts of local restaurants (in
Hounslow and other wildernesses) and officiating in the swimming
pool. He shares with many other committee members the somewhat
predictable trait of accepting any drinks offered to him, but only
"if compelled by such drastic measures as asking, "Would you like
a drink, John?"

lan Maule has been dignified, by no less a personage than Greg Pick-
ersgill, with the description "wishy-washy". We would very much like
to refute this base comment, but can't think how. Ian's fannish car-
eer goes right back to the distant past of nineteen sixty-something;
he has toyed with editing various fanzines, including some issues of
Maya (now in Rob Jackson's hands) and some more of Checkpoint (now
reclaimed by Peter Roberts, who deplored "Ian Maule's miserable

scheme to turn Checkpoint into an annual one-page listing of recent
Perry Rhodan reprints"), not to mention his own Paranoid (then) and
Nabu (now). Ian is the only member of this committee to have previous-
ly chaired an Eastercon---Tynecon '74---so we're stowing him care-
fully away in the Fan Room lest he start telling the rest of us how

to run things. Janice, Nabu's co-editor and Ian's wife, will of course
be telling him how to run the Fan Room.



Eve and John Harvey started the Leeds University sf group, then came
south. Almost instantly they put together a bid for Easter 1978 and
might well have been running the whole of this year's convention,
instead of just the films. As it is, Eve is now handling registra-
tions for the 1979 Worldcon with what even Peter Weston admits is
incredible efficiency. She does this with one hand while the other
types stencils for their fanzine Ghas. Meanwhile, John cranks the
duplicator with both feet and orders Skycon films single-handed.
(The other hand is holding a pint of beer.) By way of relaxation,
they change places. Fandom can be a very invelving way of life.

THIRTY YEARS SERVICE TO SCIENCE FICTION
AND FANTASY FANS FRom —

FANTAST (MEDWAY) LTD
( prevmuslj Operation Fanhast )

39 WEST STREET,
WISBECH, cAmBs,

ENGLAND. P€I13 ALX

Telephone WISBECH 61342
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Films

Big John Harvey is a tough man
with a film review. "You put my
picture at the top of the column
and I'll give you high-class re-
views Llike what they have in the
Radio Times, " he said. We think
that John read too many of Phil-
ip Jenkinson's RT reviews before
sitting down to compile these
lightning notes on the films we
hope to show at Skycon...

Plan 9 from Outer Space (1958)

In its ninth attempt to conquer
the world, a flying saucer lands
on earth. Will the staggering
zombies they resurrect succeed?
Can you sleep safely in your bed
tonight? the promoters ask. I
cannot comment on safety, but it
will cure insomnia! The film
does have one redeeming feature
in that it contains Bela Lugo-
si's last screen appearance.

Isle of the Dead (1945)

Yet more horror in this Val Lew-
ton production, but with perhaps
a little more realism? Another
giant of the horror movie, Boris
KRarloff, can be seen here as a
Greek general during the 1912
Balkan War. He and his men take
refuge on an island, and find
themselves involved in vampirism
and madness.

Young Frankenstein (1974)

What, another horror film? Well,
hardly, as Mel Brooks combines
Mary Shelley with Blazing Sad-
dles to spawn this Hugo-winning
send-up. Gene Wilder and Marty
Feldman ably do battle with
Peter Boyle's all-singing, all-
dancing monster!

Phantom of the Paradise (1974)

Take a dash of Phantom of the
Opera, add a pinch of Faust,

stir in Paul Williams's rock m
music and out comes this excell-
ent horror parody. Yes, the moral

John Harvey

is that 1974 was a good year for
spoof remakes.

La Jetée (1964)

Well, we've gotta give ya some
Art ‘'aven't we? Don't worry, it
only lasts 30 minutes and J.G.
Ballard did say of this time
travel story "it triumphantly
succeeds where science fiction
invariably fails". Chris Mark-
er's compilation of stills for-
ming an excellent photomontage
is a must for those with taste,
or those who pretend to it.

Rollerball (1975)

Plenty of blood and guts and
finger-lickin' viclence as James
Caan rollerskates to victory.
{(Watch for skateboards in the
remake!) Norman Jewison must
have swelled United Artists'
ank-balance with this money-—
spinner, one of a large crop
aimed at keeping the accountants
happy .

Silent Running (1971)

At last we are in outer space---
I thought this was an SF con!--—
with Bruce Dern attempting to
save the plant life of Earth in
this futuristic ecodrama. Direc-—
tor Douglas Trumball was one of
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the special effects team in 2001, embled real dwarfs and an array
so it is little wonder that S7Z7- of deformed humans to play the
ent Running, again set in a parts. People ran from the cin-
space station in 2001, is visu-— ema at the film's preview! The
ally stunning. The film is so kids will love it.
intriguing, you will be carried
into other worlds of wonderment. Charly (1968)

This ABC Pictures release, dir-
Barbare]la 41807) ected by Ralph Nelson and star-
Still in space, but what a diff- ring Cliff Robertson and Clair
erence! Here's one for all red- Bloom, is a film version of Dan-
blooded sci-fi males. Jane Fonda iel KReyes's story Flowers for
lets it all go as she becomes Algernon. Cliff Robertson plays i
the sexy heroine in Roger Vadim's the 30-year-old subnormal who is "
version of the naughty French made a genius and expected to
strip-cartoon. As Herbert Stubbs find a place in a world that is
(set cleaner) said, "Cor what a seldom distinguished by its in- 3
cracker!" telligent behaviour. A sensitive

film.
Freaks (1932)
Cool down again with a slice of Danger: Digbolic [1967)
vintage horror in what is per- As with Barbarella, a comic-
haps the weirdest film ever to strip type film which features
come out of Hollywood. It was John Phillip Law (Jane Fonda's
subject to restrictions and cen- innocent angel) as the super-
sorship when first released, and villain Diabolic. Plenty of Ja-
was in fact banned in the UK for mes Bond action here and a fam-
thirty years. For this story of iliar Fleming-type ironical
a circus sideshow, Browning ass- ending.

THE NEWSPAPER OF THE SCIENCE FICTION FIELD

vas | OCUS

The Hugo-winning newspaper of the SF field that
covers such things as; new titles in print,
people notes; market reports; convention news;

ff §§ news; reviews; Award results; and much more. L
ENJoVED BY OOR Now in a new large-size, LOCUS averages 16 pages
BOYS N UNIFORM' and features photographs of authors and other

science fiction personalities. &

LOCUS is published monthly in San Francisco but
you can subscribe via the UK Agent, either by
airmail delivery (1 week) or by seamail (4-6 wks)

Rates are 218.00 (£9.00) airmail; £9.00 (£4.50)
Three times seamail, to: Peter Weston, 72 Beeches Drive,
Hugo~-winner! Erdington, Birmingham B24 ODT.

Tenth year of
publication -
207 issues

Edited and Published by Charles N. Brown




March is the publication month of the
first two titles in Marion Zimmer
Bradley’s classic Darkover science
fantasy series to be published for the
first time in the UK.

A further eight titles for this major saga
will be published during 1978 and there
willbe amajor promotion for the
series in the late Spring.

March 80p each.
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MR KETTLE <COMPOSING ONE
OF HIS FPAMOUS SENTENCES

Graham Charnock said, "Change the names and this could almost be
a serious convention bid."

It was Newcastle 1974. He held in his hand the £lyer put out by
the Manchester and District (MaD) Group (Gruop) for their bid for the
1975 convention. He was looking at it without smiling. He was drunk.

The flyer read: Peter Presdorf---Debacle Organisexr.

"You could do that," he said to Malcolm Edwards, longtime boy
wonder of science fiction fandom.

Paul Skelton-——Hovel Liaison; Brian Robinson---Catering Ignorer;
A.Nonentity-—-—Optimism and Gall.

"You could do those too. The rest of us," he casually splashed
beer over the bored and sleeping figures around him, "could have tit-—

les like Treasurer or Secretary or Vice Chairman and watch Malcolm
get a heart attack."

And so, in an alcoholic haze of regrettable proportions, we dec-—
ided to bid for the 1975 convention ourselves, because we weren't
particularly happy with the MaD Gruop's idea of a con. That was how
we ended up with a convention to run and a bunch of irate Mancunians
who paid us back by sabotaging the 1976 convention despite every eff-
ort by the organisers to make it merely boring.

Anyway, now that the great fannish tradition of being extraord-
inarily and completely justifiably rude to the MaD Gruop is over for



“ 36 =

a few words, I must confess that even relatively sane fans can find

running a convention difficult. We did. I'm sure Dave and Kev and the
others have too.

Inevitably someone complains that Brian Parker's boil has burst
into their custard---and they hadn't even ordered custard. The film
breaks down. The bar staff aren't hysterically amused by Ian Maule
vomiting over the lager pump at three in the morning, then asking for
a pint of Skol as though nothing had happened. Inevitably some old
lady, who probably spends every Easter doing this sort of thing, com-
plains about the noise coming from John Piggott's room that sounds
like an electric toothbrush being used deep into the night if nothing
else. The film breaks down. Long-haired, blond, effeminate fans mince
around upsetting Peter Weston and tall, dark-haired, over-sexed up-
and-coming SF writers crash around upsetting chairs and Peter Roberts.
D.Wingrove gets upset because he finds a bogy in his glass. D.West
gets upset because he's lost one. The film breaks down. The bar closes
seconds before the audience comes out of the early morning film des-
perate for his pint of beer. Graham Poole walks into a wall. Brian
Burgess walks through one. The film breaks down. The manager breaks
down. The committee breaks up.

Strangely, I can't remember anything specific going wrong in
1975, except some people thought it was a bit bland and the Guest of
Honour (one Michael Moorcock who's made a lot of money out of SF and
fantasy) backed out. Things did go wrong, but apparently nothing mem-
orable. That might be why it was bland. Still, this would be a longer
article if I'd been on the Mancon committee.

No, to be fair, a convention is run by a handful of, well, dedi-
cated people who really get no reward for the work they put in, and
if---when-—-things go wrong, on whatever scale and in whoever's opin-
ion, it's not normally through any lack of good intention. Bloody
hell, there're over four hundred people here who are relying for a
good time on the inevitably undervalued efforts of this committee and
most of them take it all for granted.

There are never more than two bids for an Eastercon. That's
about twenty involved people out of four or five hundred. And over a
short period of years the same few dozen faces keep appearing. Rec-
ently, in fact, Eastercons have been almost solely run by fanzine
fans, without whom it can be safely said (because I'm here and you're
there) that Eastercons wouldn't have been continuing on such a gener-
ally impressive level.

This isn't meant to knock earlier committees. Any Convention
owes a great deal to all previous ones. But active fandom at the mom-
ent is mostly young people who are interested in fanzines. Soon it
may be teenagers who like reading Edmund Cooper and join the BSFA to
read long tedious reviews of his books by Brian Stableford, or alter-
natively who like Brian Stableford and buy the Sunday Times to read
short tedious reviews of his books by Edmund Cooper. It would be good,
in view of the present fannish activity, if there could be more att-
empts to bid for conventions, more competition. So long as they're
run on fairly traditional lines I couldn't care less who has a go.
Without wishing to sound reactionary (and inevitably doing so) I can
do without an excess of comics, fantasy, Dr Who or Star Trek. I think
most people want SF and fandom at Eastercons. There are specialist
conventions for anyone who wants them. You could probably find one if
you like your books bound with rubber (know what I mean). I'll check
that with Joseph Nicholas.
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Running a con really does start with the most unlikely, though
usually drunken, happenings. Seacon '75 began, as I said, when the
man whose mother was hip enough to fasten his nappies with ear-rings,
Graham Charnock, made a little joke. This one you're now at started
when Kev Smith said "I feel sick." to Dave Langford, and Dave, vali-
antly cupping his ear, replied "Run a convention? What a great idea."”
Two years later, here we are. Kev Smith's still feeling sick and
Dave's had his hearing aid switched off and been put in charge of
complaints. Except for Kev, I hope you don't have any.

See you at the bar.

BLOODY HELL DAVE, IT'S CLOSED.

BIBLIOGRAPHY: The Works of Leroy Kettle

(1) "The Great Plan" (short story) im Nev Writings In SF 28, ed. Ken Bulmer.(1976)
(2) "Don't Blame Me' (article) in The Skycon Convention Booklet (1978)

(8) Various articles in fanzines, including, in alphabetical order, Xenium, Mota,

True Rat, Fouler, Parker's Patch, Maya, Zimri, Wrinkled Shrew, Inverted Ear Trum-
pet, Macrocosm...

MoiovoTi Sev €1val Tia Aoyos yie Tepnéavelo,

n povadiko vo elval kavels Bovpeotns,

Y10 TOUS TPAYHATIKOUS BOUUNCTES E1VO1 OKOUN TPOTOS Lwns.
E16e o Spopos cos va €1val HAKPUS KOl KOPTEPOS KOl £10¢
Kobe S1TAAOLO0TNS V& £1V01 HAYENEVOS.

Are foreign conventions all Greek to you? For
details of English-speaking continental cons,
and of any trips to be organised to them, send
six second-class postage stamps to Vernon Brown,
Pharmacy Dept., Aston University, Gosta Green,
Birmingham B4 7ET. As and when information
becomes available it will be sent to you.
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"Hutchinson

...0f course, there was always Star Wars.

Looking back at SF in 1977 the year may, in fact, in time be
reckoned as some kind of watershed---in that parallel literatures
that had, for so long, been running on separate tracks seemed to con-
verge in acknowledgement of an atmosphere generated by the advance
promotional overkill of that movie. SF was in the cultural air, so to
speak, and those of us who had long been its addicts---apologists for
it, at times---found ourselves being sought out as experts who could
explain what had hitherto been thought of as jolly eccentricity res-
tricted to Star Trek or Dr Who (even Ms Piggy of The Muppet Show went
into space with Swine-Trek); while Kingsley Amis received a proper
and loving acknowledgement for his The Alteration, itself an homage
to our past traditions.

Those who would clutch the genre to their collective bosom and
keep it unsullied from mainstream contamination, a more common app-
reciation, may have thought this no good thing. But such close encoun-
ters, even of this very first kind, promoted an interest in the field
which meant that one could explain why John Carpenter's film Dark
Star was nearer to what was considered good SF than a whole spacefleet
of Star Wars; big was not necessarily beautiful. TIdeas were in general
orbit and seemed poised to break through that forcefield which we,
ourselves, tend to put around it all, perhaps preferring the cult of
the converted talking to the converted, rather than an evangelising
religion.

At least such an atmosphere meant that Dark Star got a distribu-
tor, and a screening on BBC, after being in Wardour-Street freefall
for so long. But, cinematically, all I can remember of the year is a
tedious translation to the screen of The Island of Doctor Moreau, with
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Burt Lancaster playing the good doctor with a rictus-grin and sincere
expression; a brutalisation of the theme as unpleasant as any imposed
upon those creatures in the House of Pain, although I did get to meet
the actress who played the Panther Lady (or whatever they called her)
which was some consolation.

In terms of books the year started off for me with a bang, a
detonation from an imagination I had long thought buried beneath ven-
eration and respect for what it has already done for science fiction:
Frederik Pohl's Man Plus. Pohl looked at the spiritual consequences
of the creation of a bionic human being---the Billion Dollar Babies
were around on TV at the same time---and came up with some scarifying
and (because he is Pohl) profound thoughts on what it would all ent-
ail if Man became a kind of machine.

After which it seemed entirely presumptuous to find that Edward
de Bono was riding in on the bandwaggon with his collection of George
Hay-picked short stories, assuring us via this compilation from other
authors that science fiction was "provocation and fantasy". It was
all, you see, to do with his lateral thinking concept: my reaction
was to flip a vertical duo-digital gesture in the direction of that
kind of patronising.

Penguin Books came out, more shrewdly and helpfully, with The
Seience Fiction of Edgar Allan Poe and it was fascinating to find in
Harold Beaver's graceful commentary that Poe's literary hoaxes con-
tained---as against the entombed agony of much of his work---"a kind
of bashful obscenity". There was exactly that in The Unparalleled Ad-
venture of One Hans Pfall, although that macabre tale of M.Valdemar
still has the power to ice the smile on the face, as the stench of
putrefaction seems to rise from the page.

Ian Watson came out with The Martian Inca, which was about the
Messianic brainstorms blown up in the minds of primitives by a kind
of star-dust; a god-head in the genes. He made it his own multi-
layered statement about the Universe's contradictions. As always,
there were the usual clutches of short stories: from the Nebulas to
the Universes to the Novas. I myself wrote around this time that "The
short story is alive and well and living in SF.". I see no reason to
alter that opinion.

I was however disappointed, in the main, with Ray Bradbury's
collection Long After Midnight, wvhich contained writing of the deep-
est indigo, specifically inclined towards the glossy magazines of
the Playboy variety, although the tales A Piece of Wood and The Mes-
siah leeched off the empurpling "fine" writing to produce two starkly
poetic pieces. Was the old master now distinctly proven to have feet
of fey? Not really. It was just that the disciplines needed to keep
his whimsy in check had faltered. And we still had heard nothing ab-
out that Space Cantata he promised all those years ago---the one in
which Christ is crucified in different forms throughout the galaxy...
Thus, what might have been. What was, for me, a turnabout of think-
ing was that I was converted to Michael Moorcock. Having been given
the job of reading all about Jerry Cornelius---"Stay behind and
write a few thousand words on the subject"---I found myself mind-
staggered into enjoyment, realising that Cornelius lives in an Apoc-
alypse that has already happened without our realisation. I woke up
screaming---but blissful.
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J.G.Ballard emerged with a paperback containing some of his best
short fiction and also some interrupting introductions which, while
less chatty than Isaac Asimov's---The Foundation Trilogy got the el-
ectronic treatment on radio---were revealing about the man who was
born in Shanghai of English parents and who was interned by the Jap-

anese in a civilian prison camp for two and a half years. He wrote
about The Day of Forever:

Perhaps the young man running around those abandoned hotels reminds me of
my own adolescence... as a child among the Japanese military one had an
extraordinary immunity, we moved like pilot fish in front of them as they
wandered through empty apartment blocks and disused seaplane bases...

Experience fuels and is not the cnly arbiter of the work of such

a writer, but his definition of what we are all about is surely worth
close consideration:

Science Fiction talks to the late twentieth century in its own language...

If the Space Age had arrived for the rest of the world, for the science
fiction writer it was over.

That direction was echoed by Christopher Priest, whose progress-
ively powerful work swerved into time-unravelling with A Dream of
Wessex, concerned as much with human relationships as with any tech-
nology; while Brian Aldiss gave us a short masterpiece with Last
Orders: a wry, moving account of a boozing trio at the moment before
Creation calls "Time, humanity, please; have you no souls to go to?"

So, into the Deep Space of the mind? Outside was all the promot-
ional hardware of Star Wars, cannibalising SF and cinematic mythol-
ogies, ensuring a whole new slip-stream of sequels (I have not noted
Star Whores, though). A fertile atmosphere. But feeling beleaguered
dies hard and is so cosy. Editor Terry Carr's introduction to his '
Best Science Fiction of the Year 6 elevated SF to a kind of mystical
plateau from which those "people [who] prefer to have their thinking
done for them by the authors'" seemed to be excluded. His book was:

in'fact, a treasury of new thoughts, a cornucopia of speculation. Every
story invites your participation as an intelligent human being and will

reward it. How many other forms of entertainment even try to involve so
much of you?

In other words: KEEP OUT. BEWARE OF THE FOG. THIS LAND IS OURS.
You might think that just because of the general SF excitement you

can wander in and just enjoy yourself as you please. OVLY INTELLIGENT
HUMAN BEINGS WANTED.

That I can have hope for SF is because such apartheid is being
eroded whether we like it or not by external pressures. Not that I
can intellectually be happy about some of those pressures, especially
the big blockbuster. But in terms of what it can do for us——-

...0f course, there is always Star Wars. -

Tom Hutchinson reviews SF for THE TIMES.
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The Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund was created in 1953 in order to help
well-known and popular fans to travel across the Atlantic. Since that time,
TAFF has regularly sent European fans to North American conventions and
brought American fans to European cons . Several candidates are nominated
for each TAFF trip and a winner is selected by the votes of interested fans
all over the world. The whole thing is organized and financed entirely by
sf fandom, so TAFF always needs the continued interest and support of fans.
It's a good cause, in other words, and like most gocd causes 1t needs
money: donations to TAFF are very welcome, whether from individuals or
organizations; help and ideas for fund-raising schemes are also welcome.
The British & European administrator is: Peter Roberts, 38 Oakland Drive,
Dawlish, Devon; American administrator is: Roy Tackett, 915 Green Valley
Road NW, Albuquerque, NM 87107, USA.

The next TAFF race will bring an American fan over to the 1978 British
Worldcon in Brighton. Now's the time to start thinking about potential
candidates and making preliminary arrangements. Anyone wishing to stand for
TAFF in 1979 must provide: 1) three American and two European fans as
nominators; 2) a one hundred word platform; 3) a $5 (£2.50) bond; and 4) a
written undertaking that he or she will, barring Acts of God, attend the
1979 Worldcon, if elected. Nominations open on October lst and clcse on
November 30th, 1978; they should be sent to Roy Tackett (address above) . If
you need any more information, contact Roy or myself.

There's a TAFF auction at Skycon - see you there.

Peter Roberts



BSFA

THE BRITISH SCIENCE FICTION ASSOCIATION LTD

Were you aware that there is an organisation in Britain whose sole function
is to promote and advertise science fiction activities; a body comprised of
writers, publishers and readers of sf?

Did you also know that the same organisation regularly produces:

A critical journal, Vector, towhich most leading sf authors have recently
contributed including: Harlan Ellison, Ursula Le Guin, Robert Silverberg,
lan Watson, J.G. Ballard.

A newsletter, Matrix, with letters, informal articles, news, chat and consumer
reviews

A quarterly amateur writers’ magazine, Tangent

Are you interested in joining an association that lists amongst its many other
services:

The world’s largest sf lending library, with over 3,000 of the best sf books
ever written

A tape library, containing recordings of talks by many famous sf writers
and critics

An internal Yearbook, surveying the last 12 months’ activities in the science
fiction area

A magazine chain, from which all the leading American publications can be
easily borrowed

An sf enquiry service to help in answering queries on science fiction and
such related interests as tracking down books, authors, stories, artists,
magazines and so forth

If you are interested, then you can obtain further information, and app-
lication forms from the Membership Secretary, Dave Cobbledick

245 Rosalind Street
Ashington
Northumberland
NE63 9AZ

Membership of the BSFA costs only £5.00 per year. Isn't it worth it for
all the BSFA's services? As a science fiction reader you will find member-
ship enjoyable and worthwhile. Why not write off to Dave right away?

For a sample BSFA mailing, containing Vector, Matrix, etc, send £1.00
(deductable from cost of membership if you join).
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ThQWitling ' VernorVinge

In the eyes of the inhabitants of Giri, the scientific F
explorers from outer space were witlings. In the

context of that primitive planet they were. Because

on Giri a peculiarity of evolution had given all

living things a special talent - and this made r
unnecessary most of the inventions associated with

intelligent life elsewhere. The little band from

Earth's exploration team had to demonstrate that

science is worthwhile - and to keep the medieval

masters of Giri from realizing their potential for

cosmic mischief.

£3.95

The Anythinng‘ €€ John Rackham

It was a world like Paradise, perfect in its serenity,
until the advent of man aroused its sleeping powers,
forces which knew nothing of good or evil. Once on
the planet, Selena dared not turn back, though she
found herself in the company of'deadly and hostile
plant life, monstrous carnivores and the strange
savage who was to lead her through a dream - and a
nightmare in search of the Tree that is All Things.

£3.95

A Billi()n DayS Of Eal‘th Doris’ Piserchia ;

Recommended by Frederick Pohl, this is a brilliant

and powerful new novel by one of science fiction's
finest talents.

The earth teemed with life of all kinds and many
besides man had intelligence and the gift of speech.
But chaos rules. And violence. And despair.
Then in the Valley of the Dead, Sheen first entered
the world and all of the world would bend to the
might of the Supreme One, the irresistible force.

£3.95



Fandom &

Fanzines

K
D.West

Once upon a time, dedicated researchers uncovered the following
variation on Sturgeon's Law: "Ninety per cent of writers secretly
think they are geniuses; the rest admit it openly".

Ever hopeful, fandom follows suit, and the belief that SF enthu-
siasts are generally more intelligent than the unenlightened dolts
who have never watched Dr Who or read a Perry Rhodan paperback is
surprisingly widespread. Occasionally even the most sanguine support-
ers of this theory may experience twinges of doubt when meeting the
author of yet another article on the joys of Space 1999 bubblegum

cards, but---as everyone knows---it's the exceptions that prove the
rule.

A second common fantasy is that SF fans have a liberal and open-
minded attitude towards new and radical ideas. This notion is perhaps
based on the mistake of equating novelty with originality. SF enthu-
siasts enjoy the gaudy glitter of surface strangeness, but they do
not really relish the prospect of fundamental changes in the familiar
and conventional. In fact, they read SF not so much for the mental
stimulation as to run a continuous check on the horrible things They
may be planning as part of their Conspiracy of the Future. SF writers
hop round the edges of paranoia, but SF fans take a running jump
right into the middle depths.

1977 was another year in which the fans congratulated themselves
-—-and a few friends---on their intelligence, discernment, discrimin-
ation and superior natural talents. They then proceeded to develop
selective blindness, deafness, and (total) dumbness when crude and
irreverent persons screaming vulgar abuse were ill-bred enough to a
attempt to introduce a note of doubt. Fortunately, in the face of a
sort of catatonic complacency even the most ravening and rabid of
mad-dog fanzine reviewers---accustomed to chew up the average simple-
minded fanzine with all the tact and delicacy of a hungry werewolf—--—
tended to grow weary and discouraged. The communication gap was un-
bridgeable. Argument and insult were not met with rebuttal and coun-
ter-jibe, but with the whining plaints of uncomprehending dullards
whose dignity had been offended.

In short: an average year, in which fandom marked time in its
sideways shuffle towards the millennium (whatever that might be) and
perhaps even slipped back a pace or two. Efforts were made to inject
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fresh life and vitality, but with very limited success. Like the
poor, fandom's idiots are always with us, and however wide the seed
is scattered, most of it falls straight into a stony silence.

The last and most damaging of the delusions of fandom is this:
It's the thought that counts.

Well enough, you might say, if some of the people concerned ever
turned up two whole thoughts of their own to rub together. But most
of them are trying to raise a flame with the sort of wet rubbish that
more discriminating boy scouts threw away years ago. Bubblegum fandom
has seen everything and learned nothing. There are still those who
believe that effort equals achievement, and that the scanty fruits of
their labours are praiseworthy solely on account of the minimal inv-
estment of toil. Such people continue to produce dull fanzines. Some
are worthy but dull, products of a dismal Calvinism that holds the
serious and the lively to be incompatible; others are merely worth-
less but dull, the result of muddy perceptions unable to distinguish
between silliness and wit.

Fanzines in 1977 ranged from the excellent to the extremely aw-
ful. Lack of space luckily permits only a brief mention of a few
titles. Dave Langford's Twll-Ddu had a well-deserved success in the
Nova Award. Probably largely incomprehensible to the uninitiated,
Twll-Ddu might possibly tempt an outsider into closer investigation
by the very flourish and style of its ingenious jokes and elaborate
witticisms. Stop Breaking Down (Greg Pickersgill and Simone Walsh)
and Maya (Rob Jackson) were Twll-Ddu's leading rivals, though Wrink-
led Shrew (Pat Charnock) and True Rat (Roy Kettle) would have figured
prominently in the reckoning had they published more than an issue
apiece in the relevant period. Below these giants of the fannish
microcosm some ten or a dozen fanzines of more modest fame challenged
for attention. Among those that come to mind are Dot ({(Kevin Smith),
Epsilon (Rob Hansen), One-0ff (Dave Bridges), Triode (Eric Bent-
cliffe), Checkpoint (Peter Roberts), A Bit Of The Other One (Brian
Parker) and Vibrator (Graham Charnock).

All the above are fannish fanzines---that is, fanzines devoted
to personalities rather than the wholly serious study of SF. A number
of other titles attempted to combine fannish and serious material,
often a rather queasy mixture. Only Geoff Rippington's SF Arena (for-
merly Titan) eschewed fannishness altogether and swung entirely in
favour of hardline SF criticism; Drilkjis (Dave Langford and Kevin
Smith), Ghas (Carol Gregory and John & Eve Harvey), Bar Trek (Lee
Montgomerie and Mike Dickinson) and even the Leeds University SF Soc-
iety's Black Hole (Alan Dorey) seemed to want to keep a foot in both
camps, a difficult balancing feat which led to a few falls. (Perhaps
Rob Jackson might feel that his Maya should be included in this div-
ision, though after an initial period of vacillation the contents
seem to have taken on a definite bias towards the fannish, albeit
with articles written by professionals. Still, the classification
isn't important---good is good, and Maya is excellent, a fact reflec-
ted in the several triumphs the fanzine and its contributors scored
in the Fanzine Activity Achievement awards, despite the preponderance
of American voters. But those wins are not so surprising when one
considers the terminal constipation of the US fanzine scene: anything
hot they may have is being well held in.)

There were many other fanzines. Some had their good points, some
were inoffensive but forgettable, and some were so extremely bad they
are best forgotten. Yes---far, far below the deepest delvings of the
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critics, the world is gnawed by nameless things. Even Brian Burgess
knows them not. They are older than he. Now I have walked there, but
I will bring no report to darken the light of day... Besides, the
Tolkien zines weren't much good, either.

SF criticism is fairly simple to write badly and very difficult
to write well. The objection to the use of criticism in fanzines is
not that it is done at all, but that it is nearly always done poorly.
Poul Anderson once remarked that the SF writer is competing for the
reader's beer-money. The flesh is weak, and the SF critic cannot rely
on his reader's stern devotion to duty; he has to make an effort to
drag the fan's attention away from new and ingeniously libellous
accounts of who recently got drunk and groped the wrong wife. In
other words, if you want to write criticism---it'd better ke good.

Sometimes it <s good. Foundation, the eponymous journal of the
North East London Polytechnic's SF Foundation, is not strictly speak-
ing a fanzine (though almost all its contributors are SF fans or pro-
fessionals) but it is certainly the best magazine of SF criticism in
the world, and living proof that seriousness without stupefaction is
possible. Peter Nicholls has now relinquished the post of Foundation
Administrator to Malcolm Edwards (formerly of Victor Gollancz Ltd,
and a one-time Vector editor), who has the experience and talents to
maintain this high standard, particularly since he will be assisted
by the newly appointed Research Fellow, David Pringle, and by such
other regular contributors as Christopher Priest and Ian Watson.

Foundation's less distinguished rival, the BSFA's Vector, has
has been much more erratic. Editing Vector is a thankless task, and
a good case could be made for turning the job into a paid position.
The work is considerable, and the armour of cash---or an ironclad ego
--—-1s needed to withstand the impact of continual conflicting critic-
isms from a large and varied readership. There are plenty of bruises
and very few bouquets. By the end of 1977 Chris Fowler had had enough
and he yielded the place to David Wingrove.

The main achievements during Chris Fowler's reign were the inc-
reases in size and frequency. If the editor was overworked it was
often his own fault: little or no control seemed to be exercised over
length, relevance or placing in context of work used. Many individual
items of merit were published, but the magazine as a whole suffered
from an almost complete lack of editing, and too many contributors
were given the latitude to turn vhat could have been a good short re-
view into a long mediocre article. The overall impression was that of
a hopeful marksman loosing off a very large blunderbuss in the gen-
eral direction of a very small target: a few silver bullets hit the
spot, but most of the junk went vhistling past.

A similar scattershot approach seemed to characterise the year's
conventions. The smaller events, Faancon in February and Silicon in
August, were really more in the nature of semi-private parties (Faan-
con was so private that little or no report has reached the outside
world) and their lack of organised structure was both intentional and
accepted. (Accepted by most people, that is. There was the now-legend-
ary encounter at Silicon, where certain soberminded attendees were
horrified to see Leroy Kettle fall off his chair several time during
what they assumed was a Serious and Constructive panel discussion.
The shocked visitors also wanted to know why---in the words of Dave
Langford---people spent whole minutes not talking about SF. They were
told, but they didn't believe it.)
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However, the main event of the year, the Coventry Eastercon, was
overshadowed by a certain feeling of aimlessness and anticlimax. A
comment heard several times was that the Eastercon was simply the
Novacon writ small---a reversal of the natural order of importance.
In fact, when it came, the Novacon proved to be more enjoyable on all
levels. This was partly due to the more compact layout of the hotel,
which promoted a sense of cosy intimacy altogether absent from the
Eastercon. The bar, bookroom, con hall, art show and fan room at the
De Vere Hotel all seemed to be situated in the farflung corners of a
maze of corridors, with the result that too much time was spent wan-
dering round looking for friends lost an hour or two before. There
were many enjoyable moments, but the convention tantalised rather
than satisfied, hinting at an excellerce that was intended but never
quite achieved.

A convention calls for a great deal of work on the part of the
organisers. In theory, this selfless dedication is wholly admirable,
but in practice there are several drawbacks. The primary difference
between amateur and professional lies in the degree of commitment. A
professional knows he %Zas to get it right--—for the sake of earnings,
for the sake of reputation---whereas to the amateur a triumph would
be nice but anything better than a total flop will do. This attitude
-—-entirely natural and understandable in the circumstances---inevit-
ably leads to a dilution of the drive towards success at whatever
cost in time and effort. The unpaid convention worker simply cannot
afford to break his back for the purely notional rewards of fannish
prestige. He can't afford to assume financial responsibility either,
and the result is often the use of shortsighted and false economies
negating the good effects of larger sums spent elsewhere.

Much of the work that goes into fandom---whether producing fan-
zines or organising conventions---is time-consuming labour which is
not in itself rewarding. On a small scale such work is bearable, but
fandom has grown. The doctrinaire insistence on total amateurism has
become a sacred cow impeding progress. The past history of the BSFA
indicates what is likely to follow: a wildly erratic cycle of boom-
or-bust, up or down, as key figures grow weary and drop out, or new
young meteors flash briefly across the scene.

Still, that's the way of fandom. It's a small world, and indiv-
iduals have such a great power to influence the course of events that
prediction is almost impossible. All that can be said about the next
year is that it promises to be interesting. g

1 ROBERT cHECKEY




WORDSHOP ~ WORLDBRAIN

% kmong the items scheduled ares—
Mary Shelley's LAST MAN (1826)
 Claude Houghton's THE KIVGDOMS OF
THE SPIRIT (1924)
Olaf Stapledon's 4 MAN DIVIDED
. and a new work by
Peter Dagnar STARGRAIL (1977)
i hre you an unpublished author ?
Do you know of an out-of-print book
which should be re-printed?
. » The H.G.Wells Society wishes to facilitate
the re-issue of OUT-OF-PRINT Books and

material; and also aims to enable .
Authors to distribute unpublished new work.

Both of these would be on the basis of Supplying
Copies According to Demand (i.e., from ONE copy
upwards...,)

Under the title of World Brain (coined by Wells), a First
list of items to be made available is in Preparation,

(If you have written a story or book you may be interested in
distribution by this method or you may wish to suggest a
notable out-of-print work for inclusion),

T BLASTOFF me
SHOP

Send S.A.fE. for full details of
this project tos

George Hay, "Worlid Brain", H.G.Wells
Society, c/o 17 Anson Road, London 7 ORB
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SHEFFIELD S 2 4HL.

TELEPHINE To BE INSTALLED.
OPENING CEREMoNY:- L MAY ¢f DAVID A, HARDY.
Books, MAGAZINES, STAMPS, SLIDES or

HSTRoNomy, SPRCE TRAVEL., UFOs,
SCIENCE - FieTioN

Seace.-Arr - Dur SPEC\HLITV.
POSTERS, CARDS amx ORIGINAL ART WORK
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Fancy Dress &c.

We hope that a good many of you will be lured B R R U IS
into the most appalling exhibitionism at the

Fancy Dress Parade on Saturday night. Prizes BEST COSTUME
will be given for the best costumes; the main SILLIEST COSTUME
categories are shown on the right, but this
list is not necessarily exhaustive, being BEST GROUP
liable to change at less than a moment's not- LEAST COSTUME
ice. The originality and splendour of your
costume may force an entirely new category T IR A R S
into being at the very last minute. So that

we may be even slightly prepared for the vast number (or the vast
fewness) of the entries, please inform us before Saturday evening

if you intend to enter. A word to the registration-desk staff will
do the trick.

Other Competitions

Well, there's the great "Coll-
ect the Signatures of Every-

one Mentioned In This Booklet'
competition, as described by
Kevin earlier; there will, we
hope, be something going in the
Swimming Pool (depending on the
availablity of heavy water, Line
Jell-O, piranha etc.)---and
there's the fearful Caption
Competition. This is tradition-
ally run to give people some-
thing to occupy them at the Ban-
quet when stunned into total
inarticulacy by the exquisite
cuisine... We simply distribute
innumerable cartoons (see right
for example, courtesy of Novacon
7): add your scintillant caption
and write your name on the back.
The funniest wins—--something—--—
for its author. Besides being
distributed at the Banquet, the
cartoons will also appear in the "You've got to admit it---Martin
bar at about the same time. Hoare is a master of disquise."

Drinks: e

2 :
PLDN e ]
The Heathrow Hotel warns Skycon = v
members that corkage* will be '“—~—"}2> .
charged on drinks brought into < Burb_
the hotel.

Take heed!

*CORKAGE: What a licensed restaurant will quite properly charge you
<f they have a good wine 1ist and you insist on bringing your own
bottle... A man who would do that, they feel, would take his own girl
to a brothel. ("Plonk & Super-Plonk"” by John Baldwinson)
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The 'Doc' Weir Award

Who was Doc Weir?

A fan; a schoolteacher who came into fandom late in life with a
keen interest in both science fiction and fantasy, who enjoyed part-
icipating in many facets of SF fandom. He helped get the infant BSFA
on its feet, corresponded with a considerable number of fans and
wrote scholarly and entertaining articles for their fanzines. Was an
active Cheltenham SF Circle member and attended conventions where his
talks were programme highlights.

What <1s the Award?

A goblet inscribed with the names of past winners, to be held
for one year, and a signed certificate suitable for framing.

How is the winner chosen?

By YOU. The Award is not given for any specific activity but for
things in general. The Award should go to the person you think most
deserving. There is no restriction on whom it may be given to---it
does not have to be a member of the BSFA or of the .convention. By
tradition, it usually goes to a fan whose activities have not been

previously honoured. Voting is kept secret---only the winner's name
is announced.

Who are the past winners?

Well.... in '70 it was MICHAEL ROSENBLUM

in '63 it was PETER MABEY in '71 it was PHIL ROGERS

in '64 it was ARCHIE MERCER in '72 it was JILL ADAMS

in '65 it was TERRY JEEVES in '73 it was ETHEL LINDSAY

in '66 it was KEN SLATER in '74 it was MALCOLM EDWARDS
in '67 it was DOREEN PARKER in '75 it was PETER WESTON

in '68 it was MARY REED in '76 it was INA SHORROCK

in '69 it was BERYL MERCER in '77 it was KEITH FREEMAN

REMEMBER TO CAST YOUR VOTE!
Peter Mabey, Award Administrator

The Ken MclIntyre Memorial Award

Who was Ken McIntyre?

Ken McIntyre was an artist whose work appeared during the fift-
ies in New Worlds, Nebula and Science Fantasy. Ken was a keen SF fan,
a reqgular attendee of the Easter SF Conventions and a Knight of St.
Fantony. He was always willing to do work for amateur publications
completely free and his work can be seen in many fanzines of the last
twenty years. Ken died from a heart attack in 1968.

Why an award?

Three people suggested independently that some form of memorial
was needed and after discussion the KEN McINTYRE MEMORIAL AWARD was
formulated. Although there are awards presented in the SF field,
there is no award for artwork presented in Britain. It was felt that
an award for art would help give encouragement to young artists in
the field as well as giving some form of reward to established
artists.
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Rules for Entry

(1) The Ken McIntyre Memorial Award will be presented annually. Each year
it will be presented to the artist vho, in the opinion of the judges, sub-
mits the most deserving piece of artwork.

(2) The artist must be resident in the UK.

(3) The piece of artwork must have appeared in an amateur publication during
the twelve months January to December preceding the Easter at which the
Award is made.

(4) The piece of artwork must be accompanied by a copy of the publication
in which it appeared.

(5) The subject matter of the piece of artwork must, in the opinion of the
judges, be fantasy or science fiction.

(6) The judges shall be: Roger G. Peyton, Jim Marshall, Keith Freeman (or
other Knight of St. Fantony), J. Michael Rosenblum (or other BSFA repres-—
entative) and the Chairman of the Convention.

How to Enter

The piece of artwork may be submitted by the artist himself or
by the editor of the publication in which it appeared. The original,
together with a copy of the publication, must be handed to one of the
judges or to the registration desk by 4.00pm on the Saturday of the
convention. If for any reason it cannot be handed in by this time,
one of the judges should be notified in writing prior to the conven-
tion. The entries submitted will be displayed in the Art Room and the
Award presented at the Banquet.

These are the rules that will apply for the presentation at the

12746 Baseer Conxventlion. Roger G. Peyton, Award Administrator

The Art Show Awards

That's funny---I didn't think there was an Art Show Award?

Well, to be utterly frank, there wasn't. But this Committee,
aided and abetted by Marsha Jones, rather thought there should be:
we have said the necessary incantations, and lo! there is. In fact,
there are, in four different categories.

Four categories? Let me guess. Best Nude? Best Pre-Raphaelite?

I hate to disappoint you, but Marsha suggested SF, FANTASY,
HUMOROUS and ASTRONOMICAL. That sounds OK to the rest of us.

And who decides the winner? Not you lot, I hope?

The People decide. The Man in the Street---or in this case, The
Person in the Bar. Among others, you. You have only to fill in the
easy-to-read ballot forms which will be somewhere in the Art Room.
Some tiny token (at the time of writing we know not what) will be
presented to the winners.

At the Banquet?

After the Banquet, in fact, when all the other awards are keing
presented. You can't have any more questions...? Oh yes—--any piece
of art produced since last Easter will be eligible. OK?

Just one thing. Which committee members are going to win?

Do be quiet. Cynicism does not become you.
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Awards ’77

NEBULA AWARDS

Novel: Man Plus by Frederik Pohl
Novella: Houston, Houston, Do You Read? by James Tiptree Jr.
Novelette: The Bicentennial Man by Isaac Asimov

Short Story: 4 Crowd of Shadows by Charles L. Grant
Dramatic Presentation: No award
Grand Master Award: Clifford D. Simak

HUGO AWARDS

Novel: Where Late The Sweet Birds Sang by Kate Wilhelm

md By Any Other Name by Spider Robinson
Wougdls, fHie]e { Houston, Houston, Do You Read? by James Tiptree Jr.
Novelette: The Bicentennial Man by Isaac Asimov
Short Story: Tricentennial by Joe Haldeman
Professional Editor: Ben Bova of ANALOG Science Fact / Science Fiction
Professional Artist: Rick Sternbach
Fanzine: Sctence Fiction Review (once The Alien Critie) ed. Dick Geis
Fan Writer (tie): Susan Wood and Dick Geis
Fan Artist: Phil Foglio

John W. Campbell Award for Best New Writer: C.J.Cherryh
J.R.R.Tolkien Award ("Gandalf'"): Zndre Norton
FAN ACTIVITY ACHIEVEMENT (FAAN) AWARDS
Fan Editor: Rob Jackson of Maya
Fan Writer: Bob Shaw
Fan Artist (Humorous): Harry Bell
(Serious): James Shull
Letter-of-Comment Writer: Mike Glicksohn
Single Issue of Fanzine (tie): Maya 11 and Spanish Inquisition 7/8

CHECKPOINT FAN POLL
British Fanzine: Wrinkled Shrew ed. Pat Charnock
British Fanwriter: Leroy Kettle
British Fan Artist: Harry Bell
And the rest...
Ken McIntyre Award for Fanzine Art: Jon Langford (DrZlkjis 2 cover)
Doc Weir Award: Keith Freeman
SF Foundation Award for Excellence in Criticism: Brian Aldiss
Nova Award for British Fanzines: Twll-Ddu ed. Dave Langford
BSFA Novel Award: Brontomek! by Michael Coney

John W. Campbell Memorial Award: The AZteration by Kingsley Amis

TAFF Poll: Peter Roberts (who was thus awarded a trip to the 1977
Worldcon. See TAFF advert elsewhere for the sordid details.)



Eastercon’77

INCOME AND EXPENDITURE ACCOUNT

£ £

INCOME
Registrations 483.00
Attendances, banquet, etc. 1,135.42
Art auction commission 73.00
Advertising 180.00
Dealers' book room tables 150.00
Electronic games machines 140.00
TOTAL INCOME 2,161.42
EXPENDITURE
Printing and postage:

Progress reports, forms, etc. 380.43

Convention Book 340.19
Films 74.96
P.A. system, screen, slide projector 69.12
Hire of electronic games machines 40.00
Insurance 25.00
Banquet (Note 1) 793.50
Miscellaneous (Note 2) 293.15
TOTAL EXPENDITURE 2,016.35
EXCESS OF INCOME OVER EXPENDITURE £ 145.07
Notes

i o The banquet expenditure includes the subsidy.

2% Miscellaneous expenditure includes the expenses of
the Guest of Honour and the projectionist, a gratuity
for the hotel staff, and minor expenses.

This account was presented to us by Laurence Miller as
Treasurer of the Eastercon '77 committee.

GUFF is the "Get Up-and-Over Fan Fund"
-—~-founder and patron, Chris Priest—--—
set up to bring an Australian fan over
here for Seacon '79. As with TAFF, the
choice is made by popular poll: anyone
who's been in fandom for a year or two
can vote. The candidates will be named
and their secret lives unveiled in the
near future. Donations to this fannish
charity will help GUFF and your karmal

WATCH OUT FOR THE SURPRISE GUFF ESOTERICA AUCTION AT SKYCON! Or contact:
Leigh Edmonds (0z Administrator), P.0. Box 103, Brunswick, Victoria 3056
Dave Langford (UK Administrator), 22 Northumberland Ave, Reading, Berks.



Convention Members
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Robert Sheckley
Abby Sheckley
Leroy Kettle
Kevin Smith
Dave Langford
Hazel Langford
Martin Hoare
LZese Hoare
Janice Maule
Ian Maule
Dermot Dobson
Stan Eling
Helen Eling
Keith Oborn
Selina Lovett
Eve Harvey
John Harvey
Penny Jackson
Perdita Dobson
Graham England
Simone Walsh
Greg Pickersgzll
David Griffin
Mary Burns
BZll Burns
Brian Hampton
Vernon Brown
Pat Baxter
Tony Rogers
Vera Johnson
Joseph Nicholas
Richard Wheateroft
David Hill

Jan Howard Finder
Nellie Pardoel
Dewi Williams
James Burnett
Eddie Jones
Marsha Jones
Mike Gray
Chris Jones
Dave Upton

Al Debettencourt
John Piggott
Ken Slater
Joyce Slater
Merf Adamson
Rob Jackson
Colin Crooks
Chris Southern
Hazel Faulkner
John Eggeling
Judy Mansfield
Colin Fine

R. Earnshaw

Howard Rosenblum
Dai Price

Paul Dormer
Alan Blackley
Russ Shallcross
Derek Atkins
Derek Holt

ITan Williams
Lisa Conesa

Per Osterman
Roger Peyton
Arline Peyton
Jose Bernard
Colin Lester
Lars Strandberg
Waldemar Kumming
D. West

Michel Feron
Kevin Dixon

Ken Bulmer

Pam Bulmer

Tan Moor

Peter (Clark
Roger Bean

Tel Hudson
Chris Chivers
Gerald Lawrence
John Steward
Ewa Sedby
Norman Shorrock
Ina Shorrock
David Webb

Alan Morris

Rod Milner
Bonny Milner
Urban Gunnarsson
Coral Clarke
Bruce Healey
Celia Parsomwns
Jim Barker
David J. Kemper
Peter Berg

Dave Lermit
Mike Damesick
Keith Freeman
Wendy Freeman
Thomas Schluek
Eva-Maria Schluek
Ramsey Campbell
Jenny Campbell
Hans Loose
Richard Hughes
Jim Marshall
Peter Mabey
Andrew Stephenson

114
112
113
114
1186
118
117
118
1189
120
121
122
123
124
125
126
127
128
129
130
1381
132
133
154
185
1386
137
138
139
140
141
142
148
144
145
146
147
148
149
160
151
152
163
164
166
1566
157
158
169
160
161
162
163
164
166

J. Phil Rogers
Dave Cox
Pandora Perkins
Roger Perkins
Keith Plunkett
Graham Poole
Linda Williams
David Flint
Peter Bell

Ian Robinson
Jon Langford
Pauline Dungate
Duncan Steel
Ted Ball

David Gibson
Andy Ellesmore
Rory Owen McLean
Brian Ameringen
Peter Nicholls
Ron Bennett

Pat Charnock
Graham Charnock
Rob King
—=~dpsietant 1
-——Agsistant 2
John Lowe
Krystyna Bula
John Brunner
Marjorie Brunner
Roy HiIlL

A. Richardson
Phtlip James
Jim Linwood
Marion Linwood
Gareth Lewis
Peter Fllis
Adam Gray

Chris Walton

L. Hutchinson
David Thomas

kv Cruttenden
Wendy Cruttenden
Jocelyn Almond
Keith Seddon
John Bush

Julia Felton
Marcus Rowland
Rob Carter

BZll Bains
T.J.P. Illingworth
Margaret Austin
Harry Bell
Richard McMahon
T. Pickard

Josh Kirby
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Convention Members---Continued

166
167
168
169
170
171
172
173
174
175
1786
177
178
179
180
181
182
183
184
185
186
187
188
189
190
191
192
193
194
195
196
197
198
199
200
201
202
208
204
206
206
207
208
209
210
211
212
2138
214
215
216
217
218
219
220
221
222
223
224

Paul Kinecaid
John Brosnan
Jorgen Forsberg
David A. Symes
Fay Symes
Douglas HZll
Michael Hill
Norman Weedall
Kevin Easthope
Martin Stallard
Mark Woodward
Maxim Jakubowski
Andrew Richards
Trevor Denton
Cherry Wilder
Paul Paolint
Stephen Gould
Jennifer Marsh
J.E. Haigh

Paul Williams
Louise Barry
Ethel Lindsay
Ella Parker
Guido FEekhaut
Jostane Cortoos
Joyce Cluett
Dave Cluett
Edgar Belka
Fred Hemmings
Roy Mortimore
Daphne Mortimore
Paul Parsons
Louise Talbott
Mike Skelding
Heather Woodeson
Margaret Draper
S.C. Hatch

Judy Blish

Takis Nikolaou
J.C.G. Lesurf
Derek Hepburn
T.R. Robinson
Alan Farmer
Andrew Chapman
Florence Russell
P.A. Thomas

Tim Broadribb
Samantha Broadribb
Don Wollheim
Elsie Wollheim
Marion 7. Bradley
Neil Thompson
Katherine Sterry
Richard J. Smith
Pete Hammerton
Anthony Watkins
Ian Barber
Ethel T. Buzzard
Stephen Wilson

2256
226
227
228
229
2380
2381
232
233
234
236
236
237
238
239
240
241
242
243
244
245
246
247
248
249
250
261
252
253
264
266
2566
267
268
2569
260
261
262
263
264
265
266
267
268

283

Anders Reutersward
Richard Brandshaft
Pamela Boal
Derek Boal
David Boal

Ake Jonsson
Dave Raggett
Milton Strain
Charley Radley
Mark Knight

I. Newman
Norman Firnlay
Gabriel Stein
Henry Skoglund
Yilva Spangberg
Don Rogers

Mie Rogers
Steve Lovett
Pete Weston
Chris Jordan
Brenda Piper
David Williams
Elric Williams
Dave Wilkinson
Alison Lowe
Jackie Wright
Harry Harrison
Charlotte Bulmer
David Holmes
Kathy Knight
P.F. Olroyd
Martin Easterbrook
Marion Atkins
Malcolm Edwards
Graham Dresch
Chris Atkinson
Martin Crompton
BZll Little
Mike Meara

Pat Meara

Alan Frost

Rob Hansen

Anne Finlay
Andrew May
Robert Day
Kevin Lee
Adrian Burch
Mark Chillingworth
Tom A. Jones
Pam Barnes
Stephen Jones
James Corby
Dave French
Chris Morgan
Brian M. Lewis
Robert Swan
Laurence Miller
Sally Underwood
Joan Fine

Thomson
Pinto

Peter
Peter
Simon Berisford
Katie Chafen
Malcolm Davies
Dave Kyle

Ye Gerbish
David Pringle
Michael Walshe
Martin Tee

E.J. Ward
Al Scott
R. van der Voort

Brian Smith

Alan Dorey
Hartley Patterson
Pat Lennon
Leslie Flood
Mike Scott Rohan
Deborah H. Rohan
Rob Holdstock
Beth Hallam

Anne Looker
David Todd

Allen Boyd-Newton
E. Nightingale
Janet Hunt
Michael Sinclair
Oliver King
George Hay

M.D. Hutchinson
J. Stewart

Peter Wareham
Paul Wharrier
Niek Lowe

Jenny RZigby
Brian Burgess
Garry Kilworth
Annette Kilworth
David Strahan
P.J. Hanmore

Ken Mann

Gerald Pollinger
Graham Andrews
David Garnett
Tony Richards
Louise Richards
Karel Thole

Paul Barnett
S.N. Walker
Helen Walker

Bob Shaw

Sonya Porter
Paul Begg

Judy Crowther
ITan Watson

John Hunt

Nick Webb

Robin HZll
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343
344
3456
346
347
348
349
350
381"
362
363
3564
3586
356
367
368
359
360
361
362
363
364
366
366
367
368
369
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Members---Concluded

John Mitchell 376 Chris Umpleby
George Bondar 377 Lester Hannington
L. Sutherland 378 D.I. Lischka
Paul Ellis 379 Trevor Briggs
Judy Mortimore 380 Sharon Stump
Tuija Farmer 881 Hugh Creswell
Jim Lush 382 Paul Lyle

Nigel Page 383 Paul Fraser
Fiona Steere 384 H. Coates
Lenise Cartwright 385 Pam Baddely
Peter Roberts 886 David E. Bridges
Richard Slaughter 387 Jacki Smith
Margaret Wellbank 388 John C. Kerr
Charles Partington 389 Helen McCarthy
Harry Nadler 390 Barbara Kitson
Marie Nadler 391 Peter Tyers
Ashley Watkins 392 Roger Robinson
K. Ham 393 Chris Lewis

Rob Whitaker 394 Immo Huneke
Kevin Williams 395 Lesley Ward
Susan Williams 396 Anna Lieff

Jean Maudsley 397 Sue Weil

Betty McLean 398 John Williams
Simon Pouard 399 John Claxton
Tina Anghelatos 400 Dr R.I. Gilbert
Roy Marcus 401 A.R. Stephens
Colin Langeveld 402 Stuart Andrews
Joan Langeveld 403 Susan Winn
Martin Mounsey 404 Holgel Muller
Patrick Place 405 Anders Hedenlund
Al Fitzpatrick 406 Tony Rogerson
Duane Harwood 407 Robin Hughes
Martin Hatfield 408 S.G. Armstrong
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(This listing is complete

Joy Hibbert
Mandy Dakin
Christopher Barlow
L. Atkinson
Alexandra Daly
Miri Rana

Joyce Serivner
Anne Keylock
Gerry Webb

Torun Lidfeldt
Ellen Purman
Gary Ireland
Ken Murphy

Mike Dickson
Andy Strangeways
Dave Bell

John Newman

Joan Newman
Marianne Leconte
Lester Simons
Martin Pay

G. Mayhew

Mark Wilson

Paul Lynch

Emma Glatsher
Stuart Ridley
Kathy Flint

Jim Cawthorn
Stephen Olsen

to February 19th 1878.)
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presents

ERTHUR C. CLARKE: interviewed by David S.

Gamnett. FOSS: talking about designing

Dune. PHILIP S. JENNINGS: a great new SF
story, illustrated by ACHILLEOS

with Sounds Cosmic—the most expensive hi-fi system in the world;
UFOs; Swords and Sorcery. PLUS close encounters of a fourth kind
with some rather lovely ladies

ELSO EVAILEBLE

The Supernatural Special

(Vol. 42: No. 10) full of glamorous ghosts, vampires, demons, witches and random
notes on the works of the devil




