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coming out of nowhere. If you are not aware of it,
then maybe you have not read enough about
them.
A civilization wiped out (which has happened over
and over again) is not only a possibility but a very
high probability. They just didn't call themselves
Atlanteans. That much we can be sure of. Atlantis
was a Greek invention. It was another flooding
legend, among many. Any sea-faring nation older
than 8.000 years would be under water today. It
didn't even need to happen within one cataclysmic
day. The disappearance of a civilization is no less
tragic if it happens over hundreds of years. The
many lost treasures of art... Perhaps writing was
still in its infancy, but it seems far-fetched to me to
assume it sprang fully developed into the hands of
the Mesopotamian people.
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Millions long for immortality who don't
know what to do with themselves on a
rainy Sunday afternoon.
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It is often wrongly assumed people from the past
would be overwhelmed if moved into our high
tech civilization of today. What about children born
today? Are they any different from children born
thousands of years ago? No, they're not. So it
would seem it depends more on who experiences
this dramatic shift in time. From stone age to
modern civilization. It depends on how openminded the individual is and how able to adapt.
Look around you!
Don't we have plenty of primitive contemporary
fellow citizen? They'd be equally lost, if they
suddenly were transported back in time to the
stone age, not even being able to build a fire and
slaughter the bounty of a hunt. We haven't really
evolved at all. We're still the same cavemen.
Cover Art: Wolf von Witting, Aquarium, Jesolo / Italy FVG

...and the stars still shine as bright.
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just about the size of Iceland. It also had a
peninsula stretching out towards Spain.
“...the extremity of the island towards the Pillars of
Heracles, facing the country which is now called
the region of Gades...” [Cadiz].

ATLANTIS' BEFRE US
Regardless of what you may have heard.
Atlantis has not been found. And just for the
record, if there would be Martians on Mars,
they would call their planet something else.
Several inaccurate statements about
Atlantis have become part of the myth,
probably originating from scholars who
interpreted more than the source material
was providing. Several discovery claims of
the lost civilization have been made. Some
interesting and plausible, none supported
by hard evidence.
Atlantis is derived from the name Atlas, son of
Poseidon and Cleito. These characters are part of
Greek mythology. If there was a civilization 9000
years before the Greek lawgiver Solon, then it
was of course not a Greek civilization.

Plenty more of badly made maps since Kircher's 1669

The source material we have are Plato's dialogue
with Critias and a second one including Timaeus
and Critias. Until I insisted on reading the source
material, I thought Atlantis was merely mentioned
in a dialogue with Critias and Timaeus.
It was never given much serious attention and
treated as if it was just some story. One that Plato
supposedly made up. But Plato's detailed account
of Atlantis is rather fascinating. Why make up
details which are not part of any story?
Sadly, if the Critias dialogue originally was of the
same length as Timaeus, or of similar length, then
the major part of the dialogue has been lost.
Graham Hancock connects the destruction of the
ancient civilization with Meltwater pulse 1B, which
he claims to have been exactly around the time
Plato wrote about the event having occurred. This
is not entirely accurate.
If it occurred, then it was between 11.500 and
11.200 BC. Which by all means is close enough.
“There is considerable unresolved disagreement
over the significance, timing, magnitude, and
even existence of meltwater pulse 1B.” Which
makes the event as obscure as Atlantis itself.
But 20.000 years ago, the sea level was some
120 meters lower than today.
12.000 years ago Doggerland still connected the
British islands to the continent.
The average depth of the North Sea today, is only
95 meters (compare to the Black sea, which has
an average depth of 1153 meters. If there was a
civilization before (and Atlantis is described as a
seafaring civilization) then it is not far fetched to
assume their main ports were in coastal areas.
They would be under water today.

Hercules & Atlas by Lucas Cranach 1472-1553
I'd say we can safely dismiss all arguments from
previous 'scholars', such as Ignatius L Donnelly
(1831-1901), Mme Helena Blavatsky (1831-1891),
Rudolf Steiner (1861-1925) and Manly P. Hall
(1901-1990) and only look at the arguments of the
latest scientist who is risking to ruin his name in
the pursuit of the lost continent, Graham Hancock.
He actually makes a couple of good points. But
Atlantis was not a continent per sé, the measures
Plato gives in his dialogue with Critias are an oval
shaped island roughly 550km by 370 km. That's
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Not every claim of Atlantis having been found, is
under water. The Richat structure in west central
Mauretania has a striking similarity to the
description of the shrine of Cleito. That is 122
meters above current sea level.
“Poseidon fell in love with her and had intercourse
with her, and breaking the ground, inclosed the
hill in which she dwelt all round, making alternate
zones of sea and land larger and smaller,
encircling one another; there were two of land
and three of water, which he turned as with a
lathe, each having its circumference equidistant
every way from the centre, so that no man could
get to the island, for ships and voyages were not
as yet.” (Plato, Critias translated by B.Jowett)

which resulted in a great flood of blood.
[- Wikipedia -]

More circumstantial evidence can still be found.
The tale of Atlantis was related to an ancestor of
Critias by the Greek lawgiver Solon who was told
of it by priests of an Egyptian temple. The story
was written on the walls of this temple. And the
wheels of time were spinning slower in the past.
Bear in mind that the Oracle of Delphi was
operational for more than one thousand years.
The reference we can examine is some 2400
years old. Plato's dialogue reads like a protocol
when Critias says: “Yet, before proceeding further
in the narrative, I ought to warn you, that you
must not be surprised if you should hear Hellenic
names given to foreigners. I will tell you the
reason of this: Solon, who was intending to use
the tale for his poem, enquired into the meaning
of the names, and found that the early Egyptians
in writing them down had translated them into
their own language, and he recovered the
meaning of several names and when copying
them out again translated them into our language.
My great-grandfather, Dropides, had the original
writing, which is still in my possession, and was
carefully studied by me when I was a child.
Therefore if you hear names such as are used in
this country, you must not be surprised, for I have
told how they came to be introduced.”

“The World Destroyed by Water” by Gustave Doré

It is an impressive list of flood myths compiled.
Imagine that! So many cultures having the same
legend! And our science supports it. (A flood of
blood, btw, indicates a volcanic eruption.
The Atlas mountains are an indication of the
direction in which the African continent is drifting.
An island the size of Iceland could easily have
been going down into the ocean on the African
North-Western continental margin.
RICHALCUM
In the first place, they dug out of the earth
whatever was to be found there, solid as well as
fusile, and that which is now only a name and
was then something more than a name,
orichalcum, was dug out of the earth in many
parts of the island, being more precious in those
days than anything except gold.

If Plato indeed made up the whole thing, then he
went to great length to make it sound plausible.
The story of Noah/Utnapishtim comes in various
form from all over the world. We know there have
been cataclysmic flooding. Perhaps the story of
the great flood and the one of Atlantis is the same.
It remains to be found that temple in Egypt with
the relevant writing on the walls. Actually... it has
already been found. The flood myth in Egyptian
mythology involves the god Ra and his daughter
Sekhmet. Ra sent Sekhmet to destroy part of
humanity for their disrespect and unfaithfulness

Orichalcum is first mentioned in the 7th century
BC by Hesiod, and in the Homeric hymn
dedicated to Aphrodite, dated to the 630s. In
2015, 39 ingots believed to be orichalcum were
discovered in a sunken vessel on the coasts of
Sicily which have been dated around 2,600 years
old. They turned out to be an alloy consisting of
75-80 percent copper, 15-20 percent zinc, and a
small percentage of nickel, lead, and iron.
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The Atlantean orichalcum was described as gold
with a reddish tint. This is a known effect if the
main components of an alloy are copper and gold.

One we yet have to uncover. It could explain
every oddity found to date. There would be no
need for aliens or ancient astronauts.

The entire circuit of the wall, which went round
the outermost zone, they covered with a coating
of brass, and the circuit of the next wall they
coated with tin, and the third, which encompassed
the citadel, flashed with the red light of
orichalcum.

The first account rousing my curiosity was not of
Atlantis at all. I got interested in the Sumerian
civilization. The more I read about them, the more
impressed I had to be.
It was an amazingly advanced civilization literally
said to have come from nowhere. The Sumerians
themselves took no credit for their advances. All
was given to them by the gods. As I made clear in
CoClock#37 (page 9), the merits for being a god
were not anywhere near the merits such an entity
would have to present in our time. It was enough
to be a Pharao, or a very skilled human. The
Annunaki, as they were called, walked among
them.

If the Atlantis of Plato were to be found, we would
hear of it. It is certainly worth looking for: All the
outside of the temple, with the exception of the
pinnacles, they covered with silver, and the
pinnacles with gold. In the interior of the temple
the roof was of ivory, curiously wrought everywhere with gold and silver and orichalcum; and all
the other parts, the walls and pillars and floor,
they coated with orichalcum. In the temple they
placed statues of gold: there was the god himself
standing in a chariot - the charioteer of six winged
horses - and of such a size that he touched the
roof of the building with his head; around him
there were a hundred Nereids riding on dolphins,
for such was thought to be the number of them by
the men of those days. There were also in the
interior of the temple other images which had
been dedicated by private persons. And around
the temple on the outside were placed statues of
gold of all the descendants of the ten kings and of
their wives, and there were many other great
offerings of kings and of private persons, coming
both from the city itself and from the foreign cities
over which they held sway. There was an altar
too, which in size and workmanship corresponded
to this magnificence, and the palaces, in like
manner, answered to the greatness of the
kingdom and the glory of the temple.

As Graham Hancock points out, Göbekli Tepe is
another oddity. Suddenly a bunch of huntergatherers were supposed to gather and build
these monolithic structures. Moving stone blocks
of 50 tons.
Now as religion is losing more of its command
over the human mind, discoveries can be made
with less risk of being suppressed. But I suspect
odd findings may have been not only withheld, but
deliberately destroyed by religious fanatics.

WHERE WULD I LOOK FR ATLANTIS?
At first I wanted to place an Iceland-sized island
with a peninsula towards Spain off the north west
coast of Africa, near the Canary Islands. Graham
Hancock has noticed the pyramids at Giza are in
alignment with Machu Picchu and the Easter
Island if you draw a circle around the globe. A
second circle of alignments appear if you connect
Luxor with Angkor and Tiahuanaco. Both circles
cross their path at Mohenjo Daro and the Easter
Island. If these alignments of ancient construction
wonder is no coincidence, but a clue, then I would
look carefully what could be found at in the depths
around Cape Verde. Actually, Hancock speculates
in the same direction.
Of course, then Mr Hancock goes on to draw a
few too many lines, proving that it can be done
with a lot of ancient sites and perhaps it all doesn't
mean a thing. The most disturbing alignment he
points out is between Giza and Xian, since there
is absolutely nothing else of significant interest on
this line. And we all know you can draw a straight
line between two points. So, at this point he kind
of... lost me. Then you have the problem that
sometimes a few thousand years go between the

Interestingly, the Annunaki appeared in Sumer
which was rich on copper. The metal the gods
appeared to be most interested in was gold.
RESISTANCE
Civilizations have collapsed and been lost before.
Multiple cities have been lost and found. No big
deal. What is the resistance against and the
fascination for Atlantis?
Our established historical timeline has not been
altered for 300 years. In spite of archaeology
having uncovered items which do not fit. Perhaps
we are ready to embrace a rewritten history?
FASCINATION
Many cities and civilizations have been lost and
found before. It is both plausible and conceivable
that there was a civilization before Mesopotamia.
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construction of some of these sites. Well...
perhaps it is after all connected to the UAP-thing.
Perhaps all the time, the Atlanteans have lived
among us and prompted us to build these
wonders. Why? Obviously, so that one day we
would find their lost island.
Yeah, I don't really believe that either. But it
sounds cool, so let's go with it. And it's no more
crazy than alien astronauts. It's actually the same
thing, except they come from Earth and still live
here.
I have no love for Erich von Däniken, but I have to
admit he pointed at some very interesting oddities
among historical artefacts. It's just his conclusions
I strongly disagree with. It's the same problem I
have with UAP's. Before concluding we have had
visitors from outer space, the more likely and
reasonable explanation is that we have lost a
civilization which was highly advanced. And not all
of them perished in their cataclysm.
Their descendants may still walk among us today.

THE GILGAMESH HYPOTHESIS
I looked at flooding legends. First the Egyptian
version. Perhaps this temple mentioned in Critias
had been found, but remained unrecognized as
such, because Plato changed all the names into
Greek. Egyptian myths are, same as the Greek,
full of different versions and even occasionally
conflicting ones. But it is generally believed that a
previous civilization was destroyd by Sekhmet,
daughter of Re, in a torrent of blood.
Then I went on to the Gilgamesh epic, exploring
the differences between Utnapishtim and the
biblical Noah.
Gilgamesh received the secret of eternal life from
Utnapishtim. If an old man was stung by a thorn
from a certain bush (the thornbox), then he would
instantly return to his younger self.
I learned that the Gilgamesh epic was a religious
text, used by the Sumerians. It immediately
occurred to me that the rulers of Mesopotamia
would have used this text to their advantage. A
king had plenty of offspring. What if they chose
the best look-alike among them and trained him to
be the new king as the current one grew old?
One day he would be presented as the same,
stung by the thornbox and restored to his younger
self. It would prove that the king was immortal and
a close friend of the gods.
This could account for the confusion among the
tombs of some kings. Meskalamdug has two or
three (but only one with all the splendour of a
buried king). Mesannapeda is attributed to be the
remains in either tomb 1232 or 1237 (why not in
both?).
Kubaba, the only queen of the Sumerian kings list
ruled for 100 years. Really? Enshakushanna only
for 60 years. That sounds like a credible reign.
Is it really far-fetched to assume some kings may
have reigned for 100 years or more only because
they used the rejuvenation scam?

By Wolf von Witting

Atlantis, drawing by Géza Maróti, before 1941
------------------------------------------------

And so the gods decided:
Great is the fear for you,
When your eye takes the field against those
Who tried to raise against you.
Make your eye go down
And strike the mutineers with disaster.
The eye shouldn't rest in your forehead,
Now it has to go down as "Hat-Hor"...
... And the eye of "RE" mounts down
From his divine brow - down there on Earth
And strikes them with disaster...
Spirits darken the sky!
The divine guided missile is on it's way...
[ELOY – Ocean, 1977]

19th Century illustration.
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But I was disappointed. It wasn't bad, but it also
wasn't nearly as captivating as Brian Stableford's
short story And He Not Busy Being Born.
The fate of Adam Zimmermann in the distant
future had a far greater impact on me.
I need slightly more of a challenge when reading.
I found myself harbouring the curious desire to reread The Omega Expedition. I didn't get it the first
time around. Come to think of it, I am likely to reread Stableford's Genesys-trilogy first. Serpent's
Blood, Salamander's Fire and Chimera's Cradle.
That'll keep me busy until the end of 2022.
- Wolf -

3001 The Final dyssey
Browsing books in the English language section
of an antique shop in Bucharest, I found Arthur C
Clarkes 4th part in the Space Odyssey-trilogy.
Actually... I skipped 2061 and after reading 3001 I
feel you can also skip it. Unless you're a huge
Arthur C Clarke-fan. Once upon a time this pocket
book was charged 7 GBP, now I was fortunate to
get it for 5 Lei (1 Euro). I found it an easy read.
The corpse of Dave Bowman's colleague who
drifted off into space after a disagreement with
HAL is salvaged and revived in the far future.
Frank Poole becomes the protagonist of the tale.

------------------------------------------------

When the EURCON has no connection
to sf, it can be a Spanish construction company:

Some Polish environmental thingy:

Or a spiritually uplifting religious event:

I had to recap 2001 and 2010 while reading and
marvelled at how well the movies hold up. Even
the American-Russian conflict and cold war has
been revived. We haven't gone forward a bit. On
the contrary. Politics and reason are worlds apart.
But perhaps my expectations on Clarke were too
high. I remember him as a thrilling read when I
was younger. Now I wasn't impressed. Like I said,
it felt like an easy read and was highly interesting
up to the point when Poole landed on Europa.

It is not only CounterClock which has taken on
multiple form. We are now also a Canadian rock
band, a podcast and a literary magazine.
------------------------------------------------

It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but
in ourselves.
William Shakespeare
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On July 15th I logged in to Fb from Bucharest.
This was considered suspicious activity by the AI
and my account was locked. I had a 14-digit
password with numbers and letters mixed. It was
not written down anywhere.
A different 14-digit password protected my emailaccount. Fb sent a message there, with a link to
my Fb account, that they had locked it. This link
did not resolve the issue. The chance of anyone
hacking one or both of these accounts is no less
than astronomical.

Of course, nearly 100 of my former Fb-friends are
permanently resting in graveyards.
And the possibility that a long-lost friend could find
me again has diminished somewhat. But before I
disappeared from Fb, I did say that I wanted to
disappear. I do. I want to disappear from the radar
of corporate snoopers.

But how can I see that suspicious activity went on
in my account if I am locked out from it?
You guessed it, I can't. Now why would I even
bother to get it back? It's an unreliable service, if I
can be locked out at the whim of an AI.

I don't want to be tracked every moment for the
rest of my life. I am not a cog in a machinery.
I don't want to be manipulated. I don't believe in
the official narratives. I will not be censored.

I don't want to have a smart-phone which sends
me advertisements for furniture, when I happen to
mention a sofa in a private conversation.

I will not take pictures of my food, myself or my
pet(s) and post them anywhere. From having
some information on who I am, Fb has chosen to
not have any information at all. I change. What
they may have on file, is who I was. Not who I am
now or who I will become. Not that Zuckerberg
cares about any of it. But we all change.
Hopefully we grow a little bit wiser.

Besides, I didn't like the advertising algorithms
bombarding me with useless crap. There are
some questions I never chose to answer. One of
them was my telephone number. I don't have one.
It is impossible to give a number I don't have.
I never answered the question why I hid the ads
they proposed. It's easy... I want to know the
things I don't know. The algorithms only give me
more about the stuff I already know.
It's useless.

Oh, one side-effect of losing the account I didn't
think of until near the end of my stay in Romania.
That's when the next disaster happened (next
page). Not fully aware of it. But in a sense Fb
functioned as a back-up drive. What ever I lost on
my drives could easily be regained by going to the
relevant groups and pages on Fb.
This became a slightly bigger problem.

The freedom and serenity I felt from leaving Fb
was immensely satisfying. The computer didn't
know anymore who was seated in front of it. Now
it kept suggesting ads in Romanian. Fb was a
distraction. Yes, it was useful when we started to
use the Eurosmof group as an editorial office. But
beyond that, it didn't do much good. Not for
someone whose mind should be elsewhere.

I opened an anonymous encrypted email-service
for dialogues containing sensitive information (see
contact information at the end of this issue). If you
want to contact me on that channel, then you
have to get yourself an encrypted email as well.
Otherwise your in-box could be scanned.

Yes, I lost contact with a number of people who I
have to find other ways of re-connecting with. If
you read this, and if you are one of the 750+ who I
haven't reached (yet), then I would appreciate if
you dropped me a line by email (you find it at the
end of this issue).

Actually, I still have a Twitter-account and may or
may not pick it up, if more people start following
me there. It feels less invasive.
-WvW-
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A disaster rarely comes alone.
I experienced a 2 Terabyte drive meltdown near
the end of my journey. And of course it was the
most used (and important) back-up drive.
It is my estimate that only 98% of its significant
contents were backed up.
• This issue of CounterClock as far as done.
• Clockwise 2020 in progress
• My untitled book
• all music
• all photos until 2019
• most filk songs

In 2018 I changed main back-up from a 1 Tb to
the 2 Tb-drive. I ran a scan on the 1 Tb to see
what I could recover from there. It revealed how
much rubbish I hoarded. In a way I am relieved
that the 2 Tb-drive can't be scanned. It would be
so much more rubbish to sift through. The
scanning itself would take an entire day...
A day and a night.

Lost:
•
•
•
•

So, from now on I will be even more careful about
the backing up of important data. If you haven't
done it yourself... Be aware that it can happen to
you exactly when it is the least convenient.

I scanned for Eurocon-material on C:/ It would
have had to be there before it was moved to the
back-up drive. The scan revealed 35k txt-files.
No luck there.

All gathered Eurocon History data
photos from 2020
other book project (ideas)
game project (2 weeks of work)

Now, at least, we have cleaned out a huge
stockpile of back up-cd's and dvd's. I even had to
bring up an old Win2000-computer from the cellar
to check old floppy disks for data we wanted to
keep. It felt good to drop the whole pile into the
bin after completing the task. We now have 3-5 kg
less of storage media no one looks at anymore.
A flashdrive (32 Gb) is all I need for pics, pdf's and
text documents.

I do have an idea how to recover the Eurocon
material. But it means just as much work as trying
to recover it from the drive (if that even was
possible- which I don't believe it is). The drive is
really dead. “Mortissimo” an Italian would say
(extremely dead). The 2020 photos are lost.
Fortunately they were not many since I spent
most of the year at home. Worst are the things I
can't remember what they were...

How does it feel? It always feels like having the
brain run through by a freight train, when losing
such a huge amount of data.
- Wolf -

How to get back what one doesn't remember?
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GHOST DANCE

Stupidity flourishes within our borders. It
is not a Romanian monopoly. We can
be proud of ours, but we must know that
we have relentless rivals.

by Wolf von Witting 6 July 2021
I wanted to write a poem in the spirit of Poe and
Lovecraft. I recalled mood-creating advice on
choice of words and gave it a go. Here it is:

Traian Ungureanu, Adevarul Ro

Silver veils of mist ascending
From an unmarked burial ground
Distant thunder rumbles, warning
Rustling oaks, no other sound

------------------------------------------------

QUOTING MYSELF: As you may have noticed
throughout past issues, I love quotes. It's a timehonoured tradition in sf-fandom to produce and
reproduce them. It took off with the Quote-Cards
in 1954. In fanzines a quote, or a short joke, was
used as a lino. I have created my share of quotes
and often posted them on Facebook. Not so
much in Clock. But here are some of them.

Long forgotten souls unheard
In vapor writher, bleak as death
Rotten flesh on buried bones
Time itself runs out of breath

16 Sept 2020:

Clouds cover moon foreboding
Winter knocks on autumns door
Free an apparition hovers
Pale in face and smeared with gore

If nothing else, at least we have achieved herd
immunity to reason.

Sweet decay of men flow hither
Soaring from the graves obscured
Shadow spirits softly mingle
Wind and sorrow, nightmares cured

5 Mar 2020

Spectre, demon, odour, all
Unchanted songs of deeds in vain
Will soak the Earth in its mercy
Following the coming rain

10 Aug 2018

8 Aug 2020

Opinions ought to be banned. All of them!
Including this one.
These are dangerous times for hypochondriacs.
25 July 2019

I am not against feminists. I only reserve myself
the right to be a masculinist.
The difference between writing diary and writingdiarrhea can be as small as it sounds.
10 Mar 2018

Living in a village with limited commuter traffic, we
have our saying: One bus a day, keeps the
tourists away!

------------------------------------------------

The dead cannot cry out for justice. It is
a duty of the living to do so for them.

28 July 2017

When born in twilight, it may be difficult to
understand why it keeps getting darker. Because
you never knew the sun.
[The One Hour Man]

Lois McMaster Bujold
------------------------------------------------

EURCON 2021
In spite of what Fancyclopedia 3 currently claims,
the 2021 Eurocon was held in Fiuggi, July 15-18.
Carolina Gomez-Lagerlöf was there, along with
some 150 others (out of the approximately 500
the con had been preparing for). Not bad in light
of the country just having been re-opened after its
strict covid counter-measures.
She reported a nice and cozy event, richly filled
with meals as the Italian conventions always have
been. And with this I can agree. The food alone
makes Italy worth a visit. I just wouldn't advise
anyone trying to live here permanently.
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And here a few slightly longer entries:
5 Apr 2017
Inspired by the greats of monochrome art, I have
composed my first symphony in the same spirit.
It's called "To Be" and consists of two high pitched
"B" stretched over two and a half hours with a 10
minute intermission between. The audience of this
first minimalistic monotone concert were each and
every one convinced they had tinnitus. After only
half an hour they got up and left the concert hall,
demanding their money back. It ended with a riot
A setback for my musical ambitions but a triumph
for conceptual art!!
14 Aug 2018

As the sun finally sets on this day,
I pray tomorrow will come and it may
I can open the shutters, let in the light
But making the sun rise is not in my might
18 Feb 2020

LUCIAN CRISTIAN ANCEA

"Why do they make dummies without any head?"
Grandpa': "Because they don't want the dummy to
look smarter than the people who are supposed to
wear the clothes."

It is not often one encounters a fannish fan 15
years younger than oneself, with the nationality of
a country which never had a fannish fandom and
who nonetheless appears to live and breathe sf
and fandom and nothing else. Lucian is probably
the most fannish fan Romania ever has had.
In issue #37, page 26 his magazine ZIN was
highlighted, which out of necessity in respect to its
environment looks professional, but is distributed
by the fannish principle sold only to recover its
printing cost (actually less).

18 June 2020

I have never been uncomfortable with being
considered a pawn on a chessboard. Because I
know, when a pawn crossed the distance across
the board, he becomes one of the most powerful
pieces of the game.
18 Dec 2020

If you have given up hope that people will like
what you have to say. Then, in a place like Fb you
have to include a blatantly obvious inaccuracy in
your statement, so that you at least know they
have read it. The temptation to correct your error
is irresistible.

His home is full of books. His collection of foreign
and Romanian sf-literature is impressive and he
has and has read Asimov's autobiography, which
he recommends as heartily as Roberto does.
Staying with Lucian and his charming companion
Teodora over two weekends we got to know each
other well and I also got to encounter many fans
from Bucharest fandom, including Florin Corneliu
Pîtea who read to us (roughly 14 people) at the
Lucian/Teodora-residence in northern Bucharest.
Florin was reading from a Romanian publication,
but reading it in English. It was not an easy
vocabulary. I had to get up and see with my own
eyes that he really was reading it from Romanian.
It was a bit surreal. He sounded more British than
Romanian.
Eugen Lenghel was there, of course and also the
artist who created the cover for #38, Emilian
Enache (who shares town of origin, Galati, with
the host, Lucian). With Lucian I met several times
over my stay in Romania. At one encounter he
talked about the 2012 movie John Carter of Mars

23 Aug 2016
It's not easy growing old. The other day I couldn't
find my brain. I went around looking for it and
thought for a moment I had left it in the ashtray,
only to discover it was a shrivelled walnut. Then I
found it! It was where it was supposed to be,
safely installed in my cranium. Only temporarily
disconnected. That's like going around, looking for
my glasses, only to find I had them on my nose all
along. Next thing, I'll probably end up having the
teeth of my lower jaw in a glass of water over
night. Got to show my best smile in the morning.
8 Sept 2016
The other day felt like an excellent occasion to get
drunk. I failed. After only one glass of whisky I fell
asleep.
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and in the evening I took out my cinema backup
drive and saw the film myself for the first time.
I have to admit, it was good adventure and very
well executed considering when the story was
written by Edgar Rice Burroughs (exactly 100
years earlier).
At another time Lucian suggested a 'recent' film
by Luc Besson (2017) Valerian and the City of a
Thousand Planets, and in the evening I consulted
my backup-drive again and found that I totally
misjudged it by my first superficial browsing. Both
of these can be safely recommended to those
who like action and adventure.

The 50 YEAR HISTRY

OF THE EURCON
In spite of just having lost all data (see page 9), I
intend to continue the story right here and right
now, recovering images and lost facts, as I
proceed. Fortunately I didn't bump my head.

THE 1970's and 1980's
The EUROCON was given a promising start in
Trieste on July 12-16, 1972. The convention had
630 members of which 370 were attending the
convention. Some more generous estimates place
the size of the event around 500 attending.
The program/souvenir book was a solid 164 page
issue which today is being traded as a collector's
item.

I see a lot of my own former self in Lucian. We
have a lot in common. There are also plenty of
topics on which we could disagree. But we
disagreed in a constructive sense. There were
also plenty of things I could learn from him.
I believe he may still surprise us all.

A RMANIAN SCIENCE FICTION MUSEUM?
Lucian is also a collector of sf-convention-posters.
Among his various ideas is the establishing of a
science fiction museum. He feels Romania needs
one and browsing his collections, I can agree that
Romania merits one. Lucian is an idealist, much
like I was myself for most of my life. His many
ideas may not all become reality, as mine neither
did, but an sf museum is perhaps one of his best
and most solid ideas, considering what he has to
back it up with. I would strongly encourage his
local sf-fandom to support the initiative and more
generally encourage fandom outside Romania to
bear it in mind as an alternative to Wetzlar and
Yverdon-les-Bains in Switzerland. Currently in
particular in respect to convention posters.
ATLANTYKRN
One of the weekends Lucian was out of town. He
attended the annual convention Atlantykron near
Capidava. It is where the Eurocon was held in the
year 2001. The convention was first held in 1989
and has been recurring since. Among the GoH we
note Robert Sheckley (2003),Joe Haldeman and
Norman Spinrad (2001), Roberto Quaglia (1996
and 1992) as well as Ion Hobana (2001).
The particular beauty of the convention, is that it
is being held on an island in the Danube, which
disappears under water during the winter and
surfaces again in the spring. Near Capidava one
also finds ancient Roman ruins. The con is being
held every year, so future editions can perhaps
count on your attendance...

It was also the first Italian sf-convention (ItalCon),
which since 1972 has been held every year and it
also coincided with the Trieste sf-film festival (held
1963 until 1982 and rebooted in the year 2000).
The group which in Heidelberg had campaigned
for its birth formed the European SF Committee,
from which the ESF Society would emerge eight
years later.

For ZIN, Convention posters, museum pieces and
a fannish contact in Romania, add him on Fb.
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The ESF Committee was in its early days without
structure. No functions, no responsibilities and no
possibilities. No process for making decisions.
When the Brussels bid for 1974 ran into problems
the contenders were a group in Ghent, Belgium
and Grenoble, France. Both conventions were
held, the latter as Eurocon 2.

Considering the roots of French fandom go back
to pre World War II times and with pioneers like
Georges H Gallet (20/7-1902, +29/3-1995) and
Jacqueline Osterath (19/6-1922, +28/10-2007) it
would not be surprising if evidence of a French
convention before 1974 eventually is found.
At Grenoble the ESFC gained a primal form of
structure with a coordinator (Pierre Versins) and
one east secretary (Peter Kuczka, Hungary) and a
west secretary (Jean-Paul Cronimus, France).

Waldemar Kumming's report on Trieste in
LUNA Monthly # 38/39 (faned Ann Dietz)
https://www.fanac.org/fanzines/Luna/Luna38.pdf

Eurocon 2 - by André de Rycke

Thomas R P Mielke's retrospective report
in CONCATENATION (2006):
http://www.concatenation.org/conrev/eurocon72.html

[Translation from dutch by Wolf von Witting. Published in
Roberts Smets' SF-Magazine #39, September 1974)

Grenoble is a beautiful, picturesque city on all sides
surrounded by high mountain ranges, some of which
are covered with snow. In this sunny setting, in a
modern futuristic university campus of 185 ha (yes,
almost 2 square km), the EUROCON 2 took place.
There were 280 pre-registered of which about 200
members were present. This figure is on the low side
compared to more than 500 attendees in Trieste two
years earlier. This absence was mainly due to the
publicity leaflets sent to England and Germany,
monolingually in French. The fans in those countries
were therefore given the justified impression that this
was not a European but a French convention. Well,
it turned out to be a French convention. Among the
few foreigners I spotted: Bernard Goorden, Stekke,
Manuel Van Loggem, R.Zielschot, W.Kumming,
Gerd Hallenberger, Vernon Brown, John Mansfield
present at every con, Gay and Joe Haldeman
passing through Europe and four Spaniards.
There was no simultaneous translation. Beyond the
praiseworthy efforts by G.Barlow at the opening
speech and the closing speech into English,
everything continued in French. It would have been
hard to do otherwise. There were no speeches from
guests or guest of honor. From all invited, famous
and with great drumrolls announced authors came
none. We didn't get Stanislaw Lem, Jim Ballard,
Brian Aldiss, James Blish or Clark Darlton (Walter
Ernsting).
So, no speeches from personalities ex cathedra who
humorously or not were trying to teach their
audience something new about SF. Almost every
day, two round-table-discussions were taking place
on interesting topics such as SF & Imaginaire, SF &
Sexualité, SF & Ecology, SF & la bande dessinée,
SF & Urbanisme, SF & Adolescence, etc. All these
discussions were led by a group acquaintances of
the French SF scene, including JP Andrevon, Yves
Fremion, G. Barlow, J-P Cronimus, Henri Baudin,
P.Versins, J. Boczke, Louis Thirion, P. Barbet,
Michel Jeury, Daniel Drode, G. Klein and J.

Eurocon 2 in Grenoble on July 8-13, 1974 turned
out as somewhat of a disappointment. After the
Trieste event, the bar was set to expectations the
Grenoble group was unable to meet.
The attendance has been reported to a number
around 200 members. French author Jean-Pierre
Fontana is credited with having organized this first
French convention (in 1974), leaving his partners
in crime unnamed.
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Goimard. There was also a panel discussion led by
an Eastern Bloc group (C. Chruszczewski, Poland;
Peter Kuczka, Hungary; and Ion Hobana, Romania)
on SF des Pays de l'Est.

organizers of conventions to repeat the mistakes.
The main purpose of such manifestations is always
to bring together fans, authors, and publishers and
they succeeded in this: we had a sunny one in
Grenoble and a holiday, made new friends and
contacts and held cozy room parties. Let's hope
France can build a tight-knit organization to
celebrate the tradition of SF conventions started this
year to further develop the experience gained.

These discussions and the other manifestations like
some movie screenings (including some short films
by Belgian Raoul Servais) unfortunately took place
in halls often on quite a distance from each other.
Most feature films were shown in the city, 10 km
away. This planning can be understood as the
organizers wanting to encourage the participants to
walk through the beautiful campus and also to give
an opportunity to visit the city. This however, turned
out somewhat precarious: many lost their way (for
example, the Hungarian translator came to late to
the discussion after roaming through countless
hallways and stairs) and others just gave up and
were ready to climb the mountains.

THE END

An SF fan likes to dig into books. This aspect was
paid no heed to. No dealer or publisher on campus.
We were advised to visit bookshops in the city,
which of course do not have 2nd-hand books.
At the closing session, it was announced that the
European SF Committee decided to submit the
candidacy of Poland for 3rd EUROCON for a vote.
This was almost unanimously accepted, so that
everyone is expected to be in Poznan in 1976. We
can hope this convention will be more European,
with simultaneous translation from the university,
with cheap accommodation and meal options, with
short tourist excursions (and with Stanislaw Lem).

Czeslaw Chruszczewski, 1975 – foto: Stanisław Wiktor

Eurocon 3, held on 19-22 August 1976 in Poznan
went really well. Czeslaw Chruszczewski proved
himself a competent organiser. So far, the only
ESFC board document found, is one from the
following Eurocon in Poznan. This was a demand
by the Polish secret service and kept in their
archives, now open to the public. There was
somewhere between little and no communication
connecting the ESFC (later ESFS) with sffandom. In Sweden the editor, author and ex-sffan Sam J Lundwall made it abundantly clear the
Eurocon was a convention for professionals.

Due to the small number of foreign participants in
Grenoble, it was decided not to award any EuroAwards, but Honourable Mentions Only. For
example, the publishing house Calmann-Levy this
entry for the best SF series for his new collection
Dimensions. Michel Jeury was named best SF
author specified for his book Le Temps Incertain, for
which he already won a prize a few months ago in
Clermont-ferrand; for this last reason alone, in my
opinion, one had better given this award to someone
else, e.g. Ian Watson for The Embedding. As for the
fanzines awarded a deserved mentioning of
Hungarian Galaktea by P. Kuczka, but why the jury
awarded a prize to the German Andromeda is
incomprehensible. First of all, there are much better
magazines in Germany (we think of Quaber Merkur
or SF-Times) and then Andromeda appears not for
six months since the board decided to dissolve! For
best fan activities, Brussels Bernard Goorden was
honoured with an award. J.P. Aandrevon became
listed for best short story. As best study on SF was
voted Aldiss' Billion Year Spree.

This façade was upheld throughout the 80's. With
exception for 1982 when the professionals conked
out completely, and the Eurocon for once ended
up for and in the hands of sf-fans.
It was a sign of the times to hand out pompous
names and titles. The chair was called president
and the secretary was upholstered to General
Secretary East or General Secretary West. We
have not found any protocols (yet), but then the
ESFC/ESFS was accountable to no one. They
also had a treasurer without any funds.

From the above it might be inferred that Grenoble
largely failed. This is not completely true. The above
is intended as positive criticism to prevent future
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Interestingly a document has surfaced in Poland:

The intended organiser of the 4th Eurocon in East
Berlin 1978, Günther Krupkat compiled this result
of the 1976 ESFC deliberations.

In the sixties, Luis Vigil promoted the science
fiction magazines Anticipación (1966) and Nueva
Dimensión (1968). In the seventies, he continued
to write articles on film and underground culture
for magazines, in addition to publishing theoretical
books as diverse as The legend of Bruce Lee
(1974) or History of sadomasochism (1978). He
also wrote comic book scripts for "Dracula". With
Domingo Santos, he wrote the saga of heroic
fantasy novels "Nomanor".

The first thing we notice, is Brian W Aldiss named
as West President. In the absence of documentation, we can hypothesize the West Presidency
alternated between Aldiss and Brunner until later
it settled on John Brunner.
After careful study, it occurred to me that Spain
was represented on this document.
Luis Vigil García (Barcelona, 1940-2019) was a
critic, writer, translator and editor and possibly
involved in running the first Spanish sf-convention
in Barcelona on 6-8 December 1969. Who would
have thought the largely anonymously (for us)
Spanish sf-activists beat the Italian, French and
Polish to running their first sf-convention? [The 2 nd

But here every trace of Spanish involvement into
European conventions appear to vanish until 2016
as Ian Watson brings the glory back to Barcelona.
Eurocon 3 in Poznan, also the first known Polish
sf-convention can be considered a success.
Vernon Brown reported in Checkpoint#76, page 3:
https://www.fanac.org/fanzines/Checkpoint/Checkpoint7603.html

Hispacon intended for Madrid 1970 was cancelled due to
failure to obtain administrative authorization. Barcelona's
turn again in 1971 and then no further cons until after the
reign of their dictator Francesco Franco. Since 1991 the
annual national Spanish sf-convention has been secured.]

------------------------------------------------

8 July 2016:

Who was first, the egg or the cow?
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handed out on such meaningless criteria that they
practically lost all of their value. With a few
exceptions, such as The Man Who Fell to Earth
(1976) as best SF-film and the Dutch semiprofessional magazine Orbit. The awards in the
category fantasy can safely be attributed to the
very same genre. An example? Paul Naschy (who
happened to be there and who was responsible
for two of the worst films of the convention) seized
the award for best initiative in fantasy.
To round up the abominations of Eurocon IV, one
ought to mention the speech held by Francois
Persons, the French state secretary of culture
who within a brief time span managed to stack an
overwhelming amount of platitudes at a cocktail
party which didn't even have anything respectable
for drinking.
In spite of it all, there were interesting moments,
such as the lecture held by A.E. Van Vogt (at
which he revealed a peculiar personality), or the
lecture by Eduardo Goligorski on Latin-America
and the perspective on its future SF, by Carlos
Saiz Cidoncha on Spanish SF, as well as Eremey
Parnov (read to us by a Russian lady).
It remain the case of Alexander Zinoviev, who
talked about his own work, but was showing a
remarkable ignorance about SF. Yet another
reason to wonder why his book Les Hauteurs
Béantes (Yawning Heights) received the award as
best European SF-novel. If it was necessary to
bring him into a good mood, one could have
handed him a special award instead of allowing
him to oust a real SF-novel written as such.
We can only hope the Italian delegates who have
to organise Eurocon V in Stresa at Lago Maggiore
have observed what needs to be done and what
needs to be avoided. And there is always the
offhand chance the weather will be better than
what it was in Brussels.
Richard D Nolane, 1978

Eurocon 4 on 1st-5th November 1978 in Brussels
was given an unfavourable report by Richard D
Nolane in Lundwall's JVM #373 (Feb 1979):
One thing is for sure; Eurocon IV will not go to
history as an important convention, much less as
a particularly successful one. The congenial team
of organisers, led by Bernard Goorden were taken
aback by the unfolding of events for two reasons.
For one, somewhat naïvely their ambition had
exceeded their ability, and secondly, a large
number of eastern countries were unhappy with
this European event which stood in unpleasant
contrast to the eclecticism of the delegates during
Eurocon III in Poznan (an event well worth to be
remembered). Belgium, France, Spain, Italy and
the Netherlands were well represented, while
there was almost no one from other countries in
western Europe. As for countries from the eastern
part of Europe, the organising committee had
made the big mistake to invite a dissident writer
from the Soviet Union, to which Moscow promptly
responded in a predictable manner and did not
participate with delegates. The only countries of
the Eastern bloc sending delegates were Poland
and Romania, the countries which held their
distance to the Kremlin. Not only were there few
participants, but the length of the event (5 days)
resulted in that everyone was bored most of the
time. On top of that, the European Awards were

------------------------------------------------

Alexander Zinoviev's Yawning Heights has been
compared to Jonathan Swift and Lewis Carroll.
[Wikipedia]
------------------------------------------------

Munich Round Up #148 has the usual picturepages, which I have seen and from where I could
identify the following participants at Eurocon 4:
Waldemar Kumming, Wilfried Onckels, Hans-Gerd
Theunissen (West-Germany), Lars-Olov Strandberg and Kjell Borgström (Sweden) and, if not
mistaken, there was also Pascal Ducommun
(Switzerland). A picture of the auditorium gives me
the impression of a convention of similar size as
Grenoble in 1974.
- Wolf -
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This has, of course, not worked out. First and
foremost a shocking lack of communication has
run through the history of the Con. Nobody
outside the country where the con was to take
place has heard much about it. This of course
makes for a membership composed chiefly of
fans from that very country. The con in Grenoble
turned out to be a French con with very few
foreign visitors, the one in Trieste was chiefly
visited by Italians etc. Secondly, the site of the con
has been a more or less constant point of trouble.
The second Eurocon was supposed to take place
in Brussels; but the hotel where it was to be held
changed management. The new management did
not go for conventions, furthermore they did not
feel it was their duty to carry out any
commitments-made by the former management.
So the con was transferred to Grenoble on a
rather short notice. Combined with the aforementioned lack of communications the result was
predictable. The fourth con, the one we went to,
was originally intended for East Germany. There
was general agreement that after two cons in the
west there were to be two in the east. A promise
was given by the East German representative in
Poznan (The site of a Eurocon,as is the case with
Worldcons, is decided upon at the preceding
Eurocon). He had spoken too soon however: The
Writers' Union of Eastern Germany, who would
have been the organizers, said they could not
cope with a Eurocon. So it was transferred to
Brussels - again at a rather short notice - and due
to little or no communication it became chiefly a
Belgian con. So it goes.

Organisers Bernard Goorden & Alain Walsh behind
AE van Vogt.
(copyright: www.idesetautres.be)

A 2nd report on Eurocon 4 sheds more light on
the general problems of the early Eurocon years.
It was penned by the Danish delegates present in
Brussels 1978 (UniFan 2, 20 March 1979).

The one exception from all this seems to be the
third Eurocon in Poznan. It was organized by a
state agency, took place in a large hotel, and
worked out according to plans. Something that
has worked out is the duration of the event: five
days, if possible. This gives better opportunity for
seeing other fans and for talking more intensively
with them. And going to another part of the
continent for a five-day event seems more
reasonable than to go for just a weekend.
However, the Eurocons have tended to become
more like sercon events than fannish relaxacons.
The many solemnly presented lectures of
interesting but rather dry content appear to be
necessary in order to get the many different
governments of Europe to view cons with some of
the respect that is given to academic events. This
makes for better possibilities, i.e. state subs.; The
Belgian con was by and large financed with subs
from the two Belgian cultural ministeries (they

Ellen Pedersen and Niels Dalgaard:.
It was a dark and stormy november. It was in
Brussels. It was the 4th European Science Fiction
Convention, also called Eurocon 4. We were
there, among other things, to sell our serconzine
CritiFan. We thought it would be a great con with
a lot of participants. But... As the name implies,
this Eurocon was the fourth in the series. Before
had gone, with impressive regularity, Eurocon I
(Trieste, Italy, 1972), Eurocon II (Grenoble,
France, 1974) and Eurocon III (Poznan, Poland,
1976). The idea of the Eurocon was originally
conceived when the 1970 Worldcon, held in
Heidelberg in Germany, became a tremendous
success and attracted many more European fans
than were thought in existence. A decision was
made to produce a European event every two
years, in varying countries, and on both sides of
the so called Iron Curtain.
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have two, one for the Francophone part of the
culture, and one from the Flemish part). And the
deficit produced is expected to be taken care of in
the same manner. So we arrived in Brussels, after
thirteen hours of continuous train ride, some time
in the middle of the night, only to find that the
hotel where we had reserved a room (through the
congress committee) did not know anything about
our reservations. Well, we ended up in a room
there anyway, since it was rather late, but of
course it became more expensive than planned
for.
Later we had some difficulty trying to tell Madame
what the con was about, and what a con was
anyway. Apparently somebody had told her this
was a conference, but since this in French, does
not mean conference, not even meeting, but
lecture, she had the impression that we were
spending all five days listening to lectures about –
guess what -- THE FUTURE! And to Francophone
Belgians of the Madame generation it seems
obvious that Jules Verne has already said what
there is to say about that.

speakers, many of whom had been preparing
longer lectures, could not possibly stick to the
allotted amount of time, and so the elaborate
schedule broke down. Not that it left more room
for discussion, though.
The Guests of Honour were A.E. van Vogt and
Frank Kelly Freas. How this came to be at a
European convention we don’t know. But van Vogt
is pretty well known in the French-speaking part of
the world, basically through the Null-A books
which were translate! into French by Boris Vian.
We have a growing suspicion that the translator’s
highly estimated name is the true reason for the
alleged serconnishness of French fans. Eric
Batard, the French Seacon 79 representative who
had a stall next to us, told us they were all very
serious and bound to buy a serconnish zine in
bulk. The trouble then apparently seemed to be
that they did not happen to be visiting Brussels.
Mr. van Vogt spent his 45 minutes telling us how
Dianetics was the best therapy in the world, since
its profit on a yearly basis exceeded 1,000,000
and it was putting all traditional psychotherapy out
of business, and how he himself had become a
professional writer in the proper sense of the
term, by waking himself up every two hours every
night for the last 30 years. Obviously the ideal
method for those who would have it that the basis
of art is neurosis and that continuous neurosis
ensures a steady flow of creative writing. No
wonder the Mrs. van Vogt we met at Eurocon is
not the one portrayed in Jim Gunn:s Alternate
Worlds.

The next day we went to the site - or rather one of
the sites - of the convention. Here we were told
that our hotel reservations had been transferred to
another hotel, and that they were sorry we hadn’t
been told. They were sorry! So were we, indeed,
but decided not to take the trouble of moving our
things.
The con was scheduled to last five days, with
films every day, with talks and bookselling going
on all the time, and with the more serious part, i.e.
the lectures, put away at the official Translator’s
Institute down the road. These lectures took only
place on two of the five days, and the reason for
arranging for them to take place at the translator’s
institute was, of course, that they provided every
participant with simultaneous translation in
German, Dutch, Russian, Italian, English, and
Spanish. No translation into Danish, though, and
listening to a foreign language (even English) in a
small ear receiver, spoken by someone with a
rather heavy accent, is just not the thing. We sat
through most of the sessions, though, and can’t
say we regret it. We were told of the state of the
art in various countries and were given a number
of other interesting lectures on other subjects,
such as the Paradisical in literature. This part of
the arrangement did, however, suffer from the traditional malady: Each speaker was given
approx, 20 minutes (because for some reason the
programme was continually behind schedule) and no times for questions and discussion. The

Kelly Freas is a scoop at any convention - smiling,
charming, entertaining, interesting. At one point
he began drawing sketches of some of the fans,
and soon a line had formed of fans waiting to
have their picture drawn. He also drew one of
Ellen (used for front cover this time, with the
artist’s kind permission). Whereas van Vogt, apart
from his speech, was little seen or heard, Freas
seemed to be present most of the afternoons,
besides giving a slide show of some of his best
works.
There was a third GoH. Alexander Zinoviev, a
well-known Russian sf author, was invited,
through official channels, and the invitation was
accepted. However, before the con took place,
Zinoviev was exiled from Russia. This put the
Eurocon committee in a rather tight spot; it was
too late to withdraw the invitation (and nobody
really wanted to do that anyhow) and the Eastern
countries threatened to stay away if Zinoviev
appeared. Luckily, they did not and so the con
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had at least the appearance of being a true East +
West arrangement. In fact it seemed that East
Europe was better represented than the west
(excepting of course the swarms of Belgian
attendees). Fans and professionals from Poland,
Hungary, Eastern Germany, Slovenia (which is not
eastern, but unaligned) and other countries. But
only two Swedish fans, two Danish and nobody
from Norway. Too bad, really. From England only
Ken Slater and company were present, as the
British Novacon was held in Birmingham at the
same time. Mr. Slater is the well-known owner of
the Fantast book shop, and did not want to
appear as a bookseller on a Birmingham con,
since this is the home of a competing firm, The
Andromeda Book Shop. A few Dutch and a couple
of Argentinians were also present, besides
numerous French and Italian participants. It was
an international con, all right.

his face and said, "I have now decided what I
think about this convention. I find it boring!”
We think it’s crucial, in future Eurocon work, not to
lose the East European countries. The tendency
for them to be lost in the process has been all too
pronounced recently (Eurocon IV attracted 3
Poles, a couple of Soviet representatives, a
Hungarian couple, 1 Romanian (Ian Hobana), and
1 DDR representative) and the result is
predictable: plans are being made for an East
con. To avoid a total split we feel it’s mandatory to
have Eurocon VI take place in an Eastern country.
To some Europeans it would seem a matter of
cause that Eurocon V, the next one, should not be
held in a Western country (or how about
somewhere in Scandinavia?), but since the Italian
committee was already in full swing it would be
stupid to interfere. Besides, they give the
impression of being very active and very good
organisers. They don’t seem willing to allow a
communications breakdown to ruin the thing.

The art section seemed pretty well organised and some of the art work was extremely good. But
the organiser of the film programme seemed to be
convinced that the F and SF of the con’s name
stands for Fantastique et Seulement Fantastique.
Apart from The Man who fell to Earth, which at
that point had not had its Belgian opening yet, the
films were of the type Death Trap, Demons of the
Mind, Excorcismo (Spanish), Frankenstein and
the Monster from Hell - need we go on?
Combined with the fact that only one projector
was at hand (causing pauses in the middle of a
film, whenever the reel had to be changed) it
made one wonder why so many people actually
did go to see those films. There seemed to be so
many other interesting things to do - buy books,
talk to other fans, drink beer (some Belgian beer
is actually fine, and besides, Carlsberg was
available in the con area). On the last day the
inevitable prizes were given. The representatives
in each country (ha ha) had previously been
asked to nominate authors, books, anthologies
etc., but since the system of representatives had
broken down (for instance, nobody in Scandinavia
or Holland had been hearing from Brussels) this
really was a joke. No great wonder, then, that a
large proportion of the prizes were given to
Belgians. A complete list of the prizes given
appears elsewhere in connection with this article.

Henri Vernes (16/10-1918 – 25/7-2021) received, on
November 5, 1978, a prize from the hands of A E
VAN VOGT at the 4th European SF convention in
Brussels (organized by Bernard Goorden, one of his
loyal readers, on the right), for his “Ananké” cycle.
[Copyright: www.idesetautres.be]
------------------------------------------------

Daalgard also lists the national agents for the Eurocon in
Stresa 1980: Brian W Aldiss, Eric Batard, Jon Bing,
Vernon Brown, Czeslaw Chruszczewsky, Milan Codr,
Jean-Paul Cronimus, Pascal Ducommun, Sezar Ergin
Erkin, Herbert W Franke, Bernard Goorden, Ion Hobana,
Annemarie Kindt, Elka Kostantinova, Günther Krupkat,
Alexandr Kulascev, Peter Kuczka, Sam J Lundwall, Isabel
Meyrelles, Joseph Nesvadba, Eremey Parnov, Ellen
Pedersen, Gian Filippo Pizzo, Heiner Rank, Franz
Rottensteiner, Joseph Van den Borre, Manuel van
Loggem, Pierre Versins, Luis Vigil, Gianfranco Viviani,
Gavrigo, Zoran Zivkovic.

One of the important things about a con is to get
new contacts, new friends. We met some
wonderful people from all over Europe, but apart
from that we have to agree with one of the two
Swedes, Mr Kjell Borgström, who on the fourth
day came up to our table with a solemn look on
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A Eurocon anecdote translated from French:

Before we move into the 1980's with the birth of
the European SF Society, a few things need to be
said about the early years. Having an idea doesn't
accomplish anything. The execution of the ideas
take all the efforts. It is easy to criticise, but to run
a convention the first time, without internet,
without email, google translate or social media, is
a challenge few were up to. Dalgaard/Pedersen
were right, of course. Communication was a
problem. A costly problem, when you had to rely
on postal services. Only the UK, Ireland, Germany
(West), the Netherlands and Scandinavia had
good communication between sf-fans (with widely
read newsfanzines). But the Eurocon also being
an event widely executed by prodom, rather than
fandom, created even more difficulties.

Bernard Goorden would be negligent if he did not
bring up a revealing anecdote in this context. He
had rented headphones for simultaneous
interpretation from the ISTI for the 4th European
Colloquium on Literatures of the Imagination.
Eastern European writers had to boycott the
Zinoviev lecture. As they left the room, Goorden
momentarily
recovered
their
headphones.
Vladimir Colin (Romania) asked him to be able to
keep them outside the room: intrigued, Bernard
Goorden followed him discreetly and realized that,
lurking in a corner, Vladimir Colin was listening to
Zinoviev lecture. Laughing …
[Ides et autres (www.idesetautres.be)]
------------------------------------------------

A significant change in the ESF Committee was
the discharge of Pierre Versins in Brussels 1978
and bringing in Pierre Barbet in his stead.

Professional writers don't write convention reports
– sf-fans write them. Professional writers don't
publish newsfanzines. Look at the agents for the
Stresa event. Herbert W Franke as agent for
Gerfany is ill chosen. In the late 70's hardcore sffandom in West-Germany would have been far
better off with someone like Willmar Plewka, or
later Dieter Schmidt (Fandom Mirror). It can only
be assumed the Eurocon didn't want to attract
sf-fandom in general. At least Lundwall kept in
touch with Swedish sf-fandom and actually did
pass on news about the Eurocon. The only
problem (then) was that he kept reassuring the
convention wasn't for sf-fans (which didn't keep
Lars-Olov Strandberg and Kjell Borgström from
attending them anyway). Franz Rottensteiner may
not have been the ultimate choice either, though
he may have passed on the news for readers of
Quarber Merkur and in gatherings around the pub
table in Vienna. I don't know. I've never seen a
fanzine by Rottensteiner. I only know he used to
make them.

“Barbet did every possible effort to put down a
solid and durable structure and so the ESFS was
officially founded in Stresa 1980. It was a gentle
continuation, since the responsible and actively
involved persons for the most part remained the
same.”
Jean-Paul Cronimus in Shards of Babel #2
------------------------------------------------

Pierre Barbet (16 May 1925 – 20 July 1995) was
the main pseudonym used by French science
fiction writer and pharmacist Claude Avice.
Claude Avice also used the pseudonyms of
Olivier Sprigel and David Maine. Several of his
novels were translated into English and published
by DAW Books.

Bernard Goorden, N.N. And Ion Hobana, 1978

[Alchetron]

[Copyright: www.idesetautres.be]
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and Karel Thole. Of course, Ion Hobana had not
missed out on a single Eurocon yet. He was there
and among others have Franz Rottensteiner and
Wolfgang Jeschke been identified, as well as
Larry van der Putte, Peter Coene, Leslie Flood
with his wife, Ye Gerbish and Annemarie Ewijck.
Roughly some other 40 unidentified faces are
revealed in the pictures.
(see album on Facebook's Eurosmof group)

Eurocon V – Stresa 1980
Paradoxically, as of date, we have plenty of
pictures from the event, but no con-report. We
know the con was organised by Gianfranco
Viviani and IL PENTACOLO (Novara), CLUB
FANTASCIENZA PADOVA (Padova), ANASF
(Roma). There ought to be a report in Kumming's
MUNICH ROUND UP (#150 or #151), but we
have not been able to confirm this.

Waldemar Kumming cheerfully displays his ESFS
Fan Award for 1980.
Foto: LOS

Kjell Borgström and Lars-Olov Strandberg from
Sweden were present again, which is why we
have the events caught by LOS' lens. A dark
picture from the auditorium shows many empty
chairs. But Lars-Olov did point his camera chiefly
at the present members.
We can tell that the Danish couple Dalgaard and
Pedersen attended, but UniFan was cancelled
after two issues (possibly because it was costly).

If this wasn't the Eurocon at which the ESFS was
founded, it would possibly have been one of the
least interesting, perhaps with fewer memberships
than Budapest 1988. But it appears Pierre Barbet
came through and the European SF Society was
officially born. John Brunner became West
President and Alim Keshokov or Eremey Parnov
East President. Peter Kuczka was replaced by
Czeslaw Chruszczewski as General Secretary
East and Jean-Paul Cronimus remained as
General Secretary West (until 1986).
Pascal Ducommun became treasurer (without
funds) and was under the impression he remained

From the pictures we can deduce that Harry
Harrison was one of the GoH. Perhaps also
James White, temporarily decorated with an eyepatch to give the impression of Ernst Stavro
Blofeld. John and Marjorie Brunner were present
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in this function until the new millennium, since
nobody bothered to inform him that Jürgen Marzi
replaced him in 1993. But at least he was along
Ion Hobana and Gianfranco Viviani one of the
longest standing invariables.

Stresa may have been a cozy relaxacon, but it
was not what the Eurocon needed. The venue
was losing prestige and attention. Nobody, or next
to nobody in the most active fandoms of Europe
seemed to care what, if anything, was going on at
the European convention.
I would hazard a guess that we also had Pascal
Ducommun present in Stresa, because it fell on
his lot to run the next Eurocon 1982 in Lausanne.
Stresa 1980 was also a meeting of World SF
which had been founded in Dublin 1976. They
reconvened twice since then (Dublin again 1978
and Stockholm 1979). Three more times, World
SF and the Eurocon would (collide) coincide.
1984 at SeaCon in Brighton, 1988 in Budapest
where the differences between prodom and
fandom ended with a crash and big bang and last
1989 in San Marino.

Food has always been a main component of Italian
conventions. Here the table with Marjorie Brunner
and Ion Hobana.
Foto: LOS

Leslie Flood and Ye Gerbish.

Foto: LOS

The Eurocon had now four times out of five been
in western Europe and this was not at all going
according to plan. But it was going to get worse...
Niels Dalgaard in conversation with James White.

Karel Thole Ben Bova (?) and Wolfgang Jeschke
...before it was going to get any better. The next
bump in the road was just up ahead. And so we
come to the point where it becomes interesting.

Harry Harrison under Italian press(ure.
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1982 was first thought to become the Russian
Eurocon, but then it was changed to Budapest
and when this failed Switzerland was under
consideration. But Pascal burned himself out in
the process and so the lot fell on Germany and
the Festival der Fantastik in Mönchengladbach.

The notion of a convention for professionals may
be a good idea in the mind of prodom, but the
best convention-runners (smofs), the most
inventive program creators, the gophers and all
the time and talent needed – you find primarily
among the enthusiasts who do it for fun and for
free. Because the fans are many and spend their
time and money for what they love the most.

Before burning himself out, Pascal recalled the
Eurocon before the first Eurocon and suggested it
should be included in the count, which is why the
Eurocon for 1982 was numbered as Eurocon 7.

It would take more than the rest of the 1980's
before prodom would have to yield and recognize
that the fan decides IF and WHEN there will be a
convention and WHO the GoH should be. For the
Eurocon, the Festival der Fantastik was clutching
after a straw, but in this case it was successful.

With all the obstacles the ESFS encountered
between 1980 and 1982, the organisation felt at
the end of their rope. Having ideas is fine, but
their execution demands work and attention. This
is always true. And a prodom convention, a con
for professionals would have to rely on their own
resources, which in best self-interest is time better
invested in the production of literature.

Eurocon 7 became the biggest hit since Trieste
1972. It was a revitalization.

Jean-Paul Cronimus (1935-2018), from Rodez in
France was a teacher of German language. He
was not quite like the other members of the ESFS
board of his time. For one, he was just a fan, not a
pro. He was also a Perry Rhodan-reader and fan,
which his letter to the PR-readers page of issue
#311 shows (1967). He was also reading and
contributing to fanzines (Lunar Monthly#4 1969)
and he became a member of the SFCD. With the
advent of home computers, he became something
of a computer geek with his Amstrad computers.
His wife Evelyne died in 2014 and he joined her 4
years later.
Cronimus did the only sensible thing left to do. He
opened up to fandom. He gave Walter Jost, the
chair of the Mönchengladbach event the full story
and the list of results so far: 1959 Zürich, 1972
Trieste, 1974 Grenoble, 1976 Poznan, 1978
Brussels and 1980 Stresa. It was not Walter Jost's
idea to make Festival der Fantastik into Eurocon 7
– the suggestion came from the ESFS.
He also admitted the ESFS had for the moment
no pulse. But he argued for the validity of the idea
and the program book of Eurocon 7 had more
information about the ESFS than any program
book ever before has had and would have for the
rest of the millennium. Feel free, trying to prove
me wrong about that.

The list of pre-registered members contains 285
names, and attending were a few more.
This was the convention when Roelof Goudriaan
entered the European fan-scene and rose to instant
fame. The misfortune of the ESFS was one of his
major boosters. He also was handed the ESFS
Award for Best Fanzine, before earning (deserving)
it. He deserved it, yes. But he had only published 10
pages of Shards when he got the 1 st ESFS Award.

Cronimus also opened up in Shards of Babel,
which for the first time established a proper link
between prodom and sf-fandom. Shards of Babel
for the duration of its run became the focal point
for understanding what was going on in European
fandom outside the English speaking realm.
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One can guess that the reason for him winning
the first time in Mönchengladbach 20-22 August
1982, was simply because he was there. But then
he went on to prove that he was worth it. Twice.

Britain at some other time of the year, to combine
it with Eastercon could be disastrous. A number of
those who felt this way, who didn't want to see the
character and traditions of Eastercon subsumed
in this of all years, organised a rival bid in direct
opposition to Brunner's. The rival bid, for an
Eastercon to be called 1984CON in honour of
Orwell, had on its committee a number of those
who'd organised the 1975 and 1979 SEACONs
so the decision of the Brunner bid (which had
none) call its convention SEACON'84, and by
implication to trade on the goodwill those earlier
conventions had generated by suggesting a link
of some sort, caused a certain amount of
acrimony. At ALBACON, the 1983 Eastercon, the
convention was awarded to the Brunner bid...”
I have to admit, when I first read this passage, I
only understood in part the objections against
Brunner's bid. What was the fuzz all about? But
by now I have digested the ramifications. I only
needed a bit more time, since I may be a little
slow of mind.
In the next paragraph Rob continues:
“ Over the Easter weekend of 1984, SEACON'84
was duly staged. Unfortunately it proved to be the
disaster that the 1984CON bidders had feared it
would. Many of the visiting Europeans and those
British fans whose first convention it was reported
having a good time, but most of those who
regularly attended other British conventions
considered it an organisational shambles and the
worst Eastercon since the notorious MANCON 5.”

I will fast-forward a bit, because we have next to
nothing (so far) on Eurocon 8 in Ljubljana, but lo
and behold, the Slovenian (Yugoslavian) con got
mentioned in Ansible! Dave Langford wrote: the
Yugoslavs have succeeded in having their
September 16-18 (1983) con at Cankarjev Dom,
Ljubljana, recognized as a Eurocon, which now
becomes an annual – not biennial – event.
He also gives the contact details to Elizabeta
Bobnar in Medvode (Northwest near Ljubljana in
what today is Slovenia), Yugoslavia. Perhaps our
friend in Slovenia, Bojan Ekselenski, will be able
to shed light on this event?

Eurocon 10 – Riga, Soviet Union 1985
What, you never heard of Eurocon X? Perhaps
this is because the convention had to fold with
short notice. Pierre Barbet, the coordinator of the
ESFS went to Riga, to see if he could help out,
find an alternative conference site or even scale
down the event to what the possibilities might
proven to have been. To no avail.
Ahrvid Engholm reported in FANYTT#135, Dec'85
on the ESFS Awards for 1985. I had to ask Ian
Watson, if he was aware that he was named
among the winners of 1985. Promptly he sent me
a picture of the award diploma. From it, one can
extract several facts. The ESFS did hold a
conference in Fayence on 2-3 November 1985. A
partial ESFS-board configuration was obtained.

Eurocon 9 – SeaCon - April 20-23, 1984
Rob Hansen sheds in his fanhistory book THEN
light on the reception of John Brunner's SeaCon
in British fandom: “The news that John Brunner
was leading a bid to combine the 1984 Eastercon
with that year's Eurocon was greeted with alarm
in some quarters when it was first announced in
1982. Quite apart from the particular significance
of the year itself in British SF, many felt that while
it would be a good thing to hold a Eurocon in

The complete Award-list has been forwarded to
the current ESFS-board. Their site may be
updated with the new and corrected data any year
now, possibly even as soon as in 2022. At least
the have already managed to update their logo
with symbolically less signifying content.
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Eurocon 11 - Zagreb, Yugoslavia 1986
The facts around this Croatian convention are,
same as the Slovenian 1983, still in the dark. But
being closer in time, there is hope that not everyone involved has passed on yet.
For the ESFS occurred some significant changes.
Pierre Barbet and Jean-Paul Cronimus resigned
and Ion Hobana was chosen to be the new
coordinator, while Joseph Vanden Borre,
Belgium , became the new west-secretary. It is
also possible that the change Barbet-Hobana only
happened the following year in Fayence, but we
might be able to uncover many facts about the
ESFS, if only we can access Hobana's personal
archive, which is in possession of his son, who is
a resident of Bucharest. We attempted to contact
him this August, while I was in Romania and we
will try again.
Sam J Lundwall was GoH in Zagreb.

Eurocon XIII – Budapest, Hungary 1988
This was going to be difficult. We knew this. It was
perhaps the darkest hour in Eurocon-history. The
attendance was known to have been very low.
Due to an ongoing dispute between Romania and
Hungary, Ion Hobana was unable to attend. But
political quarrel was far from the worst disaster to
strike this Eurocon.
Simultaneously World SF was to convene in the
capital of Hungary, but Peter Kuczka arranged a
rival event for World SF and did everything he and
his friends could think of to sabotage the Eurocon.
Sandor Horvath, who was chair of the organising
committee had invited Walter Ernsting as one
GoH. This was deeply annoying, not only to Sam
Lundwall, but basically to every European sfauthor who wasn't part of the success of the Perry
Rhodan-series. Perry Rhodan was still in its silver
age, while the sales charts for all other sf-writers
plummeted to previously unimagined low.

Eurocon 11 (12) – Montpellier 1987
This progress-report for the Eurocon 1987 show
somewhat of the confusion around the numbering
of Eurocons. Perhaps this is why the numbering
has been given up completely in modern times.
We have not even started to look into facts
around this event yet. But it did take place on 29th
Oct to 1st Nov 1987.

We could piece together, exactly what expired
from a retrospective report by István Márki and
from Herbert Thiery's sweeping report in
Andromeda Nachrichten#116. A partial list of
ESFS Award winners could be recovered as well
as an impressive amount of footage from the lens
of Finnish sf-fan Juhani Hinkkanen.
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The World SF faction encouraged Hungarian fans
to boycott the event. This was fairly successful.
Of the barely 100 attending members, less than
50% were Hungarian fans. There was a large
group of 20 East-Germans, a large group (nearly
20) of Finns with Tom Ölander, Johanna Sinisalo
and Juhani Hinkkanen among others and the rest
were all the other European delegates, namely
Herbert Thiery and friends (West-Germany), John
Brunner (UK), Roelof Goudriaan and friends
(Netherlands), Pascal Ducommun and Erich von
Däniken (Switzerland), Boris Zavgorodny, Mikhail
Yakubovskiy (Soviet) a few Polish and Czech fans
and one Austrian.

Roelof Goudriaan in 1988. Photo: Juhani Hinkkanen

When I was told this was a picture of the Shardseditor Roelof Goudriaan, I found it hard to believe.
Since Mönchengladbach he had lost some weight
and grown a beard. But Roelof has confirmed it.
It is him.
Out of 4 invited GoH (Brunner, Hobana, Ernsting
and Barbet) only one could appear at the event.
But the con had its good moments. Brunner's
program-item was highly appreciated and the
Finns did enjoy themselves most of the time.

Pascal Ducoomun at the ESFS Award ceremony
next to John Brunner. Then conrunner Sandor
Horvath and East-German author Erik Simon.
Photo: Juhani Hinkkanen

As feuds in sf-fandom go, this was perhaps one of
the ugliest to affect a Eurocon. The Hungarian sffans would surely prefer to forget this Eurocon
ever happened, but the important lesson to learn
from it, is for a split fandom not trying to run a
Eurocon before resolving their internal issues. Or
do as the Germans do; quarrel among yourselves
and don't let the international community see or
hear that you are ready to fafiate (FAFIA – Force
Away From It All, a variant of GAFIA) each other.
I do hope the Hungarians were not eternally
dissuaded from running a Eurocon and do try it
again. As one fandom.

Possibly the worst insult to the convention and to
Sandor Horvath was someone in Peter Kuczka's
group who uninvited Walter Ernsting four weeks
before the convention. Horvath was informed of
this only during the ongoing event.
Understandable, as Thiery aptly described it, that
Sandor Horvath looked like Mount St Helen
shortly before its eruption.
The program stretching over four days on 7-10 of
July felt thin, but Budapest itself offered plenty of
other distractions and was according to Herbert
Thiery well worth the journey.
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World SF, near the end of its most active time
reached out to China. In 1991 they held their
meeting in Chengdu, Sichuan Province of China.
It would be an interesting project to explore in a
future issue, what the situation was in Chinese SF
then and how it has developed since then. Did
World SF have an impact?

The Presidents of World SF included
Harry Harrison (1978-1980), Frederik Pohl (19801982), Brian W Aldiss (1982-1984), Sam J
Lundwall (1984-1986), Gianfranco Viviani (19861988) and Norman Spinrad (1988-1990).
I take note, that there was no one present from
Italy and no one from France to promote the
subsequent Eurocons. One can wonder how they
even got the privilege to run Eurocons.

John Clute's Encyclopedia of SF sheds light on
the end of World SF: A major unofficial purpose
of World SF was to provide opportunities for
contact between sf writers in Western and Iron
Curtain countries, with an official-seeming
organization and letterheaded invitations that
were more palatable to communist bureaucracies
than the notion of their writers attending overseas
sf events for enjoyment. Such devices having
become largely unnecessary in the 1990s, World
SF activity declined and its operations ceased
formally in 2002. [RH/DRL]

It is interesting, that democracy and transparency
in the ESFS should be introduced as late as in the
1990's by and in a former East bloc country. Up to
and including the last Eurocon of the 80's, the
honour appeared to be handed out arbitrarily.
Perhaps, at the time, it was the only way to go
forward.
Around 1990 the sf-fans of the East Bloc gathered
their wits and organised the closest thing to an
eastern equivalent of the Eurocon. It was held
only once before the Soviet Union collapsed.

An Italian branch of World SF still carries (not so
much the torch, but at least a lit match) like some
sf-literature version of Hiroo Onoda. It is mainly
concerned with the small Italian speaking World.

This information and the illustration vanished in
my disk crash, but I hope to get it back before all
of this material is to be compiled in one volume. In
a possible book for LuxCon 2022 – and if not – for
another issue of Clockwise.
As if Budapest wasn't embarrasment enough, the
final calamity among Eurocons was the 1989
event in San Marino, organised by Adolfo
Morganti, il Cerchio of San Marino and the Star
Trek Italian Club (STIC) at which the Portoguese
Eurocon-delegate Álvaro Holstein marvelled over
the seriousness of a heated dispute between Star
Trek and Babylon 5-supporters. Fortunately none
of the combattant were armed with pitchforks,
knives or handguns. Phasers on stun, folks! This
is just a science fiction convention.

I pass on the word to Roberto Quaglia to finish
this chapter. Translated from Italian, by me:

Mikhail Yakubovskiy from Rostov-on-Don, USSR in
Budapest 1988.
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May 2013 - The eldest Russian SF Convention,
Aelita, has granted to Roberto Quaglia the Grand
Master of Sci-Fi & Fantasy Award.

on the merits.
There is also a third category of people, who do
not have a clear idea of what a science fiction
convention actually is, despite having already
taken part in one or even several of them. To
these, who are inevitably unable to recognize
themselves as belonging to this third category, I
would charitably suggest the solution of
euthanasia. An ideal way to solve many of the
long-standing problems that afflict the world of
true science fiction fans, a way that is however
practically not feasible, which is why I won't argue
further on the issue.

STCHASTIC THINKING
by Roberto Quaglia
This is a report of the
Eurocon 18-21 May 1989 San Marino
It confirms the old saying: “We are what we see.”
Or how any event can become interesting.
It's not the usual run-of-the-mill perspective.
- WolfEd Some of those who have finished reading these
lines already know very well what a science fiction
convention is, due to the fact that they have
already taken part in one or more of them. Many
others, however, although possibly interested in
the world of science fiction, do not have a clear
idea of what a science fiction convention actually
is, having never taken part in any of them. To
them, in addition to the suggestion to try this
experience at one time or another, I first of all
invite you to read another article written by me in
the Stochastic Thought column, What are science
fiction conventions for in which I enter more fully

I attended my first science fiction convention late
spring 1989, in San Marino. The registry office, at
the time, attributed twenty-seven years to me. I
had been reading science fiction for twelve or
thirteen years and had been writing it for six.
However, I had never known of the gatherings of
science fiction lovers in Italy. Maybe I had already
been told or had read about it before, but,
distracted as I am, hadn't noticed it. I knew that
such gatherings were held regularly in the United
States, having read the amusing anecdotal that
Isaac Asimov used to report between one
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digression and the next in the interstices of his
collections of short stories. I read then with
poignant envy of those lopsided gatherings in the
United States of the 1950s where a few dozen
losers met here and there ritually chatting about
science fiction - losers who had the names of Poul
Anderson, Frederik Pohl, Cyril Kornbluth, Robert
Heinlein and many others among which,
obviously, we also had the good Isaac. By virtue
of my distraction, however, I continued to ignore
that similar gatherings were taking place in my
own country.

hide a stupid person, nor vice versa. Furthermore,
this individual had a face which wasn't entirely
unfamiliar to me. Suddenly I knew who the man
was. Maybe I read his ID-card or perhaps I
recognized his face (the vivid memory that I have
of the moment does not reach all the details), the
fact is that all of a sudden I knew that it was a few
meters between me and Frederik Pohl in flesh,
blood and brain (not being anthropophagous his
flesh and blood in itself interested me little). And
then I was suddenly very happy to find myself in
that particular place at that particular time. I don't
know if you ever have read a book by Frederik
Pohl. Should you not have done so, shame on
you.

Then, one day in 1988 I went to Montepulciano to
collect a kind of Literary Prize, one of the first and
at the same time the last Literary Awards that I
ever have voluntarily took part, spending much
more money on the trip than the one in which the
Award consisted. On this occasion, I noticed that
one was taking place in parallel with the rites of
the Prize strange and incomprehensible business
which was called Italcon (it is quite possible that
this is not true at all and that my memories are
false; in any case it is on that occasion that I
remember having become aware of the existence
in Italy of something called Italcon). I came so to
know that the following year there would be an
Italcon in San Marino that would also be Eurocon,
something like Italcon but more.

After the first seconds of enthusiasm, however, I
found myself thinking: What a pity! I have Frederik
Pohl here in front of me and I can't even go talk to
him! After all, what could I ever have tell him he
would care to hear? I hadn't even read a lot of his
at the time. Just the famous The Merchants of
Space, and a few short stories. I knew the
importance of Frederik Pohl mostly from reading
the 600 pages of Isaac Asimov's autobiography, in
which Pohl is one of the most frequently recurring
characters.
I knew the life, death and miracles of that old New
Yorker in front of me, but I had read only one of
his books. There was no point in me approaching
him to tell him anything, since I didn't I really have
anything to say to him. In fact, no one there
seemed to have anything to say to Frederik Pohl.
He was smiling on the sunny balcony chatting
with his wife, detached from the agglomeration of
Italians that formed the rest of the company. A
veritable shame to miss the opportunity to meet
him, probably the only one I ever would have had.

A year passes quickly, especially when it comes to
years that passed long ago. Undecided until the
end whether to venture to San Marino or not, I
finally decided to dare it and, armed with all the
depression that then was my favourite pastime, I
faced the long journey from Genoa by train
without the slightest enthusiasm and braced for
disappointment. What could possibly expect to be
interesting in San Marino, at a small science
fiction convention where I didn't know anyone?
The travel expenses and the regret of having
gone there, I told myself. Maybe even the rain.

So I denied my previous certainty of not being
able to talk to him and hiding my tremendous
emotion, I walked with decisive steps towards him
unconvincingly telling myself he was only human.

I arrived in San Marino at three in the afternoon
on May 18, 1989, with the Convention already in
progress for a few hours. With a hesitant stride I
walked towards the meeting place, curious only to
see what form my disappointment would take. On
the landing that gave access to the Congress
Center I immediately saw an elderly man of
obvious foreign appearance. Toh! I said to myself,
it is actually someone from abroad. I took a closer
look at the stranger, in whose face I caught an
immediately interesting aspect. Physiognomy is
not an opinion, it is my conviction. With a few
curious exceptions, an intelligent face does not

May I experience the smoking of a cigarette from
the great Frederik Pohl? I apostrophized it in
English, as if I were approaching a beautiful girl. It
wasn't much of an approach, but the first time is
always a little awkward, not only with the girls.
With a big smile Pohl offered me a cigarette, and
we started talking, I don't remember what.
It was a wonderful conversation, at least for me. I
hadn't made it to my first sf convention for less
than five minutes and I was already chatting
amiably with Frederik Pohl and his wife Elizabeth
Ann Hull. We went on for a good half hour, almost
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undisturbed. I bummed a few more cigarettes
from him. There were a bunch of Italians, about
ten meters from us, all people much more
experienced in gatherings of science fiction, but
none of them were apparently interested in Pohl,
nor his cigarettes, since they kept their distance
without much interacting. Or rather, little of it.
Sometimes in fact someone would join us and,
with an anxious and deferential tone, introduced
himself to Pohl prefixing their qualifications
(university professor, journalist, etc.) and then
addressing him one or more questions, to which
Pohl kindly answered, after which the interviewer
trotted away plump and satisfied. The scene was
repeated several times, with minimal variations.
What soon struck my observational spirit was that
they all had some question to ask him, but nothing
to tell him. This matter was surprising enough to
me, but Pohl did not seem surprised at all. Over
time, this would cease to amaze me as well.

also took pictures of me and Pohl.
Unfortunately, I never had the opportunity to see
or obtain any of these photographs. Curiously,
then, in Pohl's scrapbook there are presumably
photos of me with him while in my scrapbook
there are none of him with me. Actually, I have
one, with Pohl, Harry Harrison and me, but it was
taken only four years later and is from mediocre
quality; anyway here it is:

After half an hour of three-way conversation with
Pohl and his wife, I found myself for a few minutes
alone with the latter, Elizabeth Ann Hull.

Frederik Pohl, Harry Harrison & Roberto Quaglia, 1993.

Why do you want to kill yourself? she asked me
sternly. I had just scrounged yet another cigarette
from her husband and that was exactly what she
was referring to. Frederik is now an old wreck, his
wife continued, but you are young. It's stupid to
ruin your health smoking! I was struck that she
cared about my health, apparently more than her
husband's, so much that I still remember it. How
to blame her? Also I cared more about my health
than her husband's! At the moment, smoking is
the least of my pains, I replied, thinking of the
depressive syndrome I was playing around with
usually, until I have solved the greatest evils, I will
think about solving this too. My justification did not
earn me her approval.

Towards evening, an old lady made her
appearance, with a bewitching cross-eyed look
slightly spirited and a decidedly unusual
sportswear for a woman of a certain age. I was
watching her with curiosity when John Brunner
came up to her and stood out emphasis greeted
her by hugging her, which further increased my
curiosity. After that, Brunner introduced her to
Sam J Lundwall, a cheerful Swedish writer
completely unknown to me at the time, whose
fiery sympathy I would come to known well in the
following years: Sam, can I introduce you to
Judith Merril? Judith Merril?! The legendary Judith
Merril! Judith Merril was an American SF writer of
who I have never read anything to this day (yes,
yes I admit: I'm a great ignoramus!). Yet I knew so
many things about her life, since she too was one
of the recurring characters in the Asimovian
autobiography that I knew by heart. I knew of her
marriages with various famous SF writers,
(including, if memory serves, Pohl himself) and
many other details of her private life in the period
of the American golden age. In Asimov's book I
had seen a photograph of him that I remembered
and remember very well, and suddenly see him in
flesh and blood, shortly into my first science fiction
convention, after Pohl and Brunner, was an
experience beyond all logic filled me with emotion.
In fact, why on earth did it have to affect me? I
have always found it ridiculous with fans who get
excited in front of those they regard as VIPs.

Meanwhile, other foreign-looking figures were
arriving at the convention. A very British elder
gentleman bore a plaque that read John Brunner.
Of him, I had at the time only read the novel The
Squares of the City, a book that didn't particularly
have me thrilled. As I would later find out, John
Brunner has written numerous novels in his life,
some really splendid ones, but I didn't know it
then, and so the fact of seeing him there didn't
have much of an impact. However, I started to
talk to him, struggling for a while to understand his
too well pronounced English.
Later, I again had the opportunity to entertain
Pohl, and a photographer made a series of
photographs of us together. Elizabeth Ann Hull
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On the other hand, I had grown up on bread and
Asimov, and when I had devoured the interminable Asimov's autobiography, I had been so involved
in it that it seemed to me as if I had lived those
years too, and for weeks, during and after that
reading, I had unwittingly begun to relentlessly
narrate to myself every moment I experienced in
terms of future autobiography. For example, I
used to go to a club in the evening and hit on a
girl while at the same time I couldn't help but hear
my own voice in my head saying: ... that day I left
the house and went to Panteca, the place where I
for years usually spend my evenings; there was a
beautiful girl who caught my attention and I ...
Singular, don't you think? The fact is that even
when I took the bus I felt like telling myself: ... and
then I got on the bus, the 36 crossed out ... or
when I sat on a toilet to mind my own business ...
and it was during a toilet session it came into
mind what I should have ... There are people who
need LSD to get high enough. To me Asimov's
autobiography sufficed.

John Brunner, Ion Hobana (Romanian writer,
whom I personally met only a few years later, in
Romania), Gianfranco Viviani from the North
Publishing House and a few wives.

And now, suddenly, it was as if such a delusion
had somehow become reality. I interacted with the
characters of the soap opera that had involved me
most in my life. Like... Could I remain emotionally
indifferent? And why would I ever have to?

After dinner I sat down in the lounge of the bar
with John Brunner and Judith Merril for a chat
while drinking grappini. For a while, I played the
jolly fool and we ended up raving about what a
juggler could have done in an orbiting spacecraft.
It was Judith Merril to introduce the concept.
Brunner remarked that in zero gravity a juggler
can't swing balls. I argued it was possible on an
orbiting spacecraft, he can also be a juggler, using
the bounce off the walls. Brunner gave me a
fleeting look of admiration. And I felt in full
autobiography mode like Asimov, fooling around
with sci-fi futility in the midst of the same tribe as
good Isaac.
Then Brunner said that forcing him to write all his
life was some sort of little devil who regularly
grabs him by the collar, lifts him up and places
him in front the typewriter - without him ever being
able to object. Judith Merril said that she too had
had that little devil of hers, but he had long since
abandoned her - In fact she no longer wrote. I
thought that those imps had not yet come to help
me. I used to write when I couldn't think of
anything better from to do, and I had to decide for
myself, how to overcome inertia, without being
able to count on any little devil slave. In later
years, however, the slave devil would for certain
have periods of holding me. Writing in those times
is easy, also because you just can't let it be.

It was an excellent dinner, during which I talked
incessantly with the two ladies seated next to
myself. I remember making her laugh for most of
the lunch. I remember especially the noisy, toothy
laugh from Julian May, a person who inspired me
a lot sympathy since she punctually sniggered at
my every joke.
Not even the waiter was able to ruin my evening,
coming to me at the end of dinner to tell me not
without embarrassment that I was the only one
who had to pay the bill, since for the others it was
already paid for. Although I am Genoese, I gladly
paid. I was an outsider and I knew it fully well. I
had snuck into the world of science fiction writers
for a few hours and I was sitting at the head of the
table with the cream of SF.
Definitely, I was happy.

Shortly after, I left for a moment for the little
pension where I was staying and found myself on
the landing where Judith Merril was wandering
bewildered. I asked her if she needed help and
we started talking. She was invited to dinner in the
restaurant of one of the best local hotels but she
didn't know how to get there, so I offered to
accompany her. It was a splendid walk. San
Marino is all uphill, except when it's downhill, only
when it's downhill one doesn't notice it. Judith
Merril was elderly and the climb was long, so we
proceeded leisurely to find it and found breathing
room for many well-chosen words. I recall those
moments with great pleasure. In a short time, we
ended up talking about maximized systems, an
area of speech in which every instant of life is
spent in the best way. As we arrived at our
destination, after a while, we were no more
strangers to each other. Judith Merril invited me to
stay. The others were already at the table and
they all knew each other. The only free seats were
at the head of the table, where Judith Merril made
me sit down next to her. She sat on my left. To my
right, facing Judith, was another woman, who was
introduced to me as Julian May. In front of me, at
the other head of the table sat Karel Thole, the
famous illustrator of Urania. On either side were

I went to sleep at half past midnight, exhausted by
the events of the day which began at five o'clock
in the morning in the gloomy bedroom of my bad
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mood in Genoa, and continued in a crescendo of
surreal existential intensity and improbability. I
thought that one day of the genre was worth more
than six months of undifferentiated urban
greyness. And I had two days left and half of a
Con! I fell asleep with complete satisfaction.

predicted what would happen next. However
Rank confronted me with a mountain of data
outlining beyond any doubt the existence of an
explosive situation in the GDR or, more
accurately, an already exploding one. One thing is
certain, he told me, it cannot continue like this
without catastrophic effects in the near future. The
situation is out of control and can no longer be
harnessed by the regime. So Rank invited me to
go and visit him later in East Berlin, and even
today I regret not having accepted that invitation.
Six months later East Berlin ceased to exist and
became the eastern part of Berlin. I have not
heard anything about Heiner Rank, not even on
the Internet there is no way to find a trace of him.

Friday 19th proved to be another memorable day.
The convention was filled with individuals from all
over Europe, especially from the east. I met
Hungarians, Yugoslavs and Poles. I sympathized
with Uwe Luserke, a German literary agent. At
lunch I went for a pizza with Adam Hollanek, a
proud-eyed Polish writer, Heiner Rank, a very nice
writer from East-Germany and Annemarie Van
Ewyck, an intelligent Dutch woman who went to
San Marino to advertise Confiction, the world
convention. of SF which was to be held the
following year in the Netherlands in Den Haag, at
which in fact I would later participate.
Annemarie was a nice and very intelligent woman.
She was the first person to tell me in full about the
inevitable fate that touches you from the moment
you enter the great transnational family of
fandom. Years pass and friendships in fandom are
added, one on top of the other, without any one
ever fading despite the absence of frequent
contacts. The family gains from time to time, here
and there. Sometimes you go there, other times
you miss it. Some disappear for a decade, but
sooner or later reappear, and immediately find
themselves among friends. Mutual bonds of
empathy do not fade over time. A strange and
intriguing fate, seasoned with the same mood that
I had already glimpsed in the Asimovian autobiography. It was my second day in there and I felt
like I had always been there, even though I knew
it wasn't so. It made me think that the others had
all known each other for years. Being the newest
is always a bit disturbing. Thereafter, I would only
see Annemarie twice: in Den Haag in 1990 and in
Glasgow 1995. But I know that next time we will
resume suspended speeches as if time had never
interrupted them.

------------------------------------------------

Heiner Rank, *11. December 1931 in Nowawes;
† 17 November 2014 in Berlin
(he succeeded Günther Krupkat)
- WolfEd -

------------------------------------------------

On the morning of Saturday 20 May I finally
returned to speak Italian. I met some compatriots
and got involved in a disquisition on the neoteny
of human curiosity that surprised me first. A protomanifestation of my Stochastic Thought. In the
afternoon I spent two hours at the bar drinking
beer with Brunner. He told me about the difficult
time he was experiencing due to the recent death
of his beloved wife. At the time of her death he
was about to finish his latest novel, but now he
was condemned never to finish it. He could no
longer go back to work on a book he conceived
while she was alive. That book was lost forever.
Now he was working on a new novel. I asked him
what it was about, and he replied that he never
talked to anyone about the work he had in
progress, because if he did, he would no longer
be able to continue. I replied that the same thing
happened to me. And shortly after I told him about

At dinner, however, I found myself alone with
Rank and his wife. Heiner Rank is a name that
perhaps will say little to science fiction fans,
however, in East Germany, four and a half million
copies of his SF books were sold at the time. The
discussion we had that evening was indelibly
imprinted on memory. Rank told me in full what
the situation was in East Germany.
We were in May 1989. The Berlin Wall was still
standing and would not be pulled down until six
months later. And no one, at the time, could have
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the book I was writing in those days. Brunner
looked at me mischievously: You said you don't
talk about the books you're writing ... Yeah. I was
proven wrong within minutes. The fact is that with
him, thanks to all the beer swallowed together, I
had made one of the first and last exceptions. I
then showed Brunner some strip comics I had
made a few years ago, and he told me that maybe
he knew who might be interested in them, in
England. Unfortunately, however, I am a bit
distracted and therefore I always forgot, then as in
the years to follow and every time I saw Brunner
again, return to the subject, and so even today
those comics lie forgotten in one of my
overflowing drawers. I wrote this passage also in
the hope of reminding myself in future to go back
looking for a commercial location for my product
more than ten years ago.

that after a while one would lose awareness of
which language one was speaking. The fact is
that French, unlike the other two languages, I
know badly and so, from time to time, I realized
that I was struggling to understand what the other
two were saying, only for this reason realizing
then that for the moment they were speaking in
French. Even more funny was the fact that from
time to time, as I was saying something, I
suddenly realized that I was having a damn hard
time saying it, and then - and only then - I realized
that I was speaking French and so I switched to
English or German and got rid of the unnecessary
obstacle.
On Sunday 21 May there was an air of
demobilization. Little to remember. In the morning
I spent an hour chatting with Julian May, but I
don't remember what we said. However, I think we
said something to each other, as we did it for a
whole hour. For the rest of the day, I finally took a
tour of the country, which until then I had not yet
visited. I still have an image of Silverberg in my
eyes, whom I suddenly saw sitting at a table
outside a bar, alone and shrunken in himself with
a funeral expression. In the afternoon, then, I
would have abandoned San Marino, to return to
shrink in Genoa. I had had an exciting few days. I
had spent hours and hours with notable
individuals. All foreigners. I had hardly socialized
with any Italians. As soon as I arrived in Genoa I
met my friend Gigi Picetti and I immediately told
him:
-You will never guess who I spoke to yesterday.
And Gigi replied:
-And you'll never guess who I talked to half an
hour ago.

Meanwhile, the convention was now clogged with
famous writers. Robert Silverberg, Norman
Spinrad, Brian Aldiss and Harry Harrison had also
arrived.
Silverberg was wearing a pair of wrinkled blue
jeans and I remember a small flower element on
him, giving him a somewhat hippy look, but
maybe that's just an alteration of my memory. He
wandered with a perpetually gloomy gaze carved
on his face exuding awareness. I approached
him, and introduced myself to him as ... the most
unknown science fiction writer in the whole
universe. Silverberg's mask ripped open and he
burst into open laughter. After that he said to me:
Well, I have been for a long time. He believed me.
On the other hand, what I said was true, and even
my appearance at the time did not contradict my
words (as you can verify in the photo). We argued
amiably for a while, until I committed an action
that evidently thousands of fans already had
committed towards him and that he was not
willing to endure (and I won't tell you which one).
In a moment the amiability disappeared
completely from his face which closed in its usual
dark mask of painful haughtiness, without saying
anything to me he suddenly turned his back and
went away. I was disappointed, but on the other
hand I learned something (and I will not tell you
what).

We talked together with whom we had spoken.
You now know who I talked to. Gigi, on the other
hand, had just been on the phone for ten minutes
with Mario Cuomo (at the time mayor of New
York). And suddenly a third friend appeared,
Enrico, who with apparent enthusiasm superior to
ours told us:
-I just set my new Tetris record!
But this is a whole other story. Which I will not tell
you.
----------------------------------------------------------------

WolfEd: The 1989 Eurocon in San Marino was also
a World SF meeting. Roberto appear unaware that
he attended a World SF meeting in the restaurant.

In the evening I dined with Annemarie van Ewyck
and Pascal Ducommun, then curator of the
Maison d'Ailleurs, the Swiss science fiction
museum. The conversation fluctuated between
English, German and French, the languages we
all three spoke to varying degrees, with the result

----------------------------------------------------------------

This Eurocon material has been compiled with
considerable assistance of the Eurosmof group,
Andrey Malyshkin, St. Petersburg / Russia and
Aleksandra Wierzchowska, Poland
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John Clute – Encyclopedia of SF on World SF
Lars-Olov Strandberg – Photography Archive
Websites: Delos Fantascienza, Fancyclopedia 3
Ides et autres (www.idesetautres.be)
------------------------------------------------

Today (10 Sep 2021) arrived a 2nd envelope from
Los Angeles, USA, with John Hertz' fanzine
VANAMONDE issues #1440 through to #1454
(just in case your ambition is to publish a fanzine
with the most published issues. So you know what
you are up against).
#1450 notes Robert A Madle's 101st birthday:
What!? The 1957 TAFF-delegate is still alive!?
Yes, he is. Congratulations from Europe. And I
was just about to enter another quote, this time by
Ashley Montagu:

Artwork: Wolf von Witting, early 80's (with Letraset).

In the first issue of CounterClock, January 1999, I
published a short story which I ought to update;
Rebuilding the Time Machine.
On December 27th the following year arrived a
letter making me very happy. It was from the TIME
TRAVEL RESEARCH CENTER on Long Island,
New York. It contained a pin, which I proudly wore
for a long time and it sadly got lost at some point
between the Clock issues 8 and 10. I had no
longer any evidence to prove it happened. The
enclosed letter (or card) stated: “In recognition of
your contribution to time travel research.”
This morning I found the envelope. I have proof!!!

“The idea is to die young as late as
possible.”
Do we have another fandom record holder, or has
there been someone (in sf-fandom) who has lived
longer than Bob Madle?
Note to self:
Henri Vernes was an sf-author who got to be 102.
------------------------------------------------

As I added the new issues of Vanamonde into
their collection folder, unexpectedly I found
SFCD's magazine/fanzine ANDOMEDA #143/144
edited by Peter Fleissner, published December
1999. It's 200 pages (A4) in German and English,
contain convention reports, articles and other
material related to the 1999 Eurocon in Dortmund.
As I browsed the 164 page Souvenir book from
the same event, I already contacted its makers
and asked them if they had not received a word
from the ESFS. If they had, surely they would
have included it. So it was. Perhaps I don't need
to point out that this 200-page whopper didn't say
anything about the ESFS either.
There's one organization which never was keen
on preserving its own history. It is a pity, now that
we are curious about it and really want to know.
------------------------------------------------

I had seen birth and death but had thought
they were different.
T. S. Eliot
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Runner. You distinguish yourself from many other
people by a specific characteristic: you are
attracted to the mystery constituted by the
transformations the future will give us. It seems
normal to you, it is true, and I assure you that for
me too it is a normal attitude. It seems to me the
most normal of things to be curious about what
will happen or what may happen in the near and
distant future. In fact, this strong interest in what
concerns the future, is not only normal, but it is a
duty and sacrosanct! Although this passion of
ours is normal, dutiful and sacrosanct, we must
realize that most people are exempt from it. Most
people, alas, are blind to the fact that reality is
transforming quickly, and that the future will be
completely different from our present. Precisely
because of this blindness, the majority of people
are absolutely not interested in the topics covered
by sf (especially literary sf, but to a lesser extent
also tv and cinema). And you have to be careful
dealing with them. Who has read HG Wells knows
very well that in the land of the blind someone
with sight is NOT king. In the land of the blind, the
sighted, if they are not careful, can have their
eyes poked out. Try to share your interest in sf
with one who is affected by the aforementioned
blindness, and you find yourself ignored, if not
ridiculed. For some people the label science
fiction has become a dirty word. To ridicule
something, the expression “science fiction stuff" is
often used. We sf lovers are therefore an ignored
minority, if not derided, by the rest of humanity.
What can we do?

I have never killed a man, but I have read
many obituaries with great pleasure.
Clarence Darrow
------------------------------------------------

Irina Lipka, Roberto and Wolf in Zagreb 2012.

WHY SF CNVENTIONS ARE USEFUL
by Roberto Quaglia
The following article is included because a)
Roberto referenced to it in the previous one, b)
because it is relevant and c) because I had so
much fun editing the other article. Written early in
1996, it is also somewhat prophetical. - WolfEd Anyone who has read my previous column, will be
amazed, by the unusual amount of linearity taken
advantage of in this piece. I have nothing against
linearity, even if linearity (and its supporters) often
have a lot against me. Linearity, as physicists
know, generally holds few surprises, while chaotic
systems do everything to not get bored. When
one thinks, a little linearity in one's thinking is a
must, more than anything else in order not to rant,
but it is only from its own chaos that a mind draws
its own evolution, new and original ideas. For this
reason, when it comes to living and thinking (two
connected acts) I prefer fruitful Chaos to sterile
Linearity. Nonetheless, I know chaos to produce
instability, while the role of linearity is to make a
system stable. So, after the unstable chaos of my
past writings let's allow ourselves the stabilizing
rest of some linearity, speaking in an orthodox
way of science fiction conventions.

-------------------------------------------------------

Bear in mind, this article is more than 25 years old.
Since then sci-fi has become vastly more popular
than sf and the community of fans is constituted by
an entirely different breed of nutters, idolizing actors,
instead of writers.
- WolfEd -------------------------------------------------------

The famous American sf-writer Orson Scott Card
argues that sf is the revolutionary literary genre of
this century. You can't blame him. Taking sf, its
origin and its meaning from the assumption of
awareness about the transformations of reality, it
must transform itself in step with a rapidly
changing reality. Science fiction, if it were not
revolutionary, would not be science fiction. (To this
by the way I must say that I find it particularly
foolish trying to distinguish between left and rightwing sf; those who make fools of themselves by
doing it, will never understand how ridiculous they
are, which is not only ridiculous, but tragic).
Have you ever wondered why sf literature is not
taught in university? In truth, some universities
have recently sprung up in the United States and

If you are reading this, you probably have some
interest in the subject science fiction. It may be
that you are a regular reader of sf books, or that
you are content with watching movies or series
such as the X-Files, Star Trek, Star Wars or Blade
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Great Britain in which science fiction is a matter of
study with dignity. This is the beginning. In the
future it may be normal. But until now, science
fiction in universities has previously been heresy,
all over the world. Not heresy because sf would
be ugly or inferior to other literature. We know it is
neither ugly nor inferior. Good sf is significantly
more interesting than any other genre, as it
contains all other genres within itself, but not the
other way around. Universities ignore sf because
they lag behind. Sf evolves continuously, year
after year, multiplying its authors, its readers,
evolving its themes without solution of continuity,
with a speed only equal to progress of human
science. The university, on the other hand, is a
static institution all over the world, characterized
by notable inertia, especially in those humanistic
fields where no specific economic interests are
pressing for development. It ignores the existence
of sf because it is too complicated to deal with,
and it gives nothing from a financial point of view.
In the future, things may change a little, but we
live in the present, so let's see what can be done
to replace university. What is a university actually
for? Besides providing professors (and staff) with
their livelihood? A university serves a couple of
other despicable things, and marginally to teach
(at least in Italy). Given all the contraindications,
couldn't the student study on their own? Generally
no, it is a disheartening and unavoidable answer.
They could not study alone because they would
not know what to study. The university, therefore,
in addition to the private gain of those who
manage it, also serves to select, among all the
garbage humanity has produced over centuries.
Those gems of human thought that deserve to be
saved, learned, remembered, used, developed
and perpetrated.

obvious reasons. What is the logical consequence
of this? It doesn't take long to figure it out: anyone
who buys a book at random has a good chance of
getting some crap. Many people who would be
interested in good quality sf, give up after a while
with disappointment, in the tide of available titles
not finding those masterpieces that do exist. But
they lack valid criteria to find them.
What then can be a criterion, to navigate with
competence and success in the increasingly vast
and boundless ocean of science fiction titles, a
criterion that allows a selection to satisfy and
enrich us, a criterion that substitutes the function
offered for all other topics by the university?
The best valid criterion is communication between
individuals with the same interest, the exchange
of views and opinions. By talking at length with
individuals who have the same interest, we can
synergistically combine our knowledge, and by
sharing it we will enrich ourselves. But where can
we find enough people who are like us interested
in sf? After all, as we noted earlier, most of
humanity is essentially devoid of interest in the
developments of reality in our near and especially
in the more distant future. Where can we find
enough individuals who don't look at us the way a
moron looks when we fantasize and extrapolate
about future developments of telepathy, space
exploration, genetic and semantic evolution, and
all those other wonders that we know and love to
think about and to listen to? Those who normally
surround us would be ashamed of thinking about
it. For this reason sf-conventions were born and
are becoming increasingly important all over the
world. They arose nearly a century ago in the
United States, to occasionally gather a handful of
lone and unknown weird visionaries named
Asimov, Heinlein, Pohl, Simak... Over time,
conventions have spread all over the world, and
the number of their participants has grown. But
what is a science fiction convention for?

Given that (almost) no university takes on the task
of making this selection in the ever-growing field
of sf literature, how do we know which books are
worth reading, distinguishing them from the ocean
of junk in which they drown?
Eh, yes, because this is precisely the problem. In
all area of human production, as in sf most of
what there is, is garbage. Theodor Sturgeon,
famously stated: "95% of everything is shit." He
expressed himself in this way to explain that it is
not surprising that even in the field of sf there is
no exception. Unlike other cultural disciplines,
however, for science fiction there is no university
capable of carrying out the necessary sorting,
proposing to those interested a selection of valid
works. Publishers don't help the reader's choices,
by labelling marketed titles as masterpieces, for

It serves precisely to make up for what no other
institution provides: the constructive circulation of
information regarding a specific area of interest of
extreme importance! By meeting hundreds of
other people, none of them blind to our interest,
making friends, exchanging information, moods
and opinions, that our passion for what the future
holds in store grows in substance and quality,
making us feel rich and more alive.
I was, on August 1995, at Intersection, the world
science fiction convention in Glasgow, Scotland.
There were at least six thousand people, none of
them with dull eyes. I attended sf conventions, in
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various locations in Europe, systematically being
the only Italian present, or one of the very few. Yet
Italy is teeming with people interested in the
wonders of science fiction, who would be happy to
share their knowledge with others, making new
friends! I do not make this speech to immediately
drag you to Lithuania (where 1996 year's
European Convention will take place), but to
make you aware of a universe of possibilities that
are within your reach even if you never knew it. In
fact, in Italy there are thousands of potential
science fiction fans, an immense archipelago of
islets of intelligent people who ignore each other,
never having been able to find each other.
I harbour a dream. The dream that individuals can
one day enter into a mutual relationship, thus
making up for the absence of an institution that
takes charge of it through the autonomous
circulation of information. In the past, such a
dream was a dream that remained such (and
excuse the pun, absolutely intentional).
In the future, this dream will likely come true,
because there are new, very powerful means of
communication capable of slowly and finally
connecting all the islets of this vast archipelago
that we are. You all know this new tool more or
less well. It is what you are using right now. It's
the Internet.

Herbert George Wells
Atlas House, 162 High Street
Bromley, Kent, UK
November 14th, 1931
The temporal distance between us dwindled. 28
years from now you will be born. I literally wish
you a happy birthday! 90 years from now, you will
be reading this. I don't believe you are prepared to
read it any earlier. Now I know the exact date of
my own death. It does not unease me.
Your grandparents exist and your mother was
born last year. Now I know it is all true. You have
indeed saved me plenty of work. Often I did hardly
recognize my own writing. It is clear you only had
access to a fraction of my published work. I wrote
a lot more than short stories. But you have my
gratitude and I intend to keep up my end of our
bargain. A parcel of 12 consecutive issues of
CounterClock should arrive at your designated
point for retrieval within the year.
Bertie
WolfEd: Dear Bertie, I hereby confess that some of my
writing was mere speculation without any indication to it in
the published body of text. But there was no deliberate lie.
I'm glad the wormhole in time we found could be put to
use for both of our benefit. Somehow I feel this may be the
last message you send me. There will be a war more
deadly than the first World War. And we both know you will
see the end of it, even though we never will be near
enough to each other in time to shake hands. Only this I
know now, from a living to the departed. That I am here
and you are there right now. And for our visit to the world,
let's enjoy it while we can. Have a pleasant evening!

I believe through the Internet, it is possible in the
near future to connect more and more people, all
over the world, who are not satisfied with having
nothing to feed their brain when they think about
the future of humanity. I believe in the near future
science fiction conventions all over the world, will
accelerate their speed of growth and proliferation,
and that this phenomenon is catalysed by the
Internet. I believe that all of this is good, in the
best sense of this overused term.
Until proven otherwise, you are in fact still alive
And this characteristic notoriously lends itself well
to make the future diverge from the past by virtue
of apparently arbitrary principles. You can take
advantage of being alive to behave as if you were,
that is, to have fun. And if you like science fiction,
the best way to have fun is to wallow in the midst
of other people who understand.
And to conclude in a dignified hypertextual way, if
my current linearity has come to bore you and you
want to get lost in the sublime random mental
wanderings of my previous columns for Delos,
here are NOT* [*WolfEd] the links.
And with this, for today, it's enough.

Artwork: Wolf von Witting, 1983 “Nursery Tymes”
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WolfEd: The fine art of skipping stones across the surface
of water has a funny name in Swedish. You say that you
throw a smörgås. A “buttergoose” is a sliced piece of
bread with butter or margarine on one side and something
to top it off with, sliced meat, salami, cheese, egg or other.
The claim that Swedish hockey players were missing their
teeth because they couldn't tell the difference between a
piece of bread and a flat stone is false.
But it is an equally (or even more) ridiculous activity, trying
to throw the content of ones lunchbox in the lake and
hoping it will bounce. I have however photographic
evidence that anything can be made to fly. Those saucers
are marked Shirnding, Bavaria.
-------------------------------------------------------

I am not afraid of death, I just don't want to
be there when it happens.
Woody Allen
-------------------------------------------------------

Ian Watson
Gijón, Asturias, Spain
6th July 2021
On the subject of UFOs, also still widely known as
"flying saucers", one of the weirdest things for me
is the mention of "saucers". Here is a sample
quote from the internet: Years later, [Kenneth]
Arnold claimed he told Bill Bequette that "they
flew erratic, like a saucer if you skip it across the
water."
Please tell me, who ever skips a saucer across
water? People skip stones. But saucers? "Hey
Bill, how about us going to the cabin this
weekend? We can take a six-pack of beer down
to the lake and all the china saucers from the
cabin and skip 'em across the water." "Great Idea,
Bob! Shall I buy a big heavy box of extra saucers
just in case we don't have enough saucers for
more than five minutes?" Consequently, quite a lot
of UFO books have "Flying Saucers" in the title.
Or "Soucoupes volantes" and "Platillos volantes"
et cetera.
This nonsense gets repeated as though skipping
saucers is a normal human activity. How does this
nonsense go completely unquestioned? Maybe
someone who comes from a saucer-skipping
family can explain?
Cheers, Ian the Wat

Artwork, Stefan Kayat, Sweden, early 80's
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Your rooming even for one night with three Dieters
- - if I try very hard I may escape joking about
Dieters and the Wolf - - reminds me of living in an
off-campus house at college for a while with
several other men named John. We all became
known by two names. “Hello, John Hertz.”
“Good-bye, John Hertz.”
“I love you, John Hertz.” (yes, she really said
that). It is the closest I have come to
understanding Charlie Brown.
WolfEd: We came near Braşov, into the mountains,
but not into the town of Braşov itself. The best taste
of the town we got was Ciucas, the beer produced
there. It was good. Of course we also drank Ursus,
since this is the designated beer brand for bears.
We had ghiveci, which are surprisingly near in taste
and shape to Ćevapčići (Ćevapi) served in all former
Yugoslavian countries.
I keep saying that I know Aikido, Kendo and fifty
other japanese words. I even had a grammar to
guide me through japanese verbs. I always had the
deepest respect for japanese thinking and come
along well with the japanese people I have met. A
few of which were surprised that I knew their history
and philosophy better than they did. Even though I
always am open to hear and learn more of it.
After rooming with the three Dieters, I pointed out
how fortunate it was that it was me, instead of my
brother, who attended the convention. Or else we
would have been four. There were of course four
and possibly more Dieter at the con. Dieter Sachse
was an ever-present fan at SFCD-cons. He went
beyond the rim of the galaxy in 2005.

Artwork, Stefan Kayat, Sweden, early 80's

John Hertz
236 S.Coronado St.No 409
Los Angeles, CA 90057, USA
8 th July 2021
Always a pleasure to see CounterClock. By the
time this arrives, you may already have gone to
Braşov. It holds a special place in my heart. For
two decades I liked a Romanian restaurant so
named (spelled Brashov), of the coffee-house
variety, on the northwest corner of Fountain and
Vermont Avenues. Its owner was a professor of
coffee - - I mean, he professed it - - and his wife
made wonderful ghiveci. One day I found it
replaced by a shoe shop.
Forry Ackerman, whose name in his memory I
ought to spell “4e”, was an internationalist. The
internationalism he was interested in was that of
fans. He lived just long enough to know I had
been sent to Japan, for the first Worldcon in Asia,
by a fund Murray Moore invented. Evidently I
must always explain the fund brought me home
too. English, German, Italian, and Swedish are all
more closely related than any of them to
Japanese.

Dieter Sachse and Dieter Steinseifer.
Photo: Alfred Vejchar
------------------------------------------------

I applaud the Emilian Enache color cover on
Clock#38. On Page 32 the ship appears to have
crashed. With things like that, and photographs,
let us also maintain the art of line drawing. You
have some by Atom and Rotsler, some by Harvia
who is good even in color. Thanks.

Life is hard. Then you die. Then they throw
dirt in your face. Then the worms eat you.
Be grateful it happens in that order.
David Gerrold
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security, or some other government catchphrase.
With what we do to our planet, are we the
smartest animals on it? Not even close. Maybe it’s
the bears. We have more intelligence, but so
many animals use their limited intelligence far
better than we use our own.
I see lots of quotations from John McAfee…it this
because he died in a Spanish jail cell in late
June? There’s someone who had great
intelligence, but little wisdom in his personal
choices. I have always thought that intelligence +
experience = wisdom, depending on what you
learn from the experience.
We’ve enjoyed the latest iterations of Star Trek,
including Discovery, Picard, and the postproduction Strange New Worlds. You’re right,
we’ve heard words we never expected to hear in
a Trek. But then, George Carlin’s 7 Words You
Can’t Say on Television is probably down to 2 or 3
now, and modern Trek is for a modern audience.
Not only are we exploring new worlds, but new
words, new concepts, and new levels of shock to
move a lethargic audience. (An idea we’ve all had
in an SF motif, but never really talked about it…in
a middle-third-season episode of Discovery,
Admiral Vance reveals to Osyraa that all of the
Federation’s replicated food is made from their
own…shit. Didn’t we always suspect?)

Artwork, Stefan Kayat, Sweden, early 80's

Lloyd Penney
1706-24 Eva Rd. Etobicoke, ON
CANADA M9C 2B2
2nd August 2021
Thank you for another interesting CounterClock,
no. 38 this time. Yvonne is off enjoying a movie
with her sister, so I have a little time to get on with
the mountain of zines I have to respond to.
Comments, now!

Looks like your history of the Eurocon is carry on,
and may be near completion. You have said
earlier that you may have to step away from the
creation of his history…what’s been happening
lately? I hope it can form a book I’d be proud to
put on my reference shelf, but I’d also like to see
a book on the earlier years of the Worldcon, and
later years, too.

Freedom to be yourself is difficult to find, get and
keep. Our parents set the tone of our lives, for
better or for worse, and we must find our own
path. Perhaps it is best that our parents are gone,
for then, we can correct our lives to what we want
without the possible guilt of disappointing them. I
am finding that having more time on my hands,
semi-retired as I am (not willingly, I might add), I
can pursue what I want to do, and even, wonder
of wonders, catch up. One thing Yvonne and I
might have to do is literally clean house, and
dispose of all the little tchotchkes we’ve
accumulated over the years…but they do have
emotional value, symbols of good times and
achievements. It’s tough to do.

My loc… We each have our second shots, and
they were Modernas, which put us to bed for a
couple of days. Made us wonder, which is worse,
the disease or the cure… We continue to lose
weight, mostly because of COVID-19, so we can
honestly say that we have benefitted from the
pandemic. I have broken down and purchased the
associated books that go with the Pullman trilogy
His Dark Materials. I am hoping that he might
finally get the final book in the Dust trilogy done,
but I suspect he has once again run out of story. I
hope I am wrong, I quite enjoy his writing.
I just get onto page 2, and discover the tank is
empty, and I am done, I have said (or typed) my
piece. One last bit…If you can send me that .pdf
on ZIN and any SF connected with it, I will happily
relay it to my Romanian-Canadian friend. Many

UFOs are seen everywhere, for we don’t always
know what’s flashing across the sky. They aren’t
all flying saucers, but that’s why they are called
unidentified. The previous US president wanted to
reveal all about UFOs, and I don’t think he got a
chance to. The US government seems to know
what UFOs are, and I suspect reveals anything
about them would probably compromise national
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thanks for all this, take care, see you in issue 39.

WAHF: Bojan Ekselenski (Slovenia)
Catalin Badea-Gheracostea (Romania)
Pascal Ducommun (Switzerland)

WolfEd: I suspect you browsed the UFO-article
casually, not being very interested in the topic. What
is interesting about the released reports is that the
Pentagon claims not to know what these objects are
or where they come from. I believe them.
I don't believe they are visitors from another planet,
they could be, but throughout history as far back as
1500 BC we have had these phenomena. So, it
looks like nature can produce some weird shit.
I have seen some myself, so I am a believer. Though
I only can report what I have seen, not speculate
into what it might have been.
The sudden death of John McAfee stirred a feeling
of unease in me, knowing that it was a distinct
possibility it could happen. I don't agree with all his
choices either, but he did make some good points.

------------------------------------------------

Nobody is shocked by profane language these days.
It is only shocking in the sense that the Trek future
(even if it was out of necessity) used to set a higher
standard. Shocking only in the sense that the scriptwriters now stooped to gutter-language. Among
educated people the use of profane language is
quite limited. At least in Europe. Well, what do I
know? At least among the educated friends I have.
Swearing is not banned, I tested it. No shocks. But
the use of such language does not add a thing to the
substance of what is being said. “Sheer hubris!”
means exactly the same as “Sheer fucking hubris.”
The omission of profanity only gives more emphasis
to the words which carry a meaning and in doing so
offers a more contemptuous comment on the overconfidence the other part may have shown.
The insertion of profanity actually weakens the statement and directs more attention to the lack of verbal
capability of the speaker, in this case a starfleet
admiral. Compare with Picard - TNG in answer to Q:
“But what Shakespeare said with irony, I say with
conviction; What a piece of worke is a man! How
Noble in reason! How infinite in faculty! In forme and
mouing how expresse and admirable! In Action, how
like an Angel in apprehension, how like a God!
...at which point Q loses his cool. What gain could
Star Trek possibly have by appealing to a dumber
audience? TNG shocked just nicely by being written
intelligently. It is not too common.
And we were all on the edge of our seats when
Cmdr Riker gave the order; “Mr Worf, Fire!”

THE FINAL WRD
It happens now and then, that I browse some of
the old fanzines I have in various boxes. Always I
find some surprising fact I forgot. Apparently I
suggested to invite Graham England to CAPA in
December 1980. How could I? In my memory we
first met at Eurocon 7 in Mönchengladbach.
Both can be true.
I also had this notion of producing a 1000-page
fanzine (possibly the feeble idea to win over
Warhoon #28 in quantity). Well, CounterClock has
already passed the 1000-page mark without me
(unlike my former self) paying much attention to it.
And considering that very few articles become
outdated, it will always be vaguely interesting and
amusing to browse old issues. Perhaps more so
for future fan-historians. Consider this my 1000+
page fanzine. It still only beats Warhoon#28 in
quantity and most certainly not in quality. We did
however cover very different areas of interest.
With the discomissioned 2 Tb drive vanished the
collection of fillos (filling illustrations) I collected to
use in case of need. I am again in dire need of
black and white Atom/Rotsler-type of illustrations.
Life really is a long series of chocolate cakes
rubbed in your face, some of which the remains
not only look like shit, but tastes like it. Be glad
you didn't have to eat them all.

Yes, the Eurocon-history is now my baby which I
can't abandon before it is completed. And even
when the script for LuxCon is ready, it might be
updated over the years with material that can't be
unearthed in time for the anniversary. It feels like
one of the more useful projects I have engaged into.
Bucharest should have the archive of Hobana, with
his son. I hope to gain access to it on my next visit.

------------------------------------------------

It matters not how a man dies, but how he lives.
The act of dying is not of importance, it lasts so
short a time.
Samuel Johnson
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MATERIAL NT INCLUDED IN THIS ISSUE
I was waiting for additional material to drop in
any day, but I realize there is no telling when it
will come and there are times when things fall
into my hands with short intervals. Better to let it
be and wrap up this issue.
In the process of compiling the 50 Year History of
the Eurocon, I have revisited as many old zines
as I had in storage boxes. Basically all of them. I
find myself curiously detached from all the issues
which caused so much Montgolfiergas to be
released into the atmosphere. All these issues
which at their time appeared so important to those
who fought the feuds, to those who climbed the
barricades to defend their point of view. Now they
are forgotten, most of them. And I am still here.
Yet I feel no sensation of triumph. I have achieved
no victory. I was in no way superior, merely
because I abstained from doing battle.

THE ELEVEN DOCTRS
The pandemic gave me some time to play with my
Doctor Who action figures. Being a non-violent tvshow they were unlikely to punch each others
plastic faces and there is no Nestene Consciousness, if any consciousness at all, in this flat.

The only obvious benefit I had from not fighting, is
that my endurance wasn't worn out. My wallet
wasn't drained by printing fancy fanzines and my
pleasure of encountering new fans was never
diminished. I never having achieved any particular
glory. I just had fun. Most of the time.

Part one – Emergence

PLEASE, DO CMMENT
Now it is more important than ever. If you know
things about past Eurocons we don't know, then
we are only happy to hear it. The Eurocon-history
so far is full of dark spots, omissions and facts
which simply have been forgotten. Consider the
publishing in CounterClock to be a first draft,
submitted to the peer review of sf-fandom. Never
before in the history of fandom (as far as I am
aware) has the body of text been assembled with
the aid of so many fans. If it has, then it would
have be in the UK and in the US. Come to think of
it, even if Rob Hansen has done a solid job with
THEN, he must have had similar assistance. But it
is new to continental European fandom and we
are spread thin over so many language groups.
Translations are made from all the languages
where Eurocons have been held. And a few more.

Meanwhile in the kitchen...

Quentin Quarantino was here to produce a Dr
Who special – THE ELEVEN DOCTORS. It was a
wonderful opportunity to bring out my box of
action figures and put them into action. Who could
not feel safe with doctors all around the house in
these times of pandemic?
------------------------------------------------

Speak softly. A loud voice reveals weakness.
Carla Mötteli in CAPA
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Of course, the three new arrivals are confused...

Their observational skills are unsurpassed.

There is only one sensible thing to do:

The height looks perilous from this angle.
Meanwhile in the entrance hall:

Doctors five six and seven resolutely take the
initiative and brew themselves a nice cuppa. Not
tea, but coffee. Having landed in the kitchen,
there is not much else to do.
The refridgerator is a grand canyon away and its
door may be too heavy to open for the three of
them. The next pressing question is, how do they
get down to the floor – or do they want to get
down on the floor? Who knows what dangers
might lurk on a kitchen floor. Spiders, cats, rats or
cookie crumbles?
In the bathroom doctors eight and nine (not
counting the war doctor) have another problem:

The doctors are lucky for once. There is no cat,
dog or unimaginable monstrous plastic devouring
toddler present in the residence. It appears not
even the owner of those big brown shoes is at
home. They haven't spotted him yet (since he is
hidden behind the camera, obviously).
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...and in the bedroom, two more small figures are
exploring the exhibition of fantasy figurines. They
find among them two familiar faces.
In the entrance hall, the first, paradoxically most
experienced doctors are devising a plan.
First doctor: Look what is up there in the ceiling.
Second doctor: Is it a bird or is it a plane?
Third doctor: No, it is the Enterpirse NCC1701 D!
The scene flips back into the bathroom:

Simple and efficient...
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On the floor they have an unexpected encounter:

In the bedroom doctor ten has found the likeness
of the father of all gods (up north):

And next they suddenly all distinctly can hear the
rattling of keys at the door:

It turns out the extra-terrestrial has the ability to
speak... English (!)

- To hide or not to hide?

Leela: Why are we so small? Doctor: We're not
small. We're at scale with the TARDIS. Why do
you think it looks bigger on the inside?
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I figured, now that Chris Chibnall is being booted
as show-runner for Doctor Who, perhaps the BBC
could consider someone more talented for the
job? ...such as my pet hamster Roscoe-Bob jr.
Yeah, I'm just kidding! Where was I? The other
day as we came home, we found that someone in
our absence had prepared the coffee for us. It
was just ready as we came in the door... In the
bathroom an exceptionally ugly mouse quickly
scampered out of sight to hide behind our
washing machine. And I am sure we closed the
bedroom door before we left. Now it was open.
Weird... Inexplicable phenomena follow us where
ever we go.

So, that's why I lost interest in the faan-polls.
Winning is nice, but it is not the only consideration
as you all have to agree. Participating and fighting
well, must be the most important. Now I care less.

------------------------------------------------

Pointless Lino: Nobody but Carla Mötteli ever paid any
attention to the frequently appearing Lionzeros...
------------------------------------------------

WHAT'S THE PINT?

Wolf at Novacon

Photo: Al Johnston, 2014

I'm done running. I'm done competing. All my life I
strived to achieve different kind of recognition.
When I got it, then it wasn't the great satisfaction I
thought it would be. It doesn't make me feel
better. I don't feel that I've done well enough. In
what remains, perhaps I may catch up with my
own shadow.
Now I was going to gripe, but I changed my mind.
I wrote a couple of paragraphs, then deleted it all.
Wrote again a few paragraphs and deleted it all
one more time. I am probably in a bad mood,
because I seem unable to get my ass to the
Oldiecon in Unterwössen. It is barely 4 and a half
hours away by car, but it might as well be at the
other end of the Universe. The most annoying is, I
have the time, I have the finances and I have my
health. I don't have the car or a driving license.
This is so annoying...

Artwork: Wolf von Witting, 1978 ”The Pointer”

You know what? I was deliriously happy of
achieving 7th place in the faan-poll in Chicago five
years ago. I was equally disappointed that I since
then never have heard any announcements save
for the winners. I didn't expect to win. I just would
have liked to know where I was standing. Did I
slide up or down? But nothing. Not even from
those who said they would give us all the figures.

I was also looking for filling material, but what I
found instead may be a nice article in the next
issue and possibly the cover for a future issue.
I browsed UK newszine. The Eurocon didn't get
much attention in Ansible until Brunner decided to
bid for Seacon'84. There were a few notes in

46

COUNTERCLCK SF # 39
Checkpoint, but nothing sensational. The only
really noteworthy mentioning in UK fanzines was
Peter Weston's comment on Trieste 1972,
[Published in Speculation#31, Autumn of 1972]:

I've been brooding over a tale, which could be
called fantasy. For a long time. I should get on
with it, but I can't do it while I have another job
pending. Right after this I will begin with the first
chapters. This time I don't know in advance how it
will end. Or what comes in the middle. But there
will be dragons, mimeoraptors and elves. There
will be wizards and clerics and it will all take place
in a world which I have been building for years.
This I will do for my own fun and entertainment.

”Only one member of the local circle was
sufficiently determined to travel to the first
Eurocon in Trieste this summer, but from reports
brought back by Vernon Brown and through
correspondence with my German Agent
Waldemar Kumming, among others, I've been
able to build ap a mental picture of the
convention. It seems to have been modelled a
trifle too closely upon a professional conference
rather than a fan-event; nonetheless it was
extremely successful and did me the honour of
presenting Speculation with the Europa Award
for Best European Fanzine of the year. Under
these circumstances, the least I can do is to
present a set of photo-pages of Eurocon, this time
assembled and printed by Waldemar Kumming.”
It follows the same photo-pages Waldemar also
published in his issue of MRU of the Trieste event.

WHAT T EXPECT IN THE NEXT ISSUE
Not all surprisingly, the winter issue #40 should
contain The Eurocon History 90's and forward...
How the pro-event became a fan-event and how it
became the roaring success it is.
Simply by being inclusive.
This is as much as I know in this moment.
And here's a cute four liner by Srishti Keshri:

This confirms in part what I stated earlier. In the
70's and 80's the Eurocon was generally more a
convention for professionals, than a fan-event.
I dare not say how conventions were in former
East Bloc countries, but the initiative which made
the Eurocon into a fan-event, came from Poland.
France, Italy and Spain didn't really understand
what purpose it could fill to have an active sffandom. This is why they long remained underdeveloped countries in this respect.

Oh, sorry – I forgot you can't read it. Well, it says:

dard jitana gahara hota hai
main ke maadhyam se jaana
adhik sundar
kavita baahar aatee hai.

Former Yugoslavian countries, Romania and
Poland on the other hand did something right.
Their sf-fandoms are strong and vibrant, even
now as fandom in Gerfany and the Netherlands
are in decline.
We (the literature-fans) saw with a mix of horror
and dismay on the invasion of media-fans.
Thankfully, the media-fans don't hold this against
us and include literature program items in their
schedule. I have no idea what the future of sffandom will look like. When will the last fanzine be
published? I don't know. I don't think I want to
know.
I was hoping someone would be inspired by
CounterClock to make their own fanzine, which is
why I have kept the making of it as simple as
possible. No pagemaker, no advanced features.
Really, anyone could do it. All you need is Apache
Open Office. And when your fanzine is ready, you
make it a pdf-file and get yourself an entry on
efanzines.com. The more, the merrier.
So say we all!

And with these wise words from a young lady in
India, I leave you for now.
I hope you did enjoy this issue. I'm glad I don't
have to work with Clock so hard in future (if
Herbert George sends me those issues I haven't
done yet, they didn't arrive in time for this one).
Probably won't be seeing you,
Wolf
------------------------------------------------
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Wolf von Witting, here today, gone tomorrow
Email: wolfram1764 - at - yahoo - dot – se
Encrypted email: Counterclock-at-tutanota-dot-com

Darius Hupov, Timis, Str. Simfoniei nr. 74
Timisoara - Dumbravita / Romania
Email: hupovdarius – at – gmail – dot - com
Photographers: Joerg Ritter (Gerfany)
and Sergii Paltsun (Ukraine)
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