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EDITORIAL

Great arrgh! This issue is fantastically late. Unaccountable levels of
fatigue on my part. The open hatch on the left is symbolic of all the air
F s = —-—1 sucked into the vacuum of space in terms of a catastrophic drop in my

| S — energy level. Skirting with gafiation it seems. Part of it may be due to the
lack of response to my efforts. But I will carry on regardless.

Taral Wayne wrote to suggest that the information pages be published separately, since much of
the info does not change from month to month and the expense of printing out what amounts to the
same stuff over and over is rather a burden. I have to rethink my info policy. This IS an online zine
after all. No paper copies are distributed. If you’re not on the internet, you’re not reading this. Perhaps
I need only list clubs and conventions with their email addresses. Results of rethink nish (next issue).

I should have the next issue finished by December 1st. Many thanks to Bill Burns at
< http://www.efanzines.com > for hosting. Please send me feedback! < rgraeme@shaw.ca >
Cheers! The Graeme




CONVENTION STUFF

( BECAUSE WCSFA IS ALL ABOUT CONVENTIONS )

THE HiDDEN HiSTORY OF VCON 4
PART ONE

THE 4" VANCOUVER SF CONVENTION — FEBRUARY 21-23, 1975:
by The Graeme

I did not attend this convention. As a result the following account has been cobbled together from
many sources.

The Convention Executive included the following:
CHAIR - Mike Bailey.

TREASURER - Vicki Bushell.
PROGRAMMING - Ed Beauregard.
PUBLICATIONS - Nick Grimshawe.
REGISTRAR - Gary Walker.

PUBLICITY/ART - Allan Dickeson.
HUCKSTERS - Ken Wong.

FILMS - Ed Hutchings.

RECORDINGS - Al Betz.

Months later, in the convention's final report, Mike Bailey made the following comments: "The
subsequent SF activities of ex-conCom members might make an interesting in-house sociological study
someday.... Mike Bailey vowed to himself never to become involved in the planning and execution of
another SF convention. Vicki Bushell's club activities have slowly declined. Ed Beauregard became
BCSFA President and remains actively interested in conventions. Gary Walker has slowly dropped out
of SF activities. Ed Hutchings and Al Betz seemingly have been unaffected by the convention. Ken
Wong now may be more interested in club activities than previously. Nick Grimshawe has not
appeared at a club meeting since V-Con IV and his membership has lapsed. Allan Dickeson has stated
that he doesn't wish to be associated with any future SF conventions, feeling that the rewards (egoboo
and trauma) do not justify the work. So it goes."

The poster for the convention ( by artist Carl Chaplin ) depicts a gnome-like author with pen nibs
for shoes, book in hand, sitting in a flying chair. A nearby planet appears to be spitting bullets at him
( or spaceships? ). Anyway, kind of neat.

Carl Chaplin also did the cover art for the program book, a pen and ink depiction of buildings in
Vancouver's West End with several unusual touches; like a monorail, a Saturn Five about to lift off,
and a smoldering volcano among the North Shore mountains in the background. The Peacock, frog,
ferns, mushrooms and swamp cabbage added nicely to the scene as well.

4



The program book was
twenty pages long and 8
& 1/2" by 11" in size.
Among other items it
featured a three page
glossary of fandom by
Ed Beauregard, listing
such terms as BNF,
CRIFANAC, GAFIA,
etc.

The convention took
place at the Sheraton
Landmark Hotel
(featured prominently in
the Program book cover)
on Robson Street in the
West End, a district
which lies between Downtown Vancouver and Stanley Park, and between English Bay and Coal
Harbour; a perfect setting to impress out-of-towners.

Guest of Honour was Robert Silverberg. Writer Frank Herbert ( V-Con III guest and author of
'DUNE') provided this introductory essay in the program book, titled "A Man Of Many Talents":

Are you ever fortunate to have a man of Robert SilverBerg's talents as your guest of honour! The
word prolific was invented to take care in describing his out-put. As you may realize now and certainly
will realize by the end of your convention, he is known far beyond the field of Science Fiction. He has
published more than 450 books, almost 1,500 magazine pieces -- and Sf represents less than 20% of
that output. But thank God he wrote/writes SF, a field in which he is an accomplished master. He deals
better than most with the complex interaction between science/technology and humans.

It was on Fred Pohl's advice that I read 'DOWNWARD TO THE EARTH', which has to be the
definitive book on alien-human interaction. I believe the first Silverberg I ever read was 'MAN IN THE

MAZE', the signal that there was an artist--storyteller in our midst. I particularly enjoyed
'"HAWKSBILL STATION' and 'THE SECOND TRIP'.

Behind that goateed face with its hint of Mephistopheles there is an intellect as sharp and curious
and imaginative as any in letters today. What you should know about Silverberg to appreciate his
many facets is that he is also a well-respected author in history and politics and that he is able to make
these subjects highly readable and enjoyable to both young readers and adults. He is that rare fellow,
a scholar who can take a difficult subject and hold you spellbound as he unfolds the fabric of his
exposition. Within easy reach in my bookcase right now is a book called 'HOME OF THE RED MAN'.
The author is Robert Silverberg. Truth to tell, he once spent about ten years hiding out from Science
Fiction, writing all sorts of interesting works -- fiction and nonfiction -- exploring many fields. Did you
know he is well-respected as a writer in the field of archaeology? Ask him about Roman Britain or the
ruins of Persepolis. Then prepare to be spellbound.

Silverberg is a Columbia University graduate (1956) which makes him comparatively young in the
writing field. If he continues to be as prolific across the next twenty years as he has been in the
preceding twenty, he may well be the author who finally breaks the back of academia. they'll never be
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able to completely cross-reference, analyze and "study in depth" all his works down to that final
exclamation point. If we have nothing else to thank him for, that would be enough -- but we can also
delight in the fact that whatever he does, he does it with artistry and sensitivity.

Prepare yourselves for a memorable experience with Robert Silverberg as your guest.

Herbert must have been prescient, for it turned out that Silverberg was once again thinking about
"hiding out from Science Fiction."

As far back as December 18th, 1974, he had written to the ConCom:

"I warn you that it's going to be rather more somber than the job I did at Westercon, I've been
having some heavy thoughts about the future of Science Fiction and in particular the future of me as a
Science Fiction writer..."

On January 27th, 1975, he added:

"Your guess is correct: I'm discouraged by the state of SF and by recent events in my own career,
and I'm going to quit writing it on the grounds that the sort of thing I write is not really what the bulk
of readers want to read. I thought I'd explain the reasons for the dismantling of my career at
Vancouver. It does make a somber talk, I know, but it might be instructive..."

The ConCom was upset with his proposed keynote speech. As Mike Bailey later wrote in
BCSFAzine #22:

"The Committee knew in advance what Bob Silverberg was going to say and it presented a
scheduling problem. When a major genre author quits writing at a convention at which he is being
honoured, it is more than ironic. Do you clap when he says he is unappreciated? We scheduled him for
Sunday and he handled himself well: we knew he would."”

Silverberg got a surprise of his own when he stepped off the plane at the Vancouver airport. It had
been snowing, and though the ground cover had melted, the airport snow ploughs had left enormous
banks of snow lining the runways. Silverberg was stunned, as he had flown in direct from California
and was wearing a light shirt, shorts and sandals. So, a "chilly reception." But hey, this is Canada after
all, snow all year round, commuting by dogsled, igloos for office buildings....

As for the convention, Silverberg is said to have remarked later in a Locus interview that "no one
seemed to know him" , but, according to Stan G. Hyde, fans shied away because he tended to give short,
non-committal answers to questions and it took a real effort to engage him in conversation. Still, he
must have had a good time, because he came back next year for V-Con V as an attending pro rather
than a guest.

FRIDAY, 21ST FEBRUARY, 1975:

The action began at 2:00 pm with a showing of videos in the Broughton room. At 3:00 pm 16mm
films began in room 102 of 'the annex' ( very inconveniently located. Guests had to leave the hotel,
walk past the parking lot entrance and go back in up one flight of stairs ). This convention marked the
first time continuous showings of films had been arranged at V-Con, at least during the day. The films
proved embarrassingly successful. As Ed Beauregard later wrote:
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"The second most common complaint was that the film room was too small. There were two
reasons for that. Firstly, it was the only room available for that purpose, and secondly, we just did not
expect the balance that occurred in film-lecture attendance. Most committee members, myself included,
felt that the lectures were the backbone of the convention. I was, and in fact, still am, disappointed in
the meagre attendance given the lectures. At the same time, we felt the films would serve as a sort of
sideshow for people with nothing better to do. Were we ever wrong! The films, in fact, turned out to be
the most highly rated feature of the convention.” ( in response to a questionnaire given to attendees. )

The program book states that videotape films would be broadcast internally on the hotel's closed
circuit TV throughout the convention, but since the Friday News sheet only lists videos being shown in
the Broughton room, I conclude the deal for using the hotel system fell through at the last minute.
Further evidence for this is Ed Beauregard's comment that the Broughton room (located next to the
huckster/art show room) was originally supposed to have been a combined hospitality/rest area, but
wound up being selected for video display "because there was just no other place to set up the
equipment."

As aresult, the convention had NO hospitality room. Well, almost no hospitality room. Because of
the con, there was no official February club meeting, so BCSFA rented a suite on the 4th floor to serve
as an informal gathering place for BCSFA members and their guests, or for that matter anyone who
dropped by ( the idea being to sign up more members ), but apparently not many attendees found their
way there. One who did was William Gibson, attending his first V-Con ever. Evidently he had a very
good time, to judge by the letter he wrote Mike Bailey three months later:

"You probably remember me as the drunken ex-fan editor who went on and on in 4002 ( the
hospitality suite ) about the fanzines he had edited as a boy and would doubtless edit again at the first
opportunity, etc... Needless to say, in the cold post-con light, I developed a rapid case of cold
publisher's feet. I'm still excited at having rediscovered fandom, though, and fan-writing, rather than

fan-publishing, seems the most likely outlet for those mysterious fannish energies frustrated by ten
year's fafiation.... Specifically, I'm working on a review of Stanislaw Lem's THE INVESTIGATION...."

At 5:00 pm came the CONVOCATION, with the official introduction of distinguished and/or
notorious attendees. Frank Denton ( well-known Seattle fan ) was master of ceremonies, and spoke for
15 minutes.

At some point in the convention Stan G. Hyde found himself standing in line beside Dr. William
Broxon, husband of author "Bubbles" ( Mildred ) Broxon. Dr. Broxon ( now deceased ) was a large
man, a very large man, and Stan couldn't help noticing that, aside from the leather mask with enormous
antlers Broxon wore and the full-sized spear he carried, there was a live six foot Boa Constrictor
draped across his shoulders. Broxon saw that Stan was staring at him (at the snake actually).

Quickly, Stan blurted out the first thing that came to mind. "Uh, that's a nice snake you have there."

Dr. Broxon glared back. "It's a MALE snake."

"Oh, really?" replied Stan nervously. "I couldn't tell."

"That's because you're not a FEMALE snake!" declared Dr. Broxon, lowering his antlers in what
Stan construed as a threatening manner.

The snake's name, incidentally, was 'Sigmund'.



Possibly this meeting occurred while they were waiting to enter the ballroom for the costume ball,
the IMPERIAL COSTUME BALL, where "due to atmospheric conditions, masks are mandatory.” The
ball was supposed to begin at 8:00 but was delayed half an hour, in part because Allan Dickeson, the
ball's organizer, was busy elsewhere trying to calm an LSD-excited con member, and in part because
the hotel PA system was found to be inadequate and a jury-rig system had to be patched together. The
'Free Air Ensemble' and 'Ross Barrett & Friends' were able to perform, but "The Synergy Dancers' were
asked not to perform because of an "inadequate technical environment" or as another source put it,
because of "bad vibes."

Said "bad vibes" were the result of Allan Dickeson's conception of the ball. He wanted a "far-out
affair by having a real ball”, i.e. live music and dancing. This was not what some fans were
anticipating. As the Saturday News sheet put it the next day:

"If you observed or heard the hassle in the ballroom last night and don't wish to know what
happened, stop reading.... At SF conventions in the U.S. ( traditionally ), masquerade balls are more
or less amateur nights. Fans dress in an SF-or-fantasy-oriented costume, are presented, and perform
in a short skit. Realizing that 80% or more of the V-Con membership are unaware of such a tradition,
the committee organized ( just ) a dance with live music. Unfortunately several longtime fans expected
a presentation and became noisy in their disappointment.”

Leading the charge was the antlered Dr. William Broxon, who at one point was seen prodding
Mike Bailey across the floor with his rubber-tipped spear shouting "I wish it were real!" But when he
began to shake Sigmund at Mike, Sheraton management moved in and demanded he divest himself of
his snake. Michael Walsh, Province movie critic, rushed to Sigmund's rescue. He explained to
management that the spear-carrying, snake-brandishing man in the antlered leather mask was in fact a
renowned medical practitioner, whereupon hotel management backed down, permitting Sigmund to
remain, providing Dr. Broxon "kept it upon his person at all times." In the interests of peace, anyone
who wanted to make a presentation of any kind was now requested to do so.

Mike Bailey later described the costume ball as a fiasco, but on the positive side it was certainly
memorable. Ed Beauregard commented:

"The organization of the costume ball was the principal 'organizational’ complaint received and,
unfortunately, very justified complaints they were. One can cite the obvious problems we encountered -
- inadequate and hastily assembled sound systems, misunderstandings between those in costume and
those conducting the affair, but all these do not disguise the fact that we overreached our skills and
experience...."

TO BE CONTINUED:

IMPRESSIONS OF VCON 33

by Jenni Merrifield



I thoroughly enjoyed VCON this year. I ran my D&D Duels for the second year with a 40%
improvement in the number of participants (up to 7 from 5 last year) and there were two people who
came back from the previous year. The event itself was a blast, fun was had by all and the best quote
of the night was as follows: “Nothing is funnier than a raven familiar grappling a tentacled toad
familiar over ownership of a flag.”

I thought the dealer’s room was awesome this year — there was so much stuff I would have bought
if I only had a large enough wad of discretionary funds.

The artist guest of honour was wonderful, especially her presentation for kids “The care and
feeding of your BRAIN,” and I discovered that, seen in it’s native 3D form, many of her sculptures
were wondrous and charming, unlike the mostly disturbing or creepy vibe I had got from the 2D form
of a photograph. I also gained a great appreciation for the work of her colleague Benton Warren —
especially the “magical box” called “Ooops” which showed a flower with a figure over it from one
angle and a closed up flower with no figure from another angle. If I’d only had a spare $600....

This was my 10 year old son Nathan’s first VCON and he really had a great time. He really liked
the Lego table in the games room and was quite disappointed when it was only available on Friday. He
made quite a few friends at KidCon and was really pleased to get so many compliments on his EIf
Ranger costume (everyone loved that he had elf ears on). We were also able to get to the Dance Party
he had a blast getting his groove on out on the dance floor (he simultaneously entertained many of the
other guests who marveled at his youthful abandon and energy). He was very sad when we had to
leave after only a short time at the Dead Dog Party, so I’'m quite sure he’ll be looking forward to next
year.

IMPRESSIONS OF VCON 33

By Shaddyr

I lost my voice during the con; when I left, I had a headache and was so tired I couldn't see straight.
I was completely and utterly exhausted. My thoughts after several hours of sleep?

Best. Dead Dog party. Ever.

Beware of Danielle; she has a sweet smile that can melt your brain and cause you to agree to do
things that you would never normally agree to. This is one of the reasons that we had such a kick a$$
con. But honestly. Someone needs to make some MiB style Danielle-charm proof glasses.

It's all the Sun God's fault. Though apparently, the Dark Star may have had something to do with it.

Dr. Jamie Matthews is AWESOME and should be at VCON every year. In addition, it would be
helpful if the following label was slapped on his forehead before being released into the general
VCON population: "Warning: This man may be injurious to your mental health." Because I may need
therapy after the thing with the tongue. No, I'm *not* telling. Go ask him yourself. I dare you.

Also, Russ and Jeff are evil. EVOL. Seriously.

OMG I love my con. Just sayin'.



IMPRESSIONS OF VCON 33

By Chilam

I actually enjoyed the con very much. It exceeded expectations - and my expectations were high.
Well done, good and faithful volunteers! Hospitality was soooo much better in that room - great job,
Cindy, Jasmine, Jeff, et al. They had wine! (not just beer).

I saw little of the Ops and Security people, but I take that as a good sign that things ran relatively
problem-free.

Thanks to Russ, Jeff, Graham and Grga on the room-share - good roomin' wit' youz guys! (I think
I owe Russ a saw-buck).

Hot-tub did wonders for my back - but maybe it was just the people I was hanging with.

Artshow came together after a few glitches thanks to Rose, Lynne and Steve stepping up to the
plate. We will build on that success next year.

Dealers' room was a hit although a little tight, but there isn't much we can do about that.

Panelling was good, what I got to but some of the panels could have been in bigger rooms, and
others in smaller ones: ie. remember I said to schedule Jaymie's panels in the biggest rooms? (SETI !)

Sounds like very good Registration and financial numbers. I won't comment further until the
official numbers are available, but good work by Les and Tatina. Les, I hope you got to see at least
SOME of the con.

IMPRESSIONS OF VCON 33

By The Magic Rat ( Alyx J. Shaw )

Left Thursday. I spent the better part of the day trying to decide what to take. Among the things I
did take were six bottles of the infamous Magic Rat Mead, whoo! Five grape & strawberry, and one of
the pumpkin pie.

I got to spend the evening at the hotel by myself - Mr. Rat was going home at night to look after
the critters. So a whole night to myself, yay! I watched scary movies and replaced a couple of sequins
on my skirt, and drank a half a bottle of mead. Not a wild night but not bad. Was a real treat to have
the whole bed to myself.

Friday!! Got registered, got my panellist’s kit, had lunch with Mr. Rat, then got ready for my four
pm panel - Constructive Criticism. Eeek. Someone should have told me that my other four panellists
ran magazines and small publishing houses. Hi, my name is Alyx and I write. How do you like me so
far?

It was a good panel. I got to talk about what I like to see in a critique and they got to talk about
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how hard it is to word a polite response to something that truly sucks. Lotsa fun. So that was what I did
from four to five; then at five pm.... Endings! How to write them, what we like to see in one, and
cultural differences in how we end tales. I said I really admired JK Rawling's ability to use an ending
to turn her own work into bad fan-fiction. I mean... come on, that takes talent, am I right? I said I like
an ending that is conclusive but leaves room for the characters to exist after the tale ends. Then we
categorized the three types of endings as conclusive, inconclusive, and meh. Was great fun.

It ended at six pm and I went up to my room, where I found.... drumroll please!
My American friend NIENNA from Washington State! I was so thrilled to see her!
Was awesome. We chatted while I got changed for the book launch party, then we
headed down to what can only be described as the most badly-planned event I have
ever attended at a VCON. Seriously. This was supposed to be a gathering of authors,
all getting a chance to do a quick reading, mingle with other authors, and discuss their
ik work. Right. When Nienna and I show up, there is a plate of bagels on a table along
(vienna & Alyx) With a veggie platter that would not be suitable for a dinner party of four, never mind
roughly fifty people, and the only thing available to drink is water. Not even anything as wild and
crazy as tea. So I hunt down the individual in charge of this soirée, and ask when I get to read.

"Oh just stand up anytime!"

Right. Let's think about this. Fifty people, milling around, chatting, and I'm just supposed to
blithely stroll into the middle of the room with no moderator and no one paying attention and just
begin reading to the wind with no one paying attention. Rat. Was. Pissed. This was my chance to read
in front of authors like Robert Sawyer and Spider Robinson, and what do I get? "Oh just stand up
anytime!" The highlight of the party was when the string holding the crystal danglies on my skirt broke,
and some people came to help me gather them. The people turned out to be other authors, and Nienna
and I ended up sitting with them. We had a pretty good time chatting and trading the rinky-dink little
black and white promo things for our respective books like trading cards. But [ was pretty pissed about
the over-all poor planning. I asked the other authors if they were going to just pop up and read and of
course they said no. Nienna and I hung out for about an hour then went up to our room.

This is the point where my memory gets a little blurry...

One of the first things we discovered is the restaurants, of which there are
three, keep really bizarre hours. It was almost impossible to get food. We finally
wandered up to Hospitalities and I introduced Nienna to some of my friends,
such as Chilam, Tammi and Clayton, Greg Cairns, and a few other folks whose
names presently escape me. Nienna and I ended up getting hammered with Greg | 5@
Cairns on mead in our room. I like Greg but he's a lot like a demented puppy on a ii’
bungee cord. He ended up crashing in our room for the con. We drank, acted
stupid, watched telly and passed ou... I mean went to sleep. Yeah. That's what  meant.  (creg cairns)

Saturday! And the quest for a place to eat continues. We finally went to the pub in back of the hotel
and had a Rickard's White Ale (very tasty!), but I ended up giving my beer to Greg and asking him to
bring my food to my room because the service in the pub was so slow that there were skeletons in turn-
of-the-century clothing tapping their fingers in annoyance at a corner table. I had to scoot to my panel;
Believable Evil. Very fun panel. We ended up attempting to define evil and realized that's a very big
issue, so we went back to believable evil. I personally believe that in order for an evil character to
work that the reader has to be able to identify with him/her to some extent. The more faceless the evil
the harder it is to relate to, the harder it is to fear. I cited as my example the murdering psycho in Black
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Christmas - the original version as opposed to the modern version, which in my opinion was just not as
good. In the original the maniac is utterly insane, and while that makes him difficult to relate to, you
can gather in his actions and demented ramblings on the phone that someone has done something so
mind-bogglingly horrific to this man at some point in his life that his mind snapped. So... he was once
sane like us, but he was corrupted and twisted into something evil. That to me makes him more
frightening because I can't help but wonder what made this guy bonkers. It was another good panel,
lots of fun, got to do it with some really cool and intelligent people.

After the panel, we hit the Art Show and Dealer's room. Whoo! I found a
fantastic birthday gift for Master Erestor, and got a few little trinkets for different
friends. I would have loved to get something for everybody but I just didn't have
that much money, sad to say. It broke my heart because every time I turned
around I saw something wonderful that I knew someone would love. The artist
guest of honour was Lisa Snellings, and her art was truly wonderful. She does
these little critters called Poppets, which are very cute and a teeny bit creepy. (‘Magic Rat’ by a fan)
I would have loved to have bought a couple pieces but I just couldn't afford it. I mean one teeny
sculpture that I desperately wanted to buy for Rei was one hundred dollars. If I had bought it, happy as
it would have made Rei, it would have been the only thing I could get. So I had to buy less expensive
gifts, but no less delightful in my opinion.

She also had a Magic Rat for sixty bucks. It was precious and I loved it but I ended up buying a
blue Celtic sarong instead. Very pretty.

At one point I realize that I have lost Nienna, and went on a hunt for her. I couldn't find her for the
longest time, until [ walked by a clothing vendor and thought the hot babe in the full length black gown
with the green silk brocade corset and the funky black party mask looked familiar. It was our own Miss
Nienna dressed to the nines in the most gorgeous dress! I'm thrilled to say she bought it and pictures of
it will soon be available in her LJ.

We were both most satisfied with our purchases, and after some general
mucking about and spending of money, eight pm rolls around. Time for my
reading! Yayayayayay!! And boy gosh golly wasn't I just thrilled to bits and
tickled pink to find out that WHOOHOO! It was going to be held at the same
time as the masquerade! And right next door, too! Wow gosh golly I sure did
(Alyx giving reading) €njoy trying to compete with canned rock music. That just made my whole night,
it surely did.

For those of you unfamiliar with the concept - that was sarcasm.

On the up side, my friend Craig showed, along with his girlfriend Patty, and we ended up in my
room later along with Nienna and Greg. We ordered pizza, played music, drank, chatted and had fun.
Greg played his guitar and he and I debated the proper way to sing various lines from Jesus Christ
Superstar. After Craig and Patty left, Greg, Nienna and I went upstairs to Hospitalities where we ran
into Chilam. I'm not entirely certain how, but we ended up founding a religion based on Chilam's ass.
Granted it's a very nice ass but I'm not sure it is worthy of cult status. So we hailed the great and all-
mighty Ass of Chilam, toasting it muchly and often, hailing it with puns, and at one point one of my
fellow con-denizens attempted in engage the Great Ass of Chilam in conversation. Alas, the ass
remained aloof.
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Eventually we made our way to bed, where Nienna went to sleep and I ended up gabbing at Greg
until all hours. Then... Sunday! And with Sunday comes.... TURKEY READINGS!!

For those of you unfamiliar with Turkey Readings, that
is where a panel of people select the WORST sci-fi books
ever published and read the most awful passages they can
find while audience members act out what’s happening.
You have to pay money to make them stop. However you
can also bid more money to make them keep reading. I
would like to mention at this point that Nienna bid twice to
keep me on stage and locked into a skit wherein [ was
apparently trying to hang myself with a knife or a neck tie
made of iron or something. I would have loved to return
(Alyx enjoying Turkey Readings) that favour but she’s smarter than [ am. She didn’t get up
on stage. However I did get to pelt her with cries of “Turkey virgin!”

One skit involved a herd of pictish warriors, their flamingly gay feather-clad leader, a hapless
victim tied to a stake, and a mad beast which was played by a little girl in a pink dress who was having
far too much fun. Her menacings consisted of poking at the poor guy repeatedly, finally biting him on
the ankle, after being encouraged to do so by the reader, and at last dragging his dead bleeding body to
her lair.

I nearly peed myself.

After an hour and a half of this silliness, Nienna treated
me to dinner. This after spoiling me rotten all weekend.
She bought me a New York cut steak with King Crab and a
pint of Rickard’s White. Was fantastic!! Oh just
5000000000000 good, I would eat crab seven nights a week
if I could. Lovely. After steak and crab came closing
ceremonies and, of course, the ever-popular Elron awards.
The Elrons are a collection of awards that one doesn’t
really want to win, rather like a Darwin but with a sci-fi
theme. Mr. Rat is the current Lord of the Elrons. Winners
this year included the Iranian Space Programme, (and I bet (M. Walsh & P. Rothfuss at Closing)
you didn’t know the Iranians even had a space programme) and some guys in the states who are
attempting to build an elevator to the moon.

Just goes to show you that not all nuts come from trees.

So that’s pretty much it. Nienna and I hit the traditional Dead Dog party that
® happens after the con but we were both pretty fried, and it was extremely loud so we
wrapped it up early. It was a great con and a great visit, and I can’t wait to do it all

" over again next year. Which I will.
. (Dead Dog security arrives)

Me: “Greg what do you owe me for letting you crash in my room?”

Greg: “Thirty bucks.”
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Me: “How much is a pre-reg membership for next year?”
Greg: “Thirty bucks.”

Me: Blink cutely.

Greg: “Oh I get it.”

See you next year, folks!

VCON 33: PART ONE

THE 33" VANCOUVER SF CONVENTION - OCTOBER 3-5, 2008
by The Graeme

Author Guest of Honour: Kelly Armstrong
Author Guest of Honour: Patrick Rothfuss.
Artist Guest of Honour: Lisa Snellings.
Gaming Guest of Honour: James Ernest
Science Guest of Honour: Dr. Jaymie Matthews

Thursday October 2", 2008

Alyx and I arrive at the Compass Point Inn circa 5:30 PM on the Thursday. We want to settle in so
that we can enter the actual convention relaxed and comfortable. Besides, I figure something may need
to be done and I can help out.

Sure enough, the art display is only beginning to be set up. Rose Wilson is in charge, with her
husband Dave, Lynn & Steve Fahnestalk, Keith Lim and Chilam already hard at work trying to make
sense of the task at hand, namely filling half the room with art boards while leaving the other half free
for programming. Someone had already set up a few of the boards, but on the wrong side of the room.
They will have to be moved.

Ahh, the legendary VCON art boards. Basically slabs of pegboard 8 feet long
and 4 feet high, designed to rest on A frames at either end, with the option of being
single-sided or double sided, depending on the placement of the boards. Been
around for years, originally designed and made by VCONers, on occasion repainted,
beginning to crumble at the edges. But still serviceable. Been stored in Steve
Forty’s basement for years. A patient lad is S40. Someday we’ll find another
storage location. Someday...

Heavy suckers though, and screwing them to the A frames no easy task.
Personally, I thought putting the board on the floor and laying the A frame
alongside made for the easiest screwing (always been in favour of the laziest, (Steve Forty)
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easiest method of screwing) but the others prefer the more acrobatic challenge of standing the A
frames up and holding the boards against them till they were screwed in place. A lot of cussing and
grunting and groaning and the whirring of mechanical devices, but eventually twenty or more of the
things are solid, heavy and secure on their own four feet. Great. Now we have to move them to their
correct positions.

Final placement is orchestrated by Rose, who keeps a mental map in her head as she considers the
differing requirements of various artists, and in particular the need to showcase the Artist GoH who
will require at least four panels and several tables. At this point we find out the hotel is running out of
tables. Rose confers with the hotel staff and they come up with several small, very heavy metal and
glass contraptions that can be shoved together and covered with cloth to convey the illusion of a large
table. The layout selection (in terms of what the artists want) is even more complicated than it sounds,
but events will prove that Rose nailed it magnificently. The final result rings the space with single
sided boards, with double sided boards and tables down the centre, every board and table assigned
appropriately to the artists, while leaving plenty of room for the milling crowds and the security station
where people will check their bags. Rose is content.

“So which tables will the Monster Attack Team Canada get?” I inquire innocently.

Hmm. Turns out no one told Rose that the MATC display was to be based ‘in’ the art room.
There’s no room for them. The art room has just enough space and tables for the artists.

“Well, I suppose their tables could be put outside the door...” I suggest, my voice trailing off as I
realize this will partially block access to the service rooms across the hall, something the hotel will be
unlikely to agree to. An exasperated silence ensues as all contemplate the possibilities or lack thereof.

Amazingly enough, I come up with a solution. As set up, fans enter the room and find the entrance
to the art display in front of them, a path leading to their left toward an unused bar, then a right turn
into the programming section. I figure, we have two very narrow but long tables left over. Why not
place one against the wall between the door and the bar, and the other at right angle in front of the bar,
steal some chairs from the programming area, plop them down behind the tables, and call that the
MATC zone? A tight fit, and the MATCers might hit their heads against the edge of the bar behind
them, but at least it will be in a high traffic area....with quite good lighting in fact...SOLD! As far as
Rose is concerned. Quick solution. Now there only remains to convince the members of MATC it will
be suitable. I will find out tomorrow I guess.

This has taken up an amazing amount of time. I leave Alyx happily ensconced in her room with TV
and Mead and wend my way home to feed and service our assorted pets, to wit: 2 Tarantulas, 2 Cats, 2
Crows, 3 Guinea Pigs and a Duck. One very disconsolate duckie, most upset his mistress is no longer
present. He likes to race figure-of-eight style around and through her legs. No one knows why. My legs
he just wants to peck. Apparently my legs are a huge turnoft for a duck. Just as well methinks. He
objects mightily to being escorted into his cage for the night. I am subjected to irritated half-quacks for
several hours. I like to think our household is fairly unique.

Technically one is not allowed to keep crows, they being wild things, but they refuse to leave, as
witnessed by bylaw officers, so we have permission to care for them. Both were kicked out of the nest
and set upon by other crows, no doubt due to congenital defects. Both are damaged. But they seem
content to sit atop the bookcase and hurl insults at the cats. Sometimes they fly around the living room,
which can be a bit distracting when you’re trying to watch TV and something black and cackling
flashes past inches in front of your face. I think I’'m beginning to understand that poem of Poe’s....

15



Friday October 3™, 2008

I enter the hotel lobby circa 1:30 PM. Note the presence of Conchair Danielle Stephens. She seems
quite cheerful, a good sign.

“How’s it going?” I ask.
“OK so far,” she replies.

I also note someone has propped up a scrolling L.E.D. sign in the lobby informing people the con
is to be found downstairs. Don’t know who came up with it, but a darn good idea. Catches the eye. We
should have it every year.

One odd note: one of the main function rooms is not available to us, it having been pre-booked by
an outfit selling leather jackets and such. Hence throughout the con we are treated to the spectacle of
puzzled mundanes working their way through fans to find the ‘leather’ room. So far as I know none
stop to inquire about ‘our’ activity, and few if any fans purchase ‘their’ leathers. Next year we will
have all the facilities to ourselves. This is a good thing.

Next I spend a merry half hour in the registration lineup. There’s a lot of people, which bodes well
for attendance, but the pace of registration is a wee bit frustrating. There’s only one computer and only
one badge printer, and poor Les Shewchuck soldiers on handling both pre-reg and new-reg, albeit with
Tatina Lee dispensing the registration packages. But Linda Demeulemeester and Donna Farley are in
the lineup ahead of me and I get to hear all about their latest writing achievements. And various fen of
my acquaintance pass by and exchange greetings. Scott Patri for instance, whom I promptly grab and
request art for my newly revived SPACE CADET. He says “of course” and I rest content. In short, not
a boring experience being in the lineup, but time consuming. Ideally though, there should be two
registrars present, one to handle pre-reg, the other to handle the new-reg. Perhaps next year.

Providentially Alyx joins me just as I step up to registration. Turns out the computer doesn’t know
we’re registered. No matter. | ask if our VCON T-shirts are available. Turns out they haven’t arrived
yet. No matter. Les is able to vouch for us to himself and so we get our badges and packages and
unleash ourselves on the con.

Naturally the first thing we do is go to the hotel’s
breakfast/lunch restaurant and order a meal. Andrew
Brechin, in charge of kidcon, waves hello from one table,
Don DeBrandt from another before quickly plunging back
into animated conversation with a fellow writer, no doubt
plotting something, perhaps literally plotting something.
You never know with Don. Everything is grist for his mill.
His creativity spins off his experience and produces
wonders. Kind of a human dynamo, never rests, never
sleeps, always thinking. Well, that’s my impression

(Don DeBrandt in action on left) anyway. His enthusiasm is infectious, the kind of thinker
who gets people listening to him excited very quickly. He’s in love with ideas, exults in the art of
concept creating, and it shows in his writings. I like Don. A lot of people like Don. We’re proud he’s
one of the regular fixtures at VCON; one of the hidden attractions for them in the know. He’s more
than just another author... he’s DON!! (To figure out what the heck I’m talking about take the trouble
at the next VCON to get to know him. You’ll be glad you did.)
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While waiting for our food, I peruse the program book.
Absolutely love the cover, one of Lisa Snellings sculptural
creations, this one depicting a couple of brains — one with
human hands, the other with four metal legs ending in human
feet — apparently doing the bidding of one of her Poppet
creations, or perhaps ‘building’ said Poppet; it is a lab setting
after all! Quite striking, and strangely beautiful.

One thing which irks me, both the program book and the
pocket program list events in 24 hour ‘military’ style time. This
is intended for absolute clarity of course, but even though I
come from a military family I still can’t wrap my brain around
this logical system. Only the AM/PM system means anything
to me. Before the day is over I ink out the 24 times and replace
with ‘normal’ time. Am also a bit disappointed my brief blurb
about WCSFAzine didn’t make it in. Alas, my budget so tight
this year I couldn’t afford to print handout sheets explaining
WCSFAzine to the VCON attendees, the very people
WCSFAZzine is targeted at. Oh well. (Program book cover by Lisa Snellings)

Most worrisome to me, a near full page ad promoting VCON’s “first ever multi-author Book
Launch” lists all 24 authors and their books and asks congoers “to hangout with some of your favourite
authors and meet some new up and coming stars”, but makes no mention of any readings. The idea that
each author would in turn read briefly from their work had been emphasized in the initial descriptions
of the event presented to Alyx concerning her participation. As a result Alyx is looking forward to her
reading in front of other, more established, authors as the highlight of her convention, something she is
very, VERY excited about. But here, no mention of readings. Hmmm.

On the plus side, Pauline Walsh has done a splendid
job with layout, everything is easy to grasp because there’s
no confusing visual clutter at all. Each section is clearly
differentiated, the program is described in detail, the blurbs
on individual attendees of note and/or notoriety are
informative and often entertaining, and best of all, the
individual pages devoted to the five Guests of Honour
include a list of the particular program items they will be
participating in, so you can literally and easily plan your
convention around their activities should you wish to do so.

(Pauline & ConChair Danielle Stephens) Excellent idea. To sum up, this is the way a program book
SHOULD be done. Great job, Pauline!

And speaking of great jobs, kudos to Barbara Scutt for putting together a program that really
showcases the Guests of Honour as well as taking advantage of the local talent (authors, media people
longtime fans, scientists, filkers, etc.). Once again VCON is living up to its mandate as a multi-interest
sci-fi/fantasy convention, but this time especially with a particular emphasis on exciting ideas and
discussion. As an example, the panel in which Astronomics Physicist Dr. Jaymie Matthews, Neo-opsis
Magazine editor Karl Johanson, best selling authors Robert J. Sawyer and Spider Robinson, plus Mr.
Science (Alan R. Betz) discuss ‘THE SETI CONUNDRUM: WHERE ARE THE ALIENS?’, is an
absolute must-see panel. If I attend ANY panel, this has GOT to be the one!
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“Oh, look at the silly monkey”, says Alyx, apparently pointing at two police Constables eating at a
nearby table. They seem startled and slightly affronted. She is in fact pointing at a reproduction of an
old time ad hanging on the wall above them, a poster featuring a monkey flying a biplane through
stands of cactus, or something like that — I glance at it briefly, not wishing to appear as if I was staring
at the Constables, who continue to stare back. I briefly consider pointing at the ad, but they would
probably think I am giving them the finger. I drop my head and continue reading the program book.
Then the food arrives. Saved! Not our food, the Constable’s food. They have no time for distractions
now.

As we leave the dining room and enter the hotel lobby we run into Clint Budd and Donna
McMahon (brief digression, normally I’d write Clint & Donna, but I'm giving full names in this report
— at least at first mention — for the record, for the benefit of
those readers who are unfamiliar with these fans, but
mainly to make life easier for fan historians fifty years
from now who’d otherwise tear their hair out trying to
decode the identities of those involved) and hold a brief
discussion. Clint asks if I’d like to be a member of the
Aurora Awards Committee, he being the Chair and all.
He’s particularly interested in any fan category
nominations I can come up with. Being the altruistic saint
that [ am, it immediately occurs to me this means |
probably won’t be eligible for same. [ won a 2001 Aurora

(Clint Budd on left promoting Auroras) for ‘Fan Achievement’, but I still hanker after winning one
for WCSFAzine, or SPACE CADET, or my ongoing Canadian Fancyclopedia web site...possible
conflict of interest, what? Still, there’s a lack of awareness among fans and fan organizations that what
they do entitles them to be nominated. I’ve been involved with fandom for forty years, I should do
something to help out...I give a tentative yes, pending further discussion.

And as [ turn to leave the hotel Scott Patri comes forward and gives me several pages of fillo
artwork as promised. As they are very fannish in nature I will probably use them exclusively in
SPACE CADET. (A Faned has to ration art carefully, art being rather difficult to come by...) After he
leaves, I wonder, had he spent the several hours since I requested art creating these drawings? That
would be amazing. On closer perusal I see they are photocopy compilations. In other words, like many
a fan artist at many a con, Scott came to VCON with a portfolio of art ready to hand out should he run
into any faneds. Very much a traditional aspect of the fannish scene, and one of the reasons why
conventions are so very important to fandom, to keeping fandom alive. All the personal contacts, you
see.

I leave the convention, catching the Skytrain to the main street train station in order to greet Alyx’s
friend Nienna coming up from the States and escort her to the hotel where she’ll share Alyx’s room.
Alas, this means I’ll miss two panels Alyx is on, one to do with ‘CONSTRUCTIVE CRITICISM’ and
how to cope with it, or give it for that matter, the other on ‘HOW STORIES END’. Additional panels I
am interested in but will miss are ‘“TABLE TOP GAMING VS BOARD GAMES’, IS ‘THE
SCIENTIFIC METHOD THE DEATH OF GOD?’ with Jaymie Matthews, a panel on Lunar Colonies
and another on ‘JAPAN’S SPACE PROGRAM’. But Nienna is arriving at the beginning of rush hour,
and I have visions of her getting on the wrong skytrain or getting off at the wrong station, so I figure
going to meet her is very necessary.

Now the mundane world is often unsettlingly illogical. Nienna is coming up by Amtrack, which
maintains a train service between Seattle and Vancouver. However, Amtrack is sending her by bus. I
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have a hard time coping with this bizarre reality. Fortunately the train station is also the principle bus
station, and I soothe my confusion by sitting on a bench reading Seneca’s ‘Letters From A Stoic’,

which is always good for a laugh. I'm directly opposite the bay her bus is supposed to arrive at, but the
stated arrival time drifts by and the bay remains empty. I head back into the ‘Baths of Caracalla’-style
train station and join a long lineup to seek information. Soon a pack of teenagers burdened by

enormous duffle bags straggles by, one of them repeatedly and somewhat plaintively asking. “Is this
really Canada? Is this really another country? It doesn’t look weird enough. Aren’t we still in the States?
Is this really Canada?” etc. I clue in. The bus has arrived!

I run back out to the loading bays. Sure enough, there’s a bus. An empty bus. Plenty of people
standing about, but no Nienna. I run back into the train station. Tons of people. But which one is
Nienna? Cleverly I discount the males, the elderly, and the children, and begin examining the adult
females (potential risk that) and after a while conclude that the woman in the distance waving
frantically at me and calling me by name is probably she whom I seek. My deduction proves correct.

As we ride the skytrain standing up, jammed into a corner (it is VERY crowded) I bore Nienna in a
very entertaining manner (or is it entertain her in a very boring manner?) with tales of previous
VCON:s, the time Isaac Asimov turned us down, the time Fredrick Pohl decided I was a lunatic, and so
forth. People begin to give me strange looks. Don’t know why.

We find Alyx back in her room resting up in preparation for the Author’s readings. We’re all
famished, so after studying the room service menu I phone Jake’s restaurant to order. Someone
answers, listens to my initial request, then states very firmly “This is Jake’s restaurant. You should
phone the hotel.” Click. It dawns on me that since the Book Launch is being held in Jake’s restaurant,
perhaps their kitchen is closed. Alyx and Nienna decide to order in pizza instead. But I’'m dying for
some coffee, so I decide to check out the hospitality room on the top floor.

And of course I arrive just as they run out of coffee and need to make more. I relax for a few
minutes and plop myself down besides Mr. Science who informs me that Ed Beauregard (one of the
founders of the BCSFA) is looking for me. ‘What have I done now?’ Turns out he has DVDs copied
from Al Betz’ video collection of early VCON programming to give to me for the WCSFA/BCSFA
archives. Wow! Suddenly I am very excited.

As I leave to go back to the room, I pass by Scott Patri
who is wearing his elaborate, embroidered, propeller-
beanie. On an impulse I ask him, “where did you get that?
I’ve always wanted one.”

“I didn’t buy it. | MADE it.” Great Ghu! How faanish
is that? Wowzers.

Back in the hotel room I gobble down some lukewarm
pizza, then join Alyx and Nienna as they wend their way to
the Book Launch Readings Alyx is wearing a dress she made  (scott Patri in propeller beanie)

especially for this event, featuring a white sequin Phoenix on black (the design on the material was
made by a fan of hers, the sequins she added herself) and clutching one of the gorgeous Doppleganger
Press editions of her first novel. She is so excited she is practically walking on air.

Sad to say, no readings are taking place. Alyx is bitterly disappointed. The highlight of her
convention turns out to be authors sitting at tables greeting fans or tablehopping to meet other authors,
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but none of them are giving readings. How can they? People are milling about talking up a storm. As a
social event it’s fine. As an opportunity to meet authors, it’s great. But there’s no way in hell to give a
reading. There’s no focus to the room, no podium, no microphone, no moderator. In theory each of the
24 or so authors has been allocated 5 minutes to read a brief excerpt from their latest book, but a
reading doesn’t work unless everyone shuts up and listens, and how do you impose your reading on a
room full of people excitedly engaged in conversations with the authors they’ve been dying to meet?
Not unexpectedly, none of the authors present choose to disrupt the scene by attempting a reading. So
Alyx certainly isn’t going to try all by herself. She’s very upset.

Also not unexpectedly, considering the situation, Alyx asks me to get her a drink from the
restaurant bar. Turns out it is closed. ‘Great’, says Alyx. Seems to me both the hotel and the
convention are missing a bet here, but I guess the liquor laws won’t allow a restaurant to continue
serving drinks if the food service is closed down.

Ah well, in the great fannish tradition of coping with the inevitable convention snafus, Alyx shrugs
and starts mingling herself. She’s determined not to let this one letdown spoil her convention. But I
feel for her, I know how eagerly she’d anticipated this event. Oh well. I start mingling too.

Walter from White Dwarf books is there, manning a table piled with the majority of Book Launch
editions (Not Alyx’s though, which is available by mail order or online only) and seems to be doing a
brisk business. I note several fans buying stacks of books. But alas, I’'m on a tight budget, so dare not
examine the books available. Why is it [ am always broke by the time VCON rolls around? Has it
something to do with the fact that I am normally broke on any given day in the year? Could be.

Someone tells me the concom T-shirts are available in the KidCon room. Good. I’ll look into that
tomorrow.

And finally, there’s Beauregard! He hands me a stack of DVDs covering some of the convention
events from VCON 6 to VCON 15. Fantastic! And more to come!

“How about VCON 17?” I ask. “I’ve always wanted to see the tape of me interviewing Robert
Sheckley. He said it was the most comprehensive review of his life ever interrogated out of him, sheer
torture. I’ve always been keen to find out what I actually asked, since I didn’t keep my notes.”

“Ah, sorry. Have got more on VCON 135, and some from VCON 16. Nothing on VCON 17. No one
knows where the tapes are. Probably gone forever.”

Ah dang it. Robert Sheckley is no longer with us. To have a video interview in which he details his
life as a sci-fi writer would be wonderful. Sigh.

Talk some more with Clint, who is pushing hard for me to become involved with the Auroras. He
will try to figure out if my being on the board will render me ineligible for nomination. Perhaps I could
function merely as an advisor, a contributor of names of potential nominees. Sounds all right. I’ll think
about it. Clint adds that Robert J. Sawyer is hosting some sort of website wicki where anyone can add
potential nominees. I should talk to him.

After hanging out with Alyx at one of the tables for a while, I kiss her goodnight, announce I’'m