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EDITOR'S NOTE

'Lunch At The Savoy' and 'How Women Get Pregnant' originally appeared in
The Women's Periodical; 'A Mitcham Mint', 'B24 Liberator' and 'Splendours
& Miseries' originally appeared in Frank's Apa; 'Birdland' is froml?_v 'A
Tale Of Two Panels' is from This Never Happens; 'When Fandoms Colli is
from The Zine That Has No Name; and 'Dope, Sex, & Cheap Thrills' is a
combination of pieces that appeared in Expensive and Dope, §2§L E_Cheag
Thrills. Our thanks to Colette Kirkbride for typing out all of these
articles.

This fanthology is a collection of British fanwriting since the last
British Worldcon, SEACON'79, but it starts with a piece published before
that convention. Kev Smith's 'Birdland' is included here with ironic
intent because in it he humorously explores male fears as to what the
impact of Feminism on British fandom would be, and as it turned out an
increase in the numbers of active female fans and the new attitude they
fostered would be one of the major influences on British fandom in the
1980s. Many of those female fans are represented in these pages. In
assembling this fanthology we wanted to reflect post SEACON'79 fandom
rather than put together a collection of what we would claim was the best
fanwriting of the period - but then what two fans would agree on what
constituted the best fanwriting anyway? Nonetheless only good quality
writing was considered for inclusion and we're only sorry that space
considerations forced out other material we also wanted to reprint.

So what sort of writing characterises recent British fandom? Read on...

«...ROb Hansen.




INTRODUCTION

D WEST

Any anthology of fanuriting is almost certain to suggest a
paraphrase of those famous words of Abraham Lincoln: You can please
all of the people some of the time, and some of the people all of
the time, but you can't please all of the people all of the time,
the cheap nitpicking sons of bitches.

Damn right. Whatever the editors (poor bastards - and don't
look at me, nnne of this is my responsibility) put in, and whatever
they leave out, someone somewhere is sure to start mumbling and
whining, if not screaming and shouting. The inclusion of X is a
bad joke! The exclusion of Y is a monstrous injustice and an un-
forgiveable insult! Holy Mother of God, the entire vile pustular
stinking mess is a complete and utter travesty of the True Meaning
of Fandom!

And so on and so forth. That's the way it goes, because that's
the nature of the beast. Fandom is full of people who get their
rocks off being bloody-~minded, and fans in general are notoriousl
prone to work up an argument, even despite (or perhaps because ofg
the fact that at least half of them are still under the impression
that the words "Use logic" are some sort of advertising slogan for
a new brand of soap powder.

Well, as veterans of these gruesome affairs will already have
realised, the only reason I myself am appearing in this damnfool
publication is so that I can get in my very own pre-emptive strike
against all the incredibly dumb misconceptions that the very exist-
ence of the thing seems sure to .bring into being. I am already on
record elsewhere as saying that I think all fanthologies (apart
from such dazzlingly wonderful exceptions as collections consisting
entirely of my own works) are an absolutely lousy idea both in
principle and in practice, and I see no reason why I should exempt
this one. It could have been alot worse, and it does have one or
two small points in its favour, but I still think it should carry
some sort of Government Health Warning in very large letters:

THIS COLLECTION DOES NOT CONTAIN THE BEST OF ANYTHING OR EVEN THE
MOST REPRESENTATIVE SELECTION OF ANYTHING AND AS AN ILLUSTRATION
OF THE NATURE OF CHARACTER OR MEANING OF ANYTHING IT IS NO MORE
THAN A VERY PARTIAL AND INCOMPLETE OUTLINE AND THAT'S BEING ‘REALLY

Do

FUCKING DIPLOMATIC ABOUT IT.

Sigh. Graon. I suppose that now I'll have to struggle to
explain myself. But don't worry, I'll keep it short. I've let
this deadline run right into summer, and now it's far too hot, I've
got a headache, some unnatural insect just bit me on the ankle, I
think I'm developing another ulcer, my sex life appears to consist
largely of an occasional hollow laugh, and I'm worried that there
must be something seriously wreng with my brain, since how else
could I even even have thought of agreeing to write this piece? Un-
fortunately, people keep phoning up and nagging me a lot, so I
guess I'll have to do something. Even though, to quote the immortal
words (probably not reprinted here, but how should e know?) of
Greg (the Abraham Lincoln of South Ealing) Pickersgill, I just wanna
lie down.

Right. But meanwhile, being semi-vertical for the moment, lets
run through a few basic concepts, since it seems reasonable to ass-
ume that at least some of the readers here have little or no ex-
perience of fanzines in general, while the (notionally) more know-
ledgeable visitors from overseas may well be labouring under a mis-
conception or two concerning the nature of the specifically British
product. (The crassest error of all, apparantly widespread in some
sections of US fandom, is the innocent but extremely dopy nntion
that British fandom is simply a sort of provincial offshoot or copy
of the Great Americal Original. Not so, boys. There may have been
some very small percentage of truth in this about thirty years ago
(to the extent that the two fandoms then had much closer links) but
British fandom always had its own separate history and identity,
and by the 187D0's it was very definitely the USA that seemed (from
here) the distant, vaguely remembered colony: perhaps werth occasion-
al mild casual interest, but neither central nor indeed at all
essential. It doesn't greatly matter which you think 'is best, but
it would certainly be a very good idea to get it straight that
British fandom is differentg.

Meanwhile, back at the main point, it also seems like a very
good idea to have mercy on my labouring brain by just re-running
large chunks of what I said back in 1984 (in the Introduction to
FANZINES IN THEORY AND IN PRACTICE). A feuw precise definitimns of
terms certainly won't come amiss, since otherwise any attempt to
discuss what fanzines and fanwriting are all about is very apt to
disappear in a fog of fuzzy generalities. Experienced fans (ie
those who can recognise The Same D1d Shit when they see it coming)
may now leave the room, but all others should play close attention,
on pain of being totally bemused if they don't.

Fanwriting, obviously ennugh, appears in fanzines, but it has
to be emphasised that when I refer to 'fanzines' I have in mind a
quite narrowly defined and limited category. (And just to get you
really worried: not all writing which appears in fanmzimes is necess-
arily fanwriting - but more on that in due course). The term as
used here does not automatically include either those publications
which call themselves fanzines (such as various music-oriented tit-
les of recent years) or even all those which are published without
any intention of making a profit (and hence are labelled 'amateur'
rather than 'professional’). To take the name of something is not
necessarily to become that thing, and while it is certainly one of
the characteristics of a fanzine that it is published for love
rather than money - out of enthusiasm rather than commerical
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calculation - this is by no means the whole of the definition.
There are many publications which are like fanzines in one or more
respects (or perhaps it would be more accurate to say that fanzines
are like them in one or more respects) but the qualities distingu-
ishing the genuine fanzine remain unique.

Magazine publications as a whole can be divided into three
categories:

(1) PROZINES ('Pro' from 'Professional')
Magazines published as business enterprises
which make or aim to make a working profit
sufficient to support either publisher or
editor. Contributors are usually paid.

(1.1) Wwholly self-supporting prozines (eg
ANALOG )

(1.2) Partly self-supporting prozines (ie
what are usually called 'semi-pro' pub-
lications - in effect struggling pro-
zines).

(2) SWBZINES  ('Sub' from both 'Subscription' and 'Subsidy')
Magazines published to be sold, either direct-
ly or as part of the return for a subscription
to some organised body, but which do not make
a working profit and are subsidised by their
publishers or by some outside agency. Contrib-
utors and/or editors may or may not be paid.

(2.1) 'Little' magazines eg INTERZONE, and
all other non-academic publications
supported by Arts Council (or equivalent)
grants.

(2.2) Academic Journals eg FOUNDATION, SCIENCE
FICTION STUDIES, and all other learned
(scientific, medical, legal, etc) jour-
nals published with University or equi-
valent Institutional support.

(2.3) Club and Trade Journals eg the BSFA's
VECTOR and MATRIX, and all Club, Union,
or Trade Association publications prod-
uced wholly or principally for a reader-
ship consisting of the members of such
bodies.

(3) AMZINES (!Am' from 'Amateur')
Non-profitmaking publications which do not pay
contributors and are published and edited by
individuals wholly at their personal expense.
Sometimes sold but often given away free.

(3.1) Non-SF_subject-oriented amzines eg small

Poetry, Arts or other special-interest-

e oriented publications not in receipt of
any subsidy.

(3.2) SF subject-oriented amzines ie what are
commonly known as 'sercon' SF fanzines:
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publications devoted to the discussion
of Science Fiction in any or all its
aspects, but not including any strong
personal element.

(3.3) Self-oriented amzines ie 'fannish' fan-
zines - The Real Thing - not restricted
to any particular subject area and
highly self-referential and personalised.

(0f the above terms, 'Prozine' has long been in general use;
'Subzine' and 'Amzine' have occasionally been seen, though without
ever being uvery clearly defined. 'Sercon' and 'fannish' are terms
which are almost impossible to understand fully except through dir-
ect personal experience. As a crude illustration: the sercon fan
will want to talk about Arthur C Clarke's latest novel, whereas the
fannish fan will want to talk about Arthur C Clarke's sex life.
However, bear in mind that this polarisation is scarcely ever fixed
and absolute).

It will be noted that the picture here is rather like a paint-
er's shade card, with bands of colour side by side but sometimes
overlapping and merging into each other. Moving aecross this ir-
regular spectrum it is obvious that there are definite differences
- that the shades are by no means all the same - but it is not al-
ways easy to say where one ends and the next begins. It is also
difficult to find absolutely pure primaries: everything seems to
have a touch - or more than a touch - of some other colour. Thus
SF REVIEW is certainly a prozinme (1.1 or 1.2) but has many amzine
characteristics (3.2 and even 3.3); LOCUS is also a prozine (1.1 or
1.2) but has often claimed amzine (3.2) status (particularly, until
recently, at Hugo-voting time) although its real character is more
that of a Trade Paper (2.3) for SF groupies; INTERZONE is a subzine
(2.1) but has the ambition, appearance (and word-rates) of a pro-
zine (1.1) although in true amzine style (3.1, 3.2, 3.3) its editors
are not paid; MATRIX is certainly a subzine (2.3) but both its
editors and its readers often treat it as an amzine (3.2 and 3.3).

Some publications seem to straddle two or even all three of the
major categories, and within these categories the differences are
often even more blurred. However, while it is often difficult to
say what specific publications are within the terms of these defin-
itions, it is usually possible to ferm a fairly accurate estimate
of what they want to be. 1In other words: forget legalistic quibbles
- go by the spirit rather than the letter - and take a look not at
where a publication is in the scale, but which way it is pointing.

In most cases the desired direction will be up - up from amzine
to subzine, from subzine to prozine, from small prozine to big pro-
zine. A certain number of publications - Trade Papers and Learned
Journals - may be fairly content with their lot, but even these pro-
bably cherish dreams of a rise in status if not in circulation. If
the magazines don't have ambitions for themselves as magazines they
invariably have ambitions for their subject-matter - they want to
push their trade, their expertise, their special interest.

And here the fundamental strangeness of fanzines (3.3) finally
stands revealed: fanzines do not want to be anything but fanzines,
and they exist for their own sake and not to promote any outside
end.
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To the outsider this is the most baffling thing: fapzjnes are

not about anything in particular - they are not subject-priented
and they don't make money - so what on earth are they for? Subject-

oriented amzines (3.1) may be casual or ecgentric in presentation,
but they are still generally understandable since they are in eff-
ect imitations on a smaller scale of known forms: subzines or pro-
zines. Even if the subject-matter is so specialised or esoteric
that no equivalent subzine or prozine actually exists, the approach
and purpose are recognisably the same.

Fanzines are different. Although fanzines are amzines, amzines
are not necessarily fanzines. The confusion that arises between
what are really two very different breeds (3.1 and 3.3) is due to
the ambiguousness and ambivalence of the category (3.2) that sep-
arates them: the SF subject-oriented amzine, or, as fans invariably
call it, the sercon fanzine.

The sercon fanzine is subject-oriented, certainly, but not
quite in the same way as the non-SF subject-oriented amzine. What-
ever the serconists may piously hope, there is always a greater or
lesser tendency to wander into fanmnishness (ie personalities and
self-oriented concerns), if only because the readership of fannish
fanzines has a considerable overlap with that of sercon fanzines,
and the same people are often active in both fields. (Witness the
surprisingly large number of fannish fans who have, or have had,
commercial involvement with SF). Also, there is the rather pecu-
liar nature of SF-as-subject.

Fans make up a very diverse bunch of people, but the one char-
acteristic they have in common with each other and with SF is what
might be described as a belief in other possibilities. In a word,
they have vision. This 'vision' is not necessarily either very
admirable or even very sophisticated - in fact it may be cheap,
tawdry and generally unpleasant, as in all those sex-and-power fan-
tasies in which SF becomes the ‘'vehicle for costume dramas of the
Fourth Reich - but it is unusual in being both a very recognisable
distingquishing feature and at the same time completely non-specific.
The SF fan wants to extend reality in some fashion - but in asso-
ciating with fellow enthusiasts he is drawn to them by the instinct-
ive recognition of the same shared desire rather than by any part-
icular common concrete goal. As a genre, SF is unusual in its
scope: it can include practically anything, whereas the other genres
are restricted to a comparatively limited range of appropriate
interests. (western fans stick to cowboys, horses, guns and so on;
crime fans to detectives, forensic science etc. The Mainstream (ie
non-genre fiction) is tpo varied and diffuse to catalyse any common-
interest groups except by way of an equally narrow genre-type
interest in specific authors.) The interest SF fans have in Science
- their supposed 'subject' - is usually more nominal than real.

What the fans like about Science is not so much the nuts-and-bolts
detail as the whole idea: the vision of Science as Opener of the
Way to all their own (often unacknowledged) dreams and desires.

This explains both why people become SF fans and why even when
they have largely ceased to bother with the SF product itself they
may still remain fans. As several critics have pointed out, en-
thusiasm for SF is very like a kind of religious belief: the con-
vert experiences a blinding revelation - a nebulous but tremendous
moment of Cosmic insight - and thereafter he knows. This is it -
the Real Thing. Then the poor sod actually reads the bloody books

G

and the initial fervour cools off a little. (Tuwenty-five years
ago I would have been ecstatic at the sight of a whole shop filled
with SF. These days the realisation of the dream produces nothing
more than a rather queasy feeling of depression. Jesus, all those
fucking hack novels - all that brainless crap about Galactic
Empires...) But even if the enthusiasm for SF as SF wanes, the
enthusiasm for the SF idea often remains - and In the meantime, of
course, the victim has fallen into the company of likeminded indi-
viduals, if only because these are the only people who have the
remotest idea what he's talking about, and don't need to have the
whole business explained to them over and over again... And this
is what fanzines are all about: an extension - however crude and
clumsy - of the possibilities of life; a reflection of an intuitive,
elusive shared belief that there can be something more than what
is normally on offer.

(Soupds good, don't it? VYou'd never think all this high-flown
talk had any connection with some of the sleazy, scurrilous, foul-
mouthed and deranged gossip-sheets you may have come across. But
it deoes, it does. Anybody who tries to tell you fanzines are
respectable is a fucking liar. At least, I certainly hope so).

In essence, the fanzine idea is the SF idea - with or without
the SF. Fanzines are always distinguishable from subject-oriented
amzines (3.1) by the fact that they are reader-directed, not
subject-directed, and their aim is not to provide an object for
passive consumption but to fill a part in a dialogue, The function
of a fanzine is to act as a vehicle either for response, or as
response, All non-fanzines, on the other hand, are characterised
by the producer-consumer relationship they have with their readers:
we produce the text, and you pay the money or pay the attention -
and that's all. The publisher/editor leads and the reader follous:
response is either not required or is dictated in terms of the
chosen subject. A Poetry amzine is about Poetry; a Stamp Collecting
amzine is about Stamp Collecting. If you've got something to say
about Stamp Collecting (the Subject) or Poetry (the Subject) your
response is irrelevant. The rest of your life (apart from the
Subject) is irrelevant...

In a fanzine, it's all relevant - if it's remotely interesting
or if the writer can make it remotely interesting. (Dullness is

—_—

dullness, in any context, and there is no sort of moral obligation
on anyone to pretend otherwise). The Subject of a fannish fanzine,
in fact, is no more or less than anything and everything contained
in the consciousness of its producers and readers. Non-fanzine
publications either want their readers' money (pay up and we'll
entertain you) or their readers' attention (sit quiet and Teacher
will improve your mind). Fanzine publishers don't care about the
money, and they certainly don't want an audience that sits quiet -
they want the readers to say or do something interesting in return.

That's the payoff. The direct response (ie letters of comment)
to any particular fanzine is rarely very high - 20% would pro-
bably be considered good - but this is not of vital importance.
Though composed of individuals who are often independant to the
point of egomania (or parancia), the fanzine world is a communal
enterprise in the sense that response to a part is apt to be seen
as a contribution to the whole. One way or another, everybody pays
their dues by participating - even if only by turning up to an
occasional convention and buying the editor a few drinks. There is
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a sort of Fannish Credit System which makes elastic alj]gyances for
both past and potential performance. 'Real Soon Now' is an old
joke, but it is also an acknowledgement that eventually some return
contribution will be made, directly or indirectly.

There are two important points to be made about all of the
above: first, that this is a description of how things are, not
some idealised notion of how they ought to be, and second, that
this state of affairs results not from any set of rules, principles
or ideological dogmas, but from purely functional and practical
considerations. To put it another way; fanzines and fanuriting are
as they are simply because it would be a waste of time and effort
for them to be anything else. Given certain aims - and a lack of
concern for other aims - the forms they take are actually quite
logical. Thus, since fanzines are not at all concerned with the
profit motive, not only is it absurd to bother collecting the
trivial sums that setting a price on them would provide, but it is
also absurd to seek to fashion their contents as if for a paying
market. This is not so much a question of guality as of kind.

The commercial aim is to appeal to as wide a range of people as
possible in order to get their money; the fannish aim is to appeal
to the verv limited number of people who are sufficiently in tune
with a certain way of thinking to make some sort of direct or in-
direct response. Fanzines don't want to appeal to a wide range of
people. and therefore the complaint that they are often unintel-
ligible outside a small circle is essentially meaningless. Fanzines
are meant for a small circle - this is the most basic part of their
nature. There is no deliberate policy of exclusion or secrecy -

it is simply in the whole nature of things that outsiders either
have to make the effort to learn the language themselves or must
stay on the outside.

This is the btasic flaw in the whole concept of anthologies of
fanwriting: they are attempting to repackage something highly pers-
onalised, specialised, and aimed at an informed, limited audience,
in a form which is sufficiently generalised to be acceptable in a
market economy geared to passive consumption. The process is self-
defeating, since the whole point of fanwriting is that it provides
something which is se fashioned around individual personalities
that it is pot available anywhere else, and not a mere object of
consumerism. The most 'saleable' parts of fanwriting - those which
are completely and readily understandable to a non-informed audience
- 1n fact represent its least characteristic and least essential
aspects.

This has little to do with the technical quality of the writing.
From time to time one hears it said that such and such a piece of
work is "good enough to be published anywhere". This is meant as
praise, but in the context of fanwriting it is a somewhat ambiguous
compliment. Works so described may indeed be technically accomp=+
lished - but if they are so devoid of any special content that
they could be published anywhere, what is the point of publishing
them in a fanzine? To do so is to turn the fanzine into nothing
more than a minor imitation (or, at best, very low-level rival) of
publications already available elsewhere in considerably better-
produced form.

Hardly seems worth the effort, does it? 1Indeed, it's not

worth the effort. (As the readers - if not the producers - of fan-
zines devoted largely or wholly to fiction usuvally realise quite
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quickly). True, you.can publish anything you like in a fanzine,
but what the advocates of 'good enough to be published anywhere'
fanwriting seem unable to grasp is that if such work ever came to
from the major element in fanzines then the field would soon be
virtually dead. The quality of the writing might go up - but the
personal interest would go down. One would feel no more personal
involvement - no more need to comment or respond - than one does
with a Sunday paper or a book borrewed from the local library. The
fanzine would become just one more (literary) consumer object -
and by virtue of its inevitable production weaknesses, one at the
very bottom end of the consumer market.

This is the insolutle problem which faces the fanthology edit-
or: to choose between being incomprehensible or inauthentic, bet-
ween being baffling and being misleading. 0On the whole, the first
option is always to be preferred. It seems rather futile to entice
people into fandom on a false basis - it simply postpones the
moment of puzzlement.

To its credit, this collection has larqgely turned its back on
the pursuit of any lowest common denominator of accessibility.
Many of the references (and perhaps even the basic attitudes of
mind) will be more or less incomprebensible (at first reading) to
any newcomer. This is altogether as it should be. We will not
deceive you, folks: British fans are a bunch of elitist bastards -
elitist, that is, in the sense that they are concerned only with
the opinions of those who are willing to participate in their par-
ticular game. This, too, is entirely as it should be: no-one is
compelled to join, and no-one is excluded by force or by rule, but
it would not be reasonable for anyone simultaneously to claim mem-
bership and to reject most or all of the interests and practices
which bind members together. To behave in such a fashion would be
rather like joining a cricket club and immediately demanding that
the pitch be dug up for a golf course. Some people approach fandom
in much the same way, and then when their demands are (quite reas-
onably) ignored or dismissed, they proceed to develep persecution
mania and to elaborate immense Conspiracy Theories.

Well, to be a fan it is only necessary to take some part in
the activities recognised by other fans as falling within their
special sphere of interest. If this does not appeal, or if (for
whatever reason) no-one seems very interested in your efforts, then
the simple and sensible answer is to go and do something else. If
you don't like the game - go start your ewn. There is nothing
either unfair or oppressive about this, since fans, after all, have
no powers whatscever of either compulsion or restraint. Anyone can
publish a fanzine and anyone can attend a convention. The only
real test or measure is the extent to which other fans want to
know you or your work. True, if you are a dull person with little
talent and few social graces it is unlikely that you will be re-
ceived with great enthusiasm - but this is also the case in virtual-
ly any socal setting. Fandom is not some kind of charity aimed at
providing group psychotherapy, and (as already remarked) there is
no moral obligation on anyone to pretend to like you or your work
any more than they think you deserve. It's sad, but if you can't
make it in the wider world it't very unlikely that you'll do much
better here. Fans are more tolerant in some areas, since fannish
values have less than the usual concern with standard social meas-
ures such aswealth or occupation, but the other side af the coin is
a much greater readiness to air differences of opinion with a
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freedom and disregard for politeness which to newcomers is likely u
to seem both drastic and ruthless. This, too, is a reflection of
the peculiar nature of fanzines and fanuwriting. Fanzines do not
improve your career, your bank balance, or your social standing
(outside fandom), so there's no real reason why you shouldn't cut
the crap and say exactly what you think. You may get a Tough ride
in return - since everyone else has the same freedom - but it's
certainly a liberating experience.

R11 this may sound like the ©1d, old story to the experienced,
but it seems worth repeating for the (possible) benefit of new
arrivals. After all, this collection is being produced for a
Worldcon which will have perhaps five thousand attendees - and of
these one can guarantee that about eighty per cent will never have
heard of more than one or two of the writers included here, while
perhaps fifty per cent will have had little or no exposure to this
sort of fanwriting. For many people 'fandom' chiefly means the
kind of convention circus that revolves around SF professionals and
their works, and they neither know nor understand anything about
writing which is neither market-oriented nor intended as a cheap
imitation of commercial or academic forms.

Well, everyone to their own taste. My own view is that fandom
(even in the widest sense of the word) would have about the same
durability as the following of any second-rank pop star, were it
not for the continuity provided by fanzines and the hardcore of
those who write and publish them. God knows, fanzines are ephemeral
and temporary enouch, but the mark left by any convention fan is
very much a case of footprints on water. It is worth noting - just
to give the lie to the absurd claim that there are 'convention' fans
who do all the work, and 'fanzine' fans who merely sit around and
complain - that every single one of the contributors here has either
been involved in convention organising or has made frequent con-
tributions to conventicn programming. But will they be remembered
for that, or for their writing?

(Disrespectful answers may be addressed to the individuals
concerned. You know very well that was a rhetorical question).

Perhaps all this hammering-away at old points is unnecessary,
and I should simply let the work speak for itself and let the reader
sink or swim. I hope no-one would seriously claim that the writing
here is 'the best' British fandom can offer, but it's not too bad.
Many equally good (or perhaps even better) writers have been omitted
- not entirely the fault of the editors, since a number of items have
already been reprinted, and the intention was, in any case, to limit
the selection to the period from the last British Worldcon in 1979.
The past eight years have been no more or less a Golden Age than
any other legendry era but much of the good material has been very
firmly embedded in its context indeed: excellent in its time and
place, but deprived of half its impact and meaning by being extracted.
Several of the articles finally included here are good fanuwriting
(and all are at least competent as writing) and so I suppose some
fans will consider this quite a good anthology. Being a man of
iron peevishness I am not so easily mollified. The basic problem
remains inescapable: considering each in isolation one could make a
case for the merits of each and every item - but each and every item
appears here as a section cut out of the canvas of the whole scene.
And one thing I hope I have made plain is that fanwriting, perhaps
more than any other form of writing, depends for its full success
and meaning of the web of shared background knowledge that binds
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together the author and reader.

Enough, enough. Dig ton deep and too often into these critical
theorisings and you end up more than a little deranged, babbling of
Secret Masters and the Protocols of the Elders of Fandem. That's
the kind of fate which befalls those who become so blinded by vis-
ions of Perfect Fannishness that they write Histories of Fandom in
which the Second World War appears merely as a period in which
postal services were somewhat disrupted, thus causing serious delays
in fanzine deliveries.

There are two famous fannish acronyms: FIAWOL (Fandom Is A Way
Of Life) and FIJAGH (Fandom Is Just A Goddamn Hobby)., but the
truth lies somewhere between them in the form if FIAPOL (Fandom Is
A Part Of Life). For functional reasons fandom does have its own
unique peculiarities, but at the same time the character of what it
produces in any age is very largely a reflection of the much wider
world outside. There is a paradox here in that fanwriting is very
much about individuals and personalities, but in reality no single
individual or personality has any great importance. A true histor-
ical overview would acknowledge the fact that even the dull, the
incompetent and the obnoxious have had their parts to play. (After
all, what sort of a soap opera is it that has no villains and no
extras for the crowd scenes?) The tendency to mythologise the
lives and works of particular fans, turning them into Giants without
whom the field could scarcely have existed, does indeed form some-
thing of a barrier to acceptance for anyone who has retained a less
narrow and blinkered perspective. (Anthologies like this one don't
help, with their implicit suggestion that by virtue of being

chosen the authors and works featured are somehow special and sig-

nificant. Not that one could grade merit any better any other way
- all fan polls are more or less ridiculous, and the Fan Hugos are
a complete farce).

The truth is that fanwriting is always much more influenced by
what is produced outside the field than within it. (A Great Fannish
Innovator is someone who introduces into fandom some technique or
approach which has been commonplace in the rest of the world for at
least ten years. For people who like to think of themselves as
citizens of the future fans have a rather sad tendency to be a long
way behind the times). Something to bear in mind is that fanzines
probably represent no more than five per cent (at the most generous
estimate) of total media input for any fan, and that they form a
practically invisible percentage of the total social/cultural envir-
onment. Take an example: it is readily observable that American fan-
zines have had no effect whatsoever on British fanwriting for the
last fifteen or twenty years, but during the same period American
(non-fan, non-5F) writers have had a very marked influence indeed
in some quarters. Likewise, the emergence here of a markedly
higher proportion of active female fans is much more a reflection
of general social change than a specifically fannish development.
(Well, perhaps I should qualify that by acknowledging the factor
of the stimulus provided by the large group of US female fans now
resident in Britain. Though quite why American women seem so keen
to come over here and steal all our men is still something of a
mystery. Is it that British male fans are more cultured, more de-
praved, or just thinner? Maybe it's our cute accents). Anyhow, it
is said that History is bunk, and it should also be said that most
Fan History is complete garbage.

Ah hell, who cares anyway? Sensible people probably stopped
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reéding this about eight pages back, knowing very well that it was
going to turn out to be another of those thrilling demonstrations
of how to use a sledgehammer to put a really savage dent in a
defenceless peanut. You'll all just have to deo the best you can.
You have a sort of Zen conundrum here: for as long as you need to
keep asking the questions you are not ready to understand the ans-

wers. And that's not a putdowun - it's just a reflection of the fact

that in the end the reasons for liking (or rejecting) fandom, fan-

zines and fanwriting remain somewhat inscrutable. Perhaps the only

sensible summing-up is to say that there's more to all this non-
sense than may first meet the eye. Not a lot more, perhaps, but
assuming you've got nothing better to do it might he worth your

while to persist.

Personally, I quite like it, even though I think it's all fair-
ly daft. But then - what isn't? And besides, I'm well known to be

a notoriogsly perverse and irresponsible individual, erratic and
unstable in behaviour, and with what many consider to be highly

inappropriate ideas of which parts of life should be taken seriously.

(Actgally, this is all a pack of lies put about by my enemies. 1In
reality I'm a very sweet person, famous for my charm, wisdom and

thoughtful erudition, and I was recently voted Most Eligible British
Fan in a secret poll. And let me tell you, kid, that's a damn sight

more use than winning one of those fucking metal rocketships).

Anyhow, just don't say I didn't warn you. Now read on.
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BIRDLAND

KEVIN SMITH

I dived through the door marked 'Gentlemen' on the first
floor of the Metropole. It swung to behind me, and I hoped I
hadn't been seen. I was panting hard, and leant on a sink to
recover.

"God! It's hell out there," I said aloud, to no-one in par-
ticular.

"Pretty bad, eh?" came a reply. I looked round; it was Mike
Dickinson. "They've gone mad, gone right off the deep end."

I noddéd. "A man can't take a step out there now. Not with
safety."

We both sighed, and lapsed into silence. For several minutes
all that could be heard was water dripping into a cistern in one
of the cubicles.

"] blame Greg, myself," said Mike. "Patting Janus after SFR
in his Real Fan Hugo ballot form."

I nodded again. "He was the first to go, certainly. ad
often wondered what he looked like without his beard."

"Ghastly," said Mike.

"] wouldn't have put it that strongly... oh, I see what you
mean."

We were silent again. It was a contemplative silence.

"Did you see Kettle?" said Mike at last.

"Yes," T said sadly. "I know he always comes out with his
'peanuts enuy' joke at room parties these days, but he shouldn't
have tried it with Jessica there."

"It wouldn't have been so bad," said Mike, "but he repeated
it four times in between fallings off the corner of the bed."

Suddenly, a cubicle door opened and a very pale Steev Higgins
walked very slowly out. "Wwhat day is it?" he said.

"Synday," said Mike.

%"Just gone noon," I added.

"Jesus'" said Higgins. "I've been in there fourteen hours.

"3



"What happened?" 1 asked.

"Drank half a bottle of scotch and passed out," said Steev.
"Still got half left - want some?" He generously held out the
miniature to me. I took a swig and passed it to Mike, who fin-
ished it off with another.

"How long have you been in here?" I said to Mike.

"Three hours," he said. "I was nearby when it started to get
really nasty."

"Good job you always carry an emergency book," I said.

Mike just shook his head; he rummaged in his canvas shoulder
bag and pulled out a copy of 'The Female Man'.

"Joanna Russ - Jesus Christ!"

"I was looking forward to reading it too," said Mike sadly.

Young Steev was looking puzzled. "What's been happening?
What have I missed?"

"You're from Leeds, you tell him," I said quickly.

"It's... There's been a rising. The Feminists..." was all
Mike could say before his voice choked off.

"We're being wiped out," I said. "They caught us whlle we
were all pissed as rats, before we could organise. I've been on
the run for hours, haven't had a wink of sleep since the night
before last..."

"So what's new - at a con?" said Steev.

"You wouldn't be that flippant if you'd seen it," I snapped.
"I haven't seen a British trufan for over an hour, till now. UWe
may be the only ones left, for all I know."

"Surely not!" said Steev. "Even the nice quys, like Andreuw
Stephenson?"
"One of the first to go," said Mike. "Held a door open for

some woman."
"Well, what about good old Dr Rob Jackson?"
"The fool disgnosed acute paranoia. Ripped him to shreds."
"Little Ian Williams?"
"Trampled underfoot by a maddened horde pursuing Gerry Webb."
"Well, that 's not much of a loss."
"There's not much of him."
Now even the exuberant Higgins was silenced, and the three of
us brooded.

"There must be someone left," said Mike. "Some of these
hyper-active fans, maybe. Dave Langford would be too clever for
them - talk his way out of anything with a few scotches in him.

that one."
I shook my head. "They thought he was patronising them with
all those big words. They sneakeéd up on his deaf side and got
him with a feminist dictionary."
"But lLangford uses big words to everyone, even David V. Lewis!'"
"I know that! Anyway, Hazel took out twenty-three of them
with her knitting needles before they got her as well."
It turned out that neither Mike nor I had witnessed the
various demises of Graham Charnock, Mulligrubs Collick and Rog
Peyton, but we'd seen the terrible results.
"Someone..." Mike was muttering. "Feminist survival charac-
teristics - I've got it! The Chief Limpwrist. Joe Nicholas must

e

be okay, with his shoulder bag, chiffon scarf and lip salve."

"Not even him, " I said. "They thought he was taking the
piss - too exaggeratedly feminine."

"How did you manage to last this long, then?" said Steev.

I looked at him. I wasn't keen on the way he'd said that.

"I joined a group of Space 1998 fans. The feminists consider
them simple-minded and harmless."

"They are simple-minded and harmless."

"You wouldn't say that if you'd been with them for a couple
of hours. You can get terminal brain hurt trying to keep down
to their level, knowing that one intelligent remark might be your
la'st .

"It could have been worse," said Mike. "It could have been
Battlestar Galactica fans."

I dived into a cubicle and was suddenly, violently sick.
"You shouldn't say things like that," I told Mike. "My
nerves aren't what they were."

The outer door suddenly crashed open. My heart, I suwear,
missed half a dozen beats. The ragged figure of Rob Hansen col-
lapsed onto the floor. Hurriedly we dragged him inside. The
door swung shut. Hansen opened one eye, said, "Hello Kev Smith,"
and closed it again. Steev chucked a plastic cup of water on his
face. The cup hit his nose and tipped the water down his shirt
front, but it brought him round gasping.

"Thank God there's still someone left," he said. "I saw
them get Dorey - it was horrible!"

"What happened?" said Higgins. He was saying that a lot.

"They set fire to a load of old Gross Encounters with him
securely roped down in the middle of them."

"Is there anyone left at all?" groaned Mike.

"Yeah," said Hansen.

We were amazed. I was, at any rate, and the others looked

it.

"Won't do us much good, though," Rob continued.

"For God's sake, tell us who!"

"There's Ian Maule - they don't seem to take much notice
of him whatever he does - and Ritchie Smith..."

"Why Ritchie?"

"He's got them very confused. I think they think he's preg-
nant. And Harry Bell..."

"What is it about these bloody Gannetts?" said Mike.

"Harry's drunk so much whisky they reckon he's dead already.
He's not, though; he recoonised me as T was passing and threw up
over my foot." Rob paused, then he said, "There was someone else,
too. Peter Weston."

"Peter Weston?"

"peter Weston?"

"PETER BLOODY WESTON? There's not a bigger male chauvinist
in fandom! How the hell did Peter Bloody Weston escape them?"

"He told them he was just taking an extreme position to pro-

voke comment." i ] . )
"He's bloody provoked me!" said Mike. His hands made in-

voluntary strangling movements.

"What about all the women fans?" said Steev Higgins suddenly.

"Are you sure you're old enough?" said Rob.
"I see what he means," I said. "Simone and Pat and Chris and
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Eve and the rest - are they Sisters, or have they been stomped
on too? I didn't see any of them on my way here."
"Me neither," said Mike.
Rob shook his head.
"We have to fear the worst," I said.
"And that's suitably ambiguous," said Rob.
"Don't be uncharitable," I said. "They're fannish people.
You can't be fannish and Feminist both; you need a sense of humour
to be fannish."

"It's the end of British fandom," said Mike. "Fannish fandom,
at any rate. Joe Nicholas was right, but he'd never have thought
it would be like this."

"An unavoidable conclusion," I said. "No point in hanging
around here, then. They'll be looking for us, and that 'Gents'
sign won't hold them off for long."

We flung open the door and walked out with our heads held
high. They were waiting for us, row upon row, silent and bale-
ful. Slouwly, they began to advance. We stood our ground while
they surrounded us.

"Did you hear about the Feminist and the Gestetner crank
handle?" I said.

Everything went suddenly black...
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A TALE OF TWO PANELS

LILIAN EDWARDS & CHRISTINA LAKE

Women In Fandaom L1

I've never had a horse run away with me, but it felt like it
all the same. I cowered in my seat while my horse, or should I
say horses, stampeded off at full speed, taking not the slightest
notice of my nervous pull on the reins.

Well, that's what it felt like: my first experience of run-
ning a panel. It was at Mexicon - my first experience of being
on a convention committee. I suspect, in fact, I know, that the
two firsts were connected. The horse started running away loang
befare I sat on the podium in a blind panic, flanked on one side
by Avedon Carecl and Kate Seolomon, and on the other by Andy Rob-
ertson and Dave Wood. It started, hesitantly perhaps, to break
into a trot as Lilian and I discussed ideas for the fan room
programme as we lazed around, holiday style, on a red barge named
Spinel. It stretched its legs for a quick canter when I foolish-
ly accepted responsibility for two fan-roam panels on behalf of
myself and Lilian at a sub-meeting in the Griffin, and finally
started to gallop when, having naively opted out of running the
fannish creativity panel, Lilian assured me that there was no
alternative but to take on our other panel, soberly entitled
"Women in fandom - Is there a place for men?"

So, off I went in search of panel members, only to discover
lhicie SIofier? el people I really wanted (ie Linda Dickersgill)
were already running the convention and wouldn't have time and
the other 50% (ie Sherry Francis) excused themselves with a
hasty mouthful of wine and a drawled "Oh no, I don't think so."

And so it continued. Kate wouldn't perform unless Avedon
was with her (good grief, is this a panel or a nursery school
outing?), Andy Roberson wanted to know if he was being cast as
the token male chauvinist pig, and only Dave Wood heartened me by
talking intelligently about the subject in the pub one night
(thereby ensuring himself an instant offer of a place on the pan-
el, poor man!)

It wasn't till the Friday night of Mexicon that I realised
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thaltfscloulidaitidal ilt.) §Ealfl % & celactilon) fslom setting up the fan
room, but after struggling with the displays which should have
all been safely in place by the end of the afternoon, instead of
being frenetically tacked on at nine in the evening thanks to the
late arrival of the boards, I was in no mood to be rational. I
suddently saw with desperate clarity that. I just couldn't do it.
I simply didn't have the character to run panels; oh maybe in a
small room at a not very well attended convention in the Outer
Hebrides, but certainly not in the big hall at Mexicon where
every time I put my head round the door literary heavyweights
were making articulate, erudite pronouncements on the state of
the art, whichever art it so happened they practised.

I saw that I should have said 'no' a very long time ago,
except that I hadn't really been given the option; or rather, I
hadn't seen that I ought to have made myself the option. One
says 'yes' because it's expected, and it feels like giving in to
natural cowardice to say 'no'. It's character forming, you think
to yourself, if I don't try I'll never know if I can do it, and
other such misleading platitudes. So, it wasn't till that Friday
night that it occured to me that I had probably done Mexicon a
disservice by not refusing. Perhaps doing your duty is not
always the best solution!

The panic washed over me, then went away. It was too late
to drop out. A badly chaired panel would still be better than a
gap in the programme. The only approach was to keep smiling and
concentrate on survival. I went away with Peter-Fred to rehearse
what I might say, wondering faintly, futilely, if I could make
him do it for me, but knowing I couldn't. ‘'Women in fandom - is
there a place for men?' had to be chaired by a woman or fall Very
flat indeed.

I hunted down my panellists on the day itself, thinking the

enterprise more and more doomed:

"The panel's not what you said it'd be,"complained Dave.

"They've put my wrong name in the programme book," protested
Kate Solomon, ex Davies.

"I either have to be completely sober or very drunk," explained
Andy, half way down his second pint.

"We need only say men are inadequate, then we can all go,"
advised Avedon.

I contemplated, then discarded the idea of a rehearsal.
They'd only all agree that they didn't want to talk about women
in fandom, disagree about everything else, and blunt the edge of
any genuine antagonism. If sparks were going to fly, I wanted
them to fly in public. After all, it was my main chance of enter-
taining the masses!

All the same, I worked out what I wanted to talk about: the
phenomenon of women as an established, vocal community, no longer
fandom's silent minority, and the corresponding question of whe-
ther men were therefore beginning to become aware of themselves
as a distinct group within fandom, rather than the whole of fan-
dom. I've noticed that women today seem to have an automatic
support group, based around the women's apa, to help them when
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they first qget involved in fandom, while men have to make do as
best they can, especially if they don't have a local group as a
base. Leading on from that were all the ramifications of why
(and if, of course) most of the good new writers of recent times
have been women, why TWP is better than PAPA and why women have
all the best fun at conventions.

But would they play? Would they hell! "Andy, do you think
men have more difficulty getting involved in fandom today then
women?" "No," he says decisively, then sits back and lets me
sweat.

But it's worse still when I do get them talking. Kate
Solomon goes over the top on matriarchy theories, Dave Wood throus
copies of o0ld sexist book covers into the audience and Avedon gets
embroiled in a rant about publishing. "Doesn't anyone want to say
anything about women in fandom," I expostulate desperately, but
even my microphone isn't listening. Kate and Ted White begin
talking at cross purposes about competition. I sit back and let
my horses run away. Avedon charges at Andy. I wonder if the
whole thing will end in a stand up fight. I keep surreptitiously
looking at my watch. I might as well have organised it in absentia
like Peter Weston at Novacon who set up a panel to discuss the
cyclical nature of fandom, then didn't turn up! The affair was
very successful as Greg Pickersgill took charge and everybody had
far more interesting time discussing more viable theories of fan-
dom. A pity I hadn't emulated his tactics. My panellists cert-
ainly didn't need me. But the audience seemed to be enjoying it.

At long last, Linda Pickersgill signals five more minutes to
go. I take this as meaning I can end any time I can get a word
in edgeways! So eventually when Andy and Avedon happen to pause
for breath simultaneously, I plunge in muttering something in-
coherent which seems to have the right effect. Everyone on the
podium stops talking. Everyone in the audience starts. It's over.

"Was I all right?" asks Andy anxiously. "I wasn't too over
the top?"

"You were fine," I say shakily. "Just fine." Perhaps I
should just emigrate to Australia straight away. "You weren't

very assertive," accuses Kate. I know. I know. But it's over.

I didn't burst into tears. I didn't run away half-way through the
proceedings. I didn't leave a great big gap in the Mexicon pro-
gramme. I'd survived. But before I take on another panel, I shall
first have to learn to ride.

Which could take rather a long time.

What Is Fanwriting? Lok

I've never liked public speaking. O0One of my earlist and most
persistent occasions of public humiliation was being forced to
stand up and recite the 'Manishtanoh' - a portion of the Torah (1
think!) each Passover Seder my family held, from about the age of
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eight up. I particularly resented this ghas?ly task - declaiming
in a language I didn't understand and couldn't even read - because
it was supposed to be the job of the younggst son and.not the .
youngest daughter. If my family wasn't going to be llberél enoug
to let me draw on Friday nights or bring home prawn sandwiches, I
didn't see why it .should bend the rules just so I rather than my
brother Jonathan could laock a fool.

Things weren't any better at school. I reTembgr the sheer
terror of the compulsory primary six poetry rEC}tatlon contest.
I think I eventually faked a temperature Fo avoid tha? one . .Even
after I got into fandom and developed a bit more‘confldenc? in my
opinions (quite a lot actually), though ?’d happily go on (and on,
and on) in groups and proffer my views wide anq large, at the
crunch, on the actual panel, you could a}mays 1@ent1fy me as the
one sitting whispering annoyingly to Chr1§t1na in the thl?d T oW
back rather than slugging it out on the Big Bad Stage, while
Gregory screamed "Shut UP, Lilian!"

This was why three weeks before Mexicon it was with a certain
amount of wonderment that I realised I had been suckered into not
only appearing on, but actually chairing a panel. UWhere had I
gone wrong?

Previous panel appearances were, to say the least: no? reas-
suring. There was the Novacon disastgr, when everyone's micro-
phone seemed to be turned on except mine., There was the‘Yorcon
panel, saved from calamity by Dave Wood and the ever re%lablg and
irascible Gregory, while Anne looked frozenly bright, Nigel just
looked frozen and I hid.

There wasn't a great deal other experience to call on. One
could see uwhy.

Having got myself into this hole, I thought I'd better ca§t
around for some reliable support. The panel, as qlosgly and min-
utely defined by Linda and Christina, was to rejoice in the cog-
nomen of "What is Fanwriting?" Very definite. Tegth clevched
like a good Stephen Donaldson hero, I set out‘to flqd allies,
theorist, performers, anything or anyone to aid me in my struggle
with stage fright and my battle with nerves.

Sim Ounsley came first.

"&o?nl haven*t been on many panels either. Y?53 I think ?'ve
got quite a lot to say about that, at least I'm wrltlng an.artlcle
about it so I can pinch bits out of that before I publlsﬁ ltﬁ
Actually I was quite good on that panel at Ra Con. I think.

Fine. I think. Next came Hazel Ashworth, who made the fatal
mistake of imbibing too much alcoholic substance in my presence
on the deceptively secure turf of her very own living room, and
was consequently the fan-panel equivalent of an easy lay. .
"Yes, of course I'll be on your panel, Lilian. Sorry, what did
you ask?"

In my head, I pegged Simon as the Theorist anq Hazel as the
Enthusiastic New Fan. The other necessary categories fo? a succ-
essful panel appeared to be an Iconoclast, to.disagree with mhat
everyone else said, and a Performer, to make jokes and tell witty
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fannish anecdotes when everyone had run out of ideas. Should be
easy, I thought, knowing what awkward buggers and arrant show-offs
fans tend to be. Not so. Jimmy Robertson certainly fitted the
bill for the first, but the latter eluded me. Most of the bright
sparks I could think of were already scheduled for panels arranged
months ago by the industrious Paul and Colin, on holiday in Tan-
zania (Nick Lowe) or otherwise unavailable. There was nothing

for it but a Token American, preferably one only arriving at the
convention itself who'd be too jetlagged to realise he'd just

been drafted in to entertain the natives. I ended up with Jerry
Kaufman . Now I could stop worrying about who was going to be on
the panel, I could relax, said Linda. Hah! Now I had time to
EEEINILY ey o

By the Sunday, which was when my very own little debacle was
scheduled for (do you know there is no way you can avoid putting
a dangling preposition at the end of that sentence?). even my
nerves had nerves. Inspired by Abi Frost, I decided to hold a
pre-match rally of my leading strikers, carefully not telling
Jimmy lest he be swayed by the other panellists' arqguments in ad-
vance and so fail to be suitably awkward. This meeting was held
in my hotel room and was lent a nicely surreal air by the fact
that Christina was collating a mailing of the Soft Toys' Apa at
the same time.

"We all agree on what the definition of fanuriting is, don't
we?" said I, after some discussion.

"Has anyone seen the armadillo's contribution?" said Chris-
tina, from behind the bed.

"Does American fanwriting really have less sense of context
that British?" I asked Jerry.

"I've lost Buffin's second page" said Christina, crawling
around the floor.

Simon shook his head meaningfully. Suzie perched on the bed,
unspeaking and unmoved, like a Buddha. I wondered if I'd gestrfa
more or less intelligent response from the audience of the actual
panel.

Six o'clock. Thirty minutes to 0-Day or H-Hour or something
along those lines. I've just realised (a) that I've eaten nothing
all day (b) that I haven't given Anne Page any instructions about
how to introduce my panellists and (c) that I'me absolutely knack-
ered. I run around frantically, munching at (a), mouthing at (b)
and consequently aggravating (c). UWe gather outside the main hall,
waiting to be shepherded in by the ultra-professional Anne, going
over our imaginary lines. Jimmy looks cool. Jerry looks natty.
Simon looks ill. And Hazel, having suddenly realised uwhat's she
letting herself in for, looks absolutely terrified. Jerry, Jimmy
and Hazel have respectively brought Suzie, Anne Hamill and Mal
Ashworth along as their cheering sections., Me, I'm depending on
the Soft Toys' Apa and God.

And they're coming out on to the field! I stare out at what
isn't so much a sea as perhaps a river, or possibly a canal, of
not very hostile faces. Maybe this will just be an embarrassment
not an actual disaster. UWe settle ourselves in our seats just as
Anne gets a roar of laughter by announcing that when I was giving
her the info on Jerry Kaufman , I included the fact that he was
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Jewish. what's.so funny about that? My major concern after gett-
ing my stilted introgyction out the way is not so much the burning
issues of fa?wrltlng as whether anyone that wants a microphone has
got one. We're one short of fiuve, you see so the gap keeps being
redistributed among the participators by passing the mike from
hand to hand like a paton, I feel a bit like I'm in the Common-
wealth Games. When 1 pay attention, things actually seem to be
going all right. Gregory stands at the back and yells every time
the‘pace looks like dropping, and in a slightly quieter manner,
Judith Hanna does myuch the same thing from the front. They're
distinctly useful pepple to have on, or rather at, a panel. At
some point, having exhausted critical standards, transatlantic
contact and whether people read articles by writers they don't
know, Hazel leans over and says I should tell the one about hou

I chased Nigel Richardson around Mexicon 1. This was an old story
I had brought OUF at the meeting earlier. So off I go; I tell
them how I got Nigey's first fanzinme just before Mexicon, when no-
one had ever even heard of East Garforth, and how I went to Mex-
icon asking everyone yhere or who Nigel Richardson was, I was so
desperate to meet him, 1It's not a very exciting anecdote really,
and‘as 5 near the end I realise I can get a good cheap laugh by
adding "and when I fgynd him, it was such a disappointment!" Tt
w?rks a charm. I feg] ljke I have discovered a new super-power.
I've never been the raconteur type. So this is how you make an
audience laugh. Hay peculiar. What a weird sense of pouwer.

. Eventually, Linda gives the ten-minutes-to-go signal. With
a sigh of relief, I gstart winding things down. Gregory wanders

past nonchalantly and says "You can go on another hour if you like,

the next item's cancelled." I look around at the audience, the
panel. The former stj)] seem interested, the latter fairly fresh,
all EX?EDt ”%SE 0ld Hazel, who thinks we should cut our losses and
run while we're sti]) ahead. She's almost as unable as me to be-
lieve that the damn thjng's a success. UWe go on.

4 "Say 'competitjyeness' and Ted White will stand up and wave
h1§ arms around," Says Jimmy. I do, and he does. What have I
said? 'I feel less 1jke I'm on the field at Anfield now and more
like I'm Pulllng Tahbits out of hats. The men suddenly disappear
to the toilet, having drunk too many free panel drinks, leaving
me and Hazel to holdg the field. I don't mind, I don't even need
my vodka and orange any more, I'm drunk on the exhilaration, of
knowing I can do thjg, and I've enjoyed it, and it's almost over.
EVE”FUallX’ afte¥ a mammoth hour and three-quarters, it is. I
realise I'm shaking z1) oguer. I may not have been swept off the

field in a 13:0 defeat but I certainly feel like I've at least run
a marathon.

n
You were Very ggqd," says Greg or Mal or someone.
"I know," I s 2 4 "
s ay in amazement.

Why, I might eyen do it again. Sometime.
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HOW WOMEN GET
PREGNANT

LINDA PICKERSGILL

Somewhere between the happy innocence of my childhood and
the more or less wisdom of maturity lies a Dark Ages of my life
... a sort of mediaeval period where the burning question was not
so much in the realm of discovering the philosopher's stone or
querying the number of angels dancing on a pin's head but rather
a question more basic and far more mysterious: how do women get
pregnant? Thinking back to childhood it seems I was aluays aware
that women "had" babies. Tuwice before the age of five I had
watched my mother slowly swell, go off to the hospital and return
with a wrinkled red baby sister. I stayed with neighbours during
these hospital bouts of my mother's. They bought me candy and
toys and generally spoiled me while telling of the wonderful sur-
prise my mom would have for me when we all returned home. Mom
having babies was 0K by me.

As my sisters and I grew older playing "mommy" was a fau-
ourite pastime with a cluster of dolls and stuffed animals cast
as our brood. Though we modelled our role on our own mother and
other neighbourhood moms it was television that showed us how to
"haye" babies. Having babies always went something like this:
first the mommy goes to the doctor who tells her she's going to
have a baby. Then the mommy would stuff a doll or stuffed animal
under her shirt. After walking around for a while with the un-
born obviously poking out, mommy would clutch her belly and cry
out "Oh... I'm going to have a baby" then fall to the floor,
moaning and writhing. The doctor would then reappear on the
scene, put mommy on the operating table, rip back the shd mty®ipul 1
out the baby and announce "Congratulations. 1It's a bieaicEii AN a
this was deduced from TV films and shows we had watched. Though
actual birth was never shown we always saw the mommy clutch her
belly and moan and writhe while a sharp scream always punctuated
the mystery event. The faces of the TV doctors and fathers al-
ways looked so grim and anxious, so we kneu that whatever uwas
happening must have been serious business. And so too it was
serious business in our mommy game for all of about five seconds
before we continued on with the tea party.

Almost all of my early knowledge of having babies was through
such deduction. My mother, I found out years later, was of the
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belief that when I wanted to know more about having babies I'd
ask. Unfortunately, I grew up with the opposing idea that my
parents would provide me with the information I needed to "grouw
up" and if they didn't tell me it was because something was sec-
ret adult knowledge that I was not supposed to knouw about. (Ob-
viously this same knowledge related to the jokes grow-ups asked
to leave the room for before telling). As a result I never asked
and they never told me. It must have gradually dawned on me that
real babies weren't stuffed under shirts but were in the mother's
body and at birth it somehow came out. Now there were only so
many places in a body where things came into or out of and as it
surely couldn't come out of a mouth (how else would those TV mom-
mies scream?) babies had to come from somewhere 'down there'. It
didn't make much sense at the time because the only things that I
knew of that came out of 'down there' were fairly foul and
couldn't possibly have anything to do with cute little babies.

So began the Mystery of What's Really Down There. As with so
many things I shrugged it off as one of the things I'd find out
about when I started to grow up.

Then I started to grow up. I was about ten or eleven years
old when I discovered that I had cancer because of the lumps
growing in my little flat chest. It was one of the seven early
warning signs I had read about on a bookmark given to me by the
school library. As I knew cancer was a killer I prepared myself
as best a ten year old can: I prayed that Jesus would take me
into heaven and I wrote a will so that my sisters would fairly
divide my possessions. In some fashion I figured out how long I
had left to live and counted down the days. My mother must have
noticed my cancerous chest as well because it was during this
time she chose to tell me about "flowering into womanhood" and an
odd phenomenon called menstruation. I didn't die. I set another
target date and it too passed without my dying. I accepted the
fact that I could go at any time and rather than worrying about
it I got on with school and Girl Scouts and softball.

I discovered that I was not the only one struggling for the
light of knowledge during those dark ages. My girlfriends were
struggling as well and we would huddle together in some corner of
the school yard and exchange bits and pieces of rumoured facts of
things that would happen to you when you grew up, including the
having of babies. We knew that someday we'd begin a monthly
bleed and have to wear sophisticated belts and pads to protect
ourselves. UWe also knew that someday we'd produce babies from
'down there' but now was the added bit of rumour that boys were
involved in the process. We weren't sure what, but there was
something a boy did to you to make you pregnant. UWe weren't sure
why but if you were alone with a boy he might try to do this
something to you and in no uncertain terms were we to allow them
to "do it". We had no idea of what "doing it" was but by golly,
we weren't going to let any ol' boy do it to US!

During junior high school the rumours started flying. Every-
one had her pet theory of what "it" was, all deduced, yet again,
from things we were told not to do: A girl shouldn't sit on a
boy's lap and if she must she should put a book on his lap to sit
on (Was "it" osmosis? Did some bit of him seep up from his lap
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into your 'down there' bits and make you pregnant?). A girl
shouldn't french-kiss a boy (A repulsive idea to begin with. Was
there something on his tongue that he shoved down your throat to
work its way through your system to 'down there'?). Good girls
don't use tampax. (Not that I fully understood how to use them
anyway. Could they somehow be infected with a boy-germ that got
in 'down there'?). Then there was the friend of a friend who
knew someone who got<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>