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BRIGEHTON
APPROACHES

SF WORLD CONVERTIOH, BRICHTOM, 1987
ar
APPROACHES TO THE TRIP REPUAT
by
LOCY SUSBEX

How does one describe five very eventful days in the space allotted
within one little ‘anﬂ‘ne? Approaches come to mind, perversely the mos
unsuitable ones first. The Ulysses method is vaiguszy out - were one

P ] p - P L T Z Bes) Ol o 14
to emulate James Joyc& 5 datailed descr ption of Bloomsday, Dublin,
1904, with regard to Brighton, 1987, The Space Wastrel would be the size
of the Encyclopedia Brittanica.

Obviously, rule one of a trip report is 1o be concise, Rule two 1s to
be amusing and rule three is to be preﬂared... SOLYLY, %etlng. Rule
three again - be a3 nen-libsilous as possible while observing the
parameters of ruls two.

With rule cthree in mind, perhaps the best aporoach is the anti-trip
report: :
NOT THE TRIP REPORT
by

Colonels Boris, Arkady & Mehirtabel Godunov of the KGB

MOSCOH Arrive at Sheremetvevo Alrport and meet the brothers
Raramazov, Guests of Honour at Ruoning-Dog-
1400 hours Capitalist SF Convention. "We are your English tour

guides,"” we say. The brothers exchange glances and

buy 8 litres of Stolichnays vodka at the Duty Free

Shop.
HEATHROW Arrive in degenerate zpst and arg met by.degenarate
Westerner He say he is Joseph Nicholas (obviously
L1780 hours untrue’ anﬁ wili drive us to Lhe horel, A4s he isg

wearing rather noticzeahble radio tramsmitters in his
ears, we forbid rhe brothers any couvergation with
him. He sulks.

LONDON Complete search of Raramazov's hotel room for bugs,
beetles and MI5 bedlice. ”A drink, comrades?" say
19090 hours rhe Karamazovs, opeﬁin- a ttle of Stolichnaya.
Ah, one drink won't hurt.
LONDON Ar, aunother bottle won't hurt. Ome thing puzzles us
though = why 1s the notplant, siftuarad on the coffee
2000 hours tahle between us and the Karamazovs, throwing up?

Perhaps 1t has been ovev-watered of late, as it is
sitting in & pJﬁGLa. Or horrors! Does this
degenerate African violet obiect to XKG8 foorball
song , which we are teaching the Xarsamazovs?

- i



---Brighton Approaches/Sugsen———r=—mmmmm s e e e e

LONDON "Have co cee a muzhik about a bear,” say the
Karsmazovs, and walk - how snrange, steadily - to
2100 nours the room. TAnd now for a3 night on the tiles,"
liowed by the sound of a window
act in accordance with KGB
regulations, but thers is a kneck at the door.
Comtaue Eoris opens 1t to reveal assortment of

issome young people with pointy ears, towels and
oy dragons on shoulders "We are vour room party,"
Lle' sav.
LONDON CENSORED
Rest of the
night
LONDON foarake f2eling Badunov, to find ourselves naked in
£
' oregsenca of MIS camera crew, Are shown X-rated film
0530 hours of night before, Defact,
SECRET LOCATION Enguire ahout shereabouts of Brothers Karamazov and
are told they have a:rived in Brighton all by
0100 hours rhaenselves. HMI5 interrogation continves. For some
o
reason fhey laslst on QRLﬁg whilch retirred MIS
Lo

agents were blackmsgiled in spying for Mother
ssia fifty vears ago. How should we kaow about
these antediluvian nobodies?

7
in

1

1

The trouble about usinag the viewpeinti of a mind2r, is that having
delivered the Godunovs inte the hands of M13, there seems no way of
getting them to the Con itseif, A change of approach is needed, let's
rip off the famous condensad uovels of a certain 8F pro

"

axillary fossa of

pigue; the

ach sultadle to the

Tensicn, Disszension & Apprehension Award
Qutright winners: L., Ron Hubbard and the Church of Sclentology
& 3

The Scientoelogists ceniributed substantially to Conspiracy, something
obvious from the progran bookist whic“ contained six full-page ads for
Writers a/Rridge Publicarions, Mission
Earth, p. long, this meant nearly 104

was dev

Quite natural this largesse was regarded with deep suspicion in some
sections {a few Americans, the rest of the world), and disvegarded by
most others (moasl Americans). These are authentlc fan statements:

"The Scientologists are trying to get at fandom.”
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"Fandom's toeo aunarchic for the Scicntologists to even gel a

toehold,
1% e

The Scientoios
novels onto ns

3 going to block vote five Mission Earth
year's Hugo ballot.™

(0 3‘3

'y want

The parancia (just hecause you're paranoid doesn't mean they don
to make a Scientologist of ycv‘ was heightened by Algic Budrys' Hugo
& &
~ 3

4 for rthe Writars of the Future Works

gpot. Scheduled as an & hao it
was reportedly an ad for Bri&¢a New fra. Here the reporter falls down,
but pot drunk, as during this newsworthy event I was diping with A

=
jovial mob wﬁs miss Hugo Awards cn prianciple. Another authentic fan
statement :
"Budrys has bsen bought.”

The fear and loathing finally became phy ica at the Omni party. [ was
andLng my own business, g0531p1no with Cherry Wilder (okay, other
people’s business), when 1 was splashed by some passing alchohol.
Looking up 'l beheld GOH Dave Langford counfronting a man in an axpensive
tan suit. Both were dripping, although the unknown seemed damper - and
the shoulders of his suit were soaked and he was wiplng beer off his
forehead.

"I'm scvrry I missed,"

,' said Langford in distinctly noncontrite tones,
hefore the pair were hust

1stled outside.

"Oer," sald someone, '"'That's

Fred Barris, head of Bridge
Publications and the devil ] e
nearnate." : EEE SN

What had missed was not the
alchohel, but a beer gzlas
fortunataly for both

As 1 absorbed

gggnnu

combatant s,

this moment of fannish history

(in more ways than one}, I

considered offaring wmy beer-

splashed shirt to one of the

fan fundc, then recollected it

didn't no to me, heing

harre J. Blackford. ’ Ca ﬁ

| B Ssieey |

™S 1S seewr{f"‘ /

Dave Langford returned to the \\“
party: Fred Harris did not.

Basil Fawlty Memorial Award
e

{one stuffed rat in bex of stale biscuits)
This award has been speciaily created for rhe Metropole's Manager, an
of [\C&OUE individual deligh ing in high prices, lousy service and
" t" 4t room parties 1 had been warned hy friends

shout i ng fAVE .
i IFLA Conference, also held in Brighton, that the
1

at the prev 8
Metropole re upmarket Fawity Towers, 'f the Merropole
incenses i1 thoueht, what will it do to SF fen?

As it happened, it made the fen ropable aand nearly created & tynching
perty. The bone, or rather bottle of content lon was the Metropole’

MEs s rSEEEY A ST A @A A AN I AT SN AL ST I I AT ST AN S IECT RS T EBCAEATESAERAEE
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astronomical corkage charge for osutside alchohol, as opposed to their
own over-priced variety. Within 2 very shorr time, fans were bringing
airiine bags that clinked, clanked and dripped ize into the hotel,
further souring relations. Psychological warfare broke out, with the
creatlon of a wall of Hotel Manager jokes ourside the fan room, and the
composition of an amisble little ditty entirlod "What shall we do with
the Hotel Manager?"

Heoray! Lyach the wanker!

Hooray! Lynch the wanker!

Hooray! Lvnch the wanker!

Rar-ly in the moroning.

On the last day the entire contents of the fan room, comprising several
hundred people, joined in this visleat song, causing Joseph Nicholas
ever so tactfully te close the door to stop the sound carrying. This
move must have been lneffective, as members of the hotel staff kept
coming into the room and joining in.

L. Ron Hubbard Award for Kindness to Struggling Authors
Awarded to Andrew Brown, for reviving the
party-lagged William Gibson with a fix of
Velvet Underground,

Runner Up - Perry Middlemiss, f

the same author a drink: "He earns i
three months what I earn in a vear
he didn't have any of it on him at the
time."

Rude Awakernings Award
To those persons who roused Committee
member Chris Donaldson in her Metropole
rogom by stealing her woney and jewellery,
including her wedding rine.

Feehle Excuses Award
To the above, for exciaiming, "We were
looking for a room parcy!" {Both these
awards can be collected from the Brighton
4)

Most Spectacular Award
The Fireworks display.

Least Spectacular Award
The opening ceremony laser show. Only one colour was used - aquamarine,

The J. Paul Gerty Balancing the Budget Award
To the Metropole's computer, which crashed, causing the loss of several
lmportant hotel bookings. The Committee was thus obliged to fork out
alternate accomodation for the incoavenienced guests.

Ruaner Up -~ The fan who ordered gallons of ice-cream from the Metropole
for a certain hid party, and was reportedly charged $900.00¢.

Mistaken Identity Award

The outright winner is the wonderful Josephine Saxton: "Oh, vou come
from Melbourne, do you know George Turner, the man with all thogse cars?”

T T W R T W W W L W e L e e o .
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Runner Up - The registration desk, for briefly mistaking me for the
Sussex Science Fictian Soclety.

Honourable Mentionm - Those people who, when faced with two Lucy's at the
same convention (1 refer to the effervescent Ms Huntzinger), resorte d £o
expressions like, "That Lucy'", "The other Lucy', and "The right Lucy"
{used by Doug Fcunt intarchaungeably).

Vivienne Westwood Award for Individualism in Dressing
To Doris Lessing, the oaly person
at the convention witihi a bun.
She also sported & shell-shocked
expression, but reportedly saild
sha2'd come to amother §F con, if
askad,

Evelyn Billings Good Timing Award
To the Parth in '24 party, for
scheduling their party when
Aussie Rules foothall! replave

were being shown on Grighton TV

{a rare vccurrence!’

Courage Award
To the splendid Gwyneth Jones,
who atcended the Women's Press
signings on the day she was
scheduled to give hirth.

The Lancelot du Lac Chivalry®s not Dead but it ain't half Sick Award
To the gentlemen who fell over themselves te help the lovelv Tanith Lee
£f a panel! piatform.

sh Fashion Iadustry Colour Co-erdination Award
ress signees, who somehow managed, with the exception of
be in matching shades of grey and black.

Modesty & Humility Aword
tock, for the mos! ase o“ the pronoun '1°, during a
, said panel being on the topic '"Magical Sex".

Sir Archibald MacBSarcassm Award for Smart Answers to Dumb Questions
Tan at Vampire pane}‘ “"Can each of the panel tell me what they find most
scary about vampires?”

Tanith Lee: "Vampires aren't scary. Questions like that are!”

Runner Up - James Morrow, for claiming he got his crazy ideas from
amarican foothall {1 think,.. can't read my handwritlng}.

Most Spsctacular Interruprion of Conversation Award
Dave Langford & Fred Harris.

od a conversarion betweesn

Runner Up ~ the Fireworks display, which end
ely, as our raspecltive accents

myself and some Polish fen, most fortunat
made it heavy going.
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Cheek Award
To Andrew Brown, for botting a cigarette off Arkady Strugatsky.,

Runner Up - The adolescent British faan who wrote f¢ the Committese

d»manding he be supplied with saventesn year old giv 15 and asking for

tips on how to pick up women. The COmmLLLee ave sariously considering
i

(]
publishing gems such as these.

Nicest Persou dward
To Horst Crimm (spouse of Cherry Wilder)}.

811
=5

iiest Guestlon Award
ska
he

To the uakoown p2rssa who d the
Strugatskys (o commeni on L
oropesition that: Ordinary people in
Russia and the Wesi are basically
peaceful and decent, 1t is their leaders
who are war-mongers. As the brothers
were answering this googly at length and
with excruciating caution, Srian Aldiss
stood up and asked the Strugatskys if
they had any tips for voung writers, to
their obvious reiief. This act stould
perhaps have won Aldiss the Kiodaness Lo
Authors Award , but instead he gets a
gong of his own, the Tact Award.

Most Glavipg Omissicn Award
The James Tiptrse Memorial Panel, If
there could be a memorial paanel for
Terry Carr at Conspiracy, then there
should also have been one for the late and very great Tip.

Most Out of Place Partyguest Award
The blow-up peaguin at Lucy Huntzinger's Hawallan shirt party. However,
az it was cuddled almost continuosly, it was undoubtedly the most
popular penguin there,

Most Uausual Introduction Awasrd i
“Biil Gibson, this is the person you called a four-eyed winp."
Luckily, he didn’t seem to mind much,

Runner 'Up - Tana Siegel, for introducing Eric as “my litcle
marshmal Low!"

Most Unreliable Trip Report

Probably this ons.

Lucy Bussex
Me lbourne
1/8/ 1987
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A NeasterCon Report of sorts by Michelle ert or maybe Amelia Underwood...
FEE T N T T T S SRS T RO S S S T S S

It is Faster in the city of Meibourne, f
presumably also in other places - we don
nagppnlng in our damp, grey citv. THE/ 34
Convention time! Lven more exciting, it is
The bottle lines are drawn, the old fannish
and Foyster himself is helping martia!
small copnvention but the quality is hig

fannish capital of Australia, and
1 .
is

otice if 1

8/ ARIAIAg /IA/ KpriT Tt is

time for a fannish convention,
warhorses are cham mping at the bit
forces of trufannishpess. It is a
we are deiighted to nave Lucy

S
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Hintzinger among us to help us gplf/¥ad/Iiding live up te the Spirit of
Conventions past., Ortlieb, Hirsh and Handfie iﬂ open tHe Vo;,oﬂtL’r whilst I

rush around ensuring everyone knows that the theme for the evening's Cockrail
Party is Playgirls/ Pldyoov f“l&»thiugs There have beena all sorts of threats
in Conjuﬂcthﬁ with this theme (Mark Linneman for instance has threatened to
oil his body and appear clad only in a jockstrap) however [ am glad to see
that the theme is avt least causing people to coasider outré and offensive
behaviour,

in due course I have arranged the room so that there are no straight lines of
chairs visible anywhere, while making sure that the poisconous cask wine-petrol-
eum and other refreshments cannct be overlooked. A number of the fen eventually
look resplendent, though far and away the most popular of thc maies is dressed
somewhat shabbily in very brief shorts and a t-shirt, Or perhaps this explains
his popularity? Anyway at some stage Gina Goddard canaucts a poll amongst
various femz in this regard. We mark Roger Weddall about an 8 until we disco-
ver that we are being polled about costumes and Roger's shorts proceed to let
him down. Eventually Roger loses, although FFANZ winner, Lyn McConchie, can

be heard later muttering under her veil something about leaving shoes under

any time,.. whatever. it is evident that Australian fandom has a sex symbol

in the making, though this is hardly news to some of us. Better late than
never,

I am pleased with my cown costume until I realase that 7 will be unable to leave
the hotel in it. 1 am dressed in a black f{ishnet body stocking, a short white
skirt, a white furcoat {only rabbit!), scarlet high heels and lots of makeup.

I have a pair of red lacy knickers hanging out one pocket. T look exactly

like a prostitute, which is just as it is supposed to be. Unfortunately we

are in the midst of Melbourve's most- infamous redlight district where street-
walkers have lately been ruled out of bounds and police are thicker than 4X
drinkers.‘ To go outside is to be arrested. 1 ponder briefly on this, hoping
that the self-evident fact that I can never go outside again will somehow
create a discontinuity in time and the convention will continue forever.

Terry Stroud arrives with his famous cake. It is the moment we have all been
waiting for, had we but known it. Ipitially some annovance is expressed at
this disturbance to imbibing and conversation, however volces become hushed as
the apparition is beheld. The cake is the shape of a cross ~ how else should
it be at Easter? Strapped to the cross is s poor, distraught figure. Jt is a
cabbage patchdoll, with golden plaits lashed to the cake, Teaving her motion-
iess and ready for martyrdom. Brighe 14 are focussed on her pathetic and
defenceless body as various parties record her last momants for posterity.

For those of us who have already had @& livtle much to drink, it is almost
possible to see that freckled face pleading desparately for clemency. But how
could a cabbage patch doll be forgiven by true fans? Why should she? Terry
raises his knife high inte the air...

Wit
B et (r
.

—

]

2N

40
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And cuts her bonds. Breaths held in anticipation escape ali over the room.
Perhaps, after all, this sort of stuff is a litile too heady for fans. Everyone
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relaxes, eyes cease to glint ruthliessly, and the rush for a piece of cake is
on. The rise and fall of adrenalin has made them all hungry and more than
ready to partyv the night away.

Y3
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Later that evening the first monstrous rumour of the Con reaches me. Tim Reddan
has told Ruth Murphy that his intentions towards Ali Kayn are less than
honourable in front of Ali's somewhat paranoid, recently ex-husbard, Angus
Caffrey, Ali is furious, being somewhat of the apinion that the night's use

of her body should be discussed with her rather than whoever happens to be
standing round at the same room party. Angus is green,

Still later I hear that Tim has groped Barb DelaHunty whe is obviously pregnant
besides being unavailable. This is almost as inexcusable and certainly more
personally offensive. I feel a «light admiration for Tim in that he has
managed to get most of the convention offside in less than 30minutes, but no
desire to emulate him.

L3
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It is somewhere arcund here that I realise that 17 vear clds are not really
what I want. It's all a front. They are certainly appealing to look at but
what the fuck do vou SAY to them? T have no idea.

e
3
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We rise on Saturday morning to the face of annihilation in a bottle. Most of
the Con appears to have wiped itself out on Fridav night and palidy, quietly
is the order of the day. Despite this, the Fanzine launching is a great

success. The basic idea is to have launching speeches for current. issues of

TOM CARD YiagyAa.p

.-
JED
REFLECTIVE §

INCIVIDOAL!

et T'0E 60T\ §
ASCUD SETOF P&
YQUANTITATIVE
|ETHICS, AND 1
{ | EXPECT EVERY
! }0?\'5 ELSE TO
(| Fore ow THEM!
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local fanzines complimented by cheap chanpagne served in plastics. One ish of

each fanzine is to be inserted {in an errty champagne bottle a Launched with

apDrUUr1J e blessings off the 5t Kilda sier inro the sen, Simple but tacky,
n'est-ce-pas?

Certainly it's popular. But ches, Vinding people to open
the bottles while we make specches ssors bo }ﬂvoiv& crawling around the floor,
After the schedulec speeches T call for more launchings and don't notice threc
people in the audience stand up. T am cuite hungover and can see about siy
feet with my »lassos on. After the throe unfortunates launch their rines, Tim
Reddan mak(s signs at me that [ am supposed to launch his Straicht Banana. Oh
yeah., 1T stand un, shake, sweat and nearly pass out, T appea! for ¢lemency

Roompartv seedinecs,

during my ala tao brief speech on the grounds of post-

Finally 4t is all over, The crowd iz millina viciogusly, {Tinishing off the
champagne, as thoy await the sicnal to head for the sea,

Have you ever tried to roll up a fanzine and fit it through the neck of a
champagne hottle? Or ro fit a cork back into said neck? 'Course not, vou
wouldn't be ao stupid. 1, on the other hand, moron that I am, thought that
cheap champagne boLties came with plastic steppers, not corks. Mark (Loney)

v

gets to work with a knife on the corks and the Melbourne SF (lub assist with
bottle stuffing. tThis isn't elegant and some zines end up in verv small
pieces. Still, three quarters of an hour later there are eleven bottles
ready for launchina and twenty or go fer waiting to see the dedication.
Happily we march out the door. <

L » i » 1 T . s o .
vhich way to the heach?" asql sme-brig ] this is a consideration

which hadn't occurred to we previous!y {ves, 1'm alvays rhis well prepared

for my programme items). Tluckily Andrew Brown lives in St Kilda and strides

manfully forth in the right direstion, his head a beacon waving well above
the following fen.

"What if we get arrested asks vet another bright spark,

"Unannh,” T reply, intellicently (Hungover, romember.) As we reach the end
) i s : y
of the pier, I tegin to are Lndeed in an open space where the

s
launching of eleven champag into the suri might cause us some
trouble. Happilv lor us little persons in blue arrive to spoil our
fun. We assume they are all «rill asteep, having spent the pight crawling
the streets of %t Kilda lccking for ostitutes to arrest... or whatever they
do to them, T call {for the Rev, an Warner's b =1 ng In other circum-

ie Q.
stances the assembled gathering might remark that he is looking particularly
sartorial, dressed in bfwcn with a death's~head on his dog-collar.
"Ummm, abhhh," blesses the Rev. Jules, "errrh, argggh. Bless you."

He waves his hands vaguely in the direction of Port Philip Bay and seats
himself on the nearest rock, Seome of ue are pot impressaed with the verbosity
of the dedication bur we get on with the launching. Some people on a vacht
wave at us, not realis nﬂg that the vigorous arm movements are for the PuUrpose
of propelling the bottl 15 away inte the brinev as possible., All this
tresh air, sunlight and sea-salt js doing kinky things to the fen who louk
distinctly healthy of a sudden. On the way hack we purchase candy floss and
other beach holiday thﬁ stuff, and are left bemusedly with the feeling that
we have opened a window from the closed worid of the Con onto a reality
outaide which ic str,lgﬂl‘ and unexpectedly pleasant,

¥ R OF OB X ® N OF R ¥ O£ R P O oE R OF R O® OB O o8 Mo o
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The Con reels on i a furry, friendly fashion,

I hear vaguely that Julian Warner's life is at risk. Apparently he has
' 3

referred to Lucy H and Gina § repectively as 3 pound bull dvke' and a
"junior earth mcther' or somethingz of that the Con cneshot, 1 laug
Sillv bastard doserves all vets.  Some thin arve greater than anv man
and woman i= one of them.

o B % R % O 8 B OB N % B F H O R P O B W B K K W B
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Mark is playing Rail Baron in the Fan Lounge with lames Styles and Julian. Tt
is a very laidback game - Mark is not going "poot poot" or making other assorted
train neises, Julian is not rhrowing the dice at the wall although when I
enquire he does complain that he is definitely losing. James has mislaid his
valking stick and so has nothina te hit people with. He is restless. In this
appalling and intelerable Tul!l of banality, he decides to tell us how he came

to be a father.

"It probably happesed the night I cut the tip off the condom," he announces

Initially, stunned silence greets this anncuncement, Mark is particularly
amazed.

"Are you seriousz, James?"

"Of course ['m serious," James snaps and casts his eve ahout the room for
something to hit Mark with in the absence of his walking stick. 'Why not?"
"James..." ...pause... "WHY did vou cut the tip off the condom?"

"Well" - James is now getting defensive; it IS an odd thing to do after all
"she was a]wa e worryving about the condom hreaking, so 1 chopped the tip off
so she wouldn't have anything to worry about. She'd know."

Yeah., It's obvious. Logical, even. We are all stunned that it never
occurresd to us, Mark moves in for the kill.

"James, did you actually put it on and fuck her with it?"
"Of course!"

Mark is still finding this hard to assimilate and spends another 15 minutes
quizzirg James about the incident. He decides that as James is a Catholic,
it is dndced the periect, pope-approved form of hirth control. The sin vou
commit when you're not, a guiltless confession-free Clavteon's contraceptive.
Eventually Jemes gives way and admits that this is most likely NOT the reason
he is now a father.

"Tt was probably all the cimes she told me not to wear one because then she
couldn't feel anything.,"

"SHE couldn't feel anvthing?"

‘H

""That was what she said!

At this point one could have remarked that they are apparentiyv made for each
other, howvaver in the face of an unwanted child this seems unnecessarily harsh,
although undoubtedly sccurate. Mark is excited by the luncav of it.

"I can't believe vou cut the head off a condom! I have to tell everyone!"

Fortunately for James there are onlv 85 people at EasterCon. During the next
two days Mark tells at least 10 of them. But the homan ability to suspend
belief in the face of overwhelmingly unlikely data is running in James' favour.
They all think Mark is insane.

“* #* ot * * * 1E = ”* 3 3 It Lo 3% = oy o g o * * * # ¥ 3 L
EasterCon is mostly composed of all the good things a faanish Con should he.

G0551p, endless remembrances of fannish histories and great fanzines, compar-
isons of the zines at the Con and promises to pub RSN, =chemes and plans for
that wenderful unsullied faannish future spread bhefore us, bheer, wine and
food. But even these things must come to an end. The Con is finishing and
for some reason [ am sitting up the front with Handfield, Hirsh and Ortlieb
during the poigrantlv brief clesing ceremony. Unespectedly one of them turns
to me.

"Is there anythire vou'd like to say, Micheile?"
Gulp!

"Ah, veah, well it's

just great that Vﬂu’ve all been such wonderful partiers.
Thanks for that. T gues

s I'11 see you again next Laster then, huh?"

Fatal last words.
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SMOTEER'S TOE & STUDENT'S BaCE

MARY LORE

Well here we are in the middle of November with TSW8 printed and ready
to go with the exreptlon of ten pages. Seven of those ten are ready to
be electro-stencilled by the Pater Burns Frinting Emporium, the other
three are this page and the two that follow.

1 know that this time I've reslly managed to excell myself - most of the
zine was ready to go in eariy August and 1 kept saying I'd do ny
article, and then I kept putting it to one side... I had planned to
tell you about my pronating feet, the right scholeoeis of my upper back
and the yellowish aftermath of my ingrown toensil. But, like this
paragraph, the first draft had had far too many I's in it for me. Plus
it was all teo maudlin and I really couldn't see how to make it tight
hearted and witty.

More importantly thcough, the unscheduled gap in the appearances of TS,
combined with a two inch thick collecticn of locs, has made it necessary
to do some explaining acout what comes next. Put simply, we are hevlng
trouble keeping up with the material coming in., As well as dozeas of
printable locs, we have a ’ﬂrgL stoere of artwork and more than a few
articles (despire Mr Warner's continued conspicuous absence).

Time, money and postal considerations mean chat we really don't want to
go over the current thirty eight pages ~ and none of like the shoto-
reduction alternative. So the January 1988 issue will be all locs
(unless Julian fronts up with 2r arficle) in an attempt to reduce that
file to managesble proportions...
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And in the interests of saving time, better laveut and, unfortumatealy,
slightly reduced print quality, I hope to be sble to do all of TSW9 on
my word processor at work. These page Lucy's article and the colophon
are the product of Phil the friendly oxc processor.  Comments on

aprearance are more than welcome.
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This issue ie also the first to have special ¢
stock for thcose amongst whao
stock, They have been sgent to
If anyone else prefers
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first though, which can mean
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I have & vision of posting TSWS on Monday the
following it up with TSWIB on Friday the tweat
January - but far more likely is chat TSH? will
be follewed by TSWIQ in
March. Whichever it

is will contain
the articles we
have already or
are expecting
(from Jules,
Dave and Nico)
as well as
everything

we can
f£it in.
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Artists cao alse note that we are now geitilng cover art printed offset
by the amiable printer of ASFR, Mool Kerr. TSW9 will see the proper

the great Shep cover we managed to wmangle horribly with
ain Shep, our apologiss), but after that and a Bral Foster
cover the cupboard appears to be bars. (Just like the cover for this

issue...)

Here at the TSW offices we've noticed a definite slowdown in mail
received in the last few months, We ascribe it all to Conspiracy - mail
lag means that most people overseas wouldn't have realised (as 1
write)that we're running iate with the issue - and hope that you're ail
back at the typowriters and your own rtower of trufandom by the time this
antipodean acrraangement of articles arrives, May we all meet ia rthe bar

of the Tucker Hotel real soon naow...

We still like small furry animals

ﬁe trade/You trade/We all crade

Mr Loney likes you/Michelle likes vou/Mr Warner likes you

We iive in hope/You've got something w2 want:

Your loc survived the postal system

We'd like to add vou Lo our mailing list and will send two issues

Thig is goodbye, not au revoir, uniess something mutually

satisfying occurs

As is traditioual, all persons who get three ticks may claim a
Prize on personal application te our residence, PO Box 428,
Richmond Victoria 3121, Australia



THE UMN-S5TR
THE TEIGHE!

Wherein DAVID CROPP explsias a bit abour the difference between Australia and
Aotearva {(that's New Zealand to those of vou who > still living in times of
cultural imperialism), perhaps inadverterntlv sheddin '
the Shakey Isles don't like to be lumped 1n with the Au
(Michelle)

ight on whv we of
sies... hint, hint...
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New Zeasland is not & state of Australia, @ fact that sometimes seems to confuse
the rest of the world~ and more than a few Australians- “Why are there two
separate countries down thers at the Dottom of the Pacific?™ the rest of the
world might ask when it thinks of us at all, which zdmittedly isn't often.
"They're both democracies. aren’t they? They both speak the same language,

b

they're both the same sort of people. Why two countrias? Surely one would
suffice?”

Yes it probably would, and the fathers of Australisn Confederation thought so
as wall when they invited the rather misnamed "King” Dick Seddon, New Zealand's
Prime Minister at the time, to join in the Confederation conference. Huffily,
fir Seddon didn't even bother to acknowledge the irwvitation, so thai now we
Kiwis don't send parliamentary reprasentatives to Cenberra {perhaps to the
secret relief of the Canberranst and need a passoort whenasver we want to

visit our cousins on the other side of the Tasman.

dhether it was to ocur ultimai: berefit that Mr Seddon's dyspepsis and the
resultant non-inclusion of these isles in Australis as 3 more populous {and
slightly dusky} Tasmania is a matter of continuing debate. In 1987 our two
countries probsbly nave even more in common than we did in 1900, and not

just as an appeal to a rather intangible "Anzac” spirit. We still spaak the
same language, albeit with different vowsl scunds. UWe drive on the same side
of the road, in brave dissent from the right-hand driving conformity of most
of the rest of the world. Ue do more or less the same sort of things to

maxke money, and even call the main unit of our different currencics of that
money the same thing. Even our politics coincide to the oxtent thet Australia's
Labor Party invariably follows the New Zealand iasbour Party into - and out of
~ office. This close connection between the two —ountries is reinforced by
the freguent significant cultural exchanges that we make with gach other. An
example that springs to mind it that the Aussies sent us the former Wizard of
Melbourne, now doing sterling duty as the Wizard of Christchurch while, in
the same generous spirit, we responded by giving them tha current Premier of
Queensland. {{Actually this is just a vicious rumour and cerusal of said Prenmier's personal
details will reveal his birth place as being Queensiand - MA/AL))

dowever despite the undoubted similarity of the two nations and the close
relations ithat we have developed with each other it cannot te denied that some
cultural and social differences do exist. To take ora example, not entirely

al random, there are, believe if or not, more sheep per humen inhabitant of

New Zealand than Australia ever dreamed possiple. Just why we Kiwis need so
many sneep prodably has more to do with the ability of those particular animals
to cling tenaciously to the most vertiginous of cur mountains rather than the
scurrilous rumour that our shepherds like to have nlenty of woolly friends to
snuggie up to on a cold night in the mountsins. But it can get awfully cold
out in our mountains.

This does touch on what to the casual cbserver is the most covious difference
between the two countries. New Zeasland is so much more of a, well, vertical

Country than Australia. There are something like two hurdred and fifty peaks
in New Zealand higher than Australia’s tallest, It Kosciusko, and no less than
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nineteen of them are cver three thousars weters high -
pile by anyone's standards. And sach of these peaks are joined up by ridges
and foothills which would all 2e quite impressive in their own right if they
didn't happen to be right next 2 the real monsters. And esch of them is
joined up in turn by even more ridges anc feothiils. This whole jumbled mess
of peaks, r%dge . valleys, aglaciers, volcances et al which makes up New Zealarc
is contained in an ares which is not muck bigger ~ than the state of Victoria.

a falr*y spectacular
2 1o
e]

By themselves New Zealand's over—supply cof mountains are big anou gh inconven-
iences, but things are even wcrse than thet. Unlike Austrelia’ vast expanse
of nothingness, New Zealand's compsct verticality iz, of ca rse. broken up

into several rot-sco-verv-large islands. This fact is not, of itself, of major
significances hat is vitelily important to the formation of our national
character is that each of the islands is separated from each other by a stretch
of water. Such stretches are celled 'straits', for reasons which guite defy
explanation, since that is ithe one thing that they are not. The most important
of these straits is the ons betwueen the North Isisnd and the Scuth Island and
is named in honour of the greatest saile~ who ever lived. This was thought to
be the most appropriate name by the early European settlers to New Zealand as
sad experience taught them that only the world's greatest sailors could manage
to cross that particular stretch of water while retaining his or her stomach
contents.

- L’)

It is therefore perhaps not at ail surprising that the great sailor in whose
honour the strait is named was rever silly enough himself to venture onto its
waters.

And there are plenty of cther uasters arcund theze isles over which the natives
{and any visitor rash enough to attempi to sall them} may practice the fine old
art of heaving out stomach contents for the benefit of the seagulls. There is
Foveaux Strait, for example, & thousand killometars closer to the Antarctic
gales, with even bumpier waters and many more seagulls. Or there is the sea
passage to the Chathams, or to Cfampbell Island, or. ..

There's no real need to go on. New Zealand consists, essentially, of great
inconvenient, snow-covered lumps of dirt and racks which are separated from
each other by wide stretches of bumpy, gaie-ridden, stomach-churning areas of
water. A formidable place, vou might think. And you would be right.

It is these geographical excesses wnich exnlain why, despite our very close
similarity on many things - language, hisztory, outlook - that deep, deep doun
the psyche of the New Zealander is ﬂﬂdgra’ly different from that of her
Australian cousin. This pitilass combination of mourtains and iclandss of
impossible country in which fo live surrcunded by raging seas on which it is
impossible to saill to somewhere more noscilable, has bred a population with
indomitable characieristics. ur Kiwl is tough, has an unguenchable spirit

~ T

£
in the face of overwhelning odds, & doaged defermination to succeed... and an
extraordinary fondness for sheenp.




e e e e e e s e i e e The Thoughts of Count Fogo von Slack——-
"Ah, we take ourselves teo serigusly.”
= von Slack, letter *o 5 friend upon receiving
the Nobel Prize for Autopsycrography.
Count Fogo von Slack was lost inp rhe Jungle. Not tall jungle, but one which

the tireless wind blowing off the ses had. auz it were, compressed downwards:
so that what it had lost ip height it made up in density: and the Count, a
slender, handsome (spite several dayv jungle beard) and tall man, 'as Counts
should be, could often see a litrle dist we above the tops of the thickets,
and often not.

The jungle rolled like a love- rumpled blanket over a2 maze of hills and vallevs
whose substance was sand. This terrain had heen formed by that same eternal
wind, the Count decided after deon and slow conzideration; for the ridges
angled back from the rocky coast, steep and ever climbing, following the
direction of the flowing air. When? Perhaps as recently as 10,000 vears ago,
at which time, he thought, the last great mmvom&ﬁt? af sea-level had taken
place as the Pleistocene period closed and the Recent began. At the very edge
of the ocean even now, in occasional bays and blow-outs, wind and water were
tampering with the form of the land. And rher lowly herbs and grasses had
fixed upon the sand, arrested its movement; were followed by the bushes of the
impenetrable heath; and a litt e further inland, first in the sheltered vallevs,
the flowing forests of coastal peppermint trees, Agonis

Graf von Slack crawled upon hards and kfee: alone narrow eloomy tunnels
beneath thorn-laden bushes; clambered over the tangled roofs of others, some-

times breaking through and sinkine ro his thizgh, from which position he
extricated himself only with exlromn difficuliys: smashed pathwavs through mazes

of dead branches with a short heave stick, which he had found suited to the
operation. At times he was preceded by his wife of manv vears and expeditions
into the unknown, but more often fnl lowed, since the Gr#fin had the gpreatest
distaste for the webs of spiders, which here continually snared the face of
the leading explorer, and so adhered that only persistent effort might remove
them.,

The sun had set bevond the summer sea, and the light, particularly in the

lowest tunnels of this low jungle, was noticeahly wanine, Der Graf and Grifin
had from the last risc laid their course towards a dead tree that had once
pridefully reared itself above the squabbling rout of the bushes, but now was

a skeleton long stript of the leaves and hark i are the flesh of trees. So
soon enough will the men who sail 12 metre vachts, or otherwise seek prominence,
be stript to nrinnLng bones. Yet the tree still performed a noble duty, since
it seemed to the explorers that it marked the edge of an unseen traif,

1

But so entangled in the jungle were Count Fogo and his Countess that the tree
had beern invisible to them for some time: an ? as the rw11n0nt gkV was arev, anv
lingering sunset rose being hidden by the crowding banks of vegatation; and
even the wind having died; they were somewhat conf I as to direction., Not

by any means utterly confused, at least not y(t, but on the lip of the slipperv
slope of doubt. Tt osccurred Lo them both, as they afterwirds revealed to each
other, that not to light upon the trail bhefore darkness supervened would be a
Q1gnal inconvenience; their only recourse in such case being to curl up in each
other's arms deep beneath the sheltering thicket, and thus pass the night g
small warm hill for beetles and spiders vo walk upon, for possums to nuzzle,
for kangaroos and emus to blunder into.
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——-von Slack/Idyll 2t . ust-Heed Canpe— =~ cemrerre e o e e e e s s

W ow the situvation ¢f Count and
cickled until threatened by utter

s wre net actuallr hostile, manv of
divert from eourse and purpose., Deep
Lose signt of the gr landmarks, of
this outstanding hill, e supposed to [lank the
trail; as in the rush _hey forget the nrinciples of
their lives, their stnc=d wmoralities, ticir avowed ﬁu““osﬂk* and helplessly
narrowing the focus their artention thiuk only of how %o eircumvent tnis idiotn
bureaucrat. tha: 2@ driver: o fall to Oer1e’ siv cursing the

invisble dog thet defpcates noen their Lawn.

How like the life of modern hv”a“
Countess von Slack! Crowded,
bewilderment. Many of thﬂLl
the hushes unthoirned;
within this jungle of
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The trail (o wh:
to a moral princip
constantly rema
serenity, to liie

1 his bDeloved wife intended F?ﬁnt he likened
winad courss or career, whic
i e e v and - greatest
cute force and & lashed tiller will penetrate the
Jjungle to that ged buszhes will hurl back such an assault,
lacerated and cxhauste Na. thfiefv. ciycunspe rti@n, and above all [lexi-
bility of means - hera to ¢iesn 7 bere, abandoning burdensome pride, to erawl:
here, where the en . my cau with LQHLiéOﬂC? &nd 'ii“GLt Luﬁceqmencc be broken,

to smash - aro Lipd zhe tlavei}e to thread

the mazes of the foreat. trail af necessarilv proceed by
such devices., 1t win greoster trees, it creeps ovey hills via

the lowest pass, it fords siveoms st thrir narrowest and shallowest - thus
harmoniously it trave ale.

that

Mention has been made of ‘the life of molern man', and the suggestion that it
is a life touchad virth fuver, Count Foge upd Countess von Slack spend most of
that life, in cemmon with tue overvhelring majority of our species, in the
city, a frantic, f:H“*i; ' their sojourn in the juﬁ01e,
they argued over w ched i ~ the closed, sti f

thronging Eoﬂﬂﬁﬁ whers white onbs, of the inscciile order lsoptera, \xve
their soft white ilives in ns ~nizstic darkaess: or ‘hc menv-portalled lahy-
rinths of browng black d . & ‘s sake et us subsume
them all under the us Formicidae (order

Hymenoptera) Achilile micons, dy £ rush {orth and
sitaughter, ravich, plunds oic hinterland, and simost as quick te like
behaviour in thzir cwn mazes, amcng aHemdeivess Lung and heatedly the Count
and Countess dis uted tha motter: , eag iceding many points of the
othier's case Foder arrd | iabitations are more complex
than either a i Jjoived din asserting that
Homo Sapiens, activitias s his dindividuals, hears strong
resemhlance to bLoth and Mrreiidona, but can be more glorious and ye:
baser than either.

It wouvld tak '1 the {renziec complexion of

city life, vinal nust suifice:

The Countess and I motored
;wl“eu up the cycleway by
wrdeeds of Uecple packed
1 did while the bost

New Year's [
to Fremantls

the see to Lt
to eat, cirinl arnd
cruised in and out of Lo

29 back on the bar exposing
vipining riivthms of music

L. where other boats bore
~unkenly thinking how
barld man ard cultura

Moments: Bosil
a goldzn tanne
and wavyeshy ¢azing
people disily dencing oon
it is sex thet drives
{sobriety caontradicts
logical Count is pem
this bruiting ¢ "h !

his conceit: moriov . WoSEily ir bistory the gueens
of Achilles® hordg are deiven Lo detomoy thair oun Thymens' -~ what benthic,

e




——-von Slack/Idyll at Mast-Head Campe———m—mm oo e e

ungovernable passions might not this act predicate?’.

When the year turned over we kissed all the wrorg people, thereby offendng the
ladies. Now everyone was excessively gay, or roused, or tearful as it took
them, by virtue of the great guantities of strong drink that had been consumed.
Some fought. Some caressed. For my part I prefer caressing, yet so persis-
tently were Basil and I insulted by four young blades, wishing perhaps to prove
their msnhood, that it was not to be borne. T held my peace until physically
assailed, at which point my rapier leapt from its scabbard, and my tormentor
found blcod coursing from the Schmiss on his cheek. There ensued an extended
moment in which I stood at bay - after all they were four, each larger than
Basil or I =~ but their youthful bellicosity had collapsed and one ran squeaking
for the constables {so much for manhood and honour}. On Basil's advice the
Countess and I slipped quietly away. We walked back through the wreckage of
Fremantle's revelry to collapse in Molly McKeronie's darkened house around 3 am.

The next day's newspaper revealed that there had been a 'Mardi Gras' in
Frementle and an unprecedented influx of revellers - trains full, people left
on the stations angrily smashing bottles and scrawling on the walls, monster
crowds in the port itself, the constables unable to control the situation as
they wished - frightened, some of them said.

On the boat, and in the streets at the end of the night, I felt the excitement
- bubbly and frantic, like being in the depths of a champagne glass.
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This then was the Labyrinth on an occasion of festivity. How much more
laborious its terrain in the great rout of the vear's days, when der Graf and
Grifin, exiled and impoverished as the best nobility in these sorrowful times,
must strive with the mass and seethe of humanity for elusive gold! Lost in
such a jungle how difficult it is to maintain any direction to life, to hold
to a balanced, undistorted and untroubled view of the world! How easy to
become utterly bewildered! And vet the solution is simplicity's self, though
all too frequently forgotten: Stand Back!



——-von Slack/Tdyll at Mast-Head Campe—-——mm—mem e~

Standing back from a bush, the Count 2. once detuached himself from the ti
and achieved a wider view; a path arcu-d. not casv, but ¢ rtainly not impous
ible, was now apparent. From the las! r.se, it will be rememberad, der Graf
und GrH8fin had heen able to descry a whole ane of tne eptang!

including the likely line of the trail. And sight Ffrom their camp, called

Mast-Head Camp for reasons that will become apparent, might eacompacs huge

tracts of jungle, hill, coastline, wit® all their varisus serosicsities, an
spaces, and infrequent trails,

SHient

From clues scattered throughout the preceding narrative, a< e sivie adopted,
as the reference, wholly gratuitous in its place, indeed a prtaniorical
miscegeny, to 'lashed riller', as most lately the eponvimous sst=-Head Camp',
the astute reader will have divined tiat der Graf von Sla nos spent many an
hour in recent davs lying in his hammeck slung between er peprermints (Agonis
in Mast-Head Cam: s reading the Titan Melvilile's Mobv-Dick. There it

vas that in the thirtv-fifth chapter entitled "The Mast-'cad' he came une:n bkd
following felicitous nassage:

itgalf

In the serene weather of the tropics it is exceedingly »l-rsant -~ the mast-hed
nay, to a dreamy meditative man it is deligh&Zful. Tk g huncreu
feet above the silent decks, striding clona the doen, i wera

swim the

gigantic stilts, while beneath you and between your i,f
its of the

hugest mansters of the ses, even as ships nnce sailzd
famous Colossus at old Rhodes. Thers vou stand, lost
of the sea, with nothing ruffled but the waves. The trance
rollss the dhowcy trade winds blow: everything resclves gcu in
the most part, in this tropic whaling life, & sublime un ?v"ng
yous you near no news: read no gazettes: extras wi
commonplaces never delude you into unnecessary excl
domestic afflictionss bankrupl securitiess fall of
with the thought of what you shall have for dinner - for al
three years and more are snugly stowed in casks. and vour i3
immutable.(1)

Mast-Head Camp, my friends, was a discovery! Only the hardicst four~vheel-
drivers might achieve it; the trendies in their shiny lzpanese roye painted
with fast stripes would have been disouraged carly in the Tonp and ardues
approach. Thus the Count and Countess happily lacked visitors ‘rom week's end
to week's end. Here in a dell zome old farmer had cleared a Few bushes
beneath the over-arching peppermints (Agenis) so that a small tent, a fireplace,
a galley heneath a tarpaulin might be laid out. DBehind: the dune hiil,
forested these 10,00G years, rose s ’if*!ﬂ Hﬁ;her to its samnit. DBefore: an
elevated 1ip embattled the zlade from the wind, upon which walking (some ten
paces from the sheltered hearth) the Qounh Countess were rewarded with a
ﬂdgﬂ“FlLﬁnL view, The country fell steeply in jungled folds less than a mile
to the sea, which foamed and roared upon a cemst of dragon's teeth: a stratum
of limestone, geologically infant, yet by virtue of its softness and solubility
wonderously and fantastically corroded. so that from ite esrlier vniformiry
sprang fretted petals, flowers, cor al_, sponges, Leruns, shells, tewers,
battlements, entire villages of Neuschwansteing - the work of thet tireless
globe-girdling master sculptor, Mad Ludwip, rhe sea. Amcnz the more indomit—
able stones that marched down like drowninag armies heneath the waves, little
bays recessed, paved with clean smooth sand. where the Count and Pour-ess
hathed of afternoons, laughing and twisting in briaht pools like pale smooth
seals.

X

these details yet remained hid bv the verdure atop the final c1iff. The se:
seemed a carpet, lapping this green continental rim: a carpet of pensive grey
translucent emerald, or vital P‘uqqian, as the gay turned, as the skyv cloudes
and cleared; a carpet fringed with an ever-changing pattern of white laced
foam, flowing, piling, expanding, pooling and abeting without surcease,

But stay! Tmagination and fornd memory outstrip the eve. From Mast-Head Camp
3

Leng the Count stood, gazing down upon the eternal aes, whiic the boneficepce




———von Slack/Tdyll ar Mis=ot Ao e e e e

T the sun caused a mvriad
rasshonpers tn sing around
m, while a wattlebird
roaved drowsily, far all the
Teathered tribes had vanished
shady perches where thev

now silently dozed. Fogo
Sad bhecome sware of tinv
asharp percussions in the dell
hehind, infrequent, so that
he had just ceased te ponder
tho couse of one, and freed
fis thought upon a new path,
when the next punctuated the
‘angour of noen., At length
a8 Count Fogo stood dreaming
one such crack sounded immed-
fately beside him, as if an
homunculus had fired a
duelling piece, and a tiny
misaile struck his ear
turned, and to his fas
tion discovered a bl
seedpod, rather like those
of a pea vine, which, having
inst violently discharged
itself, wag still slowly
curling its twn splitv shells.
Years mayv it hang now, i o
part played, its purpose felfilled, suspended in a dry empvrean far from the
attentions of termites and moulds: unti]l perhans o hashfire shall free its
constituents to flv windborne inate new alemental cveles, 11 was the heat of
the sun, the Count surmised, thut was causing the pods to twist and burst.

A1l the while at some little distnnce below the =urt siched and washed
unceasinglv. Unceasingly, now ar before, when the first cel) lav upon a still
airless Farth, brocding over the kXingdem of 1ife coiled menstrously within its

nucleic moltecules., Unceasine!y, now as after, when Farth will have burst and
cast its vital Prussian seeds upon other stars. Thus rhe Count's reverie
drifted down the count of years to a time when szimple creatures will inherit
planetary evening, all haste forgotten. This already ancient continent will
have drifted into stranoe Totirudes, and indeed, according to one chronicler,
the whole world, srilled ot last from its turning and fallen much closer to
its star, will wait in cternal sunset for that star's final bursting. Fire
=ublime, sweeping out past this and other orbits will at

substance and free its vapours to float once more upon
nto new whirivools of starhirth, new cataclvams of death.

i
2l moment will bloody waves creep upon a bloody shore,

the wind of

Count von Slack turned at last and stepped back inte the shade and quiet of
the camp, where lunch, his hammock, and the magnificent Melville heckoned.
He was neitber unaware of, vpor unzratefuvl (to whatever Gods he worshipped)
for the return of spivitval serenity, the renewal of confidence, the restora-
tion of vigour and decision {hat su nergpectives of landscape, of imagina-
tion, of time confer, Indead upon 5 occasion, imes past, he had
actively sought them gs an antidote teo the degradation of the human machine and

nsvche attendant upon Saturnalis in vthe Labyrinth of the Myrmidons, If his

1, A8 al

=
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mind were a ship then it seemed to Count Togo that for too long the helmsman
of lucidity had Iain drunk in the cuppers, while jerked by an insensate storm

the sails had boomed and the wheel spun and crashed. Fogo at first, fallen

perhans heneath the pall of a certain bhoredom, had enioved this violence of
nature {for =0 he regarded the forces and patterns of community): but latterly
he had Haeenchanted with his own helpleassly driven, rudderless
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condition. The panorar
proving to be marvellously r

it

as from Mast-Heoo Camp, actusl and spiritual, were

That afternoon in the pages Count discovered 2 passaesa that

struck him most pleasantly, a mer hvmﬂn mind, larcer ghaw his
own 'unstecred shipn', as M@ﬁvii?e, wighy by some, in
some respects, he considered rimsel § = T

images were of coursc making % copmonted
upen his condition a oy et ' o ¥

sketched him now!

Consider the subtleness of the seas how its most dreaded creaz
under water, unapparent for the most part, and ‘.LcchevouSLw
the loveliest tints of szure. {onsider also the devilish oril
beauty of many of its most remorseless tribes, as the dainty

of many species of shark. {onsider, once more, the universal ¢
the seay all whose creatures prey upon each other, carrying

since the world began.

Consider all this: and then turn to this green, gentle, and most docile

earths consider them b th, the sea and the lands and do you nct find a strange
analogy to sometning in vo“rse"? For as this appalling ccean surrounds the
verdant land, so in the soul of man there lies one insular Tahiti, full of
peace anc ioy, but encompassed by all the horrors of the half krown life. God
keep thee! Push moit off from that isle, thou canst never returnl( )

And vet, thought Fogo lotusiv, @nhdmNOLn“d at Mast-Head Camp, he had returned,
and lay now, if brieflv, |

Rather thoughtlessly we left der Graf und GrBfin von Slack lost in the jungle
as night was falling., You will be pleased, mv friends, hut scrrvelv snrNTESGﬁ,

to learn that shortly thereafter they crawled {rom a seominaly
hank of verdure onto the white sa
a trench; but at least a trench that gave easy pass:
and bat-flutiering wood of peppormings (Agonis), to For
long ago have realised that the Count and yeour humhlo "wt‘ot are one
game, well known to most of vou, albeit under an inconspicuous modern
Tt may divert vou in idle moments to try and puzzle out which of the incidents
ounted herein ocourred strictly as given, and which have been ombellished;
whether, for instance, modern democracy actually rmitted Count Fogo to
carry his blade aboard a public pleasure ¢ whether he was obliped to
make a hroken wineglass serve in its stead; opinions the Count truly
, and which are tongue—in-cheek; but as to the Count's identity in daily
such unahasbe:,

the trail,

holds

1ife there is of course no mystery - who else would write with
such flerid self-indu

We have seen how Count Fogo vor Slack betook himself inte the wilderness
leliberately seeking serenity and ease af soul tbrmrﬂﬁ the renunciation of

g
‘unneceSRﬁry excitemenLS and th ¢ imaginative perspechives.
We have seen bhow he Tound what he sought‘ Aiecf lorty davs in the wildernes«
were all teo Tittle, and the Count on this occasi
Nevertheless he agh cved a fr”"ﬂxx; 1& and relief from distraction that in
retrospact he {inds enviable. t , nction in slow surges !ike
the swell of the acean; ideas from the depths, ﬁatWOrPC force
and breached like whales:; then and once mere surfaced havine
echoingly sunyg in the henthic ing ¥indred of manv degrees, who

ior could romain bot twenliy.

]
lay now hasking in idle beavty and power upon the suany surface. Should now
the Count, pricked by his reading, turn his awakened, 9} :rpened glance upon
some Proi'ew of community, of hxstorv of tife, understanding was instantly
his., Vision from MaQ.MHPﬂd enc o*paﬂccﬁ the unveiled wor;d: as well the
indivi dl 1l. as the spinning cleud patterns of his associations, areat and
sma ] 2 of the hushfire, as

small, were apparent to him; as well the consuming rag
e luxury of green springing from blackensd siumps

ot

season later; as well
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the suffocating swarm f =he Labyrinth, as the delicious vacancy of the
wilderness in which it wae cuilt, and the urimacinably gereater vacancy of the
empvrean through which the enti-e planet wouad re tonely course, Ah, how
comprehensible, in verv fact, s 1ife' Tn +ie sences hoth that it can he
understood, and that it can Ye seized. e, often, alas, daes the Count
ingloriously fail of eithor!

the machinery of his soul. Bub these are of 70 interest to vou, my friends.
Rather shall T expatiate somewhat upon the Count's cogitations concerning the
world at large end modern hMominids in particular. For the Count abhors the
revolting fashion of self-barinc. And what indeed might he reveal of his
secret life and thoughts that s not common to the entire human race” How
does he presume ro differ, how do any of us differ, in ability, in charm, in
our lusts, our failings, our hopes and dreams?  ess than we think, my
friends, less than we thinpk. And of the Count, who wishes to know that in

his ridiculous pride he has programmed his computer to oreet him 'G'dayv again,
Biggus Dickus'? Who cares that the ndd char spot in the cushions recalls the
occasion long ago when in a mightv rage he tore the fire living from the hearth
and hurled it to the points of the compass (most of the fabrics in the room
had to be replaced)? Of what conceivable interest is it that Fogo against all
canons of convention once ran stark nzked into the hot suburban night. Why?
He was drunk at the time on ipricot brandy and some unknown pills,

At Mast-Head Camp the Count wae daily delighzed bv unexpected ingights into

i

There was a startled face
in the dark; a car slowed
as it passed, then hurried
on. Fogo dived over a
wall and curled up under a
rase hush., The earth was
damp from the sprinkler
and smelt of sun~toasted
arass ciippings., His
nursuer ran past plaintive-
v calling his name. 'Fuck
her!' muttered Fogo and
hecame ahsorbed in the
mandalas behind his eyelids.
Sometime later, finding
himself slightly chilled,
he arose and wandered up the
narrow side path of a
comfortably closed house:
dim lights, and perhape the
shine of a TV screen ¢l owed
upon the blinds. Fogo's
Limbs glimmered whitely in
the dark, The back garden
pleased him: there were
islands of tended shrubbery
that arched over curving
paths, the bricks of which
were cool and mossy to his fest. With no particular design, Fogo silently
hoisted himself to the tep of the fence and was about to drop into the next
garden when he was struck by the thought of Cerman Shepherds, Dobermans and,
¢t

(2 Grewavs fox 54

]

<

most terrifying of all, Rottweilers huge as tigers. He sniffed deeply, the
caverns of his nose expanding to gether the stars, hut there was no trace of
the foul effluvium of dog., Fogo descended. The notion of wild beasts in the
night of jurgle suburbia lent frie to the adventure. He proceeded thus
stealthily through several gardens, scentine the air for man-eating tigers,

and pleased with the idea that he had discovered a whole new world, an alter—
native universe stitched by some para-FEinsteinian topography into the inter-
stices of dreary urban development. In his admittedly bemused and for the time
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being happy condition he felt that just by surmounting enough fences he could
5 L2 - ] d &
travel from Midland to Freﬂantxe as secretlv as a mouse might traverse Castle

Gormenghast. PBut a little later Foge was assailed by an irvresistible farigue:
5 ) 3 oy
there was no racourse hut to find a place to =slecp. Another fence, another

garden, and here was a shed. Silentlv he opgened the door and entered. The
shed had a window, but it was many moments hefere Fogo could make out anything
at all: then, as much by touch as a pile of clothes on a
hench or hox in a corner, climbed up, wriggled into some sort of comfort and
fel nb{ivion. At some stage he halt woke and pulled things over bhim as
cold,

F

8]
armour agai inst a creep

Much later Fogo woke cempletely - well, more or less. He found that the
xci

tement of exploration had somehwat abated; the trans-Einsteinian vealm had
becrme boring old backyards; he had cross ]
wit

v

32 {he had no idea how many)
hout raising so much as 4 growl trom beneath bush or behind shed, so now he
became convinced that the law of averages about to unleash slavering
monsters upon him; in addition te this he not at all well. Clothes
the thing, The supreme self-confidence, or whatever it was, that had clad him
earltier had vanighed without a trace. Investd Aan of his hed discovered
nothing of use. But fate smiled upon him, and clambering frem the pile his
face touched fabric, like a cobweb across a jungle path ~ a military jacket
suspended on a hanger, and inside it military trousers! Thus it was that Fogo
returned along the public Pootpath dressed as a Sergeant ol Army Reserves who
had lost his hat and whase arms had shrunken woefully ~ once, indeed,
he stepped on the trailing cuff ousers and fell over.,

WeTe

Had Fogo awakened the next morning as cocl and clear-sighted as he was wont to
wake at Mast-Head Camp, he would surely have dumped the army duds in someone
else's dusthin and forgotten the matter. But he did not. His moods at that
time were rather ungoverned (another the rudderless ship). He was
overcome with remorse ot what he now theft, and kept imagining the
poor military man finding his cliothes and talling into despair. In
fact he cert dmnlx wotuld net have, rather he would have given his poor military

wife a hard time for a week, evon though it was not her fault. Nothing would
please Fogo now, however, but he must take the clothes immediately back.

The doorbell rang dee the house. The door opened. Small wonder Fogo had
tripped on the tr betm > military man was HBUGE. Fogo hegan to regres
his decision te make amends it was probably lucky for him that the military
man was completely non-plussed at the sight of the siighi, ascetic, possibly

even seedy Fogo standing there holding out a folded kbaki uniform that must

at least have reminded him of his own. ‘uqr clothes,' stammerved Fogo. b
was a bit out of it last night. Grog , vou yﬂ@u. Woke up in vour
shed. No clothes. Borrowed yours to pet ‘em cleaned. CG'bye.’

the mil- gaping mouth., Clutching his

he started to sav something,

Strange sounds emerged from t
clothes, and regaining masterv uf
but Fogo stayed not to hear what. further confabulation he
cuttled down the steps and roung rner where he put on a respectable
burst of speed. Skinny to a fault, yet not unfitz, habitually shunning the
world of sport and public y@rfor’%pre, rusning Fogo resembled & wounded heli-
copter not quite able to leave rhe ground.(4) He arrived back at the late
breakfast table somewhat puffe

But as I have said, of what interes secrat personal g
episodes? Fogo's 'Mast-Head' ruminati the state of the wmvid and its
likely course are surely more worthy of our ar tenixﬂn which tuminations, my
friends, were fanned as embers to li . sage from Molviile, which
the Count encountered zs he Tav one hammock :

his ha

Rl o
=3

The world is as young teodays as when it wss createds end this Vermont morning
dew is as wet to my feet. as Eden's dew to Adam’s. Nor has Nature been all
over waﬁsac<ed by our progenitorss so that no new charms and mysteries remein
for this latter gereration to find. Far from it. The trillionth part has not

vel been qaid' and all that has been s3id. bul multiplies the avenues to whatl

\”'l O
i
|7
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remains to be said. It is not so much paccits- z¢ superabundance of material
that seems to incapacitate modern ayihors.

Well might Melville say so - in 1850, thouchs Count von Stack, lowering the

bulging paperback onte his stomach, alded oy the Tiguid trill of their
contact call, a flock of si'vereves squir! “rem ohranch to branch through the
tops of the peppermints (Ago 7 like blows avrav. The Count rummaged in the
attics of a dilettante scholarship, VYes, 'be znirit of the time QZeitoe'qf,

as these with proper scholarship might sav) nad been different, very different.

Vermont: upon the comfortably civilized eastern coast of the U'nited States.

Yet the railwavs, growing !ike the nerves of an infant cat, could translate

one in a matter of hours into the dawn of the western fropntier. Buffalo still
washed like a tide across the central plains, and passenger pigeons in their
billions still migrated, three hundred mile long aerial rivers, over the
eastern forests. Melville was sitting on the edpe of the great unknown, into
which the ordinary man could still penerrate, there to marry or murder savages,
to rob banks or pursue bank-robbers, tear gold from the earth, discover wonders
of Nature or the lost cities of vanished races - and all this single-handed,
without the backing of a National Aeronavtics and Space Administration, or the
emasculation of insurance. [In July 1830 (the vear California was admitted to
the union) five hundred ships layv in the bav at San Francisco, deserted by
their gold-hungry sailors. And while Americans still could plunge into vacant,
unsettled, incompletely explored 'and on their own continent, the hopeful of
Europe, rhe restless, the secekers of freedom from the constraints, the habits,
the laws of C’V]llQGQ life found their own frontiers overseas., The British
were busy mapping a quarter of the glebe in Empire red: the French, the Germans,
the Dutch and others exploiting colonies wherever they could seize or maintain
a foothold. Opportunities abounded for the adventurcus.

Like a landscape in spring, Western culture in the mid nineteenth rentury was
pushing out the new leaves of expectant growt. Scientific, eccnomic and
political developments conspired to persuade the !iterate that continuing
progress and improvement was the normal condition of societv and nature
?hought of the time was such as to nourish U“‘w1n s Origin of Species {185¢
Liberals held that free competition would hring economic expansion; intellect-
uals that competition ot ideas, truth. The forces for social reform and
universsl suffrage were well-established, and steadiiv advancing, Secialist
thecry, hand in hand with the idea of human perfectability, zave rise to a
number of experiments in utanian community, Human perflectability, too, was
surely essential to the disorganised creature of Bakunian anarchism - how else
might utopia be reached once the homhs had done their work? Where, wondered
the Count, had he read of Michae!l Bakunin: ',.. aristocrat, large, hairv,
emotional, good-hearted, vontradictory, clumsy, hercic ...' and also: '{some
havel suggested that his childhood was so idvllic that his subsequent anarchism
was an unconscious attempt ta get back to the Garden of Hden'? Count Fogo

felt he would have loved the man. (6)

As to utonian experiments, Brook Farm had been on Melville's doorstep;
Nathaniel Hawthorne, whom Melville was (r1101iﬂ61\ getting to know at the time
of the composition of Moby-Dick, had heen a "director of agriculture’ there.

.-+ their desire was to combire the thinker and the worker. to guarantee the
highest mental freedom and to prepare a society of liberal. intelligent and
cultivated persons whose relations with each other would permit a more
wholesome and simple life tham could be led amid the pressure of competitive
institutions. {7

N

A worthy desire enough in the Count's estimation, who leaned steeply towards
vtopianism, Bakunism, environmentalism, albeit without the f{erocity of a
zealot. (Socialism wasg another thing: perhaps all right in theory, but appa-
rently damaging to the intellectual balance of its devotees.) Though Brook
Farm attracted craftsmen, intellectuals predominatpé. They published a weelkly
magazine, The Harbinger, devoted to seccial and political issues; and conducted
a school neteworthv for its enlightened ﬂﬁnrn(ch, which among other things
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aspired to 'perfect fresdom of interc - between students and teaching o
Der Graf von Slack sighed and smiled st --e peppermint leaves and patches of

blue sky beyond. In the giant sausase sctory to which he had heen condemnod
during an abortive stint of teaching : vs vears hefore, there had heen one or

two student bodies which had inspired dreams of free intercourse in his ever
anarchic mind. But back to Breok Farm: ©nld as much asg anvihins brouvht the
endeavour low., They poured all available assets inte the construction of a
- s completion,
ich the commun-

great. hall: but on a night in March 1546, gs they celehrated it
it caught fire ard Bburned to the grourd. It was a blow from wvh
1ty could not rvecover, though it struccied on tor three more ve

Such then was the spirit of Melville's vorid: exploratery, expectant, on the

et in mankind, hrash too, and

7 -
&

move, filled with wonder and hope and be

Here onds Part 8ne - More in the Next Isk
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STRUCTURAL ANALYSIS IN SF

5 § B Susan Margaret
axamings tre writlngs of Mark Lonay and Ian
Nichols and the psychology behind structural
analysls in general...

Since L hav xyqelf undergone the kind of
TYHiniﬁg which 1 suspect WAIT of offering
lan Nichols “ﬂd Mark Loney, in my caae a
nifty number titled "Message Analysis” and a
somewhat less ar5aﬂised unit, "Popular
Culture", at Murdoch University (these were
the most overtly structuralist of my Commun-
ications units there), 1 feel slightly
quaiified to comment.

As an aside, 1 feel a little uneasy with th
netion of an &8 354 done for a course show1ng
up in 3 zine, unless stringently rewritten.

4 communications student, of all people, must
learn to write for her/his audience; I can
imagaine no more fruitiul an exercise than
translating an analysis from "language that
will get an A" to "language that will please
an audience”, and T was sorry that neither

writer attempted it.

However, the title question is the crucial
one: whv? It’s a question that applies to
structural snalysis as a whole, and it can
he tougn tc aaswer, just plain having fun
“““ ult to justify, at least in

rcle*, For instance, I recall a
wonde*ful article by Robert Hodge, who ran
"Message Analy which took as its text a
paragraph from rticle in Mayfair called
5Dm~rh1ng like "Confessions of a Housewife:
How I Was Unfeithfv 1 With John the Postman'.
From this one paragraph he was able to show
that not only was t“t author not a housewife,
she was probably not a woman.,

Not very startling? No, but I haven't really done the article justice in giving
the conclusion. The analysis itself was masterly, intere esting, and could

easily be applied to texts which might be of interest for uther reasons. 1
suspect, for instance, that one could use it to analyse Ronald Reagan's state-
ments and find out which of his advisors was currently in greatest favour, or

to find out which faction is currently on top in the Kremiin, whichever seemed
valuable. (If you want to check it out, the Hodge article is reprinted in
"Approaches to Popular Culture", edited by C.W.E. Bigsby and published by
Arpold, 1976 - or 1'11 lend my copy.}

=t

S0, to its use in SF: while both Mark’s and Tan's articles made use of the
terms and concepts associated thh stryc rursl analysis, neither, in my view,

reached to the heart of the matter. (Iar's came close, but lacked a clear
analysis of the sources of pleasure in tnL wvork, and the way Heinlein
legitimates these.) An article which does, if I may sound academic for a
moment, is Russell Blackford's article on the works of Heinlein in
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"Contrary Modes'. Tf T may quote a te! ng passage:

- the book [Stranger in a Sirange Land] s
.« from some maior {seen ir r~eirospect} disg
between what appesrs to be its overit ideol
content and its form and lancuage.

P.67% of the Ebony Pooks ed -icn, 1983.)

This, to me, is the heart of structural! analvsis: the ngtion “har thore
surface text and a subtext; that the surtace may partiy obscu

or rather, rthat the subtext mav be shown by the wav { :
not hy its overt content. Teaching onese!{ te see through *heo <o
point of the exercise, and should he what Douvelas Adam= =0at
experience: it should change vour way o!f ‘ooking at thirgo.

Thus, Russell Blackford contesses to his
en joyment f Heinlein's "liberated" views: thus, |
there is no such thing as a "feminist" erisode of "lrapper lohn,
"feminist" character in "Falconcrest", though J have seen things
to he bhoth.

1

" LAl .
XU frecdon” in

In ench case, the subtext belies the surface. The s
"Stranger" is uyndercut by the facelessness of the female characters: ogun
relations exist bhetween equal characters. TIf one evoup of charactors i
nortraved as rounded personalities, whiie another conslsts of characters so
interchangeable that it is impessible to tell them apart except by name {wii
female first had =ex with Mike?), then ) iR

the subtext i= an.affirmation o ibe
essential inferiority of the second group. Similarly, the "feminist™ in
"Trapper John" whe turns the tables on her would-he seducer by
use of his penes in fathering her child, then telling him she's

efter partner, is portraved as cold, over-intellectual,. and woor‘PT} i e o7 B
n any case, she's strictly "ﬂmporary, and what betrer denial ot ber validi
could exist than complere erasure? Althoueh 1 have watched very tivtle of
Falconcrest", it is not hard to perceive the pattern there {(particulariy
since my mother and brother watch it and compare neotes): the strong women aic
inevitablv imprisoned, disfigured, killed, or at the veryv least {and it's not
the least by Falconcrest standards) divorced.

i for the

overed o

"

The same relationship between surface and subtext obtaing in the viclewecd
dramas like "The A-Team", which T was sursrised to find Mark lLoney de i
in TSW 5. Sure, some non-standard variant= of "the Family" are now heing
"defended”, and the faces of some of "

the bad guvs” look similar to those that
used to be "the good guvs", but the Weapon Shop slogan is stil
om

) Plare
ALY i

Vietnam combat training upping the ante rather than .
A-Team iz not p}nvjng a2 different game from Deck e

game better, thus afflrming that this game ig OK Show me ane instance
where mainstream society is held to be fundamentally at fault and a change ol
social direction dig s rlﬁuq!v proposed, and 1'11 undertake to show vou w

the subtext proves ;hlh impossible or undesirahle.

1 agree with Mark that it's siguificant that the shoot~em-up gcenes arc not
the climax of the plot and do not produce bhlood-and-guts or even those
suspiciousiv unmarked corpses of the old Westerns, bhut [ think he has

the subtext message: that it's OK to resort to vielence - see, no-nne' s

hurt and nothing is reallv altered hy it.

To return to SE for a moment, this same subtext m&ssag@
Harry Harrison's "satires” on space opera, notably
series., The surface affirmation that it is oot alrigh iw kiil ML tiﬁ"
nerception of the subtext, which is telling us that i is fun.

instance, in the first hook Inskipp confi Lrms Slippery &
pstimate of his corpse-count: zero - BUT WHY 1S S SHEEPISH
"re 1" villain would have ki ! ﬁ more? (Actuallv, unless &1
radically different in later sodes than they were in his pr
it's an unlikely estimate: a Chd rge of explesive large cnough

ather sham
OUT THIR? 8

‘C‘aﬂ.‘z
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1.} We can enjoy the
e tFn suriace is confirming maintream
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vault is not going to leave 211 bank pers
"yviolence-is-tun” subtext message becaus
morality.

An even more telling instance of the same: wren Angelina, easily the most
bloodthirsty character in the series, is finz’!’v caught, her personality is
adjusted to make her less violent, hut the essential Angelina is preserved.

Her harmless associate Pepe Nero, who was caught with much less bloodshed a
novel-and-a-half eariier, was brainwiped, reducing him to a mindless vegetable.
The personalities of the violent are more worthv of preservation than those of
the non-violent? Or was Pepe’'s real crime lack ol originality?

RBecause this is =atire, it's not always
"t .
clear «%ich messase is the "real" one; I

suspect that the dvnamic which makes the
series work is a rension between them
which never quite affirms either, so t

we can enjoy both, Slippery Jim himself,
while constantly affirming that he is a
Stainless Steel Rar, living outside
society's hounds, bevond the pettiness of
sunine obedience to ordinarv laws et
cetera, et cetera, is actually working as
a high-level law-enforcement 0 fficer to
protect ordinary people from "the real
villains", who can he killer individuals
or corrupt governments, This kind of
doublethink dynamic is necessary hecause
the readers Harrison is aiming at have
become aware of the fundamental flaws in
the =traight space opera ideology.

Semething of rhe same can happen with

"The A~Team'", the difference being that
the balance s a good deal less even,
Whatever lip-service is paid to the notion
that a non-viaolent solution to problems

is possible, or that individual problems
may be the result of fauits in the whole
social system, the A~Team will use at
Jeast a little dose of their "harmless"”
violence, and voila! - problem fixed.

For me, this is the disturbing part of violence dramas. [ prefer the ones in
which a man shot in the leg falls to the ground in writhing agonv, bleeds
profusely, is unable to walk without assistance and faints from loss of blood,
to rhose in which he decides it's only a flesh wound and proceeds to chase the
villain around the rooftops for ten minutes. [ have much enioved "The Bill"
because not only have the bad guvs won in some episcdes, but in some the best
efforts of the good guys have made no difference - their attempts to arrest an
unlicensed monevlender being lacconically dismissed by these whose "rights” they

were "defending" because whoevor's arrested the poor are still poor, and so
someone will run a moneylending racket. (Subtext message: the police are good
guvs and they'd change the system if thev could, but...)

0f course, the handing out of easv sclutions te difficult prohlems is part of
the attraction of fiction, but beyond a certain point the p“rasc "opiate of

3
the masses" begins to {loat onto the scene, One of the virtues of structural
analysis is that it can apply to "texts" in many different media, of varying
"lirerary quality", and let us know exactly what we're heing beguiled into
nodding our heads at regardless of the "violent-acts-per-minute' count.

Thus, the number of times the Spon Troopers shoot, or miss, the "Star Wars"
good guvs, is not relevant, The subtext message, that those good guvs use



» and succeed, is, Fven "The Force",
apon-coriernted; whether Darth Vader was killed in
11 dead at the end and wouldn't have been if Luke

1.

know the Emperor did it; and lock what Hanpened -
i B Pi

Dark or Light, is primarily we
anger or with regret, he's sti
hadn't fought him - ves, I kn
hin,

The difference between the good guys and the bad guys amounts to the style of
the two operations: as with the A-Team, theo small-but~good wins over the
large-but-bad, not because thev are ethically superior (oh, the Emperor got a
fair trial and I somehow blinked and missed it?), but because their organisa-
tion is based on family-stvle comradeship {down to brother-sister bickering
and actual blood ties) rather thanheartless bureaucracy. Note well the role
of the father-son relationship between Darrh Vader and Luke: each tries to use
it to influence the other, but who succeeds? The fact that vou're just as
dead if shot by a comradely, family-loving rebel! as vou are if the lovable DV
gives vou one of his nasty looks doesn't rate a mention, the white plastic
outside doing a wonderful job of disguisine the humanity of those the rebels
shoot. (Just as well it does something; as armour it doesn't even deflect
Ewoks., )

Usually adults have more trouble reading subtext
than children do: watch any group of kids

layi Star W The A-Team and '11
piaying Star Wars or The A-Team and you'l
see they have the message very clear. Thev
miss the surface text, of course...
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SIRANGE WORLD

Ancther Taste Erhanced Film Review from
GREG LGAN
Walkine ne through a field after vis-
eI futher in hospital, young
Jelfre cauncnt pauses to throw pebbles

s

at a n-le of lunk beside an old collaps-
ing cit tust o off the trail, Scouring
the ground at his feet for more stones,

he cone severed human ear.

acrass a

Natourally, he takes his find ta the
Tacal lice, and that could easilv have
matter for Jeffrev.
But, naturally, he's curious, He can't
foroer v, Yo can't a2et it out of his
i

heen the end of the

Se., he hefriends Sandy, the police
detective's daughter who hears 'bits
and pieces' from her room ahove her
father"s studv. Tt seems that a mvster-—
ious singer, Dorothy Vallens, the "Blue
Lady' ar The Slow Club, is somehow in-
volved, and with Sandv's reluctant
assistance, Jeffreyv sneaks into Dorothy'
apartment one night, in search of maore
clues,

And this is when the Hardy Boys' Myster
af the tilm so far suddenly blows up in
Pecause this is when we
meet Frank Boaoth,

our face:s.

Frank s hy far
character T've ever seer
I't's not rhat he is prod
{Indiana Jones, for 8
ken 1nn1\
S8 torturer outelass
terrifvingly insane (Norman Bates he
ain't). What makes Frank so extremely
unsettling is his combinatien of hizarre
psvchopathic fetishes and absolutre,
unhlinkered self-knowledge that is the
closest thing to Wisdom that anyone in
this {ilm possesses,

the most disturbing
inoa movie,
igiously vielent
kills many
¢ (any
s him easily), or

adisvi

moare people), si
’

Frank carries w't‘w him alwayvs a small
cylinder, filled with some unspeci-

e %tvfxzf';xr‘.f“r;’. When you hear
ol the valve opening, when vou ;
fit the plastic mask aver his pose and

hegin to grotesquely inhale the i

stuff,
vou cringe into yvour seat, becatsn ¥Ou
know that what follows is not goi ing to
he nice.

Sandy are impossibly, almost

Iudicrously, innocent and naive.
Violence and evil are, it seems, utter!
incomprehensible to them, as strange as

an alien Tife form, At {iret., Bug

Jefireyv and

I3

Jeifrev grows obsessed with the vu

meuted Dorothy, Frank's

Iner—
ahle, ror
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i A Review 0f Two Zines by Rory R. Fetts
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RIBALD ?5% (30th April 1987) Available for $5.00
for one. Publiched by Malnoj Pty Ltd, 10 William
Street, Balmain Fast. 64 p. Weekly,

BAWDY 269 (30thApril, 1087) $3,50. 48 p. As above.

g These lurid publicatiocns are somewhat out of the

fannish mainstream., DBoth are prozines, in more than
one sense of the word. They're printed partly colour
of fset, partly black and white and the lavouts are quite
competent.

AV’” Ribald #751 has a striking cover photo, somewhat limited in
’ scope but the anonymous woman has a fine set of teeth, nice eves
‘and flaring nostrils. All that can be said of her pentleman-
triend is that he is circumcised and rather underendowed.

Inside are some rather sick cartoons by that doven of sick cartoonists:
Dwayne Tinsley {(who does a lot of work for Hustler). If necrophilia and non-
genital body secretions are vour cup of tea, enjoy. The (again uncredited)
strip cartoonist could learn much from a close examination of the works of

Mr J. Packer Esg. The zine has one or two uncredited fillos, butt on the
hole (sic) the advertisements are infinitely funnier than the funnies.
[ORGASMATRON'. .. Basically a massager, the orgasmatron has endless uses...)
[The Next Time Your Penis Lets You Down, Tryv One Of OQurs... Pleasure Chest.]
{Take a bite of our cheeky delights... For that exclusive taste of debauchery,
1ndulge vourself with one of our beautiful and fun-loving voung ladies...

THE GOLDEN APPLE]

[Test vour self-discipline. Succumb to vour erotic desires. *Beautiful
Dominant Mistresses *Willing Submissives *lLatex #*New TV shop or dress-
making service *Superbly equipped dungeon... SALON KITTY'S]

To be honest, the rest of this zine shows less imagination and joie de vivre:
LET YOUR JUICES COME hy Brian Haddock starts as a film noir encounter on a
windv, rain-swept street, reaches a crescendo and ends on this bittersweet
note:

"Even if I don't find her I can always bump into another pretty women, get her
wet, and then invite her back to my flat fto dry off. Yes, that seems like a
very good idea- So ¢ome on, rain, damn you, rain:”

Can vou detect the obsessive tone, so reminiscent of the 'Black' novels of
Cornell Weolrich? Can't you just hear a bluesv sax solo by Lester Young in
the back ground? Evocative stuff indeed!

Next comes (for want of an unambiguous verb) a psvchoquiz entitled: HOW DO
YOU REALLY FEEL ABOUT WOMEN? | detest these a2, b, ¢, or d quizzes on the basis
that my response is usually e. Take question 7: "She accuses you of cheating
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on her. You: (a) Tell her to mind her Cmﬁ business (b)) Tell her you love her
and there's no reason whatsoever to feel irsecure () Feel guilty even though
you haven't been unfaithful or (g) nhma cn her to prove jus£ how right she
really was.” v response would be (&) Tell the truth. The quiz Yas ue byline,
so who does orne complain ta? ‘

Against prevailing fannish traditiop, the
zine and something

h
[
)

Enrhrhv Dix

=

ig having it off with an unemploved
losing interest. The editor f'Riéi

gracefully and ['m sure that
vardrobe and 1maginaliu wil
to dally., The oth '
medical question:
simultaneousty?

The Classitied Ads are an interesting inrcvarion and some amatour 7in the
original sense) photographv. The snaps aren't quite Pa
I

stdnddrd. most Iook as if they were tsken with a Box FoRT i
from glaucoma. The bedt of the crap of ad.s are the Wi
1 SYDNE

and

owi

{a k

and
Then there is this entreprencurial missive:

SYDNEY NSHE Sirgle male ALbuvx“ian with pilerced

uncut ﬁ@ck, availahle for exhibition or use at

private ladies meetings.
Though T SMAT i { m does vodka, TIT PAYR
TO *UVURTﬂ , the heres ment, “Vir}guxng

Iittle read. A b

are sainted in
hroad strokes, but i

complerion,

As we all know, hGIﬁwL\
gullihle, but if percha
in this zine tells us

forward te libidinous
brio and Ari {

\..c

"?
oy
o
.
=

at the
ing the horoscope

Leos ook

ries (noi)
amorous ambii
well keep their zippers

oy

The second piece of ficti
PARADISE' (which has mothing to do >0
PACIFIC) by Peter Ridges (which mav be a pser
or mav not,.. tock at Goopie Witherse or Rozer
Moore! Bagicall;
Boy Meets Girl Meets Girl
hoth a french farce by Fevieau
episode of THE LOVE BOAT.

is A vr“ﬁfﬁrd tala ol
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e other zine, BAWDY #2609 is hasically a pilece

of fiction with a snappy punch coplous
colour illustration
piteces and lack of

interest than its stablema
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wifh the double-jointed pelvic styucture impacts ¢ w%unrnavacﬁquwﬁﬁ°
the retinae pleasingly. Some of the photos are __4,»/

The news

amulguous. When I showed the zines {(with
¥ e .

ats) 3 as A it S T R Fygar Yot Y Mevt e Y

L?Jt L wae about to revi them) to my Mother, she ou'ce | ﬁkar&%

thought that the chap depivied é ©4
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her that LHQ plcture was &
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with high-speed film. She was taken aback and blushed.

CONCLUSION:

While these zines have high production standards, their monomaniacal subject
metter and lack of a clear editorial voice and direction makes them hard

going. The prose is often turgid, there are no captions teo tell us who the

fans in the photos were or indeed which room parties in which cons they were
taken... or by whom, but worst of all, neither zine is available for the usuval'!

Rory R. Fetts. 10/5/87

(Mr Fetts is presently doing research for a biography of Ita Buttrose tenta-
tively entitled 'From Jail Bait to Celibate'. His 1986 docudrama 'Fear and
Loathing in Galaxy Bookshop' is currently being edited down from its original
27 hours to be screened as a thirty second commercial for the League of
I1literate Australians. Future plans include a trip to-Britain financed by
Amnesty International (where he will investigate reports on wanton destruction
of Australian fanzines), an anthology of interviews with Ditmar award winners,
being a GoH at the 1987 Rooty Hill International Film Festival and a trip to
Luna Park.}

¥ %X *% X "% x X X X % Xx x % % X % k¥ %X *x X X X X X *x x

Eariier in this issue, in a report on EasterCon,
I mentioned the social aspects of a very
successful programme item held at the Con, the
Fanzine Launching. While the Launching was

a lot of fun, I believe it deserves to be

viewed as a conspicuous success more for the
interest it generated in local fanzine
production, and for the unexpected degree

of editing talent revealed lurking in Melbourne.
When organising the Launch, I expected to be
presenting four or five fanzines by Oz's best
known faneds. In the event, 1 was amazed and
delighted (as far as I can remember) to be
presented with around a dozen zines, most of
which were not hot from the printing presses

of Australia's 1986 editing in-group. From
memory, the list included Australian SF

Review, StunGunn, The Straight Banana, Larrikin,
Chunder, Cathseve, Radiation Exposure, TSW 7,
The Wizard of Menlo Park and Abbatoir 2 (token
external kulcha), (3) magazines from the
Dandenong Valley SF Group, the Conviction

Flyer (kid you not, 1), and maybe other bits.
Sorry if I left anvone out.

I was particularly fascinated by the three offerings
from members of the Melbourne SF club. The MSFC has
little to do with local '014 Guard' fandom and

almost nothing to do with 0Oz Fanzine Fandom, While i\\
the club trades their clubzine 'Ethel the Aardvark' qu'
{which should have heen listed ahove - cops!) for (,é @

a number of fanzines, there has been no indication ‘\
of the growth of an intenal fanzine kulcha. My »
experience at EasterCon was much like that, I ‘ag)
imagine, of a customer entering the Little Shop of ,
Horrors unaware of any grisly inmates, only to zﬂi
encounter the Horror itself in fine, full-grown,

fettle... terrible, disgusting... (ﬁi

A strange experience. And how I enjoy them!
RADIATION EXPOSURE is a peculiar little one-shot t
t A | e
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created during the bun, complete with spaze {or a
sentations of the Con's memherahip badge: the ;ast

of inebriatien, and in cne telling vignette, Comm

chainsaw. The one-shot is replete with odd doodle f
case, instructions telling Con members what to do N
Very useful! Of course. there's the oblizatory meaningless hut interesting
editorial. "I mean, think of your phone numher, double i*, divided by 22.42
and isn't that a real neat party trick, tc do alone in a darkered room?” The
one-shot is as Con one-shots should he: ouirky, vienally diverting, fannis
and quite peculiar to the mood and moment.

STUNGUNN is a perzine from one the creator's of said one-shot, Tan 'lLet’s
Make Tt Look Interesting' Gunn. 53 ig an intentional hocch—;‘ffh i personal

thoughts, newspaper cultings, newshitz, cartooning and agnecdotesz ¢
the eternally fascimating number 23,reproduced in photocepied A4 fo
layout follows none of the 'accepted' fanzine production values (for
a better term) but lan is evidently 2 guy with ability and ideas -

result is busy, fun and, to my mind, q ssful. My favourit

adaption of ASTERIY DOWN UNDHK, a com h pave me new insig!
how Australia and New Zealand escaped being colonised bv the dreaded

=
(omE
)]

My favourite pr“d'“tion from the weird team, though, has got to be
the pen of Phil Wlodarezs ' i
‘an ar‘WSt in what one might call, with apologies fto Mr Rousseau and cothers,
che naive style. Constantinople is a three-lepg thig zine is
egsentially, a celouring-in book. Complete with ? maze, cut-oubts, join
£s igsaw and a 'pin the hack leg on the cat' game, CTB is a therape:

amusing, unigue, sardonic WE£¥y rreat. CTB i sub-titled
gged Cat and this accurately deacribes the interior
on 1
,

silly person who enjoys frivelity and/or The Residents, you
' "re not, may I put it te vou that vou mav possibly
C

, I'd like to draw attention to another couple {or so) of
ocal zine-scene, One is that THYME is now being edited by
e of I\rd, Clive Newall and Peter Burns. Roger Weddall has,
d his ¢z newszine editor {(smart
! ADDRESS listed at the end. Congratula-
irst issue 25 a Leam that was verv well

as promiSeg, ;
move ) and THYME
tionz to LynC
put together.

Tim Reddan’s The Straight Bapana has dev
somewhat untidy - loccol and iz defin
only requires slightly more relaxed
comiortable and well-vounded feel.

new venture and maintaining a schedule.

Terry Frost has at last pubbec ffe re‘m?en*

Terry's rei;@shinn]- bre
to twice in Terry’'s Six
the :

admirt that so Tong as lerry
always rate a full erection 3

HURT, however, by rumours of a LoC from one ﬂive Lue
alleges a lack of sleare—~in-action o = both

past I ¢an assure you Dave, 1
pink and I'm not dead vet! 1
induced by the sleepy climes

I await issue two with increasing

=9
r" N

preqﬂﬂf ana
make your ear
long winter of hibernation
; even now be on the wane...

TBS: Terry Frost, GPO Box 180 ; 3 A Tim Reddan, Box 162,
Toowong, Q, 4066, CTB: Phil Windarczvk, 40 Carnarveon Rd, Strathmere, Vic,
3041, SG: Ian Gunn, Dox 55, 3 Tan Gunn, James Allen,

Phii W,, Lindsay lamieson. lelbourne, » 3052,
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