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_RF%?S at. the World EScience Fiction Corwvention {Conspiracy 87) in Brighton
ti:us August reported hearing the VOICE OF GX0. "It descended on us for 1
El}%ﬂ minutes during a talk on the Space race, " explained Neal Tringham of
e “ollege, Oxford, "in the person of His prophet Arthur C Clarke. Then

tha £ilite link went down.” A spokesangel comented:. e m*lﬂn‘t make
1t in person because he was too ill o trave! from Sri Lanka.'
Mr Tringham is 63.

COMING

I\lGSiA GIA

———

PAUSE FOR THOUGHT :

Neal Tringham pontificates on how the past lingers with us (cf. Peace) and
haw childhood memories can be brought back by something as simple as firnding
an old book 1n a dealers’ roam {ct. Proust on biscuit—dunking). Although he
phrases his case in terns of a review of the said book, what be is clearly
getting at here is the blessing of memory, and the joy of that rush of
returning merory thought lost. Should we envy Severian because he never
fcrgets? Or should we pity him because he can never know the joy that is

- described here? How complex and provocative are the works of Wolfe! Read
Neal Tringham's article, then pause... and think about it.

Joseph Green: Gold The Man. This, as I was reminded in the Conspiracy
dealers' roam, was the book that first introduced me to the concept of .the
toilet in SF. As my earlier reading had been largely confined to E E Smith
and Edgar Rice Burroughs, this came as samething of a revelation. During the
course of this superb piece of scientific extrapolation, a superman (American)
and the ex-lover of a dead suyperman (Russian) have to carve out the upper .
half of a 100 ft tall giant's brain and replace it with sarething resembling
a luaury penthouse flat. This was in fact the first time I had seen an SF
spaceship/suomarine/bul lding/etec description which included a toilet, and 1
distinctly remember the overwhelming sense of wonder that swept me at the

time. No doubt this is what Peter Nicholls would call a conceptual breakthrough...

“1 OBJECT TO BEING QUGTED..."

The deranged traditions of science fiction fandom are overwhelmingly
attractive, particularly to those few boys and girls who are the outcasts
of their high school classes because of wonky thought processes, a flair
fmﬂabimm,mﬂﬁmimlwarmﬂuthiﬁﬁmﬂﬁtmameacf
sorority membership or a position on the football team. For the pinply, the
short, the weird and intelligent... far those to wham sex is frightening
ard to whom caore odd dreams in the middle of study hall, the camaraderie of
fandom is a gleaming, beckaning Exewhon; an extended family of other winps,
twinks, flakes and oddballs.

—Harlan Ellison, All The Lies That Are My Life

Contributed by Neal Tringham.

Neal on Dave Langford:
"A kangaroo."
"I've heard all the funny stories about the production, so I don't need
to read the book.” (This could lead to a whole new theory of the
function of literature. —Ed.)
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) ANNOUNCEMENT OF INTEREST TO SOME, .POSSTIBLY EVEN YOU

Mfmt%ﬁhrmmmmlrmbeasaﬂﬁrlibrarymm'
—E;MerwﬁtoStJdnsmllemhar there will be a party, hopefully
" in St Amne's samewhere (details will be posted on the library door). Please
bring a bottle—OUSFG will be providing drinks, but we can only run to so
muach. |

You have been warned.
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For anything to do with OUSFG {questions, 1deas, ath Grganlfatlm, etcl,
get in touch with the following pecpie: -
President: Ivan Towison (B84 pullingdon Rd; tel 727903): newsletter,
Sfinx {ficticn magazine, conventions, discussion meetings, informmatiag,
Secretary: Fiona George (St Hugh's) {84 Bullingdon Rd; tel 727903):
information, suggestions, administration
Treasurer: Mo Holkar {Hertford) (63 Bston St; tel 242278): membership,
Xmas party, Hilary term banguet, information, sSuggestionS merchand.fe
Librarian: Paul Cray (St Anne's) (60 Woodstock Rd, rm 2): library meetings,
problens with library borrowang, SEinx
Neal Tringham (Exeter) (Stapledon Hse, Iffley Rd, rm 40): Sfinx, wvidecs
Graham Harper (Exeter) (4 Maidcroft Rd; tel 711214): general randamess,

quinea pig fandaom
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MEANWHILE BACK ON THE PEUERTE IR N e,

The (USFG sweatshirf is an indispensible fashion accessory available only to
an elite few, and one that virtually guarantees that you will be stared at,
ignored, or spat upon by mundanes envious of your membership of this select
band. You can see it at meetings nodelled by a tasteful selection of hairy
and/or strangely-proportioned young men and waren. It cames in a wide variety
of shades of black (deperding on what water temperature you wash it in) and
the usual sort of sizes. Cost will procbably be about £8—sign your soul to
the treasurer in part exchange if necessary.

Slightly less indispensible, but easier to clean, are the all-new QESFG
mugs, never before made available to the public... Yes, after all these years
of talking about it, we are finally getting round to selling coffee-carrying
implements of crockery——an ideal way to wash the taste of library meetings out of
your mouth! Chris Hughes has provided us with an excellent design—all we
need now is a list of people interested in buying the things. Estimated cost
is around £1.50; the person to contact is Mo Holkar (Hertford).

We can't quote exact costs yet as the printers will charge us different rates
depending on the size of the order; if they're higher than the above, then
we're sorry, but none of the profit goes to us. You pay cost price only.

OUSFO 1§ 3

MADNESS & GUILT WRITTEN ALL OVER HIS FACE DEPT.

This newsletter was edited by Ivan Towlson, printed on the New College
photocopier (Iktpe),mﬂmlhtedmﬂmstrlmtaityaMGfmlem
Ishalltrytoassarbleatthetm{mmm,Fm,m Neal, are you
listening?). Written except as stated by Ivan Towlson: thanks to Neal Tringham
fc:rtheverblagemﬂall special thanks to Jez Keen for the use of this nice
typewriter..

Lhtilrmttme FIAAOL, y'all, and don't you forget it.

1f there is a cross or other scrawl below, your membership has

lapsed If you want to rejoin, see the treasurer. Otherwise,
it's goodbye forever. Can you afford to let that happen...?
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female fecundity and the free-floating imagination.

Librarxﬁﬂeetings

Sunday, 8:15 pm, St Anne's College, 60 Woodstock Rd rm 2 (quides will be
provided in 1st and 2nd weeks). Care and borrow your books, then wander
along to St Jahn's functions roam (bottam of sc. TWé or 7) to talk to
pecple and sneer at their choices... At closing time it's back to the library
for highbrow conversation and cheap instant coffee.

Stacks: same of what have been euphemistically described as our 'less
mlut:ﬁ&s'fmbeenchcmtlyhitﬁmaﬂyinplainhrmcard:mrd
bxes (bamned fram open shelves). You are welcame to search through these
and borrow the bocks, but it's really not worth the effort...

Suggestions lists: On the back of the library door.

Discussion Heetings

The power of pontification, and the meamness of the OUSFG camittee in
matters of instant coffee will be displayed every Wednesday at 8:15 Pm
in Trinity 11/8 (guides in lst and 2nd weeks), courtesy of Mark Davies.
You are cordially invited to watch the self-styled literati expound upon
such topics as:

1st wk: Crap—p-p! —or, How It Became Necessary To Destroy Science

Fiction In Order To Save It (Ivan Towlson)

2nd wk: The Cults Of Skiffy (Neal Tringham)

3rd wk: The History Of SF (Paul Cray)
and, indeed, to expound upon topics of your own choice (see Ivan if you
want to give a talk).

The Christmas Partx

Our annual joint party with the D&D Society. Details to be finalised, but
should be toward the end of term, costing about £3-£4, There will be a
disco, but we don't plan to get a DJ, so if you've ever wanted to clear
floors and annoy dance freaks, now is your chance... Details in the next
Ifyminterﬂtﬂminfapcydress,bythemy,asam:thalftm
attendees usually do, you could do worse than start thinking about it now,
as there will be (small) prizes.

Not The Christmas Party

Attention all those planning to go to the first week library meeting!

We won't be going to the bar; instead, we'll be holding a Fresher-Luring
Party (Pcpefxﬂ.&y 1n St Anne's samewhere; there will be details on the library
door, but I don't have them yet). Non—freshers and others already lured,
please hrlnga bottle... | |

Strictli Unofficial

OSEG will most definitely not be having anything to do with a K.A.0.S. game

planned for circa 6th week, and disassociates itself utterly fram anyone

whno might possibly be handing out details of this despicable act at library
and discussion meetings.
Nor do we know anything about the fact that Ivan Towlson (New) 1is trying

- to assenble 6 or 7 people for a game of Civilisation this term scoetime, and - —

should you contact him the Group cannot take respansibility for the
consequences.

The Magic Toyshop

'Far more subtie and striking than Neil Jordan’s carparable The Campany Of
wolves, The Maqm Toyshop 1s likewise adapted from a story by nodern
fabulist Angela Carter... Set in Lordon in the mid-1950s, it drass out

the symbolic themes of legend and fairvtale as they have been icentified
oY anthrqznif@%y and Jungian psychology... Three children are orphared when
their parents die in a plane crash, and so go to live with their mystericus
uncle, who...makes old-fashioned wooden marionettes and toys chiefly for
his ovn delight and reluctantly for sale. Through Uncle Philip is enacted
the artistic process whereby living material is gxged, tamed and reanimated
in a different form. He also represents the family autccrat, the male
principle that wrongly aspires to divinity, and the forces of anti-life
repression. By contrast, Melanie (the eldest child} is emblematic of sex,
Fantasy and reality
merge at every level; extraordinary special effects make tangibly vivid
the mind's flights of allusion and fantasy, leaving the rare afterglow

of a film you'll ponder and relive for ages.... It is a classic of
imagination made celluloid. *****" Mo Snow, Q magazine

Hellraiser

“The film opens with sleazy Frank Cotton in an Eastern bazaar, gt Sasing

a mysterious puzzle bax that pramises to open the doorway to the ultimate
pleasure. Eagerly traversing this threshold, Frank is literally torn apart
by the experience and his soul is captured for an eternity of torture by

a quartet of androgynous sadomasofchistic demons known as Cercbites. Then
his brother Larry uwittingly releases him. Only Frank needs blood—-lots of
1t—to carplete the reformation of his body and make good his escape
Resolving this dilemma is larry's wife Julia, willingly seduced into luring
victims up to the attic and dispensing them [sic —Ed] with a handy claw
hammer... Eschewing the archetypal conflict between good and evil, director
Clive Barker focuses his tension on the blurring of such polarised concepts
as fear and desire, love ard lust, devotion and blasphemy... I would trade
almost every horror film of the last ten years for the single haunting image
of a lone Cencbite inexplicably preoccupied by the task of reassenmpling

the jigsaw-like pieces of Frank's shattered face. ****" —pavid Tayior, e

S EVENTS

Speaker Meeting

The legendary Dave Langford, ex-President of AISFG, editor of the award
winning "news'zine Ansible, Hugo—winning farmriter, author of the RSFA
MW%MMMMIE'E&M, co-author of The
Third Millennium and Earthdoom, and so on and so forth, will be caming to
talktomm}?‘ridazlﬁtk:tcberatgﬁ m_b_h_ew_mllegiectureﬁ-né.

Langford will be recycling his Review Of SF Since '79 (see Worldcon
report) under the title Trillion Year Sneer. This is the closest he o
to doing a GoH speech, and he describes it as “merely [covering] the things
I wanted to be nxde about in recent years..."

A muber of pecple will be taking him out for dinner beforehand—if you'd
like to care, please let me know, so I can estimate nurbers, and we can sort
cut where to go. |

Video Heetings

-..are in samething of a piggg state of flux. For the time being, they will
continue to be held in the Sir Christopher Cax room in New College. This

is more than a little difficult to find, so guides will be posted in the
Holywell Lodge from around 8-8:30. The videcs should start around 8:30 if
nothing goes too badly wrong. Meetings will be beld on Mondays of even weeks
(19 Oct, then every other week), and we plan to show:

2rd wk: Brazil—possibly (probably?) the best sf film Ever made. . . s
4th wk: Star Trek—the banned episodes (and possibly sarething else)
6th wk: possibly Blakes 7 or Dr Who, but suggestions are welcome

Newsletter

This major literary artefact is going downmarket—at least it would be if

it could get any further down... Why not contribute to its decline %
sending reviews, quotes, poisonous ruTours, unsubstantiated gossip Or indeed
anything of any possible interest to anybody to the editor, viz. Ivan
Towlson, New College? Answers on a postcard only please.

- ~5firnk

To paraphrase the NE:

"If you're not reading Sfinx, you're not reading
science fiction today.” Indeed not, as the editor will quite probably claw
your eyes cut if vou don't buy a copy... Sfinx is the society's fiction zire
and at only 70p for a copy of the janrpacked, beautifully-produced ard
surprisingly worthwhile issve 4 is corpulsory reading (see above on eyes,
clawing out of). Or why not sernd yvour Interzope  reiects in for Sfinx 52
Contact: Neal Tringham (Exeter), Paul Cray (St Anne's), Ivan Towlson (New)

Superman IV: The Quest For Peace &
By all accounts unredeemably atrocicus. | -
ceoat R A rd racH o0 5
PENULTIMATE PICTURE PALACE |
Fri 30 Oct: Subway (w./ Enmpire State)
Sun 15 Nov - Sat 21 Nov: Blue Velwet
Tue. 24 Nov: Repo Man (w./ Paris, Texas)
T 26 Nov: The Man With Two Brains (w./ After Hours)
Sun 6 Dec - Sat 12 Dec: Little Shop Of Horrors
Anyone interested in seeing any of the above should advertise the fact at
meetings as other pecple may well be going as well.
NOT THE MOULIN ROUGE
Thu 22 Oct - Sat 24 Oct: B*ck To The F*t*re (w./ Pee Wee's Big Adventure):
}\\/ '\__;‘__QHL‘M_HJ (m. | fu:brj lbose Sense ¥ che ﬁ:@f_f‘f) |
L Ron Hubbard: Battlefield Eart_';:- ;t'{f‘;ET--;---_A_ e
22 -GS
‘'For the first time ever. a soundtrack is created from a book... Using o
Felodies G iyrics to create a music soundirack for a bock is a first and
only tarorrow's state—of-the-art musical camputers could create today, the
dynamic sound and pulsating beat of the Battlefield Earth misic soundtrack...
Prepare yourself for a dynamic milestone in music... Yeu can't afford not to
experience it, for it has set the trend of our music for decades to cam."
"Bynamic and pulsating.' —Orson Scott Card —~from The
"Just my dish." —Gene Wolfe Sleevenores

"I am amazed by his dynamism and pulsation!” —Arthur C Clarke
"Marvellous melodies and lyrics vy a master curposer.” —aAnne McCalliey
"Unlistenable drivel." —everyone I know who's heard it -
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-~ For those of you baffled by the high-flown literati-speak used in newsletter reviews, “t— L OIT 26D ‘83praque)y ‘efey100 A3 TUTIL 03 83TIA IO UGHTAOT UBAT 888 1ge3jouuoy
- discussion meetings and casual convarsations by OUSFG gurus, Sfinx Enterprises plc e Lt

has compiled this little guide to help you get by (now will you buy a copy?). The
perpetrators are credi ted.

Quite fun (Neal Tringham) - awiul

Quite fun, I suppose (Neal) - so awful it's funny |

well, I can't defend it, but I Quite enjoyed it (Neal) - 80 awful it's not funny

Critically credible (Ivan Towlson) - n»w Tedious crap but Phil said I ought to read
it; (ii) Written by ‘Gene Wolfe |

Lovely (Becca Heddle) - targeteud at a reader with a mental age of 5

Brilliant (Chris Hughes) - written by Orson Scott Card _ |

I don't know, I haven't read it {(Chris) - not written by Orson Scott Card |

It's excellent, how dare you nwmﬂrnumm it? (Max(TM) O'Connor) - ideologically sound

I think it's marvellous—the nmmﬁmnwmﬁ.,mmgon. the style, the atmosphere... (Ivan)
- this book has no plot _ _

It's got lots of good ideas (Phil Raines) - this book hasn't got a plot either

- It's interesting (Phil) - go away and read it, Ivan

L/ Accessible (Ivan) - trivial | _,

.+-,r,, wWwe hope that will help you :.m,ﬁ.m._m_m_&m the jungle of literary jargon...
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~ In the aftermath of a convention that saw lvan e b

Towlson disproving the existence of Eastercons, P

\M! Paul :Cray dancing on the bed in only t-shirt an

. underpants and Gene Wolfe buying a Sfinx-—and which

I'm-still trying to catch up on sleep from—iti's

bye to the word-processed glories of the .

" Pita-and-Davié era, and hello to the new committee,

§ whichj/for the benefit of -those who don't yet know,
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4+ irir-Pilona George (St Hugh's

. Mo Bolkar pmmﬂﬁhuﬁmv.laﬁﬂﬁh4

. Treasurer:
7! competent one
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Conine with Maria E“Hgﬁ.- .....:ﬂr... Y -

In the thank-you department, we would like to .
make nice to Pita Enriquez and David Harris for the
last year of newsletters; Maria, Max and Dave for
keeping the society on its last legs; Pﬁna&nﬁﬁg

R Becca and Tim for being indispensable. (But what: "
., ==+ did you do with them, Ivan? you ask, repelled. _,
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THE AUTHOR OF THE BOOKS WITH 'W's IN AND OTHER

=

EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURNAL OF THE A..A..

The notes below are the result of an experiment 1n reality alteration
performed without the aid of any of our normal methods—e.g. drugs, seilf
metaprogramming, extremely silly ideas copied from Timothy Leary, etc.
Instead, only the rore traditional metheds of sleep deprivation,

under feeding and subliminal progranming were employed. Nevertheless,
and despite the subject’s partial awareness of the process, a natber of
deep distortiona of subjective reality were produced. We reprint below
extracts from the subject’s diary, written cduring the experinent.

27th August (the First day)

e

1. Trip down to Brighton made uniquely interesting by the fact that 1
was sharing the boot of a hatchback with a gigantic mattress {in case Tim
{Adye] decided he wanted to sleep in the back of his car with five other
pecpie), a large duvet {in case he found the back of the car oold without
any warm campanioning bodies), a sleeping bag {in case be had the offer of
“7Sing in a botel roam with five other bodies), three people's luggage

. small green insect reseabling an ecoanany-size praying mantis. This
last I was regretfully forced to render up to the mercies of the slipstream
on the M—samething {1], since I suspected there might not be enocugh oxygen
to sustain us both over the wiwle length of the joumey. After tracing an
interesting variant on the Lissajous spiral through Brighton’s one—way
system {2], we found a car-park and 1 crawled cut, only to realise that none
of us knew where the convention was... We eventually agreed to head for the
srell of fish and chips {3], on the graunds that this should guide us to
the refreshing air of the seafront, and eventually found the Brighton
Conference centre, which I pramwptly and confidently identified as the
Metropole Hotel (very modern, isn't it? Just lock at the size of the
fover...).

I11. Having entered through a little-known auxiliary door [4], I stared in
horror at the apparently unending stream of peaple leaving the opening
ceremony (my gift for timing had evidently not deserted me). "My God," I
thought, pausing only to pick up my mass of registration material and L Ron
Hutbard adverts, "how am I going to find anyone in this?" Unfortumately
my question was answered all too soon by the discovery of Matthew Brock,
waving his antennae thoughtfully while chewing on the programe bock (all
right, 1 exaggerate).

IIT. I can reenber very little of the rest of today, most of ny menory
space being taken up with Kim Whysall's graphic description of how she
had gone to a party, got drunk, and woken up next to a man who was
recognisably not her husband. Unfortunately, I later discovered that the
man in question had been Tony Hammond, her husband, made unrecognisable
by the removal of his beard (as a result I was only able to identify him
myself by detailed examination of the structure of his forehead). My
‘Sther clear memory is of attending Geoff Ryman's "Disappearing Acts"
.« -amatisation of four of Alfred Bester's short stories). As far as
I can tell, I was very impressed by this, the uncertainty being introduced
by my total inability to understand half of it... And so to bed. (Well,
chair.)

28th August (the second dax)

IV. A worrying feature has becare evident in the sleeping accomodation
provided by the Bedfard Hotel. The all-night film progranme (for the
benefit of those who may wish, for whatever reason, to stay awake all night)
is showing a set of films which I can only describe as (dare I say it?)
not really very artistically very inpressive [S]. The first one last night
(Forbidden World) showed its credentials early on by the impressively
avant—-garde characterisation of the female scientists at an isolated research
base, who, on discovering that a young and well muscled troubleshooter has
arrived, pramptly take the first available gpportunities to strip themselves
naked and throw themselves into his arms [6] (individually rather than
together, I must add. The film is avant-garde, not tasteless (7]). This
daring attitude is reflected in the hero's Heinleinesque view of nonhuman
sentients, of whom the hero says, "I've got a motto——if it moves and it's
not one of us, shoot it." In order to preserve a balanced presentation of
different points of view, the chief waman scientist does sneak off to txy
to canmunicate with IT [8]—the nasty product of bicengineering, which keeps
eating pecplé;-chspite the hero's attempts to prevent anyone considering
such a stupid action... IT eats her, of course. But the day is saved
when the Heroic 01d Scientist has his cancerous liver cut out (without
anaesthetic, thus demonstrating his heroism) and fed to IT by the Heroic
Yomng Troubleshooter, whereupon IT pramptly dies of indigestion, leaving
the coast clear for the H.Y.S. to reap the rewards of his heroism with
the surviving Piece Of Female Flesh.

Fortunately I can remenber only scattered glinpses fram the succeeding

P 3y NEXL TRINGHAM

fi1lms, from which I note that {1) Hollywood Boulevard parodies itself so
well that one becames worried where all the action shots from films in
progress actually came fram; (2) the future is built from eggboxes and
spray-on plastic, according to Cyborg 2087; (3) Captain Invincible (which
I watched all of) is acrually quite a good superhero spoof (recommended) .

Nevertheless, I cannot avoid a certain arount of obncern as to-the
likely effect of all these strange and Aisbrbing images, projected
directly into my Semi-oonscious brain...

V. In an attenpt to restabilise my perception of reality after the
depredations of the night, 1 resisted the possibly counterprocuctive
attractions of the Christian Fandom meeting and hearing David Brin tell

me {again) how in thirty years' time we will all be superintelligent dolphins
{assuming we currently have the intelligence to keep his books at the top
of the bestseller lists, that is) in favour of plinging myself deeply into
the book roan. 1 was soon reassured as to ny grip on reallty as I noted
the slightly damaged and just barely out of print paperbacks going for £5,
+he copy of Little, Big for 4 tumes £23 minus 3 times £3, the immense piles
of stories about '"Wny Mr Spock Would Want To Marry ME' [9]... Everythirg
was as I had care to expect it. '

VI. Nevertheless, T found myself unable to resist such coviously honest
arnd essentially factual programme items as the Doris lessing interview
(which I found far more enjoyable than her books, and distressingly accurate
on the subject of the West's dismissal of Afghanistan, which has now
provided samething like half the world's refugee population) and the Langford
review of SF since '79. 1t was at this point that a menacing synchronicity
began to manifest itself. In this case 1t toox the form of an mrw-}'ekpiﬁ;
conviction that I had heard this talk before [10]. Surely a man as
irventive and humourous as D. Langford [11) would not have to reuse old
material? [12] No—it must be same sort of illusory deja va effect...
Marther evidence was provided at dinner, when a detailed discussion of The
Continent Of Lies caused a strange locking individual to lean over fram the
next table and say, "Are you talking about my bock?" Surely, 1 thought,
this sort of thing only happens in Woody Allen movies...

YIl. Fortunately, I escaped any further incidents of this nature (not to

wention the prospect of a panel on 'Fannish Sex', a prospect sufficient to
reduce strong men (well, me) to hysterics... After watching a set of episcdes
of Sapphire & Steel made more confusing than absolutely necessary by the

fact that I kept falling asleep (very good, though. Almost as good as The
Prisoner...) I staggered off to my sleeping quarters, where I write this

pafore sucaubing to what I am sure will be a dreamless sleep...

29th August {the_thi:d {13] dail

VviII. 1 can remember absolutely mothing about last night. Is this good
or bad? I am no longer certain... [14]

IX. Not wanting to risk a repeat of yesterday's disturbing synchronicity
experience, 1 spent the morning in the art show and hanging around the
CONINE (15] desk. Nevertheless, anaralaus events continued to intrude.
The art show {(despite a large mumber of very nice pieces) also featured

a remarkable marber of semi-naked females and—on a brief survey--no semi-naked
males whatsoever, an inexplicable statistical anamaly... Furthermore, 1t
also contained a picture called 'Han and Leia - The Awakening' which
featured a male and a female, with their eyes shut and extremely silly
expressions on their faces, exploring each other's tonsils with great
enthusiasm. I am still baffled by this work. Is it, for example, a meta-
phorical representation of the discovery of tonsilitis? I cannot shake
off the feeling that it may all have been a ghastly hallucination...

On returning to the CONINE {15, again] desk, I told Maria [Hamilton] about
this, only to be informed (to my shock) that she fourd it 'nice' and was
familiar with the genre. Not only this, but the mention apparently inspired
her to new heights of bizarre behaviour, offering her body (loudly) to
anyone who would sign up for a GONINE {15—still] membership [16]. Despite
my discreet attenmpts to prevent this (regrettably foiled by her swallowing
most of my hand) I only in the end succeeded in stopping her by protesting
that T had always thought she was a gentle, innocent young waman. This,
unfortunately, led to a description of the possible uses of banana liqueur
about which Icanmly say that it made me very glad not to have eaten
lunch... I fled as the words ‘belly fluff' and 'brandy’' began to emerge...

X. I was alnost successful in avoiding these unpleasant mutations of reality
throughout the rest of today, their incidence being limited to two minor
recurrences of the deja vu experience (one during—and indeed throughout—
the Ansible Review Of The Year, the other when I found myself having the
same conversation as to where to eat for what 1 now realise was the fifth
time, discovering that there is in fact no place amywhere in which fifteen
pegple will agree to eat and can be served——samething I had generally

realised during the previous two days anly on arriving at one place or ancther).

I approach the film programme with as much calm as possible under the
circurstances...

[
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XI. Regrettably, matters took a turn for the worse last night. 1 feel I
could have coped with Shivers (a film describing how the inhabitants of an
apartment block are possessed by internal parasites intended as replacements
farmissin;orgamtai;ﬂﬂgeinmi:mivemlcrw, thus spreading
the parasites—this isn't a joke, it's Cronenberg), particularly after earlier
watching the uncut Videodrame (all of two minutes-odd added canpared to the
vVideo version). Unfortimately, for reasons of which I am still uncertain,
the video operator chose that night to perform what I can only assure was
an improvised performance in modern kinetic art, using the lights in the
f1lm room for instruments. This had the effect of keeping me awake during
the next film, meaning I had to watch most of it (although occasionally

one of the lights flaredbrighternxytnnukethepicm-mthescreen
invisible to me and, indeed, anyone else), e

XII. This film was Ida}nTra:ﬁfer,anepicnarkaimttwtheimmtim
(miqueinsfasfaraslh'm}ofatinemadﬁnemimthnrksmpemle
under twenty, mﬁmﬂmmmmmmmmmm, :

[17] Unfortunately we were never given an adequate description og the

scienti;fic explanation underlying this fascinating idea, although the fact
that éﬁlYMpeq)lemresaenmixgthemdmmmthoftrﬂnmre famle
may provide a clue for the quick minded...

XIIT. Despite a number of enjoyable and reaassuringly normal programme
items (the excellent Dreamchild, a talk on weird physics by Dr Robert
Forward, an interview with the Strugatskys inmiditreyprm-edmm
they are and John Brunner proved how prerényigid [sorry —Ed. ] cultured

he 1s), several new sequences of events have emerged which I find difficult
to fit intﬂ::)rdj_ra;:yreality. For one thing, I find that the numbered
sections of my diary are growing shorter and shorter. Could I be suffering

sentences and thus, perhaps, shorter sections)? Or is what I Instinctively
feel to be true actually correct, and same invisible power is controlling
the length of the sections I write for same unguessable purpose? [18]

Who Can Decide???

XIV. Strange rumurs circulate that a thousand attending mermbers have not
turned up (laterdetemrinedtnbe?m),mptj:gtranﬂeaabmttm

Scientologists fixing the Hugo voting... But why would they need to, I
ask, baffled.

XV. Hearing William Gibson talk about the new wave of writers (again!). He
has Just told an interesting Story about a batch of Japanese magazine

I'EFDITEI‘SW“Q Interviewed him and Bruce Sterling and spent the whole time
askmgtrm about fashionable clothes and firmniture design, to the authors’

pramptly tears it to shreds. Slightly startled, 1 express my disapproval
oy letting my mouth hang open and looking baffled. She mutters sarething

- about the proper name being Nyclown 3, turmns a plercing gaze on me and asks

If there are any more sbout. "Unmm... I don't think so," I reply, refraining
trom mentioning the large pile three reet away in the interests of general
pacifism, whereupon she turms on her heel and stalks away. I am baffled.

was thas a real svent? Did anyone else notice? Am I nallucinating or have

I Just met samone else who has been sleeping in the film programme?

AVII. Had'a nasty poment this afternoon when I realised that Ivan (Towlson]
hadn't insulted me all day. {19] However, I later reqerbered that Gene
walfe had voluntarily stopped to chat to him earlier, and conclided that he
must still be in the ecstatic state Of e who has SEEN HIS GD. . 120]
n the other hard, T & notice that these entries appear to have slipped out
of temporal sequence. I am swre sarething like that hagpens in Martian

Time-Slip, and the results aren't at all good (admittedly hardly surprising
in a Dick novel).

XVITT, ,Iam also suffering from an increasing certainty that the solid
SiXUCture of the hotel itself, that symbol of security ard... well, ..
sm‘ildlty,ls beginning to dissolve around me. For exarple, I keep trying

“C find the Fan Programme, but the correct room appears to be pertially
disassegbled [21). And the more I ook, the more areas of the Metropole

SESm O be in a similar cordition... On mentioning this to other pecple,

I find they are surprised. 'Didn't vou notice before2" they inquire with
shocked locks §22). But I am left with a serious difficulty—if this is

real, when why didn't T notice before? And if it isn't, then WY IS EVERYRCDY

LYING TO ME? Meanwhile, praplems with synchronicity continue. During Bob

XIX. The final blow! Brerging fram the f1lksinging to see the (very

Lrpressive) fireworks display (which I seem to have entersd under the curio.e
chelu:%im that I could hold a tupe [23}) I am told that Black Genesis failed
to win the Hugo. "What?" I cry, appalled and reeling back against the wall
for support. "You mean it went to a goad  book ?*

| Speaker For The Dead," they rq)ly:?iming mockingly. Moaning faintly
in disbejief, I sink to the ground. bbtmmthedim'ervtMtTangents has

. g e —————

3kst August {the fifth [24] day)

XX. The morning started well with an interesting (if not totally convincing)
talk by Dr Charles Pellegrino on how to build an antimatter starship (when
asked what was the exact carposition of the magnetic droplets he intended
to spray ahead of his ships in order to magnetise the interstellar dust so
that it [?—I don't think this is right. Other evidence suggests the author
may be talking about radiation. Possibly. —Bd.] could be deflected rather
than going straight through the ship he replied cheerfully, "Err... we're
not Sre of that yet."” Still, better than calling it Universal Repelling
Fluid I suppose) [(25]. The morning was also marked by the interesting
ciscovery that Iain Banks, having provisionally accepted a provisiamu
invitation to talk to OUSFG, had just been arrested for trying to clinb the
" outside of the hotel during a party (I'm not sure if the funds will stretch
to bail money. Perhaps we could ask Clubs Cammittee for a loan?) [26].
Nevertheless, even this seemed within the bounds of normal reality {27].
Perhaps sleeping during most of the film programme had helped, I thought. But
as soon as 1 got back fram my usual early morning drinking trip to the
Metropole toilets' washing basins, everything had changed...
XI. The first intimation that reality was again in a non-ordinary mode
came when, sitting down before wandering off in search of the man who would
hopefully give me a lift, I started to read the new Corgi boocks leaflet. I
was first shocked to note the description of Benford and Brin's Heart Of The
Caret as "blending visionary science with carmpelling human characters”...
this is the novel where Heroic Scientists Young and Old and Beautiful Females
fight off nameless monstrosities in the middle of Halley's Caret, I thought,
twitching faintly. Nevertheless—an isolated incident, I thought. That's
all. However, as I flipped the pages I came across sarething which, even
now, I can only interpret as being due to the influence of same semi-educated
monkey in charge of leaflet production and with its finger stuck on a
typewriter key [28]... Caming in the near future, I was pramised, were novels
called Wordsmiths and the Warguild, Waren and the Warlords, and Wizard and
theblarm,_a_nmmﬁl, of these are sequels to a book called—
what else?—The Wizards and the Warriors). But warst of all, we can apparently
expect next year a novel mtitledhﬂalnmargl_tlmﬂarmlf [29]...The
visions this engenders are almost too horrible to contemplate... It ™
this that finally convinced me I must be hallucinating, that the tai: 4
invaded even my last sanctuary, my help in ages (well, years) past, the
printed word...

And wherever I lock, it seems, there is confirmation. Flipping casually
&muxﬁ]ﬂﬁlastmmletterlmmanmiclebjt}n latest
(American) TAFF [for the ignorant/innocent: Trans-Atlantic Fan Pund] winner
(the first part of her report) which can only be described by the quote "Gee
whiz!!! I've won TAFF!!! ALl THOSE PHCPLE QUT THERE REALLY IOVE ME! In
fact, they love me so mxch they're willing to pay to send me to England for
a month!"® (paraphrased fram memory). Here too the printed word has becare
infected by the projections of a sick and diseased mind which I can anly
conclude 1S oy own...

Then cames the terrifying discovery that during the convention a total of
15 oopiles of Sfinx 4 have been sold (note the connection with the printed [30]
word). “"Impossible!" I moan, staring at Paul [Cray] and Paul [Marrow! ard
Tim in a seriously shocked fashion. In reply they only smile, revealing
sets of umaculately brushed teeth (in marked contrast to Y Own at the time,
I mist add). OGhattered, I tam away... e

AXTI. After this final revelation the rest of the day passes in a sort of
blurred haze, I hardly notice Matthew announcing that he is going off to
visit the local dolphins, apparently in the hape of effecting samwe sort of
soul transference with one... Wandering through the Busiress Meeting, 1
hear the Americans baying for the hotel manager 's blood [31], arquing grimly
over whether hanging or boiling in 0il would be more suitable. .. Ore cowardly
soul does suggest carplaining to American Express, but is promptly shouted
down. Hosever, even this admittedly pleasurable prospect fails to rouse me
from my stupor... And then it is time to go, and I crawl back into the CaL,
fighting off a swarm of local beetles that have apparently also decig™™
Brighton 1s a goad place to leave, and it is all over at last. Or <
think...

1ts destination, despite the fact that a cambination of Tim’s driving
techmique ard my position mean that roughly every minute I am forced to
absorb considerable stress through my neck and spinal ocolum. .. What
worries me is this. The further I go fram Brighton, the more I am possessed
2y a ghastly conviction. In the real world, I am sure, Black Geresis would
have won the Hugo (I neglect even to mention the failure of that gripping
pDlece of contenmporary sociology, The Dark Knight Returns, to win the nonfiction)
S50, I must conclude, atsmetmechrirgtlﬁpastfimdaysl, in same
indescribable fashion, slipped from the tne reality to same weaker imitation
—a nightmarish phantasm, a mere shadow of the real... a place where I might
actually HAVE 10 READ ths Huwaowinning novel. ..
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NOTES ON THE AFOHEGDINGbe Ivan Towlson

l: Forty.

2: The navigator explains: I told Tim to turn right along the sea front;
with creditable imagination, he interpreted this as ‘tann through 135° and
Byﬂntmlm&letomkmtﬂm

_gabac:kmuyfmntl'nmfrmt'
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1987 Hugo Awards

Novel: Orson Scott Card: Speaker For The Dead

Novella: Robert Silverberg: Gilgamesh In The Outback
Novelette: Roger Zelaznwy: Permafrost

Short Story: Greg Bear: ‘I‘mgents

Non-Ficiiis: Bries: Aldius/David Wingrove: Trillion Year Spree
Dramatic Presentation: Aliens

Pro Artist: Jim Burns*

wtt@mmamnmmdriﬁmmammlymumtlimmlw
got to the sea. Not my fault. |
3: As I recall, we found a shopping centre, democratically picked a decision
at random, attempted to follow the Gollancz Z#reYin balloon and eventually
got into the right general area by nmning wp and down lots of stairs in a
deserted car park. (Sart of like a Blakes 7 episode.) 1 certainly don't
rEfrHrbera:vt}nngm:tflsharﬂdupa o

Actually it was the front door.

The phrase Neal is groping for here is ‘fornulaic lowbudget drivel’.
Oh, I thought real life was like that.

Prudery no longer punishable by death in England and Wales.

Frankly I object to using my initials to identify the Blaspherous
Ftnstrt:slty

9: Ziesing Free Live Free $45... Bibliamen £70 (but a beautiful, beautiful

-—-_—-_—.-.—.-_-.

tm-c}. . 'IheUrthOf'n':aNaﬂSm £11.95... lust, lust...

10: And, falrmd yau will, in all probability, hear it again when Langford
cres to OSEG.

11: Spelt 'Kangford' in memscript.
13: Surprise!
14: The answer is: good. You were lucky enough to miss Without Warning, which
T was unable to sleep through despite its clumsy, cliched sub~-Fanthorpe acting,
directing and plotting. 1 passed the others by in merciful semi-oblivion, but
the glimpses 1 caught were... off-putting.
15: Spelt 'Connine’ in manuscript.
16: See elsewhere in the newsletter for details of this exclusive offer
(while stocks last).
17: Yes, that sentence did say what you thought it said.
18: Hey, editors have to work for a living too, Neal.
19: Even the most dedicated of us have aur off days.
20: This 1s an unfair portrayal. I do not regard Gene Wolfe as a god, nor
do I mhlp Him; it's just that... that... er... oh, all right, I do regard
Gene Wolfe as a god. And why not? i

Actually all that happened was that He wandered up to the CONINE desk, asked,
“what are you doing here?" and, while I struggled to prostrate myself properly
pefore Him at the same time as explaining in duly reverential tones that I
was watching a desk and trying to sell memberships, wandered off again after
His wife.

Truly a formative experience.
Zl: It was disassenbled, which is why they moved the programming down the
corridor. Besides the Ansible Review Of The Year was in the fan prcgrarrw
and you fourd that, didn't you? | '
2Z:  Neal, they were disassenbling the main junction of the convention hotel.
You passed 1t on the way to the fan rcom within half an howr of arriving. How

came you didn't notice?! Are you blind, or dead, or both? (Check only one box.)

72;31: You don't mean you tried to sing? After all the time we've spent training
yeil not to?
24: And final.
25: A word of explanaticn may be in order here. As far as I can tell from
S descriptions, the idea is that you put together same matter and antimatter
a LONG way fram the passenger/crew area (to avoid frying them in gamma rays—
e.g. at the end of a miles-long string, behind a few yards of concrete}. To
et the thing to work properly you apparently need a magnetic screen—hence
the fluid to megnetise interstellar dust. For details please don't hesitate
to get lost,
26: Sare pecple will do anything to get out of being invited to Oxford...
me about Rob Holdstock sometime). For anyone interested, Banks was apparently
led away shouting "It was me;, guv! I did it!", never to be seen again until he
popped up in the audience of the sf vs mainstream panel being eulogised by M.
John Harrison.
27: Allowing for the fact that there was a roam party going on, 1'd say it
was positively mundane. (Same people do similar things as a matter of course.
Hey folks, let me tell you about the night Neal tried to get into Frewin...)
29: Neal has tried to adapt The Walrus And The Carpenter to serve as an
epigraph, but can't get it to scan.
30: Photooopied, actually.
3i: When Malcolm Edwards handed aut the eulogies at the closing ceremony, he
thanked all the hotel staff except the hotel manager. That got the biggest
cheer of the day. Not a popular fellm
32: MNote significant 23 sections. Also note the nurber of notes.

Coincidence?
e/ 6]
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P v e o o Terry Carr** e ———

Fan Writer: Dave Langford*

Fan Artist: Brad Foster

Fanzine: Ansible (ed. D. Langford®)

John W Campbell Award (Best New Author): Karen Joy Fowler

*Cq@iracy Guest Of Honour-—-treat with caution
2203 ad this YEEII' {"W-ch—'f‘EIS'ﬂm Chﬁi" Mrd}

See elsewhere for details of Langford's tnm[:hant returmn to CRfora-
1s being typed immediately after Conspiracy and we don't have deta.lls
yet). We expect to have Aldiss visiting us next term as well.

MEANWHILE BACK AT THE CONSPIRACY...

Same things we prabably weren't supposed to quote, but what the hell.

"For an altermative film programme it's very good.”
cn the selection of movies being shown

—film type camenting

"It's like being in a natural history museum where not all the exhibits have
been stuffed yet." —Ken Livingstone on the House of Camons

"That bloke's bought me more drinks since he died than anyone else [ know during
their whole lives."” -—unknown stallholder, on receiving his invitation to the

L Ron Hubbard party [Ah yes, the Mission Earth publicity experience—drink it
and believe 1t... -——Ed]

"Humani ty c-:::rrpnse& a murber of races—fram Kalahari ]:usl"nen to camputer
programmers.”’ —Terry Pratchett

"Ah Gene, I was just propounding you as a prime exponent of whatever it is
we're talking about.” —Robert Silverberg, as Wolfe wandered late into the
panel on "SF is History's Dustbin®, looking a little the worse for wear after
the previous night's partying... (I liked the attempts to decipher the title
too; suggested were "The History of SF's Dustbin”, "History is the SF of the
Dustbin® and "The Dustbin is SF's History".)

STRANGE PEQMLPSIONS AND LITERAHY LUNCHE“-J

Soonex or laﬂ, it harpens to us all. We aet t.u:eé of routhiing mf ata
smll circle of acquaintances, ard feel an all-consuning urge to moush off

at the world at large. {Or, if we are Neal, we have sO many acraintances Lo
mouth Off at that it's easier to do them all at once, arxd besides, Dave Langford
will.cancel our Ansible sub otherwise.; We lay siege to Maria Hamiitom's
biscuit tin until she coughs up that article on B**nl**n. We rummage through
the Sfinx back riles. We ask people to lend us their diSCession FECLilss
texts. And then the fateful day arrives... we sil dow with a bypewriter

and hack out sixteen sides of hatred, cynicism and prejudice, duplicate them
in the cheapest and nastiest way possible, staple them together, and serd then
into the wild biue yonder with little notes arourd their scruffy little necks
sayirxjy, 'Here 1s a fanzine I did. Please be nice to it."”

We don't?

Ch, sorry. Well, I did (and lock what happened to me). As a result I
am growing increasingly afflicted with the vague quilty feeling that ir's time
I put out a second issve. And I want contributions.

I'm pot fussy—I1'11 take almost anything that's either [a) reascrably Sy,
(b) reasonably interesting, (¢) generally worth reading or (d) slags off
Pobert A Hardloin [spung!] or L Ron Hubbard [mlchl. Of course, it might
get severely margled in the editing process... Preferred topic 1s skiffy or
fandam, but deviations are welcame (in evry sense of the word) as filler hitsg
if nothnrg else,

The title of the zine is Strange Perversions And Literary Lunches; copies
are available for show of interest {le.. free}. and anybody who contribiutes or
writes a letter of camment gets one too. If you're interested in doing a
fanzine of your own and want things like addresses, 1'd be bappy to help
(though there are people around who know more about this than I ever will).
Fanzine fandam is a good way of getting to people you don't know or hardly
ever meet, and because it leaves you with samething you can point to and say,
"I did that," it's a bit more satisfying than just going to conventions (row,
QINiNg CoNSe.. ).

And yes, ch bright spark, the description "literary perversion” has been
EOLNCC o P Ivan Towlson

THEATRE : EvRoB o

Thunderbirds F.A.B. was a clever spoof of Gerry Anderscn’s Internaticral
Rescue series presented by the Mime Theatre Project at the Pegasus Yauth
Theatre on Oct 3. The plot was samnething to do with Mysterons wanting to take
over the world, but that wasn't the point: the stress was definitely on

parody of the original, with the actors brilliantly simulating Anderson's
pppetry effects (jerky movement, lack of synch between bady parts) ard a
well-thought out background of saund and lighting (props were strictly miniral,
apart fram attaching the Thunderbirds to one's head and rushing arcurd the
Stage going 'eeeaaauuocoocwwWww') .  The audience loved the whole thirg,
especially the shootout between Capt Scarlet and Mr X in which members were

A ox Aot and chiclds.  Oite wovierul

FAB
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Terry Who?

Author of "The Colour of Magic"
and "Equal Rites"

Will be Guest of Honour at

5]
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The Coventry Poly
S.F. Mini-con

oth December, 1987

Atlending membership - £3.50
(NUS/UB40 -£2.50)
Pius anybody else who can
gitve a good reason - £2.50

Contact:
Kev McVeigh
SE Group
Coventry Polytechnic
Priory Street
COVENTRY.

CONVENTION DIARY

GONOPOLY, S Dec 87, Coventry Poly. £2.50 students/UB; £3.50 others.

Gof Terry Pratchett. A small, one—day mini-convention, very cheap and
not too far away from xford, held conveniently on the last day of term.
OSEG menbers will be attending.

NECRONINEOON  (Shoestringoon IX), Oct 30-Nov 1, Hatfield Poly. £4 students
etc; €5 others. GoH not announced. "A celebration of the macabre" nun
by PSIFA (Hatfield Poly SFG) which should be cheap and very enjoyable.
Although it's in term time, I for one hogpe to attend, if only to meet
up with the PSIFA people.

- PFOLLYCON 88 (The Eastercon), 1-4 Apr 88, Adelphi Hotel, Liverpool. €12 S,

£18 A [Sssupporting, A=attending]. GaH Gordon Dickson, Gwmneth Jones,
and others. The British National SF Convention. Expensive, but big,
and fun.

CQCNGREGATE 88, 10-12 Jun 88, Peterboroxgh. £5 S, €11 A. Not cheap, slap

bang 1n front of exams, and generally not recommended. GoH is Terry P.,
but he's also at CONOPOLY and OONINE, so... An OUSFG contingent is
not expected to attend. (Before sameone accuses me of bias—maybe, but
I've read their PRI and been unimpressed, and 1t 1s in termtime.)

ALBAON 88, end July 88, Glasgow., £5 S, £10 A. Albacons are good, albeit
not cheap... but they're a lag way fram Oxford. If you'll be in the
North next summer, do make an effort.

GONINE, 5-7 August, Oxford Poly. €4 S, £9 A. GaoH Terry Pratchett. Cheap,
hopefully very enjoyable, generally unutterably wonderful. Run by OUSFG
pecple including the entirely unbiased yours truly. I recommend you
Jjoin wp if only to stop me pestering you about it...

WINOON (Unicon 9), 19-21 August 88, Winchester. €4 S, €8 A. GoH Patrick

Tilley, Micael de Larabeiti (sp?). I have to be diplamatic about these
pecple, but there will be a fair nurber of QUSFG people going.

CONTRIVANCE 89 (The Eastercon)—see poster for details ————— s

OFICTION (The Dutch Worldoon), 23-27 Aug 1990. All Worldocons are
expensive, but everyone should go to at least one. Czechoslovakia in
1993, anyone?

Addresses: NECRONINEOON: PSIFA, c/o Students Union, Hatfield Poly, PCB 109,

College Lane, Hatfield, Herts, AL10O 9AB. // FOLLYCUN: 104 Pretoria R4,
Patchway, Bristol, BS12 5PZ. // OININE: c/o lvan Towlson, New College,
Oxtord. // WINOON: 11 Rutland St, Hanley, Stoke... I think. // For
others see posters or ask me to dig them up.

CONTRE coo
A science fiction convention in Oxford

L

Guest Of Honour
TERRY PRATCHETT | 5

Oxford Polytechnic

S5th-7th August 1988

t4 supporting
£9 attendiag

Boom rates fyom £11.50/pight

e R

CONTRIVANCE

The Eastercon with a difference!

in 1989 the annual British National Science Fiction Convention is gotng to fly
south for Easter. The destination is the 100-year old Hotel de France in St Helier
on the island of Jersey.

ANNE | HOTEL de M. JOHN
McCAFFREY| FRANCE HARRISON
One of Contrivance's | Thel h_‘tl de France, 5t. Also guest of honour at
guests will be best- I"Chﬂ:, 5 hl%h on 1 Contnivance ‘89 will be
sciting atittine 3 Contrivance's list of § famous British writer M.
McCaffrey. Ms m The de Fm has | John Harrison {author of
McCaffrey had just complcted a major re- | the “Viriconium' series
to take 1989 off. but she furbishment and building | and was involved with
e programme which has { New Worlds magazine).
& l'mf-fnrlir | doubled the size of the
Contivince hotel, while retaining the :
{ de France's reputation for RATES
O\ spaciousncss and .
OPR §g\§ﬂ comfort. With the hotel $12 Attend g
1] ! LYY ! | comesthe adjacent | 4 g
_ 1 conference centre with £6 SUppOﬂlﬂg
Progress Report 1 isnow { (heatre, cinema, health (£1.00 discount for pre-supponers)
gencaally available, giving | studio and night club, all PERates wil] rise in
rooms, travel, hotel etc. available to convention September to £15
i oA nd £8 «
In recognition of Anne .
McCaffrey's efforts in OO ratcs are not yet R .+ H £
improving the public finaliscd, buf ill be :'gcrsgfr:c S
image of dragons, § 29und 120,50 per - Gerald Durrell
Contrivance arc planning | Pcrson in a twin room, - No sales tazes (VAT)
to make a donation to the § Wwith pnices in the and now
reptile house at the | overflow hotel approx. CONTRIVANCE!
Jerscy Wildlife Trust. ] 25% less. Even cheaper
We are hoping to adopt a | accomodation can be

found ncarby in St Helier
for those who need it

basilisk, so all donations
will be gratefully
accepted.

CRIED
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This boaflet & 8 Vrseden Press producieos

Contrivance, 63 Drake Road, Chessington, Surrey
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Iain Banks: The Wasp Factory (Futura, £2.50)
Walking On Glass (Futura, £1.95)
The Bridge (Pan, £2.95)

The Wasp Factory, Iain Banks' debut nowel, mﬂeﬂasm?f
c_::n_t.rm'ersy when it was released in 1984, with critics' ogpinions
varying fran "a truly remarkable novel” to “the lurid literary
equivalent of a video nasty'; perhaps the Mail On Sunday came closest
to an dbjective judgment when it ocommented:
If a nastier, more vicious or distasteful novel appears this
spring, 1 shall be srprised. But there is unlikely to be a
petter ane.
The novel is about sixteen—year old Frark and his bizarre life on a
Scottish island, its narrative thread beginning when hiscolder brother
Eric escapes from a mental hospital and ending with his retum hame,
though there are many, many, digressions and flashbacks. Frank lives
a sort of dual life; a reasonably normal child to his father, but
otherwise a sort of savage, like the children in Lord Of The Flies,
with his private rituals and—almost—religion, giving his cusm nsmes
to places an the island and an ponechisiee LL ot deifying his
“osiroyer the catapult—one tries not to think about Max O'Connor's
bike, the Golden Liberator [ancient OUSEG history, folks—ask me at
a meetingl), setting up Sacrifice Poles and creating the bizarre
implement of death and prophecy that gives the book its title.
Frank is a strange child. Castrated by the family dog at the age
of three (light is thrown on this at the end of the book), he went
on to murder three prople between the ages of five and nine and has
spent his life since then building up stocks of armaments for wiping
out the local fauna. One of the first things we see him doing 1s
wabbit-wasting—1 beg your pardon, leading a punitive raid against a
bunch of bunnies. Yes, seriocusly. Well, they did attack first.
The Wasp Factory is a ctalogue of the insane, repulsive and grotesque.
The way Frank kills gerbils, mice and hamsters for the Sacrifice Poles
is vaquely horrible; the event that drove Eric insane is pretty dam
nauseating. On the evidence of this book, Banks has a brilliantly
inspired and utterly demented imagination.
Is that it? Is it just a particularly warped horror novel? Is it
indeed "the lurid literary equivalent of a video nasty''? Certainly
not. Horrible as the events described are, they are as nothing
campared to the horror of Frank himself. Because Banks is so much more
explicit and direct than Golding, the horror that should have appeared in
Iord Of The Flies is here exaggerated and thrust to the fore; and if that's
not enough far you, how about the marvellous style of his writing, or the
allegory on the "male military establishment" that he claims is present
(and it's not too far under the surface either—but it's never really
intrusive)?
A mastormieno
walking On Glass ia a different matter. Here we have three apparently
entirely separate narratives: the tale of love-lorn Graham Park,
infattated with the mysterious Sara ffitch, and trying to win her away
from the biker Stock: that of paranoid sf reader Steven Grout, first
seen peing sacked for, among other things, hacking a4 cat to pieces with
his spade (shades of The Wasp Factory); and that of Quiss, forced to play
interminable impossible games (cne—dimensional chess, spotless daminces,
etc.) until ne either suicides or solves the paradax 'What happens when an
unstoppenle force neets an immovable cbject?’ (ves, he has read his
ASuiOV; 1t doesn't do him any goocd). Eventually the three strands are
linked as ParK's life intersect's Grout's at a tangent, Quiss' endeavaurs
are tied into Grout's paranoid fantasy (fantasy?), and Park's story is
LoAind 1T SRR Shee Grnt e aporeert T eveeddac Dasked s PReus -Groan, - Rafiea =
The Castle and Borges' labyrinths. Grandicse claims fram Banks, but
darm near justified. Walking On Glass is a powerful and cmpe'l.lirq book,
ard while it won't grab for your guts the way his first novel did, it'll
upress the hell aut of your head.
But while Walking On Glass improved on The Wasp Factory while moving
1n a different direction, The Bridge inproves still further while using
similar technical devices and atmospheres as Walking On Glass, thus making
the latter kinda redundant. (But yau shouldistill read it!) Here we have
a well-defined main narrative: a man without a menory, stranded cn a
mysterious, possibly infinite bridge, being treated far his amesia 0,%
dream therapy. Brbedded in this are dream sequences, sare invented,
sare real, and including the continuing adventures of Conan the Glaswegian
and his laconic familiar, a hilaricus little series...
Aw aye, I forgot to mention that if I try takin it aff ma sholder
or if a dinny feed it itill tolk ded loud oll nihgt an keep me
awake, so seein it disnae eet mutch an its been luky fir me I just
leeve it thare now an we get on as wel as can be expected. Wish it
didnae shite doon ma bak thow.
"Interesting point actually; I'm sure you won't have noticed Tt

beii‘g SO single-minded—sw=ll, almost sivddeweslled if the truth be
Bolds o 7

T

The main narrative 1is itself embedded in the story of a young man
retreading his life towards a car crash and a cam. How these various
lines tie together is clearer than it was mhhjk_m:i&] Glass: what we

have here is the young man, lying comatose in hospital, exploring the lavers
of his own unconscious mind—and, in the coda to the novel, carrying cut
his own 'dream therapy' (tying back to the beginning of the "bridge"

story) . -

Banks' writing in The Bridge is even more campelling than in his first
two novels; I got four or five pages into the story and was hooked. His
images, symbols and technical skills are excellent; his hridos will wic
happily alongside siwch crestion: o Peake’s Gormenghast ar Harrison's
viricomum, (I am told, by the way, that Le Guin in The Dispossessed, was,
amorg other things, plmﬁgmllsasaartaf&d@%@l—mﬂ
failing to make the case at all convincingly. I wonder if Banks' bridge
is a more cptimistic stab at the same thing? Certainly the image recurs
again and again, explicitly and imnldisisd- - . A £ ¢ L e o
neverthziess, T°0 certy suspicious of all such enterprises on principle...)
The story of Conan the Glaswegian's trip to the Greek underworld is alone
worth the price of the bock, because it is, quite sinply, very very fury.
Withtlnrestnf_’llﬁﬁrid;,etackadmto it, it becames not anly funny but
clever; and while the rest of the nowel isn't as amsing, it is interesting,
entertaining and intelligent.

Book of the year, without a doubt.

[A postscript on science fiction. Of these three books, anly Walking On
Glass is explicitly science fiction, and even that is placed on Futura's
(real) fiction list. The Wasp Factory is about non-supernatural horror,
and the sf elmmmof_@ﬁridymmuictedmdrmmﬂm (buc,
Since the main narrative is 1tself a dream sequence, why not call it sf
and be done with it?), but will be of interest to science fiction readers.
Speculative fiction they most certainly are; realistic or naturalistic they
most certainly are not. Banks®' most recent CpusS 1S a space opera entitled
Consider Phlebas, which isn't in paperback yet. I have the harrible
suspicion that it will tum aut pretty routine; if it doesn't, then I lock
-fmmammimwilldbfﬂrsmqeramtmm&ﬁﬁeﬁy
Sun did for the dying earth subgenre. |

Review by Ivan Towlson

l}

Viido Polikarpus and Tappan King: Down Town (£2.95)

NO, I'd never heard of them either. Well, I had heard vaguely of Tappan
King, an sf editor in the States: Viido Polikarpus is, apparently, an award
wirning illustrator. Down Town has a mxer, but not an excessive mber,

O RN e e L A i L

s R o PN s : .
of hie works oraling it; so it looks pretty nice, at least. The content is

Up in Down Town, a strange realm where the past lives on, from gaslight and
the Crystal Palace to the evil Gnames of Wall Street, who are planning to
take over the place. But (gosh) Cary Dolds the secret that can save Doun
Town fraom tyranny—if he ecan only use it before he is hunted :k:r.miSh:x:kJ
Actually it's not really all that bad, but it is a bit schizophrenic. L.
that it's quite clearly a Juvenile that wants to grow up. Herxe the satiric
Ghares and the rather clursy tying in of their plot with a scheme to privatise
Central Park (or samesuch)—which wauld probably go over the kiddies' heade—
and the rewolting a«eeuﬁess—afﬁnli@t of the endirg or the general niceness
that pervades (or, indeed, perverts) the whole thing—which mark the boock as-

L -

SGa T ls For Nice Young All-American Brars

The writing is (X, arﬂﬂaereareﬂ:eniaemts, Ut the novel is
fatally flawed by its gereral clumsiness and... well... juvenility. Worth
reading, if only to lock at the pretty piccies—but not mxch more.

Review by Ivan Towlson

Gene Wolfe: Peace (Chatte, not £3.95)

This 1975 novel was only published in the UK two years ao.
It has now been remaindered and can be foaund new in Book
Bargains on the High Street for 9. The novel itself, for
those who don't know, is a plot-free excursion thraxh the
life of a very ordinary man; depending on taste, it is either
a tedious waste of time or an unmissable masterpiece, and those
who think it's a tedious waste of time are wrong. s

The bock that kept the critics fooled for six years.
["Why is Peace ofi your sf list?" “Isn't it cbvious?")

Review by Ivan Towlson, currently staring
sullenly from behind a copy of the -
Remembrance Of Things Past at a hostile

Yargege.l A

Seaisbene bloody Wolfe

il R grrr...
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Bob Shaw:

Shaw has carved himself a special niche among the legion of sf writers:
rather than creating High Art, he turns :out adequate but unremarkable
stories distinguished by marvellous lmages or ideas. Only very occasionally
does he transcend this (an example being the near-perfect shart story

Laght Of Other Days). The Ragged Astronauts, 1987 BSFA award winner and
Hugo naminee, i1s firmly in the Shaw mould, but is one of his best efforts
to date,

The serting is the plaret of lard, a metal-less world where markind is
threatened by a species caléed the prertha who have suddenly turned hostile
and very poisonous. Same bright chap suggests emigrating to the sister
planet Overland, which hangs in the sky 4000 miles away and shares Land's
atmosprere. By balloon.

It's a standard Shaw adventure in a very imaginatevely conceived setting,
and despite the slightly preachy tone in certain bits {(Don't Let Those Nasty
Priests Stop You Getting Off The Planet And Into Space—~quite true, Bab,
but couldn't you have been a little less blatant about it?} it basically
lets the reader sit back and watch the ideas fly. My main criticism is
that I kept wanting to wander off and prove that the Land-Overland system
didn't work; but I didn't, partly because I didn't care, it was such a

The Ragged ‘Astronauts {(ODrbit, €2.95)

perfect symbol, and partly because I smnted ko reep reading {1 was on a roll;

Grok, this was the sixth book I'd read in the past 48 hours).
A Very good Shaw novel—it doesn't have the depth or intensity of Other

Days, Other Eyes, but if you liked or even just tolerated Orbitsville, this
one 1is definitely worth locking at.

[Yes, this is beok one of a trilogy. 's not very clear where the next two
are coming fram or when they! llappear but I'm locking forward to them, arnd

lfam'tn:i;rfﬁswmfmatlmmﬂ'esmject, could they please pass it on
mm'}'{

Review by Ivan Towlson

Warllysagm Girbson: Count - Zero

e

This is the sequel to the much acclaimed Newygmanoer {the essential
cyberpank novel) by the much acclaimed W. Gibson {the essential cyberpuni
authorj. As such 1t shares a large number of both faults and virtues
with the earlier novel. The strergth of both bogks liss in thelr descrip-—
tion ¢f a haghly technolegical future which is saturated with hard science
gadgets of interesting ard innovative xinds (dngs, cyborgs, ‘cyberspace’
(the informational space 1nside a caputer), etc.}. The overall pattern
of the society 1s much like ours, except that large industrial
conglamerates - ‘zajbatsus' - have replaced countries as the nmost
influential large groupings, but Gibson chooses to concentrate on the
flash, Sleazy underside 1n a way reminiscent of a vast nuvber of sub-James
Bond novels ang films, Characterisation is, as usual, weak, though not
near iy as bad as Neuramancer's, where 1 suffered fram being campletely
unable to distinguish the character who has had his mind wiped by a
camputer cefence system ('flatlined') ard been braxght back as a low
grace simalation fram any of the others. [John Styles once defined
newramancy as the dread art of being able to turn defenceless men
and waren into cardocard. —Ed. bent on wrecking Neal's "organic whole']
The gqummicks themselves are fun, and include the reintroduction of the
Artificial Intelligences from Neurcmancer in a nicely unusual way and
a good icdea for a new form of art.

In addition, Gibson attempts to integrate these elements in a way -
I have not seern him do before. All his stories set in the camon future
of Neurcmancer are about a society in a process of extreme and constant
change. As one character in Count Zero points out, silicon (as in
camputer chips) ma?f not wear out, but it does becare dosolete. In five
years a plece of equipment can go fram superb to laughably out of date.
In thais novel the process is seen as one of speeded—up evolution, with
the gadgets and characters all inwolved in a frantic struggle to stay
ahead, keep themselves fitter than the opposition, survive. Socially,
the zaibatsus are portrayed as having out-ewolved the individual billion-
aire and the family clans of industrialists. However, evolution proceeds
not only by gradual steps but also by sudden jumps; and by recognising
and encouraging such junps those who (like a billionaire industrialist)
are apparently caught in a losing pattern can leap out of it and ahead.
Same fail, ‘others don't—to awoid giving asay too much of the plot I
shall only say that the squirrels are among those who succeed...).

So, in conclusion—an excitingly plotted novel with a high density

 of interesting ideas and an undeniable sense of style, saddled with deeply

doubtful [Neal has always believed in taking tact to excess —Ed.]
characterisation and same fairly silly bits (I am still unable to think
of cyberspace as anything other than a fairly complex video game, and
as far as I can see anything the much 1dolised cyberspace pirates do
a nice simple program could do far better). Apparently we can look
farward to a sequel called Mona Lisa Overdrive in the near future..

Review by Neal Tringham

William Gibson: Count Zero..fagain)

A

T
. g

Review by sophisticated literatus Tim Adye

¥

Little, Big. "Perfect" is, indeed, the anly adjective that fits.]

‘Review by Chris Hughes (to commemmorate the--six

Gene Woilfe: Soldiey Of The Mist (Orbit, £2.95)

latro, a mercenary soldier in the Persian War, receives a head wound which

destroys his long-term memory. He therefore has to write a record of

every day as it happens. Soldier Of The Mist, the first in an open—ended

series, is Gene Wolfe's translation of the first of the scrolls which .
As carpensation for his loss of memory, lLatro is able to see gods,

monsters, etc. invisible to ordinary mortals—this adds a touch of fantasy

to the novel, ard gives Latro the hope of regaining his memory. He

also acquires a magic Sword, which plays no discernible part in fthe plot,

and was apparently put in because Wolfe was so pissed off at pecple ’

continually referring to Severian's “magic" sword. |
Soldier Of The Mist has the impeccable literary pedigree typical of

Wolfe novels, and the excelelnt characterisation and writing we have come

to expect fram him (though it is curiously less classical in feel than

the definitely-not—479BC Book Of The New Sun): but samewhere along the line

1t rather fizzles ocut. Nothing in the bock is really strong enough to

- Keepritegoing and T suspect it will only come into its own as part of a
campleted series. It has iis-marents. but this is Gene Wolfe at play,

ard while the worse aspects of that came through, the better—the dbvious
interest and enthusiasm he displays for the setting—ac not.,

1 was teapted, by the way, to pontificate on Wolfe's somesdat erratic
genius—for genius he undoubtedly 1s, in spite of the above—tased on the
premise that cutside the New Sun canon his only wortlwhile bock is Peace,

- which 1sn't sf, while evem_m he does within the New Sun framework |
does have the magic touch., Unfortinatel » 1 rerexd Free Live Free and The
Devil In A Forest, and discovered that Peace was sf after all, which rather
screwed up the whole idea. Folks, if this man is erratic, it's in the way
he wavers between genius ard syper-genius (we will igrnore the inconvenient
case of C@erauczf; ARFS) ... NO Praise is oo high... sidder, dronl,
revere, .. | |

Review by Ivan Toewlson
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RopDert Sheckliey: -2 e S )

Victim Prime (Methuen,

Up to 1977, Sheckley was churring cut funny, satirical novels and short

stories studded with 'wacky' characters ard strange ideas, and in the Process

writing sare of the best sf of the time {I still think The Status Civil-

isation is ane of the best books I've ever read). Then he produced his

surrealist epic Options, a bizarre, brilliant, complex ard subtle work

which, in my opinion, few have ever bettered (Wolfe, Crowley and possibly

Banks are the only names that spring to mind). And appavently thal took

a lot out of ham: in 1978 be overhauled the Humours novella into a rather

uninteresting novel, and then after a S—year silence offered the world the

thoroughly appalling Dramocles (the world, quite rightly, returmed it to E

sender). Four years on, we have Victim Prime, axother tale of Killing As |

Organised Sport {see also Seventh Victim, ¥a Decima Vittima, Immortality Inc,

The Prize Of Peril and others I am too lazy to look up). |
Distinctly unpromising territory, you migit think, and yai'd be rignht.

Apart fram the odd half-interesting idea and one marvellous character who

the author urwisely ditches after about 10 pages, it's utterly forgettable,

The ending leaves subplots dangling in hope of a sequel, and Frontier Crossings

Lglles.that one 1s, 1ndeed, on the way; ard the whole thing never really

Pity.
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John Crowley: Little, Big (Methuen, £3.95)

Little, Big is a history spanning six generations of a family who live in the

-eastern U.S. and/or faery. It opens with Smokey Barnable making his way to

Edgewood where he is to be married into the family, and thus became entangled

in what they call “"The Tale", which, as the boock unfolds, is slowly told in

a series of leaps forward and flashbacks that nevertheless flows smoothly, 2
one segment into another. A series of characters fram the family are

introduced, each with his aor her own story, frmt:hedxeam.ngSqiuemtl'e

strong, self-sufficient Ariel Hawksquill, a mmemonist who dabbles in magic

and keeps her soul in a very interesting place.

The plot twists and tangles like an English hedgerow, all written in a
beautiful prose style that continually sustains the tension between reality
and faery with dense imagery which makes it a delight as well as a necessity
to read every word. Ideas echo from scene to scene and the plots and subplots
build together towards a climactic finish that incredibly manages to tie

emyﬂmgtogeﬂnrmasatmfmwmymleam}msmlyhantmmmmad
the whole thing.

Methuen have produced the bodk in the style it deserves, with baroque pieces
of decoration within, and even a well-suited cover illustration. As far as I

can tell, this book is perfect in all respects bar one—it has an Ursula LeGuin
reccmrendation on the front.

Read, and then re-read.
[I_askedmriﬁmdotmsmimbecmmfdtriedmﬂfailadtodascribe [

vyears after publication~--acgqguisition of a copy for
the OUSFG library) ’



