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No pain, no gain.

Recently i decided to be rich, 80 i ggplied
for work at several places which offer
high-paying manual labour outside the city. I
nagged the staff in the perronnel offices
constantly. They really got sick of me. One day
i walked into the CNR FCanadlan National
Railway] main office, while they were trying to
contact someone elsc 1o fill my future job.
"He's not answering his phone, i'm here and
i'm eager to work. Perseverance and effort
should be rewarded, " i say to the office in
general. I tend t~ make speeches, a fact that
annoys all businecssmen who expect mediocre,
but would gladly have obse%uious, underlintgs.
"And if you hire me you will be graced with my
ensuing abserce." This quip brings puzzied
frowns, a forcshadowing of future events. I try
again: "Like man, if i'm out in the bush, i
can't be in here bitching for a job every day!”

The sudden gleam in their eyes is really a
reflection of the ray of hope in the faces of the
clerks to be finally rid of me. They have to deal
with me day in and day out.

"Well, you have to be at the worksite by
tomorrow " they say.

"Where?" i ask.

"Fort Ningly B.C., can you do it?"

(Where the Zell is that?) "Sure, no
problem.” i smile.

"Good, here is your Greyhound ticket, you
leave in an hour and a half Bge."

I dash to the library, just blocks away.
"Quick, where is Fort Ningly? What is the
weather like? Can i xerox this map?" Then grab
a taxi to my parents, which is where i stay
when i am really poor, which is why i decided
to be rich. I fill my duffel bag and leave a note
on the fridge saying:

then get back downtown
to the Greyhound :erminal,

The trip is sheer hell, 18 hours trapped in a
seat. I am going crazy. I can't even read my
book. Reading and riding always makes me ill.
The only thing that keeps me sane is watching
this ethereal pale-skinned redheaced guy in the
seat in front of me. I would much rather be
syquashed next to him, sardine-like, than the

ahoo i spend the trip with. When the redhead
and hig textbooks get off in Kamloops i am
forced to return to earth from the clouds of
sexual desire, where i have been therapeutically

vacationing only to find that on that earth i am
told ethnic, sexist, and homophobic jokes by
my redneck Yahoo. What is worse, the jokes are
old, and as dull as himself.

Finzlly we arrive in Fort Ning_llyﬁ which is
Just 30 -a:nutes from Vancouver. The Yahoo,
named Torn, asks, "He’r how do you get to the
CN ofrice around here?" (God, have i told
you, you have a strange sense of humour...
well, what kind of people did i expect to work
with?) Eventually we both get to the camp.

. Let me describe the camp. There are two
railway tracks. On one a train rollicks by at 80
klicks * every forty minutes. This causes
earthquake-like phenomenon, 5.7 on the Richter
scale, to be felt by the unfortunates who live in
the camp, or 'the white fleet' as it is called.
Thekﬂeet rests on flattop cars on the other
track.

There are sleepcars. In each there are three
rooms, two beds to a room, 2.5 square feet of
unclaimed space per bed. There are washcars,
seven working chemical toilets for sixty men,
four shower stalls and hot water for the first
twelve guys, sinks, and, in some, old
ringer-washers. I, at 24 years of age, am one of-
only 3 people old enough to understand how
they work. There is the TV car which has TVs
capable of picking up two channels, niether ? of
which is PBS, TVO, Access, etc., and if there is
something good on CBC (it happens lots) the
crew switches on the VCR and rewatches one of
their old porno movies. * Then there are, of
course, the kitchen and dining cars. There such
tasty dishes as boiled BBQ chicken await your
palate. Yes, not only can you get chicken boiled
in BBQ sauce, but vegetable mush boiled in
gravy, and carbohydrates plus starch boiled in
grease. (1'll just nip off and shoot myself in
the head, that would be more humane.) So why
don't i get fat...? The work!

Shall i describe the work for you? We get
up when the sun is rising two time-zones in the
east. We work 8 to 19 hours a day, averaging
13. We work 17 days staight, then get 4 days
off. The work is heavy, hard and in some cases
dangerous. In the first two weeks i go from
doughy (well, what i consider doughy) to being
svelte and solid (a miracle).

Our job is replacing worn ties (the wooden
supports for the steel rail). This involves all
! slang for km/h or km
! iether: inclusive or - one or the other
either: exclusive or - ome or more
niether: inclusive nor - not one or the
other
neither: exclusive nor - all or nothing
definition of a dead language - one that's
not growing
* 1 don't find skin movies or books,
straight or bent, to be erotic, just dull.



sorts of bizarre machines which ride on the
track, tunnel under it, hammer it and straighten
it simultaneously.

It also involves people with sledgehammers
who smash off rail anchors, at 1.3 per second.
People with tie-tongs who fling 150 Ib. ties out
from beneath lifted track at 1 per second (these
two are my jobs). People with spike mauls who
spike the track back down. And a series of
other jobs so wimpy that i leave them for the
hets to do.

But we do work, most of us, very hard.
Whenever we are working any track through a
town, tourists bring their families and their
cameras. They love to capture those candid
moments when a youth with rivulets of sweat,
soaking the few clothes he still has on,
backhandedly swipes from his mouth any froth
that is accumulating there. They gush, louder
than the sweat in our boots does, to their
beloved, when they see dust and grease bein
cleaned from a washboard stomach by a trickle
of blood sliding, unbeknownst to its previous
owner, from a fresh wound sired by the rusted
and broken corners of thou&htlessly held metal
refuse. In short, if one of those fucking breeder
tourists fell into the undercutter's rotating
choppers, i'd laugh till i puked.

IT a job is to be done one has tremendous
respect for those who work and contempt for
those who shirk. I work hard because i like
physical work and i feel guilty if i get paid to
work and don't do my best. This inclination for
hard work will come to my aid later when my
inclination for hard bodies becomes common
knowledge. But more on that later.

Now i suppose its time to describe the men
(most of them boys) that i work with. (OK,
wait, in every story i've read, the protagonist is
described in the first 5 paragraphes. Aren't i the
protagonist in this non-fiction story? Shouldn't
1 have described myself long ago?) 1 am 185 cm
tall, white skin, brown hair, (1've just pulled
one out, and it measures 45 cm long). Some of
my associates tell me i have feminine
mannerisms, some tell me i have none. Some
ask why i flaunt my orientation, others ask me
why i hide it so completely. All this tells me nil
about me but much about them. Really i'm just
your ordinary intelligently paranoid, dislexikc,
monotheistic, solopsistic, homosexual, socially
ferrel, anarchistic, small 'c' christian
phenomenologist (on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and
Saturdays...)

Tom, the Yahoo, and i arrive at camp on
the same day. Only one two-bunk cell is free.
So Tom is my roommate. He distrusts me. I
don't do anything unusual, but still even i,
socially retarded as i am, can tell when i'm not
liked. Since Tom does not initially display his
dislike of me, since he's a crowd follower who
should expose any peculiarity he suspects to the
mob, that being the nature of the mob he
follows; since he believes that the jucltﬁement of
guilt by association is just and since there is
only one 'crime' that it is not safe to expose
your roommate for, it is obvious that he thinks
1'm homosexual. Why his conclusion? Who

knows? On the trip out he talked constantly
with a man on the other side of the bus-aisle.
A man who was obviously, even to me, trying
to pick Tom up. Yet Tom thought he was a
"real swell guy”. Perhaps it was the fact that i
read Paul Scott's The Raj Quartet and he read
Fearless Ninja Warrior magazine that caused
the Initial dislike. He responded to everything
people said with iether his hyaena cackle or
"Whoooohw FUCK ", He's said twelve
sentences so far and 'whoooowh Fuck' is 93%
of them, some others are "my kid brother is
gay, i haven't talked to him since he was
E'welve" (Kid brother, count your blessings) and
Fuck, i just fell off the fuckin' [choose
appropriate object] and fuck, i almost broke my
Fuckin' [choose apgropriate body part].” All
told though, not a bad guy. Not malicious
(that's the important thing). But not much of
anything else. If forty guys were skinning
someone's grandmother i could see him helping
neither party. )

Then there is old Al, 'old' to distinguish
him from me in conversation. He is 32 but
looks fiftyish. His body decay and brain
atroghf' are both due, we suspect, to chronic
alcoholism. To picture old Al, envision a 30%
shaven grizzly with anthrax taking lithium and
LSD, with an alcohol chaser. Old” Al is my
inseparable friend. The similarity in our names
18 enough on his part to warrant
blood -brotherhood. That is, until the ninth day,
when someone, who knows who, tells him that
i'm homosexual.

How do others find out? They probably
know about me the same way that others
'know' that my straight roommate is gay. By
Jumping to conclusions.



“Ugh. Man not from my tribe."

"Ugh. Strange man not smoke peacepipe.”
-Ugh. Sneaky wizard know much magic words."

Ugh. Man is different, different is evil, fag is
evil and different, so he is fag."
lUgh.l'

An unsound but correct conclusion. In any
case the rumours start. Fueled no doubt by my
lack of gracelessness and continued abstinences
from booze and drudgs The rumours do have
one good effect. Oid Al stops being mﬁet;riend
(my prayers to Sredni Vashtar ¢ have been
angwered.) With old Al, the most ridiculous
man on the track, openly hating my guts, most
of the others, for fear of being lumped into the
same muddle-headed category as him, refrain
from open confrontation or conformation.
Well, most refrain. Some have to take me aside
to give me a chance to deny the rumours.
Stumpy Steve, a reformed alcoholic and
redundantly born Christian, with whom i
discussed theology and personal growth, asked
me "Marylou, (my nickname, everybody has a
nickname) are the rumours true?”

"Rumours?” i ask.

"Yeah. That, well, Kou're a fag?"

"Yeah." i keep working. A pregnant pause
follows.

"But you're a nice guy" he says.

I say over my shoulder. "Yeah, you too." I
turn to look at him and ask "Are the rumours
true about your... fornicating with loose
women?"

l}le' smiles, gets back to work and says
eah”.

Others ask, and i make my responses as
straightforward as they have the guts to make
their questions. Finally, as six or seven of us
cluster around the campfire in the woods to
escape the rain, Phil, 'the instigator', asks "So
is it true?” Phil is an amazing character. Bright,
street-smart, glib, creative, a perfect
person-mam;gulator. and pathetic. At least i
find him pathetic. In one of the many schools i
went to while growing up across this nation, it
was a habit to psychologically test all learning
disabled children. In the course of testing my
dyslexia they determined that i had 'a
pathological hatred of conformity'. I said i had
a natural fondness for variety in individuals,
and an understandable sorrow for their
comglete subsumption; also that any
psychological test that was accepted and
administered by the school system, a socializing
agent, would have in it 'a pathological hatred of
nonconformism'. Pathological or not i still find
the maliferous herd mentality galling and
unfathomable. Phil, with an intelligence i envy,
does not need to run with the crowd for
Frotection. He can either abandon, upgrade, or
ead the gestalt mind of his clique. Instead he
aquiesces to its every whim. I feel ill when i
think of that 'gunpowder' brain obscenel
chained to a 'talcum-powder’ will. -

"So is what true, Phil?""

"That you have a black husband.”

When 1 recover from my paroxysms of
laughter i say "For the record, yes i am a

‘-’I'h-e' -god you pray to to kill powerful
malicious unavoiaible superiors. From a
story by Saki.

cocksucking, limp-wristed, candy-assed
buggerer. But no, i don't sleep with 'my black
husband’, i sleep with a knife, and i'll use it,
like i have in the gast. if i get any late-night
callers, understand?"

_ With chalk faces they explain "It's cool,
like, man, no one was even thinking of giving
you a blanket party..." . A blanket party is
where many guys attack one, throwing a blanket
over his head so that he can't identify his
attackers, or fight back. i was later told while
out drinking with the boys in the town, that on
that night an impromptu gathering discussed
whether or not it was moral not to beat me up:
True, some of them liked me, and no, i hadn t
done anything against the camp rules, but still
ghege was a duty to do and a queer to

ash........

Then John, an assistant foreman who really
has his shit ;;Fethcr, pointed out the obvious.
If i was carted off to the hospital, which one of
them would take my ardous job? They
reconsider. I survive. Certain people made
half -hearted attempts to subdue me; none
successful; one resulting in a badly slashed-up
bedsheet. But really they are very decent people.
They push the macho shtik a bit and they do
think 1l of every other race, class, sex, etc., but
that is just their cultural conditioning. Certainly
they are a hell of a lot saner than univeristy
students or executives, but perhaps that's just
Stockholm Syndrome ° in action.

From the confirmation day onward there
are remarks with varying degrees of malice and
humour to which i responded in kind:

"You know, Mary, back home in Lebanon
we shoot fags like you on sight."

"Oh Mohammed, i'm so glad you escaped
with yor life.” )

Jeff, Tom's best friend who loves his long
hair, gets his fleece shorn. Guilt by association,
‘remember. Tom moves into a spare bunk in
Jeff's room. (Good riddance.) Some, like
'Tex', who accept me with a ‘live and let live
attitude, when my homosexuality was just a
rumour, had to disown me afterwards. But fqr
some, like 'Flex', 'Hippy', 'Amy’, 'the Lebs’,
and others with less interesting nicknames, it i§
business as usual. A precarious peace ensues. To
survive i walk a line between sarcastic
self -assertion, and self-denial. Since the weak
are abused, show no weakness, yet don't
threaten.

I tell some lies to stay safe.

1. I have a man at home, (i wish), a )
beautiful oriental, modelled on someone i
knew (oh how i wish), and i am
MONOgamous.

2. That there are 4 other homosexuals on the
gang. At the time i said this i only knew of
2. lgut by the end of the season i discovered
5, making 6 out of 65 men. Could those
fantastic rumours of 10% be true?

; ;hcprom; by which you fear your
kidnappers' wrath so you try to be friendly
to them.



3. The important lie. I am not turned on by
any of the guys on the labour-gang. Truth
is, only 4 of the 60 guys didn't turn me on.
Fortunately all but 5 of them also turned
me right off, and like most homosexuals
my self -control is perfect.

"Mary Lou, when you're in the shower
after work with the rest of us, how do you
restrain yourself?”

"I just have to, Amy. I'd be up shit creek
if i looked at you guys strutting your stuff in
g,xg shower and broke down laughing, wouldn't

1 think i confuse them somewhat. Most of
them have never met a 'pervert-and —proud-
-of -it' before. They ask very strange questions.

"Which one plays the man and which one
plays the woman?"

"Mary, you go to university. You could get
a black guy easy. You know blacks have bigger
pricks, and that's what fags like?" This said by
one of the dusky Indian Sikhs, that comprised
50% of the work-gang. Honest to god, where
does one start to deal with these
misconceptions? . "

"Mary, since you're gay, i guess you ve
tried animals, right?"

"Oh right, of course, sometimes we all get
together and jump into a swimming po i
brimming witn shaved camels and snakes. Don't

you know most of the AIDS cases in the city
are behind bars at the zoo?" Sometimes even
this level of sarcasm escapes them, but by
telling them the worst and weirdest they are
forced, reductio ad absurdum, to realize and
admit - - -because they figured it out for
themseves- - -that their questions and fears are
infantile.

"Mary, of all the kids you've tried, ;ive us
the truth now, which was the youngest?

(T get it, i'm gay, so therefore a
pedophiliac. Ugh.)

"Well once i toyed with a2 woman who was
carrying an unborn boy." They saw through
that one instantly.

"Oh, come on now Mary, the truth?” This
is where i tell them my personal life history.
That i have had three loves in my life and the
first had been beaten to death bi‘;a ueer-bashers
(Let's install guilt). And that i tracked
down his killers, putting some in the hospital.
This is of course untrue, i had already moved
out west by then. ¢

Eventually old Al is collected by the CN
psychiatric ward. With him leaves the constant
reminder of how pathetically irrational
homophobia is. Within 2 weeks everyone with
the exception of my new roommate, the
¢ Some ask me why i hide my orientation,
others ask why i reveal it.



foremen, and a few friends, completely ignored
me. Being ignored means that while i sip my
Drambuie reading Ghormanghast and listen to
Mussorski's Pictures at an Exhibition in my
room my door 1s not flung open by a gang of
men wanting to know if i feel like getting
shitfaced or like 'cracking open' some strippers.
My new roommate, Gerome, still has to deal
with me. He seemes to use the camp as a place
to hide from the police. He tells fantastic
stories of past wealth and shady dealings in
controlled substances. Also endless stories of his
wife and kid (OK Gerome, i get the idea).

He gives me a ride into town to do laundry
when he goes drinking or to see a game. This
taxi service cost me a round of beer for Gerome
and his francophone friends, one of whom i
have great Ivgf respect for.

One of the Sikhs named 'Stretchcd Steve'
also offered me a lift. If Allah breathed not
just life but grace, vitality, and poise into a

lend of Wendy Pini's Rayak and
Michaelangelo's David carved from mahogany,
you have some idea of Stretch's beauty.
Imning a sponge on quaaludes gives you a
similar picture of Stretch's mind. He and his
Sikh friends were going to hop into his big
black van with the crushed red velvet innards,
and drive to Vancouver. I a packed and noisy
dining car Stretch asks re if i want to come
with him. Total and instantaneous. sizn.2
reigns. There are rumours about the Sikhs on
the gang. Everyone is wa'ching to see what i'll

say.

"Sorry. Go without me. Being gangbanged
by a bunch of black bastards isn't my idea of a
good time." Instantly Stretch blurts out:

"We would not! Never! We'd take you one
at a time!" Too late, his hand is slapping over
his mouth, his eyes bulge as he realizes what he
has said.

You don't have to be good-looking to be
good in bed. You don't need to have scholastic
success to be psychologically stimulating. But i
really don't get off on a man with fewer
scruples than a female Praﬁg Mantis.

is is the depressing thing about this
summer job, most of the guys i work with are
real wimps. I don't mean they have weak
bodics. ost all of them are stronger than
me. But as Phil says "You don't think you
work that hard, but i think you work as hard as
you can.” He's pissed off because his friends
have deserted him, leaving us to finish off the
last of the work. A common occurrence, which
leads eventually to my being chosen to go on
the team that earned overtime pay by starting
first and ending last.

I don't mean they have weal: minds. Sure
they look puzzled when i say "Reauty is in the
eye of the narcissist™ as they flex in the
washroom mirrors. Bui they have a gut-level
understanding of human nzture that leaves me
behind. Not partiaily and temporarily, but
comf)letely and permancatly.

don’t mean that they have weak hearts.
They withstand pain better than me and they
show both more courage and seasitivity than
myself. When, for example, i stupidly jump in

the wrong direction from a moving train, hit a
gravel mound and slide down the incline getting
closer to the grinding train wheels, some turn
away nauseated at the prospect of seeing what
would be left of me. I become quite beside
myself at the realization that i might end up
'beside myself' only after Richard, ’ to whom i,
literally, owe an arm and leg, pulls me away
from the edge of the track where i hold to my
grecanous perch, all at great personal risk to
imself.

I saying they have weak wills most never
ush themselvs, physically, mentally or morally.
veryone praises Richard's bravery to his face

but then conclude, because no other conclusion
is politically correct, that he must be a fag to
risk life and limb just to save a fag. It's not so
much the fact that they're bigots, it's that they
cultivate and worship bigotry; even though most
of them privately hate and %_bigots. Most are
so horrified of being persecuted that they
backstab their best friend if it directs the
crowd's malevolent attention away from
themselves. -

Of course there are exceptions; 'Psycho’,
who is most of the time aloof, almost brooding,
and the rest of the time unleashing his violent
physical aggression on innocent inanimate
objects, tells me, "I understand people, they're
all cocksucking cunts, who needs them?" I can
gee Psycho's point. Still i think he is being a bit
hard on all of humanity. Like you and me,
most of the guys on the track have their good
and bad sides. Yet bzing trapped with the same
people i fird their bad sides increasingly
intolerable. My spirits drop so low that the
other guys on the gang complain that i'm just
not keeping up my haif’ of the snappy comeback
conversation. I think i am depressed not
because the boys are imperfect but because i

: &it can't click with these people. I don't mean

ause i am gay and they are straight. The
other homosexuals fit in fine. It is hilarious
watching the straights trying to find the gays,
using only ther misconceptions for a guide; and
the gays trying, guideless because their
misconceptions have been dashed but not
replaced, to find other gagg. Also i don't fit in
with other homosexuals. Sorry to say i find gay
culture more plastic than Macdonalds (where i
never eat) and more glitzy than West Edmonton
Mall (where i never s opg.

I have a few gay friends and could have
hundreds of gay enemies if i were forced to live
my life in a gay ghetto. I also have a few
straight friends and could have hundreds of
straight enemies if i were forced to work on the
same labour gang with them.

1 begin to really look forward to my four
days off in Vancouver so i can take in the
sights, go to an Esperanto conferance {(cu vi
estas samseksemulo?), maybe go to a BCSFA !
meeting, or the U.B.C. and play with their
computers. But most important to get away to

7 With the exception of Richard, all the
names herein have been changed to protect
the innocent, embarrass the guilty and
avoid slander proceedings



Wreck beach and have some totally anonomous
PRIVACY.
arX Lou, how did you get your, ass

sunburnt?” | g

By the end of the season i am really in a
bitchy mood. When they ask "What does your
chink hubby like in bed?", they obviously want
to hear some kinky stol{}/ to distract them from
the boredom of camp life. But do i deliver? No,
instead i give them the most nauseating thing
they can take. ) )

"I think the thing he loves in bed is ... me.”
I start silently counting: one, two, three, four,
someone groans, catching on, five, six, seven
more groans, they all get it now. The sound of
mass wretching graces my vengeful ears. I never
claimed to be a nice guy.

1 may have made the job sound ﬂ’:tty bad.
But who wants to hear descriptions :
if -only-yon-could -have-seen/felt-how-

beautiful/grand-the-scenery/smile/

sense-ofaccomplishment-was-when, etc....
Actually i liked it. It could have been better,
but there are worse jobs (working inside the
post office) and much worse jobs (proofreading
my spelling) and on the whole i don't 7éli5K
dread the 1dea of going back to work. In fact
i'm already packing. Now where the hell did i
stash my suntan lotion, bug repellant, Laurie
Anderson tapes, switchblade...

No brain, no pain.

' A sf. fan club in BC. I crashed at
JoAnn McBride's place. She's a typical fan,
financially poor, mentally rich. She knows
i'm ga[yd and trusts me to babysit her 4
{year old son. Culture clash on the
‘weekends or what?
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British Colombia

BCSFAzine
Barbara Przeklasa, BCSFA, P.O. Box 35577,
Stn. E, Vancouver, BC V6M 4G9. $10/yr or
trades; offset; pp.; 14x21.

Beats me; they haven't been sending it to
me.

Cause Celebre
Garth Spencer, 1296 Richardson St., Victoria,
BC V8V 3El. 15pp.; 21x28; mimeo; $1

In this one-shot MLR supplement, Garth
makes a valiant attempt to trace the short
history of the Canadian Science Fiction and
Fantasy Award (CSFFA). This task is
complicated by the fact that no two accounts
seem to agree on what actually happened and
most of those involved seem to have had only a
foggy notion of who else was involved and what
was going on. (It's amazing that anything ever
actually gets done in fandom, since we seem to
operate on this chaotic basis a lot.) Garth
manages to be reasonably objective and
thorough in his reporting, and so I think that
anyone who was interested now has sufficient
information to form their own opinions on the
remaining issues. Fran Skene, Chair of V-Con
14 (which will present the next CSFFA in May
of 1986), is currently chairing an apa-like
discussion of what to do with the award from
here on in.

The Electric Gang-Bang Pork Chop
E. B. Klassen/Derek McCulloch and friends.
2pp.; mimeo; 21x28.

This one-shot is another in the Derek
McCulloch tradition that any time two or more
fans (who are not related by marriage) get
together, they have to put out a fanzine. This is
why Derek has one of the largest total page
counts in the history of Canadian fandom while
still remaining relatively unknown. Pointlcss
‘verbiage unless you know the participants.

Faces: A Portfolio by Garth.
Garth Spencer, 1296 Richardson St., Victoria,
BC VBV 3El. 10pp.; 14x21; xerox.

Not satisfied with being a first rate fan
writer and editor, Garth has branched out into
artwork. This 14 page portfolio (which was
likely only distributed to other fan editors he
believed might be interested in his artwork
submissions) is very uneven. The cover
self -portrait and a cartoon showing him
answering a long distance phone call from the
shower are quite good, but the other
illustrations are generally...well, betier than 1
could do I guess, but then that's why I collect
rubber stamps. Needs work, Garth.

10

iNe reviewys

From The Ashes Feb. & Mar 85
James Dean Waryk, Science Fiction Association
of Victoria, P.O. Box 1772, Stn. E, Victoria,
BC V8W 2Y1. 4-8pp; 21x28; xerox/mimeo;
$10/yr.

Upcoming events, editorials, club minutes.
Of interest to members only.

The Maple Leaf Rabg #'s 6-17.
Garth §}>cncer, 1296 Richardson St., Victoria,
BC V8V 3ELl. 18pp.; 21x28; mimeo. Available
for news, articles, art, trades, §! or $8/year.
Canada's regular newzine, MLR keeps
getting better and better. Most NCF readers are
presumably already familiar with MLR since
our mailing lists overlap, but if you do not
already subscribe to MLR do so immediately.

The Newzine #'sl-2.
Leonard S. Wong, see below. 21x28; mimeo;

10pp.
I;dews supplement to Plastizine. Ok if you're
at all into comics.

Plastizine #9.

Leonard S. Wong, The Vancouver Comic Book
Club, PO Box 48873, Bentall Station,
Vancouver, BC V7X 1A8. 14x21; 40 pp.; xerox;
$0.50/issue.

A great comics zine, this issue featured
Leonard's editorial on censorship in comics
(fairly well thought out, t0o); Lance Gueck's
review column which focused on great comics
you've mostly never heard about before (rather
than the routine and boring Marvel and DC
reviews found in other zines) and an interview
with underground artist George Metzger. Sadly,
rumour has it that Leonard Wong has quit the
VCBC, so who knows if there will be any
future Plastizines, let alone if they will be able
to maintain this high standard.

Potboiler #8/9.
Lari Davidson, Richards Road, Roberts Creek,
?ZCSXON 2W0; 72 pp.; 21x28; typeset and offset;
Potboiler is still Canada's undisputed
chamcfion fiction zine. This double issue
includes contributions from Billy Wolfenbarger,
Bruce V. Kalnins, Gerald J. Brown, David
Sheskin, Gary Kienberry, Jim Latimer, Jovan
Panich, Gary Magallon, Steve Frederick,
Annette Crouch, Myra Lee, and comics by Earl
Geier. Geier's comics are the weakest pieces in
the issue, but the lad shows potential and
there's lots of other art in this issue which is
quite exquisite. Recommended for anyone
interested in fiction zines.



The Return of the Son of the Second Central
Ganglion, Part IV,

E.B. Klassen, 582 John St., Victoria , BC V8T
1T6. 4pp; 21x28; mimeo. Available for the

usual, or try $0.50.

Bernie's V-Con report, this makes ok
reading, but the artwork- -it looks like the kind
of stuff I cleaned out of my files a while ago.
(Come to mention it, this is the artwork I
cleaned out of my files a while ago.) You know,
Bez;ﬁe. why don't you ask Garth Spencer for
art’

The SFA Digest #7

Jim Welch/Marg Galbraith-Hamilton, ¢/o0
#303-13325105 Ave., Surrey, BC V3T 172;
14x2%; 30pp.; mimeo (brown ink); 3/$4 or the
usual.

Notwithstanding that this issue is subtitied
"Toilets In Space”, it's not a bad little fanzine.
Articles and reviews by the Surrey Contingent
are generally interesting and occasionally even
thought provoking. Worth a subscription.

Alberta

Neology Vol 10, #'s 1-3
Georges Giguere, the Edmonton Science Fiction
and Comic Art Society (ESFCAS), Box 4071,
Edmonton, AB T6E 4S8. 21-26pp.; mimeo
(some colour); 21x28. $8/yr or the usual
Georges continues to put out the best

clubzine in Canada and one which contains
much of interest to readers elsewhere (unlike
many clubzines which are of interest only to
their own members). #2 features a piece on
Russian SF, including a short story, two
paintings, a photo, and a list of Russian fans,
artists, and writers who wish to correspond with
fans in the West. #3 has an interesting piece
on the relationship between fans and art by
AnnDel O'Brien and Tim {ammell (which
pulled too many punches, but should still prove
reasonably controversial). Georges is losing

atience with the locals who have been giving

im a has™time about costs, controversy, and
executive control, so send him a loc and
encourage him to continue. (I strongly supsect
that if Georges gets fed up with all the local
complaints, he will quit and the club will be left
without any newsletter editor at all, as
happened the last time the club gave the editor
a hard time...)

Prefix Code #8
James Saito, Loyalist Association of Star Trek
Fans, P.O. Box 1477, Lethbridge, AB T1) 4K2;
26pp; 21x28; blurry offset(?); $2.95

A typically over-priced Star Trek zine, the
lack of artwork and the unimaginative layout
make this seem even less impressive than it is.
Nevertheless, the LASTF is a very successful
and active club and they take their ST seriously.
(The Assistant Editor, for example, sounded
quite hurt when asked if their continuing ST
story in previous issues was supposed to be a
parody.) Of interest to ST fans.
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To Be Announced #1 & 2.
Strawberry Jam Comics, 1056-73 St.,
Edmonton, Ab T6K 2S8. Derek McCulloch,
Mike Bannon, Paul Stockton, Rick Wilson, and
oompan{. Offset; 18x25 ; 34pp.; full colour
cover; $1.75

Ok, you know and I know that this isn't a
fanzine, but this seems as good a place for a
plug as any, so what the hey.

. There 1s no easy way to describe TBA to the
uninitiated- -how do you make in-jokes about
penguins comprehensible to someone whose
never even heard of the Mike Bannon Fan
Club?--but you might get a glimmering if I tell

ou the lead story in #1 is e Street

lues”. That's right, the cast of Hill Street
Blues finds itself patroling Sesame Street in the
warped universe created by Derek McCulloch
and Mike Bannon. Would you believe the police
having to break up Bert and Ernie's domestic
quarrels? The emphasis in both issues is on TV
R?rod , but not at all like those found in, say,

ad Magazine. The closest approximation I can
think of to describe TBA would be as a comic
book version of SCTV. Well worth the $1.75,
especially since Mike Bannon is bound to
become a syndicated comicstrip artist any
moment, and these will become priceless
collectors items.

e

You Can't Get To Heaven On Roller Skates

Infrequently #1
John Durno, 14307-49 Ave., Edmonton, AB

T6H OH7. 7p€; 21x28; xerxo. Partial colour

cover. Available for the usual.

Wow! John's writing and artwork blow
everything else reviewed in this issue right off
the face of the Earth. It's intellectual, poetic,
witty, insightful, personal, dadaistic, and
entertaining. Which ain't bad for six pages. The
only flaw is that John's typewriter does not like
the letter 'a’, wh<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>