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THEY ARE NOT DEAD -BUT MERELY SLEEPING
Moribund, I recall one faned calling the Gannets, moribund. Presumably
he was thinking that the departure of Doctor Rob, Master Cockfield &
Ritchie to the south, would result in our extinction as a species.
Well, it is a loss, but there are still quite a few of us left. There's
the Williams Triplets for instance, Sue, Kev and Ian. Then there's the
Penman Triplets Cath, Tom and Ian, not 4o mention, (Harr)*,  *

( Ann) ¥

( Ang) *

MerfAdamsonMikeHamiltonnewcomersNeilHeppleSueRichardsonvisitingdignits
DaveHutchinson&JohnBarford, really, we've no excuse for dying out just
yet. So no obituaries o0.k? You should be holding the lie to that line
of thinking in your hand, and if it isn't Gannet Scrapbook 7, how on
earth are you reading this? Obviously, the contribution that Rob Dave
and Ritchie made in terms of knowlege enthusiasm and beer money will be
sorely missed (we shall also miss them as people - none of us is any
good with a gun) but hopefully the fanzine aspect of the groups activi-
ties will not suffer from that absence. In fact some might say that it
suffers from quite the reverse. On y soit qui mal Yy pense, je crois.
ANOTHER FINE MESS

Eight months between issues is not as regular a schedule as we'd like,
but in the present economic climate, it might be all we can afford. An
excuse has just limped in calling itself Seacon, saying "It isn't meet
to badger people for contributions just before the biggest event on the
S.F. calendar." But Seacon was over four months age...hmm.,.The excuse
has just had the carpet pulled out from under its one good leg.

TO COIN A PARADOX

This is to be a seminal issue (pregnant with consequences according to
Kev) with contributions from as many Gannets past present & honorary
as we could con, I mean, persuade into submission.

It is a team effort, so as usual diversity and serendipity are the
keystone of the contents, because like all teams we can't even agree
what game it is we are playing, let alone which direction to play it,
Furthermore, there will be no, I repeat abselutely no editorial prese-
nce. If you see any; report it at once and we'll have the filthy stuff
removed. lMost of you who received GSB last time had the foresight to
help us in our struggle towards zero circulation growth, by witholding
your letters of comment. But to Gil Maier and Harry Andruschak we make
this final warning. Cease and desist loccing forthwith or we'll send
you both another CODY « ;

Many thanks to everyone who sent us fanzines, we hope you think this
is fair exchange, if not, on with the robbery......
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SOME NOTES ON THE FLAGELLATION OF DECEASED SOLID HOOVED QUADRUPEDS

Well, another three months have gone by since I wrote the previous
page, and I'm still waiting for the big three to come up with the
goods. I think there 1s some perverse egotism here. ¢y .

"Must get one out before Seacon" they said, "Give us a deadline,
Andy" s6 I said end of May. Try again. "NMust get one out before
Novacon, give us a deadline Andy." so I said end of October. Try
again, "Must get one out before the New Year....

Tan coughed up his article last night but only after I promised to
take the tourniquet off his neck., Kev said he's doing the stencils
tonight, but only because I threatened him with a barbed wire

enema - courtesy Shanghai ILil's Human Derelict Reclaimation Parlour
and Harry? well that noise you can hear that sounds like a cat
having its gonads removed with a wire brush, that's Harry doing the
Front Cover,

The whole is being duplicated in stages on Harry's magic Gannetpress
Collated by Annie Sue Pam Ian Harry Kev Andy & X the'gargling Yak
And for those of you with strong stomachs here are L

THE CONTENTS

FRONT COVER a4k | HARRYBELL
DEADITORIAL . = - Y AwDY FIRTH)
| YORCONREPORT TAN WILLIAMS
~ MELON CEULT PROSPECTS MARY LONG
. CEN . YOU IMAGINE | ANNIE MULLINS
THEY ALSO SERVE' S . ... ANDY FIRTH
_ THE LETTERCOL | ot d g B
I USED T0 BE THE... '~ ROBERT DAY
FOWL. BLAY . NETL HEPPLE

. LATE AS USUAL R KEV. WILLIAMS
© SILLY ROBOT DRAWINGS LIKE THIS BY DARKSIDE

- DYPTOAL, 990K REGISTER MEMORY AND THEY PUT
YOU ON THE DAY SHIFT, JUST BECAUSE YOU'RE
‘ THINK YOU'RE DUMB. .
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STARTI ING FACTS NIZIVER BEFCRE REVEALED!

Why Ian Williams wa:; asked to
run the Fan Room!

What the weather was like!

How to =@et from sunderland to
Leeds!

The savage illness that struck
Ian Wllllam~ down!

CURRENTIY PIAYING AT YCUR GANNETSCRAPBCCi!
HAVZ YCU THE CCURAGE TC CATCH IT!

Part 1: THE FAN ROG.

Yorcon wa held in Leeds over Easter 1979, that being the
time Zastercons are usually held. It was organised by the
Ieeds group with Sunderland-dwelling me tageing on the end.

o how come I got involved? Unstil ikycon 7% the previous
ster, I knew virtually nothing about the Teeds crowd. 1I'd
met Alke Dickinson at a cou=le of cons and liked him. The
last time I remembered talking to Dave iringle, the co-chair
man. was at Tynecon 74 when we were bhoth plssed I'd had a
reaconable fanzine from Alan Dorey and wa® on ambiguous terms
with the greasy eminence (censored in caze his foe11n9“ are

hurt)




of Don West who was believed to have a finger in the Yorcon pie.
But other than that was blissfully ignorant of the groun and
full of misconceptions about themn.

At 3kycon I appeared on a couple of panels in Ian saule's fan
room. Then on the Saturday evening just as I was about to go
for a curry I was arproached by fringle, Dickinson, Dorey and
the voluptuous Kate Jeary who said they'd been impressed by what
I'd had to say on the panels and thought I'd heen the right
person to organise their fan room and would I like to do it.

I was quite stunned and said. I'd like to think it over. By the
time I came back from the curry I'd talked myself into it and
agreed to do 1it. : ;

for several months after that I planned and thought things over,
Tinally getting down to serious work on it in January and getting
in touch with the rest of the committee who were worried in case
I'd forgotten all about it.

It was rather strange. In effect what I was doing was almost
organising a senarate mindcon within a larger convention. 1
tried to develcp a philospphy or attitude towards the fan room,
albeit an inconsistent one. I was trying to do several things
and hoping I wouldn't fall flat on my face. A wrimary ain was
as a hosnitality room for neos where anyone could just come and
talk if they.were feeling confused or had problems or just wanted
to find out what fandom was about. First cens can bhe very
confusing affairs and I hoped the Fan Room could help. The
second thing I wanted to do was to give the Fan Room a theme.
Previously théy’'d been somewhat haphazard affairs, collections
of nmhotographs with no real linking theme. So I decided I'd
like to Try and nresent a visual history of British fandom in
70s. Despite what certain oldtimers said later, it wasn't
because I came into fandom in 1970, but because I helieve the
70s have marked a great change and development in British fandom
which begun in 1970. iy views on how to »resent this visual
history varied during the year and I finally settled for the
easy way out. DIach year had its own sheet of card. On it was

a list of conventions. The Eastercon had its name, nunber,
nlace, organisers, guests of honour, winner of the Doc Weir,

and a brief comment on its success or lack of it. The Novacon
entry was briefer and include the Nova Award winners for best
fanzine. Then thair was a list of notable fanzines of the year.
On the visual side were the covers of each Easter and Novacon
programme books, covers from fanzines or photographs of fan
editors and maybe a selection of -hotographs of the cons. That
was the main digplay. Other things I put un included: a section
on Fat and Graham Charnock, Yorcon's I'anGoHs including photos
(brought by the Charnox with much else) and text: a selection
of artwork by Harry Bell, Seacon's Fan GoH; a ~hoto display of
notablie fans, a disnlay of fans doing strange things with an
invitation to add your own cantion: Jim Barker brought along
some cartoons which illustratedbook titles for attendees to guess
the title. There were nlenty of fanzines for sale and for free



on the tahles in the roow. I was disapnointed that virtually

no local groups seemed to want to publicise their existence,
esnecially as I plugged this in the Progress renorta.

But I get ahead of mysclf.

During the »reccding three months I gradually got things sorted
out and arranged by writing, phoning, talking o and arguing
with a variety of =ecple, In fact I got the orograine imore or
less finalised a month befeore the con, though I was still com-
piling the ingredients of the disn»lay tintil the last week. . Kevin
Williams valiantly and kindly photoconying copicus quantities of
artwork, fanzine and ~rogramie hock covers for me.

And. then it was Eacter.

srring wasn't exactly in the air because it had been (and still
was) a long cold winter. Hell, we'd even been cut off by snow
blizzards. “everal times I'd tramped to work through almost
knee deen snow --and this was in Sunderland where, by being on
the coast, the winters are comparatively milder. Despite the
foul weather I hadn't, remarkably for me, had a single cold

or sniffle in well over a year.

S0 on the Thursday morning I gct u»y at 6.15 determined to make
an early start and get to leeds as soon as possible., I noticed
a tickly throat had turned decidedly worse and was now quite
sore. I packed paracetemol and some threat easers and honped
on the 7,45 train from Sunderland to York. It was a bright
sunny day. The best weather in months.. Waited half an hour
for a connection and walked into the Dragonara at 10.45 fully
expecting to see the place thronged with Ieeds Group melabers
and committee tearing round getting. things ready. Instead I
saw Alan Dorey sitting lansuidly (Christorher) Priest~1ike
reading 2 paper. He greeted ne cordially, showed me a copy of
the programme bocok and explained most of them were still at the
printers and were expected shortly.

Yell, when can I start getting the dismlays un?

corry, the fan room is being used for a function all day.

The assistantiianager joined us and had coffece brought. Dave
Iringle arrived. And very little happened. wostly just sat
around talking whilst a few people started arriving.

By mid afternocn I felt I had to start deing something, so 1
g0t the disylay materials (large sheets of card, nens, blue
tack, etc), photcgrap: hs and photocopies (the foruer having been
sent to e hy Ian mau.e, CGraham Poole, Graham ingland, and itike
meara) took them to the empty convention hall and started laying
them out from the notes I'd made. The 1ithe nrogramne sheet
arrived without the fan programme on it. They'd lost the copy
I'd given them when I'd been in iceds a few weeks earlier. 9o
I wrote out another cony which was taken out to be photoccopied.,
One of the Leeds mob who was a graphic designer (and whose naie
I embarassingly forgot ) caine and helped write the text on
the displaye, my rrinting net heing hrilliant. By about 2.30




we'd just about completed it. I went to the restaurant down-
stairs for a »izza: it was to bhe the last cooked meal I'd have
for forty eight hours.

I had a few drinks, chatted to people, and then, fecling decid-
edly unwell, went to bed just before midnight.

Woke early feeling even worsze, had 2 couple of raracetemol,
breakfast, got the keys to the committee and fan rocm and went
upstairs to them to get things set up.

In fact it was fan rooms. I'd been allocated twe small rooms
alongz a corridor on the flcor above the main function area.
Not far off was a larze room for the dealers which turned out
to -be not large enough for their liking. 1 zot busy with a
1ittle help setting up the displays and arranging tables in
the nearer rocii. The farther one next door was to be solely
for the fan programme. This arrangement worked in fact quite
well, though it would have been better if the roous had been
larger.  Jost of the fan programme played to capaclty crowds
and many couldn't get in. i

Peonle kent turning up with fanzines and ~hotos. The Charnox
were especially helpful with the latter,cmbelliching the display
had T had for them and several of the fan history. I laid out
the fanzines later in the day and entered those for sale in a
book. Brian Hamnton brought nuierous photos whach were of
rreat use. Jim Barker, jovial as sver, turned u» with his
cartoons and a nice 1little self-denrecatory strip to embellish
the display of Harry's artwork, John Collick was very willing
and heln~ful too. Iunch was a quick sandwich in the bar/lounge.
I was bheginning tc feel very unwell but had so much to do 1
was able to ifnore 1it.

My evening meal was one large sandwich eaten on the run whilst
trying to locate the participants for the first fan rropgraume
iten. This was the chat show chaired very ably by 20b Hansen
with his guests Rog Feyton, Rob Holdstock, and oy hkettle.
Despite it starting half an hour late, it went down a stori, -
all three sveakers nerforming marvellously sending the racked
audience into fits. Definitely a zood start. g
But I was far from finished. There was the fan room party that
evening. And there was a cock-up due to a misunderstanding
hetween me and the rest of the committee over the punch. e
couldn't even get a sunch bowl out of the hotel and it was
only due to Carol Gregory's efforts that we did get something
vaguely suitable, ice buckets. The party was late and there
was a crowd outside wating to get in led by Gregery F.ricker-
#7ill. I wmade the punch which was =trong but not very tasty.
Husic blasted out. from Greg's cassette deck via Eve and John
Harvey's speakers. DBy midnight I was sober, shattered and

had a temrerature, sc I left instructions with several neople
to make sure the docrs were shut (they locked automatically)
when the party finished, left the keys at reception and went
to bed. '



It was a good thing I'd heen given a single rocem as I slept
restlessly, alternately shivering and sweating »rofusely. I
got up at 3.00 and took scme onaracctemol then back to bed to
sweat some more.

The fir=t panel was scheduled for 11.00 and I almost made a
ciant cockup on that. It was about metting into fandem. I
hoped it would be a witty and also informative little item,
The first nmistake 1 wade waz not mentioning the time of the
ranel to Bob Shaw when he arrived on the Friday. I finghed
frantically and very ewbarrassedly pheoning his room at the
last minute. There'd also been a misunderstanding with Joe
Micholas who couldn't anpear so 1 rored in John Collick. Alun
Harries, who'd created 2 «tir at Hovacon by calling fannish
fandom a bunch of antisocial elitist pricks, was the other
memher. The nmanel went down falirly well though it dadn't do
exactly what 1'd hoped. Boch of course performed well, as did
Alun, though poor John was a bit out of it deapite me trying
to bring him in. There was a lot of audience particincation.,
But really it just became yet another discussion about fannish
f ndom being elitist and should we do anything abecut it. I
came in for censure from a nuaber of cld time fen who sat
prominently in the front row for not nutting up any display
of fandom before 1070, Valid enough. =i it was ckay and
lively but didn't really say anything new,

By this time my nose was in full flood and quite frequently I
had to go to the loo te flush handfulls of soggay paper
hankies away. %When I went for a pee it was a tosae up as to
which organ was voiding the most fluid. The conly pesitive
thing I found out was that iy heavy cold didn't affect my
contact lens covered eyes and 1 never came close to losing one
when I sneezed vioclently.

I closed the fan rocia for three quarters ~f an hour just after
one and grabbed a sandwich for lunch. Then back to the fan
rocin, T reckon it would have ‘heen far more successful if the
small bar adjacent to the bookroom had been orened, but it
wasn't.

In the afternoon was my ex»eriment, a game of sorts I'd thought
up called Impromptues. The idea was to have well kncwn fans
speak cf the cuff on a variety cf fannish topics I'd set then.
It was a bit of a cheat because I'd sent a 1list of torics to
the ~articimants telling them cne ~f the topics they'd have

to 'sreak on bhut leaving the second rcund to any of seven.
Well, it didn't go too badly in the first round, but in the
second 1 gave the wrong toplecs te the wronz weonle. Still it
wasn't the dicaster T half expected. Through I'm not sure

it's an idea worth repeating.  Cockfield 1liked it, mind.

Helen Fling was a marvellous help locking after the display
roomn for me whilst I wag busy with the programme. Collick
helred that way toc. w#ost of the time though I was only able
tc get away for ten/ fifteen minutes now and again.




Jaturday evening 1 didn't do much excest manage to get a decent
meal in the restaurant, then went to watch the fancy dress with
Dave Cockfield. Which was the worst fancy dress l've ever scen
at a convention. The reason, presumably, was that most neople
were saving themselves for the worldecn. I stayed ur till
iiidnight then went to bed with more paracetemols.

After coffee and biscuits in my room next morning, I went and
osened un the fan rocm. Helen Eling canme in tc take regist-
rations for Mcvacon. I had to cancel the ome item that morn-
ing (a discussion about seacon). because smaleolnm iidwards had
tc go to a Seaconconcein meeting and Greg didn't want to dc 1it.
Helen looked after *the fan room whilst I went down to the
pidding session. It was geing tc be Don West versus the Glas-
gow FCKTs, IExcent Don was viclently 111 and Dave Bridges had
£0 stand in form hin. toor sod, it was a massacre much to the
disapuointment of the fannish fans.

I got a plowman's lunch and teck it usstairs to the Fan 2ocm.
In the afternoon wac the rat and Graham Charnock show where

the Fan GoHs did their hit. The vlace was nacked out and over-
flowed intc the corrider. 1 nervously, buablingly, and briefly
introduced them (really <hould have written scumething before-
hand) and let them gct on with it.  They did and were great.
Very funny and entertaing speech/dialogucs, they finished u:
singing some of the Astral leugue's Gelden Greats,getting the
audience (even me) to sing aleng loudly. Lovely atuff, Charnox.

Half an hour later it was time for the ilastermind quiz. Ian
saule had kindly set the first rcund fannish questions and he
acted as timekecper and «corer for me. rocr uike iieara was
thrown off when I shoved in: Who won. the F.A. cup (soccer) in
1073. He thought it was a joke. Not sco: the anzwer was Teeds
0: Sunderland 1. Cockfield didn't know which year waya was
started in! I foolishly said, "What the hell did I bother to
put un that blocdy disrlay next door, for?" . To which somebody
re-lied, "That's what we'd all like to know too." The nsecond
round was JF which I'd set. vFart of it included titles of
movies to which T pave cryntic clues. Tco cryptic because wost
weren't guessed. There were av ropriate gorans and laughter
when I gave the answer. liike .eara (the favourite) won. It
was a good quiz Ithousht with »lenty of banter. 1 certainly
handled it better than the last cne I did back at Tynecon.

And that, anart from another fan room party later, was the

end of the fan nrogramme. It was a bit uneven rerhans, but
all of it was well attended and (I hore) enjoyed. =ny sinceres
thanks to all who particinated. _

“ome time after six I shut the fan rocm, got the recige for
~unch from Simone, money from committee funds and was driven
round Leeds to find an off licensc by Grhhen James whe'd kindly
offercd his services. It was my first sicht of natural day-
light in four days.



shortly after I got back was the hanquet. Places had hurridly
to be found for the Charnox hecause scmeone had assumed they
wouldn't want to go. There'd 2lsc been a cockup in . the total
attending and four people couldn't get seats. The meak itself
was vretty guoﬂ net ocnly edihle but ﬁctually tasty. Then
came. the s ehe and awarcdz, There'd only been three entries
for Jim Barkpr'n cartecn competition (threo carreefi@ne s Serny)
Chris Priest, an excellent tcastus tbr couldn't believe the -
winner's nawme -~-one J. Cornclius. I oot hin to show the cartoons
and read out the cartions as well as thn answers for those whe
hadn't bheen to the fan room, Which ot lauvuchs., The Doc Weir:
Award went very des vagdly nd to zreat a nlauge tc Rog Feyton
who was totally surmrised an C“mnlptely overwhe Led,
After the banquet I got the fan:rcom ready for the arty. Thig
time T did it rone“ly I g0t a goup tureen for a punch bhowl
and 'did-a decént job on-the ounch, got the room tidied and
everything ready before letting anyone in. It filled up very
quickly and the nunch disanpesred cqually rapidly.  Howcver,
here was ﬂ1er1y of bocze under the table so I made. mnore.
and more. The party was going well and I was feeling, if not
on ton of the world bright enough to keep on drinking ond
talking. I wﬁnaorod down to the bar for more lager. (I kent
away froia the punch because I -didn't want to mix iy drinks
not heecause I had any deoubts about its quality.) Chatted o
a few seople and went off locking .for a roci varty. I'rom
the neoise and hapry pissed faces T saw ~round, everyonc wag

having a good time. I found cne ~arty which was packed and
had genercus su~plices of vodka and rum (which mirht have had:
somethln: to do with it.). I squeezed into a corner with Jim

Barker who was in a great moed and swapped insults with him in
between telling Andrew Sterhenscen what a good writer I thought
he was and (1ccjdentally, honest) almost sctting him c¢n flre
with his own cigar. A bit later I wnadercd down intce the bar .
and oet+Led ontc the flcor with a 3r0dg comurising liaules,
fardoe mearae, Cockificld and sowe others. And got into a
llV@Wy qr"unent with liaule and Fockflold over their plan of
hnlding a variation cof Silicen at the sane tlub,as_bhe Glasgow
Fastercon. (I'il.-robably have wore 1o say about this later. )
Then, cheerfully nissed for the first tiue 211 weckend, I went
to bed just before three. :

Next morning wag nent rleasantly. "lazily chatting in the bar,
before a hectic thru( hours of dismantling the fan rorcm and
returning chetos and sundries to their owner:s. _
Yhen it cawe to leave I didn't sarticularly want to go, espec-
ially I'd =ztor ﬁpd fecling il11. But I caught the 3.50 train to
York and, mﬁrvcllﬁuolv ot “ntc a connectien immodiately.”
And that was it. '

And " that was ny view of it. Beth “tuch up 1 iy Crow's nest
of the fan'roem I saw little of the con 1tue1f “but to judge
from the veactions of cthers it fulilllod wny X ectations of
being the best Eastercon.since 75. I think 1 did a reascnably




competent job, though I did meke several mistakes and ny organ-
isation wasn't as tight as it shoulid have been. I wasn't as
shar» or on the ball az I'd have liked tc have heen, but that

I can honestly put down to the rotten cold I had

And, yes I do think fan rooms are a good ided.” but they” can still

work better. The hoswitality an~le 1'd tried to jush didn't
really work sim»ly because pcorle didn't make any demands that
way. I do feel I was on the righ%t track but that it needs
handling in = diffewent way. I hepe whoever does the fan room-
next year has scme fresh ideasg on those lines,

And my sincerest thanks to all these who helped e out, and my
apologies if T've neglected to wention you. i

One final note: last week I received a letter frowm the DLob chaw
who's chairing next year's Zastercen in which he asked me if i'd

like to do run the:fan rcom at his con. It was very flattering.

But don't worry, I'm not going to.

****%%**%%%%*%%%*****%*******%%%%*%%%%%**%%**%%ww%*%%%%*%%i%**%%

3

FCLTNCTE:

A1l the previous stencils were typed several month~ ago,
shortly after Yorcon and were intended to go in the now pro-
bably never to appear Siddhartha:lo. (Stop cheering damn you!)
I've changed my opinion about several things I've written in
the previous . pages since then and wac tempted to alter thei.
Rut, the hell with it, that wa=s how I felt shortly after
Yorcon and is just as valid as how I feel ‘about things now.

I've been in fandom for ten years this year. In a
Scottishe some months after Yorcon Zthel Lindsay mentioned
that the person in chargse of the Fan Room, lan Watson., was
obviously gettine mere tired as the con went on.

Ten years?

%***%%%%%%*%%*%*%%%%****%%**%%%%%%%%%%%%%%%**%%%%%%%*%***%%%ﬁ%

YURI I€¢ SERVICE ANNCUNCIEmENT!
Ia a Gannctfanzine revival -dmminent?

The multi-talent Gannetfandom, which celebrates 10yecars of
successful fan activity at S$ilicen this year, looks all set
for a fanzine rcvival. Recently fandom was stunned by the

ap earance of (UT CF THE RLUL, A iiterate,witty, polished
fanzine from Harry Bell and hevin #illiains.

NCGW! The man himself, IAN WILLIAd:, has published CHIMZRA: 1.
CHIMINA :1 contains facts about .cacon, best & worst sf of the
seventies, a fan critic expose, & humour from Ian kaule.

Available frogm Tan Williams, % Greta Tce., Chester Rd., sunderland.

CR4 70D, Tyne & Mear, for trade, loc, or 10p stamp.



Putting pun to paper Mary Long examines...
S S
{MELON-CAULT PROSPECTS}
i++++++++++++++++++++++++or THE ENDIVE STRIKES
BACK

I was pondering the other day upon the salad daysg of s.f., and it
occurred to me thatit might not have been mere coincidence that much
s.f. was set on the likes of Vega, &and more often than not, the
villains of th# piece were giant this or thats, or rampant vegetables.
I thought about it a little longer, Breathes there a fan who knows

not that James Arness made his film debut as the giant carrot in The
Thing, which being set in the Arctic made him one of the first frozen
vegetables. On the other root, it may not be so well known that George,
of the brothers Savalas, first trod the boards as a carrot in a school:
play. It's tempting tn speculate what brother Telly appearcd as but do
not suggest an eggplant, it's already been said.

We are all familiar with one version or another of Invasion of the Body
Snatchers, in which Senator McCarthy remains as sweet as ‘the moment as
the pod went pop. - a friend just returned from California reports a
freeway sign south of San Francisco which reads 'Pod Distribution Center
Ahead.' (eat your heart out Donald Southerland) ' ,

Ten years later there was The Navy versus The Night Monsters, in which
the foes were trees, which ate anything. No doubt about it, it was a
time when every housewife took her life in her hands each time she
entered the greengrocers: at any moment the unwary shopper might be
lynched by string beans, trampled by stampeding horse raddish, drowned
by leeks, artichoked, or something unthinkable by cucumbers,

My thoughts having meandered to this point, I was eyeing the fridge
door, and wondering if it was safe to get out the makings of a salad,
when it occurred to me that it wasn't just our chloroplastic friends
who were depicted in an evil light. Bad press also went to plant eaters.
Are not gorillas, monstrous or otherwise, vegetarian? And what of the
giant rabbits in Night of the Lepus? and the humble bee in Deadly Bees,
and the Swarm. And it may be happening again: a couple of weeks ago I
saw a production advertisement for Tusks, which apparently is about a
rampaging elephant. Likewise, the gloriously titled, Attack of the ,
Killer Tomatoes has not been released (or should it be, begun) here yet.
A1l of which suggests a pasting for the Tomatoes and an encore for the
Carrots (or should that be apples). '
In a word, it is time that plant lovers rose up and demanded a lupinto
this phenomenon. Dahlia no longer. Lettuce not rest upon our laurels
until the pore-ing of (s)corn upon the humble weed has been soundly
beeten, peas restored and the prospects less melon-cauli for us all.
Pine not for the 1ost innocence of photosynthesis, act now! Picket your
onion, support privet enterprise, for undoubtedly something evil has
sprouted in Brussels, which will berry the freedom of the cress. The
thyme is ripe, act now. Else I fear we may all wake up one day to find
Triffids tapping tendrils on our windows and chorussing 'Earth People!
That's shallott!' '

A TURNIP FOR THE BOOKS BY MARY LONG MARCH 1979
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LIFE WLTrOUT RITCHIE SMLTH? &

The house is very quiet these days. The blue tinge has almost gone
from the air, and when Christmas carollers come round, they don't
get sent off with a flea in their ear. The reason?

Ritchie is staying in Londdon for a while. He disappeared into the
smoky depths (well, alright it's not that smoky in Surrey) about a
month ago and I've had the cat for company ever since. I've had the
lodger for company as well, but, unlike the cat, the lodger doesn't
sleep in my bed - honest!

Since the big man has been gone I've overslept every morning and
missed breakfast. I don't know if you've ever tried getting out of
bed when there's no-one to actually shove you over the edge of the
mattress and leave you sprawling on the floor, but believe me, it's
not easy. -u-t - N ' )
Last week the lodger decided that it really was time I experienced
breakfast again, and took steps to see that I did. We have two -7 ..
phones in our house; both with different numbers (this is because
the house is really two flats with a hole knocked through between
them), so at 7 o'clock one dark dismal morning, he sneakily went to
the downstairs ‘phone and dialled the number of the telephone which
is upstairs right outside my Bedroom door. The bell rang. I had a
coronary, leapt out of bed, had another coronary, picked up the
receiver and coronaried all over it.

T WILL FIND 4 WAY TO REPAY nlu FOR 1nAT!

T was so shattered that I still didn't have time for breakfast.
Difficulty in getting up, especially applies to mornings when you
couldn't get to sleep the night before. Like when you had the
luxury of a big double bed all to yourself to stretch out in - All
To Yourself. It's not easy getting to sleep by yourself you know.
Funnily enough you neced help. '

Ritchie has other uses too, like putting out the bins, letting in
the cat and vice versa. Also nagging. I'm a very lazy person and
need nagging to get things done, otherwise I will sit around, just
finishingthe next zhapter of the book I'm reading. In order to
completely ruin my pleasure in the book, I need someone to yell
deafeningly in my ear words to the effect that it's most undesirable
to be a very lazy person. I only got around to writing this because
I thought wor Andy would bash me ‘ead in if I didn't.

Mind you, being Smithless does have its advantages. For instance
when I'm on a diet, now I don't open the bread bin and find for
example a large irresistable cream cake in it. It's very difficult
living with Smith and dieting at the same time. I must say that life
takes a more natural pace when you_only.haVe yourself to consider.
If T feel like going out, then I go; if I want to stay in, then I
do so. I can eat all the things that I like and he doesn’t, and I
don't have to iron shirts.



We used toargue about whose turn it was to do the washing up, but
now it's always my turn and I think this is totally unfair. It's
always my turn to do the shopping now as well, and the cleaning,
washing, putting out the rubbish etc etc. This'is the kind of
flagrant injustice that should be stamped out. Still, as I said I
don't have to iron shirts. ; i
4nother jolly good thing
about Ritchie being away is
that I don't have to put up
T AR wi?h the ins§ct'repellapt. _
90% SOL (D STATE Smith has this pathological
| SUPPOSE... : hatred of insects (the six
legged as well as the biped
-al kind), and so in warm
weather he's always chasing
them around with an aerosol
" can. Not to squash them but
YOU'RE SHOTKPROOFED to spray them. In my v1ew,'
NOMMAGNETIC, ., DDT makes a home ‘totally .
uninhabitable; in his view,
insects. make a home totally
uninhabitable. The only
solution is to spray the
nasty beasties with the
noxious chemical and then
go out drinking so that the
home is -temporarily uninhab
-ited. This of coufse is a
terrible hardship.
Another advantage to the
: boss loss is that I've never
ALL THE STATHE looked forward to Christmas
BUILDS UP.., as much as I do this year,
because that's when I shall
be ‘sceing him again. Smith
may be a bad tempered-master
but bless him, he's the
nicest bad tempered master

WATERPROCFED ETC.
80T IF YCU'RE KWOT
GROUNDED PROPERLY ,.,

AND LEAVES YOU I know.

WITH TERRIBLE :
DANDRUFE , ANNTE MULLINS DECEMBER 1979




KK HX KR KK KKK * ¥* %W KKK I W KKK KKK PR HHHH KKK R KKEKN * ¥ K KKK
* * * * X * ¥ * ¥ ¥

* % 3 * * * * * x * %

* I K K KX KX * * K% KKK X KK XXX o I K K AR H KKK ¥* % % F * ¥ XXH

¥* * * ¥ * * ¥* ¥** * * % ¥* * * ¥ X

* * KRR XR¥ ¥* * **************** %K KKK HKERKRK * * * ¥ WX K

WHO ONLY SIT AND READ...
STATEMENTS OF THE OBVIOUS
Reading is usually a very passive occupation. I know of one or two people
who might be called aggressive readers. The one literally sits at the
edge of his seat when excited, guffaws out loud when amused, sighs s lot
through romantic parts, in short becomes thoroughly immersed in the story
No, I don't know how he reacted to The Perfumed Garden, but I do know he ,
threw Delany's Triton at the wall aggrt en stompeduon it, and tore C.
Anderson's Magellan into shreds aﬁﬁl‘:etzfire to WHe pieces. Such people
do exist, and it pays to get out of their way when they pick up boring
badly written books. But I think it_goes.deepﬂr'than that. This friend
of mine, his behaviour changes after each bpok he reads. Now you might
say, look who's taltking, the despair of Desmond Morris, bdbut g seriously
believe that my friend becomes SO involved with the tales he reads that
it alters his personality for days afterwards. Berserker stories cause
him to be surly and destructive, Stainless Steel Rat stories make him
jovial and hyperactive, the Dune stories made him secretive and suspicious
Yes I do have some weird friends, but this phenomenon is not restricted
to just loonies and s.f. readers. Another friend of mine, a charming, non
-s.f. reader, asian by descent-and 2 gentleman DYy nature, read Kafka's
The Trial, Dostoyevsky's crime and Punishment, and Solzhenitsyn's Cancer
Ward all in one week. We told him not to do it. Especially with jusﬁﬂaﬁ
fortnight to go before his final exams. We had 211 on to stop him from’
jumping off the Tyne Bridge, yet normally he's an incurable optimist.
Now you might say thatthis was & severe and extreme case. But if Vante '
Packard is right we are all affected @noonsciously to a greater or lesser
extent by everything we read. I am not. suggesting that we all leap out of
the house full of derring do after a Flandry story, or bolt all the dootrs
and hope the chairs won't bite after a'Philip Dick story. But what about
those,moments when, as the saying goesy the book becomes unputdownable? |
When the watch@akers run riot, when Charlie goes pack to school, when |
Cordle goes carrot, when Case learns the right words, when Adzel _plays - .
poker...o.k. enough, but something subtle happens then. ST e Ty
Turning from unputdownability to the insidiously fascinating, T have™td
confess, to my chagrin, that somehow the books of Joe Haldeman and Albert
Camus always manage to leave me with a lump in my throat (ok so I've only
read three of each). This can bg,&hﬁaqute embarassment, especially where
I work. What is worse is that I can nicther resist these writers nor -
prevent them from getting through to me, even when some of the the recogn-
ised tear jerkers leave me cold. I know what to expect but go ahead '
anyway. 1t's war, but it's 1life and it evokes a strange sympathy. ”
So how does all this tie together? Well, it occurs to me that aggressivé
readers like my friend are really the most passive of all, since the .
book has detatchedﬂthemJ£r9m=reality so campletely that the act of
reading offortless, Autonomic, like breatimng. This event happens to :
everyone of us in thos unputdovnable moments and insidiouslx‘iggcinating
passages. This 1s what the author wants to happen,‘and“hﬁ“ﬁées all his

i



skills to try and make as much of his book as unputdownable as
possible. His reasons may be altruistic or entirely mercenary, but
no writer in his right mind would deliberately author a boring book
would he? To press on, we read the book, we get involved and we like
it or conversely the book is very putdownable and we don't like it..
So how do we criticise a book objectively in these circumstances?
~ The nature.of reading and the way books are written encourages the
reader to be subjective. If he isn't, ten to one, he won't like the
book., So how can you write an objective
book review, when it looks as if everything
you ever read will affect your judgement.
The lowest common denominator of an opinion
can't be 'I didn't like this werk because
it was a chore reading it,' can it? I'm not
saying people stop reading books because
they don't like them. Indeed it appears as
if some-authors depend upon a style that.
keeps you.going in the hope it will get
better. Some books are extremely difficult
to read but the effort is rewarding.. You
might like this kind because you enjoy hard
work, the learning experience or the fulfil
-ment of understanding. But informative is
not the same as unputdownable. So, .you see
the horns of my dilemma I hope. Someone tell
me it isn't true, Someone show me that you
can review objectively sométhing that touched
you, 'something you liked, Someone tell me that
good reading doesn't have the same effect as
watching t.v. or self hypnosis. Someone tell

(T1s EITHER THE CHIP 0N 1Y N me that you don't alter something. simply by
waUﬁRoR;vM; mfxmammmaw' looking at it. Someone tell me that you aren't
R NN altered simply by looking at something.

Qi i Yes, you've guessed, 1've been reading

ghq General Relativity again, and damn it, .I'm

not afraid to say I liked it, at least I
think -I liked it.

-11111.2.2.2 e
g i 60 B M 1 F ) i e .
it ' .

But ‘that's not what I wanted to talk about.
I've never heard it said "life as a book",

5 (of the movie?). Reading requires more effort
than watching t.v. But I have heard it said that too much sex and
violence on television will encourage the weak minded to be promiscuous
and bellicose. What I want to know is what these self appointed watch
dogs define as enough sex and violence. Is it true that too 1little
would leave the average viewer impotent and defenceless? (Can you




imagine a Mary Whitehouse programme schedule? - non stop choir
practice)and what of open university biology? what of adverts for
the Royal Army? what of the news? To stop showing it, doesn't sto<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>