





EDITORIAL RAMBLINGS

Last year all executive positions were filled by acclamation, hence no
election. This year, perhaps in response to Ed Beauregard's wistful
statement, "It would be nice to have an election," the positions of Presi-
dent and Treasurer are being contested. As with the election of two years
ago I feel that this is a good sign as it means that a greater number of
members are thinking of the club as "we' rather than "they". It's so easy
to sit back, see what entertainment has been laid on, and set oneself up

as judge of those who have volunteered to take on tasks that are sometimes
very time-consuming .and for which they get no remuneration whatsoever.

One important thing is to not have any hurt feelings; I hope that both
defeated candidates continue to be involved in the club's affairs (otherwise
I might have to conclude that a certain amount of ego-tripping is going on).

Elected by acclamation are David George as Vice-President, myself as Infor-
mation Officer, and Norma Beauregard as Secretary. I wouldn't have minded
getting into an election at all; I would have simply run on my record of the
last year. Next year I'll take a break and start publishing a personalzine;
one I hope that is minus jargon or infighting and "let's you and him fight."

Recently David George relayed to me a request that I say something nice
about Victoria author Mike Coney; he apparently is feeling persecuted. 0.K.
Mike's most recent (locally available) book, Rax (Hello summer, goodbye in
British hardcover), is in my opinion the best of his books S0 far. I picked
it up in Honolulu at Christmas and two of my kids read it as well. (Both
hard and soft cover editions are available at V.P.L.--to borrow.) Now on
order at V.P.L. are Charisma and The girl with a symphony in her fingers
(The jaws that bite, the claws that catch in the DAW paperback). And
moreover, Mike is not the author of The bloody sun'!
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LETTERS

Dear Fran, March 3lnd, 1976

It'll be two weeks tomorrow since I talked to you via the modern miracle
of electronics or whatever they use for long-distance between here and the
Frozen North. But then, I guess you aren't that far North. So I figured
it's been too long since I promised to write a letter-of-comment on the
BCSFA zine. That appears beastly difficult to pronounce so I don't wonder
you're having a contest or whatever to find a new name for it. After 33
issues, everybody must be quite tongue-tied with the existing title.

Anyhow, back to the zine. Reading through this, and I read every word, and
looked at every illustration, I'm impressed with the high level interest

in Science Fiction manifested by the group. And I noted with some chagrin
(it was decanted and chilled for just a while, poured into a cooled goblet)
that I've read very little, if amy, now that I think about it, of the
science fiction discussed in the pages of the BCSFA zine.

I--uh-- did read the "Weird Story!" in the pages of the zine. But I've re-
covered all right. And from the lists, I've a few from the 'mew books"
listing. And object to your dismissing the del Rey collection as Just
"early pulp"...that is, "...strictly pulp". After all, when a lot of the
early science fiction was written, it was mainly to fill an entertainment
need. Perhaps it is unfortunate that a lot of the work in the pulp era had
little more to recommend it. But good adventure writing, including that: :
type peculiar to the science fiction genre, is always a welcome divertimento
from the pressing problems otherwise crowding in upon the everyday existcnce
of many/most of the readers. And somebody with the flair of Leigh Brackett
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"Glub, glub," he opined to hig companion, the sexy John Lagoon,
"Atlantis is getting to be a tourist trap." John made no reply; he was
engrossed in attracting the attention of a passing shark.

"0h, you deaded me. You deadded me," said Eccles.

Splosh. "I fallen in the water," cried Bluebottle (Cue: Roar of
laughter from Audience.)

Meanwhile it was“New Dark and Stormy Night and a band of gypsies were
camped around the fire and all of a sudden a dark and stormyknight rode up.
"April is the cruellest month,'" quoth he, "Discuss in not less than five
hundred lines with notes.™ Then away into the subset he went riding ...
cidainime s S natd e,

"Who was that masked man, Holmes?" I cried.

Mr. Sherlock Holmes sat back eyeing me quizzically, the tips of his
fingers pressed togetner. "“Elementary, ducky," he lisped, "this stranger
was none other than a phone booth in temporary disguise, whilst waiting to
draw breath." I eyed him sharply, and fondled his kneec.

"Good God Holmes!" I cried, "You know you're not supposed to take that
stuff more than once a day; here, let me give you a quick blood-letting."

Meanwhile the masked knight was riding from the irreducible subset
into the hermitian vector fields. ‘

And in these very fields, as it happened, a breathless phone booth was
hopping stealthily along. It had devised a plan to kidnap Dr. Watson, and
ransom him to Holmes in exchange : < :
for a supply of that stuff you're ;
not supposed to take more than
once a day, in the hope ‘that it
would bring his breath back, and
enable him to return to his real
assumed identity as David Wont-
liams, Galactic Hero. But at
this moment, Holmes' blood
- splashed into the vector fields,
as Dr. Watson had cut too deep,
causing Holmes to suffer from a
severe case of something, and
wrecking all the phone booth's
plans. Curses. P.S. The sub-
obviously set in the wet.

Blood. Blood. Blood.
Bloody hell, what comes next,
thought the white rabbit, striv-
ing to break from Alice's iron

embrace, several paragraphs old

by mow. With one tremendous, all-
exhausting, final, ultimate, earth-
shattering, convulsive quiver of his
tail he broke free, and set off into
the Shimmerin% subset, Alice's voice
mournfully following him, until suddenly

her attention was turned by the appear-

ance of a distraught phone booth. An
alternate plan had occurred to the erstwhile

Wontliams. The love of a good woman was well
known for its curative powers, as witness

frogs, ex-drunkards, etc. It hopped on to
her lap... "Give us a kiss, my precious," it
suggested heavily. She did, and up from her
knee sprang the shining, shimmering David
Wontliams himself, himself again, at least
for the moment. " Thank God I have defeated
the machinations of the evil Niel Yasda he
cried sibilantly. (79 BE CONTINUED)
















