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Welcome to Speculation, the 42nd Annual National Science Fiction Convention. Itis traditional
atthispointto say afew wordsof appreciation of all the poeple without whom this would be impossible,
then to close with a quick "hope you like the con", then get out of the way as quickly as possible.

Well, we do owe thanks to an awful lot of people, because no convention these days would be
possible without the help and cooperation of people who put in a great deal of time just trying to
getitright. They all know who they are, and we've said thankyou elsewhere in this publicatiori.
But this time round I'd like to say a little more about the Programme Book. Oh, I know all of you
hardened congoers will only be looking at this for the first time a week or so after the con, butif so
I'hope you end up feeling you've missed something. Because we've tried 1o make the Programme
Book a coherent and important part of the programme.

As you look through the Speculation programme you'll see that we've produced linked strands of
programming,or modules, whichexplore a selectionof important themes and ideas more thoroughly’,
than the usual one-off panel can manage. So, to complement that, you'll find a series of articles in
this Programme Book which set up those themes and present a variety of views for and against the;: /5.5
subject. We hope that these will stimulate your own ideas on the subjects so you'll get even more: 5!
from the panels and talks on the programme.

Lalso want to thank Rob Holdstock for his contribution to the convention. He is an excellent Gues
and very worthy of the Honour. I hope our members will enjoy his company.

And finally, thanksto all of you for coming to Speculation. Without you there wouldn't be aconvention
atall.Thope youenjoy it-I'm sure you will. I think we've managed to put togethera greatconvention. ¢

Now, on with the motley.




The Committee

John Fairey,

Chairman.

Abearded pedagogue who drinks lager under medical instruction,
Johnsaysheisafriendly,avuncular sortof guy. Adecisive,dynamic
inspirational leader who has held the committee together through
three years of gruelling effort, he makes Margaret Thatcher seem
positively wishy-washy. When John isn’t wielding a whip over
the committee he is in charge of the science faculty of a secondary
schoolonthe Isle of Wight. Heis, of course, the henpecked husband
of the lovely Anthea whom we thank for giving him permission to
attend Speculation.

KIM Campbell,

Membership Services.

MembershipServicesisa front for the real power behind Speculation
- the Treasurer. Foreverready to vetoany spending plansnotincluded
in the latestbudget (copics of which are, strangely, never available
forinspection), KIMisnonethelessaterribly nice lady. Kind, generous,
utterly ruthless, she likes nothing better than taking pity on aprogramme
staff memberand offering them the funding foran item dear to their

little heart, only to hit them with a refusal to pay for the postage on

the letters needed to get people together for the item in question..
The lady certainly has style! Although Canadian, KIM’s heart is
firmly setinthe highlandsand she will not, asis tradition with convention
treasurers, be heading for the Bahamas with the profits but more
likcly heading for Benbecula.

Paul Oldroyd,

Programme.

Having been the mainstay of programme planning on umpty big
conventions Paulreckoned he had done his bit for fandom and retired.
Afterenjoying very nearly ayearof inactivity he gottwitchy, decided
tomove to Scotland, failed to sell his London house and opted for
running a Scottish Eastercon as the next best thing. Now all he
wants to do is stay sane long enough to hand in his resignation. So
far there simply hasn’tbeen sufficienttime. A failed medical student
turned social worker, Paul hasalmostno vices thatcan be mentioned
in a family publication like this. His wife and daughter worship
the ground he will be buried in and suffer regular invasions of their
home by Speculation committee meetings with quiet dignity and
ice-cream.

Mark Meenan,

Logistics.

The committee are only slightly worried by Mark’s preference for
crimenovelsover SF. They are much more worried by his insistence
that everything that needs to be done to get the convention sct up
and running is progressing smoothly: no convention operations
side everruns smoothly. Either he is an organisational genius ora
very convincing liar. In real life he works for the DHSS, so you
should be able to make your own mind up on thisissue. When not
reading crime novels or lying to the committee, Mark spends his

evenings wargaming, sampling restaurantmenus or visiting Dr Who,
Star Trek, Prisoner and Viking groups inand around Glasgow. As
minute secretary to the committece Mark wields extraordinary power
over the rest of us, constantly adding items to our work list while
removing them from hisown. He will get his reward in heaven.
But not soon enough.
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Ian Sorensen,

Publications.

Well known in fandom for editing Conrunner, a fanzine devoted
todiscussing howaconvention should berun, Ian hasyettodemonstrate
any ability to translate theory into practice. Although nominally
in chargé of convention publications he hasonly actually produced
one ProgressReport,acoupleof flyersand aposter. Skilledatdelegation,
he regularly abuses his position of trust as a teacher in a Glasgow
comprehensive and enlists a slave labour force of pupils to do the
convention’s dirty work: collating, stuffing, sticking and folding.
Noted for his immense personal charm (the absence of it, at any
rate) Ian also acts as Hotel Liaison for Speculation and should be
soughtoutatconventionsifthereis even the slightest problem with
the hotel. That should keep him busy enough to let the rest of us
enjoy the convention.

Thank Yous

Everyconventiondepends onalotmorepeoplethan justthecommitiee.
When we started planning thisevent we gotadviceand encouragement
frommanysources,andmanypeople volunteered tohelpwhosubsequently
had to goonto other projects. Our thanks goto every one of them.
Our Guest of Honour, Rob Holdstock, has alsocontributed a great
deal to the programme and we thank him for that and for being a
most gracious guest.

Immense amounts of thanks are also dueto the following people
who have done, are doing, or will do a power of good work for the
convention:



Kevin Anderson, Chris Atkinson, Henry Balen, Mike Dickinson,
Vince Docherty, Chris Donaldson, Keith Edmond, Brian Ellis, Vicky
Evans, Abi Frost,John Harold, Karen Heenan, Paul Kincaid, Linda
Krawecke, DaveLally,Peter McGarvey(YTS), AndyMorris, Caroline
Mullan, Chris O’Shea, Helen Oldroyd, RogerPerkins, Rog Peyton,
Simon Polley, Maureen Porter, Richard Rampant,JohnRichards,
Alison Scott, John Stewart, Ivan Towlson, Peter Weston, Uncle
Tom Cobbley and all.

The managementand staff of the Hospitality Inn have also contributed
alot to making the convention what it is and the committee would
like to single out the General Manager, Tim Hunt, and Accommodation
Manager, Lorraine MacCormack, for special thanks.

So, walltheaboveandtoyourgoodselvesforsupporting SPECULATION :
thank you from the bottom of our sleep-deprived hearts.

The Speculation Programme Book was compiled by Paul
Kincaid with the assistance of Maureen Porter. We wish to
thank all the contributors, especially Chris Evans, Chris
Amies, Chris Bell and Kev McVeigh. The photographs of
Robert Holdstock are by Jerry Bauer and are reproduced by
permission. Thanks also to Peter McGarvey and Andrew
Seaman for their help in the production.

As this Programme Book was being prepared for publication
we learned of the death of Sadie Shaw on Friday 8th March.
Sadic and Bob Shaw were regular attendees at Scottish
Conventions and we know they were looking forward to being
at Speculation. The committee is sure that the entire
convention will join in sending condolences to Bob Shaw.
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TOUCHING THE EARTH
An overview of the fiction of
Robert Holdstock

“Unless God strikes me down, it will not be easy for anyone tokill
me,” Lleu reveals unwittingly to his adulterous wife Blodeuedd.
“I cannot be killed indoors or out of doors, on horse or on foot”
AndsotheMabinogiongoesontoreveal thatLleuiskilledby Blodeuedd’s
lover, Goronwy, standing neither on dry land nor in water, butin
the somewhat unlikely position of having one foot on the back of
a goat and one on the rim of a bathtub.

If he has to go through such contortions to do so, Robert Holdstock
isnotabout to lose his power asa writer. For he islike Lleu, drawing
his strength from the earth, and from the rich fertile loam of Celtic
mythology. His finest work, specifically Mythago Woodand Lavondyss,
draw their inspiration directly from this source, from the same well-
spring of Britishlegend which inspired, forinstance, Ralph Vaughn-
Williams who takes an appropriate bow in Lavondyss. Itis hard
to know whether it was wilfulness or uncertainty about his own
direction which made Holdstock begin his career so far from its
sources, buteven in his earliest, most science-fictional works itis
casy to see these influences drawing him remorselessly back (o
the earth from which his fiction flows.

RobertHoldstock belongs to thatcurious generation of British science
fiction writers (like Garry Kilworth, Ian Watson, ChrisEvans) who
emerged onthecoat-tailsof therushof creative enthusiasmengendered
inthiscountry by New Worlds, before the abruptdeath of new talent
which lasted for mostof the 70sand 80s. In consequence, he must
havebeen classedasa “new writer” forabout twice aslongas most
other people, a galling prospect. The benefits of sucha view are,
atbest,ambiguous; it candraw a blanket across the weaker aspects
ofearly novels, butitcan draw the same blanket over the strengths.
In this article I want to pull them all together and look at some, at
least, of the themes which provide aconsistentand coherent thread
throughout the books. I think itis fair to say that Robert Holdstock
did not begin with a flash of brilliance which has gradually faded
since, rather his work has steadily improved asithasdrawn together
the disparate clements which characterised the beginnings of his
career. Theearly bookspublished underhisownname were painstakingly
crafted whileat the same time he produced pseudonymous novels,
such as the Berserker series asby “Chris Carlsen” and novelisations
offimsand TV programmes(Legendof the Werewolf, The Professionals),
whichhavebequeathed a stronger sense of momentumand narrative
purpose Lo his later books.

His firstnovel, Eye Among the Blind (1976), was as straight forwardly
science fictional as anything he has written since. Robert Zeitman
(zeit=time - whichisinteresting, timeis one of those strange threads
whichrange throughout Holdstock’s work) arrives onRee’hdworld

to attempt a reconciliation with his ex-wife and also to warn that
anincurable diseaseis sweeping through therestof theknownuniverse
andhas sentahorde of refugees in the direction of this planet. Since
thisisthe home of the only intelligent race that has been discovered
thus far, the refugees must be keptaway. But now the Ree’hd are
acting strangely, turning against the human colonists for the first
time in 700 years. Itis a potent brew, confused even more by the
admixture of other elements, like the blind man who should have
beendead for 700 years,and the ghostly appearance of semi-mythical
figures from the Ree’hd’s pre-history. The time-man has acted as
asort of catalystaround whom events with their origin deep in the
pastrise totheir conclusion, thoughhe himselfisalways anobserver,
never playing any active part in the events.

Butagainstthe backgroundof this slightly over-blown science fiction
epic there isa far more domestic and insightful narrative, the story
of Zeitman’s failure to be re-united with his ex-wife, Kristina, and
her attempts to become integrated with the Ree’hd. Anditishere
that the strongest links with what will be the developing interests
ofhisworkaretobefound. Thereisthecentralimportanceofunderstanding,
both of individuals and of societies, and an understanding which
has to go deep into history, into the forces which have shaped that
whichisbeing understood. Kristinaisattempting thatwith theRee’hd,
Zeitman fails that with Kristina, therein lie the seeds of their future
successor failure. The Ree’hd themselves are the best thing about
the book,a vividly perceived yetnever fully comprehensible society
whose closeness tonature prefigures the place that the idea of roots,
spiritual and physical, will play in his subsequent fiction. There
is, for example, the moment in which a statue of a semi-mythical
Pianhmar isunearthed in which abiding symbolsof statues or stone
and soil combine powerfully. And it is this, if anything which is
the strongest link with his second novel, Earthwind (1977).

The novel has all the science fictional paraphernalia which cluttered
the firstbook, butitalsohas the firstovert showing of the obsessions
withmythand ritual which have become the most significant factors
shaping his work. The result is a complex novel which doesn’t
quite succeed perhaps, in retrospect, because it is the first attempt
tobringall theseideas together. The book containsanacknowledgement
10 “The Office of Public Works in Dublin for allowing me to sce
unpublished photographs of certain discoveries from the Boyne
valley excavationsat the Knowth tumulus”and inan interview with
Geoff Rippington he said that during the writing of Earthwind he
“took six months off in the middle when [ wentto Ireland torescarch
the ‘Megalith Builders’ culture, neolithicmaninIreland. They’re
the people who raised thosc immense tumuli, and pecked out the
mostcomplex and beautiful patternson the stone wallsof the tombs,



and on standing stones. I gotsoimmersed in thatculture, so fascinated
by the art, that I took a sabbatical from the novel just to become a
studentagain.” Itisclear that this was not the origin of Holdstock’s
obsession with the birth of Celtic and pre-Celtic culture, but we
are surely seeing the first inklings that this is his subject, his root
matter, the germ around which his fiction is to take mature form.

The symbolic power of these images is recognised immediately
so we find thatnotonly does Stone Age Ireland provide the template
for Society on the planet Aeran, but representations of ritual and
fate are also detailed in those whocome to the planet. Elspeth Mueller
has jewels implanted in her breasts, Peter Ashka leads all their lives
by consultation with the I Ching, surface illustrations of the primitive
state to which they are reduced as everything is stripped from around
them.

This exploration of the cultural and ritualistic ingredients which
go into shaping aman is fascinating but never more than superficial.
Asthe ideas are absorbed more fully they become betterintegrated
into his later stories and novels, especially in stories such as “Earth
and Stone” which grew out of thatsame trip to Ireland and provides
the best pointer into the fertile jungle of Mythago Wood, but here
there is little sense that what shapes the society is actually a deep-
rooted part of people. And its power is dissipated somewhat by
butting it up against a science-fictional device, the “earthwind”.
I the science-fictionalelementsof Eye Among the Blindare somewhat
conventional, thisidea of ime flowing notin theconventional straight
line but like a wind, gusting and swirling, is exquisitely original.
Another of his obsessions has found a fresh expression. Butagain
itis under-developed, as if the concepthas been placed in the novel
before it was fully grown. It would be when he returned to this
ideain alater novel, Where Time Winds Blow, that he was able to
extract from it the resonances and symbolic strength missing from
Earthwind.

This clash of subject matter seems to have had its cffect, because
in his next two books Holdstock seems to have neatly divided the
twinobsessions of Earthwind inhalfand treated cachatmore considered
length. Attheheartof Necromancer (1978), therefore, are the stones
and symbols which graced Earthwind without ever achieving the
sharpness of focus they demanded. While Where Time Winds Blow
(1981) provides hisobsession withtimeand theconceptofits progression
being oscillatory with the flowering it demanded.

Necromancer is packaged as a straight-forward horror novel, and
very goodof its sortitistoo. A gripping, well-paced narrative dripping
with the usual effluvia of ancient priests and malevolent forces,
blood and violence and gore. Buthe hasbroughtthisto the service
ofanideawhich obviously ties in with the power of ritual and roots
in Earthwind. Here the centre piece is an ancient standing stone
carved with ritual images from apre-Christian era which has, over
the centuries, become the fontof the Catholic church. Littleismade
ofritwal catholicism, which is disappointing considering thatit provided
a counterpoint 1o the older rituals and so illuminates the sense of
the continuance of what is fed by these ancient roots into modern
awareness. But if he misses that one trick, he misses no other for

the book is a brash, confident work which for the first time shows
signs that the pithy action-narratives of his pseudonymous work
have fed his other writings.

Atthis pointone is obliged to ponder the significance of co-incidence.
The central character of Necromancer is June Hunter, around this
time Holdstock’s pseudonymous work included the horror-series
Night Hunter, as by “Robert Faulcon”. The central character of
Where Time Winds Blow is Leo Faulcon. All, I am sure,no more
than coincidence.

What certainly is not coincidence is the way Holdstock returns to
his earlier, more overtly science-fictional style in this new novel.
Itisnotjust the central play of time, but the quest for understanding
ofoneselfthroughunderstanding of analien, orinthiscase ‘Manchanged”
human society, and the back-to-Nature simplicities of thatsociety.
And above all there is the way that the comforts and carapaces of
humanity are stripped away by the natural forces of the world. In
this sense Eye Among the blind, Earthwind and Where Time Winds
Blow forma neatlittle trilogy of novels which detail the anguished
loss of humanity upon alien planets, gripped by an alien past which
has generated alien forces. To this extent they are richly detailed
but grim fables which are excellent at creating a sense of the fully
alien. Butthey neversurrender themselves wholly to thisoneimpulse,
because the importance of roots and rootlessness also summon up
asymbology of our own social and cultural origins. Whenonemember
of Faulcon’s team is lost to the time winds it is custom for him to
sacrifice himself to them also or he will bring bad luck: thusritual
and superstition are still a vital part of this supposedly advanced
technological society. Holdstock’s work always suchmanifestations
of primitiveness. But the further away from earth he roams the
more tenuous the links become, the roots are stretched too far, and
one feels that the impulses and beliefs upon which his work feeds
arc more powerful the closer he is to home.

In “Earth and Stone”, which takes its protagonist to Ircland in the
third millennium BC and Holdstock directly into the milieu which
most fruitfully feeds hisimagination, the heroends up literally fucking
the carth, That is how close Holdstock needs tocome to his well-
spring to give his stories their genuine, primordial power. “Earth
and Stone” itself comes from his first short story collection, In the
Valley of Statues (1982),and though the stories range over the years
1974-1981, the same period during which he was writing the novels
discussed above, they reflect perhaps more succinctly the way his
imagination was taking him. The themes I have been exploring
are, of course, there. Time, of course, isalwaysthere, either providing
agalewaytothepastwherein liesalvationandcreativity,asin“Travellers”
and “Earth and Stone”, or as a gateway to the future, as in “The
Graveyard Cross” where a space pilot returns to earth so changed
that he must first be transformed into a cyborg before he can be
allowed onto its surface, and even then finds an environment so
antithetical that he is, as so many Holdstock characters are, stripped
of his humanity by his alienation. It is easy to see the direction
which Holdstock’s imagination takes: as one character lamentsin
the far-future setting of “A Small Event”. “We’ve lost that very
valuable sense of the primitive”.



IT BEGAN WITH MYTHAGO WOOD

NOW IT REACHES |

Grafton Books
* congratulate
.. ROBERT HOLDSTOCK
" on being Guest of Honour
at Speculation, The 1991
British Science Fiction
Convention

IT SOARED FURTHER WITH LAVONDYSS

EIGHTS...

A major new novella and collection of stories from Britain’s brightest new fantasy talent

Mythago Wood and Lavondyss available in Grafton Paperback



But if we are to seek direction in this collection then we have to
look no further than the most recent story it contains: “Mythago
‘Wood”. Here the journey into the past, the quest for the primitive,
the search for archetypes which give shape and understanding to
whoweare, all are made concrete inastory whichlaysthe groundwork
for everything he has done since.

Parenthetically itis worth remarking at this point that the only film
novelisation he has produced under hisown name was The Emerald
Forest which has the same creative impetus, sending its characters
back to discover the primordial within the forest.

And thenthere was Mythago Wood ((1984). Allofasudden Holdstock
had tapped the core, here, in the dank woodland where “mythagos”
the strange personisations of mythic figuresroam amid the primal
squalorand violence, he had found the ideal voice for his obsessions
with the dank and dark birthplace of our creative and cultural being.
That this book was labelled “A fantasy” as opposed to his earlier
science fiction is no more than a consequence of the vaguaries of
the publishing business. Thisbookis straightintheline of development
which lead from Eye Among the Blind, itis just as that the line did
notlead forward to some glitzy high-tech future but backwards to
some sort of un-imagination which prefigures our dreams and our
history. This, topoint the way, is not the book of Robin Hood, nor
of his precursor Hern the Hunter, but of the shambling fetid ritualistic
beast-man whopredates even thatmyth. Mankind created our myths,
when mankind wasbuta simple thing living within the terrifying
belly of nature. Myths were our shield and our endeavour in that
time, and the mythagos they created were not the heroic sanitised
Arthur and Tristan but creatures as the world which gave birth to
them. Itis the genius of this book, and its successors, to delve into
thatwild primevalismof the mind and present it for whatitis. Mythago
Wood is no clean and cheerful heroic saga.

In all honesty thisactof primitive creation would have beenenough,
ajourney into the heart of the forest toreveal its splendours and its
horrors would have sufficed to make this a significant book. But
Holdstock has by now fucked the earth and let its roots entangle
him. This genuine exploration of the mystic imagination, notjust
a simple story about it. So the story itself takes on mythic echoes
and aspects. There are, if you look for them, reverberations from
all the key British myths within this tale. Arthur, of course, but
also Hern and Lleu and others, but none of them are presented
straightforwardly, rather they are essences, half-glimpsed, much
like the mythagos themselves. There is the woman Guiwenneth,
for instance, who plays the role of the faithless woman between
Steven and his brother Christian, she is Guinevere obviously, but
alsoananalog of Blodeuedd with whose story Iopened this article.
And there is the shape of the story, and particularly the third part
of the novel which follows Steven’s journey into the heart of the
wood: a quest, of course, that most representative of all fantasy
forms, but one archetypal as Cuchulainn’s cattle raid.

And we aré, of course, talking about archetype, and creativity, a
link made the more explicitby the sequel, Lavondyss (1988). Here

the central character is Tallis (another of Holdstock s strong female
protagonists like Kristina in Eye Among the Blind and Elspeth in
Earthwind, and denying the charges on being male-centred which
might have beenlaid against Mythago Wood); butin her name we
not only get echoes of the ancient tale-teller Taliesin but also of
the point Holdstock is emphasising, about the creative nature of
mythand its inspirational role in the creative process long afterits
ritnalistic role is forgotten, becomesclear. Itisalso significant that
inthis work Holdstock hasclarified hisown vision bothof the mythagos
and of the world they inhabit; Tallis’s own quest into the forest
takes a very different route from Steven’s, and arrives at a very
different destination (the landscape of myth is vast and contains
many worlds). The wintery land of Lavondyss s the sire of Avalon
and Lyoness, Tallis takes on the role of Guinevere or Blodeuedd,
the myths are shapes into which we must fit ourselves.

Thereis alsoHoldstock’sobsession with time tobe taken into account.
Itmight seem to have dropped by the wayside in these recent books,
butnot so, the world of Ryhope Wood is timeless and all time. He
takes us backwards through the developmentof mythic archetypes
sothat successive incarnations becomelessdefined. And timeitself
gusts and eddies about the shape of the books. Steven post-dates
Tallis, while in the latest incarnation of this vast mystic structure,
the novella “The Bone Forest”, Steven appears as an eight-year-
ola.

This novella appears in Holdstock’s latest collection, The Bone
Forest(1991), yet even if he had notreturned again to the possibly
endless exploration of the possibilities generated by the mythago
wood, it would be clear that Holdstock has now identified the well-
spring of hiscreativity and is supping deep from its waters. “Thorn”
is built around the ancient figure carved into the stonework of a
medieval church,in*“The Shapechanger” thereisamystical communion
betweenamodern boy and Sir Gawin, “The Boy WhoJumped the
Rapids” opens with that mythic figure, ahorn-helmeted man. And
so it goes, the further he penetrates back into the primitive fancies
and beliefs which shaped our modern understanding of the world,
the more he gets in touch with the earth, the more powerful Robert
Holdstock’s writing becomes.

Paul Kincaid
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Listen, mate, I'm in a bit of a quandary. Speculation have asked
me 0 write an appreciation of you. The trouble is, I’ve done this
acouple of timesin the past and I’ ve used up most of my best lines.
What more can I say? With a bit of effort I could probébly rustle
up a few intimate or disgusting anecdotes from recent years, but I

haveafeeling thatthisisn’texactly whatyou wantin youresteemed -

capacity as guest of honour.

Afewdaysago, the latest copy of Interzone arrived, complete with
wrap-around illustration from one of your books, your name writ
large onthecover, 26,000 wordsof*The Bone Forest” plusan interview
which I have to admit I found informative. I was going to write
about this. I was going to say that “The overall effect is thatof a
special Rob Holdstock issue, a measure of Rob’semergence in the
past several yecars as a significant writer of imaginative fiction.”
In fact, I will write that, since it’s true.

Here’s what else I was going 10 say:

““The Bone Forest’ represents the latest bulletin on Mythago Wood,
the source of all stories. With the novel of thatname (1984), Rob
stepped into the frontrank of contemporary fantasy writers, finding
the perfectmetaphorfor hiscentral concerns in fiction. With Lavondyss
(1988),amore difficultand challenging novel, he consolidated his
reputation, and now ‘The Bone Forest’ takes us once more into
the marginsof the wood, this time showing us the effects of its wonders
on a not-so-ordinary family.”

I have to admit that, re reading the story, I remain impressed. 1
was going totelleverybody about “settling back happily as the images
andincidentsbegintoflow scamlessly across the mind’seye.” That’s
the sort of stuff they pay you for in programme books - or rather
don’t pay you for. “Throughoutit all,” I intended to write, “one
hasthe sense of being in the hands of a talented writerin full command
of his powers who will carry you along to your destination with a
minimum of fuss and a maximum of pleasurcs both visceral and
cerebral.” Impressive,eh? Then I was going 1o say that it all seems
so controlled and effortless but, knowing you as I do, I know. it’s
nothing of the sort.

Thope youbelieve me whenIsay youdeserve your growing reputation,
butatthe same time [ know you’re notalways comfortable withiit.
In my opinion, all writers who are really worth their salt are also
neurotic about their work, and you’re certainly no exception, I'm
cnvious of your bursts of creativity in which you can knock out
thousands of words of really good stuff in a single day; at the same
timeIsympathise wholeheariedly with yourbouts of creative constipation,
your hot sweats and palpitations, and, above all, the late-night or
carly-morning panics about the work in hand which to me is one
of the hallmarks of the truly obsessive writer.

13-

You can see the problem I'm faced with. I’m not sure whether I
should be telling them about the hot sweats and the palpitations
andthelike. Itseemsabit...well, personal,even thoughit’s something
thateveryone with any soul goes through from time to time. 1 was
going to mention it because I reckon that in thiscountry we tend to
have a snooty and begrudging attitude towards any kind of success.
Whereas the Americans seem in general to love achievers - they 're
rathertoouncritical,inmy view - we Brits are suspiciousand disdainful.
The argument seems to run like this: He's doing well for himself
thesedays, solexpecthe’s getting full of himself, thinks he’s God’s
gift, well he’s no better than he ever was and I'm ready to show
himI’mnotimpressed. Or, inthe words of another of your friends:
If youbecome somekind of icon, you’re going to attract iconoclasts.

Now I know this sort of attitude makes you nervous, and I suspect
it’salsomade you alittle more guarded in recent years. Conventions
inparticular seem fraught withdanger in thisrespectsince it’salways
possible to give offence to people without actually saying or doing
anything - often without acwually being aware of the presence of
the people you’re supposed to have offended (no doubt that’ s the
insult). I think you’re generally happiestand mostrelaxed ininformal
situations wherc nothing special is required of you except yourself:
soI'd guess that your status of GoH at Speculation will be a source
of pride and anxiety in equal measure.

Another problem for writers with respect to theirreadership is that
what is new and fascinating to readers is usually, for the writer,
pasthistory. Often, the more positively readers respond to a book,
the more difficulties that creates for the writer. When you seem
nervousofcomplimentsorpositively twitchy when faced withadmiration,
Iknow it’snotbecause you don’tappreciate either butimmediately
begin worrying whether the book or story your currently struggling
to write will be as good. So praise can be a burden, and readership
enthusiasm can generale expectations which you cannot, or donot
wantto fulfil. Like all the best writers, you have a healthy insecurity
about your work and status. This should stand you in good stead
Lo resist the more dangerous blandishments of success.

I was going to say all this, until I realised that it made you sound
fearfully earnest and sensitive. Which isn’t a true picture of you
atall. Butthenagain, neitheristhe fannish legend of the hail-fellow-
well-met-let’s-get-ratted-and-do-something-gross- or-embarrassing.

Both these stereotypes are twoof the many facets of your character,
but, like all real people, on any given day you might show some,
none orall of them. Generally I'd say thatyouare always courteous,
candid when circumstances permit, and that you have a genuine
lack of pomp and circumstance. You are alsoabsolutely commitied
to writing the best kind of fiction that your talents permit.



Isany of this useful in forming even aremotely accurate profile of
you? I’mnotsure. Butifany ofitdoesfindits way into the programme
book, you’ll have to do your best to live it down without my help
because I’m going to Spain for a couple of wecks over the Easter
holidays. But I'll be thinking of you - with envy, admiration and
respect - and hoping that you get the kind of friendly and open-
hearted appreciation of you work that you undoubtedly deserve.

With apologies in advance,

Yours, as ever,

Chris Evans

The problem with making science fiction films as good as books,
is that, for the most part, SF is not a particularly visual genre. Yes
there are moments; the spindizzies pulling cities into space, ‘Doc’
Smith’s mighty intergalactic fleets hurtling into battle; but for the
mostpartthe underlying themesof the best written SF are notreadily
turned into pictures. What pictures we do get tend to be highly
personal reactions to ideas rather than descriptions, very vivid and
not easily displaced by the views of others.

EveninSpace Opera, themostdescriptively visualandleastintellectually
rigorous sub-genre of themall, we have the problem that those aspects
that lend themselves best to cinematic treatment are the bits that
leaststand up to serious investigation. The problem is that movies
have to show people what is happening in a way that will enable
theaudience tomake sense of itall. SFdeals with unfamiliar situations
and these have to be translated into familiar terms. Hence we have
scenes in Star Wars where an object the size of a small moon is
attacked by ships manoeuvring like a World War I fighter aircraft.
Taken at face value this does not make any sense atall. However,
if we are to convey the feeling of excitement and tension required
by the producers we must show something that the audience can
understand without being swamped in explanations beforehand.

Thisshould notbe taken toimply thatcinemaaudiencesare inherently
more stupid than readers. In many cases the factor that dictates
the need for simplicity is the speed at which we are asking the audience
toassimilateinformationand when we aredealing withalargeaudience
we have no opportunity to go back and look at what actually did
happen three scenes before.

The factor that does tend to make the large scale special effects
extravaganzas unsatisfactory is the expense. ILcostsalotof money
to put Luke Skywalker on a land-speeder and the studios that put
up the money, not unnaturally, are reluctant to do anything that
will make it difficult to make that money back. This meansironing
outthe wrinkles to produce a smooth - slightly bland - product from
which the eccentricities that make any art form interesting have
been removed.
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This leads to the following unhappy proposition:

better special effects => bigger budget => less artistic flair.

This combines with the fact that films making money tend to stay
longer and getting bigger billing at cinemas and we see Gresholm’s
law rearing its ugly head as the bad movics push out the good.

Itcanbeargued thatthemoststriking examplesof cinematic technique
occurinhorror films. Here wearedealing with a genre where surrealist
imagery canreally go to townand every possible means by which
the sensitivity of the audience can be increased has been tried at
one time or another. The scripts rarely stand up as examples of
deathless prose; but then it may be a mistake to expect them to.
People who study the libretto of operas such as Rigoletto or La
Boheme are rarely struck by the deathless beauty of of the words
or the tightness of the plot. Both operas are adapted from novels
but the¢ idea of suggesting the opera is better than the book or vice
versa seems faintly ludicrous.

How can we compare Alfred Bester’s telepathic conversational
patterns with Stanley Kubrick’s long, point of view shots of the
Overlook hotel or Russell Mulcahey s rapid fire changes of camera
angle? IsPhilip K. Dick’s Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep?
more evocative than Ridley Scott’s Blade Runner? The answer
would seem tocome down to how well does it sustain your interest
andonce we arc atthe subjective level the possibilities for rational
argument become limited. In the end all we can do is borrow a
quotation fromRobocop -oncof my favouriteexamples of the struggle
to overcome disadvantage and rise above programming - and shout

J.F.Richards
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ythology
All you have todo is read the novels and stories of our Guest of
Honour, Robert Holdstock, to see the vital role of myth in our
creativeimaginations. Buthow much doesmodern science fiction
and fantasy draw upon the mythic? Should we be more aware,
or less? And whatis the mythic anyway?

Depend upon it, there is mythology now as there was in the time
of Homer, only we do not perceive it, because we ourselves live in
the very shadow of it,and because we all shrink from the full meridian
lightoftruth... Mythology, in the highestsense, isthe power exercised
by language onthoughtinevery possible sphere of mental activity.

Max Muller
Introduction to the Science of Religion

[ still remember the two general theories we were taught on the
reservation which purported to explain the movement of history.
Thefirstwe namedthe GreatMan Theory. Itsthesiswasthat critical
decisions in human developmentwere made byindividuals, special
people giftedin personaliryand circumstance. The secondwe named
the Wave Theory. It argued that only the masses could effectively
determine the course of history. Those very visible individuals who
appearedas leaders of the great movements were, infact,only those
who happened to articulate the direction which had already been
chosen. They were as much victims of the process as any other
single individual. Flotsam Running Dog and I used to be able to
debate this issue for hours.

Itistruethatthis particular question has ceasedto interestme much.
But a correlative question has come to interest me more. I spent
mostof myfortiethbirthday sitting bymyself, listening to Pachelbel’ s
Canon,overandover,andl’ masking myself; are some people special?
Are some people more special than others? Havelspentmy whole
life backing the wrong horse?

Karen Joy Fowler
“The Faithful Companion at Forty”

Science fiction, like the old folktales, is escapist literature, relieved
drabness, boredom, or a sense of powerlessness with visions of
human triumph. To thiscommon element of folktale, the new SF
writers (some of them) add the dimension of myth, precisely the
dimension thatisneeded, in our view, for SF to make a significant
contribution to the refurbishing of art, the quest of meaning.

Lois & Stephen Rose
The Shattered Ring

Theromantic modeiscentered around the process of wish tul-hiliment
or utopian fantasy thataims ata displacement and transfiguration
of thegiven historical world in sucha way astorevive the conditions
of the lost paradise or toanticipatea futurekingdom in which suffering
and limitations have been cffaced.

Tom Moylan
Demand the Impossible

“This was my dream” he said. “That I was the grain and earth
and creeping things upon it. And mistand sky, the stones the Giants
placed between the hills. | was the land, Miri, and the land was
me. Inthe dream!found a woman, who was also the land,; andwe
made childrenwhowould...know the land, and live out golden times.”

Keith Roberts
The Chalk Giants

Itwas simplereally, jekvasteskero, Gypsy-simple. Itis the gadjo,
the non-Gypsies of the world, who give complicated answers to
simple things. “They came and took our country away from us,”
the Gypsies had always said, and that is what happened.

R A Lafferty
“Land of the Great Horses"

Notall ideas evoke wonder, nor all crazy ideas - but both can and
will when set within a well-told story.

David Hartwell
Age of Wonders

The Tor groaned and opened. Horns resounded. Out above the
earthrode huge shadows, and troll-hounds clamored. “There goest
the true Wild Hunter, Gwyn ap Nudd, leading the heathen dead
from Annwn forth,” said Will’s throat. “Theirs be the land’s unrest
and deepest pcace.”

That which came after brought Rupert’s question wavering: “But
what is the magnificence behind, a troop of riders bannered by the
Cross, whose mail and lances burn as cold as moonlight?”

“King Arthur and his knights from Avalon.”

Poul Anderson
A Midsummer Tempest

For the lliad the world, though terrible, remains a place in which
heroismis possible. The situations round which the poem is built
are scenes which embody attitudes to the fundamental questions
of acceptance of death, patriotism, heroic anger, heroic shame.
The characters, too, are defined by their relation to these questions.

Jasper Griffin
Homer on Life and Death
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Modernfantasyemploys structures, motifs and marvellous elements
derivedfromits predecessors in myth, legend, fable, folkiale and
romance. Yet it cannot employ such elements in the same way as
these predecessors did.

Ann Swinfen
In Defence of Fantasy

Youalready know theend - the immense drama of the Lord Jestocost,
seventh of his line, and how the cat-girl C’mell initiated the vast
conspiracy. Butyoudonotknow the beginning, how the first Lord
Jestocost gothisname, because of the terror and inspiration which
hismother, Lady Goroke, obtained from the famous real-life drama
ofthedog-girl D’Joan. itiseven less likely that you know the other
story - the one behind D’Joan. Thisstory is sometimes mentioned
as the matter of the “nameless witch”, which is absurd, because
shereallyhadaname. Thename was‘‘Elaine”,anancientand forbidden
ong.

Cordwainer Smith
“The Dead Lady of Clown Town”

Asaliterature of “unreality”  fantasy has alteredin character over
theyearsinaccordancewithchanging notions of whatexactly constitutes
“reality” . Modern fantasy is rooted in ancient myth, mysticism,
folklore, fairy tale and romance... Fromabout 1800 onwards, those
fantasies produced within a capitalist economy express some of
the debilitating psychological effects of inhabiting amaterialistic
culture. They are peculiarly violent and horrific.
Rosemary Jackson
Fantasy: The Literature of Subversion

Cosmic terror appears as an ingredient of the earliest folklore of
allraces, and is crystallised in the most archaic ballads, chronicles
and sacred writing. It was, indeed, aprominent feature of the elaborate
ceremonial magic, with its rituals for the evocation of daemons
and spectres, which flourished from prehistoric times.

HP Lovecraft
Supernatural Horror in Literature

Grendel, Grendel! Youmake theworld bywhispers, secondby second.
Areyoublindto that? Whether youmake it a grave or a garden of
roses is not the point. Feel the wall: is it not hard? He smashes
me against it, breaks open my forehead. Hard, yes! Observe the
hardness, write it down in careful runes. Now sing of walls! Sing!
T howl

Sing!

“I’'m singing!”

Sing words! Singraving hymns.

John Gardner
Grendel

15 -

Those who, despising all modern imitations, set out in search of
the Real Original Story; the real Arthur, the real Gilgamesh, the
Ulumate Myth that lies at the heart of things. But this search for
the ultimate isa cul-de-sac itself, in so farasitleads the writer back
intothedepthsofhistorical timenotintoany othernotional simplification
ol the landscape. The cultof Osirisis notancient. It seemsto have
sprung up, fully formed, about two thousand years ago. And why
not? That’s probably when the brilliant story teller who invented
the whole thing lived and worked. Like all the operatic myths that
wesoadmire, thisis the purity of asophisticated distillation process;
ifyou try todig down further, to uncover the real story, all you get
is a handful of mud .... The more I learn of myth the more certain
I’'m that there was never any story looking for someone to tell it, it
was always the other way around.

Gwyncth Jones
“The Mind of the Maker”

You see, the King wanted there 10 be somebody left, who would
remember their famous idea. He wanted badly that Tom should
gobackto NewboldRevell, where he can grow into a man and live
his life in Warwickshire peace - and he wanted to tell everybody
who would listen about this ancient idea, which both of them had
oncethought good...Don’t get the lengendary people muddled up.
ItisI who tell you about my idea.

T H White
The Once and Future King

Writing about the desire for Heaven as partand parcel of the desire
for 5od, Lewis once said “The properrewards are not simply tacked
ontotheactivity for which they are given, butare the activity itself
inconsummation.” The old Narnia, as we have observed, flowed
intothe “real Narnia”. In the penultimate chapter of “The LastBattle”,
Jewel the unicorn, arriving on the other side of the Stable door,
expressed the feelings of all the others. He stamped his hoof, neighed,
and cried, “T have come at last! This is my real country! I belong
here. This is the land I have been looking for all my life, though I
never knew it till now.”

Walter Hooper
Past Watchful Dragons

The module on mythology contains the following elements:
“Myth Treatment” - Saturday - 12:00 - Forum
“RobertHoldstock Guest of Honour” - Saturday 14:00 Exhibition
“Robert Holdstock” - Sunday - 14:00 - Syndicate



Environment

Is science fiction, as J.G.Ballard has claimed, the best way of
writing about today? If so, shouldn’tit be addressing today’s
major problems-like the holein the ozone layer, the greenhouse
effect, acid rain, and all the other ways we seem to be trying to
foul our own nest? Well, for 30 years or more science fiction
has been doing justthat. Buthow effectively? Howmuch more
should it, or could it,do? How much is the environment the
proper concern of science fiction, and how much should we
expect of science fiction as ecological fiction?

Even thisfarfromthe shore, the night stank. The seamoved lazily,
itsembryowaves aborted before cresting by the layer of oily residues
surrounding the hull, impermeable as sheet plastic; amixiure of
detergents, sewage, indusirial chemicals and the microscopic
cellulose fibres due to toilet paper and newsprint. There was no
sound of fish breaking the surface. There were no fish.
John Brunner
The Sheep Look Up

Although the worst forecasts of 1970’s SF failed to materialise, it

would be risky indeed to accuse Brunner, Wylie, and all the others

ofcrying wolf - even in the old story, the wolf did come eventually.

There is still an underlying assumption in some science fiction,

fromRichard A. Lupoff’sFool’s Hill (1976) toRidley Scott’s Blade

Runner (1982), that (even barring atomic war and nuclear winter)
the environment doesn’t have much of a future.

JohnJ. Pierce

“Environment”

The New Encyclopedia of Science fiction

edited by James Gunn

LikeallpredecessorsinBallards’sfiction, Traven'srole isto accept
the disaster and acclimatise to the new environment.

Colin Greenland

The Entropy Exhibition

Timelessly thesandswepttowardshim, itsshiftingcontours, approximating

more closely than any other landscape he had found the complete

psychic zero,enveloping his past failures and uncertainties masking
them in its enigmatic canopy.

J.G.Ballard

“The Cage of Sand”

The Ruins of Earth

edited by Thomas M. Disch

Not every wall and spire of the Old City lay below the bay. The
melting of the Antarctic ice cap had been checked as the polluted
atmosphere re-balanceditselements and the blanket of global heat
dissipated; thefullest rise of the ocean level had been forestalled
though not soon enoughto avert disaster to the costal cities of the
planet.
George Turner
The Sea and Summer
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The area was wild. No human settlements existed for miles; the
entireregion had been searedflat, cauterised by repeated H-bomb
blasts. Somewhereinthe murky darkness, a slug gish trickle of water
made its way among slag and weeds, dripping thickly into what
had once been an elaborate labyrinth of sewer mains. The pipes
lay cracked and broken jutting upinto the night darkness,overgrown
with creeping vegetation. The windraised clouds of black ash that
swirled and danced among the weeds. Once an enormous mutant
wren stirred sleepily, pulled its crude protective night coat of rags
around it and dozed off.
Philip K. Dick
“Autofac”
The Ruins of Earth
edited by Thomas M. Disch

These two writers...have played a significant partin the very urgent
business of saving the world, not justbecause they have illuminated
intheir stories here and there, central aspects of the crisis now upon
us, butbecause fortwo decades, whilstmostof us listened enraptured,
10 the siren-songs of technology, they have never ceased to warn
of the reefs awaiting us on the other side of the song.
Thomas M.Disch
introduction to The Ruins of Earth

Gren may have matured, and his awareness broadened, but his

free choice of the jungle at the end, much as it may be an act of

integration with his larger self, is also a refusal of evolution and

further change: fromthis view, however “choosing” , he still ends
at animal level, in stasis.

C.N.Manlove

“Brian Aldiss, Hothouse”

Science Fiction: Ten Explorations



Along with this recent intensification of ecological awareness there

hasarisenamuch greater subtlety and sophisticationin certain patterns

within the disasternovel. Although lurid and spectacularaccounts

of the end of the world still abound, there is also a new subspecies

dealing witharather more delicate aesthetics of destruction, founded

upon the physiological and psychological relationships between
man and environment.

Brian Stableford

“Ecology”

The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction

edited by Peter Nicholls

Everything was still: the branches of the trees against the moon
were bare but for white clumps of sand that occasionally shook
loose; and standing knee-deep he saw nothing move. He watched
the sandirees for some minutes until one shudderedfrom something
unknown,abreeze he didn’ tfeel or the weight of the sandona high
branch. Itwas only then,fromfar away, he heardit; as he listened
he realiseditwas bellsin the night. Churchesand homes are ringing
their bells now that the stormis over, he said to himself; butinfact,
inthe blacklightless city it sounded atfirstlike the voices of children.
The landscape shuddered again, the stripped white forms of the
sandtrees drooling over the curbs in the moonlight.
Steve Erickson
Days Between Stations

Itis, in fact, quite possible toread Dune as crucially concerned with
advancing an ecological message concerning the need o adopta
holistic viewpointon the environment, by regarding iton a planetary
scale and from an ecological perspective.

R.J. Ellis

“Frank Herbert’s Dune and the
Discourse of Apocalyptic Ecologism
in the United States”

Science Fiction Roots and Branches
edited by Rhys Garrett & R.J. Ellis

Then,as KavDavendanced, the hot wind stilled and died. A heated
deadly calmsetiled against the cliff face. The crowdheldacollective
breath. Just as the tension became unbearable, a touch of chill
brushed past, a cooling current of dampness from the direction of
the plain. The white fog coalescedinto a low-slung cloud cover
that gathered about the cliff tops, and finally it began to rain, no
violent torrent, no slashing downpour, but a soft warmspring like
rain that tasted sweet on the tongue. It settled the ochre dust and
brought a shine to the wagon canopies and the yellow leaves in
thefields. The wall of light glistened like amillion rainbows through
the gentle shower, and then the hot wind sprang up again in one
sudden shuddering gust. The lightwall broke upinto arainof sparkles.
Thesunbrightened. Thewhitefog thinned andvanished. The towering
frontwas gone. The skyabove the wide Dop Arekwasempty, restored
to its singing turquoise clarity.
Marjorie Bradley Kellogg
with William B. Rossow
The Wave and the Flame

-17 -

Unable to expand outwards, Manhattan has writhedupward, feeding

onitsown flesh as it tears down the old buildings to replace them

with the new, rising higher and still higher - yet never highenough,
for there seems to be no limit to the people crowded here.

Harry Harrison

Make Room! Make Room!

The Environment Module takes place as follows:

“Jack Cohen”
Saturday 4pm in Exhibition

“Environment”
Saturday at 7pm in Syndicate

“The Future Will be Green”
Sunday 3pm in Exhibition



W00l 03p1A AP ul sjsanbal pue sjeadar swos
9q Aew 219y} ABPUOA] UO spus aurwel3old syl 191]y

"[910Y 2} JO J9AO0] UTRW 9} Ul PUB YS(J UOIIRIISISOY
Y Je (NG BIWIOJI[ED)) WIOOY O9PIA 3} IPIS

-1no spieoq uo pakerdsip st awweIZold 0PIA Y],

dWIUIBIZ01J 09PIA YL,

sduipeay

uoissag odiiny pue
[[PMaIE,] I NUUIO))

ifemerey g, Juap 11 00:A1
uonena3ds IO\ ON
ponunuod HINAOIN 00:91
pIEMIO] Fujoo] SIPLIEY) 03| oy
MY a3 jo 3838 T TINAOW | aping 5,19350J-udg Y |, '
panunuod
panunuod ‘FINAOWN quiog dyed II uonpdny yjoog| CO¥I
[1uondny 3004 go:er
panunuod YA AON panunuoo “HINAON
SIE OF HOLSSTUT
B I00UISUY (BIUOPAD) jO§ NOX PO @M
Juneduseay] 32v3U0) AS duimalady ‘A INAON 00:¢I1
1S40 ATNAON
2l g uljoy
Jwopue,J paj[e) LUonIdLY 10 Asejuey] 108 00:T1
s3ury ], 959y |, 21V 18U DaeasAY [BIIYIAS] o
wopueq ‘HTNAON
HAILVOIANAS NOILIFTHXH NNAOA HAILL

00:%C
J0I0H 1YSTUPIN
£1red pig UDIY ] 00:€7
UOOP[IOM UBIPBUBY WO ST S TAAOW panunuod “uoy 007y e
£11e g/AU0omWaId)) spiemy 00:22
“uo) 007 3y uey JJ]
ISpIEMY Y
£y1ed/fuowatad mw.:mm.m 00:1¢
panunuod FINAON panunuod FIRAONW Buipeay JoWny | 0:07
5 ; JUOIST A snoreSue, pasA[eue sjnsa .
panEtos :INAON ¢ “ﬁ.m\_/z U0 908 M_:M nod uE&_oM__ 0061
JOBIUOD) 151} 3NPOA
191BT o1
muta.unmo_ﬂ adualdg oju uojpeay 00:81
ATNAONW ,
UuoISsag
Iomsu uorjsan .
:ow_\xmwmx 3w >mw uondNy 1y suopuaAuo) aamny | 00:LI
solaydsorg :q TNAON
aanvedsiad [BOLIOISIH
ponunuod :HINAOW ponuRueY - INAON Y Finaon| 0
5 Uo[SSNosI(] ueLiaqng, AaneaI)) [y sonu)
g gL L ERLO og _ma E:M:n_mwcwm A 48| 00:GI
judwuoIAUY Y INAONW| Sumeiaay ‘HINAON
xucwm [OH n»cx
a.m_ron_“acwa panunuos uoissag Juippig Buipeay toyiny gzl
L (8 uoIssag Suippt apoJAl S| 00:€T
ponunuod " IIA0ON S 7 i €661 G o)k
waag AU 1BUM >
30 {5 10N 21y S[mQ 9Yy], 10 ZINO elalL], :
pelAER SN w3 uEEmﬂmohm w:_w _E.wan 1S S Inassjouuo)) 20scl
_ﬁww%m_\mowkww salmeal) dupaay| 0011
$HWoD) WJDQOE J3Y30 @ SINBSOUI(] MIN jelauan) [enuuy v IS4
JALVOIANAS NOILISTHXH ANJO0A HALL

AVANONN 2wurergoid uorjemaads

AVANNAS dwrwergord uorjemoads




"I ] PIBMIO] YOO[0 1N ]

100 ~:i¢ 00:%¢
‘wey 18 doysyaopq (12A0 S1 OOSI(] UdYm Sunipig
[9A®d ], dull [, [BINIORL ] 10B1U0D 18I I TNUAON :
£y1e ] prg uodioy s3urpeay zoyny | 00:€C
PONUNUOS 00SI(] ur-y3nery 3qSupIy
wopuef Jo :
PanuUnUOd O3SI(Q | faoay ], v :A)AnUAUOCD Ocies
JUOIP[IOA
ponunuod HITNAOW AH®>O St OﬁmHUZTVﬁ.E CQLBV 0IS1(J B UNY 0] SJUBAA OUAA 0012
) Suneap .
penunuod INAO N opetonbseN 9L |  ssauysngy a[qeAIaIUOIUY 00:0¢
wopuey ‘JINAOW| -
10[Ae ], waf ’
juswuoIIA UG penunuod “HINAOW Suipeay soypny| 00:61
HTINAOW
poreraddexy
ponuiuod SHINAONW SJUQUILOITAUH [BIDLINIY Anea1p spouwizue | gy
sarsaydsoty “HINAOW 1 jo yies(g 9y L,
wopue “HTAAONW
ponunuod “HINAONW 1A ud uoneurwnjy| 00:L1
JO 59931 A3ay [,
PUB[UIID) UIJ0D)
doysyI0A\ SI19MITAY usyon yoef 00:91
JAS Suimaiaay juuwuoiAuy -HTAAON ue3uey '
ATNAON
panuIuod 00:GI
HOO H201Sp[eH qoy ‘HTNAON
HOD ¥o01SpIoH qoy :
£B010AW HTNAON 9wl
AZojouyoa ], Ynp
MOyg pYS suang wif v i1 sajos ue)y sp | 00:€l
panunuod SHINAOW sarsaydsorg S INAON
uswiedL ], yik .
ponunuod SINAOIN uondq 3Imnyg 343N | LJojohIN “mq%%cuv\“ 00-ct
A3ojouyoan-org
11y 343 Jo 'S Jo asnqy pue os() oY, 00:T1
AINAON :puodag 3 dIsnjy poorg
HLVOIANAS NOILISTHX3J ANA0A HINILL

00:%¢
£y18g PIg 1HeMEH 19UP|( USPPIQIO, ‘Wi Suppg| 00°€¢
pruo) 1sdL CHTIAON
WOpUR,] JO UOTDG SSOID) RIBA Y Buipeay Joyny| 00:TT
wopue] “JINAONW
1noqqVy 1A :
panunuod “FINAON Jap| 00:1¢
8 3¢f 0) JUBA| NOA 0S
penunuod “HINAON (MON A ST 31YM WOpUe{ Wolj SIJ10A | 00:0T
MV 343 jo 31838 INAON wopuey ‘HI1AON
DOISPIOH GOY |y oy
QOUITUOD 5" PANUIIUOD UCIPINY Joog UO0}}BS13AUOD) :
PRI uj %2015pioH qoy
FuriLIpg SOTUWIO)) I uoidNY joog Buipeay Joyiny| 00:81
oo JINAONW .
(S SITRUM | 0. ) ¢
panunuod :INAON LPHIOM 31 pa1oaje STV SeYy mOH 31V 3L} jo 3jei§ :
doig 0], Sey duissiyf ay3 usy ‘AINAON
SowIso))
: SNUITUOO 17 \ Y1 SSOIY SPUBl :
ponunuod - IRAONW pani I TMAON yoeyos TSl 00:91
ATAdON
g PUE[UL9In) UI[0)
OUSHIOAN SIOMITAD .
_x hﬂvw:_ksw?mm PPaI(] 1o nQ uug :Sutpeay weg| O00ST
ATNAON sofuro]) “H INAON wopue ‘HTNAON
ONUIWOY) % HOOISPIOH qOY
ponuUNuUod iST 3] 249K - 00:¥T
:3uifedajoy uonjendadg Jguoe oN
ARIS B UM 1Y .
§ :\%ﬂmuﬁmm zmd wig 00:€1
wopusf “FTNAON
, adoing
Jo ooe Surdueyy |, 00:g1
wopte ] “HINAON
‘S[[BY Ud9mlaq d1puIal[e swon sunueidoid uoniqryxy 18yl 910U 9se9]] 1940
urews oY1 ut pue Yso(] uonensiday ayi 1e pakerdsip oq [in swurerSoid sny o) safueyo 00:11
Aue pue sfurpeal JoYINy "Se10N ULRIS 01 9y UT PIUTEIUOD 918 SWA]T JSOW JO S[1e1a(]
dLVOIANAS NOILISITHXH NNAO0A WAL

AVAINLVS dwwerdord uoryenoads

AVARIJ swwrergord :c_uw_so,uaw




W

fh

1

||||||l||||"||||||l
i
]
!
o
""“Hllh
Wiy,
!

il
il

ll“::::::i!!l'l.....,.

|

muml‘“lhmll
|

THE EUROPEAN SCIENCE FICTION AND F:ANTASY i{EVIEW

news - reviews - interviews

Send £6.00 for a 6-issue subscription to
33 Scott Road, Olton, Solihull, B92 7L.Q)

Special £5.00 rate for payment by UK
standing order - forms on request.
Europe: £10.00 Sterling (or equivalent of £11.00) airmail,
£7.00 (or equivalent of £8.00) surface, to above address.

USA: $25.00 airmail, $15.00 surface, to Mary Burns,
23 Kensington Court, Hempstead, NY 11550.

Australia: $33.00 airmail, $17.00 surface, to
Justin Ackroyd, GPO Box 2708X, Victoria 3001.




Hackneyed old questions: we’ve asked them countless times,
every one of us. Whatis Science Fiction? Where does it come
from? Where is it going? But though we ask, how often do we
receive an answer? Isit the literature of the technophile or the
technophobe? Isitthe trueshape of the future of simply another
way of writing about today? Willit fade into the mainstream,
or willthe mainstream driftinto science fiction? Itisaliterature
of the fantastic, of the imagination, at its best it can stretch us
into new ways of looking at the world, at its worst it rehashes
an old conservatism which has found new ways of wrapping
up things which are far from new. Thisis the needless argument
within our genre, we all know what we are talking about but
none of us know how to define it. Perhaps when we do finally
lock SF into a straitjacket of a formal definition, drawing its
boundary lines with dreadful finality, that is when the genre
will die. But in the meantime, it’s fun trying.

Only in an epoch when a power source more reliable than ocean
currents or the wind, faster than the horse, has been developed, can
we expect to find aliterature that will concernitself with problems
of power, either literal or metaphorical. Such problems lie at the
heart of SF, the fiction of a technological age.

Nowadays, everyone knows of SF and thinks he or she knows what
itis. Noteveryone reads, not everyone approves. Butevery age
gets the artit deserves.

Good SF doesnotnecessarily traffic inreality; butit makes reality
clearer to us.

Brian Aldiss with David Wingrove
Trillion Year Spree

Theydon’ trealise that the field of thefantastic does not necessarily
include the Ewoksor the Enterprise. Itdoesinclude Fredric Brown,
Stanley G Weinbaum, and H P Lovecraft - along andrich history
of fabulous literature being handed down through generations while
other books - non-science fiction- flare in the limelight and then
die.

Sharon Jarvis
Inside Outer Space

Interzone isamagazine of radical science fiction and fantasy - interpret
that adjective as widely as you want. Of course it doesn’t mean
Interzone stories have to be deadly serious: we aim toentertain an
intelligentreadership. We wanttopublish fiction which has something
original to say, stories which will move you, delight you, horrify
you, in expansive ways.

Dave Pringle and Colin Greenland

“Editorial”
Interzone 7

Now we are very nearly at the end of the twentieth century, and
modernSF is showingitsage. Fromits beginningsin the American
pulpmagazinesofthe 1920sand 1930s, it has spread outinto books,
comics, films, television, music, video games and advertising. Its
basic iconography- spaceships, alien-monsters, robots and super
weapons, Triffids and Daleks and E. T . - sometimes seems as quaint
and hackneyed as the brooding castles, haunted suits of armour
andwhite-clad maidens of the traditional Gothic novel. Yet those
brooding castles and the like are still with us after more than 200
years,andthereis no reasonto believe that the imageryand obsessions
of science fiction writers will not last just as long.

David Pringle
The Ultimate Guide to Science Fiction

But for the moment [ want to move on and take a look at regular or
non-cyberpunk science fiction.

Any sign of the Cutting Edge there? Sure hope not, because if it
is, I don’t want to touch it. After a glance around the field, I’ve
gotto tell you Iam terminally depressed by the self-aggrandizing
pomposity , reactionary politics, retrograde Seventies feminism,
petty bickering, back-biting brown-nosing ,and just plain old fashioned
grunt-it-out ignorance that prevails. I am at present looking at a
pile of genre publications - fiction magazines, novels, fanzines,
trade journals, review zines - and inmostof them L have been unable
to find word one of wisdom.

Lucius Shepherd
“Waiting for the Barbarians”
Journal Wired, Winter 1989

We could argue this forever, and probably will, but if you
want to get your teeth into the debate try these programme
items:

“Whatis SF” - Friday - 17:00 - Forum

“State of the Art” - Friday - 20:00 - Exhibition
“What is SF” - Saturday - 11:00 - Syndicate
“Looking Forward” - Monday - 15:00 - Exhibition
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Opinions on the condition of SFare many and varied. Itisall washed
up,dead ordying,according tosome. Others point torecord advances
and to big sales and the sheer volume of titles published and say
“Thatcan’tbe dead!™ Still more seek to redefine SFin order to fit
their view - living or dying. Which is most accurate, and which
most relevant?

Genre ScienceFictionisapurely twentieth century literary phenomenon,
Whetheritsroots are considered to be Shelley or Poe or Gilgamesh
or whoever, itbecame the genre weknow with the early pulp magazines.
Soitcan be said to be around 70 years old. Three Score Years and
Tenis the biblical span of man, from which arough and necessarily
vague life structure can be fitted to Science Fiction. If weattribute
isbirth to, for the currentargument, the announcementof*Scientifiction”
by Hugo Gernsback in 1924, then it can readily be seen that the
genre reached puberty in 1938 when John W Campbell took on
the editorship of Amazing. Adulthood came slowly, but after the
war writers such as Heinlein, Bester, Clarke, Moore and Asimov
produced some of the earliest mature works, only to be rejected a
decade or so later by the Angry Young Men and Women of the
New Wave(s) who can be considered their literary offspring. A
generation later, of course, the same thing happened to them, as
will always be the case.

Following this argument further suggests that SF might be seen to
be nearing death or senility. This is not necessarily so, but much
contemporary SFisexhibiting symptoms often associated with the
elderly - nostalgia, forinstance. Talk of Golden Agesis as pointless
astalk of New Waves - every new and original writerisanew wave,
every writer past their peak had a golden age - and whilst there are
large numbers of “classic” SF stories which deserve to remain in
print, there are at least as many which should be quietly put to rest
having had their day and, perhaps, served well. This much seems
tometo beasimple statementof theobvious, asisitscaveat: everybody
has different favourite classics they wish tokeep in print, and they
can’tall be kept.

What seems unnecessary, even overly-romantic, nostalgia is the
rewriting of old stories. Not just the novelisations of “Nightfall”
etc., by bignames for biggeradvances, not just the “upgrading” of
firstnovels by now-established writers, but the whole cultof nostalgia
whichpervades SF. UmbertoEco talked about*‘pseudo-medievalism”,
which is primarily a Fantasy trait; but SF hasrecently seen a whole
spate of mock-gothic , pseudo-Victorian novels too. Why? What
happened to the future, guys?

Ok soit’s widely recognised that the future caught up with us faster
than we knew. Itisn’t so simple today to write an extrapolatory
novel setin2001 (to pick adate atrandom) and make itboth convincing
andrelevant toanything. So write about the present. But then that,
quite frequently itseems, isn’t SF: it’s mainstream. So go write in

the mainstream, where itisn’tallhumping in Hampstead any more
than SFisall Star Trek. Infactseveral of the best SF/Fantasy novels
of the lastcouple of years came out as general fiction titles (Jeannette
Winterson’s Sexing The Cherry, Steve Erickson’s Leap Year, to
name justtwo). Now we have aproblem or two - crossover fiction
doesn’t sell. Why not? Because publishers can’t sell it, the reps
don’trecogniseitand it won’t fit in aneatlittle box. Readers have
this problem t0o, but they can be more flexible than publishers.

So we come back to the genre, where it can be safe and warm if
you want. It is an understandable instinct, and in the economic
chaos of the 90s, why not indeed?

This is a simple analysis, and that was bad news. Commercial SF
isnotdead. Commercial SFislargely asleep, dreaming of Summer
long ago, of Blockbusters and golden spires. We don’t need this.
Wedon’tneed another quest trilogy to defeat the dark lord, another
hero whometamorphosesintoareincamnated Arthur, anothercomputer
hacker kid breaking into an Al and finding trouble, another Nazis
won the war novel. We get them because people read them, and
want more of the same. Fair enough, publishers are a business,
despite outward appearances.

LD .



[twould be fairerstill, if more of the profits were used on real imagination.
Thisis the good news: thercisa lotof itaround, and sooner or later
the publishers are going topick up on it- or SFreally will die. There
are enough successful small press magazines out there for genuine
optimism, and cven though the established magazines might sneer
atthe more public failures, they are facing increasing competition
fromthelikes of BBR, New Pathways and others. These magazines,
and a handful of high-quality original anthologies, are publishing
writers who have both the literary ability and the imaginative scope
10 take SF into new hearts and new minds. Of course, even here
thelethargy of commercialismis athreat. David Gamett, forinstance,
willneed to ensure thatre-opening New Worldsis notaretrograde
step, (dare I say fall from his Zenith?) It should work. Zenith was
a great anthology, and the New Worlds name might boost sales,
butthe trap is there. Fortunately Gamnett is one of the besteditors
we have.

Short fictionis, and always has been, the hothouse for young talent,
butitisnovels whichsell. Anditisinnovels thatmostof the faults
of modern SF lic - I’ve mentioned the expansion of work which
lay more happily as classic shortstory; the tendency to serial novels
withnoreal structural need for multiple volumes; the pseudohistorical
cliches. Afew writers break outof thismould, of course, and perhaps
one of them will be the one 1o make a real impact and shake the
whole genre up in 1991, or 1992, or .....

Yousce, SFisalive, and will continue to live for some time Lo come,
withoutneed of alife-support machine. Ithasitslapses,butitisn’t
senile yet. No, SFis just sleeping; and someday, someday soon, I
hope, someday our prince (or princess) will come.
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Reviewing

The reviewer’stask is often a pretty thankless one. Good reviews
aren’t praised, bad ones are reviled. You could quite easily say,
either I’'m going toread thisbook or I’m not, and why should what
XorY has to say about it make any difference?

Starting with text. You take yourself off to confront 400 pages or
so of something you either like the look of, hate to bits, or have
never heard of. And to distill your ideas about that in 400 words
(or200 or a thousand); that’s the trick. My usual attitude is “Ican’t
do this!” which then leads into phase II, delay, phase III, the first
tentative notes, and then, paying lots of attention, phase IV, actually
writing something which I hope will do the text the justice that could
be done it.

The business - or art - of the book reviewing tends to fall into two
categories, which may merge with one another (nothing is ever as
simpleasall that). They could be defined by the target readership:
first you have reviews for those people who have not yet read the
book reviewed, who are thereby given some idea of what kind of
atale it is and whether they are going to like it. And would you
have heard about the book if you hadn’t seen the review? Imagine
the service we provide!

The second, more intensive form, is notaimed at attracting readers;
itmay even help if the reader of the review has also read the book.
This is the analytical form, designed to tease out meaning, point
outanomalies, suggestreadings of the text; the kind of review that
getsletters written aboutit. Far more subjective, more subversive,
and quite capable of being an art in itself.

This is where the reviewer’s art comes in. The moment you get
pastthe ‘This is whathappens’ bit you open yourselfto subjectivity.
How canreviewing be anentirely objective art? Thereisadifference
between saying ‘I don’t like this book’ and saying “This book is a
load of **** * I may not like it, but who am I to say that the faultis
with the book, if faultitis atall? The author may have pressed one
of my buttons, accessed some of my obsessions, and I love or hate
the book for precisely those reasons. Given thatmy readingof the
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book maps onto the text itself in a non-consistent way, and that
fictioncreatesamodified image of thereader’ sinternal world, someone
else might makeadifferentreading entirely. AsmightIatadifferent
time. What the review is describing is in some ways the structure
of the book itself, in other ways the metastructure resulting from
mapping the reader’s expectations upon the text asitexists. The
art is to step up to the line but not over it. Basically, you can get
away withalotif you are good at it ..... as in fiction, or other arts,
the rules aré 1o be (1) learnt (i1) obeyed, and then (iii) broken.

Points to be made for anyone wanting to review SF:

Firstly, read the book. (Obvious, huh? Even if it does seem to be

unreadable...) Readitnotonce butpreferably twice,and make notes.
Dbn’tforget, thisisthebit youare supposed to be enjoying! Second,
getyour facts right. Historical details are not to be trifled with. It
is not your editor’s job to stop you being a twit. And of course if
you getyour factsrightitstops youropinions being read asaccusations.

Third, if yourreaders are going todisagree with you then they should
have to disagree with you cogently. If they just say “But NO!”
then you aren’t doing it right. Any statement should be backed
with convincing reasons for its existence. Being plain incorrect,
or making assertions with nothing to back them up, has to be The
Wrong Way. Itis,as T S Eliot put it, having the experience and
missing meaninvg.

While working for Vector,asareviewer and later asReviews Editor,
I’ve nudged both kinds of review, but not being intellectual T have
alamentable tendency to the descriptive. Inference comes later,
and I feel it is the result of two intellectual requirements: of the
book and of the reader. It is no use trying to inform the text of a
hack fantasy potboiler with highly-charged underlying structure;
good soil grows good crops and if we are to be interested by a text
it has to stimulate that interest. This all brings up the question of
literary merit: of quality, and Does It Exist? Anyone who’s read
Robert MPirsig’s Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance will
recogniseboththequestionand theanswer(whichisn’t**42”; fundamentally
it’s “yes, but don’t expect anyone to tell you.”) Basically, is there
suchathingasagoodnovel, story, whatever? Andifso, whatconstitutes
it?

_04 -

Sowhy doitatall? Then, why doanything? Commenting onsomebody
else’s writing, though itmay seem like vampirism of the worstkind,
isas valid as youmake it. The idea that everything must be totally
original canbe overplayed. Japanese poets will ask of one another,
“Who do you imitate?”’; there is a cannon of existing styles and to
be influenced by one or another of the great poets isno shame. That
reviewers could affecta writer’s success is no call for them to stop
reviewing, merely to be responsible. Besides, it’s a big ‘could’.
Anyreview isreally atag after theevent of the book itself, something
existing in the world of those who read reviews and the handful
who actually object to what the reviews say about them. Books
sell or otherwise without the bits in inverted commas on the back
cover.

Is this true? Well, yes and no ... I believe there is more to it than
that,and itcomes from the same impulse as writing itself. Besides,

it’s fun.
Chris Amies
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FOUR DAYS OF

SCIENCE FICTION

ENTERTAINMENT

Competitions and Quizzes
Dealers from all over the UK
Spaceflight Talks and Exhibition
24hr Films - Blockbusters and Turkeys
Professional and Amateur Artshow
Spectacular Masquerade Ball

ALL THIS AND MORE
AT
THE CENTRAL HOTEL

GLASGOW

27TH TO 30TH SEPTEMBER 1991

GUEST OF HONOUR

ALAN DEAN FOSTER

AUTHOR OF THE ‘SPELLSINGER' SERIES

Contact K Heenan, 2/1, 1155 Pollokshaws Rd, Glasgow, G41 3NG




Criticism

Iscriticism necessarily destructive? Tohear wordslike “criticise”
bandied around you’d think criticism was asynonym for “tearing
toshreds”. There are certainly enough people who think that
criticism has no place in science fiction, that the genre should
get back to the gutter where it belongs, that criticism equates
with pretentiousness,that if they like Perry Rhodan the critics
who decry the books are necessarily wrong. Equally, there are
~ people who think that criticism is vital to the future of science
fiction, that criticism has a part to play in any improvement in
quality. It’s time to make your own mind up - of course that’s
part of criticism also.

Ifsciencefictionisreally growing up (aproposition that could use

some defining), however, it is going to need a lot more criticism

thanit’ sbeen getting. The nature of the criticismwill be determined

by just how far sciencefiction readers would like to see the idiom
grow.

William Atheling, Jr (James Blish)

The Issue at Hand

One cause of this introversion or denial stems from the failure of

the critics, both of the popular press and academe, to afford sfeven

the small recognition given to the western story and the detective
novel as forms of popular literature.

Thomas D. Clareson

SF: The Other Side of Realism

Whether the readers really demanded it or not, whether or not

itever attracted advertising, Iwanted abook review column. But

I'wanted one that thereaders could also readwithpleasure, if such

a thing were at all possible. This meant that the person who did

the column should be both a good a good writer and a perceptive

critic- abletofeel excitement, in delight or fury and to communicate
it.

Frederick Phol

“On The Budrys Columns”

Benchmarks Algis Budrys

The art of writing criticism...is the art of reconstitution, but also of

closure; for in the critic..there is arage for order. Both the rage for

chaos and the rage for order, though one may be higher than the

other and more profound, are impulses of the creative spirit; and it

is in this sense that I feel, when I am acting as a critic, that I am

actingasakind of creator. Accusations that the critic is inherently
parasitical have always seemed fatuously self-serving to me.

John Clute

“Forward”

Strokes

I suspect the critics are in far greater danger of corruption than

weare: I have run across afair number of “corrupt” critics - that

is criticswho praise worthless writersfor nonexistentreasons. The

amount of wordage writersof sciencefiction (or poetry) spendpraising
any kind of critic is negligible.

' Samuel R. Delany

“Letter to a Critic”

The Jewel-Hinged Jaw

Criticism is another theme running through the convention.
You can take a critical look at:

“Reviewers Workshop”
Friday at 3pm in Syndicate

“Reviewers Workshop”
Saturday at 4pm in Syndicate

“Critics Kill Creativity”
Sunday at 1pm in Forum

“Criticism and Reviewing”
Monday at 12 noon in Exhibition
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Take a look at science fiction. We do everything which other
forms of fiction do - we create characters, plot,so on - and we
doone thing else, we create worlds. It may be Marsor somewhere
lostin deepest space, it may be the far future or the distant past.
Evenifitis what passes for our everyday world today then there
must be something “other’’about it to make it science fiction.
And partof the job of the science fiction writer is to create that
world,letusinonitssecrets, paintits vistas and define itsinhabitants.
But how important is this world-building? What balance must
bestruck between the world and the story? How scientifically
accurate must the author be? Should teams of scientists be called
into getitallright? Are authors tooslapdash, making dowith
creations which any half-way decent scientist could pick holes
inin amoment? And could the world be depicted ina word or
pages of dense text?

Buck Rogerswalked aroundin his shirtsleeveson Mars andJupiter,

regardlessofthe actual conditionsthere ;1 worry about the conditions

first and what sort of story they permit afterwards. Infact, 1 still

getmy greatestfun out of making up solar systems and planets and

working out the chemical, physical, meteorological, biological and
other details which may later provide a story background.

Hal Clement

“Hard Sciences and Tough Technologies”

The Craft of Science Fiction

edited by R. Bretnor

Placet is the only known planet that can eclipse itself twice at the

same time, run headlong intoitself every forty hours, and then chase
itself out of sight.

Fredric Brown

“Placet is a Crazy Place”

My storyis an sf story... and as in so much sf... the setting itselfis

theantagonist - and therefore quite as important as the protagonist,

who isacharacter. My protagonist's quarrel is not with his family

only, but with a whole world in which he is a genuine, biological

misfit. So that, in part, his embroilment with the setting in itself
describes the setting - which is very economical.

Joanna Russ

“On Setting”

Those Who Can

edited by Robin Scott Wilson

Asaplanetofabinary system, Helliconiarevolved aboutits parent
sun, Batalix, once every 480 days. But Batalix itself revolved about
acommon axis with amuch larger sun, Freyr, the major component
of the system. Batalix wasnow carrying Helliconia onitsextended
orbit away from the greater star. Over the last two centuries, the

;" autumn - that long decline from summer - had intensified. Now
¥ Helliconia was poised on the brink of the winter of another Great
. Year. Darkness, cold, silence, waited in the centuries ahead.

Brian Aldiss
Helliconia Winter

| [ have minor quibbles about the length of time it takes Niven to get

hischaractersto the Ringworld, and then there are afew meaningless
traveloguey episodes on the Ringworld. (In general, Niven has
not done much better at solving some of the problems inherent in
this kind of story than Jack Vance did in Big Planet. When you
write an action story laid on such a huge geographical canvas,
you' re handicapped by having to describe what happened during
the tens of thousands of miles your characters had to cross to get
fromone scene of action to the next.)

Algis Budrys

Benchmarks

Yamoto went back to work, but the curious thing was that even
after afull week of concentrated activity he knew little more about
the sphere than hadbeen gleaned in his firsthurried scan. Heconfirmed
thatit had a diameter of some 320,000,000 kilometres, or justover
two astronomical units; he confirmed thatits surface was smooth
to beyond the limits of resolution, certainly the equivalent of finely
machined steel; he confirmed that the sphere emitted no radiation
other than on the gravitic spectrum, and that analysis of this proved
it to be hollow. In that week the only new data he produced was
that the object’s sphericity was perfect to within the possible margin
of error, and that it rotated. On the question of whether it was a
natural or artificial objecthe would venture no professional opinion.

Bob Shaw

Orbitsville

...we never do find out who built Orbitsville, but the mere fact of
its existence allows us, thanks to the insight of the author, to deduce
itspurpose,andalsojustifiesaconclusive andcomprehensivereassessment
of human destiny.
Brian Stableford
“Algebraic Fantasies:
The Science Fiction of Bob Shaw”
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And now, about a mile away, where the streets reached the crest

of awide shallow hill,each was silhouetted againstapearly paleness.

Mostof the sky was still black for the paleness did not reach above

the tenement roofs, so it seemed that two little days were staring,

one at the end of each street. Rima said again, “Look at what?”

“Can’t you see it? Can’t you see that...what’s the word? There

was once a special word for it...”

Rimalooked in the direction of his forefingerand said coldly, “Are

you talking about the light in the sky?”

“Dawn. That’s what it was called. Dawn.”

“Isn’t that arather sentimental word? It’s fading already.”
Alasdair Gray

Lanark

Logic and consistency are important to science fiction, many of
the best SF stories ever done have been meticulously worked out
andare utterlyrealistic. Evenpurely speculative storiesmust generally
have some limits to speculation, some internal consistency, some
correspondence with today’ s realities. A storyinwhich anything
goesis generally dull. What possible conflict candevelopif anything
is possible? We want to suprise and amaze the reader, but not by
simply throwing in new ideas at random. Even fantasy has logic,
and some of the best fantasy employs much the same techniques
as are needed to write about “realistic” futures.
Jerry Pournelle
“Building Future Worlds”
Writing and Selling Science Fiction

For, as the world tumbles lazily, it is revealed as the Discworld -
flat, circular, and carried through space on the back of four elephants
who stand on the back of Great A’tuin, the only turtle ever to feature
on the Hertzsprung-Russel Diagram, a turtle ten thousand miles
long, dusted with the frost of dead comets, meteor-pocked, albedo-
eyed. No-oneknows the reason for all this, butitis probably quantum.
Much that is weird could happen on the back of a turtle like that.
Terry Prachett

Pyramids

Alienplanets themselves provide near endlessscopefor the enterprising
writer, they can be fashioned in almost any image.

Christopher Evans

Writing Science Fiction
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Firstcame asuper nova, dazzling the universe in brief, spendthrift
glory before ebbing into twisty, multispectral clouds of new-forged
atoms. Swirlingeddies spiralled until one of them ignited - anewbomn
star.
The virgin sun wore whirling skirts of dust and electricity. Gas
and rocks and bits of thisand that fell into these pleats gathering in
dim lumps...planets...
Onetiny worldlettcircled ata middle distance. Ithad amodest set
of properties:
mass - barely enough to draw in a passing asteroid or two;
moons - one, the remnant of a savage collision, but big enough to
tug deep tides;
spin - to set winds churning through a fuming atmosphere;
density -abrew thatmixed and separated, producing an unpromising
surface slag;
temperature - heat was the planets only voice,a weak one, swamped
by the blaring sun. Anyway, whatcan a planet tell the universe in
areedy cry of infrared?

David Brin

Earth

Duringthe long gestation of Earth, Brin has consulted many people
about its content and structure (even I was sent a copy of a late
draftondiskto readcritically),and he has taken on board awealth
of advice and criticism. 1t is hard to imagine a more thoroughly
researched book.
The seemingly inevitable adjunct to this approachis that there is
usually some loss of inspiration, a tendencyfor the product to come
outlooking, like the camel, as if part of it had been assembled by a
committee.
John Gribbin
review of Earth
Vector 157

You can follow up the arguments on world building at the
following programme items:

“We can solve it all with Technology”
Saturay at Ipm in Forum

“Artificial Envirohinents”
Saturday at 6pm in Exhibition

“Biospherics”
Sunday at Spm and 7pm in Syndicate



comicsghetto!”

I feel but poorly qualified to write with authority aboutcomics, as
I explained when I was asked to do so for Speculation. The fact
thatIpublished, more or less single-handed, the twomost successful
British black and white independentcomics to date (Redfox, which
Iwroteas well as published, and The Adventures of Luther Arkwright)
which had between them the longest print run ever, nominations
for sixteen eagle awards in two successive years, and five eagles,
boast boast, does not mean that I know much about other comics:
Idon’t. My comfortis thatat leastI know more than any writer for
any of the daily papers, with the exceptionof members of the Society
of Strip Illustration, the comics’ person’s professional body - they
are occasionally allowed to getitright. Atthe SSIwehaveacollection
of cuttings about comics; the pride of place goes to a piece from
the Independent, which in nine column inches contains nineteen
factualerrors, ranging from salaries of comics writers (wildlyexaggerated),
tocountry of origin, publisher, correcttitle,namesof artists ... anyone
would think that they’d gotit from apressrelease writien by aletters
columnist at British Knave! This can hardly be as bad as that.

I assume that you who are reading thisknow not-a-lotaboutcomics
100, though perhaps alittle more than the Arts editors of what used
to be Fleet Street, so I will run some basic information past you.
Very basic. My level of knowledge of the subject is basic.

Comics come in several varieties:

Thereare the super-heroes, generally American; Batman, Superman,
Spiderman, Green Lantern and such. If you haven’tat leastheard
of these I can’t think why you should be reading this piece. Mostly
you can understand these comicsissue by issue; they're fairly straight
forward asarule. Good Guy (with pantsover tights or other obvious
costume) meets Bad Guy (ditto) and they bash each other fora few
pages. Then either Good Guy wins or the finale is held over to the
nextissue.
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There is a subsection of supercomic, the X-comic, whichhas X in
the title, is usually written by Chris Claremont,and isa wide ranging
soapopera: if youbuy onetitle, you willhave toread the other seventeen,
and back issues for three years, in order to work out what is going
on, and who is doing what to whom and why. Ican’trecommend
these for any but those seriously prepared to be addicted, though
they are fun if you have a friend who has them or alot of money to
spend on buying all you’ll need.

Whatabouthorror? Idon’twant tohave my spine chilled presonally,
because there are always Amnesty International reportsif you wish
to wallow innastiness; but, c'very sooftenacomic whichistechnically
“horror’” has a plot, characters, good art, and a sense of humour. I
guess Swamp Thing was in this category to start with, before Alan
Moore gothismittsonitand turneditinto something worth having;
and Neil Gaimanisdoinglovely thingsinThe Sandman. Sometimes
the drift is the other way; Batman is a super-hero title, but Dark
Knight is a horror comic.

Next are the Japanese comics. These are cult stuff. Beautifully
drawn, unless they are translated for the American/British market
they are somewhatopaque to the occidental mind; you start reading
atthe back and move forwards, and there are no words, soitcan be
atouch hard to work out what’s going on. They’re porno stuff, on
the other hand, itisreadily understood whether youread it forwards,
backwards orinside out; hard to obtain in this country, but will spoil
your palate for British Knave for ever after. Exceptof course that
you won’t understand the letters column, if any.

European comics too often don’t have much in the way of words,
probably because their authors have sensibly worked out that they
would have to be translated into about nine languages to catch the
whole market; since they are designed to be that way they are more
comprehensible than Japenese adventure stuff which has words
which you can’tread.

There are British independents and small house publications. These
are often ill-drawn, in order to avoid accusations of elitism, and
hard to follow; witha few honourable exceptions they have nothing
much to say, and say it fairly badly. They are meant to be socially
awareand so-onand so-forth, butthe resultisfrequentlyeitherpreaching,
whichis like anew socialist tract, or Cathy-Come-Home, but without
the novelty, or simply two lads go to the pub, bewail their lack of
girlfriends, getdrunk and spew up on the way home, which is dull.

By now you will have gathered that I don’t think much of most
comics. There are afew which I wouldrecommend to anyone who
wants a story as well as pictures, and a bit of intelectual stimulus.
The Sandman I’ ve already mentioned. Ihaveacomplete collection
ofPaul Chadwick’sConcrete, because Thave founditthought-provoking,
touching, funny and altogether highly entertaining. That’sone which
many people who aren’tcomics buffs mightenjoy (butitseemsto
have stopped happening now, oratleast, [ haven’t seenanew issue
for quitea while). There was ‘Mazing Man,aboutan ordinary little
guy who thought he was a super- hero; that was fun (and of course
it’s folded). How aboutstuff abouta village of thinking centaurs?
(Well, yes, that seems to have disappeared too...)



In fact my liking a comic seems to be the kiss of death now I look
atit. Elfquest was great fun for the first twenty issues, when the
Pinis were doing it all themselves, but after they farmed it out and
went to a major publisher with it 1 found it less and less enjoyable
and more and more to-a-formula, and stopped bothering to get it.
Idon’tthink I'm going to make any more suggestions for yourreading.
If I do, they’ll probably go down the tubes. And let’s hope that
The Sandman tarns out to be the exception to prove the rule.

Future conrunners please note:

I don’t have a telly, so if you want a piece on Star Trek I’'m the
obviouschoicetowriteit... Andifyou’vedecided toruntheobligitory
panel on Women in Comics, I’m not interested.

Chris Bell

e,
1
I

Comics, graphic novels, bandes dessines, call them what you
will they certainly seem to be the literary form of the future.
Or a least, so some people would have us believe. Or are they
just child’s play, a literary game, a refuge of the post-literate
generation? Does the combination of words and picturesallow
us to get more from a story than words alone could ever tell, or
are we just looking at pretty pictures because we’re losing the
ability to derive so much from the words? Is this a bold new
venture, or degeneration?

When the publishers of DC Comicslaunched Supermanand Batman,
they had no idea those guys would become the all-time most popular
continuing characters in the history of American fiction.

Mike Gold “The Joker’s Dozen”
Batman v The Joker:
The Greatest Joker Stories Ever Told.

“The genre gives youan avenue (o do experimental work,” he says,
“whether youare an artist or a writer. Within the genre you can
go from fantasy to extreme reality, you can explore the reaction
of the psychotic mind to something horrific happening because of
achancemeetingoranaccident.” Having beenforcedintoatransition
betweenno-holds-barred EC horror books andthe highlyconstrained
DC mystery books, Joe (Orlando) confesses, “The driving force
thatkept me coming towork everyday was to find ways of annoying
the Code.”

Jenette Kahn
“Publishorial”
The Sandman, No 3

I’d always wanted to write comics, but by the time I was 17 there
was nothing around I even wanted to read, let alone write, and I
figured books were my destiny. I went off and wrote books, and
short stories, and worked as a journalist. Then I saw what Alan
Moore was doing , and I realised you could write comics with the
depth and sublety of a mainstream novel.

Neil Gaiman
“Quite Seriously Weird” an interview by Alex Stewart
Vector 150

Watchmenis the first comic to take the material of the superheros,
the fantasies that have built up around them, and make themapart
of legitimate fictional discourse about America. I’ s the first time
a novel - and make no mistake, Watchmen is a legitimate novel -
hasbeenwrittenwhichassimilates those grotesque childhoodfantasies
into an adult model of the state of the US and its future.

John Clute
American Fantasy, Summer 87

Watchmenisn’tquitethe Citizen Kaneofcomics. Attimesitscynicism
isabitfacile, andits super-science-filled second half fails to sustain
the gritty believability of theopening chapters. Butitis aremarkable
experiment with anew, sophisicated language that seems uniquely
suited to our visual, pre-apocalyptic age. Like Alan Parker’s 1982
film The Wall, Watchman uses fully the potential of its medium to
tellastory thatchallenges its audience in ways inaccessible to mere
prose.

Michael A Morrison “The Year in Horror 1987
Science Fiction & Fantasy Book Review Annual 1988
Robert A Collins & Robert Latham, eds.

You canfollow up on comics at thefollowing programme items:

“Bring Out Your Dredd!"
Friday 3pm in Exhibition

"Comics Writing"
Friday 6pm in Syndicate

"Comics Art"
Sunday 11am in Syndicate
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The Face on
Mars:
A Dangerous

In 1976 the NASA Viking Orbiter 1 took a series of photographs
of the surface of Mars over a region in the Northern hemisphere
called Cydonia. The intention was to find a safe landing site for
the Viking 2 Lander.

Ononeof these photo frames amission scientistnoticed a peculiar
mesa about 1 mile wide which resembled a front view of a human
face. The photo was publicised at the time and then buried in the
photo files where it lay for 3 years.

In 1979 tworesearchersat Goddard spaceflight Centre came across
the photoand decided toclean up theimage with computer processing
techniques. The computer research results generated from this
investigation were published by the researchers in 1982.

Theresultsillustrated that the face wasnota““trickof lightand shadow”
as NASA had said. The arca was photographed several times at
different scales of resolution and Sun angles. Other objects were
notedwhichlieafew miles fromthe face,massive pyramidsapproximately
1 mile wide.

In 1984 the tworesearches presented their findings toasmall audience
atthe Case for Mars Conference in Boulder, Colorado. Thisattracted
the interestof other researches whichinitiated an in depth analysis
of all imagery relating to Cydonia and a few other sites on Mars.
Meanwhile, NASA continued to state that the face is “...a trick of
light and shadow...” and refused to reinvestigate.

Agroupofexperiencedand well qualified scientists from the imaging
and computer sciences gathered from all over the United States
and formed a research group called The Mars Project and based
themselves in the University of Berkeley, California.

The resultsof their work have now beenpublished inrefereed science
journals bothin the U.S. and in Britain. The results of this research
are not widely known and NAS A continued to state “...a trick of
light and shadow...”.

The objects discovered are large (on the order of 1 mile across),
highly symmetrical with unusual markings and features and have
been found to be “highly non-fractal” in shape. Each published
paper concludes that “...there may be artificial objects on the surface
of Mars...”.

InOctober 1989 oneof theresearchesheld ameeting with Congressman
Robert Roe and two NASA representatives. Congressman Roc
oversecs the Committee on Science and Technology which controls
NASA funding. AlthoughNASA insisted thatthey wouldnotrephotograph
Cydonia with The Mars Observer mission, which is due to be
launched next year, Congressman Roe requested that they do.

NASA grudgingly agreed.

Soitnow seems thatresearch has been conducted, refereed science
papers have been published and a U.S. Government request has
beenissued tophotograph in high resolution, objects on the surface
of Mars which ortodox science considers ““...may notbe natural...”.

This is an historic moment without precedence. We MAY have
found evidence that we are not unique in the universe. So where
was the SF community whenall this was going on? Despiterequests
for advice and support, SF writers and editors refuse to have any
involvement with the issue (with the exception of one editor who
remains an open supporter of the research).

I have heard one Hugo winner say “...I wouldn’t want to risk my
career...”, another did not want todiscuss the issue and one handed
back copics of the published papers (withoutlooking at them) saying
«_I’drathernothave them...”. Almostevery time Thaveconfronted
awriter with this issue each one has run away (with the exception
of avery few).

The Administratorof the Mars Projecthas said “...the SF community
is not a community, they are camp followers of scientists...”. If
the objects in Cydoniaare artificial, then SFisrunning away from
cvidence of extraterrestrial life. If the objects are just “...apile of
rocks...” asNASA hassaid, then SFisrunning away fromapilc of
rocks. This is not the reaction one expects from a group who claim
to be responsible people.

Everyone on this planet has a responsibility. The SF writer hasa
responsibility, if notto the readers, at least to his craft. SF writers,
editors and publishers should be paying attention to this issue, itis
sure to have implications for SF if we find evidence of E.T.s. If
we cannot find the courage to read three science papers and study
afew digital images, whatchance have we of solving the problems
of war, faminc and pollution? Perhaps the biggest threat to our
existence may be our own vanity.



So! Attention all writers, editors, publishers, artists etal. Come
and see, come and hear the evidence for “non-natural objects” on
the surface of Mars. Copies of the science papers will be available
to writers, editors, academics and others, though there is only a
limited number of copies.

Theillustrated talk is presented by Chris O’Kane with the permission
of The Mars Project.

Further information can be obtained from:

The Mars Project,
109 Liberty Street,
Santa Cruz.

CA. 95060

US.A.
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Like you, at NEXUS we know that

SCIENCE FICTION
consists of more than just
‘STAR WARS', ‘STAR TREK’ and ‘DR. WHO'.
NEXUS is a new magazine devoted to excellence in
all manifestations of science fiction.

Issue # | features Diana Wynne Jones on kids fiction v. adult fiction,
a page or two from Colin Greenland’s diary, commentary from
Gwyneth Jones, fiction from Geoff Ryman and Christina Lake, cover art

by Les Edwards, and a darling little comic strip from TK Atherton.
Now you don’t want to miss that, and we don't want you to either, so, if
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Send £10 for | year/4 issues to
SF NEXUS — SUBSCRIPTIONS
POBOX 1123 - BRIGHTON - BNI 6EX - ENGLAND

WHERE SCIENCE FICTION MEETS REALITY
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BSFA Award

The British Science Fiction Association Awards are Britain's
longest-established science fiction awards. They are voted on
by members of the BSFA, and members of the annual Easter
convention.

The earliest awards were to an author, the winners were John
Brunner in 1966 and Philip K. Dick in 1968.

From 1970 the award was for a novel. The winners were:

1970 Stand on Zanzibar John Brunner
1971 The Jagged Orbit John Brunner
1972 The Moment of Eclipse Brian Aldiss
1973 No Award
1974 Rendezvous with Rama Arthur C. Clarke
Billion Year Spress Brian Aldiss (Special Award)
1975 Inverted World Christopher Priest
1976 Orbitsville Bob Shaw
1977 Brontomek! Michael Coney
A Pictorial History of SF David Kyle (Special Award)
1978 The Jonah Kit Tan Watson

At this point the awards were restructured.

1980 Novel The Unlimited Dream Company J.G. Ballard
Short  "Palely Loitering" Christopher Priest
Media Hitchhikers Guide - record
Artist  Jim Burns

1981 Novel Timescape Gregory Benford
Short  "The Brave Little Toaster” Thomas M. Disch
Media Hitchhikers Guide, 2nd series
Artist  Peter Jones

1982 Novel The Shadow of the Torturer Gene Wolfe
Short  "Mythago Wood" Robert Holdstock
Media Time Bandits
Artist  Bruce Pennington

1983 Novel Helliconia Spring Brian Aldiss
Short  "Kitemaster” Keith Roberts
Media Bladerunner
Artist  Tim White

1984 Novel Tik-Tok John Sladek
Short  "After Images" Malcolm Edwards
Media  Android
Artist  Bruce Pennington

1985 Novel Mythago Wood Robert Holdstock
Short  "The Unconquered Country” Geoff Ryman
Media Company of Wolves
Artist  Jim Burns

1986 Novel Helliconia Winter Brian Aldiss
Short  "Cube Root" David Langford
Media Brazil
Artist  Jim Burns

At this point there was a further change when the "Artist"

category became "Artwork":

1987 Novel The Ragged Astronauts Bob Shaw
Short  "Kaeti and the Hangman" Keith Roberts
Media Alien .

Artwork "The Clocktower Girl" Keith Roberts

1988 Novel Grdinne Keith Roberts
Short  "Love Sickness" Geoff Ryman
Media Star Cop
Artwork Cover, Worldcon Programme, Jim Burns

1989 Novel Lavondyss Robert Holdstock
Short  "Dark Night in Toyland" Bob Shaw
Media Who Framed Roger Rabbit?

Artwork Cover, Lavondyss Alan Lee

1990 Novel Pyramids Terry Praicheit
Short  "In Translation" Lisa Tuttle
Media Red Dwarf
Artwork Cover, Other Edens III Jim Burns

Nominations for this year's awards are as follows:

Best Novel
The Use of Weapons Iain M. Banks
Rats and Gargoyles Mary Gentle
The Difference Engine William Gibson & Bruce Sterling
Take Back Plenty Colin Greenland
Hyperion Dan Simmons

Best Short Fiction
"The Death of Cassandra Quebec" Eric Brown
"The Phargean Effect” Eric Brown
"Axiomatic" Greg Egan
"Learning to be Me" Greg Egan
"Winning" Ian McDonald
"The Original Dr Shade” Kim Newman

Best Dramatic Presentation
Total Recall
Star Trek: The Next Generation
Twin Peaks
Flatliners

Best Artwork
Cover, The Difference Engine Ian Miller
Cover, The Night Mayor Dave McKean
Interior Illustration, "The Phargean Effect" Iain Byers

Votes at the convention should be placed in the ballot box
provided by 3.00pm on Saturday. The Awards Ceremony is on

Sunday night.



The Doc Weir Award

This is a “big heart”award which goes to a person who has done
good deeds in fandom for a considerable amount of time. Anyone
can be nominated and anyone can vote. The winnerreceivesacup
onwhichare engraved the names of past winners which they hold
for a ycar. The Doc Weir Award is named after a famous fan of
the [iftics who, sadly, died all too soon. Since its inception the award
hasbeena fandom way of saying “good on yer” to people whohave
helped make fandom a better place to dwell. Ballot boxes will be
scattered throughout the convention.

The Ken MaclIntyre Award
The Ken Maclntyre Award gocs to the person who does the best
“artwork toappear ina fanzine or convention publicationin the preceding
year. Tobeeligible the original artwork and the publication itappeared
inmustbe handedin to the art show organisers by noon on theSaturday
ofthe convention. The winneris judged by acommittee consisting
ofaKnightof St. Fantony, theaward administrator and the artshow
organiser. The actual award is a bowl engraved with the names of
former winners,

BOOK SERVICE

Yorkshire’s oldest in SF, Fantasy &
Comics. Science Fiction Paperbacks
and Magazines. Marvel & DC Comics
from Golden Age to Advance Imports.
Thousands of back issues always in
stock. Film posters & Magazines.

Open daily 9:30 - 5pm
(Wednesday 9:30 - 1pm)

3 L‘dic:{.*,,m, 51 The Superstore,
, ‘ i Merrion Centre, Leeds LS2 8LY.

g é}Our regular mail-order catalogue
1 contains rare pulps, first editions,
siapon' Paperbacks, thousands of hard to
222 obtain back-issue comics. Special

Yow Hore,

#5381 Edgar Rice Burroughs section.

95 pence post-free.

Mornington
Crescent
Tournament

As has become conventional, we are publishing the special rules
whichapply toMomingtonCrescentas itwill be played atthe Eastercon.
New players please take note.

Asusual, Bank Holiday Blue SaverRules willbeinoperation, L N.ER .;
thisexcepts Rule 23. The optional selection ofrule 42 has provided
oo cumbersome and will not be used, but Limited Durham 14c¢ is
still open.

We may play the Geneva Triplet if anyone insists.

Strict lenten observance of rule 17 will cease at midnight on
March 31st. Pascal Rulesare in force until midnight on April 1st,
after which Low Rules will take their place.

Theattemptat the FitzAlan-Cumberland Variantsuggestedby Garnet
for Eastcon will not be repeated this year, for reasons which some
players will remember all too clearly. Inany eventthe successof
Tourmaline at Novacon in their bid for the Herbert Gambit would
render it void.

Any attempt to play Queen Mother Rules will be treated as it deserves.

PMB versionplayers: The Fox andNeil Gaiman Variant (Alan Moore)
continues. Talis Kimberley has now played E.M.Forster.

Intheeventofadispute, the Chairman’s verdictis incvitably open
to debate.

As always all rules, and sections of rules above, may be found in

- the Ofticial Handbook 3rd edition (1989), which is on sale in

the Dealer’s Room subject to availability.
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Campbell
Campbell
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Chen
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Clark
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Cobley
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Michael Counihan
Jonathan Cowie
Dave Cox
Jonathan €Coxhead
Neil Craig
Mark Ambrose Craske
Simon Crick
Andy Croft
John Crudgington
1./2R Cruttenden
Cuddles
Mike Cule
Rafe Culpin
John Dallman
Mike Damesick
Jim Darroch
Malcolm Davies
Steve Davies
Matin Dawe
Paul Dawson
Peter Dawson
Caroline Day
Michael Day
Peter Day
Guilia De Cesare
Frank R F  De Cuyper
Julia De Mario
Simen De Wolfe
Chantal Delessert
Record Demon
Zoe Deterding-Bark
lain Dickson
Dougal Dixon
Vince Docherty
Elsie Donald
Chris Donaldson
The Doppleganger
Paul Dormer
Richard Doyle
David Drysdale
A Duncan
J.F. Earl
Martin Easterbrook
Keith Edmond
Lilian Edwards
Elaine
Dave Ellis
Sean T. Ellis
Udo Emmerich
John English
Bernie Evans
Mick Evans
Richard Evans
Rufus Evison
Allison Ewing
John Ewing
John Fairey
Nick Farey
Alex Ferguson
Michel Feron
Mike Figg
Colin Fine
Birgit Fischer
Nigel Fisher
Alan Fleming
Aileen Ford
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Katherine Ford
Mike Ford
Nicholas Ford
Ian Francis
Dave French
Shirley French
Anders Frihagen
Rosi Frisch
Wolfgang Frisch
Tor Fuglerud
Gwen Funnell
Kathy Gale
Jim Gallagher
Pat Gardner
David Garnett
Pete Garrett
James Gar{
Douglas Gaylor
Stuart Geddes
Joe Gibbons
Gary M Gibson
Lesfey Giles
Jim Gillespie
Dave Girling
Kathleen Glancy
Jenny Glover
Robert Glover
Steven Glover
Tara Glover
Jette Goldie
Igor Goldkind
are Goodall
Alan Gordon
Des Gorra
Roelof Goudriaan
Mike Gould
John A Graham
Carol Ann Green
Colin Greenland
Jim Greer
Ben Gribbib
John Gribbin
Mar Gribbin
Catherine Gronnerod
Jacquie Groom
Steve Grover
Philip Groves
Oliver Gruter
Alan Gunn
Urban Gunnarson
Peter Gwilliam
Bridget Hardcastle
John Harold
Sue Harrison
Frank Harvey
Jefr Haughton
David Haynes
Susie Haynes
Julian Headlong
Jasper Hedger
Karen Heenan
Teresa Hehir
Joachim Hemmer
& Hendley
Alasdair Hepburn
Martin Hoare
Matthias Hofman
Rob Holdstock
Marina Holroyd
Valerie Housden
Rob Houwerzyl
Chris Hughes
I'erry Hunt
James Ide
Tim Illingworth
Colin Ingham
Glyn Jackson
Cheryl Jacob
Jade
Rhodri James
Wilf James
John Jarrold
Helen Jeffries
Jinx
Frances Jobling
Stuart Johnson
Jeremy Johnston
Gwyneth Jones
Steve Jones
Kevin Joyce
Caroline Juler
David Julyan
Mike Kaill
Kari
Tony Keen
John Kelly
Karen Kelly
Morag Kerr
Barbara Jane Kershaw
Paul Kincaid
Viki King
Gary Kluepfel
Jenny Kluepfel
Toby Kluepfel
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Uschi Kluepfel
Klaus Kluge
Alice Kohler
Linda Krawecke
Sir Klaus Kronenburg
Jukka Laajarinne
David LaII’y
Andrew Lane
Helen Lane
Colin Langeveld
Nick Larter
Adrian Last
Alice Lawson
Steve Lawson
Amanda Leeds
Paul Lennox
Ethel Lindsay
Steve Linton
Daniel Livingstone
Alistair Lloy
Wilson Logan
Judith Looker
Hans Loose
Jason Lough
Karen Lukawski
Heidi Lyshol
Peter abey
Keith Mackie
Alasdair MacKintosh
Bobby MacLaughlin
Pat MacLennan
Derek MacLeod
Nicholas Mahoney
Joyce Mains
Ann Mair

Ansi Makkonen
Elise Mann
Craig Marnock
Chris Marriot
Keith Martin
Barbara Mascetti
Hugh Mascetti
Sue Mason
Robert Maughan
Krsto Mazuranic
Tim McAire
Angus McAllister
Malcolm McArthur
Catherine McAuley
Paul McAuley
Paul McAuley
Martin McCallion
Douglas McCallum
Tommy McClellan
Tain McDonald
Wendy McDonald
Brian McGee
George McKalf
Ann McKelvie
Richard McKelvie
John McKendrick
Pauline McKendrick
LLorna McLaren
Rory D McLean
Martin McManus
Lesley McNair
Joe McNally
Colin McNeil
Gregor McNeil
Thomas McRoberts
Caroline McWalter
Rob Meades
Kenny Mecchan
Mark Meenan
John Merry
Richard Middleton
Mark Millar
Ray Miller
Nick Mills

Rod Milner
Anthony Mittenshaw-Hodge
Debby Moir
Mike Moir
Mike Molloy
Noreen Monahan
Michael Mooney
David Moore
Darrin Morgan
Andy Morris
Bill Morris
Grant Morrison
Lynne Ann Morse
Commander Mot

Steve Mowbray
Caroline Mullan
Gordon Munn

J Murnin
John Murphy
Colin Murray
Phil Nanson
Tom Nanson
Caroline Needham
Ann Neilson
Robert Newman
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Nina the

William

Nice
Nicholson

The Infamous Nina

Andrew
Lisanne
Heather
Andrew
Linda
Chris
Roger
Tan
Paul

Dave
Anne

Joan
Elizabeth

Eamonn
Harry
Nigel
E\‘;ll en
Maggie
Mike

Roger
Simon
Charles
Sate
Heather
Nick
Arlene
Rog
John
Annabel
Fran
John
Phil
Mark
Norman
Jean
Jim

Maurecen

Sherrie
Terry
Ceri
Madam
Phil
Philip
Feryal
Andrew

Deborah

Rae
Stuart
Irving
Archie
Thomas
Chris
John C.

Malcolm

Theresa
Stephen
John
Mike
John
Rod
Jill

Liz
Roger

Andrew
Howard
June
Marcus
Deirdre
Simon

Brendan

Helen
Geoff

Friend of

Jim
Jim
Bruce
Andrew
Alison
Lesley
Mike
Simon
Angus
Bo
Moira
Linda
Ina
Norman

Noja
Nojrc¥oss
Norman
North
O’Donnell
O’Donnell
O’Shea
QOcton
Oldfield
Oldroyd
Omega
Packwood

Payne
Pearson
Pederson
Percival
Percival
Perkins
Perkins
Pertington
Pestage
Petty
Petty
Peyton
Peyton
Philpott
Pickering
Pickering
Pickering
Plumbly
Plummer
Plumpton
Porter
Porter
Porter
Powell
Pratchett
Pritchard
Purple
Race
Raines
Rajah
Ramage
Ramage
Ramshottom
Raper
Rappaport
Ray

Rectenwald
Reed

Rees

Reid
Renner
Rice
Richards
Richardson
Riddell
Rishworth
Roberts
Robertson
Robinson
Rogers
Rogers
Rogers
Rolfe
Rose
Rosenblum
Rosenblum
Rowland
Ruisling
Russell
Ryder
Ryder
Ryman

S Powell
Samuel
Samuel
Saville
Saxby
Scott
Scott
Scott
Scott
Scott-Brown
Shaw
Shearman
Shipman
Shorrock
Shorrock
Sidoli
Simsa
Singerman
Slater
Slater
Smith
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Frank R
Gus
Leo
Lisa
Martin
Jane
Robert
Adrian
Kate
lan
Phil
John
Claudia
Nicole
James
Helen
Andrew
John
Alex

David

John
Paul
Chris
Lars
Marcus

A

Neil
Heather
Alyson
Emma
Jem
Eeva-Liisa
David
Donaid
Jean
Manda
Peter Fred
Ray

Paul
Kristin
Susan
Helen
Susan

Helen
Linda Clair
Alison

Neil

David
Ivan
Time

I)

Chris
Neal
Martin
Louise
Lisa
Pete
Mark
Larry
Hans
Cobi
Desiree
Ari
Richard
Jaine
The
Christine
Edward
Peter
Freda
Woad
John
James
Gerry
Dave
Cathy
Karen
Mike
Peter
Alison
Peter
Laura
Richard
Elda
Alastair
Bridget
Linda
Matt
Robert
Phil
Andrew
Caroline
Chris
Robert
David
David
Ellie
Paul
Kenneth
Alan
Anne
Mark

Smith
Smith
Smith
Smith
Smith
Smithers
Sneddon
Snowdon
Solomon
Sorensen
Spencer
Spinks
Spix
Steck
Steel
Steele
Stephenson
Steward
Stewart
Stewart
Stewart
Stewart
Stocks
Strandberg
Streets
Sullivan
Summerfield
Szotowski
Taylor
Taylor
Taylor
Tenhuren
Thomas
Thompson
Thompson
Thompson
Thompson
Thompson
Thorley
Thorrud
Thorstone
Thurlow
Thurston
Tibbetts
Tibs
Tidswell
Toal
Tomkinson
Tomkinson
Tommy
Torrence
Towlson
Traveller
Treadway
Tregenza
Trengham
Tudor
Turner
Tuttle
Tyers
Valentine
Van Der Putte
Van Der Zee
Van Hemmen
Van Zijl
Veintie
Vine
Waddell
Wanderer
Ward
Ward
Warecham
Warrington
Warrior
Wat
Watson
Webb
Weddell
Westhead
Westhead
Westhead
Westhead
Weston
Weston
Wheatley
Wheatley
Wheeler
W-heeler-Reid
Wilkinson
Williams
Williams
Williams
Willis
Wilson
Wilson
Wilson
Wilson
Windett
Wingrove
Winpenny
Winship
Wood
Woodford
Woodford
Young
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