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JUNK IiIL  DBver since I first took
out a subscription to
Ik I have become a
regular recipient of junk mail., I
used to be bothered that my name and
address was being passed on to mail
order companies as a possible
sucker, but now I'm used to the
idea. And besides, ['m now getting
my own back. ilost of the junk mail
I recieve come equiped with Business
2 Henly Pfost envelopes whereby I don't
Lot L s e e D oy £o1 Bhe post £ m
S T A TR ave 1o pay 10T e postage o1 my
order, should I wish to send off for
whatever they are trying to sell.
It used to be a gquick trip to the
rubbish bin for any junk mailj now I put it through a slight detour. I
take that OSusiness Reply Post envelope, rip off some of the advertising
literature, stuff the latter into the former and put it back into the
sostal system. And wonder about who is now recleving the junk mailj; I
know it is junk mail as soon as I see the snvclope but they don't know
it is junk mail until after the envelope is open. IREEEEE ce okt hinls
they have to pay to recieve this junk mail but I imagine they have an
arrangement with the nost office to pay one large, yearly sum no matter
hew large the volume of mail.
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editorial columi
by Irwin Hirsh

Lecently the amount of junk mail I recieve has inereased. With this i
ncticed that the vast majority came from the same address. So I decided
to collect the reply envelopes until I get about 20 and send them all
off on the same day. I hope the student taken on fx. the handling of
these envelopes has a chuckle when he or she realises that part of the
work he or she is paid for doesa't add to the company's profits.
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If a dog bites a man it is not news.
If a man bites a dog it is news.

If a dog bites a man 1t is not -news.
BUib e ke st assy Hsisecrss ks cHulidiibels

e  cmem  Gmeies  cemem e vmem e mems e mwem e e

KELATIVITY iy mother's car has a dashboard clock that is always fast.
henever I drive the car L set it back to the 'real' tinme.
My parents have recently been overseas, sO for six weeks I
was the only person driviag the car. 4After a while I ooticed that &
didn't have to turn the clock back as much as when my mother had also
becn using the car., Instead of turning it back 15 minutes I might have
to turn it back only 4.

The thing is that I was using the car about as frequently as when my
mother is home. Hhich i to say that the car was being used a lot less
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than usual. It therefore follows that the less the car is used the
slower the clock goes. Does this mean that the less the car is used the
less time it taices to travel somewhere?

This space reserved for the obligatory
explanation of ithy This Issue Is Late.

A REVIEW: "PHRER LMAGINARY BOYS #1, June 1931. Edited by Robert
Anderson, Iric Parkhill and Alan Smith, 2/416 Dandenong
Rd, dorth Cauifield, Vic 3161. I feel partly to blame
for this little fanzine, as its three editors are friends of mine
from college and I am the one person who introduced them to fandom
and fanzines. [ also feel embarrassed for this fanzine as it
commits nearly all the sins of fanzine production. HNot only is
printing on one side of the page and double spacing a waste of
money, it is a bad layout trick. Add to this the lack of typing
continuity, where things like the margin sizes change almost from*
page to page, and the use of horrible arit, and you don't get an
attractive looking fanzine. And the written contents doesn't fare
much better. The title of the fanzine comes from the first album
of The Cure, one of today's better rock groups, and all threc.
editors devote some space in their columns to praising this group.
But i is not enough to describe a group's music as "atmospheric"
and leave it at that. You have to go on to tell us how they build
up that atmosphere, what it achieves and what it effects in the
listener. And after rcading Alan's expectations of the
forthcoing Australian tour by The Cure I can only expect him to
be disappointed. He comes out expecting the greatest concert ever
rather than the more mature expectation of a good concert, and if
it is excellent that is a nice bonus. Alan reads like a 12 yoar
old tenny-bopper who uncriticaly loves anything that appears on
Countdovn, rather than the thoughtful music connoisseur I know him
to be. <Then there are the anecdotes the editors present, which
are not funny, uninsighiful and Jjust of the "then I did..." - .
variety. In all, this fanzine shows that unlese you are extremely
t lented or extremely lucky it is not a good idea to rush into
publishing fanzines upon discovering the beast. It is far more
advisable to spend a year or two recieving as many fanzines as
there are, loccing those that you enjoy, maybe contributing to
them, and generally cbsorbing as much as there is in the field of
fanzines. The only good thing about this fanzine is that not many
copiecs were printed due to the expensive method of reproduction,
the use of a college photocopier. And then, somehow, knowing the
editors, I doubt we'll ever sece a 2nd issue, which in itself, could
be said to be the best thing about this fanzine."
- irwin Hirsh, TEYJE, July 1981.
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dot the start you would expect for a fanzine that was to become one of
Augtralia's best ever. But tiiat is the way things started for THREL
LiyGLuARY 8015, and it did develov into such a great fanzine. It lived
for only 9 issues, nublished over a 8 month period, and never had a
print run of more than 60, but by its final 4 or 5 lssues it had reached
the status of a true focal point for its readership. Its editors were
recieving more than 30 letiers—ocf-comment per issue and had a large
group of people offering unsolited articles and ragular columns. THREE
LdeGLHARY BOYS was a fanzine that peonle wanted to appear in, rather
than just praise, aad there was a trumendous feeling of comaderie among
ite readers. In February of 1982 the thrse editors killed the fanzine
as they felt they had done as much with it r as they could.
apdrew Browm and L made that the lead item in the ilarch issue of THYME
and devoted much svace to a descrintion of its achievements. (Ne were
helped by the fzct that in the szme issue we announced the results of
the Thymeroll, in which TIB came in first in the best fanzine category.)
Our description of the fanzine ended off with the prediction of a

Ditmer nomination.

By now I imagine I've totally lost you, as none of this is trus. There
never was a fanzine called THREE IMAGLIARY BOYS, and 4ndrew and I never
reprorted any of this in THYlML. Though, we very ncarly could have.

Hoaxes and iwerds.

It all had to do with Hoaxes ang .Awards. One Sunday in mid 1981, while
working on an issue of THY.E, fAndrew and my conversation seemed to be
stuck on two topics. Hoaxes and Awards. Andrew had just read my copy
of Harry darner Jr's 4 WEALTH OF FABLE, and we were most impressed with
the chapter on fannish hoaxes. Ule spent a while discussing those hoaxes
and generally marvelled at the energy people put into bringing them to
fruitation. After a while our topic of coaversation turned to awards,
particularly fan awards. Both &ndrew and I aren't great fans of awards,
and I was outlining my plan for an editorial in SIKAWDER on the subject.
I was using this discussion to test the reasons for my contempt.

They are: 1) I'd noticed that there zre a number of neople who aren't
active in fanzines but supnort the idea of awards. They quite =eriously
nominate and vote for the best that they zeec., However, due to their
lack of activity they don't get all fanzines, and probably not even a
majority of them. Therefore they can't give a highly informed ovinion.
2) I don't believe anyone is involved in funzine fanac with the sole aim
of winning an award, and that the winning of an award is just incedental
to the fanac. The absence of such ancaicrd would not result in the
reduction of the quality or quantity of any fanzine fanac. But take
avay the egoboo and creativity aspects and the attraction towards
activity in fanzines just would not be there. £3 an analogy L take you
back to the evening of 24th September, 1979. Feter Moore had jusut been
announced the winner of the Brownlow iledal as the Begt and airest
playver in the 1979 Victorian Football League season. tloments later he
was telling a live TV audience that he would gladly give up the medal if
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it guaranteed a Collingwood win in the Grand Minal. He plays football
with the aim of being a member of a premiership tecam, and in his efforts
to achieve that aim he played so well that he was judged the best
individual player in a team competition. The following Saturday
Collingwood lost the Grand Mincl. 3) The presence of the award can be a
distraction to providing the recipient of the award with the egoboo and
encouragement in some more effective way. A fan editor could put out a
fanzine in January or IFebruary, and due to the genzral lack of direct
responscy, not put out another issue for the rest of the year. However,
that issue mry be of suffienct quality to gein a Ditmar nomination -
which, I guess, requires 12-15 nominations. WJow, if those 12-15 pcople
had "ritten a really good letter-of-comment within about a month of the
publication of the fanzine, the fan-ed would very easily have recicved
the impetus to find the energy to publish freguently and strive for an
evenl higher level of excellance. 4in issue of a fanzine th&t recieves
excellent letters—of-comment from 15 Australians are few and far
between. I can't imagine any fanzine editor that would rather see 15
people anonymously nominate his/her fanzine for an award, quitc a while
aftcr publication insteadzof wmpite excellent locs immediatly after
publication. It is a lot easier to list your 5 favourite fanzines for
nomination for an award than it is to write each fanzine one extra loc
per year, and given the choice it is easy to see what people would do.
And I believe people do, unconsciously, make that checice. (ily
indecision towards fan awvards started in 1979 with the release of the
Ditmar nominations for work in 1978. In the Best Fanzine category [
could name 5 fanzines that were better than the 5 that were nominated.
I mentioned this in a distribution of Applesauce (a Sydney based apa)
and in response recieved a list of reasons why my 5 didn't make the
list. Only one issue published or not widely distributed or the-name-
changes caused confusion; all of which are the true reasons those
fanzines were not nominated, but aren't acceptable in award that is
supposed to be honouring excellence, and go a long way towards
cheapening such an award.)

S0, Andrew and I were sitting there, discussing these points, when it
occured to us that it is poseible to have a non-existant item or person
make the final ballot of the Hugo or Ditmar ¢ivurdi. If there was the
Best Panwriter Hugo in 1958 would Carl Brandon have been nominated?

From the accounts L've read of Carl's popularity it sounds like he would
have won such an award. I@or sure, at the time the only people who knew
of the non-existance of Brandon were the small group -i:0 had created
him, but then, as recently as 1981 we've had the Denvention IL comaittee
wonder aloud along the lines of 4what is this WARHOOL 23, and why is it
getting so many nominations for the 3est Hon-sf Book and Best Manzine
liugos?! As far as Andrew and I could see just because an awards sub-
committee has never heard of -n item is no reason to exclude it from the
final ballot should it recieve the requisite number of nominations. 4nd
if such an item recieves those nominations that, in itself, is proof of
that item's existance. Andrew and I decided to arrange for an
non—existant fanzine to make the final ballot of the 1982 Ditmars. e
figured that 20 nominatipng would be more tnan enough, and we started to
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think of 20 pecple who probably shared our contempt. Within 3 minutes
we had come up with 15 names, aind wWe were ol our way.

But then we decided to 70 one step furtiher and have people anticipate
this fanzine appear on the ballot. Aund via a series of asking A 2
questions, discussing logicistics and anticipating problems, we came up
with a blue print outlining our six month plan of attack.

‘he review I 'reprinted' earlier was the first step in that plan. It
may strick you as odd that the fanzine we wanted to champion as one of
Australia's best ever we give such a bad review. Lt was designed to
kave no-oine want to get onto the TL3 mailing list. We didn't want to
have anyonec calling us out on the existance of this fanzine prior to our
timely anznouncement of the hoax. Irom here on none of the fanzine's
improvement was to be reported in THYiE, apart from the occasional
oblique reference, until we revorted that its editors had decided to
kili off the fanzine. As I mentioned earlier we were to report this in
the same iszue as the results of the ThymePoll. Our reason for
conducting the Poll were to help out over the hoax. It seemed
reascnable to us to use a poll/award to show up another poll/award°

ind as L sit baek, here and now, I stilll marvel.ay the energy those
peonle put into their hoaxes back in the 'SUs. The only reason Andrew
and [ nevser carriecd out ithis hoax is because of a distinct lack of
cnergy. Before we were to commit a word to the stencils of THYME we
vanted to write to the people we nceded as our wartners in crime. e
were to exvlain what we were doing, why we were doing it, and ask for
their co—operation — which was to nominate WL3 for the Ditmar and drop
an occasional oblique line about it in their writien fanac of dan and
Peb, 1982. Andrew and I never got around to writing one of those
letters. 4 look-back at our laclk of energy as systematic of Australian
fanzine fanac of the last few years: a rlace of little life where things
get done out of a matter of course rather than a matter of creative
urgency, a place where apoligising for & lock of excellance takes an
uithealthy precedence over striving for that excellance. And £ also look
over our blueprint and L realise that, at least, I managed to write my
SINANDEX editorial discussing my contemnt for awards and award systems.

— [rvwin Hirsh

Spent most of 1976 trying, unsuccassfully, to break into the film
industry as a script writer. [Mirst sy ageat's husband Peter and [ urote
o script called JAW MAN, which was about this scientist who injects
hiaself wiih shark antibodies (he's trying to find a cure for cancer
and turas into a shark man. Before you can tuwitch a fin he's going
berserk in a fish restaurant and attacking veople in public swimming
poolg., Pinally he kills a girl in her own bathtub. 'Gee!' I hear you
cjaculate, 'shat a great film that would have made!' And I agree. 4
fiin producer even bought aa ontion on it, but Le's making a film about
the tiombles instead. That's show tiz. _

- John Brosnan, letter in Join Bangsund's PAREAGON PAPERS 1
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Times were much better then for
employment than they are today, but I

had quit the job I had without any idea of
how I was going to gst arnother, and to say
the least I was then hardly the most
enployable verson in Australia.

Tvo years beforey, I had dropped out of
University by catestrophically failing in my
second year. L had been studying to become a
netallurgist, but things had gone wrong.
Besides, I wasn't really sure that L wanted
to spend the rest of my life working at iount
Tom £rice or at Dbroken Hili, Since then, I'd
been a tram conductor, an unemployed bum for
eight months, and I had even spent a week
working for Space Age Books.

Finally, I got a job as a base—grade clerk in
the Public Service. However, I had luckily
been saved from that Bate worse than death
vhen L was offered a job at the beginning of
1972 by Carey Handfield's father, who ran a
public relations consultancy. That job gave
me my first real experience in writing and in
dealing with printers and graphic designers.
One day, many years from now, I shall write
about the year and a half I spent in that
job, but this is not the time. Suffice it to
say that I found it difficult to get on with
the boss, and that, to be perfectly honest, I
was almost totally incompetent at the
administrative side of the work. By a series
of careless blunders, I had almost managed to
losa the firm two valuable accounts. But I
was young and inexperienced, and had been
rather thrown in at the deep end.

The end result ofi a year of increasing misery
was that I decided that, for my own good, I
had to quit.

So there I was, without a job again. I had
no quelifications worth a damn (L understand
that in [ndia, people are guite happy to list
3.5c.(failed) at the end of their name, but
it doesn't go down well here). ily experience
was in a limited field, and in a field that [
was in no real hurry to get back into. And
my self-confideace was at an extremely low
ebb.
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It was in this state of despair that i spoke ons day to Paul Stevens.
sow, before I go much further, I have to say that onc thing I am not
good at doing is remembering names. Therelfore the following narrative
will be liberally sprinkled with made-—up nanes to st L SLo ! SEeRal sy
deficient memory.

Paul said "Tou still looking for a job?" "Yeah,® I said. "Hell, I was
talking to Piotr O-=—————, the guy who runs RATS magazine- He's looking
for someone to sell advertising for it. I suggested you." "Hey,

great," L said, "thanks a lot!".

Jow, RATS was a wierd monthly magazine that had been running by then for
sbout four months. It was full cf satirical cartoon sirips, writien by
Piotr and drawn by his wife, or by other neople. A lot of fans had
comething to do with the magazine, and Lee Harding had 2 number of his
science fiction storiss published in it, but it wasn't a science fiction
magazine by any stretch of the imagination, nor was Piotr a fan. He
became hostile when people called RATS a fanzine. And inde«d he was
right. RATS had a circulation of about 4000, waz produced by web offset
orinting, and ran threes colours on ths cover.

S0, as'you may imagine, I was wrapt in the idea of working for the
magazine. I didn't really know much about it at that stage, though 1
had seen one issue, and I dida't know Piotr or his wife, Laurel(?) at
all. 3ut Paul gave me the details, amd I rang up Poitr. le seemed very
ccen, and we arranged to meet.

dy financial situation.comes into the picture here a little. I had
saved about $500, a reasonable amount in those deys, but I was =tiil
paying oft my car, a Ford Bscort L nicknamed the furple Pollutomobile.

I was still living at home with my parents, but Druce Gillespie, who was
leaving to go cverseas for an extended trin in three months, had
suggested that I might like to take over his flat in Carlton Street
while he wag away, and I was very enthusiastic about I SRS LG o1
course, that would mean starting to nay rent.

HATS was Tun from an old two-storey building in Horth Carlton on the
corner of a road thet becomes Lygon Street in Carlton vroper. L drove
+there one afternoon. It looked very dilanidated. There was a door with
peeling vaint in a side strect, yith the £aTS logo on it (a grinning,
mean~faced rat). L knocked. ~£iotr came down and let me in.

Piotr was a short guy with light-brown hair and an untidy but relatively
chort bezrd. I had worn my suit, and the moment I saw Piotr I knew that
Q\Ts was really ap place for people ia suits. That was okay with me. L
Hate waaring suits. But Piotr seemed to emanate a disreputadble air. I
suppose 1 should have exvected that. RATS was a disreputable magazine.

fiotr lead me up a set of stecp stairs. Apart from the loo, there were
thrre rooms upstairss fiotr and Lorel's bedroom, their workroom where
RATG was actually put together, and a lounge room full of wierd objects
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like a tailor's dummy dressed up in an old military uniform. And lots
of records., ;

Piotr lead me intc the workroom, where there wereaa couple of desks
covered in bits of artwork, photographs and pieces of typesetting. le
discussed terms. I was to be paid @ retainer of #$25 a weck, and to get
a 10x commission on all of the advertising I scld. ~Piotr was very happy
tc get hold of mey; he said, because he felt it would be a step towards
putting the magazine on a mors professional footing, and would move it
towards breaking even in costs.

I discovered that RATS at present was being funded by a young man who
apparently had lots of money, who I shall call Bob. 3Bob had been on the
lookout for a good investment whein Piotr had got onto him, and persuaded
him that RATS was that investment. FPiotr had cautioned him, though,
that it would take &« couple of months for the magazine to start making a
profit.

And so I started work for RATS.

Now, there were a couple of inherent problems about selling advertising
space in RATS. One was the magazine's rather disreputable nature. The
satirical articles were hilarious, but often verging on the obscene,
espsecially as interpreted in 1973. For example, in a wonderful section
satirising the women's magazine "New ILdea", a knitting pattern was given
for a penis mitten, to keep hubby's privates warm (Laurel had carefully
worked it out and knitted a sample for Dhotography). Then there was the
t—shirt design vwhich had its origin in an election campaign for Kubert
(Dick) Hamer for Premier of Victoria — "I'm a Dickie Bird!" - with
approvriate literal graphics. Or the cartoon strip called "The Revenge
of the bperm". All of these things made RATS the amazing and very funny
magazine that it was, but it also put off some potential advertisers,
even some of those selling goods for the teenage market.

The other problem in trying to convince large companies to place ads in
RATS was the distribution and circulation of the magazine. iour
thousand conies was very few, and the magazine, like almost any other
new and unusual magazine, had borrendous problems with distribution.
Gordon and Gotch have almost a monopoly over maguzine distribution in
Australia, and THEY tell YOU how many copies they are going to take from
you for distribution. And they had tcld Piotr they didn't want any
copies of [isl's - presumably because of the disreputable nature of the
magazine.

Piotr had fouszht hord against the problem this caused him. e had
managed to get distribution by Collins into somne newsagencies in
Victoria, and for the rest, he ran around in his battered old Combi
dropping copies off at various milk bars here and there which had agreed
to take them. Although inunovative, this solution did not help encourage
potential advertisers that they were getting value for monzy.

The third nroblem, I suppose, was me. I found out by working for RATS
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that although I may have a number of talents, selling things is not
among them. I find it extremely hard to persuade people to buy
something they doa't want, or are suspicious of. I even find it hard to
get people to buy something whicl they feel relatively nsutral about.
But L tried hard,

Une of the things I did while at HATS was to organise a mailing campaign
out to potential advertisers, giving then information on RATS and the
rates, and so on., I am much happier with writing to. people in this kind
of situation rather than facing them. Ye sent cut a lot of mailers, but
L think in: the long ruan it was wasted effort.

The easier part of selling advertising space was trying to fill a page
of very small ads, which were available for #10 a time. The main market
“or these wo.s small shops or other businesses. It involved me trailing
around to all sorts of "head" shops arcund Carlton and frahran. There
were a lot of such shops then, trying to meke a living for their owners
by selliing Indian gear, paravhenalia for smoking merijuanz, underground
comics, imported records, that sort of thing. 3But going around to some
of these places, L often wondered how they kept in business at all.
tlany of them claimed, quite sincercly, that they couldn't really afford
a $10 ad. ifost of them didn't opsn for business until 10 or 11 in the
morning, closed at 3 in the afternoon, and weren't open on weekends.
This allowed their owners the relaxed, self-employed lifestyle they no.
doubt sought, but it wasn't very good for making a vrofit.

I also spent a lot of time visiting record companies, particulatly those
bringing out dugtralian artists. 1in 1973, putting out records by
Australians wzs gtill a bit of a risk. The record companies were really
quite co-overative in placing ads, as Piotr made a practice of reviewing
records in the magazine -~ the great benefit to him was that this meant
he got free review copies of records.

But I was still rapidly becoming disheartened. I wasn't selling
anyvwhere near as much space as L needet¢ to, or as Piotr had expected to.
I got sick of hunting around for new peoplz to try.

ilhen I returned to ATS cach day, I went into a kind of temporary office
downetairs. -+hat in fact I had was desk space on the desk of a
sign-uriting guy who rented the lower-floor of the building, and who was
away most of the time. o I sat there, surrounded by old signs and by
0dd pieces of papier-mache sculptures, telephoning around, introducing
nyself, and trying to gst my foot in the doar for an interview to txy
and sed@l space. It was a wierd environment to work in. And somehow, as
soon as I had made clear to many people that the name of the magazine I
was trying to sell space in was #ATS, they lost interest. "Rats?" they
said, "Oh dear, no."

liov everyhhing was rosy in my relationship with Piotr, either, On one
hand, he wasn't very pleased with my performance. On the other hand, I
had begun to realize that Piotr wasn't very forthcoming with either my
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agreed retainer, or the commissian for the ads I had sold. Ie kent
saying he had to get the money fron Boby his financer -~ and I gathered
Bob was starting to rcalise that his investment wasn't going to be
making any quick profits for him, and was therefore becoming reluctant
to hand over more cash.

The other thing I had beguii>to notice was thet Piotr, in a very quiet,
undemanding sort of way, was monopolising any perks that came along.

for example, not only did he rctain all of ths recview records, which was
nerhaps reascnable, but also any other records that were given to me as
zifts on my trips arouad to the comvanies (they were guite generous this
way). lhen L was given a complimentary book when I visited a publisher,
£iotr "borrowed" it and L never saw it again. .Then, the peovle at Hoyts
offercd me two free tickets to see "soylent Green''. somehow, Piotr
convinced me that lLe had decided to start film reviews, and that he
would therefore see the film. There was never any review, I might say,
2nd what hanvened to the other spare ticket, I don't know. This didn't
annoy me so much. After all, it wes Phdtr's magazine; and he and Laurel
lived on & shoestring trying to run it. But it was the iaanner in which
Piotr zlways contrived to get hold of the perk without ever being
explicit about it that L began to find annoying.

ideanwhile, my savings were rapidly vanishing. I still had to find the
payment for my cari-every fortnight, and it was becoming clear I couldn't
possibly hope to make anough to pay rent too, even if' Piotm had been
more forthcoming with the money I was owed.

Finally, I realised U couldn't go on much further. iy savings were
exhausted. I told fiotr L had to quit.

His reaction was annoyance and alarm. He hadn't realised I needed to
pay off my car, he told me, I should have realised L couldn't expect to
malkke a lot of money this way. (A 10t? I was recceiving almost nothing)°
Things were goins to improve, he said. He was meeting with Bob the next
day, and he'd be getting a big cheque. Could [ wait for that? I
suoposed L could.

The nert day, the big meeting with Bob came along. and it was a bigger
shock to Piotr than my wanting to guit. BSob was pulling out. No more
money. Lt was the 2nd for RATS. Lt was the end, too, of my hopes of
getting paid what I was due.

And so I left kTS, as they say, "a sadder and iser »erson'. RATS
closed dowm, and Fiotr and Laurel wnnt on to do other things. ie was a
good copywriter, and she a good layout artist, and so they made a good
tecam. 4 few years later, I saw articles by fFiotr in "3ottom Line",; a
much more serious, radical magazine. And some time after that, Biobr
was publishing a magagine vromoting the legalisation of marijuana.
Indeed, it was he who stood for the Senate, A oaal sl el SLSHATE e dfdl -
Roach of the iarijuans Party.



120

Good old Piotr. Disreputable as ever. ReL.P, RATS.

- David Grigg

Ethnocentric items - those heving a 'cultural proximity' to the viewer -
are favoured in news broadcasts. Or as one pupil exvressed it, '"in the
credit sequence "dine ©O'Clock News'" is printed on a picture of the il
world. This symbolises that the news is world wide, but as far as I can
see it is mainly about politics from this country.' The further away an
event is from the cecxperiénce of the viewer the more cataclysmic it must
be to become news. There is almost a kind of gruesome mathematics to
the formula as a journalist in one of iichael I'rayn's novels suggestss

A rail crash on the Continent made the grade vrovided there

Were at least five dead. ILf it was in the United States the
minimun number of dead rosc to twenty; in South America 100j
in Africa 2003 in China 500.

And who could forget Claud Cockburn's headline expressly designed to be
as unsensational as nossible: '"omall barthquake in Chile: WHot ilany Dead".

- Len idasterman, "Teaching About Television"

Since I last did CHuAP CHAMCERS, I haves been back to Berkeley, where I
delivered my paper, saw Ursula Le Guin, and had dinner with her, Lizzy
Lynn and Terry Carr. 4#lso got to see Dignified Ursula (sitting cross—
legged in a Thai rcsteurant, all of us a little giddy after a day of
academic Serconity) using the skewer from her barbecued beef to flick
grains of rice at Saintly Terry Carr. (You wondered what £ros do when
they aren't signing autographs?) The nadir of the sercon-academic Stuff
came when an carnest and rather dense Jungian critic, the young man (she
said, patronizingly) who organized the seminar, tried to get Ursula to
pin down the Meaningful Symbolism of her work. YTrees, you use a lot of
trees. They seem to renresent Good.L "Well, yes," said Ursula, with
her usual tact, "I do like trees, yes." “And rocks, now, Rocks are
Bad.®* Ursula, straight-—-faced, '"Why, no. I never met a pebble I didn't
like." Academic, undeterred, asked her how shzicelebrated the Verbal
Equinoxj did she strip and dance on the lawn to the fertility goddesses,
or what. Ursula, still deadpan, left a meahinsful pause, then revlied,
sweetly, "That's nons of your business."

[ giggled, clutching lizzy (an ex~English-l.A.), and we both preicuded
we'd never been near an Academic.

- Susan Yood, Warm Champagne #9, ANYAPA 59, Deceaber 1978
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Bric Lindsay once made me a cheese sandwich, out of ingredients he
had rounded up himself somevhcre in the wilds of Hew Mexico. I
asksd him why, givenhis well-knovm views on the subject of people
fending for themselves, he was performing this good deed. His
answer was, "Because I don't have to."

I am no nearer now than I was then to understanding how an
inherently virtuous act can be rendered less virtuous when it is
verformed under duress. I suspect that the concept is basically
religious in origin, but that in any case is not what I want to
discuss. VWhat I want to discuss is the nature of compulsion and the
effect of compulsion upon responsibility.

You don't have to do anything in this life. You don't have to pay
taxes, voie, work, drive a car or brush your teeth. However,
whatever you do, or don't do, there will be certain consequences.

It iz knowledge of the conseguences of actions that guides us in
choosing whether or not we should perform those actions. Sometimes
the consequences are so overwvhelming that we feel, incorrectly, that
we have no choice.

Children have a lot of decisions made for them because they have
little knowledge and less understanding of consequences. Unless his
mother coaxes him to try something else a three-year-old will go on
ordering sausages and ice-cream for every meal until he dies of
malnutrition. As a child's knowledge of the world increases he is
able to make more decisions, within the limits of his understanding.
If I amy quote a personal example: when [ was eleven I chose my own
hairstyle, clothing and reading matter. I was not, however,
consulted about what school [ was going to attend, for the very good
reason that if I had been allowed to follow my owm inclinations to
remain where L was I would have recieved a fourth-rate education and
been rendered useless for all practical purposes. Bix years later
ay parents made no atteapt even to influence, much less dictate, my
plans for further study. I was taken (correotly) to know more about
the matter than they did.

Life is a mess of forking naths, and vhatever you do you could have
done something else. Some decigions are made calmly, after a good
deal of rational consideration; others are made in haste, or in the
heat of emotion. Lither way, a sane adult still has to take
responsibility for his actions. it is a sign of immaturity to claim

Christine s.hb_‘
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that you are not responsible for something because you were compelled to
do it by social pressures or the law or your old mother's tears. "Now
look what you made ime do!" is a quintessentially childish exclamation.

I do not wish it to be thought that I am confusing responsibility for an
action with responsibility for its consequences. The consequences of an
action nerformed under duress will often be mitigated in proportion to
the degree of duress, at least where those consequences are dictated by
the decisions of other human beings. This can lead to some curious
results., A drunken driver who cannot even remember killing a pedestrian
will not be convicted of murder for the reason that he was too
intoxicated to have formed an intention to kill; the killing is seen as
too remote from his action in getting drunk to be a consecquence for
which he can be held responsible.

Whilet I am of the opinion that you cannot be compelled to do anything,
I would not argue with the proposition that you can in some
circumstances be prevented from doing something. At first blush the
most obvious cases of prevention involve brute force, but they are
perilously close to the hard cases of compulsion under threat of
violence. Cases not involviang physical duress are even less susceptible
to analysis -~ if you don't marry someone because your father threatens
to disinherit you, is your father compelling you to break it off, or
preventing you from marrying? And what about a situation in which a
person's behaviour is constrained by more subtle pressures? If, for
example, a person does not repeat something told to him in confidence,
does the confidential relationship with the informant compel him to
remain silent or prevent him from speaking?

surely the most unambiguous cases of prevention are those in which other
people set conditions which cainnot be met. Thus no woman can become a
member of the delbourne Club (and no man can become a member of the
Lycaecum Club); no person may hold a university degree; saving a purely
honorary dsazree, without passing the prescribed examinationsj no-one
under th age of eighteen cen enrol as a voter. As long as the
conditions stand no effort of will by an ineligible werson can overcome
the limitations imposed. On the other hand the ineligible person is
relieved of any responsibility for the consequences. Thus in time of
war even the most rabid patriot will not attack a one-legged man for
having failed to enlist.

411 this is rather a long way from cheese sandwiches in the middle of
novhere. I didn't write it because I had to, whatever Irwin might
think, but because I felt like it. I am rather hoping that the
consequences will be an exciting boots 'n all free-for-all on the
subject of free will, which I have always considered a much morec enter-—
taining topic than whether the table cewuses to exist when I stop looking
at it. UWhether I get the chance to assess the consequences of -
publishing this article depends of course on whether Irwin actually
publishes it. ferhaps if I could make hinm feel that he has no choice.s.

— Christine Ashby
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Jews sesmeg to arise naturally out of the woridd. It is almost as if most
people still regard the content of news reaching them as the whole news,
the only news; a direct relay soimehow of the real world. It is very
easy to overlook tire fact that any news presentation is a tiny fraction
of 21l the news carried by the communications systems. There is also a
feeling that if this news, the only possible news, were distorted or
biased it would be obvious to the receiver -~ the belief that bias and
distortion are an zddition to the truth and are therefore identifiable
and sevzrable from the truth. i very wide perspective is needed to
understand that bias and distortion are closely interwoven with so-
called facts from the stage of selection right through to the
vresentation. of news, and indsed that the notion of truth and
objectivity is en abstraction. Once an item of news has been selected
for transmission to the public there is already bvias, some selective
principle, some value, quite apart fIrom the way it is presented.

~ P. Willis, 'dJhat is news? A case study'.
Woriking Papers in Cultural Studies", Spriag 1971,

Having arrived late at two world wars, President Reagan wants to make
sure America arrives early for the next one.

- Angela Rivppon, wvlaying HMaggie Thatcher
"The David Frost Show", 4-6-1983

ily name is Hary Attard and I would like to tell you about my favorite
footballer, who is Silvio Foschini. I think that Shlvio is the
spunkiest footballer in the League. I've liked him ever since he got
his first Reserves game. [ was vatching the Reserves and I knew that
there was a new vlayer playing but I didn®t know who it was. Then I saw
him - no. 45. He was uareal and thea I had a look at his fact and he
was a spunk. L love his litile eyes, sypeclally when he laughs and
squints them - they make hia look o cute. ind the gap in between his
two front teeth...hc has got o chip and its shaped like a triangle.
After @ game, I*go in the dressing POOMS. o oL know [ shouldn't but [
can't help myscif. I stay in a corncr and keep my eyes on Silvio and
wait till he takes his juasper off just to see his beautiful chest. It
has not got one single hair on it and it's the most beautiful chest in
the whole wide world. Ch! You should see me...[ go bananas and my
friends and the vneoole around me think ['m nuts. I'd have him in any-
thing, even in nothing...that's how much of a spunk he is.

— from a letter in “Australian Football sction", issue 7, 18825
reply to an article on the best looking players in the Victorian
Pootball League.



INTRO: Hany years ago, when I was a still-green 21, I went to Jew York
City to become a Professional Jazz Critic. I had relatively few
gualifications: I was professionally unpublished, and my knowledge of
jazz rested on a collection oi perhaps 500 albums and the half-doczen or
so then—extant books on the subject, including works of fiction like
Young fian Hith A Horn. I was naive, but enthusiastic. L loved jazz. 1

idolized many jazz musicians of that era, particularly Charles Hingus
and Dulke kllington.

tmazingly, within a few months I had succeededs I was a columnigt and
staff writer for INTROJOME, the vldest music magazine around, and L[ was
a columnist for JAzZ GUIDL, a nmagazine briefly published by Tom.¥ilson
- the man who would later discover and record Ifrank zappa's iHothers. I
found myself receiving the monthly output of many record companies and
visiting jazz clubs or taking in jazz concerts three or four times a
week. OSuddenly [ was inundated with jazz.

Swelly huh? Just what L['d dreamed of, right?
ell, yesy buteoos

Sturgeon's Lew applied to jazz, L .dizcovercd. As a jazz fan who read
the roviews and paid for svery reccrd he owmed and ucs more thon once
forced by that investment %o give a record more than one chance (until
it might oventually becone & Taveurite no matter how little I'd thought
GRBE aLh v (OTel “Halio Ty hearing), I'd been skiaing off that top 10p that was at
least good and usually better than good. Sut as a working critic [ was
obliged to sit through boring twenty-ainute solos and any number of
decidedly off nights during which major musicians "took care of
business" in the most pverfunctory way. 4And 80 many of those free
records were not worth hearing once, but of course L had to listen to
them at least onec in order not to miss the good ones now that I was
writing the reviews and doing the winncwing of wheat from cheff. I was
swamped with that other g0% — the stuff L'd previously managed to avoid.
Eventually listening to albums for review became a real chore, and when
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METROJOME folded a couple of years after I'd joined its staff I was
relieved. I'd burned out on jazz. Por the next year or two I listened
to little but Bartok, Janacek, and foulene.

VEESEs “,...L have one general comment on almost all Australian fanzines
that I recieve there days - they are almost invariably just on
the decent side of boring." - Leigh Edmonds in ORWITHOFTER #10

"I was uvrging Irwin Hirsh to get someone to do a good critical fanzine
review column for SIKANDER; not only would it do his fanzine good, but
it seems to me that it would do Australian Iandom good, too. ilost of
the fanzines L've gotten from Australia in the past couple of years have
been boring - quite a chapnge from the Aussie fandom that I first
encountorcde." = John De Berry, in a letter on ORJITHOFTER #10

CHORUS: I had no idea of what I was letting myself in for when I agreed
with Irwin's suggestion, last neptember, that I write an
installment of a "guast-reviewer" fangzine-review column in his fanzine.

I was then receiving very few australian fanzines, and I was curious
about current-day aussie fandom. Por much of the seventies I'd all but
ignored fanzine fandom, my encrgies concentrated on professional editing
and my fanac confined to a couple of private apas and the infrequent
piece for a genzine. lhen it finally dewned on me that the reason on
my lack of interest in most fanzines was not solely my own fault, i€
decided to reinvolve myself in fanzine publishing and put out the kind
of fanzine I wanted to ses — in hopes that in the process. I'd stimulate
the production of more fanzines I could enjoy.

POilG, and subsequently GAHBIT, certainly reinvolved me with fanzine
fandom in a major way. {In particular I found myself fascinated with
British fanzines, because so many Srits seemed to embody the talents and
sicills L'd found missing in US fandom. Perhaps due to the very size of
the British [sles, Britfandom seemed to have a concentration and ;
. intensity which I had not scen in my own couantry for fifteen or twenty
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years. US fandom had become bloated and diffuse, and ultimately
Balkanized both attitudinally and geographically. It was possible to be
a BNF in one sector of UY fandom and at the same time totally unknowvm in
others. Iocal conventions began routinely to attract as many attendees
as the largest Worldcons of only a few years earlier. There are many
people in this couniry who consider themselves active fans, and who
socialize mostly if not exclusively with other active fans, who have
never seen a fanzine, or if they've seen fanzines have never developed
any interest in them.

For a long-time fan — and L've been an active fan for over thirty years
now, boy and man - this is a peculiar state of affairs. For me fanzines
were always where it was at. Tanzines were the core of fandom, not only
the central form of communication but also the historians and mythmakers
of fandom, as well as being that part of fandom which could lead in time
to one's evolution into a sf pro. [anzines are the purest form of
creative recreation. Fanzines are fun.

Ur at least they ought to bde.

When I confessed to Irwin that I'd seen very few Austrazlian fanzines, he
sent me some to read and review. In moszt cases he sent me two issues of
each, so that I could better grasp the context of each zine.

I sat down to read them with initial eagerness, but soon bogged down and
began skimming. Then, mindful that Irwin's deadline was more than a
month away and other deadlines were more imminent, I put them aside in a
pile To Be Read.

There they sat for the next month and more. In the interim other
fanzines arrived, chief among them HARHOON 30 and TAFPEN 5 — which both
arrived on the same memorable day, giving me a sudden surfeit of high-
ouality fanzine material in which t9o wallow. Curiously, a leitmotif of
both fanzines was De West, that indefatigable ponderer of the whys and
wherefores of fanzines and fanzine-criticism. His 1977 epic article in
THE WRIWKLED SEREW #7 had finally prodded forth a reaction from Patirick
Neilson Hayden in tke form of a column in WARHOOH, which was coupled to
a long letter of comment by ilest and responses to that letter by editor
Bergeron and myself. #ltogether the kest material occupied the largest
single chunk of YARHCO#, a fat fanzine. TAPPLN was not quite so fat but
half its space was taken up by Hest's "Performances ' a tour—de-force on
liest's part which integrates his morose con-report-style with his
equally morose intellectualizing and rationalizing of his own prejudices
about fanzines and fanwriting. West has deliberately painted an
unattractive picture of himself and framed it with conundrums about the
necessity for, and impossibility of, complete truthfulness in himself.
Braovura stuff, despite my disagreement with many of his basic posultates
and my dislike of his arrogant posture.

In this same period of time - late fall, 1982 ~ L had to contend with an
attack from an unexpected guarter: some of the fans who had been pooting
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about with such lacklustre results in their own fanzines deeply and
bitterly resented not only my own reinvolvement in fandom but alli that
they felt I stood for. They saw me as a teenager might see his or her
parent who wanted to party with the gang: some kind of obtrusive
interloper from the other side of the generation. gap. I was accused of
being a "Sixth Fandom Fan," of harboring nostalgic delusionsg about The
Good 01d Days, and of propounding a subversive message when I said I
thought some of them needed higher standards.

Irwin's deadline came and went. I felt guilty about it, but not as
quilty as I did about a paying column (for THE COMICS JOURJAL) which was
also behind deadline. In both cases the basic preblem was that [ had to
wade through stuff that didn't appeal to me before I could write the
pieces. Iaybe this is a character flaw in me, but over the years L've
developed an increasing aversion to reading things I don't want to read,
although L need to Have pead them. It's like listening to all those
mediocre jazz records. Starting in 1963, when I obtained a position at
the bottom of the editorial totempole at F&SF which required that I read
the Wsiush! (unsolicited submissions) for that magazine, I have had te
read a lot of material which was below my own standards for readability.
lhen I left AMAZING and WANTASTIC zt the end of 1978, it was with a
sense of real relief that I would nover again be subjected to that
experience. (Aind when I found myself editor of HEAVY UETAL a year later
the very first tkhing I did was to throw out the fiction and free myself
from the task of reading anymore submissions of that kind.)

I have always regarded fanzines as an area in which I could stay the
fan, reading only what I chose to read, reading essentially that top
1046. If an awful fanzine arrived in the day's mail; I could skim it and
toss it aside, with no further obligation. Lven when writing fanzine
reviews, I could review what I wanted to review — whether because I
liked it or because I disliked it - skipping anything I didn't want to
be bothered with.

But here, for the first time, was a situation in which I could not do
that. Here I had a duty, both to the piece' I was to write and to the
people whose fanzines I had been presented with, to fully read
everything, no matter how unappecaling I found it.

By now you will have figured out that my own feelings about the fanzines
Irwin sent me for review are not tno different from those feclings
xpressed by Leigh Edmonds and John Berry and quoted earlier. But what
has plauged me - and made me unconscionably late in writing this - is
the need I've felt to give some kind of rational, critical shape to
these feelings. It's not enough to say, "This stuff overwvhelmningly
bores me." That alone is little more than a passing insult and hardly
guaranteed to produce any worthwhile change. What is needed are
specifics, coupled with soue sort of overall insight, not only into the
essense of the problem but into the essense of the golution.

Let's try the specifics and sece vhat fallows from them.
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THi {ABNTOR (ifs 38 & 39): This was, until I read it, the most attractive
g sidic Shalbiiey Mok, think,. for its. speeific
ertwork, but rather for its more cosy quarto size and cempetant interior
layouts, which while uninspired have at least the virtues of consistency
and neziness. 3But that is to be exrected after forty issues. The cover
art (on both issues).sets the tone for the actual contents: it is
earnest, lacking in style, and typical of themediocre entries in
convention artshows, especially ia theme. I note it is all (two front
and two back covers) by errie Henlon, and the subjects are a
pseudo~unicorn, a butterfly-winged semi-nude female, a story-telling
tableau {comprising a turtle-neciked macho guy holding a joint, a
humanoid ET-tyve alien, and a male barbarian hero. avkwardly brandishing
a sword, all against an abstract city sicyline), and a scaley merman
rising from the dezp. Typically, the actual exacution is inconsistent
both in terms of stylistic texture and in terms of renderings the
anatomies vary according to what could be copied from a picture (the
pose of the butterfly-girl, derived from a pinup) and what had to be
imagined; and yet, despite the naivete of the work, some of it is
arresting.
Thug also the written coatents of THE [HBHTO%. There is a nusty
old-fashioned earncstness to much of THE fW¥TOR, and that would seem to
derive »rimarily from its editor, Hon L (no period) Clarke, who appears
in an electrostencilled photo at the head of his editorial in #33 to
wear an expression of bemused ccntemt, verhaps for the subject of his
editorial, the Ditmar Awards.

L ncte that others, referring to this editorial in the various other
zineg Lrwin sent e, have condemmed it. Afnowing nothing of the
personalities and issues involved, L'1ll forgs coament except to note
that Clarke reveals a deep antipathy for fannishness heres "These are
primary fannish fanzines — and sf is but a small part of their content,”
Glarke says of fanzines like 306 and WE3Ea@CIAS WREVEHGE whose
nominations for Uitmars héc objectis to. "The Ditmars are suoposed to be
'australian SF Achievement Awards,'® he adds.

I find this dichotomizztion,ox fanzines into "famish" and "sf"
renarkably silly, esnecilzlly when one aotices that the biggest =f nane
in THE MIEHNTOR, A. Bertram Chandler, is as apt tec talk about canned food
in his column as he is about sf, maiking him casily the most "fannish"
contributor to the fanzine.

Reading John J. Alderson's "The Historical Basis of iiyth" also made me
feel I'd come into the middle of something. 'The pisce was quite
adequately criticised for its several shortcomings in the next issue,
but what was remarkable to me, but perheps unremzrked upon by ilderson's
critics because of their familiarity with it, was the very tone of the
niece, which was that of a True Seliever arguing with the Faithless,
esrnest almost to Tanaticism. I know nothing about the man, but he
reads to mc like someone of limited education who has taken the effort
to pursuz various lines of rzsearch at a good library, thus spottily and
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unevenly educating himself in certain specialities, but often ignorant
of basic links well known to those more broadly informed. Alderson's-
piece was humorless and defensive, and appzared to confuse various
well—-defined concevts (primarily ayths, folk-tales, and recorded
history, using them interchangeably. Why does it appear in this
fanzine?

The sercon nature of THE MuiTOR is reinforced by pieces like Jane
Brooizs! "Augtralian Space Science at the Crossroadsy" which describes
exactly the situation the title suggests, and reminds me of Harry J.i.
Andrushak's pedantic pieces on the U.$. space program, although Brooks
writes better. The article could easily have been reprinted from a
mundane source, including as it does a bibliography and an exhortation
at its conclusion for political action.

Thto this the intrusion of Mike .ilcGann's "Spaced Out" cartvon feature is
jarringly out of character. IcGann appears to be the only cartoonist in
Australian fandom worthy of being called one. le at least has some
sense of cartooning style, a2lthough it shines only by contrast with the
unstylish cartooning mostly to be found in Aussie fanzines. I'd rank
him slightly below £hil Foglio in the ranks of fanéartoonists worldwides
like Foglio his ideas don't seem very inspired, or even very funay. But
in THE (IGNTOR "Spaced Out'" seems ultra-fannish.

The Julie Vaux “"portfolio! in #33 comes incongrously close on the heels
aof “"Spaced Out;" and reveals Vaux to be a lessg aocomblished Hanlon, the
amateurisms in her work much more obvious.

The letiercolumn in #38 includes a naive discussion of drugs, in which
Clarke reveals that his real cbjection to drugs is that some of them
produce a "high". That is, he favors only the medical use of drugs,
with "po side effects and with a t2ta2lly controlied, selected use (ie,
no 'high')". Ah, the puritan ethic does die hard.

In #39 the lead item is "The Lmpty City" by Peter Lempert. It is
unreadably bad, and I wish L had left it unread. Like so many amateur
attempts as sf, it is guasi-sumeal, guasi-significant, and quasi-
literate. I presume this is part of the “sf" Clarke feels "sf" fanzines
should have withinh their nages. Speaking as someone who has sold every
picce of sf I've finished (and some that I haven't) in the past twenty
years, I must tell you that this is not the way to climb the ladder to
prodom. The kind of feedback aspiring authors like Lempert get from the
letter—writers in THE MENTOR is totally unsuitable, since no one does
these putative authors the kindness of dissecting their stories and
criticising their basic flaws. ilost of the letter-writers simply say
they liked or disliked the fiction inithe previous issue and leave it at
that, while some have such low standards that they actually encourage
THi MEITOR's authors with misguided praise. This is precisely why
amateur fiction has no genuine place in fanziness THE MESTOR is as good
a bad example as any I've secen, and makes of its name a bad joke.
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This is compounded by contributors like Burt Libe, whose "Some Thoughts
on Science Fiction" is constructzd with equal parts ignorance and ego.
Libe found himself initially attracted to the garish covers on the sf
pulps of the late forties and early fifties, but put. off by the
Ydryness? of the stories in those pulps. "L...found the stories very
difficult tn read, impossible to follow. Try as I might, story after
story, L found them all dry, boring uninteresting. ... I felt cheated."
The man is talking about the contents of AHMAZING SYORIES and FANTASTIC
LDV TURES in their pulp days — not the rarified heights of Campbell's
ASTOUNDLIG,; mind you. It should comsz, then, as no surprise that Libe's
"Thoughts" reveal no insight into =f at all. Why bother publishing them
in as sl fanzine) then?  This is surely a far.ery indeed from the
calibre of critical thought once published in Bangsund's AUSTRALIAL SF
REVIEW and stilli in the once-in-a-while Gilleszpie SI* COMLIENTARY. Is
Clarke aiming for a low-brow apprcach to sf in coanstrast to the erudite
approach of Bangsund and Gillespie, or can he simply not tell the
difference between the two?

Pinishing out both issues of THE HEWTOR are brief squibs on "SF DBocks
Recieved”, nicely decorated with slectrostencilled miniatures of the
booik covers. Clarke's taste appears to be oldguard mainstream here,
which hardly surprises me coming on the heels of the conservative
sentiments editorily sorinkled throughout the rest of the fanzine.

In all, f thought TEE [As8TOR curiously zarochial in its outlook, and
minor league in quality. handler's good-natured column appears to be
the best feature in the zine, far overshadowing everything else with its
ease of tone and professionally smooth prose.

THE HAG AWD THE HUNGRY GOBLIN (45): This is one of the fanzines of
which Irwin supplied only one
issue. PFitys it was one of the more enjoyable zines.

ily enjoyment was more or less in spite of the fanzine's scruffy
appearance, which features some of the worst stylus work I've seen in a
modern fanzine. The scratchinesg of the lettering-—guide work makes me
wonder it editor Ashby has a proper stylus, or whether he might just be
using a handy four-penay nail to cut those torn lines on the stencils.,

In any case, Ashby appears to have only two lettering guides at his
dizposal, and to dislike using elther ons Very much. Thus Jean Weber's
"Creative Writing Class. Fails", a one-page article, has her byline,
0JEAN WESERM, crudely lettering-guided across the top of the page in
inch~high letters, and the title simply typed in caps and underlined
below. Because of the space wastsd on that huge byline, the article
carries over six lines to the top of the facing page, below which after
a double-space is typed THE PUBsY MARSUPTAL AN SUPPLEHENT, which turns
out to be the heading for a new piece by a different author (4shby), but
looics like a new topic by leber in an oagoing column, especially since
there is no byline. I referred back to the contents pege to find out
what was really going on.
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Actually Ashby's I'usby piece is a rather cleverly conceived conreport,
presented as an alphabetically ordered guide with topics like "Art
Show', "Atmosphere", etc., to "“Vance, Jack". It worked reasonably wells
L was able to assemble from it & moderately complete picture of the
Tschaicon, at least from Ashby's point of view. I did start getting the
feeling midway through that he might be winging it, on-stencil, working
perhavs from a simple list of words he expected would spark commentarys;
references which looked as though they might develop into running jokes
or better rarely actually did.

Hhat came through most sharply - despite some effort to dovmplay it -
was lishby's disappointment in GoH Vance, a disappointment I have seen
reported elsewhere also, and which.doesn't surprise me that much since
I've known Vance for years. Vance apparently didn't make much effort to
involve himself in the convention, but then again he never has. Perhaps
future convention organisers should make discreet inquires in the
prospective Goil's home country as to how well or how much he socializes
before inviting hinm (or her) to make the expensive journey.

I enjoy food, and I zsnjoy cooking food and I even enjoy reading about
food, but John J. Alderson's "Consummnation of the Feast" managed to put
me off nonetheless. Here again is that lecturing, almost hectoring
tones "Many years ago, as we count years in Australia, our poets and our
writers founded a club - the Bread and Cheese Club." Tell mes how do
you count years in Australia? Is there something in the reversed
seasons of the southern hemisphere which stretches out ar condenses the
years as you count them? I note that if Alderson is to be believed, you
don't consider your poets to be "writers"j; perhaps theirs is an
exclusively oral tradition?

{ stumbled through Alderson's prose with a growing sense of numbness
which neverless somehow failed to prepare me adequately for his final
lines "bat drink and be merry, not fer the wrong reason Cehat s, that
tomorrow we die) but because today we live." (All punctuation sic.)
This may pass for literacy in THL KLNTOR, but in the more Trelasded
precincts of THE HAG & Tiid HUNGRY GOSLIN it stands out like a bashed
thunb, radiating pain.

A footnote indicates thot this series on food by Alderson began in THE
HAG's first issue, in 1976, and thus has now achieved the embalmed state
of tradition. Too bad; I am grateful I've not had to read any of the
others and I can only hope that aow that L'm forewarned L can avbzd
those yet to come.

Christine Ashby is serializing a report on her 1976 trip to the US,
"Iyre Tracks Over America", and has finally reached part two in this
issue. She has me hooked: she writes smoothly and I'm a sucker for As
Others See Us reports on the Us. As usual I['m amazed by the things
Christine encountered (like an appalling ignorance of our closest
neighbor, Canada, in many noa-fan Americans) and the problems she faced
(like who to tip and how muchj apparently this Buropean concept has yet
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to reach hustralia), and L'm rcady to read more. UNext installment she
nromises the HMidAmeriCan itself, and I look forward to it.

Both Ashbys write in what I would call & journeyman-level fannish proses
tyvically, its authors sound confortable with their audience and there's
an easy intimacy of shared thoughts and observations. lthile such prose
rarely attains the higher levels of either wil or insight, it is not
clumsy and it is usually exnressive of the anthor's personality.

Heading such prose is like sitting down to a comfortable conversation.
This is the bedroclz of fannish writing, and of fanzines themselves.

Hhat disturbed me about the Australian fanzines I rsad is just how
seldom I encountersed this level of writing in them - a level L take for
granted in most fanzines and find excceded in the best.

HEBLAWOMAN 'S VREVEHGE (vol. 2, #s 1 & 2): llore neatly organized than

THI HAG, but less appealingly
so than THE HBATOR, this fanzine had the air of an apaszine to it even
before I read far enough into it to discover its apa connections,.

The cover is by Allison Cowling and is a first cousin to the drawings by
Hanlon and Vaux in THE EHNTOR, if even more amateur. The intcrior art
is mostly decorative and worse yet: one actually manages tc depict a
tiny butterfly-girl on a flower, waving to (o guess) a bug, all in a
space hardly more than an inch sguarc. Notebook doodlingss female faces
surrounded by alien decoration. None of it betrays any artistic talent.

Thers is a terrible temptation for me to label this kind of "art"
girligh - because in fact that is what it really is, reminding me
forcefully of the drawings by adolescent girls in their diaries and
notebooks and so often seen nowadays in the pcorer art shows at local
conventions vhere it can be classified as a genre in ite own right,
reflecting a preoccupation with "pretty things and girlish fantasies of
horses (unioorns) and butterfly-winged fairies - but to do so would, I
am terribly certain, pitch mc headlong into a confrontation with
feminists like Heber who must surely object to such stereotyping.

Still, there it is, and how does an avowed feainist like Jean Weber
reconcile the decorations in her fanzine, cute dragons and all, with the
strong feminist rhetoric she publishes? 1 mean, rape on the one hand,
and little~-girl drawings on the other?

What I get from this is that Heber occupies another position at right
anzles both to the oldguard =zf-ism of Glarke and the more fannish
positions of people liike Ashby and Ortlieb. That is, she ig coming Ifrom
non-fannish traditions which are also non--sf. The art she uses makes
this point almost subliminally; her writing underscores the point.

Reading Jean Heber is to me like reading the thoughts of a person who is
literate, interesting, and intelligent, but essentially mundanes in
outlook. I find no awareness in her writing that the topics she 1s
rresently pursuing are not fresh and original to herj; no awareness of
the accumilated thought of an established community, which is what
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fandom is. 4&nd her tllnk1ﬂ~ (ag" %pressed here and in the other .. .°
fanzines in this batca} is ezsent 1wl'y conccraed with nundane, everyday
problemsé the problems of an intslliigent woman coping socially with
people who have probably vprejudzed and stereotyped her and likely are
her intellectual inferiors.

A considerable amount of space is given over in these two issues to the
subject of rape. Llsewhere (in THE HAG) she wrote about a mundane
creative writing class, which from her disappointed description was
tyvical of such classes. 4nd in THE FETuR PRINCIFPLE #1 she coauthored
"How to landle £ Woman", about which a number of fans commented that she
was belaboring the obvious and that her observations better suited most
non-fans,.

It's hard to know how much of this is due tc the Australian culture in
which licber, an American emigre, has cemersed herself, and how much may
be due to the circles of Australian fandom in which she movesg, since I
am ignerant of both to a larsge degree.

It does seem strange to wme, though, to encounter fresh debate on whether
rapists are primerily motivated by sexual needs or the need to gain
power over their victimss I thought it had been pretty well established
by now that for most rapists it's a power/revenge/overcoming—feelings—
of-inadequacy-and-inferiority sort of thing. Most rape victims aren't
of more than average attractiveness, and many ere so old that the rapist
must be using them as surogates for his mother. ilany rapists don't
achieve orgasms (or do so prematurely before achieveag penetration) and
a surprising number of them maintain mundane lives in which their normal
sexual needs are met. But these facts appear in WEBLRWOMAN'S WREVENGE
(a strangely apt title for the forum of such discus sions) as though
newly discovered.

And there is a strange naivete as well on the mart of some of the
particinants in this discussion, a naivete which Yeber fails to address
bergelf to. Thus, one rape victim wonders if “you may nct even consider
[ﬁj/ rape", because she was raped anally rsther than vaginally, and
s2ys, "[t was not the rape that is normalliy thought of as being rape."
Legally defined (alon¢ with oral rang) as sodomy, anal rapec ig of course
considered rape - and is a common vroblem for many men in orisons. . The
same rape victim said that "in my case there was no evidence of semen on
me. This was because uy attacker was impotent.” I imagine she means
that he failed to have an orgesm, but "impotent" means a failure to
achieve (or maintain) an erection - which would have made anal rape
virtually impossible. liven so, I doubt the thoroughness of her medical
examination, since traces of seminal fluid should still have beexn found
from the man rubbing his member against hor or irying to force it into
hers some fluid oozes out as a lubricant anyvay and medical literature
ig full of cases of vregnancies achieved without male orgasm, due to
this leakage.

I waited for Jean to comuent editorially (as she dnes many other places
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in these issues) on the ignorance, nailvete and confusion revealed by
smome of her corresvondents, even if only to reascure the victia I quoted
that indeed she wag raped — bad enoush to cadure a rape without
wondering afterwards if it could really be called that, & process which
can only undermine the wvictim further with self-doubis and confusion -
but L waited in vain. Heber does nothing to uatangle this confusion and
abate such ignorance.

I wonder why. Is she equaliy ignorant? It seems unlikely, considering
the sources she quotes in her original bibiiography. Did she feel it
was inappronriate to correct her correspondent's misunderstandings? I
don't know, but I do feel that the uncorrected promulgation of
misinformation and misundcistanding is hardly in keeping with the
apvarent purnoses of the overall discussione.

3ut then, I may be wrong about those purposes. It seemns to me that when
one brings up such a lerge, heavy, basic topic in a fanzine it is in
order to bringz the discussion out of the closet of hushed private
convers:iions, and to cxpose it to the forum that constitutes the
fanzine's audience. that is accomplished by this? MFeelings are vented,
ideas are ecxchanged, and verhaps even conscilousness may bde raiscd. ' But
pricarily the tone of this discussion - beginning with the article, "The
Politics of Rape", and continuing with reprinted apa responses and, in
he next issue, fresh letters of response -~ anpears to be didactics
informative. Thus, information kncwa perhaps to a few i1s shared with
many. Hopefully prejudices on all sides are displaced by factual
inforaation.

“hile Yeber in her original article kept an intellectual distance
between hercself and her topic, she subsequently putlished two firszt-—
person accouuts by rape victime of their experiences. This L thought
was far more valuable, despite the noted factual shortcomings in ons
account, because each victim offered insight into the expverience of rape
and its legal postscript. 4i've eanccuntered similiar reports before,
most often in newspapers, but like Chris Atkinson's "Asking For It"
(PaPrsd 5), these first—-person accounts allow me to empathize with the
victim's dilamma. Such empathy is of course crucial for any nan
considering the subject.

4lthouzh rave as a topic doninates both issues, there are other topics
diccussed in WESERJOMAN'S UREVAJGE, including (Ron Clarke please note)
st

In v.2 n.l deber has a sf story, "A Question of XZthics". I wonder if
she tried it out on thet creative writing class. Had it Dbeen brought tc
my writer's group (The Vicious Circle, a grouv which includes a number
of professzional Hriters), i+ would have been trashed,; since it is
escentizlly a static polemic set in a future world in which women run
things and are arguing about giving men equality. This was not only
done with a heavy hand, it perpetuates the false myth that socleties
srincipally reflect solely "male' or “female" gualities, depending on
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which gender ig in power.

I find it a2 little discouraging to think that even here in fandom,
where, as we all know, we fans cnjoy Broad ilental Horizons, the thinking
expressed on the subject of gender and gender-based ineguities is so0,
well, o amundane. This may ve inescapable when we are discussing the
attitudes we encounter in the mundane world, but must it be equally
inescapzble when we postulate sf futures, aor when we discuss vilable
alternatiges? iust it still come down to the everyday cliches about how
insensitive and aggresive men are, and how caring and nurturing women
are, and how if only the world was run by women it would be a utopia?
Hust it be rendered as crudely as the old children's rhyme about "What
are girls made of? Sugar and spice and everything nice. What are boys
made of? Snips and snails and puppydog's tails"” - before we grasp the
instrinsic sexism of such stereostyping?

The majoriiy of male fans are sensitive and cemphaticj; the majority of
female fans are independent, intelligent and at least as aggressive as
the male fans. done of us fit the mundane gender-stereotypes very well,
and most of us know it. Why not act like it, then?

THE PETER PRINCIPLE (#s 1 & 2): Peter Toluzzi is one of the few

contemporary Aussiefen I've actually
met, although we said little to each other at the Chicon (We were both
inhaling gas from balloons, making it hard to converse) and didn't sit
doim for a conversation until one afternoon when he was vassing through
ncarby Baltimore znd we discovered we shared tastes in music, among
other things. That afternoon, shortly after L'd purchasec a lelbourne
in 85 t-shirt from him, Peter handed me a covy of THE PETLR PRIGCIPLE
i#2, which L read when L got home.

I found it a trifle disappointing. £eter's versonality scemed to
translatc into print only in a flltered form = no doubt a problem many
fans have had. L found little indication of the interests he'd
discussed with me. WYhile I hed expected his fanzine to show me another
side of him or to amplify those sides of him I'd seen, what I found
instead was a more limited view, a sense that he was not yet apparently
confortable with the medium of print and had not yet found an expressive
voice in print. This leads me to wonder how meny other Aussiefen who
have struck me as wooden in print would, if I knew them personally,
crecate a much more favorable impression on me.

Part of becoming a journecyman fan is developing an expressive in-print
style, a style which may not call attention to itself but which does
communicate the better asvpects of the fan's personality.

In the past L['ve criticised the proliferation of apas in fandom because
I felt they encouraged low writing standarcs - but surely the one style
of writing which is encouraged in apas iz the personzlly expressive
style i've been talking about.
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tlhy, then, do I find Peter's writing style so anonymous (at ‘least in a
rclative sense)? Ily guess is that he is unconsciously adhering to: the
standards he observes in his fanaish peersé he is writing much as they
write, and he discusses the tomics they discusa. The format he has
adopted for THE PETER PRINCIPLE is remarkably close to that used by
(among others) WEBERWOIAN'S HWRAVENGE: double-columned typing with
occasional fillos on green A-4 paper. It is functional, but without
beauty or warmth.

The actual art is a step up from that found in WEBEXUOMAN'S YREVENGE

- especially that by iarjoris 4. d. Lenehan in #l, and Jaohn Playford's
cover on #2 - but the contrast between all. of the other art in these two
issues and the two Rotsler fillos in #2 is stark indeed.

The subject of art — or the artist - is emphasized in Peter's leadoff
article in #1, "A Thing of Beauty", in which he looks at the way science
fiction has dealt with art and artists. After setting up the subject
intriguingly, however, he abandons it: "I shall have to give up on the
idea of a structured article, and present a checklist instead". The
rest of the piece consists of precis of varicus sf stories, like
Rotsler's Patron of the Arts, which treat with the subject. Thus Peter
has copped out on the real challenge he set himself and given us instead
a list of stories and his opinions of those stories. This 1s the
apahack approach: fast, off-the-top-of-the—head opinionating substituted
for a thoughtful exanination of a subject. ~Peter's opinions are not
uninteresting, but neither are they distinguished by originality of
insight.

On the other hand, "Viewpoints", two reviews of the third Tom LHcbbins
novel, is more successful. Xobbins is hard to "review" and boih Judith
Hanna and Peter offer slightly oblique and non-linear approaches.

Jack Herman and Gregor Whiley present looks at. the year that was and the
year to be, respectively; ihiley's glimpse of the future is satirical
while Herman's review of the past year reads like a review of the year's
award nominees. Thisg should satisfy Ron Clarke's thirst for sf in
"fannish" fanziness indeed, much of this issue concerns itself with sf,
and generally on a higher level than thal found in THE MBENTOR. ([t was
annoying, though, to find Peter breaking into the middle of Herman's
piece to disagrec with his assessment of Verley's Wigard; editorial
interjections in double-parens do not belong in articles and are a
rudeness to the author who has been interrupted. It is intrusive enough
to footnote one's disagreement; better yet to save it for a postscript,)

"How To Handle 4 Woman" by Jean Heber ("with techincal assistance from
sally Bezsley') takes up the question of fannish socializing with WA
Guide to Fannish Etiquette when dealing with FPeminist fans™. tflost of
the do's and don'ts offered are common sense, although several readers
objected in the next issue that they insulted fans' intelligence and
better applied to non-fan socializing. Coming from an era in which
there were fewer women in fandom and the opportunities for sexual
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encounters at conventions were correspondingly rarer, I view the curreat
situation with some bemusement. Jean Weber's is not. the only piece I've
seen on the subject of male-femalc.-encouhters among fans; Hike Rogers
broached the same subject (from a somewhat different perspective, of
course) in HARIONLC DISSOWANCE #1, and the lettercol of #2 was full of
fascinating responses.

The lettercol of THE PETER PRILICIPLE #2 also has considerable response -
sufficient that Peter has segregated it into a section of its own
following the rest of the letters -~ the most fascinating being from
Joseph iicholas. «dicholas has somehow rzached the amazing conclusion
that feminism is a neculiarly American phenomenon, having no relevance
in non-sexist Britian and Burope. Despite this, he extends some charity
to American fans with the assumption that they are probably less sexist
than their mundane society, based as it is on '"the American frontier
mentality". (It's a funay thing, you know, but although L've been an
American all my life, I've never actually met a cowboy! iy friend rich
brown does claim a fraction of Indian blood, though. But I digress...)

The bulk of #2 is comprised of letters, and letters may well become the
backbone of future issues, but I found more of interest in '"The Trading
Post" in which Peter reviews the fanzines he's gotten.

"I've never been much af what is commonly known as a fanzine fan," Peter
says in an opening statement. "To a feirly large degree, apahacking has
thus far satisfied my need for written communication.... <+roducing THE
PETER PRINCIPLE is largely a deliberate step tc change this, and has
already resulied in my becoming awars of the wide variety of fanzine
styles in the US and UK, as well as a greater appreciation of the focus
and energies going into fanzine production."

Ahe! PFanzines are morz than communication. Ior communication you write
letters — or open letters, which is what most avahacking actually is -
but fanzines are more than letters (even when they contain nothing but
letters). Fanzines are packages, both physically and conceptually.

They are vehicles which express the aggregate personality of their
contributors, their readers, and espacially their editor. Skilled
editors appreciate this and make their fanzines artworks.

There is more to "doing" a fanzine than just typing the material up on
stencils, vatching in the art, and running the zine off. There is the
entire esthetic of the fanzine to be considered, both the way it lcoks
and the way it reads (the order in which the material is presented, the
style of its presentation)° Jdot all the great faneds spent much time on
these questions; some simply acted on an intuitive grasp of what could
be (and thus should be) done. Sut one zenses that Peter has turned
another corner in fandom and encountered an area he'd not expected:
fanzines as an artform in their own right. It is precis@ly the lack of
such an awareness on the part of peaple like Jean eber that seems to me
+0 be the problem with her zine and with so many of the Auszsie fanzines
I've seen lately. The craft of doing fanzines seems to have been
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forgotten, leaving us with examples of reinvention which parallel the
ecarly progress of fanzines thirty and forty years ago. There seems to
be so little ambition among Aussic faneds; so much willingness to settle
for mediocrity. But perhaps it's just insularity and a lack of good
role models; ceriainly feter Toluz=zi seems to be only now discovering
the possibilities inherent in a fanzine once outside the limitations of
the apas. I look forward to future issues of THE FRTER PRINCLeLiiy I
want to see how it evolves.

PARIAH (#s 1, 2, & 3): Gerald Smith's PaRIAH offers a fascinating look
at the evolution of a fanzine as its editor
begins to develop his skills. #1 was minor stuff indeed; in #3 Anders
Sellis correctly takes Smith to task for his editing, layout, blurbs and
on-stencil writing, observing that "i'o me it is blatently obvious that
you have done nothing except apa-zines befare; PARIAE 1 gives me the
impresszion of heing a somewhat bigger apazine rather than a genzine."

ilost of #1 was editor-written. Of the one outside contribution - iarc
Ortlieb's review of "The Revenge of Anti-Fan" - Smith says, "It is just
so0 well written', that he felt he had to publish it despite its dated
nature. In defending his position againsgt amateur sf in PARTAL, Smith
cites "my lack of confidence in my own &bility to be sufficiently
critical of such material. There is too much danger of really abysmal
fanfic getting through. I realise I run this risk with any material I
publish but somehow fanfic seems worsze vhen it 1s really bad thai any
other sort of uriting."

What Smith needs - what any fened necds — is a developed sense of
standards, based on either a critical attitude or an intuitive approach:
criteria for what is, first, worth publishing, and, second, appronriate
for the fanzine in question.

Hlarc Ortlieb ig one of sustralia's batter fanwriters, at least among the
current generation. 3Sut his talent is more for what I've called
"journeyman fanuriting" - the comfortable expression of cpinion and
narration of event which reveals the author's personality and evokes the
feeling of a fireside conversation -- than for cleverness and wordpiay.
His review of the Anti-FPan movie is detorminedly clever, but paciked with
allusions recuiring both an acquaintance with the film and with local
injokes. The piece is less igrell-written™ than it is vacked with clever
constructions based on resonances of the film.

.iore tc the point, it is simply not true that the rules for writing
fiction are different irom those for writing good prose in any formj; nor
is there any reason why Gerald should find himseif less capable of
discerning baaly written fiction. I suspect the reverse might be trues
clunsy writing is more obvious ia fiction than isy; say, a rambling
personal essay. In fictioa the ainm is to summon up clear images in the
readsr's mind - an interior "movie' -- and the best prose is that which
might be taken at first glance to be transparent: prose which doesg not
cell attention to itself but with cconomy and precision creates exactly
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the images the author desires of it., Now, beyond a clear prose style
fiction requires a variety of specialized skills, among them
characterization, plot-motivation, pacing, lively dialogue, =ic. But
for beginning writers - amateur authors — a clear prose style is the
first hurdle and most of them never get beyond it. (I speak here from
long experience reading slish piles; I have read more bad fiction than
most of you will ever be privileged to sec...and I can only envy you.)

oomehow the skill of writing fiction has been mystified and made an
arcane secret from the point of view of entirely too many readers. (I
think it's part of the vassivisation - if there exists such a word -~ of
the masses in 20th Century culture, in which the great mass of people
are taught to be passive consumers of the "'product? put out by the
zlevated stars of our mass media. We are taught to regard creativity as
a gift bestowed upon oanly a select few, and the creative process as
something akin to alchemy, to be all but worshiped and beyond mortal
understanding. This isy; of course, shecer bullshit.) But surely as a
reader of science fiction Gerald developed & taste for certain authors
or types of writing, and certain standards by which he judged what he
read. Why can he not apply these same standards to vhatever amateur
fiction might come his way?

I would guess that the probable answer is that he knows very well that
none of the amateur sf which might be .eubmitted tc him if he allowed it
into PARLAH would meet the standards he applies to professional {iction,
And here is where the confusion starts. Ior if all amateur fiction fail
fails such standards, then those standards are obviously "too harsh" or
too demanding. #hat shall we replace them with? And here it breaks
down entirely, because there are no useful standards which can be
substituted once we abandon thz basic standards of decent writing. It
will come down to, "I liked the idea in the story", or "the author is a
friend of mine'", or "the author will gain something from the reader-
feedback", or simply, "I wanted to give the author encouragement'. This
is a thorny area indeed, dependinz as it does purely on arbitary
decisions based on extransous congsiderations.

Now as it happens I am generally against publishing amateur sf in
fanzines. And I'm not trying to argue Smith into reviewing his policy.
Sut I do want him to think about it aid reaiize that his stated reasons
do little other than to demean him. In fact, I would think that if he
czoplied the same standards %2 amateur sf that he anplies t© non-fiction
contributions he would have little difficulty.

'\___--’/‘“ B

But those standards also need improvement. In PARIALL #2 Angus Caffrey's
“WPhe Tragedy of iMacbeth Revisited" sets a tone and style unmatched by
most of the rest of the material. Joha Alderson's '"Half-Seas Over" was
more readable than anything else L've seen by him in these zines, but it
is simply a pedantic nitpick piece in which he complains about the

useage of language on TV, marred by his defense of the insertion of

“and" into any spoken auzber greater than one hundred. In a postscript
Alderson's ego prompts him to suggest Smith send a copy of this issue of
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PARIAH to the AeBsC., which Alderson appears certain, will get "PARIAH
slated on the ABC 'Bocks and Writings' programme". 4i'm glad Alderson
has such a high opinion of his work; it saves me from feeling any guilt
over my own lower regard for ite.

Smith's own "The Wonder of IMlight" describes Lis first flight in an
airplane. He gives voive to the feelings many of us experiénced on our
first flights — those of us who didn't clutch a2 drink and moan, "He're
going to crash, I know it!" It's decently written, but perhaps naive.

ilost of the rest of the issue is taken up by the letter column, in which
Smith responds conversationally to the letters, answering them at .
length. & like thats as anyone who has ever read any lettercolumn Llve
conducted knows, LI'm given to long replies myself. There's a fine line
between answering all a letter-—writer's guestions, and answering all his
or her arguments. If you cross the line and rebut every argument you
leave your readers less to respond to. ©Smith handles this well, staying
for the most part on the right side of that line. (My only objection is
to nitpick his typographic style: L fecl he should begin each paragraph
of his responses to letters with the double-parens, just as one does any
naranthetical section which runs to more than one paragraph, rather than
simply using the double-parens to open and close his section of :
responss. L point this out because omith's responses often run two or
threec paragraphs and a quick scan might loose track for the hasty reader
of who is speakingooeo)

PARIAH #3 opens dreadfully, with material worse than any in the first
two issues. Harry Andruschak, an incredibly dull fellow who has yet to
write anything wotth reading, offers a one-page piece called "Sierra
dadre", which reads like a vassage from one of his letters. It is a
non-sequitur, made up of smaller non-seguiturs. Ostensibly a -~ o
descrintion of a bike ride cum travelogue (if ostensibly anything), the
descriptions are stuaningly f1dt and vague: "If you remember /Invasion
of the Body Snatchers/, the hero escaped from the towrn: and went down
hill to a busy street. That was Foothill. lowadays a lot of the
traffic has been diverted to the Foothill Freeway alongside it. i)k | abig
you know the film, you will know the street.” And thus the piece
climaxed and ended.

In some sort of vicious one-two, £ndruschak's piece is followed by one
by John Alderson, "Jack-in-the-Green", hich sees Alderson back up on
his litecrary high horse, translating myths for the masses, and tossing
off tidbits like, "Hobin Hood and his ierry len were reputed to be 2
witch coven", in some sort of almost stream-of-~consciousness fashion.
Alderson, who only an issue earlier was lecturing us on the correct
useage of ILnglish, begins his plece with this sentence: "If we had only
the story of Little fed Riding Hood we may be in difficulties in
arriving at the original cosmological myth from whence it gprang. "
There is much to savor in a sentance like thats the abysmally clumsy
syntax and mixed tenses are the least of it. Consider the implications
of that sentance: what it reveals about the thinking process of its
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Smith could hardly print amiteur sf worse than this.

In "I['m o Bconomist But..." £1Ff Katz proves the correctness of the
title of his two-page piece with a series of non-sequitur arguments (one
examples "The working class can exist only within the work esthic.
dithout it, 'working class' is only a meaningless term, semantically
void and belonging to & bygone cra (somewhat akin to 'democracy').")
leading up to the wildly original conclusion that some day "work" will
be unnecessary for most of us. (ilaybe somecone should introduce Katz to
Farmer's - “siders of the Purple lage.")

About half of the issue consigts of letters, and this is the better
half. However, in response to one letter Smith offers this
justification for the 4Llderson piesce in i#23 "L didn't agree with what
Joha said but I thouzht it well written and likely to provoke comment'.
Wthile I certainly can't object to the idea of printing pieces with which
you - don't agree if you think them well-written and likely to
provoke comment, it seems to me that these alone are not sufficient
criteria, and equally to the point that simply 'proveking comment" is
not enough - the nature of both the provocation and the resulting
comment must also be taken into account.

'rom my vnoint of view Smith's admiration of the "well written" Ortlied
and Alderson pieces is an indication of his owm critical and editorial
shortcomings and hints at his awe for those he thinks Bigger Named or
better established than himself. I can think of no other reason for
most of the pieces published in PARIAH #3 than Snith's gratitude to
their authors for letting him publish them. ©Smith has yet to set a tone
0f his own for his fanzine, becuzuse he exercises so little control over
the nzture and quality of what he publishes.

Take that "well writien" Alderson piece in j#2, for example. Its subject
was one of Alderson's pet veeves, but was this a topic to which many
would respond with interesting letters? On the evidence in #3 I nust
conclude thet the answer was Wo. At most, he ecarned a paragraph each
from a few letter—-writers, most of whom dismissed him with comments
like, "he's finally running out of scope to be controversial'. Jack
Herman summed Alderson's piece up best: "His page and a half of pseudo-
pedantic quibbles with the laaguage deaihstrates hig inabilizty to
understand that his little learning leaves him on dangerous ground".
Rather than '"provoking comaent", publication of the piece would appear
to have had the effect of holding Alderson up to public ridicule. In my
opinion something liize that should never be done inadvertantly.

I conclude that Smith needs to develop critical standards for gverything
he publishes. He necds to consider whether a contribution is a§
adequately written, b) has a tone compatible with the tone of his
fanzine, and G) deals with a topic apvrovriate to the fanzine and its
audience. Until he begins doing this PARIAH will continue to be uneven
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in quality and unlikely to evolve much beyond its present state.

VERSEs "“Another topic which came up ... was the future of British
fanzines. D. /ilesi/ was worried that fanzines like FELICITY
were golng to set an unfortunate trend for British fanzines full of
soul-bariing personal revelation done by people with far less ability
than Jimmy Robertson and co. That British fanzines were going to become
like American fanzines, in other words. What, then; would become of
American fanzines? Perhaps, I ventured, they in turn might bevome like
Lugtralian fanzines. At this D. blanched and cringed - even he wouldn't
wish that on the Americans." - Malcolm Edwards in DRUJKARDS TALK #o,
January 13, 1933

VaPs It's taken a lot of time to get this far. 1've been given a new

deadline by my despsrate editor whom I can fob off with no inore
excuses: my back is against the wall. I feel the urge to react in the
gonzo style of Hunter Thompson, drematizing the event of the actual
writing of this piece, taking you "behind the scenes" and into my head
zs I deal with these fanzines, and incorporating not only the deadline
but my panicked respvonse to it here. But that ia a copout. In fact the
reason I have dallied so long on this pieés is that I dread finishiag
i3 G

I'm making no new friends with this. Honesty compells me to confess
that I have congidered this point more than once... and what purpose is
there in writing a.piece like this if one is less than honest? iy
reputation in some quarters of Oz is already low: I am seen as hard to
please and cranky, if not worse. 4And ['ve yet to deal with Q36.

The whole point of writing this piece is to shine a critical light on
comjyemporary Australian fanzines - to illuaine their problemsg and
shortcomings and perhaps arrive at an understanding of why Australian
fanzines enjoy such a poor reputation elsewhere in the ORGSR Bl S|
is by no means an easy task, especially if I am to communicate
successfully with an Austrzlian audieance. I am an "outsider", and can
be presumed to be ignorant of all soris of mitigating factors, and,
anyway, why listen to me if you're having faune

Thy indeed?

The sad truth is that Australia has seen better fanzines in the vast,
an that most current—day Aussie fanzines are dull, bland, and boring
when they are not illegible or sub-literate. The artwork which adorns
nost of them is embarrassingly bad. This is not just a minority
oninion: it is an opinion nearly universally held outside Australia.

It is my vprejudiced belief that people can be educated, if they choose
to be, and it seems to me that a great deal of what is wrong with the
fanzines under review here is a lack of education - in fan—-editing - on
the part of their editors. ilost of these fanzines appear to have sprung
into existence because someone had the urge to "do" a fanzine, and acted
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on that urge without further thought. I'd like to hope that some of
you, after reading this, will entertain further thoughts on what it is
that a fanzine is and how one can go about develoning a2 fanzine. I want
to provoke your thinking. But thers's a real gquestion in my mind about
whether i'm more likely to nrovoke thought cor emotion - whether £'11
stimulate soire rational thinking, or cause a hostile defensive reaction.
iy aversion to the possibility of the lutter response is one of the
things that has kept me from finishing this sooner.

WitlP-FULL (/¢ 8 & 9): &slthough onz might expect a fanzine to be fairly
established in its gtyle of presentation -
layouts, overall format - after more than half a dozen issues, ‘therciis
considerable development from #3 to #9 in WAHF-FULL, especially in the
way the letter—column is desigined. [t may seem a small thing and not
worth remarking on, that Jack Herman has changed from running each
letter—iriter's name and address out on one full line to blocking the
address under the name and efiectively boxing it, but in fact it makes
for a decided visual improvement. The new format looks neater and makes
the authorship of ecch letter much clearcr. Of such saall format
devices are good fanzines built. The way a page looks to us will
strongly influence our response to what is actually written on that
page. oSloppiness puts off the eye. WdNeatness and organization that
clarifies content is inately appealing. Beyond neatness lies &
artfullness, but I don't ask that of every fanzine editor, becausec that
requires specific talents. But I do think ncatness is a basic
requirement. 3y neatness I don't mean fastidiousness, mind you - just a
basic respect for the readable presentation of a fanzine's contents.

Jack Hermair uses what looks like an IBi bxecutive, with relatively large
type. 'This is a typerface which can be attractive whean used well, but
can look jumbled and messy when used incorrectly. ‘hen Jack typed out
the letter—-writer's names and addresses across a full liney, then

skipped a space before starting their letters, the names seemed to get
lost on the page. 3But once he began setting them off in a block on the
left side of the page, the names began lezping out at the reader. ‘hat
Jack should now consider is a change in the way he paragraphs. AN
Presently when he reaches the end of 5 varagraph he dreps a half-line
and begins the first sentence of the next paragraph. This is called
nonstoparagrafing" and was inventcd (or populari:ed) by PForrest J
Ackerman in the early forties. It works moderately well for text with
paragraphs of a reasonable length, but looks awful when used for tEiEON
or any prose which uses dialogue (Hhere paragraphs may be single short
sentences). It deesn't look good in HAHF-PULL, lending the zine an air
of informality which continually threatens tc become plain sloppiness -
and undercuts the more serious material. I would recommend that Jack
tighten_up the typogravhy in his fanzine by using "normal® paragraphing,
with a basic five—unit indent and no lines skipped between paragraphs.

I think his typerface would look much cleaner, neater, and more readable
in that format.

Bditorially, WAHP-FULL is much more firmly established; the absense of
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editorial comtral so obvious in PARTAH can be contrasted with Hermna'
well-realized approach. While his choices might not be mine (and in
fact most of the material on movies fziled to interest me), it is clear
that Jack has made choices and continues to choose what he wants in his
fanzine. The range of his choices is mostly non-fannish (sf & music,
near-~future predictions, movies, andi a "Real World Department’, among
others) and balanced by fannish editorial .commentary and lettercol
discussions. Some of the non-fannish pieces strike me as over—earnest,
but a2ll are intelligent and none approach the pedantry or egotistical
exhibitionism of an Alderson piece., Iily basic complaint is that most of
them (the predictions and Real Uorld pieces in particular) fail to offer
anything beyond that available elsewhere, in the ncvsmagazines. The
essense of '"fannish' writing has always been tha specific personality of
the author as revealed throuzh hig or her picce. That is not something
that need be confined to purely "fannish" topics; it ¢an be applied to
any tonic. When the Real World discovsred this kind of writing about
twenty years ago it was dubbed "personal journalism'", and it has been
exemplified by Hunter Thompson, who placed himself sguarely in the
middle of whatever event he was ostensibly vwriting about. What I missed
in the WAHP-FULL pieces was any real sense of the author as a person
talking to me about his or her feelings coucerning the topics under
discussion. Fanzines offer a personalized, intimate kind of
communication: it is possible for us to know each other and talk
directly to each other as individuals. This is the unique advantage of
fanzines in our microcosm; why not take advantage of it?

But I am not saying Jack Herman should impose this (or any) specific
style on his contributorss that, as they say thesc days, is a "judgement
call", and it's his fanzine, not mine. But I think the relative
depersonalization of these articles in WAHF-FULL, written in a style
vhich apes that of large publications with faceless audiences, is one of
the reasons why WAHF-FULL is not an even more successful fanzine, with
greater impact on fandom.

One of the topics which comes up in the lettercolumn of VAHF-FULL is
that of “media fans" and how they differ, if in fact they do differ,
from "us". I think it really comes dowm to what is meant by the way
they and we use the word '"fan'.

Apparently it needs to be said from time to time - mostly for the
bendfit of recently-arrived vrofessionals attending Thlalehlg  TEalinEny
conventions or leafing through the first fanzines they've seen — that st
fans are not a mindlessly adoring audience grovelling at the feet of the
tgtaps" who write the stuff. Rather, we are fans of the fiction, of the
science fiction medium. 4t is sf itself, and not the people who produce
it, that fascinates us. ‘ke are, a3lTony Boucher once put it,
"afictionados". We may well have our favourite authors, and we may
respect those authors very much, but one of the traditions of fandom has
been to avoid putting our authors on pedestals, to keep a healthy
perspvective about them. of authors may sit at the head of the table,
but they are family. !e are united in our Co.unon affection for sf, and
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many of us fans "groiw up" to become sf auvthors: another long—established
tradition. Thus, as fans we are toc close to the "dirty pros'" te hold
many illusions about them.

Ln contrast, the distinguishing characteristic of the true '"amedia fan"
is that he or she is a2 "fan'" in the same way that the faas of movie
stars are "fans'. Such fans thiénk in Them & Us terms, and while their
adoration of the otars harms no one unless it is obsessive (seec "The
King of Comedy")y it is essentially passive and implicitly demeaning.
(The “one-author" fans represent a similar case: the author is . . . -
worshipped and the author's fantasy universe is taken over by the fans,
wvho move into it lock, stock and barrell.)

G36 (ife Gy Hy Jy & 2): (I seem to have misplaced #I....) The questions

cf how media fens and we differ and yet are
alike is exvlored in a variety of guises in Q36, and although such
questions actually fall under the Vhither Fandom Category (subhead: ATE
They Taking Us Over, or Has Lverything Already 3een Ruined?), I think
they've been fruitful for G36..

iizrec Ortliedb and L did not exactly get off on the right feet together.
tihen [ recieved G36 G I read it with minor fascination - I am always
fascinated by As Others vee Us travei-renorts on the U.Ss — but I found
it impossible to resnond to. Marc spent most of his time visiting with
fans whom I either doin't kinow or don't like too much, and atiended a
Worldcon which L was forced tc miss, lecaving us with few points of
intersection. DBut when Q36 H arrived, I had a more "typical" issue in
hand. I weas rather curious to see what it would be like. The first I'd
ever heard of Q36 (the fanzine, that is; £ have sean the Chuck Jones
cartoon several times) was when it recieved a vote for Best Fanzine in
the 1932 200G Polii. The travel-report issue was nicely designed and
gave every indication, despite its obviously unique position relative to
normal issues, that issues to come would be neater and more carefully
crafted than most recent Australian fanzines I'd seen. Actually issue G
reminded me of a whole genre of neatly (if not impeccably) mimeod
fanzines, many of thkhem Canadian in origin. It looked like something

Mike Gliciksschn or Victoria Vayne might have put outv.

For that reason issue H was a bit of a surprise. L thought its John
Packer cover was pretty poor, and the He.E. Tyrrell doodle on the ]
comtents page & waste of a good electrostencil. In amy tyvical tactless
vay I said as much in a letter to iarc.

In due time issue #L arrived, and I thumbed through it looking for my
letter and noted its absense. lihen I reazlized that the issue had
probably been published before I'd even written my letter, the time
svent crossing the Pacific having been what it was. I wrote another
brief LoC (most of my Lols to overseas fanzines are brief, restricted as
they are to the space available on an zirletter form) to tlarc and forgot
about it.
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liore time passed, and ORWITHOPTER #11 arrived, having made itg long
lonely journey around the world, and therein I found ilarc Ortlieb saying
(in reference to a piece in an earlier issue by Josevh Nicholas), kT
hope you are sending a copy of this issue to Ted Whitey; and the other
American Josevh Nicholas knockers. (True, they'll probably only notice
the bit where he pokes fun at SE in Dimension, but what the hellooa)”

I thought that a bit odd, becausec I don't consider myself an '"American
Joseph icholas knocker®, and in fact my comments on the subject in my
LoC to iarc weren't anti-Wicholas (see Q36 J). But I suppose anyone who
responds to Joseph may be pinaed with that label (any American, that isj;
the Joseph icholas Knockers of other nationalities will have to
organize themselves). '

lhen Q36 J showed up, there werec both my letters to IMarc, and from
Jdarc's rather testy responses L got the impression that things might be
getting tense. Welly hell, L said to myself. If things are tense now,
wait till I get to Q36 in this bloated piece. Then the shit will surely
hit the fan. #¥hich fan, I wasn't too certain, but I wasan't looking
forward to it.

Today (because this epic ig an event, and serendipitous circumstances
inevitably surround it as I write it) the mail brought me a letter from
flarc, 2 response to my LoC on Q36 J. In it, he said, among other things:

"Phanks for the letter. You are correct in assuming that some of your
comments rubbed me a little the wrong way. Sorry for the way I flew off
the handle too. Thank you for giving me the chance to be a little less
fuggheadedes.o

"inyway, though I can't really see you and I agreeing on all that much,
other than the fact that fandom can be a lot of fun — sometimes - I will
promise to stop the offhand slinging off that I have been doing. (I was
just thinking about the things we disagree on, and it seems to come down
to what a fanzine is, what is good artwork, and what makes for good fan-
writing.) I'd still like to disagree with you a lot, but hopefully we
can do this on a friendly basisg."

That at once clears the air quite 2 bit, and sets the stage for what b
have to say about Q36. Yes, I imagine Marc is going to disagree with
some of what I'm going tc say, but since L want to criticise Q36 without
animosity, I'm pleased by the thought that at least we can be friendly
about our disagreements. That will make this much easier to write.

ilarc has summed tp the areas in which we disagree and on which I want to
comaent: what a fanzine (Q36) is, what good artwork is, and what good
fan-writing is.

In my first LoC to iarc I said the followings?

"In appearance Q36H is something of a paradox. You obviously put more
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than average thought and care into its design and duplication - but the
vast majority of the 'ert' (nearly all by John Packer; is awful, and
strikes me as a complete waste of electrostsncilling. <The occasional
good pieces, of which Linda Cox Chan's is the best, and guite good,
appeer to be in Q36 almost by accident when they appear in proximity
with something as completcly awful as id.B. Tyrrell's contents-page
doodle., You may state that you have 'a very definite policy on what
(you) went in the way of covers', but how is such a staitement reconciled
with that piece of kindergerten. scrawling on your actual cover?! (The
cover, of course, was by Packer, whose gquoted resnonse was, '"Ted White?
Didn't he write Sccret of the Killer Satellite?" Hdo, Johnj; { wrote
vaeoret . of . the:lifarauder Satcllite, a vastly superior work. Ahahahao)

The art has improved a good deal as of HIgmandhDatdriautc this-tet the
fact that there is less Packer and more Lteven i'ox and Brad Foster.
fMox's work takes Q36 up to a level L counsider:standard for fanzine-art,
which is better than that of any recent Aussie fanzine L've scen, but
Foster is far better and his pieces give their respective nages a real
sparkle. Des Haterman's contents—npage corivon is also aboverravereage,
and Toa Cardy's illustration on page 2 deuserves notice. (On the other
hand, there is one iotsler - and it's subpar Hotsler, reminiscent oi his
icss distinguished fifties work.) slthough none of the art in ¢36 J
really stopped me in my tracks, it does represent a highvoint, both for
the fanzine and for contemporary Australian fanzines in general.

As I said, Q36 does obviously represent more than average thought and
care — and the neatly tyved borders which run along the top and bottom
of euxh page are one indication of that. The A-4 size is ugly and
ungainly when compared with either Uese. letter—size or British quarto,
largely because of its proportionss the page is too tall. ilarc has
found a very satisfying sclution for this problem: ihe berders that run
across the top and bottom of cach page (boxing the page numbers within
the bottom borders) act to frame the nage, giving the text typed between
the borders a visucl proportion which is closer to that of the letter-
and guarto-sizes and thus more pleasing %o the eye. This is an elsgant
solution indesd since it also creates an owverall uniformity of visual
foramat, and neatly orgenizes each page. The borders create the . 3
sublininal imprsseonn of tidiness because they are meatly typer-rendercd.

Hhen I encounter a fanzine as carefully designed as this, it sets up in
me certain exveciaiions, no doubt dus in parti to my exposure over the
years to a number of fine fanszines which were neatly designed and
cleanly execcuted on blue paper, like HARHOOH or BikRGUibd. ‘Yhen, in
closing amy letter on issue #I, L said of that issue, "Degplite 1tz more—
than<50 *pagss,s Iofeund littYe else dincthiscisstie of Q36 comament-worthy.
Thare's a dull earnestness to much of the issue,.and, of course, the
ususl territle artwork', [ was exvressing my disappointment due to the
failure of my exwvectations.

Q36 hes been referred to by a vericty of Australians asz Ythe best
fanzine in Australial, has woa a Ditmar or two, and has been held up as
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a shining example of how good an Australian fanzine can be. I can see
where it might come as a shock to :ilarc, after having weathered all that
praise, to get letters such as mine.

lverything is relative, and it may well be that for many Australian fans
G36 is the best fanzine to come down the pike, but I'm afraid this
points to an insularity on the part of too many Aussie fen, a
parochiality of wviewnoint which is hurting Australian fandom.

Leigh Bdmonds, in the course of reviewing Q36J, of all things, in
ORNITHOPTER #12/RATAPLAN #21, offers the following thoughts on this
situation: '"Despite.'some iinited iaput ‘from overseas fans Australian
fandom is pretty much a side issue in world events. This means that it
gets the appropriate support from overseas and the foreign appearances
in local fanzines is very small indeed. S0, what has happened is that
Australian faneds have had to depend on local resourses and, over the
rast few years, they have become very thia on the ground.”

I am not saying that Poor frovincisl Australia must look north of the
equater for all its fanaish cultural input; the notion that Americans
were sunposed to look to Hurope for their culture in the recent past has
left me with little sympathy for such imperialistic ideas. But if
Aystralian fandom is not to be a backwater eddy rather than a part of
the mainstream of Bnglish-speaking (at 1east) fandom, it will have to
shed its insularity. 4 little cross-pollination nevers hurts.

Lg it is, Aussie fandom is still sufficiently isolated - not only by
geography but also by attitude - that some Tfans are experiencing a kind
of culture shock when they start interreacting with the rest of us.
Q36, the biggest frog in the Austraslian pond, is not recieved with
universal acclaim elsewhere. Australian fanzines are laughed at,
snecred at, or dismissed as boring. Why?

sverything is relative, but standards appear to be lower in Australia.
A fanzine which achieves the level of merely good, in international
terms, is seen as superlative. A4n "artist' who in fact cannot really
draw and whose ideas of humor anpear to be on a grade-—school level
wholely lacking in genuine wit iz celebrated as rilly triff. (There is
only one thing to be said in Joha Packer's favors his work is neat;
draftemanship-neat. His lines lack all finesse and his ideas lack all
subtlety, but his work isg at lesst not szloppy. There is a curious
parzllel here with Australian fanzines in generals of them too the best
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