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Rereading the last Ballons Over Bristol (as one does) 1 was struck by the
similarities between the sunmer of 1988 and the one we've just 'enjoyed'. In both
instances we had rain, the Olympics, preliminaries to the US presidential elections,
and my twin Lilian Edwards went to America (but with her boyfriend Tommy this time
instead of me. How could she!). And, of course, after » four year break, I'm putting
together another issue of Balloons Over Bristol. Kaybe we could make this a fixture
- the Bath SF Discussion Group do four fanzines a year - the Bristol group does one
fanzine every four years. It sounds perfectly reasonable to me, but will the Bath
group be willing to trade one fanzine of ours for avery sixteen of theirs?

Vhat, you may be wondering, has happened to the Bristol SF group over the last
four years? Actually, I Jdon't suppose you could care less, but unfortunately, since
I've just read through the entirety of the log-book in which we record the minutiae
of every meeting (why? Don't ask!), I'm going to tell you anyway!

Way back in 1988 when we produced the last fanzine we were a small friendly
group comsisting of myself, Peter—Fred Thompson, Richard Hewison, Tim Goodrick,
Kathan Sidwell, Alan Gilbert and a few assarted people that turned up occasionally.
But, things were about to change..

1989 : Ve moved to a pew pub, which proved to have one maior flaw which our
extensive research in the run-up to Christmas had failed to reveal - it closed at
8.30 p.m. So we had to g0 across the road to the rather insalubrious pub by the bus
station which through inertis (and the influence of a rather fabulous mural), bacame
our home for the next two years. The usual passive approech to finding new members
resulted rather incredibly in a spate of recruits, notably ¥ieana Tromlin, Bristol
answer to Charies Stross; Ray Blake, enthusiastic Matrix letter writer; ex Zookeeper
Andy Mesdowcroft; former initiates of the Exeter University SF group Sara Hewitd
and Brisn Hooper; (piss) artist Xike Parsons (who foliowed me back from an evening
class on writing for comics one night) and lan Barrington, Geordie chef and fanzine
enthusiast. Niepna soon mace herself less tban popular with her Darth Vader
impressions, Ray left im search of true love, Andy admilted to sharing ¥lenna's
admiration for the works Robert A. Heinlein, Sara discovered she bated her job, and
moved to a better one in London with a free cigarette allowance, Brian dida't
reslise how much he was going to bate his job so stayed on to buy us drinks, Andy
and Nienna started reading each others novels, Ian found fame but not fortume at
¥ovacon by snoring through a Geoff Ryman play and huying a round of drinks for the
entirety of the Laeds group, Andy and Fienna moved in with each other, jan fell on a
baby at our Christmas party, ¥ike ingested silly string. Things could only get
WOrSe...

1890 : ¥ike brought along a friend called Lewis, Richard introduced his work
placement student Adrian. Conversation descended to new levels of crudity. Meetings
were too noisy to bear ¥ienna's Derth Vader impressions any more. Peter and 1 took
the more disruptive elemeuts to a convention in Derby but ynfortunately they came
back. Famous old time fan Tony Valsh turned up and held the ultimate party,
featuring Tertry Pratchett as guest of honour and drinking tiil the sun came up. This
proved too much for most members : Kike found & job in Londonm; Adrian left to be a
medical student; Lewis was taken on as a journalist. Suddenly the weetings were very
quiet and Brisn was forced to drink for six.

1991 : Tim decided to demand pro-rata meetings in his local pub in Thornbury.
Richard, seeing the drinking fraternity in decline demanded pro-rata mestings in
restaurants. The group went internstional, doing an overnight trip to Arras, then a
full-scale excursion to the canals of the South of France. New members mysteriously
didn't join. Long-time member Alan made an excuse to leave Bristol for
Middlesboraugh. ¥athan pretended he covlda't remember the meeting night. Brian
finally declared the heer undrinkable and we woved on to the Cat & ¥heel, our
current, home. Andy snd Fienna continued to fail to buy their first rouad.

1892 : FEothirg happened that hadn't happensd in previous years.




Now that youv'wo caught up on the history, hers's sn article that I preparad earlier
- two ysars earlier in fact, but whose coumting? Chronoclasm, for that was the name
of the event, Is ouoe of those timeiess convention which will never age because no-
one was there and will pever be stale news because it was never fresh, and oh my
god, remind me not to give the organisers a copy, that's all, But just to be on the
safe side, I shall call my report (without the slightest hint of sarcasm} :

& small convention is a thing of beauty and a jay forever

"ipd now let's talk %o some of the committee : Kev, Christina and Feii!"

Thus Spoke the Radio Derby reporter in the bookshop where Colin Greeniand and
¥ary Gentle were doing a pre-convention signing session. It was to be my first
inkling that I was in any way invalved in the organisation of Chronoclasm.

But not pecessarily my last.

My next official duty was to help Kev McVeigh take the guests out for lunch.

Kev had no qualms about bearings (pey attention please, bearings will became very
important at a later stage), and simply plunged across a few busy roads until more
by luck than judgement we ended up in the Incal Pizza Hut. There he broke the news
to me that muscling in on one radio interview did not entitle ms to be fed at the
committea's expense. In fact, as Kev remicisced on the length of wait he'd had the
last two times he'd tried to have pizza with me, I could see a starving Colin and
Mary visibly wishing they'd left me behind at the hotel. Luckily the Lake/McVeigh
pizza jinx must have besn asleep as they served us almost straight away.

The first item of the convention proper was one of those embarassing games
where someone slaps a piece of sticky paper on your baeck containing a science
fiction author's name, and vou have to guess who you are. The embarassment factor
begins when you find you can't guess who you are, and all sorts of smartarses tell
you it's easy, and exasperated friends keep peering at your back and saying "Haven't
you guessed yet?™ I wes someone over fifty, American, male, with a strong
scientific bias. This let me neatly off the hook. “I don't know anything about
nard sf," I explained, a5 I chomped and slurped my way through free punch, cake and
tangerine and whisky jelly. Finally, when all the names bad been given outl I Judged
it cafe to discover my true identity by a process of tramslation from German and
guessing Christian names beginning with R. to get Robert L. Forward, author of
Dragon's Egg. “I thought he was a fantasy writer, I say, disingenvously. Surely
anything with dragon in its title has to be fantasy, doesn't it? Fo, everyons
informed me.

1 resumed official duties to take arrival of the first car load of the massed
hordes from Bristol, one and & half hours bebind schedule, Under the circumstances,
Tim the driver was only mildly scathing about his pavigators inability to navigate.
Emma had fallen asleep, Adrian thaught Richerd kpew what he was doing, and Richard
was just plain incompetent. This settled, we all went to the bar to get a drink and
speculate on when the pext lcad would arrive,

Since it was Tim, Adrian and Emma's firs* convention I took them to the opening
ceremony. Adrian, with youthful enthusiasm. insisted we sit in the front row. The
opening ceremony, like most opening ceremonies these days, seemed to consist
entirely of a mumbling chairman msking inane remarks about his guests, while the
mass ranks of the committee displayed thair convention T-shirts and waited to be
applauded. “"Kary Gentle's much younger than I thought," murmured Tim, gazing at her
in latent adulation.

Ve intercepted the second car-lced from Bristol in reception trying to check in.
“Don't do it!™ 1 almost warned the hotel staff as they tried to give Lewis a room.
"But,* said the receptionist's face, "this gentleman looks perfectly respectavle to
me.* One double-take later, and I realised he was weering shirt and tie, and did.

Ten minutes on and we were all assembled outside the hotel, ready to rampage
through Derby ia search of the cheap food the hotel didn't supply. The chips were
lousy. Tim who had been on a course in Derdy e few months previocusly insisted on
taking us for a walk round the streets to get his bearings on the Indian restaurant
he'd eaten at on the previous visit. Even at this sarly stege it was cbvious that



Tim's besrings were not going to be easy to find, so I gave my =hips away, and
hurried back to the hotel to be on the semi-literate quiz.

By the time Kev had sorted out the teams, the Bristol group were back snd
sitting in the fromt row ready to put me off, Luckily the teams were allowed to
confer and since Colin Greenland knew absolutely everything, my team (well, Mary
Gentle's really) looked all set to win. Then came the charsdes rounds. "“How do you
play charades?* wondered Colin dubiously. ¥oves to enlist Geoff Ryman a3 our
special acting recruit were cver-ruled by the chairmasn, So Coiin had to find out the
hard way. Needless to say, we lost.

“You wouldn't let 3% lie! said ¥ike, who had buggered off to the bsr with Lewis
long before the quiz was aver. He contorted his face and tried again : "You just
wouldn't let it lie." Looking at my watch, I realised it could only mean oOne thing -
it was time to go off and watch Vic Reeves Big ¥ight Out. This programme had
become something of a fetish in the Bristol group, mainly due to ¥ike's total
addiction to its catch-phrases, so we all piled into ¥ike and Tim's room, to chant
ritualistically in unison : “What's on the end of the stick, Vic!", shrink from the
chives with Ed, and wait for those magic words “You just wouldn't let it lie”

after Vic Reeves came Godzilla, the monster movie. I went down to find the fun
and excitement of the convention. In the main hall, Davidé V. Barrett's new band
called 'Bats and Gargayles' after Kary Geatle's forthcoming novel, were playing their
first gig. Up front, three or four nubile women were dancing, whila several people
stood at the bar, pretending not to be interested. In the lounge bar, there weare
about four or five people talking. Fot convinced by the fua and excitement on
offer, I went back to watch the monster movie, glad to discover that I'éd ¥ISSED the
moment when ¥ike plssed out the window. An hour or so later I tried again. This
time there was & group of people clustered round the 1lift, listening, it seemad to
me, to a story. 1 tiptoed past, through to the main programme, where ‘Rats and
Gargoyles' were still playing. The groupies were naw daacing in formation, and as 1
watched one of them broke away and went to rub herself up sgalnst Dave Barrett.
Much bemused by the whaole performance (are they part af the band? Are they local
prostitutes after busioess? ) I decided to retire to the lounge bar again and have
my feet rubbed by Kev McVeigh. Earlier on, Kev bad pronised that if I let him rub
my feet, he would lend me his prepublication copy of 'Rats & Gargoyles' (the book -
pot the band) - which ceemed like a good enough deal to me. After all, I don't
actively dislike heving my feet rubbed - not even by Kev.

By the time this was over, the Brisfol group had come out of hibernation in
¥ike and Tim's room, ouly to plunge into a new hibermstion in the video room,
accidentally discovered on an expedition to the second floor. Geoff Ryman, the next
victim of Kev's insatisble pepchant for body oil and foat, revealed some hideous
disfigurement which he claimed was his turkish toe. Meanwhile ¥ike, well into a
battle of whisky, tegan tao confront Geoff belligeremtly on the finer details of The
Varrior Vho Carried Life. "It's the author meets his reader,” said an amused
Maurean Speller.

Sheer tropism eventually led the smail group of wide-awake convention survivors
to the videa room at three in the morning - just to check that something exciting
wasn't about to happen. It wasn't. So why did I stay and watch an hour of BEC
blagpers, which I'd certainly seen before?

Breakfast. BFow, if I had organised Chronoclasm, I'd happily have taken credit for
breakfast. For a start there were mushrooms, which are always the first item to
leave the menu when a science fiction convention comes into town. Then there was
kedgeree, which I don't think I've ever had at a convention braskfast tefore, fried
eggs that looked as if they might have come from a hen and not an industrial waste
disposal unit, a choice of bacon, scme of it crispy, and even 1 saw, a croissant.
Breakfast ended at 10.30 and the staff drew a curtain in front of the self-
service food area. At 10.31, Lewis came bounding down in a pair of extremely brief
black shorts, looking for breskfast. To their credit, the staff drew back their
curtain a crack and served him. “What IS Lewis doing behind that curtain?' Richard
asked as the curtain swayad and billowed. ¥obady liked to go and see, but iU must
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have involved somathing to do with breaskisst, zs hs returnad with a plate of eggs,
sausages and kedgeree.

After breakfast we met up with Tim and Mike who'd already been cut in search of
Tim's bearings. “Ve didn't find them,” said Tim philosophically. “But we did find a
toy shop," he added, displaying the game he'd brought. “Tim snd his bloody
hearings," muttered X¥ike,

Fortunately time has drawn a well over the remaining events of that weekend,
obscuring such bighlights as being carried piggy back to ap Indian restaurant by
Geoff Ryman, the Bristol SF group room party which proved that the whcle convention
really could fit in to two hotel rooms, an all night farting competition between
Lewis and Adrian, being run over by teams of eager laser tag participants ani even
some programme ltews. Tim never did find kis bearings; I never did become an
accredited member of the committee. (I never did finish this comvention report
either).

So to get more vp to date, [ shall round off this 1989 convention report with a few
words on what was billed as Bristol's First Sclence Fiction and Fanfasy convention,
which was orgenised by the Bristol University Sclenmce Fiction Group and fook place
yesterday (Octaober Z4th 1892).

I turned up more out of duty, and because Chris Beil had arranged a BLOT
(writer's workshop), than from apy expectation of - well - fun. On arrival Peter-
Fred and I were greeted by a big sign saying 'Cance Club' apd 2 load of peopie in
Viking gear. I suspected I was not going to be disappointed. Ve were directed to a
desk where we could pay for the privilega of a stick-on badge with our name on it,
and a ticket we were told not {0 lose (and which I promptly did). In the adloining
room, filk was already in progress, so 1 knew that I must be at a REAL convention.
But not wishing to test that realitv too closely, I burried upstsirs to the bar,
which doubled {(or should that be trebled) as dealers roop and programme area.
Surprisingly emough, there were a fair number of tables well stocked with comics,
books, jewellery and other items. Less surprisingly, there seemed to be roughly as
many dealers as potential customers - but then it wss lunchtime. At one of the
stalls I found Paul Barnett who was looking affer it op bebalf of his 14 year aold
daughter Jana, who was expecting riches from selling badges, neckiaces, and sowe of
her father's books (written under the pen—name John Grant, which Paul was willing
to sign, even the luridly titled "Sex Sacrets of Atlantis™). Paul. told us that
business had been siack, but his daughter was doing better than most of the book
dealers. | was later to understand why when, like everyona else in the room with
hair approaching shoulder length, I was pressganged into having & braid put in for
£1.60. a go.

Paul helpfully pointed out a table serving free drinks, s0 already fealing more
friendly towards the conventicn, I took 2 glass of red wine and went to say hello
to Simon Bissom from the Bath Group, who seems to get everywhere (only a week
vefore I had run into him down the pub in Leeds). The Bristol SF group was meant %o
be aut in force too (if that can apply to six of us), buf the only ope to mage the
rendez-vous was Tim, who happened to be between baseball matches (a victim of live
satellite broadcssting of the Worlid Series).

A quick glance at the programme book reassur2d me that we hadn't missed much by
turning up at lunchtime - not even the free wioe from the mini-lavnches. The
acheduled papels (all two and a half of them) were stiil to come, though I had to
read the small print to find cut what they might be about. At the firsi ome, a panel
an cocllaborations, the full awesomeness of Dracon's guest list began to become
evident. There were six authors, no less, around a small table, viz two collabarative
duos, some unfortunate student stuck in the wmiddle a5 chairman, and Rob Holdstock
and Fox falling off at either end. One team was Jonathan Wylie which turned out to
be a nice hushand-wife combo who wrote under the one name, but were virtually
{peudible under either. By contrast, the other feam, Peter Marwaod and Diane Duane
could clearly have had their own panel and just dome a double-act for the hour. Bo-
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one stuck to the subject af collaboration, but people kept talking, the chairmas
looked relieved, and Rob Holdstock refrained from asking the unice Jonathen Vylie
couple what would happen if there relationship fall apart.

Jext up was the Blot which had hardly hegun before Diane Duzamne and Peter
¥orwood were dragged out for another panel, then with oniy 4wo out of the three
gtories discussed was interrupted sgain by a committee member rushing in to ask us
1f we'd finichad as they needed the room for some more filk. Sa much for ths Biot!: I
went out and had a loox st the panel on dark fantasy which by the time 1 reached it
had exhausted the subject and was sustaining itself on Disna and Peter's
inexhaustible fund of stories, with occasional intarventions from Kim Yewman %o
axplain the rstionale for his latest alternative American history blockbustar. ¥ike
Jeffries snd Freds Warrington on the far end of the panel, set there lookisg as if
they wished it weras sll aver, Eventuslly, aven Simoa Bissom couldn't think of any
more questions to ask and it was. Ve all retired %o the bar to restock on drinzs
and contemplate the fact that there probably wase't sny more day-time prograsuing
laft, all the author's haviag been used so profiigately on the first two panels. In
fact there was a shart freeform panel to close with, but since everyonse had been as
free and farmless as passiblie slready, it didn't last long. Time was running ouvt —
and so ware some of the authors - no-one seemad inclined to reconvane the Blot, the
bar closed, the tables were dismantled and enyone wiho could face it was told to
come back later for the evening's fun.

The evening event was billed as s science fiction and fantasy-oriented fancy-
dress party, and we wers warned to arrive early as thay might have to limit entry
due to fire restrictions. Ha! When we arrived thres quarters of an hour into the
event, there was a xnot of students arownd the door, and no-one else in sight. The
DJ, we were assured, was on his way. S£ill, things did pick up after a while as more
seople arrived, and we got talking to ¥ad Max and Sarvalan who were at their first
convention. Susan, the woman dressed as Servalan alsc had a couple of papler mache
masks with her, both of them excellently oainted. Ope of them was of Vorf from Star
Trek which she took over to the two people in Star Trek costume at the table
designated as Ten Forward, and instantanscusly transformed the guy in the yellow
security lersey inte a perfect replica of Warf. Tha only drawback was there ware no
eyeholes in the mask S0 he was a biind Vorf who wapt around firing his phaser &b
rendom, or had $o be led by his companion.

¥ost people seemed to be in costume. There were three characters from Dune, ao
Arthur Dent, & slave boy and even a nurse (though somehow *this seemed tao ve
cheating &5 the only point to her costume was thal most of the top buttons ware
undone). The DJ never did arrive, so someone lent their €D player for the occasicn.
The atmosphere became animated and friemdly; suddenly 1 felt part of something as
you do wher small conventions get together and it stops mattering if you kKnow
people already or not.

Then we all iined up for the judgiag - the security guard borrowed the Vorf mesx
again, and Jane Barnett decided to enter as iaterpreter for me and Peter—-Fred {we
weren't precisely in costume, but Peter was wearing his Gothic grar and 1 was
wearing black, which seemed good enough). There were prizes for almost everybody -
Jane won us one for the wost inaudible nresentation {(she said something anc I
thumped her on the back as she had already vetoed my first suggestion, which was
to speak German), Her prize was a huge boox of Dragnnlance tsies, so we geperously
let her keep it. Susan, wearing her other mask, o character frowm Legend, won & huge
fantasy trilogy, which she claimed wss the first prize she had ever won. (But then
sha also claimed to like fantasy trilogies!) The couple from Dune won the %op prize
of a signed piece of Fox art-work. ¥ike Jeffries passed round a wina box with free
drinks for all, most of the reenactment team began rowing boats to a KLF tune and
committee members wandered sround looking plessed, and saying rash things like that
they might do it all again next year. Since some of them, apparently, are Jdental
students who are going to be here at least another three yesrs, maybe they will. Who
¥nows, vext time I might turn up with higher expectations, or - more usefully for
them - with friends.




¥eil, that's done con reports for tos issue, so on to thot other staple of fanziae
articles, the travel stary. (See, I cap still remember how to do them!) Last vear
Feter-Fred's role in his company changed and he kept being seat aff, the lucky sod, to
various destinations in America and EBurcpe. This is hils favourite story.

A Dream of Flying bv Peter-Fred Thompson

Back in ¥ay I was sent to Earrisburg, Pennsylvania for an American Wational
Standards Instifute sub-committee meeting, which isn't quite ss dull as (t sounds, but
comes pretty close at times. Beinz in Herrishurg didn't help (or rather not even in
tt, but oo the outskirts), since its sole claim to fame is the proximity of the Three
¥ile Tsland noo-clear facility...terrific. The betiter known Gettysburg iso’t far away.
but 1 didn't get there. The plan was to fly in to Vashington airpert, get a smailer
plane to Harrisburg, spend a few deys canped up in the hoitel, surrounded by wonderful
wonderful computer people, snd then reverss the pracedure via Few York JFK,

Bverything went well - aven the meeting - until I got back to Harrisburg airport
for the return journey. A collieague gave me a 1ift from the hotel so that [ could get
there in time for my 7am check-in (ob joy). For some unsccountable reason 1 wasn't
fealing all that alert, so when the check-in assistant af the TVA desk told me that
the eariy flight wes cancelled I accepted it with smazing stoicism. Actually 1 have a
theory that getting anxious about airport cock-ups must be ope of the main causes of
exacutive stress, so I don't bother (perhsps hecause I'm not an executive anyway). 1
take the attitude that if the wors% comes to tha worst and I end up wtranded in the
niddle of nowhere I'l}l just check in to some plush hotel ami claim it all on expensas.
Apnd flying on & Thursday meant that it waes mosfly on company time enyway. If it had
been the weskend I wight have been upset, but as it wase't, I Just sighed a little as
she cheerfully explained that I would have to be rehovked onto a different flight.

Then came what turned nout to be the $64,000 gquestion: ¢id [ bave apy connections
to make? Actually I did, after a fashion, since the awesame power of the
international air travel system was winding itself up for the heroic task of
delivering me to Heathrow; unfortunately I live and wurk iu 3ristol. (On the other
hand I'd probably hate to live at Heathrow, so perhaps it's fust as well) At INXOS,
whera [ work, a lot of pedpie use hire-cars to get to and from the airport, but I
prafer to avoid driving when jet-lagged, so I take the coach or train. INXOS has a
policy of only paying for second-class trave! of any xind, awd second-class rail
travel is marginally preferable to 2 =zecond-class car {(for which read very small and
tinny). So I had & train tJ caich 4o get me home (of which the last one was about
ilpm Eritish time), and TVA had a problem, or so it seemed, since after s while there
ware threa of them fiddiimg with the computer irying to reback ma. I just gazed into
snace, trying to work out why I had got ou® of bed so early.

After various whispared consultetions - including the mysterious comment "No,
that s the flight nunber! - and 2 lot of messing about with the computer thsy
seeped to find some satisfactory compromise, and lssued me with a maodifiad ticket and
instructions to takxe their next flight to JFK at 2.45. I had my suspicions that thers
must have heen an earlier flight via some other airline, but they had apparently come
up with some solution that enabled thewm to keep my business, so I went in search of
breakfast, and afterwards cooled my heels fur a counle of hours in the lesz-than-
palatial confines of Harrisburg airport. When the time for the next flight approached
I made my way to the designated departure gate (in this case a dwor from a corridor
out onto the termac) and wailted. And waited. 9.4% went by and still I waited, in the
company of & slowly-growing group af Americans, including one retired couple who got
quite agitated since it seemed they had some comnection to make. 1 had a conmection
of my own, but when I checked my ticket I found that it wasn't until 1.45pm, s0 I went
back to reading my hook, resclutely refusing to worry. Eventually someone cane in to
explain that the aircraft's radar wasn't working, and tha elderly couple were hurriad
awzy ta catch some other plame, 3By sbaut 10.15 the radar was fixed, so the remaining
passengers hoardad for the shart hop to Vew York.
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Getting to Few York wes essy - zil I had to do was keep my seat belt fastened
and let the aircrew do sll the hard work. Getting %o the BA terminal was 2 bit
harder; even getting cut of the TVA building was a chalienge. After asking several
sets of directions, I eventuslly found myself undar the blazing sun, slightly
regretting the elasticity of the rules that sllowed my hag to be “hand lugzage". In
the hands of somecne rather bigger and stronger it wight have been, but my heart -
and shoulders - sapk as I considered the distance to the distinctive British Airways
building. However thara was ncthing for it but to engage in the very un-American
activity of walking. 8o that's how they get any exercise...

Vearily I arrived at the large glass cube with the BA lngo st the tap, ounly to
find it daserted. Veil, almost. Right at the far end, one enfrance doar was actually
npen. Inside waere just two staff who put my bag through an X-ray scannper: only one
check~in desk was manned, and that said First Class. Hesitantly I went to it and
nanded my modified ticket ta the clerk, who gave me a strange look, but after a few
moments he asked the usuasl questions about preferences and gave me a boarding card,
with directions to go to Gate One. I crossed the empty concourse and headed into the
depihs of the terminal.

It was about midday, so according to the schedule TVA had yiven me, I had nearly
two hours to xill before the flight. WVhat I really wanted was & cup of tea - or, more
realistically, given where I was, coffes - and the chance tc buy same duty-free. ¥hat
I found was corridars davoid of any life apart from the occasiomal cleaner and a lot
of clpsed shops. It was z long walk to anywhere else, and besides, having had my bag
sacurity-checked I could hardly go back out agairn, so my only opiion was ta cross the
line jnto that strange, inter-continental territory tha® each airport has 2 piece of,
the no-man's land betwean countries, where only those with pessports and boarding
cards may za.

The world bayond the passport check was, if anything, even empiier than the rest
of the terminal. The gift-shops end cuffee-shops were shut up as tight as if the
recession had hit them. There were lights and 2 couple of people in the dety-free
section, but when I tried to go in they szid thay weren't apen wntil fwo o'clock. My
plane would bave left by then! I checkad nmy hoardiog card and it confirmed that my
flight was at 1.45. W¥What on earth wes going on? I sighed, and resigned myself to
reading my bookx at the boarding gate once mare. Thes came the next mystary - just
where was Gate One? Around me I found signs for gates 2-12 and 13-20, but no Gate
Ore. I retraced my steps towards the entrance, and finally, there it was. A sign
pointing to Gate One. I gezed at it, stupefied, unable %o beliave my eyes. It said
*Gate One - Concorde Lounge”.

Suddenly it all became clear to me. TVA's cancellation had made me miss the
10.00am Jumbo [ was supposed to take, but 1 had a traln to catch; presumably their
computer had just told them that there was apother flight which got me home on time -
50 the mad fools had changed my booking to Cancarde! Checking my boarding card
again, 1 found the section for special instructions - usually filled with "World
Traveller Class" (i.e. cheap scum) - imprinted with the one word “Concorde". The
flight number which bhad counfusaed the TWA staff was 0004 - obviausly BA reserve the
low flight numbars for the supersomic service. So it was true. Obviadusly there had
haan some mistake, since I couldn't belleve that I could really fly on Concorde without
someane paying a lobt mare money, but there was notking for it but to march in where
even first class passengers feer to tread, and et BA sort it all out,

A woman in BA ilivery looked at me severely and asked to see my boarding card.
“Hare we go.* 1 thought "She'll tall me [ have to wait for the night-flight Jumbo.
But she just smiled and handed it back, saving “Good afternoom, sir. Shall I take
your coat?™, so I went with tha flow and sat down on a sumptuous sofa. A few minutes
later T dared to plick up one of the fresh newspapers snd began tno read it, trying to
lock ipconspicuous in case she had a change of heart and decided to check up on me
progerly.
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After half sn hour or €0, 3 few immaculately dressed people bagen ¥o 4rift in, aod
sat around looking elegant while making business deals on their cell-phomes. At this
point [ suddeoiy realised that ten yards further up the lounge was a table laden with
food and drink. So I finally got my cup of tea {in a Wedgewood china cup) anc -
deciding to maXe the most of it before someone spotted the error and threw me out, -
helped myself to whisky and canapés of smokxed saimon and cavisr,

As time passed and I still wasn't revesled as an imposter, and the obscure
scftware bug which allowed » mere World Treveller to ba re-booked onto the warld's
most exclusive scheduled service remained undiscovered, ! began to relax and
contempiate the possihility that I might actuslly fly on Concorde. Concorde: the
world's only supersonic sirliner; the greatest symbol of Britain's lost techaclogical
leadarship. And, it must be said, probadbly the nmost besutiful aircraft ever built.
Occasionally I had seen it faxiing ehead of some dull airbus teking me to eome dull
masting, and never had it failed to thrill me, frail and slender baside the Zaeings,
but alegant and powerful, » vision of flight incarnate. I walked o windows at the
and of the lounge, and there it was, waiting for me at the end of a Hoarding tube,

Then, without any fuss, the boarding began. I picked up my coat and beg, and
stood in line. One last barrier to pass and then - yes! - I was aboard.

0f course, the resl poiat of Coumcords - ignoring all this rubbish about elegance
and symbolism - i3 that it crosses the Atlantic really fast. So it would he stupid to
pay the enormous fare and then turn up at the airport hours earily. Y¥o wonder the
checi-in clark had given ma a strange lock! I had been the first to check in by anm
hour or more. But the benefit was that I had the window seat in the very froat row.
Somewhere I hed heard a rumcur that Coscorde is rather cramped and vancomfortable
inside, o0 I was relisved to discover that my seat was practically a leather armchair,
with so much legroom that it was difficult to reach the pocket with the in- iight
magazine. This packet also contained the Wipe List, and 2 certificate to the effect
that <blank> had travelled on Concorde on <blank’, signed by the chairman of BA.
Obviously I wasn't the only passenger who would loox on it as an experience worth
repembering,

As the plane taxiad ouf, the cabin crew ceme around asking if we would like
Champagne? and the pilot assured us thet the nearest and most favourshle runway had
been allocated snd thera were no obstacles to sn immediate departure. Sure enough in
no time at sll we wers poised at the end of the tarmac; then came the takeoff.

Used to hi-tech Airbuses and so forth, which spread their wings like a hird for
low-speed, law-noise ascents, I had almost forgotten the thrill of accelaration, the
tension of: will it 1ift before the runway ruas out? Since Concorde's wings are
designed for supersonic aperation, amd give 1ift ouly grudgingly, the afterburpers
came on straight away and I was pressed bhack into my =eat as we roared down the
runway. Ever on the ground it was the faztest I've ever travelled; then, finally, it

took to the air.

The angle of ascent wes pretity steep, but not so steep that the cabin craw
couidn't bring round the champagne. It seemed appropriate; after all, I was achieving
one of my life-long ambitions. The advantage of the front-row seat was that right
before me, across the froat of the cabin, was a display of the flight statistics;
soeed, height, external temperature, flight-time and Mach number {*he multiple of the
speed of sound). My eyes were glued to that display &5 the plane flew ever higher
and ever faster. As the Mach number reached 1.0, and the sky overhead turned from
blue to black, with the highest of clouds way bheiow, 1 sighed with contentment, and
resolved to miss my connecting flights more often! But I Xnew, somehow, that it wowld

never hagpen again...



Bristol has a very thriviag Star Trek groug, which I naively belileved would ba full
of pecple interested In science fiction who only needed telling that there was a
local Sf group to come flocking down to join us. In fact it's full of people who like
watching Star Trek vidsos and swapping Ster Trek picture cards, or else people who
are too busy being part of the insner circle of the frighteningly active Star Fleet
Pegistry to evan consider it. Still, we have our own homa-grown Star Trek
enthusiast, Tim Goodrick to compensate for the massed ranks of trekkiedom that
failed to join (and, more impartantly, to show vs fourth and fifth series Next Gen
videos), so perhaps it's not surpising that his contribution to the fanzine that
began as an anecdote about his holidey in Greece has turned into: o

THE AVAY TEAX GO SHOPPING
by Tim Goodrick

Last Officer's log: Stardate 22245

Ve have landed op an isiand on a blue-green planet whict very nuch resembles Earth
in the late Twentieth Century. ¥ost of the crew have fallem under the influence of a
drug known locally as 0U20. Its main effects seem to he to produce s feeling of
immense well-being whilst at the same time severely restricting the powers of
locomotion. I, and my fellow crewman, Acting Ensign Adrian Miles, do not seem to
nave been 85 badly effectad as the rast, perhaps dua 2 a tolerance built up through
serious over-indulgence in the drug on an earlier share-leave, ¥e have decided to |
complete the mission ourselves.

Ve were warned that although the natives of this island, which they call "Rodos" or
"Rhodes®, appesr to be very friendly they can be upsat over evan the most innocent
breach of their social customs so we set out wearing our best "¥e come in peace”
emiles. We felt that this was even more important as the day was hot enough to
produce tempers as short as some of the skirts we used to see on the hridge.

Qur mission was ta bring beck a selection of garments known 83 T-shirts for a.
forthcoming undercover operation invelving our captain and other senior officers. .
These sairts are very similar to our own uniform tops but are usually more B
decorative. Luckily, Adrisn was identical in build ¢o the captain, so he could buy
for him, and we would just bave to guess the size for the rest of the officers. To
accomplish our task we ware disguised as BEnglish fourists who are well known all..
over the plamet a5 cherming, suave and genteel, : :

To play the part of tourists properly we would have to pratend to search for
presents to teke back to friends and relatives, oreferably having no luck in finding
anything suitable. The huot ior gifts should be mixed with a survey of all the
shops selling alcoholic liguars to see which has the cheapest of the particular one
that the tourists want {o take back home. For a genuine English tourist this cen
lead not only ta savings of 30p or even more but also am incregsing thirst which
can only be quenched by spending far more than is saved. For the sake of
verisimilitude, we fallowed this ritual to the lefter. .

Eventually we were ready to approach the first of the vendors in a row of stalls in
the plder part of the city. Ve were chearfully expscting a quick traasaction to take
place and then beam back ta the ship. :

The shirts were faolded and laid overlspping in neat rTows on a long table. Acting
Ensign ¥iles seamed to be under the impression that he was Entropy Embodied. Ke .
pulled out and unfolded several idemtical shirts, suitebly attracting the stall-
holder's attention. She approached us, asking “English?” .

Ve nodded. "Very nice, this one," she said, spreading out one of the the shirts that
the Acting Ensign bad made a botched attempt at re-folding. “You want this? Only .
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1600 Drachma.* This was aboyt five pounds in English currency - very cheap for a
genuine tourists.

Ensign Miles said notbing, but as quickly as the woman could re-fold and re-
position the shirts he was pulling more and more out. “¥hat are you looking for,
Adrian? It was clear to me that there were only four or five different designs and
so far he had looked at about twenty shirts and did not seem inclined to stop. The
last six had all been identically emblazoned “REEBOK". It was a word in no language
1 had encountered, although it seemed to have a vague Yuican, or perhape even
Klingon, sound sbout it. I only hoped that it was not rude.

*I'm trying to find a medium." I blinked, not having previously suspected my
colleague of spiritual tendencies. Then I saw that he was pointing to the label of
the shirt, and realised that he must be referring to tie size.

The stall-holder spresd aut the four different designs. *You like this? She
ipdicated a grey coloured one with bold spiashes of black and the word “FIKEY

written with a flourish across the chest. Perhape that word had Vulcan origins as
well.

Acting Busign Miles ignored her and continued ta pull out more snd more shirts.
"Have you got any medium?*

s=Medium™ Her look of agitation was replaced by a smile. "You want large.” She held
up & shirt against Adrian. "Large. See.”

*Have you got it in medium?™ he insisted.
*Xedius for children. You want large.* She was no longer smiling.

*Won't that one do, Adrian?* I was now anxious to get away. Ve wera attracting
attention and the woman was getting upset.

*1 want medium. I always bave medium.

*But she says you need & large ome.” It was clear to me that the lacal size bands
might be different toc what we were used fo.

"It'l1 be too big for the captain.”

*1 do it for. 1400 Drachma. Very good price. The womsn cbviously thought that the
Ensign's objections were just to try to get the price down.

*Haven't you got any medium? He was still pulling shirts out here and there.
;‘lediun for children! You went large! Large! See!® Almost frantically, she held up
another shirt. "He not child!™ she shouted to another stall~bolder. “He asks for

- medium! He not child™

The situation hed become so comic, that regrettably I could not hold back my

laughter. "What you laugh at? Ho. Ho. Ho. Laugh at me? Very funny. Ha. Ho. Ho. English

tourist laugh. Ho. Ho. Ho.* The woman was angry now, like a cat pushed off its
favourite chair.

1 tried to explain that I was laughing at my companiocn and not her. She didn'¢
bveliave me, hissing as she turned away.

*¥iy don't you try one on, Adrian? I suggested.
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Sullenly, he obiiged. It was a good fi%. "It's a good fit,* I toid him. Ha wasn'to
convinged, :

“It's too long. I wamt to try a medium on. I always have pediva M

The woman trisd to explain about different manufacturers baving different sizes but
Acting Ensign Miles refused to listen. She brought a shirt out from the back of the
stall. "This medium. Far children! For CHILD! She put it away and pointed to 8 few
shirts. “You take one of these. 1200 Drachma. -

I moved aff to a discrete distance before the inevitable end. Adrian left the stall,
and the irate women, without buying anything. At the other end of the row of stalls
he managed to find sume shirts msrked medium and tried ope on. It locked very
tight. He bought several. I bought a few large ones.

Some time later, in another part of town, as we prepared o beam back up, the whirr
and click inside Acting Ensign Miles's brain was slmost auvdidle.

“They'll shrink when they get laundered, won't they?™

“Yés, but don't warry, I'm sure they'll get back into shape with a few tugs at the
bottom while they're being worn® : ' -

Ané somewhere a woman laughs. Ho. Ho, Ho.

23445142

Oddly emough, I found more real sciemce fiction fans at the loval writer's group
that I joined purely in the hope of some moral support for my feeble attempts at
completing a novel. I was omazed to meet there, first, someone - Faul Hinder — who
knew all about Interzone and the other magazines and anthologies that I've been
failing to get my stories published in (aot to mention all the semi-prozines ithat
I'm so hazy on?, and later, Jim Mortimore, who is collabarating on a Dr ¥ho novel
with one of the people I had met at a receat Kilford. At onme stage it seeped like
the science fiction gang of three was about to take over, as no-one else but us ever
brought along anything to read, and although there would be impassioned pleas from
the remaininy assembled for anything but SF, there wasn't much we could do if they
hadn't brought in any work of their own. In fact the moral support became so good
that I am now making a feeble attempt to complete iwg novels, but never mind.
Meanwhile Psul, veteran of many svch writers group (but unrepentant), bas distilled
his vast experiepce into the following gulde: : '

HO¥ TO DO NUMBER 546789045 : VRITERS CIRCLES by Paul Hinder

MATERIALS BEEDED: Mugs, Answering ¥achine, Pen, Paper, Vord Processor, Whip, Tea,
Coffee, Milk, Sugar.

1 GET MUuGS. : -

¥o, not potential members. Mugs. To drink out of. You hava to think of fhese
things. Alsc chairs., On my first attempt, I managed the chairs, humping some
spare ones in from the landing in fo my mangy badsit. And I'd polished the

computer and hogvered the floor. But 1 had six mugs. And seven membars...
Fortunately Brenda next door had a spare one.

2 MAKE SURE YOU HAVE AY ANSVERING MACHINE.

About five minutes into the proceedings, the phone usually rings. About ten minutes

into the proceedings, the phone usually rings again. About fifteen minutes into the
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proceadings, the phone usually rings. And 30 on. If you have an answering machios,
then all the idiots who zot lost on the way over wom't bother the rest of you. The
machine just clicks and squawks a faw times - ‘sorry, I'm haosting a writer's circle,
please go away' - and then there's a distressed burp when they hang up. Good
riddance. Anyone who can't read 2 map shouldn't be writing anything anyway., You
sent them the address, dida't you? YOU DID SE¥D THEM THE FEV ADDRESS? - oh, well,
never mind. Too late now. '

Answering machines are also useful for handling queries out of hours, such as three
o' clock in the morning, which is when potential writers often decide it's time they
got involved in something sociable which will give them the company of their peers.

3 ORGANISE. N ‘

For this you need a piece of paper, a pen {or a word processar’), and a whip.

The piece of paper is for the order of buainess. The pen/wp is for writing it down
with. The whip is for making sure the members keep to it, and don't ramble off an
endless stories about their Aunty Ethel, who knows how to de-widglt G-works, where
can you get cheap crockery, and other things not very relevant to the producticn of
warks of literary genius. YOU CAE'T LET THEM GET AVAY VITH IT - or the whole .
thing very quickly becomes no different from an evening in the pub, and anyope
sericusly isterested in writing gets pissed off and goes to form their own writer's
circlie somewhere aelse (they won't invite you to it),

4 CATEGORISE

For this a wp is pretty well essential. You will end up with something like this:
MEMBERS.TYP:

Common Writer's circle types

001. ‘I'm writing a Jackie Collins/Jeffery Archer/Stephen King type novel'. Usually
this type turns up far one session, resds the precious first three pages that
they've spent the last three years writing, and when it's not met with universal
oraise, acclaim and offers af publication, logks politely disappointed and npever
comes again.

002. 'I don't do a lot of writing but I've led such an interesting life..' Never
does do any writing, and talks endlessly about the interesting iife. Bot interested
- i{n anybody else's writing. Unfortunately, keeps on coming, again and again and
again and again... :

003. ‘I'm really seriously into the future of the world/sericus po}.iticalb issues/the
greening of the plapet...' But not into writing, usually.

004. ‘'I'd like to learn how to write' ¥o, you wouldn't. This is the type that
thinks the writers circle is a cheap alternative to evening classes. If they're
expected to spend more than half an hour a week on ‘homework', they won't come
again. Tell them you've spent 30 hours a week on it for three years, and so far
earned twenty-five pounds, and they'll die of shock.

After some weaks of stages 1 to 4, you can AT LAST begin oun the REALLY INPORTANT
bit... 4_ _

5 CANNIBALIZE _ :
This is what it's all about. You've met all these really odd people who think

they're going to be writers. You've naoted and categorised their mannerisms, you've
been tactful about their dreadful prose, you've let them criticise your work, drink
your tea, play with your ward processor...

Fow you can write about them.
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This article was written in an unvsual fit aof enthusiasw in July after being naggec
by the Bath SF group for my impressions on their fanzine and grew into something
of & review of the state of fanzines as evidenced by those I was still receiving,
Since then there have bean later issues of a couple of the fanzines discussed
(Slubberdegyllion and BOB) and & number of new or revived titles, so my apologles
for not covering them, but I don‘t think they invalidate anything I'm saying, Just
provide a pleasing sign thet it Is actually worth talking sbout fanzines agaln.

REIRVERTING THE FANZINE?
by Christina Lake

The most enthusisstic fanzine producars that I know of at present sre the Bath
S? Discussion Group. They've only been meeting for just over a year, and already
they are on to their second fanzine - or journal, as they call it, and appesr to
have every intention of keeping up & quarterly schedule. -

Their productions, in keeping with the designation journal, have a smoothly
professiobal look, obtained by the use of a good desktop publishing package, and a
bit of cutting and pasting featuring book covers and photographs. 4 far cry from
the neo's traditional first fanzine featuring wonky typewriter, bad spelling and
illegible photocapying. Though with today's technology {(excluding the photocopier im
my library which resolutely favours shades of grey’, this picture must be well out
of date, People are more likely to have access to a computer, and with it, a word-
processing package, tham a typewriter, and. are definitely going to find reasonable
photocopiers more accessible than such arcare implements as duplicetors.

So, there I am with my nice new shiny (for it is so) copy of Aquae Sulis - ¥o
Parking in my hands, and turn %o 2 contents page that suggests both a modicum of
humour (in the biographical details of the perpetrators, aad in the contents
listings, which gave alternative, and gemerally mare funny titles to the articles
complete with a slightly flippant summery of their matter) and a great deal of
seriousness »z the accompenying editorial proclaims its agenda of provoking proper
discussion of SF. o -'

Sadly, the group's humour was not to be much in evidence throughout the rest of
the fanrine. The first article is a discourse on SF book covers from Simon Bissom,
editor for this issue. Simeon seems to be writing a fairly straight-forward history
of the subject. A uvseful run-through, no doubt, but bardly the provocative styff we
wara promised by Simon himself in his editarial. Rather than demonstrating how book
cover design manipulates the market, we get to find out, at most, how trends
manipulate the cover artists, and I'm left wondering, unworthily, if there was any
more polnt to the srticle than as a showcase for intercutting SF covers into the
text. Vith s bit more space, Simon might have taken this overview somewhere, but
after two sides it's over, and we are jettisoned into a new article, featuring mare
photocopied hook covers, this time to illustrate a new resder’s foray into the world
of advanced SF reading, using & selection of books recommended by members of the
group. 4 good concept, 1 thought, but unfortunately since the reviews consist largely
of plot summeries, it won't do much for the reader who, unlixe Ficki Trasler, has
read these books already. I would have liked to see more on how the boocks effected
her and where they might take her future reading. As it is, there's littla to
discuss, unless you want to say why Ender's Game made you want to puke! Again, the
article turns in at twa sides, and over the page we find... yes, yet mare intercut
copies of hook covers. This time the subject undar discussion is the works of Philip
José Farmer, snd Stuart Pike uses his allotted two sides to 4o a whistle-stop tour
of the less familiar works of PIF. To be fair, this article did actually make me
consider reading some mors Farmer, which is not a thought that has occurad to me in
over a decade, but like the pravious article, I reaily felt it spent too much of its
space summarising the stories and too little telling us what it is ahout Farmer -
that makes Stuart possess and tressure almost sixty of hls books.

The next double page spread alsc features book-covers, but this time they're
arranged in a nice circle, and in fact we've arrived at something ‘a bit more to my
taste, Ben Staveley-Taylor is telling the tale of something that happemed ‘o him,
that is to say the saga of his involvement in the setting up and running of the
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Kerosina publishing company. As someone who sew Kerosins, and its T-shirts, around
in its heyday, but never kmew what it wes all about, except that they pubiished
Keith Roberts hardbacks, I found this extremely interesting. Also Ben seems to have
pulied off the difficult trick of being candid about the personalities and problems
involved without being bitchy or bitter, which given the events described, must hava
taken some doing. This sccount also broke the pattern of articles ending punctually
at the bottom of their second side (though only by running fo four sides instead! A
bit too regimented, I thought)

Next up, we're safely back in the discussion groep's favourite territory - books
(ané their covers!) Like Simon, Steve Andrews takes us through a history, this time
of utapias, but unlike Simon has more of a thesis, specifically that the trendy
"atopias" of cyberpunk are ducking out on SF's potential (or does Steve mean duty?) ¢
to offer solutions to the problems of organising our society. Steve's writliug is
stylish snd opinionated encugh to keep you reading through what is quite & heavy
subject, and even to provoke some of that discussion that the editor was so keen to .
promote.

I'm not sure that the page layout dees much service to the pext article, as its
cut-up first page suggests discontinuity rather than mind-altering effects. This
attempt to give some context to Altered States (the novel and the film?, was aof
passing interest, if only to meke me wonder why on aarth I'éd paver seen it!

Finally, apart from a Kerosina bibliography (a belated illustration to Ben's
article?), the answers to the previous issue's quiz (which nobody botherad to enter),
we have the letter column, featuring, in what seemed to be their entirety, the three
letters the previous fanzine had garnered. im I misreading Martin Stewart, or does
his loc reaily imply that Pom Vells has gone on to be a filker? Questions must be
asked! Investigative journalism may not be the Bath group's forte, byt can thay pass
up a story like this? The previous issue undoubtadliy deserved more than three
letters, but perhaps the Bath group's distribution palicy is as much to blame as
apathy ~ after all with a print run of only 50, and many of those going to authors
rather than normal mortals willing %o put pem to paper (okay, fingers to keyhoard),
perhaps the level of respouse is not surprising. )

Interestingly enough, Iam Soremsen, in his introduction to BOB #3 states his
intention of producing a ‘proper' fanzine., If you were a member of the Bath SF
Discussion Group you might be excused for woudering what the heil he was on &bout.
After all, as anyone could tell them, ¥Xr Scrensen has been producing fanzines for a
number of years, first in the form of the endless '¥ince' series, designed one is
tempted to belisve, to keep Ian's pupils productively occupied collating, stapling
etc., and then Conrunner, the sine qua non aof any budding techie. After all, what
more proper subject for fanzines thaa cop~running? There is something solidly
satisfying about discussing the logistics of conventions, offering as it does,
issues with solutions, debates with cutcomes and all the excitement of careers made
and broken. It's affice politics writ large with pone of the respect for hierarchies
and organised hypocrisy that keeps such stories hidden within the normal company.
(At this rate, I'll actually convince myseif into reeding one of the damn thingsh

But, of coursa, what Isn actually means by a proper fanzine is the type of .
fanzine that was popular when he first came into fandom, when it wes understood
that fanzines ware there to give you the kind of material you didmn't see in
professional publications : persopal experience, humour, parodies, revalations, .
theories, confessicns, irreverent accounts of your friends love lives. (This was
before the days when you could get such writing in The Veskend Guardian and the
Independent on Saturday!) Fanzines were meant to be interactive (what people later
came to call incestuous) and talk to each other in the form of reviews and letters,
making the whole fanzine scene grester than the sum of its sometimes rather
ordinary parts. &lse it was about writing to your strengths. Just as everybody is
suppased to have one novel in them, if you found the right subject, the thing a
person cared about, or had experienced deeply, then even the most mediocre of
writars, could turn in something worthwhile.

lan Soremsen, I suspect, has paever been sure if be has anything to say and so
covers up his uncartainty with humour, but in this issua of BOB he is on solid
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ground. He has experienced something that most of us khave not, and with luck won't,
an attack of cystitis, plus complications, which being intrinsically lavatorial
means that his readers' attention is never in doubt, and he can settle down to
making the most of what was obviously a pretty bad axperience. lan maintains fairly
insistently throughout what wa used o call ‘editorisl presence’ {and criticise the
likes of Tony Berry for lacking), but the strain of wrifing the whols thing in
apprapristely fansish mode, bar the letters, is beginning to show, one suspects, &5
Jan hastily declares & theme for the next issue, and prepares to go back to his
favourite role of compilation interspersed with humourcus couments.

The most fannish moment in BOB, in that it involves the intersection of two
fanzines, comes when lan refers to seeing Judith Hsnna in the audience of Question
Time “presumably off-duty" he says. In fact, as I siready knew from reading the full
story in FTT (reprising its originsal %itle of Fuck The Tories, and quite right toah),
Judith was there in the hope of asking a cuestion on behalf of Women's Transpart
Charter, as part of her role as a publicity officer for the pressure group Transport
2000. Judith writes sn article about what she does at work, and very imsiructive it
is too, as she manages to convey in a non~didactic and readable fashicn what
Transport 2000 is all about, goverament thinking on trensport, her own views on the
matter, and the joys and stresses of working for a pressure group.

FIT (edited by Judith Hanna and Joseph ¥ichalas) is a fanzine that has long
¥nown what it wants to be, which is to say, 2 forum for politicalily oriented
articles, and makes no apologies for its contents, nor allowances for ils readers
levels of knowledge. If there is a serious issue to be discugsed, it will be
discussed withaut any sugaring of the pill, or suggestion that a page of unbroken
text without any jokes in it, might be too much for the buttarfly-like attention
span of the average fan. And if the letter colummn is anything to go by (take heart
Bath group) it works, as there seem to be plenty who are ready to take up the
arguments of the previous issues. In FIT 13, the most serious article consists of
Joseph ¥icholas telling his none too happy experiences of conveying his political -
views to fans in the UK and the US, followed by apother tilt at the views of
Francis Fukuysma {the one who posits the end of history as we know it thenks to
the collapse of Communism.)

Then, just to prove that political fanzines need nat be humourless wa get “Poor
ald Charles : A modest Proposal™ in which Abi Frost, with tempting plausibility,
argues exactly why Prince Charles would make the ideal cand idate for the post of
the next Tsar of Russia. In this excellent article, Abi uses known facts about the
royal family to take us beyond absurdity to an {almost) logical conclusion.

Abi Frast is alsoc responsible for a fanzine of her own, or rather an A4 sheet
entitled Nemoirs of a Woman of Pleasure which is blatantly and unashamedly aimec at
& select audience of those who kxnow the same peaple as Abi. It is actually an
account of the run-up to the General Election, plus the Bastercon in Blackpool, and
is a fluent pastiche of 18th century writing. Unfortunately it is done just a bit
too thorasghly. Thae 18th century style of refering to everyone by initisls (e.g. ¥r
L., ¥r I. of Mile End etc) whilst adding authenticity and much znusement in places
eventually leads to such obscurity that my comprehension founders, and by the time
I've tried to work out who the initisl might belong to, the thread of the narrative
has been last. Which just goes to prove that it's not enough to be there; you have
to know the right people there as well!

Vith ¥igel Richardson, and his fairly regular fanzine Slubberdegullion, there is
no question but that you don't want tc be there. Even Bigel (especisily ¥igel)
doesn't want to be there. It's his life, the pages state, and he'd rather it wasa',
After issue three, that seemed to insult everyome in Gight, no. 4 {s back on track
to provoke the normal mixture of sympathy and irritation. Me, 1 still like reading
¥igel encugh to be alarmed at the threat of exclusion from bis mailing list - is it
the thrill of finding out what media created image of desirable women ¥igel wiil
£all for next? Is it the joy of discovering what ¥igel currenily hates most about
his job, his work collesgues, and his feliow passemgers on the morning trais from
East Garforth? Is it the Glen Varminger diary (e character surely crested to prove
that ¥igel is quite normsll) ¥o, it must just be ¥igel's wriling style. I'va always
enjoyed the way he puts words together and stiil do, :
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And for those of you wbo think a fanzine must be ghout something, there is o
run—down on what ¥igel thinks of the curremt music scene, his theories on smart
drugs and reviews of the comics he thinks might be worth reading.

Slubberdegullion, ¥emoirs and FIT convince because their authors/editors are
convinced themselves. They don't want to be anything but what thay are. BOB is
trying to be scmething it thinks it wanits to be, but could, one feels change its
mind at sny momesnt, and ask people, say, to write in and swamp it with their
stories of five minutes of fame. As to Aquae Sulis, the editorial rotetion systen
which will give it five different editors, will probably mean that it's a long time
vefore it resolves the question of whether it wants to be a sericus critical journal,
working its way up to being almost as good as Vector, say, or fakes on the mantle
of Simon Bissom's aspirations that it should win & ¥ovs, and starts including
articles that don't mention books all the time. Given the determination of the
members that the discussion of written sf remain the focus of the fanzine (and the
meetings), then I would predict the former.

Postscript

Vhilst still writing this, I happened to read an erticle sbout » new football
megazine to replace all the scrappy fsnzines that the fans of Bristol City have had
to put up with heretofore. You know the type - printed on glossy paper, full coiour
cover, written by professionsls, business cards, the lot. Apparently they've
parsuaded exising fanzine editors to come in on the act with them, the idea being
that the magazine would be so professional that no-one else would be able to
compete. To me it's rather sad. People always want to turn fanzines, with their
idiosyncracies and persopal view-points, intc imitations of the orofessional
megazines wa already have by the shelf-full in the supermerket. ‘Senior consultant'
on the project Steve Henderson provides his own justification : "Fanzines coversd a
particular era. Sow that's passed, there's got to be a magazine to cater for the new
sudience.” Steve's theory is that football's avdience has changed since the fanzioe
hoom of tbe late '80s, inte responsible executive types locking for a serious
publication for the over 30s. The audience for SF fanzines has clearly chaaged too.
Toes this mean we have to contemplate 3 new serious, socially responsible breed of
fanzines for the 1990s? '

Or how about guality assurance for fanzines? Thankfully, not everyone is enamoured
of 90s style professionalism. Computer progremmer Brian Hooper thinks it's a load

of bollocks and under the pressure of the stupidity around him has written his own
version of the truth behind the corporate buzzwords

A Nanogement Lexicom (s compiled by Brian Hooper)

BS 5750 n. A form of Tatal Quality Management (g.v.J in which programmers abancon
all attempts to write computer programs, contenting themselves with documentation,
raviews of documentation, and revisions of procedure. ‘

Career Progression . Increases in pay and number of subordinates earped by strict
conformity to standard procedure, sound guestioning {g.v.] at meatings [g.v.}, and
wearing a suit, '

Clarification n. A sudden reversal of a previously announceé policy, usually
performed by mapagement in a desperate attempi to avert an impending riot.

Consultation n. A perfod of time in which masagement promulgate disinformation
orior to sanouncing a purge or ather abrupt reversal of policy. ‘

Contractor (n.) Disloyal and evanescent resource [g.v.] who is highly paid to be
teught elementary programming by the permanent staff. -

Director n. Senior form of manager {g.v.] with no perceptible expertise in any field
whatever. : :
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Downsizing n. A form af purge i whick n rasl or imaginary financinl crisiz f{gq.v.7
15 used as misdirection to conceal sackings and demotions.

Enviropment n. Otiose word attached to other nouns to add gramdeur, esp. in such
phrases as 'computer enviromment' (=computer) and ‘office environmnent'(=office)

Ectimate n. A tentative guess as to the time required for a piece of work, which,
after division by two, will be used to form » schedule {g.v.]

Bstimate vbh, To reduce below any conceivable requirement the amount aof time
available to complete some programming project.

Fact p. Any statement of the management's desires.

leave n. Synonym for holiday, used to give a militaristic atr to evaryday activities.
leave vb. To be sacked or pressured into resigning.

Nanager n. Highly-paid man in a suit, serving no clearly defined purpose.

Neeting n. An essociation of managers apd (sometimes) resources {g.v.} in which all
pregent sndeavour to propagata disinformation.

Pay Freeze n. ¥ethod of saving money iu which no-one ather than managemant is
awardad & pay rise.

Performance Relatad Pay n. A system of remunerating resources [q.v.J in which that
person's blatant self-publicity is taken into accounl when defermining salary, in
the rare event of there not being a pay freeze [q.v.]

Presautation n. & form of meeting (q.v.] in which only the senior person present may
oropogate disinformation, the others remeining silent,

Quality n. or adf. Absolute adherence to standards and procedures without regard to
the fitness of the finished product.

Question n. A form of sycophancy often used in a meeting f{g.v.] or presentation
[g.v.] in which a resource {g.v.J intraduces or invitas 2 orapared speech by a
manager [g.v.}

Rearganisation n. A form of purge in which a change of comrand structure is vsed as
a misdirection to conceal sackings and demotions.

Resource n. Programmer, used to emphasise the interchapgeability ané raplaceability
of these persons.

Review n. A farm of meeting (g.v.J in which a resource (q.v.] is shamalessly
flattered and buttered vp by management as a motivational exercise. Gften an
slternative to a salary reviaw f{g.v.J

Pumour control p. Nebulous organisation based in public houses near the office; the
only reliable scurce of corporate information.

Salary Review n. A form of meeting [q.v.] in which a resource {q.v.1 i5 insulted and
slandered while disinformation about a financial crisis is promuigated and a pay
fremze [q.v.] announced.

Schadule n. A detailled list of irrevocable commitments to celivery dates which pust
be fulfilled irrespectiva of the state of the product at the time,

.




Suppart vb. To dany any kuowledga of, eschew sny responsidility for.

Timesheet n. An sssociation of random numbers betwean O and 7.25 with meaningless
and arbitrary codes used by management for a primitive form of aumerology.

Total Quality Nanagement n. Oxymoronic phrase which seems to mean the setting of
standards and prucedures %o which standsrds and proceduras must adhere, although
this is by no means certain.

Truth n. Any statement or assertion sarving the purposes cf the managenent.

Unperson n. Person who has been sacked, snd is not mentioned inconversation with
managem=nt (but who will nevertheless remain on the phone list for abgut two years)
(the logical derivative formation ‘unresource’ does not appear 4o e nopularl.

¥R 5534

Brian 15 currently lovking for a new fob! Nathan likes his Jjob, but bas saome
interesting hobbies. See what you make of this one~—

HIFF
by ¥athsn Sidwell

Rachal came in terribly excited about a mew reserve sh2 had discovered, Bveryone
wanted £o kpow the cuality, and her disseminetion of the coordinstes iept being
icterrupted to show the goods. I had been milling about, half-heartaedly desiccating
the stores, since my earlier run. Having memorized the cnordipates and check sum, 1
felt my way to the launch board. It seemed that a few others had also found the
reserve and were on their way up o inform more, After the cursory ID check ] went
about the pre-flight checks, you know overdriving the engine when clamped to the
dack and such. There was a good two hours hefore dusk, so I would have no trouble
making the dash. After a finsl check I was off.

It's impossible to describe the delight at being airborne, it gives a thrill ne
matter how often 1 fly. I aiways fliy around hiff baefore setting off, tg sze the
activity arcund and make sure the bescom functions. This is always crowded, there
perpetually being a collection milling around all day, just buzzing hiff. After
reaching the regulation altitude and required bearing, I set off. The €light path is
over some fairly rugged terrain, which me¥es it more interesting. I hate the
straight dashes, thay are sll take-offs and landings, or monotony in between. Fiying
s fow feet above ground requires s lot of concentratiop and gets ihe adrenalin
going, Once I got careless and flew too high into enemy air epace. Luckily I was
unloaded, on the outward leg, and managed to get back %o hiff. Every good flier has
to have one close shave in order to xnow her limite, more is just 5% pid.

The range has decreased and I stert a viseal ground search. This time I'm not
too far ovt, the radial pattern of tracks shows up a reserve. I vse one to land
along. After taxiing to the releass, I pick up what I cam. Az always [ have not
taxen my capacity and must buzz round several of them. There are stories of high
capacity reserves, but I think they don't exist, meraly being another Holy Grail to
lpox for. Though Josh says she spoke to someone who said sha's found on2, another
“friend of a friend" story. This time it took about a dozen visits for a full load.
Each taking longer than I had anticipated, as Rachel had neglected to specify the
spacing cf this cluster,

With full hold I take the flight beck at a more sedate pace, hugging terra firma
and taking tie turns early. I will never know how a bumbler manages with all that
extra bulk, but I suppose that is the price you pay for self-sufficiency. Getting to
the landing stack I see there has been a raid attempt. A group of carcasses
surround the marauder's wreckage. One day I will have to take my turm at security.
Landing on the strip I trumdle ip. Security checks my markings and I'm back to the
familiar scent of the hiff,

¥aw to vnload the nollen.



Tony Walsh showed such faith In the existence of the Bristol Group fanzine aven
after & furlough of three years as It then was, that he gave me this, tatally
unsclicited, last Christmas. After that, wkat could I do - except feel gullty? So,
bere, many months later, is the article that finally made the fanzine happen.

KF ABD ¥E, A¥D THE NARSH STREET TRANSMITTER
by Tony Walsh

The day I became convincad that fact is indeeed stranger than fiction was a
Sunday in March some yaers ago when I was an Instrument Technician with Bristol
Veterwarks Company. It all begen sfter lunch...

I was relaxing in an armcbair by the fire and nursing what felt suspiciously
like the beginnings of fiu. Not thet my suspicions bothered me much; lunch had been
tasty, the chair was comfortable and the fire cheerful. Even the possibility of an
amergency call-out seemed remcte as | settled more comfortably in my chair. I began
to doze. That was probably when my subcomscious began emitting signals about
needing an undisturbed afterncon. ¥o doubt it meant well, but had it seen The Fates
duty rota then it would surely bave avoided emitting any kind of sigunal at all.

Duty that afterncon was taken not by Benevolent Fate, who controls the pleasant
events of life like iove at first sight or coming into & foriune. It was taken by
Xalevolent Fate, who controls the uopleasant events like Tory governments and
greenhouse effects. And ¥F had become bored with all forms of pollution. She had
decided to scale down and to use the potentisl of her data acquisition and controi
gystams to entertain herself with manipulation of some individeal. I was about to be
that individual.

The instant that MF's screen displayed my subconscious' signsls her fingers
began io fly across her keyboard. Within milliseconds a vew programme was in
control and my fate sesled. She sattlad back. It was going to be an entertaining
af ternqon,

¥y phone rang. Falf asleap, I fumbled the handset to my ear, “Helio."

1t was Malcolm Mallard, a shift operator in the Vaterworks' control room at head
office. *Is that you, Tona?

I winced. I hate being called Tone.

“Yes Mal, it is. What's the problem. I asked the guestion without tao wuch
concern. Despite being the only Iustrument Techmicisn on the payrell in those days,
my call-outs were few. Many of the plants and systems could be run on manual until
the next day. Also, operatars often called me only for reassurance that a problem
was not critical. But there were exceplions.

"It'%s the ¥arsh Street transaitter,* Mallard announred.

The Karsh Street transmitter was one of the aexceptions. I groaned. MF smiled.

¥arsh Street is in Bristol city centre's commercial area beneatl which runs a
very old trunk water mzin. Twice in recant times it hac¢ burst undar pressure and
caused expensive flood damage. To evaid a raccurence the pressure was now monitored
canstantly by a newly tappad transmitter instelled in the company‘s small
subsidiary office in an office block on the same street. A dedicated telephone line
carried the transmitter's signal to a control room indicator in the head office four
miles distant, Thus the operator had warning of pressure problems. The importance
of the indicator was reflected in the standing orders : ‘Any fault must recelve
instant attention.' ¥F had chosen well,

“Teil me more, Mal.'

“Well, my pointer's gone top scele and I don't know if it's hecause of the
pressure or if it's a fault in the instrument®

spre there any mains gengs working in the centre today, on repairs or relaying
pipes?™

nsolu

“Any cther reason for a high pressure?*

“Not that I can think of®

“Then I'd better do some checking. I'm on my way."

I put on some warm clothes and drove into town in my company van.




i parked in front of the office and scenned the street. There was no sign of
tell tale springs of water. Key in hand, I steppad up to the office door. Then 1
remenbered thai the door was not fitted with a standard company lock. My standard
Yey was useless. T muttered a seoli-reprimsnd and headed for the nzarest phone Dox.

1 called ¥allard snd explained my problem.

“Is there a =pare key on your keyhoard?"

*We don't keep one here Tone.*

|'So?l€

There was no respouse.

llxal.ll

“Yes.ll

“How am I going ta get into the office?™ The chilly Narch air put an edge on my
voice,

"I'm not sure"

“Think ¥al, who would open up on a normal working day™

“Oh yeah! The office manager.

“Sg call him and ask him to come and let me in. And csll me back when he's on
his way."

I gave him the phone box wumber and hung up.

The ipside of tha phone box was only marginally wermer than the outside and the
fly was now more than a mere suspicion. ¥y bowels, too, were beginning tQ suggest
something panding. I turped up the collar of my Jecket and thrust my hands deep
ioto the pockets. It seemed an age before the phone rang. The news was bad: “The
managar's out and he's got the keys op him,* ¥allard told me. “bhut his wife says
there's a spare in his desk drawer.”

“Which desk?* As if I didn't know!

“The gne in the office. Oh, I see. That wor't help will it He fell silent. I
hegan to feel irrifated.

“Then what will?" I asked. "Vio eise might have s key?"

*There's a caretaker, lives aon the top floor of that block, I think," he answered
siowly, "maybe his number's here somewhere."

“Then why not look for it, and call him?"

& minute or two later he spoke again.

“I've got it Toae. I'il call him. Hang on.*

“I hang on yuur every word, Mal.” The sarcasm was wasted.

Another minute or two and he was back agein.

*Jt's QOK, Tone. He's got 2 key and he'll mest you at the door im & couple of
ninvtes."

“Gond. I'11 call you from inside the office. And Mal, one thing more.”

“¥hat's that, Tone?™

“For Christ's sake stop calling me Tone!™

"Okay Tao-"

I hung up before he could do it agsin.

¥arsh Street was still dry o5 I walked back to the office. I fel* encoursged by
this. With sny luck it would not be a pressure prablem; just an essy transmitter
fault and T would soon be home in bed.

I walted impatiently on the chilly street, depresse? by its Sunday emptiness; by
that air of redundancy which shrovds a city's commercial ares at the weekenls
thought of how differ=pt if would have been in the eightesnth century whao Bristol's
centre was a busy port and Sundsy no axception. Some of the ares's old inns still
survive : Hole {p the Vall, Naval Voluntter, Llandogger Trow. I recalled that il wes
at the Llandogger that Daniel Defoe reputedly met the famous rescuee Alexandre
Salkirk and was inspired by bis true account of lonely shipwreck on & desert
island. Maybe Robinson Crusce had been conceived in their talk one Sunday as they
strolied where I now stoad.

Time passed and [ too begen to feel like a stranded castaway, forgotten on the
ionely pavement, I got into the van for warmth. Yot more time passed without sigm
af the caretaker. With rising impaetience I decied %o drive back to the phonebox.
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I began speaking the imstant 7 was connected. "Mal, have you been taiking to the
right mao in the right building?"

“What do you mean, Tone - er Tony?*

"I mosn I've waited fifteen minutes and he's not shown up! Sow will you please
find out why"

I heard him using ancther phone. Then he was back on amy line, "o says you
weren't there.”

“What! He's lying.* Amnoyance tightened my voice. “Listen mate, if that main burst
then you and me'll be in serious trouble. So, if he's not {here when 1 get back I'm
going to Xxick in the bloody door. Right?

"Byt T - “ I hung up.

Vithin the minute I was back at the office. Shortly afterwards a men came around
the corner from where the office biock continued down a small side street. I knew
him for a caretaker instantly. His was the type that never stands out from even the
suallest crawd. In fact, were he in one, thes it would be the crowd that stood aut
from him. He was monachrome in bis dull drahness; the anly spark of life ceme from
the malice crouched in his eyas. Here was ¥F'c ace agent,

*Ave you ¥ister Walsh?™ he asked.

»] am. Vhere wera vou fifteen minutes ago.*

“Op the corner."

"So why didn't I see vou? Aund why didn't you see this?

I pointed at the large VATER logo aloag the side of my vae. He did not answer. 1
became suspicious and asked apother gquestion.

“Where do you live?"

“Ip the flat.* He pointed to the tup of the building. "Up there.

Incight overcame the effects of flu for a mament as 1 realised what had
happened. To avoié coming down he had scanned the street from & window in his fiat.
But his view had only been slong the side street to the corner into ¥arsh Street.
¥y annoyasce notched up to apnger as I spoke again.

*If you'd come down when asked, then I wouldn't have been kest hanging around in
the cold, would I™

“I don't know what vou maan.

He was good at barefaced lying, but I could tell he kvew axactly what [ meant. I
gleaned a crumb of satisfaction from this small victory hut. ¥F was only piaying
with me, as [ discovered when I spoke again, *Now if you'll unlock thls door..."

The malice in his eyes came up oo ail fours as he replied, "I don't have & kay
for this door. He had snatched away my crumb.

nyay what!" I stared st him in frustrated disbelief, and swest began to bead my
forehead as I pointed at the road, "For your informefion there is a very old nipe
runs under there which can burst sny minute now. And if it does, then a let of
water will go swilling araund your basement under there,” I nointed at the foot of
the building, "Apd when the building owners hear abaut your blandy unbloody-
conperative attitude, then your flat up there," I puinted to the top of the building,
*will have a new bloody tenant! Do I meke myself clesr?®

“There's no need for that attitude* he said, walking back towards the building's
main entrance on the cormer, “we might get in through here® I followed.

He unlocked the lsrge doors snd we stepped into a foyer. To one side of it I
spied 2 small door whose location seemed right. I pointed to it and he spoke, "Do
you bappen tag have a key for this oue?

He ignored my sarcasm and began trying his ring of keys in the lock. The daor
opened on the third try and I stepped through. It was the right office.

The trensmitter was maounted on a wall diagonally in front of me. Its pointer was
indeed indicsting top scale but, more importantly, its internal machanism was not
giving out the audible buzz of normal operation. It was silant. Ah, I thought with
great ralief, it's not a pressure problem, oniy a blawn fuse. 1 steppel towards it, a
distance of five paces. ¥F's next move came with a timing of awesome precision.

Exactly on my third step the transmitter began to buzz. I stopped dead, staring
rigidly as tha poinfter swept back to normal aad a neon cailing light plinked into
iife.
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“What's happening?' I said faintly.

“That'll ba SVER.® It was the caretaker's volce, from the doorway. 1 turped to
guery him, “SWEB?"

“South Western Elec -

“I know what SWEB is, I snspped. “Vhat's it to do with this™

“The local substation's off for maintevance. It's due hack on about now.'

"Did you tell the operster when he rang you?"

"Ha zhould have known. Evarybody was told about it last week."

is face was expressionless during this exchange but his maiice wAas now free
footed in the spacs between us.

I decided to kill hin several times. First I'd peil him apart from the feet up,
then I'd put him back together and du it agein from the head down, then I'a... Theo I
realiced that flu had weakeped me too much for such s stremuvous activity, so 1 opted
ta search for the spare kay whilst ke waited. I found it in the dask uf the
manager's privefe office snd tested it in the streel door before dismissiag him. As
he left 1 followed him into the fover, leaving the small door on the latch.

*Bafore you g, is there a toilet? I asxed.

He stepped out anto the street as he enswared. "It's dowastairs, along the
basement corridor.”

The hriefest flick of a smile crossed his face as he closed the door on me, but
I was in too mech of a hurry to be alerted. It was a few seconds later that I
realied my mistekxe: the ‘oilet door was locked.

I pushed, T kicked. I rattled the haudle furiously. All in vain. The only sigos of
willingness to open were coming from my lower bowel. 1 clenchked hoth it and my
teeth and shuffled upstsirs to use the masagar's phone. Very carefully, I eased
ayself into his chair end dialled the control room.

As T waited for the connection, a thought that had bgen 2 swall niggla at the
veck of my mind metured into a full blown suspicion : the caretsxar had been
corract in suggesting Xallard should hsve known sbout the power cut. As ha came Cn
the iine, it clicked snd buzred oddly, ancther ¥F special was being signalled.

“Is that you, Mal?" My throat was sore.

"It's working, Tone. Tressura‘'s at normal. 1 knew you'd 500D sort it out., WVhat was
AR

I ignored his witter. “Are you sitting at the cantrol desk?"

“Er, yeah. Vhy?"

“Then swivel your chair round to face tie notice hoard anc lock for memoes about
¥arsh Street.”

"¥hat do you mean?

"Just do what I ask, Mal®

1 heerd his chair creak, then silence. After s while the chair creaked agsin. “Fr,
Tony mate,” The hesitation in bhis volce confirmed my suspicion.

"Yau've found a memc from SVEB, haven't you™ I was trying to growl but my
throat could £o0 no batter than a broken crask. "And it says there's a power cut hera
this afterncon, doesn't 1t7?"

*1 didn't e it. Honest!®

“You probsbly didn't look when you came on shift. So you got me here on & fool's
errand. And T Jdom't like that, ¥ail

“Thare's the overtime" He tried to mollify my, and failed. “Sad the bloody
overtime. I'm 111 and should be home in bed. In fact that's where I'm g0ing now. Anc
you can make & note in the log thet I'm off wark until further motice. Right?

*Right. Aud I'm sorry.®

“Oh forget it. Goodbye.* I croaked as I hung up and revared to leave. I relaessed
the latch to lock the smalil foyer door, checked the transmitter a last time and
then, with some feeling of relief, mpproasched the street door. ¥F was on the edge of
her seat as I took ths key from =y pucket,

I turned the kay a full circle in the lock, withdraw it and nushed. The door did
not move. I pulled. Again, no movemont. A guick to and fro on the handle convinced
pa that tha door was still locked. Puzzled, I raised the key to eye level for
examinstion. Shiny broken metal winked its horrifying message : the levers bad
parted from the shaft and now lay somewhere within the lock. I was trapoed,

3
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Daspeir overwheimed me and 1 sagged agsinst the door; »y hiot brow oressed to
the cool glass. As I slumped » feverish hallucination began o biot out the awful
reality of my predicement. Through 3lazed eyes I looked down the staps to the
pavement which was sa close bui might as weli have been ten thousend miles away.
And if it wes that far sway, I though%, then it could be 2 beach on an isiand dust
like Robizson Crusoe's izland and I could e on if. Reality receded further. I could
fael hot sand between uy toes, feel s bright sun on wy face, hear birds celling,
waves breaking. I had become Robinson Crusce, snd 3 ship was coming to rescue e,
just like in the book.

“and in the wook,” a swall voice added, "he waitad tweaty-aight years.®

I shuddered in horror and fought to recover my composere, but the small voice
would not stop - “..twenty-eight years, twenty-eight years, twenty.. "

Then suddenly a louder saper voice broke im, "But he didn't have a telephone, did
he?"

Once again I eased vary carefully irto the manager's chair end rang tha control
room.

“Hello.” It wes 2 woman's voice answaring.

"Oh!...Br...* I was teken off-guard. "I must have a wrong number, Sorry.”

I dizconnectsd and startad to rediel. I was salecting the second digit when I
became aware tha* the vhonme's bell was tinkling in sync with the rotation of the
dial. By the fourth digit I receiled that I had met this oddity before and knew what
it meant. It wes very probsbla that a fault in my phone was hoiding the line of the
aumber I had just rung, therefere I could not ring out. ¥With sinking heart I put the
phone to my ear and prayed.

“Hallo.® It was the same womsn. ¥y prayer had gone uvnheeded, apd reality bewan io
recede once more, "Ch no!" I sobhed. "Twanty eizht yesrs®

*Pardon? Look, who are you? Is this some sort of joke?

I struggied for camposure as 1 snswered. "No, i% isn't a joke. Honestly." 1 tried
not to gebble. "Ii's just that I'm trying to call Bristol Vatarworgs' head office and
keap getiing your number instesd. There must be a fault on the phone,..please don't
get the wrong idea

“A fauit? Then we'd bettar report it," sbhe replied, with a practical toue.

The tone heartened me. ¥F had made a mistake at last and I was speaking o
someone who sounded sensible; but I couldn't wait for the GPO, I was far too i1
chuse my next words with care. "Trouble is," [ said, "I have a sroplen and must get
an urgent message 0 the Watarworks' office. Could you try to get through for me?

“I can try. Whet's *he number and message?™

“If you ring double six five, doubls eight one, you'il sneak to Malcolw Mallard.
Tell him that Tony Walsh, that's me, has a faulty phone and needs him to ring ¥arsh
Street urgently. And plesse emphasise the urgency. Is that oxay?"

“It seems clear,® she told me. *And I hope vou get your problem sorted out”

“So da 1. And thank you

I relaxed as much as 1 dared, and settled down to wait for a call from Xallard.
Almost immediately, apother effect of the phone fault made itself apparent as the
irritating tinkle started up again. This meant only one thing: the woman's line was
still tied to my phone and she could no more ring out than I. ¥¥ was overcoming the
mistare.

I apatched the handset to my ear. “Sorry. hut it's me again," I sald.

“Oh... but I dialled the number you gave me."

"I know, but the fault is more serious than I thought I wes frying io think as
I spoke. "I'l1l have to discomnect this end somebow, or you'll naver get a frae line
I had spotted the phone's terminal block. "Capn you hang up and try againr im 2 coupie
of miavtes?" Xy voice was getting hoarser by the second and I was haginning fo fear
she would abandon me as obscene caller, but her reply dispelled my fear. "Very
well," she satd. “Two ninutes it is™

i

The terminal block was on the wall, close to floor level. Hurriedly, I took a
small screwdriver from my jacket packet and crouched down. ¥y haste was almost
fatsl. I had forgotten to clench, snd only avolded disaster by throwing myself
sideways onto the floor. I hed to maintain this posiftion, streftched full length,
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whilst making the disconnaciicn. ¥hat with the unconfortable position and tha swasd
in my eyes I found it difficult to concentrate on the wiring's colour code.
Eventually, affer a couple of minutes of siruggle, I raconnected and, very
unturriedly, raised myself ta get back into the chair and wait; and hope I had the
colours right.

After the longest minute of my iife, the phone rang. 1 grabhed it. "Fello, Tony
Valsh spraxing.”

“What's going on, Tone?"

T was too relisved to react o his repeated abuse of my name. "I've got a
problem, ¥al," 1 croskad. "The ¥ey's broxan znd lammed the iock im the strset door,
and I can't gat outt”

“What ahout the carstaker?”

“Ha's gaone, 50 you'll have to get him down here sgain®

“0h. You're sure? Isn't there another way™"

“¥o. 111 have to be him. And soon, I'm getting more 11l by the minute. Oh, and
for god's sake keep this line opent

"Qkay. Stand by.*

1 kept the phone to my ear as 1 waited wondering if T dared hope that nothing
else would go against me! But ¥F had one more trick up her programming sleeve, as 1
discovered when Mallard spoke again. “His wife says he'll ba down when he's finished
having a dbath."

“Twenty-eight yesrs.." Xy voice was almost inaudible.

"What did you say, Tone®™

“Sothing, ¥al, nothing 1 was defeated, empty, all gpirit gone. "Okay, 1 suppose
I'11 have to wait, but please keep this line opea. Just ino case."

"Ckay. And I'n sorry, agein.”

I made my way ta the foyer with the intention of waiting but my need for the
toilet was becoming intolerabls and I began to contemplate forciag the locked toilet
door; I had a second, larger screwdriver in my cocket, I decidad that my need
justified trying and descended to the basement.

T was about to force the screwdriver between door and freme when 1 noticed 2
tadias totlet a little further along. Vith a fervent prayer on my line T appraached
it. It was uvniocked. & ery of joy carried me in and my bum hit the sest slmost
before my pants hit the fioor. The relief was estatic; a spiritual experisnce that
left me oxhausted but content, human once more. Fiv hsad hecome a mare incidental,
would live. Sow all I needad was the caretaker and his Xey. But I almost missed him.

I was fumbling my pants sad trousers up vhen 1 heard him czlling my pame from
the foyer. [ opened my mouth %o cail back but no souad came forth; my voice had
gonae completely. A fear of again being trapped triggered a panicky hasie and 1
stumbied aloong the corridor to the stairs with my trousers tangled araund my Knees.
I was still struggling with them when I emerged into the foyer, silently daring him
to risk a murder nrovoking smile. But ¥F's programme had processed its lsst byfe
and he remained expressionless as [ regained control of trousers and digaity, and
even his eyes pow lacked menace. 1 lat ¥allard know I was leeving and, without a
word, stepped sast the caretaker to fthe streat gnd freedom. Fifteen minutes later 1
was in bed.

Thie extraordinary sequence ied 2 small seguel & few days later when, hacx at
work, 1 bumped into the Building Serivces Manger in a head office corridar.

“Ah, ¥ister Walsh," he said with an enguiring tone, 1 was hoping Y0 ses you.
ibout ¥arsh Strest. We had quite a problem on Moundasy. Couldn't open the door.
Pratically had to take it off its hinges. Vhat happened down there on Sunday. I hear
you had some trouble

I iooked at him for a second before replying. Shall I tell nim what actually
happenad down Lhere on Sunday, 1 thought, tell him about ¥alcolm ¥allard, and the
caretaker, and the power cut, and the faulty phena, and tke locked toilet, and... ¥o,
I thought, he wouldn't beliave me. “Sorry abou® that,® I said, "the =y just snapped
off, Hust've weakenad with sge.”

"Ah well," he mused a5 he continued slong the corridor, "Can't be helped, !
suppose.”
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Too %rue it can't be halped, I thought, aspacially when ¥algvolenh Fale gefs bored
on & dull Sunday afternoon in March!

KF has pow seen fit to serd Tory off to work in Nigeria.

Funnily enough, the services of malevoient fate sre not required when youv're dealing

with & combination of British Rsil and London Underground, as 7 discovered when
was up in London for what was to be the last Wellington meetiny.

¥ore than [ Bargaiped For! by Christina LaXe

British Rail's new cut-price day return to London from Bristcl throws in an
vnexpected bonus : & one-day travel card for the uentral zone thst dossan't work in
the ticket machines. Guaraateed - ten minute arguments each time you try to enter
the undergrovnd, accusations of fraud, threats to take more woney from you - lust
the thing to spice up your fun dsy out in the big cify.

1 was nob initially perturbed to find my travel card trigzering a red light om
the ticket machines of Paddington tube Station snd seading me to seek sssistance,
a5 1 aseumed that the London Underground staff would simply glance at my ticket,
with that day's date clearly printed on it, and wave me through. Imstead, the man I
took it to tried the ticket in the machine, and asked me if I had bought it inp
advance. Since thizs is one of the conditions of the offer [ wes using, 1 said yes, I
had. He thes told me, perfectly seriously, that my ticket must have been used on a
srevious day and had now expired. "You mean, you think that I came al1 the way up
to London from Bristal at great expense, just for s free ride round the Central
Zona? Put that way, he didn't look quite zo sure, So instead he pointed at his list
of codas, saying “Look, there, il, that means ‘ticket expired’, as if this aroved
everything. I in my turn pointed at the date on my ticket, and =8id "No Vay!" The
concept that the customer is always right. or could 2t least be given the benafit of
the doubt, when sverything else corrohorates their story, was appareaily not one
thet had nenstrated through to thet particular corner of Loondon Underground, =o it
didu't do me any gnad to show the guard my booking folder, seat reservalion, credit
card slip and the leaflet explaining the desl, because as far as the guard was
concerned it was a) nothing to do with him as it was a British Rail offer, and b2
their machines said my ticket had expired, 5o nothing I said was relevant.

The guard agreed to feke me to his superiors to sort the matter out, but sealing
the crush of o9ecple in the controller's office, and heading my plainlive cries that
every minute was valuable to me as I had taken a helf day off to comz up and use
the public records office that closas at 4.50 pm (it was, by this time, just after 2
pm), decided that he could, after all, bend the rules zad let me through, thoogh I
would most likely have problems later, be predicted. I was by this time too shaken
to ba properly areteful. The guards at the other and, as was to be my experience
throughout, were guite happy ‘o use thelir passes to let me out, no guestions asked,
sresumably wn the basis that if somecns hed seen fit to let me in, I must be in
rossession of a legitimate tickef,

After the public record office closed, I returned to Chancery Lane underground
station determined to sort out my problem with the ticket, ss I did not want the
same hassles when [ returned late to Paddington at the end of the evening and risk
missing my irain back to Bristol. So I explained fo the guard that my ticket dicn™t
work, he coafirmed thet his machines too ballaved i% had expired, but advauced the
rovel theary that scmecne must have used it before it was printed, snd that T had
heen s0ld an expired ticket. I said that it still wasa't my fault, s0 could 1 have a
replacement, please, that would work in the wachines. After all, even though 1% was
it was = British Rail offer, some payment to London Underground mwst be involved,
and therafore it wes uvp to Loundon Underground to hopour their part of the deal and,
if they were unhappy, take the matter vp with Sritish Pail. The guard was having
none of this. He kept insisting *hat it had nothing to do with London Underground,
in no shape, form or colowr, and thaf only British Rail could heln me, Be also
refused to call his manager for me to spesk to. In the end, recognising an impasse,
and once mare upset and confused by the frouble caused by such s simple matter as
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& wrongly callbreted ticket. I dacided fo go back to Paddington and txix to British

Rathy first, the person in Customer's Services for Paddington thought that my only
problem wes thet London Underground were unfemiliar with this pew schewe, and that
21l I peed do was show them my copy of the brochure and all would be well. 1
explained that ] hed done that. I explainad what the ticket machines were saying. I
explained that no-cne down there would listen to me. Eventuslly the man from
British Rail Customers Services agresd fo com= down to the Underground with me aad
sort it aut. His presence seemad %o make a remarkable diffarepce. The zuard on the
machines (& different one from tha one who had stopped me in the esrly afterncoa)
wanted to use his pass to let me straight tarough. When we walked down fo the
contralier's affice again, he admitted to the British Rail officlal that there had
heen 4 lot of problems with tickets coming through frow the main-line statior,
sarticularly from Resding, he thought. There was no suggestion this time that any of
us were cheating the system. The coniroller listened to the story, and expressed his
incredulity thst znyone could take the word of the machines against the evidence of
their eyes. Ha then decided that the vause of it all was that British Rail Bristol
use a different typs of wagoetism than London Waderground, and agreed kimcly o
write & note for me to this effect.

1 thaaked him pnicely, and the man from British Rail customer's services, hut in
the ond I didn't feel I had got to the bottom of the metter, or raceived adequate
explanation or apology for my experience, I have boughi tickets from Bristol Tamnle
¥eads bafore, many times, which have incivded 2 London Undarground component, and
these bave all worked nerfectly, with never any questicn of wrong msgneiism. Also,
this offer had been in operation for a full wonth hefore I took it up. I am not
srepared to believe that I could be the first person to alert British Rail and
London Undergrovad to the problem. 4nd if London Underground guards have been
noticing problems with tickets coming in from British Rail Paddington, why 283
nothing been done adhaut 14? Why was T consisbtently treated as if 1 was in the wrong
and aoffered no redress or fsir hearing?

I did take up the matter again with British Rail once I got back to Bristol, and
ofter returaing them the ticket, they admitted they were at fault and sant me a five
pound travel vaucher - but I still dop't know what was going an!

1

After all of that, the Wellington seemed an unchsracteristically frienmdly plasce, cosy
even in its new ensmalled state. It felt like the fans had shrunk too, but T think
this was wmainly because wost of them ware sitting &t the tables which 1littered the
cath from the entrance to the ber. ¥at gquite ready for dwarf status, 1 decided 1o
cnol out with the geoplu stending in the doorway, and collect lmaflets as they
passed by. I also collected tha news that ¥aurven Speller was going to g=t married,
anly €0 be accused of not reading her TVP coumtribution adecvately, in which it was
spnounced (she sllegad). Clearly my grip on such matters was slinping; 1 could have
sworn I'd read the latast malling cover to cover, in the ever esger guast for such
matters. In betwaen talking to ¥aureen and ier intended, and collecting ap
invitation to Cambridze from Donys White end Al’sn Baum, & large oumber cf peapis
slipped past me into the bar, sa by the fime I ventured hack into the inmterior I
found myself becoming thet shsllowest nf acquaintances, ‘ha ope thet rushes up o
graet you, then turne her back because She's Just seen someone alse that she must
say hello to, and mo forth. 1 did manage to extract a fanzine from Alan Dorey
desplte the cruelty of his mocking "Real Soon ¥aw" when 1 told him that T was
warking on & fanzias; and ¥ichsel Ashley up ip London (o do s hit of sneering for
his TAFF campaigp, voluntarily banded over his latest Saliromania, then insisted
that I should vate for him. I told him I hads't even seen the fiald, lat alone the
campaigns, so it was much too early to commit myseif. “Come on," said Linda
Krawecze, “don't you want to see Americs through the eyes of Hichsel Ashley?™ Did I?
I wasn't sure, I had 2z suspicion it would look a 1ot like Birmingham or Leeds or the
inside of ¥ichael's head once he'd finished with it. “You gught to meel Ashlaey
Vatkins,' I decided, “then we could have a TAFF dehate. But vafortunately Ashley
Watklus, other putative TAFF candidate, was nowhere to be seen. Instzad [ was
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commendsered by Judith Hanns to meat some Australisuns. Leigh Edmonds, huge asd
bearded like some wild Lushman, azplained that he and Valma Brown were in London
for a week. "Only 2 week?" I wondersd, i% sSeeming 2 lone way to come all the wey
from Australia just for & week. Ah yes, but then they were guing on to Swedan for a
week, some other European destinstion for another waek, and so forth, doing the taur
in true Australian style. "Than we Zo hack home," he concluded sadly, "For s week," I
suggasted. Then we began to talk abaout Ausiralisn soap operas, which probably made
going hack home sound like e life sentence, until Nigel Rowe mentioned Eldorado, the
soap that makes Neighbours iook good, and Valms nentioned the American show (I
+hink) whers they not only went topless but showed wodbly bits as well. Joseph
¥icholas in sporiing shorts sod bumbag, thought this all sounded quite eaciting.
Joseph was carefully irying o stay aut of the lise of sight of ¥ichesl Astley, just
so that he would not have Lo put up with any more facile commests on his stiire.
Then more pegple I hadn't sesn in sbout a yesr, swung into sight and I started
frantically saying meaningles hwllos, and offering unfinished summaries of my life
"¥uch &5 ususl" and other ancdyne, but superficially true statements) uniil suddenly
1t was ten o'clock and time fo o rushing off in search of my train, armed with ny
trusty gusrantes message frov the sfation controller of Paddington undergranmd.
¥Vhat 8 disappointmeunt to discover thera were no avtomatic harriers at Vaterloo and
I could stroll straight through! But at least it mesnt I made my train with fen
minutes %o spare.

4 WY

On the long journey back I resd all through Ssliromanis and then the Alsn Doray
zine which was so hot off the press that my copy was detad £th Avgust, which mesnt
I was reading it two days before its issve date, and would presumably fing i%
expired if I tried to use it agaln, say, on the Bristol buses. I was struck by one
thing in particular, no surprise after am evening at the Welliugton, ¥ichael and
Alen's attitudes to drink. For ¥ichazl it was a necessary, bul almost negatlve thing.
A part of the destructive side of himself that hss separated his lifs from the
friend with the lovely children, a mesns of deadening haimself te lifa. For Alan it's
still an enthusiasm, something he loaks forward tc, and views positively. A nizht
ogut with a few deceut drinks and he knows that the old days aven't dead, that
footbail's still where it's at, and that eveun responsidle fathers of three (s SR
can have a bit of fun, We didn't hear much about Alan's family in this issus. Clearly
this family life thet we are asked to believe that Xichael Ashley craves for, very
00D gets tekan for granted. ¥icahel ma¥es much of the insight thet bis friemd hes
children while he only has ferzimes, and yet there could be worse thiags fn life
than bavicg fanzines instead of children. I can still remember exactly how 1 felf
whar I gat my first paying joh, and the camment which I made to my friends, aotl
entiraly in jest: "Sow T can settle down and have fapzises® (Which I did). I
wouldn't be so naive as %o pretend that fanzipes are any substitute for children,
Sxperience, if not my own than cther peapla’s, tells me otherwise. But fanzines did
Xeen me creatively fulfilled for a good five or six ysars, and happy for anofher
three or four. Vhen they were at the centre of my life, they waere worth more fhan
the derisive dismissal ¥ichael offers them. But the difference is I felt positiva
abaut doing fanzines, and I'm not sure that ¥ichael does. There is a cornmer of him
putting himself down even s5 he does them. They're »n addiction like the drisk,
segative like the drink, yet assentisl, becsuss he's become a victim of his owa

riven ¥ichae! a small taste of success which he's not
getting elsewhere in life, aud that's why he needs to do them. And that, I believe,
i5 why he's standing for TAFF, not just because he wants the frae irip to America,
but also because he wants to win. It's no worsa a reason than aay other, but in the
and, if he wins, will it convince Nichaa! thaf he's doing somathing reasonably witi
his life, or will it just be more proof that wa're all worthless fools for voting for
him?

notoriety. The fanzines have gi B

On this note, I car prosounce that this fanzine basn't yet made up iis mind who it's
supporting for TAFF - byt it's not too worried as fanzines don't get a vote anyway.
ALl bribes to the aditar, please, at the address overlesf...
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