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Pﬂay M@ Seome Shﬁpy@#@?
- Blues...

Sunday, 19th November, my wife’s
birthday, and I'm in the doghouse.
Oh, not because I forgot her birthday,
but I did rather spoil it for her by
sneezing all over the place all day, the
first time I've suffered this allergic
reaction in six months or more. Quite
what has set me off today is anyone’s
guess: put it down to an excess of
Christmas shopping, moving in and
out of over-heated and over-crowded
shops. Whatever the reason, it’s left
me distinctly not one hundred per-
cent on aday when Iboth wanted tobe
bright and cheerful for Pam, and
when I wanted to finish off this issue
of Shipyard Blues, in order to get it
in the mails well before Christmas. I
dunno, maybe that’s the problem.
Maybe it’s the tension of hauling
these issues out so frequently, the
inhuman pressure of quarterly pro-
duction. No wonder Pulp operates
the way it does, with a triumvirate of
revolving editors — that way they
only have an issue every nine months.

You think I'm kidding? Let me tell
you, the last ten days have been hell,
because I've been editing down the
letter column.

I've consciously chosen to pin the loc-
col down to a third of the length of the

zine, to stop it overpowering the rest

~of the zine. That means for this issue,

twelve pages was the limit. Only
trouble was, I was starting with a
forty-three page file of locs! And that’s
locs that have been winnowed down a
bit to start with, since I only type in
fully comments on contributors’ ma-
terial (so I can send them full print-
outs of comments received). Natu-
rally enough, the first third is easy to
lose, chopping out the weakest locs,
those that repeat other people’s argu-
ments, etc. Then you start to sweat as
the loccol starts to take shape, and
various locs are weeded out as the line
of argument on the column emerges.
That gets you down to, say, twenty-
four pages, and loses the fat. Slim-
ming it down from then on is real
blood'n’guts editing, as you weigh
good locs against each other, and lose
every second one, while trying to re-
tain a range of comment on a given
topic and choose locs that represent
all the sides of an argument.

That gets you down to sixteen pages
or so, and you agonise as to whether
the budget will stretch to another four
pages this issue. Having decided that
the easy route is impossible, it’s time
to tear the bleeding hearts out of half-

Q
Shipyard Blues 3 is published by John D. Owen, 4 Highfield Close, Newport
Pagnell, Bucks., MK16 9AZ, United Kingdom. All material © November 1989
J.D.Owen,with nghts reverting to originator on publication. Available for the

usual, at the editor's whim.

2 Shipyard Blues




a-dozen good locs, to add to the char-
nel house floor around my desk. The
last four pages are like murdering
children, accompanied by great sighs
and groans, and covetous glances at
the pages occupied by articles that
could be left until next issue if I really
wanted. Finally the deed is done, and
I stand surveying the corpses of gut-
ted locs, and wonder, “Did I win this
time?”. Only you can answer that.

rurmb lin’' Dewn

Did I really say I wanted a topical
fanzine? I must have been out of my
raving little braincell'! How the hell
can | keep up with events in the out-
side world when even the daily news
broadcasts are turning themselves
inside out trying to keep up with the
speed of change. And such change!
Where does one start to comment on
events in Eastern Europe, which have
already made whole swathes of West-
ern foreign policy redundant, and
which demand that we get our minds
round a situation that many of us
have never seen before in our lives.

The central tenet of the West’s foreign
policy over the years of my life has had
one aim, the containment of Commu-
nism within its Warsaw Pact borders.
Suddenly, Communism is crumbling
throughout Eastern Europe, collaps-
ing under the weight of its own failure
to supply basic needs for its people.
And it is obvious that the Western
governments have not got the foggiest
notion how to deal with these new de-
velopments. The question is, is it
really time to be cautious, to hold onto
the final vestiges of the Cold War
period, or should we be bold, and
weigh in with massive aid to help
these ex-enemies convert to at least

m

semi-capitalist democratic societies?

One thing I do believe is that all the
crowing over the “Death of Socialism”
is misplaced: we are seeing the death
of the one-party totalitarian states,
who were over-centralised to the
point of stagnation. The people may
now want to implement real Social-
ism, to protect the good points of their
system, in a form of mixed economy.
Somehow I doubt that states like East
Germany and Poland are going to be
converted to Thatcherism, especially
with the tarnished example displayed
by our own less-than-glorious Lead-
erene.)

The danger, of course, is that out of
the chaos will come a leader or party
with less than wonderful aims, just as
the chaos of the Weimar Republic
helped establish the Nazi Party in
Germany. That is something we will
all have to look out for. We certainly
live in interesting times, and I sus-
pect the image of the eighties is going
to be the picture of that first bite out
of the Berlin Wall.

Be-Maececed

It's finally happened! I am now to-
tally in hock to the Apple Macintosh,
having replaced my faithful Amstrad
PC1512 with a Mac Plus and a West-
ern Digital 20 megabyte hard disk,
which means I can run all of the soft-
ware that I use to produce Shipyard
Blues at home, and print it out on the
laser printers at work, all without
having to go through a tiresome con-
version process. Of course, nothing in
life is ever easy, as the first hard disk
I had collapsed after a fortnights
work, but was replaced quite speedily,
so it's now all systems Mac-Go!
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How o become @
werewolf

Ingredients:

Chalk, or string.

One iron vessel, one iron tripod.

Any three of the following:

. Asafoetida, Parsley, Opium, Hen-

bane, Saffron, Allow, Poppy Seeds or

Solanum.

One freshly killed cat.

Aniseed.

Camphor

One wolfskin girdle.

Preparation:

Go to a solitary place at midnight
when the moon is new and strong —
preferably a desert, the woods, or a
mountain top. On perfectly level
ground mark off with the chalk or
string a circle with a radius of at least
seven feet. And inside this a circle
with a radius of three feet. In the
centre boil water in an iron vessel on
the iron tripod. As the water boils,
throw in handfuls of the three spices,
meanwhile intoning:

Spirits from the deep, who never
sleep, be kind to me

Spirits from the grave, without a
soul to save, be kind to me

Spirits of the trees, that grow upon
the lees, be kind to me

Spirits of the air, foul and black, not
fair, be kind to me

Water spirit hateful to ships and
bathers fateful, be kind to me
Spirits of the earthbound dead that
glide with noiseless tread, be kind to
me

Spirits of heat and fire, destructive
in your ire be kind to me

Spirits of cold and ice — patrons of
crime and vice — be kind to me

e

Wolves, vampires, satyrs, ghosts,
elect of all the devilish hosts

I prey you send hither, send hither,
send hither, the great grey shape
that makes men shiver!

Removing your upper garments,
smear your body with the fat from the
freshly killed cat, mixed with aniseed,
camphor and opium. Bind your loins
with the wolkskin and kneel down in
the middle of the smallest circle to
await the unknown. The unknown
will appear, or make its presence felt,
when the fire burns blue and quickly
dies out.

And that, in theory, is how you create
a werewolf.

That wasn’t quite where my interest
in werewolves started. It came from
late Saturday night horror double-
bills served in glorious Black and
White from the studios of RKO, Uni-
versal, and American International
Pictures — Universal can claim to
have started the film craze with their
Werewolf Of London, which they
released in 1935, and AIP can claim to
have killed it with their I Was A
Teenage Werewolf released in
1957, and sold as a double bill with
Invasion Of The Saucer Men.

But, like most things in childhood,
and with BBC2 running out of aging
old movies, interest waned and de-
clined, and was finally forgotten.

It wasn’t until 1981 and the release of
John Landis’ An American Were-
wolf In London and Joe Dante’s
The Howling (a beautifully crafted
spoof of the Wolfman movies) that my
interest got revived, aided and abet-
ted by some of the most spectacular
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on-screen transformations to grace
the silver screen, and was hardened
into research when Angela Carter’s
The Company Of Wolves gave a
more serious and thought-provoking
side to what I had previously just
taken for cheap late-night entertain-
ment.

As soon as I started to dig around I
was amazed by the fact that it wasn’t
all just a Hollywood make-believe,
and that there really was a back-
ground and a history to this poor soul
called, for better or worse, a werewolf.

The place tostart should be, ideally, to
define the word ‘werewolf. And here
we have our first problem in the form
of the entry in Brewer’s Dictionary
Of Phrase And Fable (revised
1935), which tells us firstly that it
should be spelt ‘werwolf, or ‘werwulf’,
and that belief in the myth, or truth,
has spread throughout Europe, from
France (the infamous ‘loup-garou’) to
White Russia, and even still exists in
the remote rural areas of Italy and
Brittany.

In fact, so powerful is the imagery
and aura rooted in the name that, .
during the Second World War the &
Germans used it to describe the ==
bands of fanatical saboteurs £

who carried on harassing /#%
tactics against the Allies /#7
after the defeat of Ger- 4 /.1',"’/"
many. Thenameinthis ZF/P"
context implied the
duality of the per- &
son and the fact 4
that they 4
spread fear 4

and de-
struction
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in their wake.

That brings me back to the origins
which goback to the depths of darkest
Scandinavia and the mythological
wolf —the prefix ‘wer-’ is ancient
Scandinavian for ‘man’ and is nor-
mally added to whatever the man is
capable of changing into. So, in the-
ory, you could have werecats, wer-
esnakes and were-tins-of-McEwans.

But, back to the wolf.

During the early period of European
development, the small communities
were based around self-contained
units — enclosed villages, normally
protected by either an overlord, or by
a council of village elders. Agriculture
not being what it is today, and meat
farming not planned to appear on the
scene until the final few centuries, the
main source of meat was still wild
game, and hunting parties were the
suppliers of fresh and/or dried meat.
Any competition was, quite naturally,
frowned upon. Part of that competi-
tion came from the European Black
and Brown bears, but for the most

.. part it came from the Grey, or Timber
F
4 d

.~ wolves.

These wolves inhabited the heav-
. ily wooded areas of Europe —
these were both coniferous
M\ and temperate-deciduous
g% forests that have since

| \ been decimated as vil-
% lages have expanded
§ into the massive in-
dustrial megacities
— and were the
.,  most effective
j carnivorous
animals ow-
ing to




their not only hunting in packs, but
also because they had adapted to
hunt-ing at night. This is where the
myths and legends start cropping up.

Ghosts, ghoulies, witches, zombies,
vampires — creatures of the night —
all stem from Man’s fear of the dark —
a fear of the unknown or unseen —
and with a lack of diversions or enter-
tainment, the imagination runs riot.
Even children automatically create
things under the bed, even if they
never come across a scarey story —
and with pre-Christian society it was
really no different, especially with
wolfpacks hunting by moonlight, call-
ing to other members of the pack
when on the move, and the human
urge to embellish stories told around
fires.

Even the poor wolf’s looks have been
used against him.

Considered a creature of cunning,
deceit, and slyness — hence such
expressions as “A wolf in sheep’s
clothing”, a saying which comes from
one of Aesop’s fables — the wolf was
considered to be either a tool of the
devil, or the devil himself, normally
said to appear in the form of a black
wolf (as opposed to the more modernly
acceptable horned man/man-goat) at
the height of successful covenant ritu-
alsin witchcraft —that’s black magic,
as opposed to white. It was even said
that, should you be in the woods on
your own and you see a wolfbefore the
wolf sees you, then you would be
temporarily struck dumb — people
would say that “He has seen a wolf”.
This later became altered to mean
that someone had been given an unex-
pected fright. The anomaly is also

here that to see a wolf was also a good
sign inasmuch as the the wolf was
dedicated to the old god, Odin, the
giver of victories. Another anomaly is
that Odin is alsoreferred to as Woden,
the God of Agriculture — Woden’s day
being Wednesday, supposedly the
best day for planting.

Actually, for every piece of bad press,
there is also a piece of good press with
wolves laying down their lives for
children, shepherds and more saints
than you can fit on a Papal calendar.
But, as we are talking about Were-
wolves, I'll just stick to the gory bits.

In that respect the destructive wolf
was always a creature of the Gods, or
caused by the Gods themselves. Fen-
rir was the wolf of Loki, the God of
Mischief. The King of Acadia was
turned into a wolf by the God Jupiter
after the King had attempted to test
his divinity (the test was feeding
Jupiter human stew, so I suppose you
could say that there was a bit of provo-
cation). A tribe known as the Neuri,
according to the Greek historian
Herodotus, had the power to assume
the form of wolves once a year, on
which night they went on the ram-
page. The Roman historians Pliny
and Petronius relate several tales,
Pliny about the family Anaeus, one of
which was chosen each year by a kind
of family raffle to become a wolf, a
transformation which lasted for nine
years, anid Petronius tells of a night
when a Roman nobleman decided to
slip out from a banquet for a swift one
with his mistress and, deciding he
would like a little company on the
short journey, he asked a young Cen-
turion to accompany him. Halfway
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along the road the poor man realises
that the Centurion is no longer jog-
ging by his side, so he turns round in
time to see the soldier tearing off the
last of his garb, let out a howl, and
then leap across the field in the form
of a large wolf, the transformation
apparently happening in the blink of
an eye. The nobleman makes rapid
tracks to his mistress’s place, where-
upon he discovers that her livestock
has been attacked by a wolf, but that
the animal had been beaten off with
several spear wounds. Of course the
Roman makes the mental connection,
dashes back home — on the way see-
ing a pool of blood where the Centu-
rion had thrown off his clothes — and
finds that the soldier has been put to
bed with a deep spear wound in his
neck.

That last one may seem fairly de-
tailed — though it is a very rough and
ready translation — but it has to be
said that where Pliny can be consid-
ered as the Roman version of the
Financial Times, Petronius is con-
sidered somewhat akin to the person

who writes the fillers on page three of N
The Sun.

Andthenthere’s the fact that the 484
patter of feet on Christmas ¥ ;
Eve didn’t so much herald ;
the coming of baby Christ, b
or a nimble-footed Santa #/Z
Claus, for there is also 7
the belief that men
born on Christmas
Eve automati-
cally became
werewolves.
There’s no
corre-
sponding
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belief that the month of March is
automatically the month of Family
Planning, but maybe such things
have not been correlated.

Tony Chester, in his piece on were-
wolfery (‘Bad Moon Rising’, which
appeared in Free Lunch issue 3)
rather offhandly dismissed the Amer-
ind/Native American connection, say-
ing that wolf spirits were the base,
and as such did not deserve to be
classified as werewolves. But, accord-
ing to several sources, such is not
really the case, and I quote from Peter
Underwood’s Dictionary Of The
Supernatural (Harrap & Co, 1978),
in which he states that the werewolf
was “said to have been a common oc-
curence among North American Indi-
ans”. This, coupled with information
about the Navajo, and the separate
clans of the Dinee (People Of Dark-
ness by Tony Hillerman — which also
involves the peyote-based church
with connection with Dine’etse-tle,
but that’s a sidetrack), prove rather
the opposite to be the case.

The ability to change into a wolf actu-

.. ally revolves around the Navajo

. witch. A witch is someone of the
% Navajo tribes (‘Dinee’ means
¥/, ‘people’, and the clan names

i | help mark out family lines)
who goes against the teach-
ings of the Holy People
(the bringers of the Law
ORI from the dawn of time

A yataalii (who were
P ‘shaman’ rather
than the Holly-
woodesque
‘witchdoc-
tor’, which




is a contradiction in terms), and goes
against ‘yo’zho’.

There is no word for ‘yo’zho’ in Eng-
lish. It's a sort of combination of
beauty/harmony, being in tune, going
with the flow, feeling peaceful, all
wrapped up in a single concept.
Witchcraft is the reverse of this con-
cept, basically. There’s a mythology
built up around it, of course. You get to
be a witch by violating the basic ta-
boos — killing a relative, incest, rape,
and so forth. And you get certain
powers. You can turn yourself into a
dogor a wolf. You can fly. And you have
the power to make people sick. That’s
the opposite of the good power the
Holy People gave, to cure people by
getting them back into yo’zho.

So, you see, it’s not as insubstantial as
Tony made out, in that it is, as in the
cases that abound throughout Eu-
rope, a physical change brought on by
‘evil’ (and no, at this point I'm not
going to attempt to define what is, or
is not, ‘evil’. I leave that sort of thing
to the experts, after all they do get
paid for it, don’t they...)

Having thus shown that the werewolf
has his own real historical roots, al-
beit in the form of myths and legends,
and that the original werewolves
were creations of either witchcraft or
sorcery, I think it’s time to have a look
at what the werewolf got out of life.

Well, for the most part, power and
immortality... though there were one
or two little setbacks, such as only
normally being active during the
hours of sunset to sunrise, a voracious
appetite for little children, virgins,
and the odd exhumed corpse, and a
penchant for sex with other wolves

(though this has nothing to do with
Queen Isabella, who was dubbed ‘the
She-Wolf of France’, who marred
Edward II, and murdered him by
“thrusting a hot iron into his bowels”).

The power came in the form of creat-
ing fear in others, as well as the abil-
ity for the destruction of property and
human life, and immortality due to
the fact that the body’s soul had been
sold — either in the form of a Chris-
tian type of soul, or as a placement/
position in the hierarchy of the After-
life.

This immortality was incredibly good
up to around the 11th or 12th Cen-
tury. In some areas it was said that
the werewolf’s skin was proof against
steel and bullets, unless the weapon
had been blessed by Saint Hubert —
the patron saint of huntsmen, who
died in 727 AD, and whose descen-
dants were said to possess the power
to cure the bites of mad dogs. In other
areas it was said that the only way to
kill a werewolf was to decapitate the
beast with an iron axe (or just simply
stove in its head with an iron ham-
mer, a la the god Thor). Iron was the
metal of magic and mysticism — and
being magnetic had a fair amount to
do with it — the magician’s lodestone
was a piece of magnetic iron.

Then, as Christianity started to sani-
tise Europe, all sorts of things started
to get mixed into the mythos. Silver
bullets were one addition, supposedly
created by smelting crucifixes,
though I would tend to question the
retention of any ‘powers’ when you
consider you are ineffect destroying a
divine artifact. Holy water was also
supposed to be totally effective
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against these things of the devil, but
there again, the same claims were
also made about Carter’s Little Liver
Pills...

And once Christianity got in on the
act the whole show went downhill
rapidly, especially when, in the 15th
Century, Emperor Sigismund
brought together a council of theologi-
ans who finally decided that the were-
wolf was a reality.

At this point I would like to point out
that, despite the council’s ‘rulings’,
and despite the definite differences
between werewolfery and lycan-
thropy, the most famous reporting of a
werewolf is not a werewolf at all, but
arather odd case of lycanthropy. Here
I'm talking about Jean Grenier, the
thirteen-year-old French boy, who
died in 1610, aged approximately
twenty years old.

According to reports, he had un-
kempt, long red hair, dark olive com-
plexion, small, deep-set “and cruel-
looking” eyes. His teeth were strong
and canine in appearance, protruding
over his lower lip even when his
mouth was closed, while his hands

were large and powerful, with ¢

like talons”. R
But it was Grenier’s own \\\\\: )
claims that set people & _} \
against him, be- = §
cause he would, 7”
acording to lo- /7
cal reports, '
tell girls 4%
that he RS
some- :
times i

= ;l}\\
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wore a wolf-skin, and when he did he
became a werewolf — he even de-
scribed killing and eating dogs,
sheep, and little girls. Among his
claims was that he had sold himselfto
the Devil, who “appeared as a black
man in the depths of the forest; a man
who had ‘signed’ him with his nail on
each thigh, given him a salve and a
wolfs pelt”. There-after, whenever he
used the unguent and the wolf-skin,
he seemed to be transformed into a
wolf, and in this shape had attacked
and eaten animals and children.

This all led, in 1603, to president
Dassis ordering Grenier to be impris-
oned perpetually in the strict Francis-
can friary of Saint Michael Archan-
gel, at Bordeaux. There, it is reported,
no sooner had he been admitted than
he dropped to all fours and ran fran-
tically about the cloisters and gar-
dens until, finding a heap of bloody,
raw offal, he quickly consumed it.

Grenier died seven years later, during
which time there were several inde-
pendent accounts of his case written

up.

. Yet, and this I feel has to be

®, stressed here, this is just a
B rather sad case of lycanthropy,
@\%, for never once was any
B¥Ve, transformation reported
or recorded either by
R the independent in-
‘ vestigators, or by
\\\ the Franciscan
N \ monks them-
NONREREE ) selves. Hav-
YRS ing said
that, I
feel




it’s time to get back to werewolfery.

With the Church making the were-
wolf a reality, they were then able to
go ahead and persecute it into the
ground. So much so that, even in the
18th and 19th Centuries, people were
being charged with the crime of being
a werewolf — a crime which carried
with it the death penalty — notably it
was the French and the Germans (or
the principalities that were later to
become Germany, that is). This was
considered quite a handy way of dis-
posing of your enemies, especially if
all else has failed.

Sadly, around this time the Industrial
Revolution came along, Science took
over from Superstition and if you
couldn’t offer hard evidence then it
just didn’t exist in the New Order of
things. The forests that had provided
a home for the wolf had also been
decimated, used for fuel and building
materials, and the poor wolf driven to
extinction.

And, with the root source cut away, it
was left up to technology and the
early European cinema to re-estab-
lish civilisation’s need for fear and
horror — and, with the films and the
scriptwriters being imported into
Hollywood, it didn’t take them too
long to revive the mythos — Univer-
sal Studios created the first werewolf
movie in 1913, calling it simply The
Werewolf, and then left the subject
alone for a further 20-plus years be-
fore creating the movie fad for the
wolfmen with their Werewolf Of
London. And with the introduction
of Hollywood, it wasn’t long before the
myths were expanded and added to as
the cameramen and directors saw fit.

Yet, today, the original beliefs still live
on in the more remote regions of
Europe — the birthplace of most of
our superstitions and fears. So much
so that one Doctor Michael Aquino,
the high priest of the Temple of Sett
since 1976, is going through Europe
in search of new members for his
‘Church’, as well as going to France
specifically in search of the Loup Ga-
rou.

The Temple of Sett, by the way, is
based in San Francisco, has two
hundred dedicated members, all of
whom can recite the Lord’s Prayer
backwards, and is the only one, out of
the two Satanist Churches, to claim
(and get) tax exemption from the US
Government as it has declared itself
to be a non-profit organisation.

As to whether or not werewolves exist
—well, they say that seeing is believ-
ing, and as yet there are no first-hand
reports, or even personal interviews,
to examine. But you can balance that
with the fact that there has always
been a belief in were-animals, every
age-established world religion has
them. And there’s never smoke with-
out fire...
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Real Writers Deon’t Write
- "Blami”® And *Arghi®
by
Flilary Relinsemn

I've been writing Science Fiction and
Fantasy short stories for about eight
years now (with varying degrees of
success) and I realise that writers of
other genres quite often don’t regard
writers of SF as Real Writers. It was
quite a shock to be therefore, to dis-
cover that writers of SF don’t regard
writers of comic strip as Real Writers.
A touch of the Captain shouting at the
Lieutenant, who therefore shouts at
the Sergeant, who shouts at the Cor-
poral, who shouts at the Private, who
kicks the dog. Right? Everyone needs
someone to look down on

Now don’t get me wrong, the standard
of writing in most teen/adult comic
strips is low, due to the fact that a lot
of comics writers have read nothing
but comics all their lives and the
medium is seriously inbred. I person-
ally find American superhero stuff
unreadable. Alan Moore, the one
comics writer that non-comics read-
ers may have heard of, said in an
article on the subject: “Comics writers
have no idea of how Tennessee Wil-
liams managed to write A Streetcar
Named Desire without ever once us-
ing the phrase “What the...?””
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But if “90% of everything is crap”
(including SF and F and Comics) then
there is 10% that’s atleast all right.
Comics suffer from their name. Comic
implies funny, and while there is a lot
of humorous stuff around, there are
also serious issues to be discussed. I
know that the majority of readers of
this article are not comics readers so
relax, this is not lecture time. I don’t
see myself as a crusader for comics.
This is one person’s experience in
changing, not so much genre (I still
consider I write SF albeit of the soap-
opera type) but medium. I've swop-
ped text-only for heavily illustrated
words.

Writing is a solitary occupation, and
in text fiction there’s only you, your
editor/publisher (if you’re lucky) and
your readers. If you succeed you get
allthe glory. In comicsthere’s an extra
character in this scenario, the artist.
And if you succeed, he gets most of the
glory...

OK that sounds like sour grapes. I
don’t mean it, but the artist can make
or break your story in a way that
nobody but a typesetter can ruin a
text story. If you happen to strike up a




good collaborative relationship with
your artist it’s helpful, but often you
just get paired up at random with
whoever happens to be available. It’s
the luck of the draw. Someday, I'd love
to present the same script to half a
dozen artists and just look at the dif-
ference in interpretation.

There’s a lot less hard slog in a comic
strip. A short story is roughly in the
region of 3,000-5,000
words. A five page epi-
sode in a comic is approx
250-300 words. A twelve
episode story may end
up at 3,500 approx, com-
pared with 60-80,000
for a novel. We are talk-
ing late nights here for
anyone trying to bash
out a novel in his/her
spare time, I know, I've
done it. But in those
60,000 words you have
time to deal in loving
detail with the nuance
of a single glance or the
colours of a sunset. An
artist will barely spare
you one frame for a
meaningful glance and
the sunset is going to be
black and white anyway
in British comics.

As a short story writer I've never had
more than “I saw your story in Augu-
ries” or “Did you write that story in
Imagine?”, whereas as a 2000AD
scriptdroid I get “Are you really Hi-
lary Robinson? Would you sign my
comic?” Occasionally I get “Are you
Hilary Robinson??” meaning “I
thought you were just somebody’s

Mum...” My ten year old son got fed up
with his friends in Donaghadee Pri-
mary School refusing to believe that
H Robinson was his mother, until I set
one of the Tales From The Dog-
house, which normally take place on
some other planet, in Donaghadee
Harbour. And we’ll have no jokes
about Northern Ireland being on
another planet, thank you!

Was I a Real Writer when
I wrote short stories and if
so, why am I not one now?
I was disappointed to find
Harry Harrison and Terry
Pratchett being so holier-
than-thou about comics.
Mind you Terry Pratchett
did try and comfort me by
saying there were worse
, things to be than a comics
writer (I think he meant
unemployed, or dead...).
All T would say is that
comics people are more
open-handed and gener-
ous in their support to
newcomers than I ever
found in SF fandom.
Come on folks, we’re all in
this together. Maybe I'm
writing for a particular
audience, a different au-
dience, but I'm just a
writer (I must be, I have to pay tax on
it) and I think I'm Real even if I do
write:

Frame 20

Jenarit and Foskar Marines open
fire on each other

FX (Jenarit): ZZAK! EEE!

FX (Marines):BLAM! ARGGHHH!

= Shipyard Blues 13



IO PROBE OR
NOT 1O PROBE?

2y
- WMlie Rogaers

I recently saw a programme on T.V.
about intrusive investigative journal-
ism and still couldn’t make up my
mind after the the programme ended.
Basically what was being asked was:
are journalists too intrusive of private
lives? I have to say that I don’t read a
lot of newspapers and I don’t watch a
lot of T.V. interviews so I confess that
my knowledge of journalism and re-
porters is somewhat limited. (And
since when has such a thing stopped
anyone from having opinions?)

From the impression that I have gath-
ered I think that all too often
reporters are too intrusive at times of
stress and misery; they pester their
victims cruelly with no consideration
as to what they might be suffering.
Perhaps I'm odd, but that sort of thing
does not interest me.

Suppose, for example that “Mrs. A”
has lost her son through a tragic acci-
dent. I want to know what happened
and why he died (was it preventable,
was he careless? that sort of thing):
what I don’t want to know is how she’s
feeling, how much she misses him,
what he was like as a baby, child or
whatever. I assume she’s sufficiently
human to feel grief and misery (and so
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am I) so I don’t need to have it spelled
out for me. Do other people need it? I
wonder: are there really so many
people — capable of reading a news-
paper — who cannot imagine for them-
selves something of what she is going
through? What I don’t understand is
that, as some interviews on that pro-
gramme showed, that treatment of
misery is not needed, is not liked —but
isread avidly! People are willing to go
onreading what they don’t approve of
rather than change their regular
newspaper. It seems they don’t even
complain to the Editor if there is
something they don't like.

I realise that people like us (fen) will
write a letter at the drop of an aitch
and that others find it a major under-
taking — so will comment and com-
plain to their mates but do nothing
constructive aboutit; but I find it hard
to accept that they won'’t stop buying
their usual paper, even for only a
week, so that the Editor knows that
something has displeased his custom-
ers. Surely people buy a particular
paper for more than the crossword or
the cartoons it contains? Or am I
being naive and people really do enjoy
reading about others’ emotions but




say what they think is expected of
them when interviewed?

However, having said all that, there is
still the investigative side of journal-
ism, which I think is a vital necessity
for our way of living. We need some-
one to ask awkward questions, dig
deep and if necessary pester, where
there is a suggestion of wrongdoing.
And that I think is the pivot of the
matter. Investigating wrongdoing.
The reporters should check that Mrs.
A’s son did die accidently and was not
killed, but once that is established
they should leave her alone. On the
other hand, suppose it wasn’t an acci-
dent, that is was really, say, a gang-
killing, what then? Then, while still
feeling very sorry for Mrs. A, who may
be severely shocked to find out her son
was mixed up with gangs at all, I
think investigation should go ahead
about his death, the circumstances
and reasons and so forth. Not, you'll
notice, about Mrs.A’s feelings and
misery, but about her son himself. Not
instead of a police investigation, but
with it. Perhaps, however painful,
about Mrs.A herself, to establish her
non-involvement if that’s the case.
There should be accurate reporting of
what is discovered, not fiction or
supposition the reporters have made
up from snippets of information they
have garnered, which may be wrong
in the first place, but which will “sell”.

I think many journalists do a good job
of exposing minor and major illegali-
ties and they are to be supported and
encouraged. Yet I hesitate at the
means by which they make their dis-
coveries. I realise that much of what
they do can’t be handled with kid

S —

gloves— from Watergate to Rachman-
ism much of their investigating is
nasty and I suppose you have to fight
fire with fire to a certain extent. They
can’t handle foulness without getting
their hands dirty so have to be pretty
tough and persistent — and, of course,
within the law.

Adding to the difficulties of investi-
gating, or even just reporting, must be
the aspect of “private lives”: where to
draw the line? I can’t help feeling that
people who get themselves into the
public eye as a means of earning a
living are more or less setting them-
selves up for all that the journalists do
and say about them.

And yet....and yet... Surely there
must be some limit as to what is
“permissible reportage” and what
isn’t? Surely there should be some few
shreds of privacy left about anyone. I
haven’t wanted to know what they
like for breakfast or what they wear
(or do) in bed, so I find it easier to let
their private lives be private. I find I
can’t imagine what it’s like to want to
know every detail about an idol. So I
have little patience with the “pappar-
izzi” photographers and reporters. I
keep putting myself in “the idol’s”
shoes and of course they don't fit! Can
someone tell me if they really do enjoy
all the coverage they get? (Forget
about how good it is for business.) I
sometimes wonder if there is too
much exposure so that the subject
begins to lose its appeal and becomes
boring. Yet I know there are maga-
zines that sell solely on what is virtu-
ally gossip about well-known
people.... ( and how did they become
well-known, I whisper to myself...) so
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there must be a ready market for
them, however little they appeal to
me. Do the reporters have to be intru-
sive to get their information ? Is it
really such a competitive market that
anything extra a reporter can dig up
is welcomed? I would like to know. I
think here, of the Daily Express
magazine supplement , DX, which I
find is the most boring waste of paper
that I've ever read (the few times I've
looked at it!). I gather there are many
others to be had.

So we’re back, almost, to where we

started: intrusive or investigative
journalism? I'm not sure how much
the final responsibility lies with each
individual Editor: how he instructs or
guides his reporters on the sort of
information he wants and whether he
is interested in how it is obtained.
How much should he decide I should
know? I want factual information:
correct as far as possible and not too
personal. I want to make up my own
mind based on that and not rely on
someone else’s judgement or supposi-
tion.

—

©Shep....
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A.Noene,

Rote Ane Wrotien Books

Reader

In the past few years, there have been
a number of Best fantasy and SF
booklists; this essay is intended to
redress them, though it is not the ob-
vious Worst, which is too subjective. It
is a series of comments on authors I
admire and collect, but who have on
occasion produced a work which (in
my view) gives a wrong impression of
their talents and capabilities. I have
not included those authors I have
never liked, because typing out every-
thing they wrote took too long. So, for
those authors I like, but who prove
perfection isn’t possible:

Aldiss, Brian W: Life In The West. A
flat stilted construct, full of Aldiss
motives and motifs. At moments it
reads like a travelogue done from a
street-map, and its emotional content
is strictly angst and adultery. His
dedication for Helliconia Spring
says of Life: “My partial success left
me ambitious and dissatisfied”. Good
editing would leave only the last
word.

Anthony, Piers: Neq The Sword.
Anthony’s brutality can resemble
sadism at times, but this book comes
closest. Reminiscent of those 1950s
magazines with articles like “Nude
Lovelies For Hitler’s Crazed Dwarf”,
this farrago of mutilation, endless

violence and despair, is a poor end to
a clever trilogy.

Benford, Gregory: Timescape. Sel-
dom has the end of the world seemed
so dull. Benford, so determined to
keep verisimilitude that he used
himself and twin brother as charac-
ters, and then amused himself with
petty betrayals and death, wrote a
book at no point of which did I feel the
slightest tension, stretching of intel-
lect, or interest. Greg 124C41 + expli-
cating a theory... and didn’t anyone
else die in the 1960s to form a parallel
world?

Bester, Alfred: Golem-100. The book
which prompted this article. The one
Bester thought nobody understood
but which many understood too well.
Based on a superb novella, this
segues into a loopy multi-approach
narrative that doesn’t ring true for an
instant, and culminates in an appall-
ingly vicious (and impossible) act
having nothing to do with the rest of
the book. Bester spitting — but who
at?

Bradley, Marion Zimmer: The
Shattered Chain. Darkover accreted
rather than grew, and exotics like the

Free Amazons could exist without
real explanation. When Bradley gave
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they and Darkover fell to pieces —
given the absolute chauvinism of
Darkovan males, the aims of the
charter would have seen the Amazons
dead within the first two generations,
without progeny. Yet the series in-
sisted they’'d existed for centuries in
her increasingly biased tales.

Brunner, John: Stand On Zanzibar.
I know, and it’s not the only award
winner in this list. Aside from its
time-dislocation (which makes non-
sense of its supposed verisimilitude),
the book has no gradat<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>