’
& -

o
b -
',l' ’d 3
0y 2
~ ¥
4.
v & /
g
£




*
Oy
B
;
;




)

ALTBTSCRAP30.X 4
O A A NIORRNG X

v

Yegy b your oyes ogoint! This iz Gonnetbscero.oook - the gelf-
saae entity vhich crushod the pile of your relcome aat a aere 2 aonths
2ol eeee and here coac Jue Nacueds opain.  The cegularity of this
almost unigue fanndsh fon proup collaboration seens asyaptotic (reucaber
geoﬂetxy?). e wap vet.oeen isgucs I ~nd 2 vos 2 yenrs ond 2 siadlar
time possed befoue no. 2 mad ov in 68 davs, no. 4.

That nodsc you just heord was no. 5 coming through the letter box
coasooa 1A 2ZAIN eenseoe 2 250IN wee. and wiy is che postaan carryiag
o sack up the pavh? Toe Ganwots speed nedicrity to jour door.

I'm afraid T begon this latest headlong assauli on the all teo
suspecting, fonnigh worlds, Hoving casuvally acationed the possibility of
resurrecting the coipse souctime lust Yoveaber, 2 Jonuoary deadling wos
set and {by snd lorge) et - though not without n nusher of the contributions
showing signs ol indecent haste ~ aine in poarticular - Bue was trping it
ag the ddsgvstingly reliable cud corly swbaitied cfirbts of Jdackson and
Firth were being dupered. i
But I wasn't clone.

Opposite, ot one of aany trpovriters in ovidence sct Jockfield composing
Jith furreved brow and corflw stainzd hands. Across the roos at o saall
table sot Harey Dell, painfully scoabtching his cover il onte o stencil
with o dcad biro. Leter, hie wos to be scen slowly composing nnd tgping the
editorizl - this holf=paze of 3ell durble was probebly the best thing in
no. 3 = there st be o acrol there sonevhere, leanv:ile, Ten socinliscd
in his own inizitoble wvoy wiile Rob and "fikelaitown Jduplicated (good TNROUTy
hUh? sesessss Oh, well, plense yourselvos).

Well, onyway, it got done, and got ouwt -~nd wras act by o deodfening wnll
of silence, ~nd conelderin: how 1itile efrort we all put into it, I think
thats a bit thin, So come ou, waks up of tie back there, ond pull up gour
gocks mnd loc, _oddommit! O azybe it did suink -« but oefore you kneow tuere's
a smell -~ wawone's got to snilf. As Horwy sadid in the lastish - we oxe
serious (well, sort of), ~nd we do intend to vse G3B as - relicving organ
for Gamet doings ~nd cnunter (Urrphl) and we thercfore wont to e "regular Y.

Se it comes to thisish. I'a not 100" surc ol itu final conters so you

cem be oue up on e o lucing ove {or dowm) do the contents list. I

do know {int Reb Jackson has grociously absconted hiaself from this issue

sv that the lesguer nanes would not be dnzzled to iiyopin by the prescace of
such o thundering~ckingstnpoinghuzename-fiuls  @ll, olriszht seeee bthod
vog o wit of o fib - dn fnet, despitl ae brying to sbialote his Tanceutres
(by telling hin that this ..z to be a fscmincl’ dssue {{ and thnt doosn't
gean thot you ven ,ead: of 7 iato it )) - not Just of 383 but purhaps the



first sign of the new livection. A aew faree ((that's o $ypo)} in fandoml?)
e hog been Corwalled on the Clarke roef - but he!ll be back (with a h=orty
I—Ii-Ho-E-.&o,;-,ra.',) -~ water seubseription nowvi

3

3Ut.r, T, Andy, Dove and ayself, Jnraished by Bell are here and by the
time dawm 'comc.s around there aay be o few others - 1f taey arrvive, stencils
clenched in swweoaty honds. (JOJ Day, wiversity sureogzste Zanvet, T-;roul'd’vb
beui here but e unfor "‘l\’e*"b"’ and wareproducibly typed in Ad - hord luc
Dob, we have o suingeing editori: ay "‘0110 ;o~-betier luck next tim e),

There was to have been a leticr col this time, but with only one half of
e real letier md o vhole tho'! dvbicus onz = it woulda't have impresseds  Sub
thopks Poa, youlre wonderfull {see whot rou ‘et if you loc- GE3?) Tuirnets
Trow Mrs Jonl's letier 3 “Scrapbook - fu. 26 fure  Jour-letier words From the
king -size phog y Goumet? Tonnish Hmeonce didn't work, Liked caver - reminds
ae of Rob, 4 fair regresentatbion of the sbylish writins and all round gbility
that emanates froa Ganetlond.™

v The other letier wag see BT aos :.‘c'*"u-;o ose Coming: froa one dilma
Petergon (self-style psoudonym of well lmowm ib‘e.uroup\,e) It startss=
1 fowm viss shinin egzaapall ov lilierarey egspurtecze; wiv sum uvver free”
sarmpools skater ed alon; ve M neer a gserviss stashun™ ..." it continues equally
wareadably. Tell ... e 5. thanks (7).

50, we have, in goae order, vithin these pogesi-

Cover ' _ ' - Tarwy Bell
Dosvedangs Jock® - Lev.m Willdiskas -
Im""“‘f(;ék - ' T ~ Ton Tillins

" The Fan-Tome of the conveabion - Andy Wirth
Tavasion of the body builicrs ~ Hove Cocklicld

This issue edited by:-

Feyin Willims ' ' . ’
9 ¥hitton Place S ' '

Seaton Delaval

Yorthumbelsnd

=25 Obg

- hut RE'.-E_.‘EBER - 2all loes asd tade should be sent te the next elitor who igy-
Dove Cockfield

57, Yilszon Couxrt
Febbtim

So read and do our best Ho ernjors

YevWilliaas (18/3/78)
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L OR 5= AN ARMENTAN'S GUILE TO EDINBURGH e

"We'd like to give the car a good run® said Pam "You can share the
driving®, .

0h 4uoey €T eossy Greatl” says I - "Where to',

"EBdinburgh” says Andy ~ "the girls can shop on Princess Street while
we visit the SF Bookshop.®

"Yeh! Great ideal" says I "When?"

“Gaturday"® - we can stay the night in a cheap, guest house¥.

CWANdy Y T cried with horrory, "have you ever stayed in a cheap,

Scots guest houser!l®

So it was that Andy, .’am, Sue and I vere bouncing along in their neat,

new, -bluemini on a bright November day, We'd gone some two miles
whens; -

“There's a funny noise from the englne“ says Pam - and sure enough

a recurrent sgueak could be heard,

*"T']] take a Llook®, I gsaid with the bluff, easy confidence of a veteran’
autophile. Having ftakgn® a substantial look at the shining, spotless,
hot-paint smelling engine I elicit little, if any data. Confidence
unshaken, I adopted the second; fool the layman ploy, and said "You
don't by chamce have a stethescope do you?. .eeo NO0? soe Pity seso

A Krooklok then?® 1 was handed one amidst mystified stares, Then
with the casugl grace of an expert whose done this sort of thing a
boring number of times I placed one end in my ear and felt about the
running engine with the other. After +this extravagant though totally
fruitless exercise I fell back on the old horse = "™Wothing seriocus =
just a tight bearing ———we-= it71]l bed - in with weaxr",

And so we continued up through Northumberland - squeak accompanylng
us all the way loud and mute by turns.

Edinburgh hove into view.

“Time for a pint".

We enter a very folksy Scots pub, open fire, dark oil=lit interior,
degspite blazing sunshine outside, and quietly spoken, knoits of old
people sited strategically throughout the room, The asmocke from the
fire was choking, eyes red and streaming I ordered two pints. "What
do the girls want?¥

"Tea™ was the chorus - and tea they had.

Leparting like smoked haddocks we soon rushed to EBdinburgh where after
parking, the first stop was a phone box. We'd heard of a good
Armenian Restaurant in the city. Pam rang., The reply:-

"Yes, You are bodked. You will be here at 8,00 o%clock,™ a cheery
prospect, : '
We part. Andy and I to the SF bookshop, the girls 1o Princess Street.



Andy, an ex=collector who in a moment of madness, sold off his

precious pbs. and mags years before, was in the précess of reconstruate
ing said collection. = HMuch to the benefit of the Edinburgh SF
bookshop o -ntdmeh lator we departed, met the girls,
dumped the books, consumed a fine pint of dark Scottish ale and a
typically nauseous looking Scnts sausage-meat pie, Heplenished

we set forth te find the guest house,

“Aye, lass, ah noo azh book yoor boobking, but I find I've nay rooom =~
I've booked you with Mr, Campbell ~ I hope you doon't mind - ye'll
be reet coomfoortable®,

Mr Campbell's (3 doors down) proved to be a L or 5 storey cevernbis,
paint and polish smelling old house from which dirt had been banished
long ago. So also Mr Campbell, Pink shining face, pink shining

head - a picture of scrubbed nit-free middle-aged Scots manhood., I
entertained idle thoughts about lMrs Campbell - a six-foot, aproned
harridan ruling the houséhold with.a tin of mansion fulnlture polish
in one hand Tavatory brush in the other, voice more penetrating than
Lord Haw Haw, working her way through her third husband who mas only
allowed to speak when reciting his chores for the day, insisting on
gsocks in the draw labelled SOCKS shirts on the shelf labelled SHIRTS
and banishing aughter lest it steam up the ice srystal clear windows
on which no moisture dare condense’

Unfortunately we never met her, 8o it's all speculation, Tiespite

the entire house and its numerous rcooms echoing with that sound which
confirmed total abandonment, for some perverse (tho' no doubt well
intentional health oriented reason) we were installed in the uppermost
two rooms of the house, The nearest guaranieced unceccupied tollet was

a blanched white picture of sterility (in which you felt NASA could

have safely assembled dozens of Viking probes with complete safety)

5 floors below, No smmll wonder then that the landlord was so red-faced,

Qur room was decorated with sickly plain le green walls, white
paintwork and a pale lino floor, It was an inherently cold room,
There were no draughts, but you thought that there ought to be, It
was like a large commercial refridgerator, The starkness of the decor
was enlivened only by a number of small hand-inked notices, largely
prohibitory in nature, ‘We were invited not to wash one's clothes/
hair or other offending object in the sink = what exactly you were
permitted to wash was unclear., The light switch exhorted 'Save itt,
the window to be opened and closed quistly and with care and the beds
not to be smoked in (though infinitives could be spllt) The heavy
door, although not declaring admonishment s¢cned Yapngry!., being
resirained by a heiniously strong spring, The draws of the cavernous
chest were cheerfully lined with yellowing 15 - year old copies of
the ’Kirkealdy Courier ad Advertizer' inveighing passionate snippets
regarding swine yields, hayrick arson and garden gnome thefts,

The final notice, somewhat more detailed, referred to the use of the
electricity meter, Since this seemed cut of place in a hotel room,



T assumed it was for the cdification of a tradesman, in the event of
failure, So I had paid it scant attention particularly amongst the
many other minatory notices, However, it announced itself sometime
later., Having washed (permitted areas only) I was reclining on the
bed, idly leafing through the days purchases when, with a barely
audible #*click¥, the lights and fire suddenly ceased function,
plunging the room into a grey Scots gloom. Squinting inspeetion of
switches and meter quickly elicited that lighting and heating were
clearly not part of the (admittedly peasonable) cost of the room,

We had, in fact, been enjoying the fruits of the previous ftenants
investment. A number of 10p pieces later, we were powercd up again,
al though the alarming rate at which the meter sped toward zerc encouraged
thrift. We switched off the fire and huddled fogether under the
clothes (ne wonder there are so many Scots).

Sometime later (do you get the fecling that you're reading the script
of a late '50's B-feature?) we all got together and set forth to

seek the Armenian restaurant, Pausing only for a pint, we quickly
located the correct road and down it we trod., Large, grey and clearly
unoccupied buildings lilled the way unrellieved by any signh of shop or
restaurant. This tall,gaunt facade wag broken only byra rough=locking
one-storey flat roofed structure labelled "Public Vash-house'.

WHal® gays Andy, ‘this must be it, Public Wash-house and Armenian
Restaurant®, We all chuckled at such a fine -joke and continuved on,
Pregently we reached the end of the road and no even=faintly Armenian
restaurant was evident, A telephone directory save the number of the
rlace and ye rermed our steps. By now we were half-expecting it to

be a krypto-communist peoples' liberation movement recruiting centre -
it seemed unlikely that a commercial concern would secret itself so
successfully.

As we approached the public wash=house for the second time o large,
black Austin Princess funerallcar drew up and:twoe suspicious=looking
swarthy men in foreign attire alighted and disappeared into the
"Washehouse's, The rear of the car contained crates of tomatoes,
cucumbers, capsicums and other assorted veg. piled or the leather
upholstery. Closer inspection of the public wash=house showed, to one
side a strange cyrillic-like script and a picture of a squatting,
cloaked man, The door was unnumbered like many others on the street
but was about where the resitaurant should be. Having little other
option, we entered,

This was indeed the place., The dimly 1it L-shaped interior being

about the size of a living room, and every available space was occupied
by tables and chairss~ even so, only about thirty people at nost could
be occupied,

A fur~fihtted, kaftanned, distinctly croatian-looking geﬁtleman conducted
us to our seats and unannounced produced a bottle of wine, No menu
was provided, You ate and drank what you were given,



An hour or 50 passed and we were just droaining the second bottle when
the first course arrived, followed over the next two hours by seven

more ~ all washed down with more and more wine, The food was marvellous
mixtures of sniced meatfs, weird salads =nd kebabs, All of this was
presented amidst loud, malewchoral, Russian music ~rousing the

inebriate diners into mumbling Ethey were in Ttussian) song. This

struck deep chords of brotherly (and sisterly) fee11ng in my Yelsh

nature and I too joined in with 'The fine Don _allows liachine - gun -
cart? and 'John liced walks 1n Petrograd’. '

The walls were enhanced by poster depicting great trumphs of the Fro-
letariot = railway systems, viaducts and smiling peasants toiling
happily, Past local revolutionary leaders, uniformly disguised by

thick, curly, black beards stared sternfully out from underneath black
hate in sepia and age=tinted photographs. The impression wos of resolute,
dull fortitude of past aggressicn and present denial, A thameleon
people,

But it wag an irmmsnsely enjoycble evening despite the implied condene
nation staring down from the walls and for about a fiver a hcad well
worth a visit whenever you're in the city.

On our way back, the next day we were motorins quietly along 2 quiet
Scots road. I wns gozing idly ocut the window = being the nominal
navigntor, though all the signs said Hewecostle., e suddenly passed

a road-sign which said "Bionic ﬁrco « A three or four second, double-
taking silence was broken by Andy a2nd I both saying simultaneously:
"Bionic Areal Pam, stopl!Y ' o rapidly reversed znd proceeded down the
indicated lane. What sccrets would be revealed?

- kilted Steve fustin figures tossing cabers into orbit?
= bionic pipers skirling ultrasonic 1ly?

But we were met with o disappointingly mundane café which truc to
Caledonian tradition, was closed., Letailed perusal of the sign
revealed it to a very cunning transmogrification of "'Picnic Arca'l
And now, after a revealing and enjoyable weekend I am left with an

uneasy feeling that phalanxes of funerzl cars full of boinic Armenian
Glaswegians will soon sweep down cver the border to annex Whitley Bay!

- KEVIN WILLIATS



CIANY T WEEK: eight days in the life
L of your friendly nelghbourhood
Gannetfan, Ian Williams, :

I flnl%hed work at one o clock on the aturday lunchtime of January
23th and ‘breathed a mlﬁh of relief. I was about to start a week of
fun-filled holldav I was going to relax on the 3Saturday- afternoon
and then the following morning begin three days of fanac commencing
with a meisterwerk of fannish wit and raconteuring about a.weekend
Rob Jackcon, Dave Cockfield and I had spent with Bob and Zadie ;T_‘
Shaw. It was to be given nerﬁonally to Ian and Janice Wiles for
their fanzine Nabu as I wag going to be staying with them from
“the Wednegday ti1l the Sunday in «unny ;utfon - After I'd finished
that, there would be some work done on Slddhartha my persona121ne

a2 few locs and-that would nlcely take ‘me up te. Wednesday :

Instead I came down with cold.

It began with a few snuffles on the Saturday evening turning into
wastebasketfull~s of -oggy manerhandkerchiefs on the. Sunday. I did
‘not feel like writing meisizrwerks of any kind. Instead I read
back issues of .larvel comics.  those belng the 11m1tu my befuddled
hrain would extend to.

1Onday I stayed in bhed all day feellng VETY oorry for my,elf and
reading more -Jarvel comics. uy grandmother began. maklpg noises
about how if I was no better by Wednesday I'wouldn't be well enough
to go.all the way down to Iondon. Even Howard the Duck hegan to
pall by sionday night and Coronation Street became too gounlex for
sy febrile brain to follow. I slept badly that nlght as I had done
the vrevious two.

fuesday morning:s I fult a little better, but not enouph to ﬁet up.
By lunchtime, however, my head cleared <omewhat and I heered out of
my bedroom window orito the newly fallen snow, By latc afternoom,
it did indeed seem.aw if the worst of my cold was over, but being
somewhat wessimistic, if not 31ightly hypochondriachal, by nature

I suspected 1t might only be temnorarv “o 1 phoned Ian and asked
him for his work phone number in case 1 needed to ring him to sgy

I wouldn't be coming. : .

Wedne<day: happindss, delight and a bunged up nOﬁe but that was
all. I phoned Janiceé and told her I'd be on my way. Had breakfast.
packed my hags 2nd got through to Newcantle for an earlier train
than I'd intended catching. PRang Ian to ask if he could meet e
sooner. Could. The train was the Flyingz Scotsman: air-conditioned,
comfortahle and fast -~-three hours and forty minutes tc reach
London. a journey madé¢” all the more pleasant by the fact I had four
brand:new imported «f (sent from Nog Teyton's excellent bookshon
Andrnmpda) to read. I raced through Farmer's Sth 'Tiers® novel,

The Iavalite World (poor) and bogan Jack Chalker' 1idn;ﬁht at_the
Yell of Souls (very enjoyable) and then I was. at hlnﬂ s Cross,

It was toc early to meet lan at Vlctorla S0 I nas sed the time by
isiting Dark They Were & Golden Dyed, ‘The world'" Yargest .sf




bockshop® so the ads say. Well, it might physically be the largest,
but the actual selection was abysmal. It had none of the books I'd
ordered from Rog or any of those I'd just considered ordering. In
fact I bought only cne new book that I hadn't seen anywhere else,

It aleo bhoasts an.enorimous «tolk of comics yet out of a list of

over 20,1'd. been.agked to buy Tor some friends, that could reascnably
be expected to, be in. stock, I-obtained one. This in direct cont-
rast to the excollent mall serv1ce from. gog. xeytnn ;(Hi thereu
buddy!)) N C e _—

Izn. had arrmnged to. me@t ne:: at the W H,Smlth s stall 1n Vlctorla
benide niatform eleven.: I walked into: the cstation, - saw Smith's.

and sat down . on.a nearby seat and looked: out! for Ian Aftor 15
minutes. or thereabouts I stood up, stretched my less and looked
around and: saw.a second Smiths twenty yards’ away .rnext to platform
11.... Peellng ;shecpish T waltzed over and sald hallo to Tan.

Threoe quar+ﬂr“ ¢f ‘an héur, a crowded train Journeyf ﬂnd a walk in.
pissing rAin, later.we. arri&ed at the palq+191 saule residence, a
cozy uvstairs flat in uptown Zutton. As soon as I'd taken uy things
off T immediately hegan merusing Ian and Janice'= 5 cnllecticn.
There living room was exactly the way I1'd have inine if I had a place
of my :own (whiech in a definite pocrsihility by next year): wall to
wall hockshelves ~ituated under which was the sterec.and record
collecticon, table by the window in he fHr end of the rectangular
’outifacing roon,” comfortable settee facing the ~f, .All very nice.
indeed, though I -norted contemptuously at the arrayu uf Doc bmlth
and 'tar Trek bﬁnug. "All Janice's," Ian said, -

After an hour or 2o relaxing we made our wqy to the 1nev1tablo pub

as I am well-knewn for my fondness of these institutions This,
however wa= t¢ be rather specidl as our destination was a2 Yrung's:
nub. : Now Youngs is A real ale that Ian 4. hac been raving about

for the laxt three year«- its strength and flavour, he said often,
were unsurnassed., And at last I was to be given iny oppertunity to
try thi~ divine nectar. ;I-“leOd the first pint-in the’ cozy, un-
prpt°ntlnuq little rub. I finished. it with undefined feelings.zo

I tried ancther to get the taste of 1t. Yes, Ian was right, it was
indeed an . extremely »leasant pint, smooth,” slishtly ﬁweet,-aﬁd_COCl
(but ngt cold), As to its otrength, well. After 4 pints Ian saiad,
"I'm ‘niszhed. ‘Fucking strone, great stuff, Gnd I['m pisscd."

“Punnv.":I 2aid, "I feel fine." Tut then Ian hds been knnwn to get
drunk on the- omﬁll of aleshel. 3t111, Youngs Special im a gnod heer.
Yext day 1t was niszing down-again. ‘e had a lazy werning, Janlce_

cocoked a very nice lunch and we flhallv went inte London tc wooch
around thé book hops =rior teo secing Wizerds., Curiously we bumped
into Rop Peyton and a young 1ady in a back-alley off Charing Cross
Foad. ' Rog never changes: he's shortish, fat, long hair on a rocc-
ding forehead, and a 11vc]v, aninated and aMlﬁhlb digposition. He
dldn t know, leardq was: on and wa~ . peeved he didn®t have time to

ge sce it, We did and I enjoyed it immensely. Ian and Janice did-
n't. Certsa 1inly it's.a-filw I could pull to pleces on a nuaber of
grounds.” I agree with most .of the crltlclomh I ve aeen of 1t-_Puir-”




*

it's imaginative 3nd entertaining and a3 a 1ow budﬁet try-out for
I0TR it bodes well indecd. Bakshl has the talent fc de LOTK well
if he's given enough money to do. it and takes his tiwme. In the
meantime, don't miss seeing Wizards = =

After a very nice pizza we all went to the One Tun for the wmonthly
meeting of London sf fans and kindred «pirits. Lotsa nice people
there, . The place was “ﬂcked ~ut and the lager was 50m a pint. =
The nlght wes really hretty formlesz fragmented convorsatlons with
a numbher of menple. Cne or two incidents do stand out. Colin
Lester wanted to talk t~ me about my fanzine producticn (ha, ha)

ac I went cver to talk te him at the bar. ~tand1ng nextte hin

wag tall guy who suddenly said, in a mid-Atlantic accerit. "I don't -

like fanzines." I lrcked at him (u», = long way. at him), "Oh,
why not?" I said. *I only like well-written stuff." And then he
went into 2 rather, to me. irrelevant mrezine bit., I asked him

if he'd read any fanzines. Yo, “I hone you don’t wind,"™ I said,
sniling sweetly at thin idict whe was at least a foeot taller than
we, "but your remarks are rather stupid to say the least.”" T went:

en to outline why his remarlks were stunid before ambling off in
disgust at myself for letting an obvicus idiot annoy me, "He is
an idiot," Simone Walsh said when I told her about it.,  "Hiw and
his drawling American accent when he's lived over here since he was
two.”  Then there was the female . Trekkie who dressed rather
rev ralingly. "I couldn't take ny cyes nff her legs and mini-skirt,
nid Joseph Nicholas some time lzter. I'd never seen the mini- klri
notlclnﬂ cnly her trancparent top and bra-less bouncing bocbs. I
muttered a comment to Roy Kettle about show-offs., A wistake. He
immediately turncd te the girl whe was standing néearby (engabod
unsurprisingly in conversation with a drooling “ﬁyton) and said,
"Excuse we, but my little friend hore thlnks you re the mnst
erotic creature he's ecver seen in his life.

Friday: it was an~ther rainy day. "WYorst weather we've had in
wenths, " Ian said 1Pcu1arly We nlayed soncpoly and 1 won, th@n
Cluedc which I dldn t.

Late afternoen we returned tr tho cehtro ﬁf Lenden far another
leck reund some hecksheps wriecr tn seeins Star Wars.  Star Wars,
~at leong last I was coing to see this miracle of modern wcvaie-
tokine, - I'd been lnnklnﬂ frrward te it for months, ever since
thp first ecstatic reviews rerconlated over frouw amorlcan fanden,
I wasg, it must be ﬁdnlttcd henrtily «ick of the months long ad-
vertis 3ing campaign, sick ~f the clins on tv, more reviews and
previews, the book, the uarvel crnica version, the t-shipts, the
posters, the calendar. I felt as if I know thL movie off by heart,
When I saw it, T recalised that indeed T did. Nothing in it came
as a surprize. All the same, I enjoyed it marvelling 'in the special
effects, cringing at wuch »f the dialogue. All the same, 1 just
can't understand how » super kidn~ flln has grossed more wmeney than

any other., 1 was lmpressed by the marvelldus use of scund (though
when I heard the <ound track in wene a WObk later in Junderlano
it didn't ceme over nearly ac well. "Rerra than Jeécamms FRond,

said a kid sitting nearhy).



Now 1if nnly soneone would lqv1 -h. the same care mver maklnp Q.
_.m0v1e of The Stars [y Destination what a feast. we cwould have.
In the moantlme roll on, $1ose Encountor“ S

Sqturday. ques¢-whdt? - S5t11lvraining, worse i anythlnp and we
had to go inte - Sutton to get feod and drink fer & small -arty
Tan and Janice were having that  evening. I tock thom for a
curry before we began the shopping. The main coul-e wa“'qulte
zood but the cnicn bahjias were the weirdest (and -werst) T've
ever tasted --comted with <mall c¢hips weuld you believe? 830k
at the flat Janice tork on a housewifely reoll of cock and Ian
and I lrunged around talking. Just hefrre six, Ian and 1 set
- off for the nub to huy some more beer humning intn Jnséph-
¥ichelas on hisw earlv way tc the party. Once in the pub we
decided to have a quiek one before gning back. ‘Fhen I ordeored -
the three pinta of Youngs Special, the barman asked me if T was«
Welsh.  (There were a 1ot of these primitive~ in town for o :
rugby. match 1galn"t England- they'd won.) I looked aghast at
hir gquestion and said 1n as broad an 1nde01pherable accent as I~
.. could muster, "ia ddawqy man, aam a Geordie.” In fact;, I'm not
‘being a WYearsider, a true Geordie is one who comes from the
bank~ of the Tyne, but these bloody southerners wouldn't appre~"
clate the difference anyway. We .were tempted to stay for an-
aother pint, but felt we'd left Janice alone long enough. 3¢ _
off we went back to sit expactantly awaiting the other guesnts.
Two hours later they began to turn up.and a good —arty began.,

fhere were. some of the finest in Aritish fandom there: Greg
Tickersgill and Simone Walsh, Jchn and Bve Harvey, dartin and
ILiese Heare, Dave . lanpfnrd Kev Smith, .alcolm EBdwards and Chris
Atkinson, the hnats,. Jeseph and mysolf I can’'t. remenber tog
tuch about the pqrty as everyone got trtally pissed. I remenber
having. an amicable-discussion with Greg about the merits of the
Stranglers who I llkb, hut ahnut whom Greg has certain recorv-
ationg., “THEY'RE FUCKING USE1EZSS, YOU'VE PEEN BLOCDY COWNED!®™. -
or words to that ¢ffect. I r'Jtzlll can't. flyure out how Ursula
IeGuin got into that conversatieon. .. I think I lost that part-"
icular areument. . Jluch later in the. party someone began playing.
IFqﬂl]y records, loudly. AS they were o groun I never liked, I
decided to retlro from the fray. Now as. hedrcom and kitchen
were occupied T went to the teilet, locked the deor, nut a towel
~en.the fleecr and. lay. down, About half an hour later the others
ncticed I was wissing and begnn banvln on the toilet denr. At
least I think that was The reason, _fe flnqlly ant to bed about
e 30 g(\od nnrty : o . Cr .

Sundﬁy and it was time 49 p“ home . It was SUnny;- Joserh, Ian
and I had a couple of pints in a pub ' near Carshalton railway
station. all of us feeling very tired. I got ints King's Cross
an hour hefore my 3.0.»m train. I ”lumped into my seat and
eventually the train got going. At stevenage a few miles north
sommecne threw a hrick throuph the engine window. Two hours later
a nulitable replacement engine arrived. ‘e got into NMewcastle

twe and "half hours late. Then my connection for Funderland was

2 further half hour late. I just got in time for my lacst bus.




A1l in all, it was a very good week., Ian and Janice werc simply
marvellous hosts and it was great seeing them again. It wculd
rrobably have been even better if T hadn't had the hangover

from my cold and had the ability to slecp better in strange
beds, nc matter how comfortable, But, I saw I let of geond
ncople, bought books, treck in the mevies ['d intended. Yes,

a very gond time- many thanks tc Ion and Janice for being so

hos pltﬁble kind, and iclerant in being able to put me up and
put up with me.
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It appenrs I've finilished that 1ittle plece about forty lines
shert ¢f what intended. 1 also roalise I've forgontten o men-
tion meoime thinzs I wog going te put in: 1ike Ian's collection
of porncgraphy. Thon agiin perhaps it'z just as well,

5o T've got scme spece te talk about other things of inportance.
Things of vital concern tn cvery human being on this planct,
which, if they are nct breught inte the fannish eye ccould mean.
the docm of everything we stand fer., xecent I've forgotten
what they arc., :

9o instead I'11l talk ahout something p‘r>cnally important to me.
I'1l be thirty this year and, apart from 3% years at collego in
Lancashire, I've lived at hcme all .y life. Enough 1s ¢nough,
Every time I've haen down tr Ionden I always come away with the
feeling I'd 1like to move dewn there. Unfertunately there's one
practical reasnsn why thic is lmporssible. There is very 1little
mrvility in my rrofessicn of librarianship at tho moment.  Twe
jobas (on the bhasic sal~ry sc=le) wore adver ticed in Sunderland
and there were forty anplicstions. o it'~ a buyer's market and
I'd probably stand little chanc: anywhere else.  Peerple tend to
zet into a library authority and work their way up.  Apart frem
that I'm 2 comnetent branch librarisn, but no mere. Ifve little
interest in the more escteric aspocts of the prefeasicn. So I'm
~tuck in Sunderland. DRecently I1've ucved te 2 new branch which
is the busicst on my prescent salary zeale se I should stand o
gocd chanee ¢f nreomoticrn next time o vacancy comes aleng.  But
that, if current trends arc “ﬂythlnh t~ o~ by, won't be for-a
few years. I found cut from wne -f uny staff that o new ¢ state
is heing built within wq]King ﬁigtnncb from my library whlch
sheuld be ready next year. Whon thoey arc, I'm horing to buy
flat there. '

I werked cut I had cncursh fer o doposit for a 95% mortgage and
7¢ had ~lanty of time tn snve up frr furniturc which I aint got
none of.  However, I've recently found ~ut that building sccie-
ties current maximun ig on%, Thir means ong hell ~f a let of
saving for the rest »f the yen I've already given up cigar-
ettes and won't be woing to N(VHC“H this year nr next's Easter-
con. Plus staying in the house six ‘night= a week. I reckon '
the flat's gning te cest £10,000. Aucterity rules!

o heacks, ne herze, ne bacey, ne buddies. What am I deing!
. : Ian Williams, Feb '78.° '
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T love these End of the World Coms, don't you?" said the Welshman
slurping a giant bowl of Pacnesian Alphabet Soup,

"Aye, there's something special about EWCON,"™ replied the old man
acrogss the table. YAll the big names are here, Clwrkeg ﬁ51m0v,
Heinlein, they all turned up. HMarvellous to see everyuone mlngllng
together, hav1ng such a good tlme,..Garcon'“

The robot waiter halted on lto caterp11l VP,

"Be a good robot and gat my friend another pl&te of po&ched Ganzer
Eggs, he' S.about.to run out 7 the oldster smid. _*And_ggt me a
Deathworld Maimer whiié you're about it,*

“With dry ice, sir%? asked the rohot, .

o, with ammonium"tri_iﬁdide; and stirred anti-clockwise to get the
full benefit of the coriolis force,% returned the gériatric knowingly.
"Wery good, sir.” the robot turned and'left. o

“Phanks for the (:‘a..ﬂze:c'E'gg;s.old-wone.,‘7 sald the Welshman, “I was so
busy eating, I hadn't notlced I was rnnnlng low on the side dighes.,
I don’t know how you do 1t W

"o what?“ '

“How you catch the robots photo-electric eye, every time,®

iThey recognise a man cf impeccable taste, ™ replied the old man
loftily, | | | N
MMore like thej thlnk you're one of their own, in that motorlcod,t..
bathmchhlr of yours, I wondered why cyborgs always got served flrvt
at the bar,® o ' o '
THow, nowg_let'ﬁ not: h@ve any. . discriminatory rem rks here, ™ Scid fhe _
geriatric, “Everyone 8 enJoylng them eres° Oldwhand authorog young. |
w:r'lters9 fans of all descrlptlon, They re all chuttlng ‘and drlnklng
together merrlly. I can‘t recall seelng such a relayed ﬂtmospherg,
EWCON certainly takes some beatlng° _ _
4t that moment, a tall tﬂln 1nd1v1dual ﬁppeared st the entrance to S
the reateraunt He had close cropped fair hair, and frightened -

blue eyes. His harassed expression’ twitched vith a flicker of
re-assurance when he gpied the two misfits at one of the tables,

fle made his way directly towards thim. |

"Tads, lads," he said blaiﬁﬁively, |

"What's the matter Eldritch?” asked the old one.,



",zds, something terrible has happened,v

T don't 1like the sound of this,” said the Welshman.

"There's g fan géing around insulting the writers and doing all
gsorts of horrible things to upset them.,Y announced the tall man,
"Egad showwhatwherewhy?" gasped the oldmbne°

You've got to find him and stop him before he ruins the con,”
persigted the othex.

#an't you just throw hix outt or get Bob Shsw to sit on him

for the duration¥" asked the old-one.

"That's just it, bow—one knows what he looks like,®

¥But you just said he insulied some of the writers,.* said the
Welshman,

"Yeg, but not one of theam can agree on what he looks like, And it's
not because of style or artistic interpretation. If it wasn'™t for the
fact that each seﬁarate incident carwries the same hallmark, I'd

have gaid it was a different fan every time. Look, you've got to

gtop him, T can't spare the time. Lectures to arrénge, filmshows to
set up, panels %o =it on, banguets o look after, you know ...%

"Tt's hard being the con-man,' gseid the old-one.

“That's con manhager,” admonished the Welshman. “But Eldritch why

ask us? Why not let your regular bouncer handle 137%H

“Regular bouncer's bust,
isn't he?™ replied Eldritch.
"Blocked glycbl pipe wasn't
it? I thought hes was overw
heating, then he ceased up
completely on Wednesday
night. Right after that
young hooligan you knock
around with...whatsisname?"
"Whatsisnamel!® .
“Yeah, that's him. Well, he
challenged the bLouncer to a
joust didn't he? Skateboards
and sticky buns on mop-handles
down the length of the
banquet table, The young

hocligan. He knew darn well
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well that two hundred and fifty poundsg of duralinium comes out of

a U-turn like z bsached whale., Some of the cream from one of his
buns nust have mot intghgoor machines cooling system, God knows

how. The engineers are dismantlihg it to find out." '

%0 you recion it's oux fesponsibilitj to find your foul fan, since
we didn't keep a tighter reign on Whatsisname?” asked fhe Welghman,
“PThat’s about it, lads. Plus the fact that you two are world
rencowned sleuths since you trappéd the arch-fiend Luigi,"

“gh, that's another stéry,“ sald the Welshman, “Tell us mors of

thig foul fan of yours, What is this trademark you speak of*¥"

#It's frightening, " replied #loritch, "llo=one knows who or when he
will strike next, But the modus operandi is always the same, He
plays upon the idiosyncracies and weaknesses of our favourite
authers. For instance he walked up to Robert Heinlein and called

him a left-wing agitator. The poor man nearly choked on his
ezwalburger., It took me an hour to calm hinm down, He wanted to leave
straight away, =nd T couldn'i blame hinm,® _

"Next, in a differenﬁ guise, the wmonster collared.Robert Bheckley.
"Repeat after me,'! he says, ‘Peter Piper Picked a Peck of Pickled
Pepper.' Well, Bob was a bit dieseled up, and he tried it, If we
hadnft got him to é'spéech therapist in time, the poor guy would
have swallowed his own tongue;“' o

*and there's worse to come., This same evil dastard, in a new
disguise slipped water into Bol Zhaws gin and tonic,®

The fiend." grated the gerlatric.

"I1'm beginning to see a pattern here.™ said the Welshman, "All these
authors have the rame christian name,©

"I noticed that.® replied Eldritch, “But even as I began seardhing
the attending members list for cluss, I got word that this cieaturég'
this were=fan, had struck again. First he split an infinitive in-
front of Jack Vance. Then he asgked Ben Bova if he believed in fairies,
And finally he called Harry Harrison a bum in front of Prisn Aldiss,.
"Good job Whatsisname didn't hear him." muttered the '‘elshman,

“Yeg, Where is'Whatsisname? by the way. " asked Bldritch,

¥If vou'zre thiﬁking he's hehind all this, forget it,® said_the
‘Welshman., "We locked him in his room before coming QOwn.to éat,

He's working on the Orchestral 1ntithesis_to the Sound of.Musicu

It's an opera for deranged coyvotes and disabled bagpipes,®

T
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‘i don;t think I want to hear ény more, ¥ said Eldritch,
“That's what we sald, Which is exactly why we locked him in his
room. Got to admit it shows promise though. In his version, a
witch is abducted from hsr coven by a wdrlock, and they escape from
Medieval Europe, where they are being threatened by puritans, by
time travelling to the refuge of Bazi Germany,”

*Young Whatsisname takes his music seviously, I gather.” offered
Eldritch,

“Oh yes, havpy as & lark, Hefll be up there for hours, churning
out the orchestratién.“ gaid the Welshman,

“But he can’'t write sheet nmusic.” zald the geriatric,

"Have you ever known details like fhat to stop him?" returned the
Welshman., "He's happy enough, When it's time for the Frank Russel
lecture he'll find a way to break out of his room, but I shouldn't
worry about him until then.”

80, who do you think ig behind all this?% asked Eldritch.

Well, if T didn't know better Ifd say it was Tito." replied the
geriatric,

TMito?H

"ito Goblin," ceontinued the old-cne, "You remember him, The fan of
a thousand faces, Most of them unacceptable.®

Yah yes, It's all ceming back to me now,“ said Eldritch,

"But it can't be him because he's in hospital,®

"Really? what happened?®

"He was gored by a wild stilfon that ran amok in Tescog,™

"How herrible.® |

"Wesy, 1t was fatal for the poor cheesge,”

“But there's nothing more ferocious than a rogue stilton except
perhaps a maverick gorgonzola,’

fAh, it wasn't the cheese that hospitalised him, Fo., It was the
stand of drill collars that dropped on him when he was coming out
of Tescos, that put him in hcspital.”

“That's funny I didn't know Tescos did drill collars in ninety
foot stands,” said the Welshman,

"They don't, They only stock thirty foot singles.Y replied the
oldster, "Which is why the whole affair was so suspicious. But at
least we know the renegade fan can't be Tito,¥

"Hows Tthat?¥ asked Elaritch,



Well, T wpoke to ihe doctor of pgychiatry who has him undef obsexr
~votion, I met him at the iron mongers. Je was buying some heavy
duty chain and a large mallet...® '

"] remember!” interrupted the Welshman, “We went down with whatsis
-name to see if he could get his money back on that stand of dented
drill collars he found,® : o ' '
"That's it. Anyway, the doctor said Tito would be. And then he
corrected himgelf and said Tito wag suffering from incurable brain
damage, on top of the incurable brain damage he was born with., IHe
said it was unlikely the poor fan would ever he released from
hcspital, Then he cackled frantically and bought some more chain,®
UThat rules him cut then," said the Welchman,

"Perhaps it would help, if we could wvisit the scene of one of the
crimes," suggested the geriatric,

“0f course," said Eldritch, “Let us adjourn to the Smoke Room,

There night still be fresh clues there,®

"The waiter never came with my Ganzer Bggs.® observed the Welshman
dollopping his remaining foodstuffs into an immense doggy=bag,
"Probably my Deathworid Maimer got him,* replied the geriatric,

“1f he tried to stir it clockwise,..” '

They rose and left,

The doors to the Smoke Hoom were guarded by two immense reptilian
hunaneids, "Merseianaries.® gaid Eldi‘itch9 "{riends of the family,
Strict instructions not to let anyone into or ocut of this rooml
without my say so., I hope you two have gtrong stomachs, Fo offense
Welshman, butwhat you will see ir here, isn't for faint hearts,®
¥Hothing wrong with my heart, or stomach, look you.% snid the other.
The Smoke Room, wag grandoise in the o0ld sense of the wdrd. Red |
drapes pulled back from immense Edwardian Bay windows allowed moone
light to filter subtely across the claret carpet, The room was walled
with early Chippendale mahogany book-cases, that extended from floor
to ceiling., Bach book—case was crammed with volumes bound in scarlet
leather. Every one a classic of science fiction. It waz a gentlemans
room, Wine hued, the studded Winchester chairs, with their spacious
leather seating were designed for men of learning. Scholars,
connaisseurs of art and literature had exchanged guiet and intelligent
views upon the more refined aspects of science flction within the

confings of that room. There was 2 cask of mziured port upon the late



Victorien writing burecu, Decanters of fine brandy lay casually
upon a matching mahogany reading table, The Smoke Hoom wes at
once, a plage of learning and of relaxation, of study and of
innovation,

In the far corner of the room stood three figures poised over a
map of the lliddle EBarth. The lamp upon the map table was still
aglow, picking out the features on each rigid countenance like
some tTablesn from a wax museuvm. bach figure stood stock still,
as if frozen, imwobilisced by some sudden szhock,

Bldritch and the two misfits approached them cautiously,

HPrank Herbert,' zaid Lldriteh pointing to the bearded one
covering his ears. “The were-~fan accused him of ot thinking
enough about his plets,”©

The next figure wes covering his bespectacled eyes, “Poul
Anderson,’ saild Eldritch sadly. "The were-fan accused him of
insufficient attention to detail.®

"The fan's a maniac.” gasped the geriatric.

Thgreed,” said Eldritch vasszing onto the final figure who wasz frozen
in the act of covering his rmouth. VArthur Clarke,™ continued
Eldritch, "The werew~fan accused him of plot inconsistencey,”
"Deug Irae! we've got to stop these atirocities before it's too late, ™
8aid the Welshman.

iWait a minute.’ onnounzed the geriatric.

“How do y all this Bldritch?® P
How do you know all this Eldritch f’ﬁFg{j¥%§§1

*ibout a minute before I found you two,™ replied Eﬁ}g@&QSS
the con-manager, 'Dr Isaac Asimov came bounding \LUBRBINGS

out of this very room, yelling there was a manizac
loose, He said a fan had wallted up %o him and
gsaid 'T am a robet, zl1l robots are liars,' The
good doctor was halfwey =cross the ceiling and
gtill running by the time we monaged to get a
tranguiliser darit into him. 3¢, I placed a

guard on the decors and came looking feor you two,¥
S0 the villain, whoever he is, should still be
in this room." said the geriatric. g .
“Unless he escaped throush the windows.¥ %é) agé

ventured Eldriteh.

"Which is unlikely, because being Edwardian Bay
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windows, they don't open.” observed the Welshman, ‘
“Who's t%at curled up over there®" asked the geriatric, pointing to
a figure rolled up into a tight foetal ball upon one of the red
leather couches,

"That is probably Chris Priest." sald Eldritch,

"What happened to him%" asked the Welshman.

T can't be sure, but in his incoherent babbling, Doclor Asimov
mentioned something about the were~fan recommending a good barber
to Mr Priest,V

"The fiend., He'll stop at nothing, this twisted, warped anti=fan,
He must be stopped.® foamed the Welshman,

BT think I've got it.¥ eaid the geriatric. "Do you notice anything
unugual about some of the objects in this roomTH

"Don't gtart with the Sherlock Holmes bit Gerry"™ scolded the
Welghman., "We haven’t got the time,®

“Okay. Well, my observation is thig.™ said the geriatric. *In this
fine o0ld smoke room, with its antique furniture, itg priceless 3.7,
and its rare old ports and brandieg, who would be caught dead
reading a tatty fanzine and drinking a pint of bitter®®

Mifell Chris is a bit eccentric." ventured [ldritch defensively.
Weg, but not even he would have the gall to bring grot like that
into a room like this.” returned the old one. “A room where Lem
first dreamed of the Cyberiad, where Williasmson had his first
humanoid vision, You don't bring beer and fanzines into o romm like
this, Look, Mr Priest demonsirated his respect by wearing s smoking
Jacket and slippers like everyone clse, ¥

"No, that pint glass is out of place. Welsghman? Have you got a
Garbage-World Pickle in your doggy bag?®

"Bh? Yes, why? It's a bit ripe,*

WHand it over,®

Mhatever fort#

“If the villain did not come out of this room, he must =still be
here, but disguised as something else. I'm going 4o smoke out our
were=fan, "

¥You'll do more than just smoke him out with that,® said the
Welshman gingerly handing over the fulminating vegetable o the

old man. The oldster promptly dropped the obscene spice into the

beer glass. At once it shimmered, lost its solid texture and began



to take human shape. It grew as it did so, and in a twinkling, there
upon thehcoffee table where the glass had been, stood a sneéring;
writhing fan, in a brown tweed suit and horn-rimmed spectacles.

"So, you foiled my plans,? announced the creature on the table,
“Curse your logic oldeone,”

%I know you,” said the Welshman, “I recognise that face, You're
Bent. Blark Bent, reporter for the Daily Globe., You're hers to
cover the con,™

“"Reveal my secret identity would you?" snarled the figure. “Well

it won't do you any good. lio you hear, You'll never take me wlive,™
“We don't want fo take you anywhere Blark,” said the oldster, "Just
tell us why you did it.” he gestured at the petrified trio in the
corner,

#Hgh., YWhy chould you care?" retarned the wriggling lform. “Why should
you bother now? Hot one loc, Hot g single loc, After all the hours
I put into it."™ he indicated with his foot, the tatty Cfanzine

lying on the coifee table., "So much time, so much effort; so much
money, and sc little response., You!l all of you, you're living in a
fantasy, with your jJjeuvenile 35,7, and your silly fanzines, Well I'm
tired of it all, I'm tired of being ignored. I'm tired of your
adolescent exuberance and your ephemeral evistences. I'm going back
to the real world, do you hear me?Y To the real world, where rezl
people live normal lives and there aren't any stupid conventions
and backstabbing fans.® And with a flick of his toe he opened the
fanzine at page one and dived headlong into the frontispiece,
iGone. " cbserved Bldritch, picking up the scruffy document and
examining it from cover to cover,

“Without a trace.’ said the Yelshnen. “low do you suponosc he did

it old one?®

“I dunno,” returned the gerintric, taking the fanzine from Eldritch
"I suppose if he put his hesart and soul into this personalzineg,

it would be logical to extrnpolate that he could vput his body into
it ags well ¥

“You mean he became one of his own characters?” asked Eldritch,
"Possible.” saild the old-one, “bredgeling? If you've read it you'll
know it's full of dire fan riction., ot worth loccing.®

"But to ge¢t so involved as to become part of the observation, 3y the
tears in Heisenbergs eyes, we're all real people here aren't we, We

aren’t caricatures, are we? ATE We.iososeo
- ATDT  PIRTH
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1 BUILDERS

In keoping with governmentel policy to mrevent each of us
from inflating,the Health Education Council is sguandering £1,000,000 to
promote the nrocept that us Herbics would be much better off as budding
Twigegys (with bilcep3d. o
411 they want vs to do 1z starve ourselves, relinquish thg risht to
consume great amounts of ligquor, and kick the shit out oio%%dys with
indecent amounts of swercise. It has naturally beon assuned that a
person would much rather resenble a praying mantis +than an overstuficd
teddy bear. ' o
Iz a well ovorstuifed Gannet, happy, contented, and confident that there
is no way that I could be conned into believing propaganda designed at
making my life a nisery. BEven if T do feel that the nationwide advertis-
ing canpaign is aimed direcily at me. :

That is why, when Harry Bell suggested that we try-out the fitness room
at the Eldon Recrcation Centre I said YES! I blame it on the drink.

The first few weeks were very casy going, Not because I
discovered that I was miraculously fit but bccause that?s how long it
took for wmy gym kit to arrive after ordering it from a relative's
catalogue, I had intended buying it outright but swiftly changed mny mind
when I realised the expense involved. I also decided that there were
more interesting perversions to spend the money on,

While awaitling ny eguipaent I took the opportunity to attunc myssli
mentally. I ate, drank, made merry, and did everything possibls to
convince myself that I no longer wished to be a 190 pound weakling,

It was much more wlessant thinking of myself as a 190 »ound, streamlined,
muscular, beach boy kicking sand into the face of Tan Williams. Okay, I
know that T can do that now (who can’t) but in my dreams I do it with
stylec, :

. Consesquently, due to the ‘delay in obteining equipment Rob
Jackson bsat us to it and instigated his own fitness program. Swisning,
worlt—outs in the fitness room, and only two bread and butter puddings a
week., He took groat delight in letting the rest of the Gannets wnovw of
his prowess., On the weilght machines that is, although it iz well linown
that he was only recently bitten by the fitness bug after consoriing with
the opposite sex - whatever they ars, One look at Rob and it's casy to
tell that he is constantly with Coral Clarke in spirit (or connected by
the telephone) 1if not in body. The Ganncis are gtill debating why Rob
is in Ltraining. Coral is notad for her fancy dress costumes (or lack of
them) at Conventlons so Rob could be planning to attend the next as Adonisg.
Bowever, 1t is more likely that he was taken in by that part of the adverts
which seald exercise inproved onefs sex 1ifo too. His may kave improved
but it's done nothing for wmine.



Once fully cquinved 1T no longer had any cxcusce to forestall
the inevitable and arranged to call on Harry at ten the following
saturday morning. Frowm his hcuse we would mecet Rob at the torture chamber,
Practising wy best harry Bell impersonation I arrivasd at ten-thirty and
was rowarded by the sight of Harry, bright, alert, and raring to go.
Sowehow heo had actually dragged himself out of bed on time although T
suspect that he had been un ali night to manapge it. s
Three-quarters of an hour laloer we began our exercicse in a somewhat
uncxpected manncr. Dy racing into town before the Halifsy Building
Society collamsed for neesd of Harry!'s well (be's got one in the backyard)
carned money. We failed. When we arrived it was closed but our lateness
was not dee to lack of fitness. Oh no! Blae it on the buses. Had the
bus arrived promptly, availed itself of our custom,and then pisscd into
“tovn at 90 mph we might just have made 1t on time, It arrived two
minutes late as buges and treins always do. Only at such time do T envy
moterists., Unperturbed by this set back we endeavoured to obtain the one
item we necsded before mecting Rob. A tube of duplicating ink. If you
arec wondering what ink has to do with exercisce I'a tenpted to tell you.
In fact it was wanted to duplicate Harry's fanzine, Lzmikazc, later that
night. A1l known shops which sold ink were shut and bolsfered by how
well things were going we hceaded for the Rocreation Centre gecnre in the
knowledge that fate was with us that day. Quite in what way I don't Xknow
but it was surely around screwhere keeping well cut of reach of my hands.

We met Rob, went through the boring procecdure of paying
our entrance fec (50p), commandecering a locker in +the changing room,
getting changed while discreetly looking the other way (so would you if
you saw thrce naked Gannets),and cnthusiastically entering the fitness
room. As we centered it was noticable how the roow wns geared to
strength., It zlmost took two of us to open the entrance door.

I had alrvady been a spectator in the room once becfore =0
mew what to expect but it was still an asssult on the senses. The room
was approximately 20ft by 12f%t, on¢ wall of which was a complete mirror
for the cdification of the narcissistic among us. 1t containsd a varied
assortment of benches and upright machines which made the win? bogglec.
Each machine had a series of woights which counld be liftsd by means of a
bar affixed to a cord,afrlized fo the welghts,suswendod on a pulley,
énclesed in a framework.... or something like that. Tt was actually vasy
to use the eguipnent once first impressions wore combatively dispeled,
Rob giraightway attacked the nearcst machinc looking like a clapped-out
Arnold Schwarzcnuger as he weat through a sct of esguats while pulling
against a weight, and did his best aot to lay an c¢gg. Turning cway f{rom
this horrific sight I noticed Farry studying iastructional disgraus on
the wall. They werce in cartoon form and at first I thought that he was
searching for artistic inspirstion., However, upon closcr inspection, I
noticed that they werc similar to "Barly Barker’ and rcasoncd that Harry
was probably loocking for Jim’s signature. :

Compared to Rob's descriptions of the operation of cach machine the »nicturcs
were simnle to follow, He'll neveor make a vacnuuil salcsman but his
enthusiasm did rub off on us zs lLarry snd I took the nlunge.



We quickly establlshed a d15301nted routine trylng every
machine as it became available. We. sguated, lifted, pedaled, rowed,
wushed, and pulled until we bharely had the gtrenbth to stand, By the.time
I had finished I was exhausted and ached in muscles T never realised were
muscles. Rob was also looking -tired and Harry sat on a hench doing his
best not to fall off, He had overdone it a 1little too much aﬁd was feeling
frint. HNot surprisingly we decided to call it a day content that our
roney had been well sypent for a two hour workout.

“here. it had taken a small eifort to open the door caterlng it took three
of us with our shoulders against the door to force an exit. Once we had it
open the reason was very spparent. There was a gale force wind pressing on
it. Harry shortly overcame his bout of illness aund after a good shower we
were ready to indulge in even more strenuous activi%%' namely Sncoker,

It is a game that I play quite often so it came as no shock when I beat -
both Harry and Rob although Rob did wmake it a ¢lose race for a while,
Proficient snooker players are normally said to have a mis-spent youth
hidden in their closets but Rob is so:innccent that he doesn't even have

a closet to hide a mis-spent Irish penny nevermind anything elsc, Unlessi
Could thsre be a Rob Jackson none of us have ever neard about?

Before we realised it we had besn in the Recreation Centre
for most of the aftermoon and had even sacrificed Dr Who in the search
for physical werfection. But it was worth it. ¥We felt great, had a spring
in our step, and were in the mood for a celebration drink. As the bar at
the centre was locked we went to .the .established Gannet meeting place, the
Duke of Wellington, and sank a few pints while congratulating each other
on how well we looked. We were in such high spirits that when Rob suggested
going for a curry it was impossible to do anything but grin sheewnishly
and agree that it was a good idea,
When the curry had been tucked away I was feeling well and truly stuffed
and almost died upon learning that Harry and I were going to have to walk
back to his vlace. Unfortunately Rob was unable to give us a lift becauss
his car was parked at the other end of town and was almost as far away as
Harryts., We sald goodnight to him and set of at a re 1sonab1e pace trying
to ignore the light shower of rain. 'lhe wallto ana21ngly enjoyable and put
me in a perfect mood for bed, 'As I climbed in and began to doze I decided
that we had started our fitness programme well snd 10 it kept the same
nomentum in weeks to come I would bhe on my way to reaching a peal of {litness
I hadn't scen for a long time., I would cven lose a couple of inches with
a bit of luck and a lot of determination in resisting the beer anc curry.

I opened my eyes on sunday morning full of apprehension.
After participating in the famous Gannet/Rat fooiball watch T was an invalid
for days The morning after it had even bLeen necessary to ask Bryn Tortey
to nelp me out of bed aithough i1 may have been the Mancon bed at fault
because Bryn and Mike Collins had slept very comfortably on the floor.
Enyway, I eventually nlucked up the courage to rise and found thet otheor than
slightly aching shoulder and neck muscles I was in excellent trim.
This kept me in good spirits 21l day but later that week wny right calf
developed a serious case of cramwn which persisted for two days. One of iy
wishes had come true. I was my childhood hero, Honeolong Cassidy, incarnate


Where.it

Since that first day we have been back a few times and have
even shown a marked improvement. Like the symdtoms of advanced senility.
Actually, we have all been able to progress onte practise with heavier
weights and managed to loae a few nounds in the wprocess. Itls a pity
that rubber tires didn't diminish as quickly but all they scem to do is
deflate slightly.

Perhaps the most engaging pastime it 1s possible to indulge in igs
obgerving the various typcs of veople who also use the fitness room.
There are three main tywes,

1) The reasonably it person who wishes to stay
fit. HMore often than not the only signh that they are fitier than the
average person is that they can indulge in the sams kind of workout
for a longer pericd of timse.

2) The overweight puffing billy who pulls short
of putting everything into his exercises but still sweats his guts out. 1
wont ask you to guess which catagory 1 fall into.

3) The freaks. Supremely fit and muscular guys
who perform for an audience., They precn thewmselves in front of the mirror,
undertake difficult welght 1ifting assignments and exercises with ease,
then really turn the heat on and gpush themselves to their own limits while
leaving everyone else brecathles:s and slightly embarrassed at the thought
of how far they still have o »rogress. These guys then stick their noses
in the air and walk away in a world of their own where lesser mortals
cease to exist. ;

Physical fitness and body bullding of this sort is
definately on the increase. When we first started it was normal for only
half a dozen people to be using the rooil at any one time but lately it has
become very crowded. This could of course to due to the cxircwme exposure
the government is giving its campailgn on tslevision and in the newspapers,
However the fitness fever is spreading so fast that it is not hard for a
diehard science fiction fan to believe that something more insidicus is
happening. e are subtley being invaded by a paragitic organise which
thrives on eyercise. It is the only answer but will an unsuspecting world
believe it. They never toock hewd of the dangers of bionics and now w2 have
bionic dogs chasing bionic cats and bionic budgies nechanically imitating
Pete Roberts. But fandom has a chance to escane. The Grnnets are well
known for drinking, eating, lazing around, pubbling our igh REAL SQ0ON HOW,
but not for exercise, Rob's at it, so is Harry, even Tan Williams has heen
heard to wmutter that he might try swimming at the Sunderland Swports Complex.
S0 take warning before I finally succumb to the bug. Run,(no thai doesnit
sound right) CRAWL if you wieh to survive to grow big and fat and suck
lollinons,

Beware the Dody Builders!
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