





2. ToC

3. Why You Received This
4, Colophon :
5. We're All Fans....

. Thank You (Editorial)
. Beginner's Guide to
Shooting the Shit

N O

% Towards a Principia
“ 3

Fanieca
&} 9. Cover Charge

33 10. The Limey Run
: 11. The Pied Typer
@ 12. Fangdom

13. Entropy Reprints

‘ A Different Aspect
to Utopia

at Dune's Edge: Odys
Two
15. The LoC Ness Monster

16. Late LoC WAHFs

ok CAN‘TOR’ Yau Go'T'

CRo5S -HATCHED HoleS

& DOTIED HoLES: Now

WHAT 7 “(T!s NoT

EAsY...(BESIDES,
/'M LéFTY )

Aren't We? (Editorial) Robbie Cantor

Marty Cantor

Thom Digby

8. The Strange Art of the
Holiday Snapshot: Notes

Steve Higgins
Taral

John Berry
Mike Glyer

Richard Bergeron

Terry Carr

Jim Harmon

14. The Dragonhiker's Guide
to Battlefield Covenant

sey
Dave Langford

Pascal Thomas
Marc Ortlieb
Jean Weber
Ian McKeer

Harry Andruschak
Lucy Huntzinger
Pete Lyon

Vicki Rosenzweig
Richard Brandt
Brad Foster

Mike Glicksohn
Ted White
Darrell Schweitzer
Sally Syrjala
Brian Earl Brown
Mike Hall

David Bratman
Ian Covell

Terry Jeeves
Bernard Earp

Edd Vick

Don D'Ammassa
Eric Mayer

Skel

CONTENTS

1. Cover by Richard Bergeron. A production of Puerto
Rico Fandom, tech assist. Cesar I. Ramos.

Pg.
Pg.
Pg.
Pg.

Pg.
Pg.

Pg.

Pg.
Pg.
Pg.
Pg.
Pg.
Pg.

Pg.

1
3
4
5

~N W

11
22
25
36
41
50

51

54
65
65
66
66
66
68
68
68
68
69
69
70
70
70
74
75
76
77
79
80
81
81
82
82
85
86




Bill Patterson Pg. 88 Mike Glyer Pg. 90

Allan Beatty Pg. 90 Ed Rom Pg. 91
Ian McKeer Pg. 91 Mike Rogers Pg. 92
Jim Meadows Pg. 93 Georges Giguere Pg. 94
Diane Thome Pg. 95 John Berry Pg. 95
Jean Lamb Pg. 96 Sheldon Teitelbaum Pg. 96
Bob Lee Pg. 96

17. WAHF Pg. 97
18. Addresses Pg. 97
19. Inside Bacover Cody Pg. 99
20. Bacover Charlie Williams Pg. 100

Copyright (c) 1984 by Marty and Robbie Cantor. One-time rights only have been ac-
quired from signed contributors, and all other rights are hereby assigned to the con-
tributors.

ARTISTS

Richard Bergeron: Cover Ray Capella: 3

Dennis D'Asaro: 5, 17 Mike McGann: 7

Charles Lee Jackson II: 9, 10 Joe Pearson: 11

Buzz Dixon: 14, 58, 96 Linda Leach: 20
Tanalyes?i2 Earendil: 21

Alan White: 24, 39, 61 ATom: 25, 29, 32, 34, 36
Lee Hoffman: 41 Robert Whitaker: 50, 83
Brad Foster: 51, 63, 93 Pete Lyon: 53, 54, 69
Dave Ryan: 65 Arthur Hlavaty: 68
Lynne Witten: 76 Edd Vick: 81

Bruce Townley: 86 Terry Frost: 90

Bob Lee: 64, 95

This fanzine supports: Marty and Robbie Cantor for DUFF in '85
Cesar Ignacio Ramos for TAFF in '87

Britain in '87 (see end material of second editorial
for how to properly support this)

and weleomes Rob Hansen, Jack R. Herman, and Justin Ackroyd (TAFF, DUFF & GUFF winners)
to L.A.CON IT.

WHY YOU RECEIVED THIS

T We trade.

__Would you like to trade?

—_You locced/contributed/sent old fanzines ((many thanks)).

We would like for you to loc/contribute.

~_Your contribution(s) is/are being held for a further issue.

You subscribe. _ Your subscription has run out. We no longer take subscriptions

8o you will have to Do Somethlng to continue receiving HIT.

__If you respond to this issue we will send you the next one.

You purchased this copy. Thank you. Our psychiatrist will call on you.

Your fanzine has been reviewed in this issue. You have the right of reply.

" You have been féﬁiéﬁéd mentioned in this issue. You have the right of reply.

"It has been so long since we heard from you that we will have to atop sending HTT

" to you if you do not Do Something soon.

__Editorial whim/wher.

__If you gave HIT a first-place vote for the Best Fanzine Hugo place an "X" here and
thank yourself from us.
If you placed an "X" in the previous line place an "X" on this line and go to your

" nearest psychiatrist: do not pass "GO", do not collect $200.
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IFRE ALL FANS.  ARENT WE)

BY /’Obbi@ Cantor

As people w1ll dlscovex once they get to (and read) Marty s editeorial, a lot
has been happening around the HTT homestead lately. Apart from everything Marty
mentions, we also took a trip to Canada finally: I got to see my parents and friends
after a year and a half absence, and Marty got his first look-see at his new in-laws.

The trip was enjoyable and I could have easily wished for it to last longer,
except..... Well, the "except" is quite complex.

In this issue of HTT, back in the Loc Ness Monster (which some of you may al-
ready have read), some of you may notice that I am getting a little pissed off. The
tendency of some of our readers to assume that, now that I'm co-editing HTT, I'm no
longer a mediafan is extremely annoying, and quite patronising, in my view.

I'm sorry I cannot cooperate and turn into a purely fannish fan so that all of
you can quietly explain away my lack of supposed "mediot" mentality and behaviour
as a fluke, a rarity -- just a fannish fan who temporarily went astray. But I am
more a media fan, in the sense of interested in television and film, than any other
type, even if I am also interested in many others areas of fanac (Marty thinks of
me as a multi-media fan).

In Canada, I spent some days in the home of a media fan. He and his friend
just down the street have produced audio tapes, films (Super 8) and costumes -- all
from their own imaginations, all requiring many "fannish" qualities, as they have
been described to me by the readers of HTT.

But these mediafen, in spite of being prolific readers, creative individuals
and a lot of fun to be around, no longer participate in any of the Ottawa fan clubs.
None of 'em, not even the media ones. That's one of the things which brought out
the "except".

Fandom in Ottawa -- the place where I became a fan --is suffering the horrors
of exclusion.




There are lots of types of exclusion. Exclusion because you aren't the Wt
kind of fan. Exclusion because those in power don't like you. Exclusion because
you once did something stupid that no one is ever going to let you forget. Exclusion
because you cannot feel "at home" with the other fans. This last comes more from in-
side a person, but it is very much effected by those outside of and around you.

Almost the first thing one Ottawa fan did after my arrival in town was to be—
gin complaining about the flaws of another fan who was no longer even living in
Ottawa. And who he knew was a good friend of mine. He followed this by the news
that the local con committee had it in for me. Why, I do not understand.

They asked me to speak to a prospective guest for their con, which I did. But
it seems they weren't too interested in my daring to care how they are going to
treat the man when he goes up there as their GoH. I fail to see how this could be
cause to be upset with me, but, then, what would I know? I am, after all, only a
mere media fan.

The local SCA has arranged a separate group of "Invasions for All Occasions"
(costumed groups for the openings of movies) which excludes the local Star Trek and
s.f. clubs, in spite of the fact that those two groups helped start the custom.

The local convention was originally the joint enterprise of the s.f., Star Trek
and Comics clubs. Now it's an independent body which will not allow the common mem-
bers of the original founding groups to attend meetings unless they join the commit-
tee. It also doesn't bother to report to the executives of any of the founding
clubs. It was happy to take their money, but won't let them know what's being done
with it.

The Star Trek club, in large part, has decided to be angry with a few of the
original members of the s.f. club and so the cross-over memberships have decreased
considerably.

Not that they needed to. Most of the original members of the s.f. club, in-
cluding its founder (it is a young club -- not more than 10 years old), no longer
attend meetings or social events. They find themselves increasingly at odds with
the new people "in charge", and thus find it easier to simply drop out.

I left a city with clubs that had numerous inter-connections, where everyone
could go where they chose and not be excluded unless they had really fouled up. And
I do mean really. Beer and alcohol were banned at one party once because someone
had tried to molest a couple of the very young female fans while under the influ-
ence. That's pretty extreme behaviour, but all that was done was to remove the al-
cohol, not the guilty party. But now, not living up to expectations or being prone
to fibs are considered major: crimes requiring harsh treatment. What galls is that
one of those busily excluding others was almost the target of such exclusion himself
except that I persuaded others to give him a second chance.

I returned to a city where the s.f club barely draws 12 people to one of their
more popular events -- a pun competition -- and the regular bi-weekly party is in
danger of dying out because people aren't willing to host them any more. Half the
people I know no longer talk to the other half.

I spent most of my time with the people I liked the most. Granted, I couldn't
reach all of them, but I did my best to and those I was able to reach either felt
excluded by the clubs they once belonged to or didn't want to get involved in the
endless politics which are the staple of fannish activity in Ottawa nowadays. For
that matter, that's just about how I feel, too. And that's the whole of the "except".

Except.....that it doesn't really end Just because I'm no longer there. I am
Tinding myself feeling more and more excluded by you, the readers of HTT. Because
you are assuming something about me that isn't true. You try to force me to fit
that acceptable mold which you have created out of whole cloth to "explain" me. Sure,
I have lots of interests. Sure, I'm not Jjust a media fan.

But I am a media fan nonetheless. In my way, and for my reasons, I find some-
thing in mediafandom which I cannot find here in the pages of HTT.

Give some of you your way, and I would have to give up that which I find in
"Doctor Who" and other media interests, because it's not "quite right". I'm one of
you now. At least, according to you., But I'm a stubborn person. I wouldn't give
up my friends in Ottawa just because those in power wanted me to, and I won't give
up my media interest for you people. I am not "outgrowing" my media interests.



It's perhaps time a few of HTT's readers got it through their thick skulls that
there's a media fan co-editing HTT. Trying to make me fit a pre-conceived notion of
your own is just another type of exclusion: exclusion of reality in favour of the
imaginary. You, like the Ottawa fans, are depriving yourselves of the friendship,
company and enjoyment of others who might surprise you if you gave them the chance.
Sort of like I surprised Marty.

Exclusion doesn't just hurt the one being excluded y'know.

-—- Robbie Cantor

HHIlK YO0
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Ring.

"Hello?"

"Marty, this is Craig."

"Hi, Craig. What can I do
for you?"

"I have some bad news."

"The Worldcon has been
cancelled."

"Worse than that."

"Oh? "

"Yes. Holier Than Thou
has been nominated for Best
Fanzine Hugo."

ESillence)™ i s cip, Al ..
(silence - more sputtering -
more silence)"...I do not know
what to say."

"You can say whether or not
you will accept the nomination."

"Well, sure!"”

It is not so much that I have not wanted a Hugo nomination for HTT, but that I
did not really expect it. The telephone call, and this being the first time, well,
it is a bit of a shock. I will get over that, but the pleasure will remain. And
something else.

You see, we have some plans for the zine, and we hope that the changes we make
will create a zine that is even better than it is now. Despite this nomination we
intend to push ahead with our planned changes (no laurel-resting here), and we hope
that most of you will approve of them. We strive, ever, for a better zine; we doubt
that it will ever be perfect, but there is pleasure in the striving.

As long-time readers of this zine know, HTT exists in its present form because
it is highly interactive with its contributors. ©So, to them must go many thanks for
making the zine what it is. And, as it is probable that all, or most, of the nomi-
nation votes came from its contributors/readers, thank you's must also go for nomi-
nating HTT. A very important thank you goes to Robbie -- her co-editing is more
important to the zine than she seems to believe.

Of course, you must realise that you have all absolutely ruined my plans for
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doing some partying during the Hugo ceremony! Well, I usually attend programming
only when part of it, so I guess that I should attend, for the first time, the a-
ward ceremony. It is not so much that I expect to win, but it would be bad form
not to go -- and there Zs a chance of winning.

Personally, though, a win will be somewhat anticlimactic -- just getting onto
the short list is satisfying. Besides, I understand that the Hugo Losers Party is

lots of fun.
RERRRERE KX

We welcome a new contributor to HTT -- his column will become, we hope, a regu-
lar feature of the zine. For this issue, though, not only has Richard Bergeron con-
tributed an interesting first column, but he has created our cover -- and each cover
has been individually signed by him. In effect, each cover is an original signed
print —-- a collector's item. All in all, an auspicious beginning, here, for Richard,
a fan of uncommonly good writing and artistic ability.

Also making a first-time article appearance in these pages (he has locced be-
fore) is Dave Langford (many time Best Fanwriter Hugo nominee) with his speech at
SEACON/EUROCON, and another new addition to these pages is old-time fan Irish John
Berry with another major trip report. We hope to see both of them in these pages
occasionally.

Unfortunately, due to space considerations, "The Law and Order Handbook" was
squeezed out this time -- Chapter 6 will appear nextish.

FRERERRKK R

We owe somebody a copy of HTT#18 - we received from the Post Office a copy with
the mailing label missing. The intended recipient had a check mark next to the con-
tributed/locced line and the postage was paid for domestic delivery. So, if you fit
the above criteria and you did not receive #18, just let us know and we will send

to you the returned copy.
KRR RNNRN®®

Please note a change of policy -- we will no longer accept subs (even though
we will honour all subs now in force). The demand for copies has become so great
that we have had to raise our print run, again, this time to 350 copies -- and this
is getting too expensive (and time consuming) on a zine as large as HTT, so we are
eliminating subs as one way of easing off the pressure. If you must buy your first
copy of HTT, so be it; we would hope, though, after purchasing one copy that you
would continue getting the zine with payment in the fannish usual (locs, trades,
contributions of art and written materials). We will continue with our usual policy
of culling from our mailing list those who do not contribute something at least once
a year. If we can go to all of this trouble, so can you.

XREXRREXR®

Britain is Heaven in '87. Yes it is -- and I am one of the agents for the bid.
So send me $2.00 to get your pre-supporting memberships (said $2.00 will be good
towards your membership when we win). Those North Americans of the Canadian persua-
sion should send me $2.50 in that flavour currency, which will also be good towards
membership. After you send me your money, be sure to join AUSSIECON II so that you
can vote for us. Hey! We are all fanzine fans in this bid, so vote for the World-
con you want. Do it! Make cheques payable to Marty Cantor, mot to Britain in '87 -
I will send you a receipt. Also please indicate that the money is for the bid ra-
ther than for a copy of HTT as the price for both is the same.

-—— Marty Cantor

This reminds me of a dream I had years ago about a gun that shoots into the -
past. You fire it, and the bullet hits whoever or whatever was in the place you
were aiming at anywhere from several hours to several years ago, depending on how
far back it's set for. So if you want to knock off the President, for instance,
you go to a hall he once spoke at, fire a few shots at the rostrum, and come out
to find he's been dead for several months or however long. --- Thom Digby

Does Freedom of speech allow one to shout "Where's the beef?" in a crowded ve-
getarian restaurant? --- Gregor Puziss in LASFAPA 92
8



JeblNEH 5
HuUIlE

=&yl

By

thom digby

Frequently in informal social contexts
one hears references to "just shooting the shit" as if it were a simple pastime with
no thought cor prior preparation necessary. This is far from being the case. Indeed,
attempts at shooting the shit in the wrong place at the wrong time, or with improper
equipment, can result in serious trouble.

Just as one should not think of playing golf with a baseball bat or of going
scuba diving in full football uniform, the shit-shooter should not dream of embark-
ing on this endeavour with improper weapons. This writer recommends a pellet pis-
tol or a BB gun.

To many, shooting brings to mind firearms. FIREARMS ARE TO BE AVOIDED! Al-
though some experienced shit-shooters use them, they present too many dangers for
the beginne., especially when shooting the shit in public restrooms.

Most restroom walls are finished in tile or hard plaster which will create an
echo-chamber effect. This can magnify the report of a firearm, greatly increasing
the chances of drawing the unwelcome attentions of such people as security guards
or building management. Even though many security guards can be bribed, this is
one field in which it does NOT pay to advertise! In addition, in the confines of
the average toilet stall some firearms can bte loud enough to endanger hearing. Al-
though firearms can be silenced, silencers are heavily frowned on by the authorities
in many areas. Getting caught shooting shit can get you into enough trouble as it
is without the possible additional charge of possession of a silencer. Pellet or
BB guns, on the other hand, are by their nature relatively quiet and in many places
are less unlawful than firearms.

A second problem with firearms is that of possible damage to the toilet bowl,
for which the shooter would be liable if caught. BB or pellet guns generally do not
have enough power to cause much damage.

An additional danger from using firearms is the possibility of a ricochet. If
you are wounded by a ricochet from the inside of the bowl it may have picked up
germs which could cause serious infection. A ricochet from a BB or pellet gun would
generally lack sufficient power to break the skin, especially on low power settings.
Most shit is fairly soft, so that a low power setting on a pellet gun is usually
sufficient.

Some shit-shooters use slingshots. These are OK, although most shooters feel
it isn't really shooting unless some kind of gun is involved. The bow-and-arrow is
not recommended. Arrows will not flush properly afterwards, and are usually con-
sidered non-disposable. If you like washing shitty arrows, fine, but most people
do not relish this task.

J
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Heavy artillery is out of the question
except in very special circumstances.
Not only are the noise and damage pro-
blems of firearms present to an even
greater degree, but the relative
lack of portability of artillery se-
verely limits its use. Also, mor-
tars are not well suited to the down-
ward trajectory normally needed to
reach the contents of a toilet bowl.
They are sometimes seen, however, at
large outdoor shit-shooting festivals,
where there is room for the normal para-
bolic trajectory of artillery and where en-
tire restrooms are erected just to be blown
up.

Festivals are recommended for meeting po-
tential shit-shooting partners. Information a-
bout festivals can often be found on restroom
walls, or buried in the classified ads in some gun
publications. Beware of individual shit-shooters
who leave their phone numbers on walls., Many of them
are not bona-fide shit-shooters at all, but frauds or sexual
perverts. Do not send money to such people, or agree to meet them alone in isolated
places.

At festivals bu-letin boards are often provided where groups seeking new mem-
bers can advertise. If you are good at meeting people, introduce yourself around.
Remember, however, that in this field you are a neo. Don't get too pushy.

Before agreeing to go shooting the shit with anyone, you should find out some-
thing about their reputation in the field. Do they tend to take dangerous chances,
such as using high-powered rifles in airport restrooms? Do they provide their own
shit to shoot, do they go to places where peo-
ple often neglect to flush, or do they seek

out plugged-up toilets? Do they prefer high-
class restrooms where bribes for security guards
can be expensive, or crime-ridden slums where
shit can be found in the hallways? These are
matters of preference, but it is better to go
with people whose tastes in such matters agree
with your own.

Another item often overlooked is finding a
good lawyer who understands shooting the shit.
Lawyers in general are good at this, but not
all are willing to defend people on the vari-
ous trespassing and vandalism charges that can
arise if things go wrong. Again, festivals
are places to obtain information.

As you know, shit is full of germs. In
addition to normal good sanitation practices

c}ﬂﬁ%gtf such as washing hands afterwards, not attempt-
ing to salvage used bullets, wearing a water-
proof laboratory apron or similar splash pro-
tection and washing it with disinfectant after
use (or better yet, using disposables), one
should obtain immunization from the diseases common-
ly carried by shit. Again, at shit-shooting festivals one may find a doctor who un-
derstands the problems involved.

Besides being places to meet people and clearing houses for information, festi-
vals are fun. Imagine, for example, a modern fighter-bomber squadron unleashing its
awesome firepower on a large field latrine area. Now THAT is shooting the shit!

-—- Thom Digby
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the strange
art of the

holiday
snapshot:
notes

toward s
3
DIrnCipia

][Q//?/JCQ o higgins

From the moment this article saw print first in September '83, I've had my
doubts about it. These were crystallised by my ewpericnce at Lhe opening night of
the British NOVACON, in Birmingham, last year. In the past I had been used to hav-
ing large quantities of any issue of my fanzine to spare. Long before my faculties
" were dulled by alcohol that night, my supplies had been completely replaced by cop-
ies of innumerable titles, of most of which I'd been previously unaware. I noticed
at least as many floating around the convention which I never received. These were
not the hopeful first attempts of tentative neos, but third or fourth issues of es-
tablished fans. Whilst I had been preoccupied elsewhere, it seems the renaissance
this article is still expecting had finally happened, and I hadn't noticed

Since I attempt a certain degree of scientific and logical rigorousness in my
approach to fanzine criticism, I don't think it's too pretentious to attribute a
methodology to it. This methodology is obviously an empirical. I try to derive
my observations from nothing more than the phenomenon of fanzines as I find it,
without imposing any intuitive speculation (the key word here is, of course, 'try').
As such, this article cannot pretend to any universality in its conclusions. Fun-
damentally this is a description of British fanzine fandom in the early '80s; and
though its lessons may be applicable, it has no claim to any definitive authority
over any area of fandom in tem years time, or ten years in the past, or in America.
Fandom appears to be a result of concensus; what fandom is in any time or place is
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a result of the interaction of the individuals which make it up there qnd then. An
approach to a more universal theory should perhaps begin frqm some soqzologzcal ba-
sis (for a good example of which see Anne Warren's "Being Different" in SOME DAYS
YOU EAT THE BEAR...)

Given the events described above, this article no longer even seems to be a
valid picture of British fandom, on its own premises. I fully intend to explore
much of this in future. Such altered circumstances, and an exposure to an Ameri-
can audience, does allow the possibility of comparison, which may in turn allow
the discermment of what there is within which may well be universally applicqble;
equally, the article was at least partly intended to define the methodology itself.
I hope you will find something of interest.

--- Steve Higgins, March 1984

"I don't need ideas... I want someone with a little more perception than
myself to codify my own ideas."
Greg Pickersgill, WRINKLED SHREW T

I'm not very interested in reviews. In its simplest form a review is little
more than a literary 'Which?' report. It may explain the dazzling idea which con-
stitutes Arnold Tharg's latest paperback and make a quick value-for-money judgement.
This could well be useful if you're a card carrying member of the Tharg fan club
and haven't saved up enough pocket money to buy a copy yet, but it tells you bugger
all about his contribution to literature.

Once some scale of values which refers to other examples of the same kind of
thing is applied, we are approaching some form of criticism. No genuine criticism
can come about without some understanding of the form being dealt with - what it is
supposed to do and the ways it provides of doing it. Once this is established we
can find ourselves in a position to not only assess any particular example, but to
discuss ways in which improvements may be made, difficult subjects approached, stan-
dards raised. This is an altogether more interesting exercise.

Since WRINKLED SHREW 7, D. West has been contesting that the criticism of fan-
zines cannot continue without a 'proper detailed theoretical basis.' Any damn fan-
zine reviewer will tell you his prime interest is to take the fanzines under consi-
deration to draw insights into fandom and fanzines in general, if only to produce
a column which will stand as entertaining reading in itself. The alternative (other
than nothing at all) as far as fanzines are concerned is the collection of capsules
that used to be run in MATRIX last time I read it. Unless you're the BoSFA's latest
recruit there is no need to be told the sort of information contained in such things.

In the relentles pursuit of fanzine criticism I was on a fan panel once. I had
a horrible time. There were lots of triffic points in my notes in front of me, and
I found myself totally incapable of explaining them in front of an audience. Rlame
that bugger Collick. I was very flattered that anyone had noticed my fanzine re-
views at all, and had no hesitation in agreeing to appear. I'll know better next
time.

The final conclusion of the discussion was that fanzine publishing is a cyclic
affair. In periods of great activity, everybody is constantly inspired by the flood
of fanzines through the letter box to get in on the action. Anyone not doing any-
thing feels left out of all the fun going on and the praise flying about. More fan-
zines appear, the flood continues, the process perpetuates itself. This is the sort
of healthy fannish atmosphere everyone would like to see.

From my impressions the mid-seventies were such a period, although I only caught
the tail end, and these impressions were coloured by the excitement of a neo discov-
ering fandom. At such times there seems to be a clear, common idea of what should
be done, and how to do it. At some stage this sense of direction is lost, the ques-
tion arises of what to do next. Everything begins to flounder, fanzines appear less
often, and no longer seem as exciting. Sources of inspiration dwindle, and with
them the very level of activity. The climate of fanzine publishing, like the act,
also seem cyclic, suffering from periodic fluctuations.

This sounds suspiciously like the cyclic theories of fandom to be found in a-
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bundance and justly treated with scorn. But there is no implication that these
fluctuations have any regular pattern, that the same actions are repeated, or that
all this has any mystical significance. The principle it depends on is the common
cliché that the motive for publishing fanzines is to invite response. This means
that when the level of activity is as low as it has been in the last five years,
there is a feeling of isolation in producing an issue, rather than the sense of par-
ticipation in some communal endeavour.

The infamous 'fannish renaissance' of the summer of '8l was, if anything, the
exception which proves the etcetera. Despite the illusion of renewed activity very
little of any real worth emerged. There were the EPSILONs and the WALLBANGERs, re-
liable but pedestrian fanzines. There was the appearance of SBD, which was excit-
ing, but had nothing solid behind it. It failed to continue because Greg couldn't
sustain the energy beyond a single issue. Half the material produced at the time
consisted of nothing more than enthusing over how great it was that everybody was
doing fanzines again. The excitement of once again participating in something more
was there, but it was hollow, and could only feed on itself.

The inevitable corollary is that it is not enough to have lots of fanzines
floating around, there must be lots of fanzines being read, which requires the ex-
istence of fanzines worth reading in the first place. I once thought that a really
big fanzine, full of lots of high-powered stuff by loads of different writers could
get people really excited and prove there was still life and talent and perhaps pro-
vide the spark. Both TAPPEN and STILL IT MOVES came out of this period, and there
was OUT OF THE BLUE, but none of  these have yet reached their sixth issue. I'm sur-
prised Harry and Kev can still remember their title (I had to think damned hard when
I started this thing). This is hardly a healthy fannish scene.

The present failure of fanzine fandom has been done to death as long as I've
been in fandom. As West said in "Ah, Sweet Arrogance", "Even Ian Williams is mak-
ing hollow bonging noises", and that was three and a half years ago. When I turned
up to my first SILICON draped in safety pins Rob Hansen was spouting semi-mystical
nonsense about having reached the end of the road in terms of fannish development,
and having nothing left to say or do. At that time TD was at its peak, there was
SEAMONSTERS, GROSS ENCOUNTERS laying it on the line, Joseph Nicholas almost making

But the uncertainty and the sense of loss of direction was there. Things have
declined since, and nobody is very happy about it. Phil Palmer has complained that
such a view is unfair to the likes of SECOND HAND WAVE, Cyril Simsa's AMANITA and
NEW RIVER BLUES. It is undoubtedly true that the most creative and original stuff
in British fanzines at the time went annoyingly unnoticed within these pages. But
2HW was usually facile in the extreme, AMANITA obscure, and NeRB messy and vague in
its intentions. Above all, none of them managed to be genuinely fannish fanzines,
but seemed like something else masquerading as such. All seemed too pleased with
their own subject matter, and ignored the reader.

So what has actually been done about it, in between all the shouting? There's
D. West's DAISNAID 8, sorry, "Performance", yet another exercise in how to pub your
ish for the price of a box of typing paper and a single stamp after your hamster's
died and left your duplicator defunct. Malcolm Edwards, he of the much feted 'per-
sonal element' (of which, more later) has been making noises which indicate he may
yet recover from this parasitic infestation. There's Jimmy Robertson attempting to
get to grips with real life in FELICITY. There are the Women's Apa and SHALLOW END,
both of which I know only by repute, but seem to be having beneficial effect if NUTZ
is anything to go by. And there's Phil Palmer's THE CHOCOLATES OF LUST 2.

CoL is an ace fanzine. It is flawed in many ways, containing articles on rela-
tivity and the Impact Theatre group and long lists of songs which fail to come to
life; there are obscure collages in the corners of pages and stange letters begging
free cameras from Kodak:; but there are also remarkably good articles from Nick Lowe,
Geoff Ryman and Cyril Simsa, and a competent support feature from Alan Ferguson.

It is also probably one of the most visually engaging fanzines I've seen, even if

it lacks something in the integration of artwork and writing. Fandom may sneer at

artwork elsewhere than on the cover, insisting that it is 'only words that matter’,

and John Jarrold may ask "...are we three year olds that we need to relax our atten-
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tion every two pages by looking at pretty pictures?" But Palmer knows a shrewd edi-
tor can use the same attractions that were used to make us learn to read in the first
place to draw his readers in. We might not like them, but we have to compete with
such underhand tactics. No one would argue that literary ploys like a strong, at-
tention-grabbing first paragraph are essential, but when such ideas are applied to
non-verbal form the knee seems to jerk.

CoL's probably the first successful example of the sort of thing Phil defended
in 2HW, AMANITA and NeRB. The visual style is the sort of thing Cyril Simsa tried
to apply to fanzines before (and had a hand in here), the offbeat choices of subject
matter recall NeRB. His success lies in the achievement of that quality of fannish-
ness his predecessors lacked. Even in the unsuccessful pieces, such as Phil's rela-
tivity article, he seemed to be straining against the limits of an impersonal choice
of subject in the attempt to break down the walls. The good bits, Nick, Cyril and
Geoff, would not seem out of place in TAPPEN, but that they have an immediacy, live-
liness and an element of surprise rarely to be found there. One is reminded of the
accusations that the traditional fanzine format stifles experiment and creativity
by their insistence on the solid virtues of the good old fannish fanzine. Perhaps
it would be truer to say their inability to find 'fannishness' outside their own
familiar territory. One is also reminded of the argument that fannish writing
should abandon the cosy territory of incestuous humour and face the challenge of
genuine human experience. Even Nick Lowe's superficially trivial "Lavortories" ex-
presses moments of real life which conventional fannish writing not so much shies
away from as seems completely unaware of, in the process putting FELICITY to shame.
It's not so much a different approach as a slight shift of emphasis which reveals
new facets of the same objects.

The reason for FELICITY's failure is probably that it comes uncomfortably
close to the American soul-baring school often feared to be the only alternative to
light-hearted anecdotal rambling. Again, there is a failure to pay attention to the
reader, a failure to make contact. The writers are all a little too concerned with
their little tragedy, and not sufficiently concerned with making it relevant to the
poor sod reading it. The articles, however, important to the writers, remain sto-
ries on the page. Nevertheless they show a good grasp of what they 're attempting,
and certainly never descend to the depths plumbed by the American analysts couch
school. FELICITY is an important step in the right direction. The problem seems to
be the idea that 'real life' necessarily consists of tragedy and pain, which is no
more true than to say it consists of a string of witty one liners. The recognition
of this and the ability io communicate it is what puts CoL up at the top.

All this brings us to the essential question of the nature of this quality of
fannishness, and Malcolm Edwards' 'personal element'. What is the difference between
this and the attempt any writer must make to express his experiences in terms of the
human condition common to us all?

I would not be at all surprised if Malcolm were not incredibly embarrassed by
now by references to his comments in TAPPEN 1. After all, he didn't really say a
great deal. As Phil Palmer pointed out, it expresses very neatly something under-
stood intuitively by nearly every reader and writer of fanzines. He speaks of "...
a range of effects not possible in any other form of writing."

What effects?

"...these are the very qualities which many people dislike in fannish writing:
they dismiss it as in-groupish, self-obsessed, limited to anecdotes about who said
what to whom and who threw up over whose carpet."

We are obviously on controversial ground here.

For further details we head up to TAPPEN 5
and "Performance". West is criticising
the fanthology on the grounds of this
peculiar nature of fanzines:

"Fan writing is the most context
dependent form of writing I can think
of and the context is...the whole fan-
ish scene of the period in question.
...The idea that something published




in a fanzine which is 'good enough to be published anywhere' is thereby good fan
writing is self-contradictory. Good writing such a piece may be, but if it is so
readily detachable from the web of personalities and cross-references which give
fanzines their unique character then it is doubtfully fan writing at all."

Having used the argument myself I can't sit on the fence pointing accusing
fingers at Malcolm and D. demanding some justification of these sweeping generalisa-
tions. I say again, what effects? And (here comes the anti-climax) I answer, I
don't know. It lies somewhere in the way it is done, in pitching at, if you will,
a market. TI've wrestled with this article for a good while now and at times felt
all my convictions crumbling under the onslaught of rational analysis. I can only
say I still believe in the unique nature of fanzines. I can tell there's a differ—
ence between the stuff I find satisfying fan writing and the stuff I read in Punch
and New Society. This is how I understand the fanzines I do, and those I receive,
on whatever intuitive level. And this seems to be the same for almost everyone else
in fandom.

I don't need ideas, I need someone to codify my ideas. The delight with which
Malcolm's comments were taken up cannot be ignored. It was continually quoted as
if it said everything that needed to be said, and to most people, for all intents
and purposes, it did. A lot of people's ideas seem to have been codified. Even
people like Phil Palmer and Joe Nicholas seem to produce fanzines on this principle
even as they intellectually deny it.

This does not, however, mean we can't explore the idea further and make a few
guesses and a few pertinent observations. Let us begin at what seems like a begin-
ning of sorts.

The neo's progress begins on his first encounter with fandom, initially as no-
thing more than another minority interest group, much as the local tennis club or
bird watching society. His first approach to fanzines is by reference to the clos-
est thing in his experience, namely professional magazines and club newsletters.
Most fanzines he will encounter will happily suit such comparison. There are ama-
teur, imitation s.f. magazines, often liberally splattered with fiction, and club-
zines, which are no more than the newsletters of s.f. clubs. The occasional more
fannishly inclined piece found within will be dismissed as clownish in-humour of no
significance.

Gradually he will become aware, or at least accustomed, to certain subtle dif-
ferences. The best sercon fanzines have no fiction, but may well contain references
to fandom. There is an approach to the presentation of subject matter geared to a
small and intimate audience which is more than a collection of in-jokes. He will
probably have gathered a circle of new friends, and his interest in fandom will have
become more than just an extension of his interest in s.f. He will find he enjoys
reading and writing this cliquey stuff, and see no contradiction between this and
his previous point of view. At this point a purely fannish fanzine will begin to
make sense. He might even do one of his own. Alan Dorey pointed this out with re-
spect to Owen Whiteoak's UGLY RUMOURS. Owen even seems aware of it himself:

"I thought I knew what fandom was all about in the first two years. Mind you,
what I thought I knew kept changing."

At any stage during this process he may find the whole thing not to his taste.
This may result in retreat to the sercon refuge of BoSFA, or complete rejection of
the whole thing as a pointless and incestuous waste of time. Criticism of fannish
fandom is often extremely vociferous in its condemnation of our 'childishness' and
its insistence that fandom is about science fiction and nothing else.

Contrary to popular belief most new fans are attracted to fanzines not by some
shit-hot classic of the form which inspires them to imitation, but by a potential
they sense in the form. The inspiration can be found in the direst of crudzines
if the right mental attitude is there in the first place. They then produce the
closest thing they can manage to this nebulous ideal fanzine which takes shape in
their heads, basing this vision on the meagrest scraps of information. Having so
laboriously produced their first little meisterwerks they don't take kindly to being
told they've made the inevitable beginner's mistakes and should go away and read
back issues of SBD until they've figured out how to do it right. In a lull such as

My I mnms e Sl B S L R -



cult to see from this point of view just what relevance old fanzines have to their
efforts. What this amounts to in most cases is a sad breakdown in communications.

One of the appeals of the fanzine at first sight is the creative freedom it
offers. It can be somewhat disheartening to see this freedom apparently denied by
the infernal conspiracy of fanzine reviewers. 'Any young punk can get up and say
his bit,' implies that one is not only allowed to say what one likes, but also has
the ability and needs to make no great effort to do so (or that it requires any ef-
fort to do so). The word can is somewhat ambiguous. Unfortunately, in all the ex-
citement of the first discovery of fandom such distinctions can easily be forgotten.
The theory of fanzine criticism which holds that its purpose is to 'raise the stan-
dards' of fan writing is, if anything, an embodiment of the slogan in its first two
interpretations. It is applied in the belief that anyone does have the ability to
meet those standards, a generous belief when viewed in the harsh light of reality,
and that the freedom of speech afforded by fandom is a valuable thing which should
not be abused. The charge that this young punk has failed in the attempt to have
his say, is often read as a denial of his right to state his opinion or his ability
to do so.

However much we may complain that such thinking is puerile and inexcusable, it
is inevitable in most cases. The only way to teach is by example, and when exam-
ples are in such short supply we can only expect more of the same. Some cases,
however, are not so innocent.

In EPSILON 9 Rob Hansen cited the pronouncement of Chuck Connors, who apparent-
ly proclaimed himself some sort of fannish Malcolm McClaren, predicting the rise of
a New Wave of fandom with the aid of an almost entirely fictitious version of fan-
nish history. Rob is inclined to dismiss this as ignorance. Given the extracts
Rob quotes this is hardly satisfactory. Connors seems to have deliberately mis-
understood the nature of fandom - whilst he probably was unaware of any real fan-
nish history, this does not explain why he felt it necessary to invent any of his
own - in order to foist on it his own pseudo-Guevara fantasies. One is reminded
of John Owen, continually churning out CHRYSTAL SHIPs which tell us how much he
dislikes fandom. Who does he think he's talking to?

Fortunately such cases seem to be rare, and tend to avoid fandom to a large
extent, perhaps to protect their fantasies from the disturbances of True Facts. A
more common form of premature fannish ejaculation is the interminable chumminess,
the excess of rhetorical questions and the misused punctuation, affected by many
newcomers to fanzine writing. The best, recent example of this I could find was
from Jeff Suter's PERIPHERY 8, in which Pam Wells writes:

"PERIPHERY T was devoted to the #gd/f#ip life story of the great (?) Mr.
Suter. If you want to know the reql Jeff buy me a drink sometime and I'll tell
you.n

It would be unfair to characterise this sort of thing as an attempt to debase
one's writing to a lounge bar chat, in the hope that readers will forget that this
is writing and hence fail to notice the general illiteracy of one's offering. It
does seem to be part of the defensiveness of the inexperienced fanwriter that leads
to pathetic editorials apologising for their fanzine's cruddiness before you've
even begun to read the bloody thing. Behind it lies the embryonic awareness that
fanzine writing is written conversation, distorted into the idea that it is not
really writing at all. In fact it serves only as an alienation device to remind us
that this 7Zs the printed page. The 'conversational tone' of the best fanwriting is
achieved not by the transcription of verbal discussion, but by the careful crafting
of an illusion of conversation.

This is found most commonly in clubzines, that intermediate stage when an en-
tire fanzine devoted to fannish stuff still doesn't seem quite right and results in
a mixed bag of casual sercon and fake fannish. But the neo's progress continues.

A taste for the real fannish stuff develops, and one gets to read enough good ex-
amples to understand the ways in which it can be done successfully. The instinct
becomes surer. The uncertainties fade and the facile tricks are outgrown.

Pam Wells will certainly not have welcomed my quoting her wehn she has demon-
strated this so well in NUTZ 1. Almost all traces of earlier awkwardness have van-
ished from her own stuff, leaving it assured and entertaining. The articles were
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not so good. Linda Pickersgill's RACON report was disappointing, Mratyn Taylor's
description of life on the Isle of Man sounded like something from the Times (he
must have some personal experience of the things he tells, so why can't we have the
information a little less second-hand?). John Harvey's writing came out somewhat
flat. All these pieces seemed to have been put together mechanically, whilst Caro-
line Mullan's was, if anything, a little too impressionistic. Judith Hanna managed
best to convey the essence of what she was describing, a damn fine article, although
all the pieces seemed to be on the right lines. In her choice of contributions Pam
displays a strong sense of what makes a good fannish article. As they say in all
the best books, this is more than just promising.

There is a concept in Biology encapsulated in the esoteric phrase 'neotony re-
capitulates ontology'. What this means is that the gestation of mammals passes
through the various stages of evolution as it is presently understood. At one
stage a human baby resembles a protozoan fish, complete with gills, and is possess-
ed of a tail which finally atrophies into the coccyx, until a very late stage.
There's no necessity for this within the womb, it simply happens that way. Rob
Holdstock could probably tell you more about it.

A similar relation exists between the neo's progress and the development of
the fannish fanzine, the one mirroring the other in microcosm. The fannish fanzine
has grown out of s.f fanzines which served the same purpose amongst fandom as punk,
comics and performance art fanzines do amongst their respective communities. Even-
tually the social aspect has gained pre-eminence, and in the process produced a
distinctive form without reference to the s.f.-based zines which are at its roots.

The fannish fanzine was not invented one lazy afternoon, nor does any fan come
to it with some blinding flash of revelation. The fanzine, and any fan's under-
standing of it, have developed in a gradual and unconscious fashion. There are no
clear-cut concepts. Anyone producing a fanzine 'understands' what they are doing
on a purely intuitive level. When writing an article this is sufficient to achieve
one's ends. When criticising fannish writing this is inadequate. Assessments based
on gut reaction prove difficult to justify without some rationalisation of that re-
action, and attempts to assess any experiment or innovation flounder helplessly.

Not only must a critic have some basis for his assessments, but the realisation
of such a basis is probably the most valuable of his functions. There are two pro-
blems this presents. One is that the whole thing is so tortuously ccmplicated that
it is perhaps better left unsaid. The other is that it is far easier to spot some-
thing which is a fanzine than something which looks similar but is not. Within s.f.
fandom alone there are sercon fanzines, mixed genzines, clubzines, fannish genzines
and personalzines. Are we to attempt a unified theory embracing all these? If you
are a bloody anarchist like Phil Palmer you start dragging all sorts of other crap
into the picture. :

In STOMACH PUMP 2 I tentatively suggested the concept of 'pure' fanzine. For
the sake of pretentious academicism I chose the term pure to distinguish it from
other fanzines, which are impure in the sense that they devote themselves to parti-
cular topics, and do not exist purely for their own sake. The pure fanzine, the
fannish fanzine, is the only variety for which the word in itself is sufficient de-
scription. My idea was that you strip away the crap, the sercon, the clubzines, and
consider the specifics of the pure fanzine alone. The other stuff, except in its
attempts to incorporate fannishness, is neither more nor less than the bird watch-
er's newsletter. It just happens to hang around the same fandom, gets mixed into
the same fanzine review columns and generally messes up the picture. In the final
analysis, they are all other aspects of the same process, and
must be re-incorporated by extension of whatever theory
of fanzines emerges. It is the idea that they must all
be judged by identical criteria which causes confu-
sion. At this stage they provide no clues, except
by comparison, as to what the fanzine is. &KAWH( -

The great mystery has always been why the fan- ;
nish fanzine emerged here. The potential ought to
exist as strongly in any sphere where discussion takes
printed form. But anywhere else the fanzine is more
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functional. The idea of divorcing it so from its roots seems pointless. What else
have we got in common? In fandom, which has itself separated from its §.f. roots,
it actually makes sense. Fanzines, and writing which resembles fanwriting, can be
found all over the place (I remember Alan Dorey once describing a columnist in g
cricket magazine as having a fannish style), but nowhere else does one find the
self-consciousness of fandom.

Punk has often declared itself a movement, and as often denied it, but in a po-
litical, or counter-cultural, sense, with direct reference to the society at large
it wishes to change; Performance ( the performance art magazine, not the West arti-
cle) as described by Phil Palmer, takes all human life as its subject matter, its
particular focus being an unusual way of looking at life. On the other hand, fan-
dom sees itself as an entirely independent sub-culture. Individual members may be
deeply concerned about larger issues, like CND, but see their participation in fan-
dom as a separate activity. Many even find the very discussion of politics an ex-~
cessive intrusion of real life; but even those on the other side of the argument
tend to feel that those voices raised in demand of direct action on the part of fan-
dom as a body have rather missed the point. The very existence of the terms FIJAGDH
and FIAWOL, although apparent opposites, both suggest a view of fandom as a self-
contained compartment, whether as a complete alternative life-style or as an insig-
nificant diversion. Just? What is so insignificant about a hobby?

The fannish fanzine exists by virtue of fandom's self-consciousness of itself
as an autonomous body. Other fandoms are 'Train spotting' fandom, and their fan-
zines, if they have them, are train spotting fanzines. To suggest that this fan-
zine is a production of s.f. fandom is extremely misleading. We are no fandom in
particular, just fandom. And our fanzines are Jjust fanzines.

SP 2 was subsequently taken to task by both Joe Nicholas, in an unpublished
letter, and Abi Frost, whose letter I ran last issue. Abi argued that:

"The positive thing about fandom is not the supposed sympathy of the readers;
it is that publication, form, content...are entirely under the editor's control."

She then goes on to object to what she sees as "a network of people interested
in writing" being "tied to s.f. and fandom as subjects for historical reasons."

Unfortunately (or not, if you enjoy this sort of thing), the network of fan-
dom consists of people who not only meet socially, but use their fanzines as part
of their socialising, and to whom this is more important than the writing in itself.
As in any other point discussed in this essay, the issue is clouded by the fact that
most fans are interested in writing. Even fans who couldn't write more than three
words in a row without committing some gross stylistic error enthuse wildly about
how well-written some article in the latest issue of their favourite fanzine is.
This perhaps provides a clue. It has been argued that the ideal listener for a
piece of music is one without any musical training, who can respond naturally to
the emotional effect composer and musician are trying to achieve. 1In real life
such ideal listeners tend to fall foul of simple tricks by which they can be fooled
into ascribing profound vision to facile muzak. Being the world's worst cook does
not prevent you appreciating good food, only a diet of fish fingers does that. In
much the same way many fans without the slightest scrap of literary taste can still
recognise good stuff by the way it moves them. Fan writing is a means to an end.
When a piece of fanwriting is acclaimed it is not for the neat little alliteration
in paragraph four, but the economy of expression that device allows.
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