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CONGERNING=

In one of the first responses to
D1, Malcolm Edwards confessed to hav-
ing enjoyed the zine---intimating that
this was something of a surprise. "I
was afraid," he explained, "it might
be full of stories." But Hook parodies
are OK by him (though Ian Maule finds
them "dire": win some, lose some): and
so to some vague wonderings about def-
initions and the fearful spectre of
fan-fiction in general,

Rob Jackson said his piece rome
time ago. "Why should I read fan-fic-
tion when I have five Zelazny novels
I haven't read?" Naturally he's not
talking about esoterica, faaan-fiction,
but of stuff in that overlap zone
where fans ape the modes of the prof-
essionals., This may only become irre-
proachably pro by appearing in a pro-
zine. (He tautologised.) And thus we
realise that Rob's own "Nunatak Wall"
wag fan-fiction, unspeakable and vile,
for x years after its appearance in
Sfinx 6. Then, with SF Monthly, a won-
drous change came over the piece, a
quantum leap to the magic realms of
prodom,

The issue is murky. Brandishing the
critical bell, book and candle at zll
fan-fiction can't be right, if some of
it is truly good enough for the money
markets. (On the other hand, Hook was
good enough for the money markets. H'm)
Elke Stewart pushes this notion as far
as it'1l go with her "If there were ten
times as many prozines in the UK, ten
times as many stories would be publi-
shed, Where are they now?" Yes: and if
there were a thousand prozines...goed
grief, With such vast reservoirs of
brilliant---well, saleable---fiction
in the country, we should right now be
getting nothing but the cream; but
somehow the bowl is usually half-full
of skim, and occasionally tastes more
like Cadbury's Soylent Milk...

Well,

If professional appearance isn't a
guarantee of quality, what hope for
fan-fiction? It comes swiftly back to
Argument Number One: the quality is

low, Fan-fiction writers are learning
to write, usually, or not bothering to
learn. The finger swivels to point at
fanzine editors; it's their responsib-
ility to choose well, isn't it? ---in
terms of both quality and appropriate-
ness for the zine in question, Which
leads to Argument Two: "fiction Jjust
doesn!t fit in fanzines". In view of
the awful articles and verse that do
emerge from innumerable duplicators,
the low=-quality contention is a good
deal easier to laugh off than this
most terrible pronouncement., Just
where does fan-fiction fit?

Seriousé&Constructive productions?
Hardly: those critics won't lie down
with the lamb in their midst. Clubzines
tend to suffer from fevered mutterings
of "we've got to print Fred's poem or
he won't type the zine, must use Joe's
story because he's duplicating it,
page 3 will be blank unless I stick
in Jane's Day of the Triffids review,"
etc. The Personalzine offers up the
editor'!s own distilled secretions, lo-
vingly cherished in dark places until
the hour of publication---"Every man
likes the smell of his own farts'"---
you can't edit your own stuff object-
ively. (You could, but usually you
don't.) Fannish fans only want faan-
fiction, with all the esotericism that
the extra "a" implies (fortunate that
the extreme case "fhasaaaan" is rare).

There's still the Octopoid Genzine,
extending its insidious arms into rock
misic or wargaming or poetry or---fic-
tion, Sometimes the tug of all these
will be fatal to the bit in the midd-
le, the supposed "unifying personali-
ty": but when things harmonise inst-
ead of coagulating into a dozen soggy
and separate lumps, you have a niche
for fan-fiction, A niche best left
vacant until a high-quality piece
comes through (yes, Lisa, you can go
on publishing Rob Holdstock), or some-
thing turns up which isn't quite str-
aight f/sf. Off-beat pieces are safer
.o oparody, fumny stories, in-jokes...

One stone remains to be turned---



and here is the Fiction Only zine, a
desperately rare species. Rare, becau-
se an editor who sets his sights above
the mediocre is faced with an appall-
ing lack of material---Rob Jackson's
argument works from the other end too,
and the good stuff spends its time be-
ing submitted to prozines. The trick,
I suppose, is to catch pro-quality
writers unawares: thus Sfinx has fea-
tured Rob Holdstock, Rob Jackson, Ch-
ris Morgen and Ian Watson, among oth=-
ers, whose tales have been reprinted
in SFM, New Worlds, and so on.

++.There!s a case for crossing out
this section, on the grounds that I
started with the subject of fan-fict-
ion; fandem being what it is (whether.
regarded as colouring or dimming the
pure light of sf enthusiasm), the con-
tacts with ficzines are few and ten-
uous,

So be it. As expected, a bloodhound
passage along these trails merely
leads me up the garden path. The path
wriggles; finding myself back at the
starting-point, I trip over the ques--
tion '"But what makes fan-fiction con-
troversial?", That's straightforward.
I think,

Fiction can be put to the test; oth-
er fan writings often can't, Fans don't
like the reminder that perhaps every-
thing they do is inferior. It isnt't:¥*-
but fiction is so difficult to bring
off, so susceptible to deflating com-
parisons with pros, so much a part of
the Rough Outside World-—-far more soo+
thing to avoid it. Stay out of the
pros! gardens and they won't hurt you.

--~Wouldn't it be unbearable if
They accepted witty fannish pieces?
We'd all have to stop writing them.
(You never started, cries a voice from
the back.) "Why should I read your
can-report," Rob Jackson would annou-
nce, "when I've five Zelazny reports
I haven!t read yet?"

Forbear from mockery, mortals. The
hour approaches. Fanzine reviews have
returned to the prozines... there was
the Geis column in Gal If. Writing
on the wall, and not even stencilled,

but letterpress.

* Not to imply that fan-writing is
necessarily important, '"Brilliantly
written rubbish" says a friend of mine.

(4)

Back in reality, Malcolm Edwards
remarks "I read fanzines-——among other
reasons---to relax from sf,"---a per-
fect statement of the popular posit-
ion. The quality argument is bumped
into second place: better or worse,
fanzines offer something different.

And fan-fiction offers more of the
same? Maybe. The stories get written,
fan editors print them, and the Sil-
ent Majority (if fandom has one) does
not complain. )

(It should. Next time you find a
lousy story in a fanzine, why not be
a nice guy and write in saying what'!s
wrong? Might be the only criticism
the poor sod will ever get, this side
of Roger Elwood's award-winning rej-
ection slips.) '

Therefore, ..

Not much. No burning message for
all fans, no tablets of stone in the
manner of D.West. The hoary old ans-
wer te such controversy runs: To
each his own, and all that, Let's say
that if a zine fills a gap it's worth-
while. Conversely, the fact that a gap
tends to have edges does imply that
the zine will be hammered by somebody.

nT don't like this,"---fair and un-
answerable comment.

"his is lousy stuff,"---but why?
What standards are you using?

"] don't like this, iherefore it is
lousy," ---Bleah,

Wonder if DRILKJIS fills any gaps?
Well, the draught used to come in und-
er my doOYes.

X K O K K X XK K X X K X %

"T hear from a physicisn,a gynaeco-
logist now practigingin Egypt, that a
dancing girl can lie on her back, and
with a full glass of water standing
on one side of her abdomen and an emp-
ty glass on the other, can by the con-
traction of her muscles on the side
supporting the full glass, project the
water from it, so as to fill the empty
glass,

"Phis, of course, is not strictly
dancing,.."

(Bavelock Ellis, "The Art of Danc-
ing".)

"One in every five mammals is a bat."

(Blurb from "The Life of Bats".)



¥¥ Welcome to DRILKJIS, Bobs it's good
of you to find time for this.

I find time for fannish doings hecause
I like fans and fandom. The trouble is
that I can't find encugh time., Over
the years I have built up a guilt com-
plex about the number of faruines I
received and read with pleacure but
never got aromnd to commenting oa by
letter., I think it is a genuine sin
not to send a loc in return for every
labour of fannish love., If I suddenly
became a millionaire it is possible I
would never write anothar novel, but

I henestly believe I would go on wri-
ting for fancinss.

¥% And short stories? —---Vhen I last
talked to Pete Weston ne (when not

gloating over your ANLROVMEDA pieces)

contended that you're best as a
short-story writer. Do you still
agree?

I believe I have gone on record as
saying that I felt myself to be a
short story writer by instinct, rather
than a novelist. My views on that
point have begun to change, though,
now that I have all the time I need
for writing. When I was holding down
another job, especially in journalism,
I was usually "written out" for the
day when I sat down in the evening to
write science fiction, and as I'm not
possessed of great reserves of stamina
I preferred to write short stories.
I'm not a facile writer, thz most I
ever get done in long sessions is a
thousand words, and so the idea of be-
ing able to finish a piece in three or
four sessions had a great appeal for
me when I was in that tired-out condi-
tion,

Now I find that my short stories
are getting longer, averaging eight or
nine thou where it used to be three,
and that I have begun to regard book
length as a reasonable sort of package

HEETY

o

for the presentation of a story. Also,
I'm beginning to feel that the initial
creative effort in dreaming up a new
universe for a short story is almost
as great as that for a book---so why
not write a book? This doesn't mean I
have plans to ccase writing shoxrt
stuff, I tend to write too economic-
ally rather than pad thirgs cut, and
I hope I will always be atle to eval-
uate the weight of an idea end write
it to its appropriate length.

ﬁi In that case I take it you had rath-
er 1little to do with the Slow Glass
framing d2vice in UNXWOWN WCRLDS.
That comic strip... "S=e the WONDERS
captured in the SLOW GLASS!M

The Unknown Worlds comic thing came
about simply basause they appreacied
me and said thoy wenld like to do it
and were prepared to pay a cet fee for
each issue, Aathors usually agz2e to
any proposal in which they got more
money and egoboo without having to
1ift a finger. I suspected that Mar-
vel would mess the idea around some-
what, which they duly did, but I
wasn't too perturbed because---sorry
if this offends anybody---in my mind I
don't commect comics with writing. The
things Marvel did just seemed irrelev-
ant, There was a little personal bonus
in it for me, though. My only son has
remained determinedly unimpressed by
my having published a string of hard-
back books, but he took the comic to
school to show his friends!

5 How about other media? I think
NIGHT WALK would film rather well,

A couple of years ago an American gen-
tleman wrote and said he wanted to buy
the film rights of NIGHT WALK, but th-
ere was no mention of money and none
changed hands. Six months later he
told me he had almost finished the
script, but that was the last I heard
of the matter. I guess he was some


gixi.lt

kind of free-~lance who in the end didn't
succecd in interesting a studio in the
proposition, It was a pity, but one
lives in hope€sss

A There are images in your books wh-
ich hang round like vivid film-
scenes: I think of that collapsed
lung flapping in ONE MILLION TQMOR-
ROWS, the man who loses his eye in
GROUND ZERO MAN, the disturbing
prostheses almost anywhere, To me
it!'s a Bob Shaw hallmark: the Lit-
tlo Macabre Touch. These little
tweaks at the nerves must be therec
for a reason,

This common factor you've noticed in
my books, and which you've dubbed the
Little Macabre Touch, is-=-as you sur-
mise~-—-inserted with a conscious eye
for effect, but I'm not altogether sure
of what effect, Paradoxically, I feel
that a writer can convey a sense of
reality to a reader by bringing the
recader face to face with something wh-
ich is likely to be outside his owm
experience of reality. The uncommon
ratifies the common, For instance, if
you'lve ever had a raging toothache for
a couple of days, and then have the
tooth removed, you are immediately
back in the same condition you were in
before you got the ache---but how dif-
ferent it seems! I can remember walk-
ing down the steps from my dentist's
surgery and understanding, though only
transiently, that true happiness is
not being in pain, Given that one th-
ing, freedom from pain, we ought to be
able to enjoy our lives.

#% I'm always convinced that freedom
from my immediate worry---whatever
it isl--~will put everything right.

.+ Straying completely from the point
for a moment, the mention of that den-
tist's surgery in Belfast reminds me
of an odd thing which happened there.
I'd been visiting this man twice a
year for several years, in his very
large terraced property in Castlereagh
Street, and was completely accustomed
to trotting up the stairs to the mezz-~
anine landing, turning and going up
the next flight and into the surgery
on the left of the first floor landing.
Then, one rainy afternoon, I was going
in for a check-up and, just as I rea-
ched the mezzanine landing, a very
strange chilly feeling came over me.
It was so odd that I paused and looked

(6Z;p the second flight of stairs, My

eyes were drawn---not to the familiar
surgery on the left---but to the door
on the right belonging to another den-
tist., Then I got a clear vision of a
young woman, easily recognisable as my
mother at a much earlier period of her
life, lying in a bed beyond that door
and wearing a bedjacket of pale green
silk, This wag the first occasion---in
fact, the only onc---on vhich I really
experienced that celebrated crawling
feeling on the nape of the necls,

The feeling wore off in a few sec-
onds, but it had made such an impres-
sion on me that when the dentist had
finished his work, instead of going
back to the office, I drove to my mo-
ther's house, which was a couple of
miles away. I was half-expecting to
find something wrong, but she was all
right and insisted on making me a cup
of tea before I returned to work., VWh-~
ile I was drinking it I asked her
where I had been born, She said, "In
Nurse Kells'!s Nursing Home." I said,
"Where exactly is that?" She said,
"Down in Castlerecagh Strecet, where the
dentists are now," I then asked her if
she had had a pale green silk bedjack-
et at that time, and she confirmed
that she had, but she was baffled at
my knowing about it because it had
been discarded when I was an infant.,

(Sad to relate, there is a fairly
mundsne explanation for the above sto-
ry---I have a brother who is 18 months
younger than I am, and he was born in
the same room, which was the one at the
right of the first floor landing. lfy
father could have brought me alcng on
a visit., The questions which linger
with me are: How did I recall a gdetail
like the bedjacket from an impression
gained when I was 13 years old? And
what was there about that particular
rainy afternoon which brought the "me-
mories" back with such eerie vividness
when none of my previous visits to the
same house hzd had any effect?)

¥t Does this sort of thing happen to
you often?

I can give one other genuine example

of my psychic powers, but with a plea
that nobody will accuse me of believ-
ing in ghosts, My father was born in

the heart of rural Ireland and he nev-
er felt completely at home in the city
of Belfast, where he spent most of his



life. He, was very fond of Guinness,
but he shu,rmed the clty's ord:.nary ‘
pubs and always drank in a strange '
. little off~licence. about a mile from f
our home, Most nights he ‘could be found
in there with three or four cronies,
none of whom was worried about the il-
legality of the arrangement,: or the
fact that he was a policeman. He' died
in 1968, and one day about three mon-
ths later I was across town on an err=-
and with my youngest child, who was
five at the time. I tock a short cut
along the street where the off-licence
was, and on seeing it I thought, "If
ghosts really existed, that's where my
father'!s. wquld be found.," Denise was
kneeling in the back of the car, look=-
ing out of -the rear window, and when
we passed the off-licence she shouted
"Look! Thercls grandad'"

Because of what T had ,)ust ‘been
thinking I asked her which grandad she
was talking about, in cage my wife's
father had strayed into that part of -
the city. She said, "Grandad Shaw, of
course. O 0. het!s dead." I coul-
dn't see anythmg in the restricted -
view of the‘mirror; but Denise pers:.s-
ted in her s’ca.tement that she had 'seen
my . father g@mg into the off-licence,
I can testlfy that she knew nothing
about his d:r:.nknzb habits, and that
she had ug, 211 probability never even
been along that strest before because
it was mileg away from where I lived,
‘The above ig absolutely true.and not
doctored or’ slanted in.any way, but I
have no expla.nat:.on for it,

However, we were talk:.ng about Lit-
tle Macabre: Touches, One of the reasons
I put them in is that they had such a
strong effect on me when I first enc-
ountered them in’ ‘real life, You refer
to the flapping lung in ONE MILLICN
TOMORROWS. I heard about.that from a
friend who had experiencéd it when he
was récovering from a lung injury, and
my ‘blood ran cold when he . casually men-
tionéd how he had had to.learn to walk
with an’ une‘yen rhythm to prevent this
collapsed ling banging on.the inside
of his ribeage. The funny thing is.that
this chap was a keen amateur writer.
who had hopes of selling SF stories
some day., When I &sked him if he plan-
ned to use the lung thing in one. of .
his stories he looked puzzled at the
very notion, and he gladly gave me -
permission to make use of it myself,

(1

It is possible that the reason I am
a Writer who has had some commercial
success, while he never got started,
is that I could see a value in that.
experience of his, even at second hand,
while he couldn!t, ’ 1

I spend a fair amount of time sitt-
ing in pubs--=the south Lakeland pubs
are &at for yarning away the hours
in---and somehow I never get bored ev-
en when listening to the celebrated .
local bores doing their stuff, Too of-
ten I've found that little old men who
are completely "non=literary"”, if you
know what I mean by that term, have
had striking experiences and because
they choose the "wrong" words:to rel-
ate them, they somehow convey thier
exper:l.ences with: force and -elarity.

Itve listened to innumerable stor-
ies about the wartime bl:.tzes, but one
I remember most clearly came from a
tiny old man who was talking a’bout a
bomb landing quite near him, and:he "
said it. "filled his trousers". For a
moment I thought this was an euphemism
for the failure of his sphincter; mis-
cle, but I queried it anyway. He'ind-
icated his trousers, which were of the

‘0ld-style voluminous type---possj.bly

the same ones he wore during theiblitz
~-—-and he explained that for a moment
they had gently inflated like bal}oons
and then subsided. This humble, hemely
little detail suddenly gave me the cl-
earest picture I've ever had of gn air
pressure wave rolling out in a flat,
invisible, circular ripple from the
centre of a . bomb blast... Is th:l.s get-
ting away from the point again? ;

;‘g:; No, it's fasc:.natmg...But tell me
---getting back to LMT!'s——=how many
of the others have roots in reality?
The ball-bear:.ng douche, the deta:.ls
of m:.gra:.ne-—-- '

The IM["s fall :Lnto two classes: those

"I experienced directly or indirectlys;

and those I made up.

In the foimer category come the vi-
sual effects of migraine which were
described in some detail in THE TWO-
TIMERS, . Those were quite easy to:do
because I get them about twice a year,
though luckily I have a rare form of
migraine called hemicrania sine dolore
(the half-headache without pain) in
which I get all the visual fireworks,
but no subsequent pain, The' lung busi-
ness I've already mentioned, and the



men drowning in ball-bearings in ONE(®)with his eye in his hands, even he must

MILLION TOMORROWS was a straight rep-
ort of one of my best nightmares, 1
woke up from that one in a cold sweat,
and can still feel all the little st-
eel balls clicking against my back t.
teeth on their way down to my lungs.

The part in THE GROUND ZERO MAN in
which the man fell onto a projecting
steel reinforcing bar and lost his eye
was taken from real life, an event
which occurred to one of my boyhood
chums, The real horror in that sequ- -
ence, for me, was not the loss of the
eye. For some reason, I was more app-
alled by the fact that the boy picked
his eye up and ran home with it---and
that was why, in the book, I had the
man pick up his eye and advance on -
Hutchman with it cradled in his hands,
At that moment the character in the
book was confronted with the same re-
ality that my friend had faced at the
age of ten---that the human body is
like a machine in some ways, that you
can take bits off it but that it is
very difficult, or impossible, to put
them back on again, : ‘

It all comes down to my dismay at
the realisation that the entity I know
as Bob Shaw, I, me, exists at one lev-
el of reality---and the only way he can
interact with the outer reality is th~
rough the functioning of a vexy stra-
nge, complicated, messy and frail set
of organs. This arrangement seems both
precarious and uwnfair. I'd rather be
a ghost, or failing that I'd like to
be constructed like an apple, with a
smooth skin on the ocutside and a sim=-
ple, wholesome, homogeneous material
inside, - ,

(%% Thus the very different constr-

uction of the aliens in PALACE
.. (P ETERNITY? : , '
 (Yes, I wanted to make the Syccans
nasty looking creatures, and a good
way to do this seemed to be by des-
igning them with their insides on
the outside, if you know what I me-
_ an., I wouldbve to be sufficiently

in tune with nature to enable me %o

look at a heart heaving awey inside

an opened chest cavity and think,

How beautiful! But I can!t and th-

atls that. Needless to say, I never

even considered being present at
the births of my children,)

When the boy ran home to his' mother

have known--~beneath all the panic---
that he was behaving illogically, but a

part of him wanted to be told, "It's

811 right---the doctor will join it

on to you again, and everything will
be like it was before." And the fact
that things were not going to work out
that way meant that Reality, and Death,
had presented their calling cards,

. Other IMI't's~==like the lady in the
lake, and the grub in PALACE OF .ETER-
NITY---were manufactured out of my im-
agination and, although you class them
as memorable, they haven't the same
impaet for me, possibly because I
dontt feel threatened by them,

The most threatening images have
to do with gseeing, In OTHER DAYS,
OFHER EYES, "People are their
eyes... the retina is an extension
of the brain..."

I have the greatest respect and admir-
ation for anybody who goes blind and -
is able to carry on with his life. I
couldn't do it. I had quite a serious
eye disease which once threatened my
sight, end since then I can't bear to
sleep in a totally dark room, When I
waken up I have to see immediately I
open my eyes. I even wear rimless gl-
asses because I can't bear to have
the frame getting in the way of a por-
tion of my visual input from the out-
side world, = = = ' : :
¥ That's why artificial eyes come ac-
ross as being ‘so macabre, ---But
then, there!s a whole range of...
weirdness implicit in man-machine
interfaces, which writers minimise
or dismiss, '

As you say, very few writers exploit
the eerie and umatural aspect of cy-
borgs. In the SIX MILLION DOLLAR MAW,
for instance, he is always shown ‘
neatly rigged out in shirt and slacks

—=~but underneath the clothes, what
must the joins look like? There was .

quite a moving episode in that other-
wise rather daft series in which Aus-
tin's childhood sweetheart became a
bionic woman, and there was a prospect
of them getting married and having bi-
onic sex together., When one looked at

- them both fully clothed this seemed

quite romantic, but when they undress-~
ed there would be the joins to contend
with, I'm not being facetious., The nub



of the whole cyborg concept is the in-
terface between flesh and machine, and
I can only guess at some of the horr=-
ors and indignities which could be out-
lined by, say, Christian Barnard.

«eesSince writing the above paragr-
aph I've seen an episode of THE BIONIC
WOMAN, one in which she takes part in
a bathing beauty contest, and it bec-
ame apparent that, as far as the tele-
vision people are concerned, bionic
people don't have any visible joins.
They seem to assume that the plastic
skin of the artificial limbs will
blend and imperceptibly change into
real skin where required---something I
regord as totally imposeible, If I'd
been connected with the series I would
have been prompted by my science fic-
tion conscience to object about that,
and no doubt I would have been thrown
off the teom, Similarly I would have
had to speak up, in the context of
SPACE 1999, about their assumption
that all races in the golaxy speak
English, This probably means I am des-
tined never to make the big time in
"popular" science fiction---but when
something is blatantly impossible I
just can't stomach it.

T don't know how dishonest this is,
because I'm quite happy to have things
in a story which are discreetly impos-
sible, Perhaps my criterion is that if
I am satisfied that the author is an
intelligent person who does me the
compliment of crediting me with some
intelligence too, I can go along with
his creation, In the case of TV scie-
nce fiction, I am almost certain the
people in charge are scientifically
illiterate and either can!'t see glar-
ing flaws or assume that anybody who
is dumb enough to watch SF rubbish
won't notice anything wrong.

The question of what is possible or
impossible in a work of fiction is an
interesting one because---as I have
indicated---the author is required to
do a bit of double-think, A book I
did recently, A WREATH OF STARS, has
been getting good reviews, and I reg-
ard it as part of my output of "seri=
ous" science fiction——-and yet there
are things in it which strain even my
credulity.

On the other hand, I've just handed

over a novel called MEDUSA'S CHILDREN
which I wrote in an entirely different

(9)

mood, and which was never meant to be
classed as "serious", It features, am=-
ong other thirgs, an intelligent muta-
ted jellyfish---something which for
all I know is quite possible consider-
ing the already fantastic nature of
siphonophores, but which I couldn't
take seriously.

I don't think MEDUSA'S CHILDREN
will get good reviews. When I started
it I was hoping to show I could deli-
berately break the rules in the same
way that Brian Aldiss did in HOTHOUSE,
but it didn't come out like that, and
the critics are going to say I've gone
into a creative decline, Or, perhaps
I'11 be lucky and they'll grant me
licence to fool around a bit in print
every now and then, I'll just have to
wait and see... but that!s one of the
things which makes life interesting.

§§ Thanks, Bob,

P T T I R A

Feetnote:

Eric Batard reports in MAGNUS 8
that Bob Shaw'!s first book has become,
in French translation, UNE LONGUE
MARCHE DANS LA NUIT. Which is a bit
long-winded, but fair enough. Also on
the list are familiar-looking titles
like "LE CREPUSCULE DE BRIAREUS de R.
Cooper... LA SECONDE EXPERIENCE de
J.0.Jeppson...". The one that foxed
me was Zelazny's LE SERUM DE LA
DEESSE BLEUE. The Serum of the Blue
Goddess? Good grief. (D)

Grzat SF Plot Notions Later Sold To
Harlan Kllison, Number 1:

"I can read... that Lazarus was rai-
sed from the dead, yet not demand
where in the interim his Soul await-
ed; or raise a Law-case, whether his
Heir might lawfully detain his inher-
itance bequeathed unto him by his
death, and he, though restored to life,
have no Plea or Title unto his former
possessions,"

(Religio Medici (1642) by Sir Thom-

as Browne)

Dilemma

"Je are between the wild thoat of
certainty and the mad zitidar of fact
---we can escape neither."

(The Gods of Mars by Edgar Rice

Burroughs)
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THE MCHVING TARGET

transient fanzine reviews: jim linwood

The first two issues of Dave Rowe's
K were received with mixed feelings
by most fannish pundits, the consensus
opinion being one of disappointment---
mediocrity followed by the passable.
However, with K3 Dave plays a mean
trump card: an issue that is everyth-
ing X could have been and should have
been from the start---an international
fanzine of high quality with a minimm
of editorial presence. The sting in
the tail is Davel!s "Yah boo, I told
you I could do it" and then announcing
its death. By holding back the flood-
gate of feedback until the third issue
Dave shows what a potentially live
zine he had on his hands, despite his
deplorable technique of editing the
LoC's into separate subjects--—-a well
written LoC from the like of Glick-
sohn or Warner has a logical flow
even when dealing with disparate top-
ics.,

The Novaward controversy is promin-
ent---there've been too many bleeding
hearts on vwhat is a rather trivial
issue compared with keeping some sem-~
blance of unity within Anglofandom---
but several fen, including Alan Stew-
art and Paul Skelton, give serious
consideration to the alternatives of
a British Fanzine Award without resor-
ting to the character assassination
and fuggheaded remaxks that are now
the inevitable afterbirth of the Nov-
awaxrd,

Chris Fowler raises several serious
points (in a LoC that Dave considered
editing because of its length, but
quite rightly let stand) on how far
fanzine reviewers should go when they
stray from objective to subjective
comment; although he fails to see the
point that even objective reviews sh-
ould have some jam in them---even if
the jam is a fan editor'!s blood. Gray
Boak!s reviews in "The Things I Not-
ice Now" are a mixture of objective
and subjective (with perhaps a smear
of red in respect of McMahon'!s INV-

ERTED EAR TRUMPET) and, although reg-
rettably short and rushed, keep within
the confines of each zine under review
instead of using them as a springboard
for personal abuse.

I'm not quite sure what to make of
Mae Strelkov's two short contribut-
ions; they contain the spark that pro-
duces superb LoC's but Dave does her
a disservice by presenting them as ar-
ticles in their own right. With a min-
imum of rewriting Mae's items would
have made an added bonus to the letter
pages or an integrated column.

Dave Cockfield's Boakcon report es-—
tablishes him as a promising fanwriter
with some accurate and affectionate
portraits of the attendees---here!s a
guy who goes to cons, seeks out new
faces and is nice to them...a dying
practice. Ben Indick writes a tribute
to, and reminisces about, the late
David H.Keller and his wife; a very
strong, moving piece of writing that
carefully avoids sentimentality and
yet conveys a deep sense of loss, Ber-
nie Peek---K's half sleeping editor---
concludes his apology of an editorial
with the poser: ".,.what person in
their right mind would spend time and
money on sending what amounts to a
long letter to people they might never
meet?" The answer is simple---a fan,

Issue 9 of the usually innocuous
and pleasantly rambling ic has alr-
eady carved a place for itself in fen-
history as the zine that built the
barricades which several well-known
fen are still manning---although the
positions in Gray's camp are noticably
vacant due to desertion at the first
sound of enemy gunfire and assertions
that they were forcibly conscripted
while intoxicated. In retrospect,
Gray's misguided criticism of the Nov-
award seems mild compared with a pass-
ing remark of his on page 4 that a
cormittee member of a recent Eastercon



lifted £40 from the proceeds, Did I (11) possesses & better sense of narrative

hear that right? -—yes, EMBEZZLEMENT
is the name of the game. Gray refuses
to name names., I wish he had; but
"head=in~the-clouds idealism" is now
unfashionable, giving rip-off artists
a free rein, i

There is a belief generally held by
fannish cognoscenti that good material
will always transcend bad reproduction
and layout---an icon that Brian Parker
takes a sledgehammer to in Parker!s
Patch 3, Curiosity prevented my grainy
a,m, astigmatism from slinging it into
the slush pile usually reserved for
zines bearing a Lancaster postmark,
yet the contents page revealed the
names Kettle and West---persons not
usually found within crudzines---ond
so my translation of this over- and
under-inked mess was commenced in the
manner of extracting pomegranate pips
With a pin-o

Brian's editorial is repetitive and
verbose, but makes the excellent point
that producing a zine, however crappy,
is a way of paying one's way in Fandom
and honestly admitting that it's a
damn sight more easy than LoCing---I'd
like to add reviewing also; LoC writ-
ers can be selective, whilst the Guild
rules state that a zine must be read
at least 5 times to ensure fair com-
nent, :

Leroy Kettle has a minor classic of
humour concerning his attempts to fol-
low in the footsteps of Little Mzl and
secure an interview with Tom Disch.
Leroy's popularity as a fan-writer
lies in his total lack of pretensions
and the way the reader can identify
with hin as he wisecracks his way th-
rough familiar farmish experiences, He
comes over as Joe Everyfan, always on
the verge of having a story published,
dogged by fate, moking stupendous soc-
ial faux-pas while trying to infiltr-
ate pro-dom with its phoneys and pos-
eurs in search of the elusive interv-
iew, but always having an out by being
able to run back to his mates (or the
nearest faned) with the newly redisc-
overed knowledge that most pros really
are self-opinionated creeps.

The West turned out to be Don's
wife An, which is the next best
thing-——possibly better, because she
knows when to cut sentonces short and

construction——-with an excellent piece
on being married to an erratic but .
brilliant fannish commentator. The .
most umusual line in the article is
Ann's revelation that she only dissov-
ered that she was pregnant after 8
months-~—I'd missed this an the first

' _reading, but both Marion and Simone

Walsh were rendered incredulous by
Ann's oversight,

The lettercol shows enthusiasm for
Brian's original non-derivative style
with intelligent letters from Jeff
Moy, Ritchie Smith and the highly ver-
satile Joseph M,Nicholas, Joe, to drop
his pompous full name, is someone to
watch---ubiquitously appearing in both
fannish and sercon zines with thought-
ful and amising LoCs. He can be forg-
iven for bearing more than a passing
resemblance to the young Gerry Webb.

Who knows the evil that lurks in fans!
hearts? ..........-.......-.....Spy X1

It seems that publishing giant Gra-
ham Poole is responsible for 50% of
Anglofanac---I have before me Spi D,
Hot-Pot, Spaces 1 and his latest off-
ering Cyclotron. This is a Jekyll
brew that attempts to turn nicé frien-
dly sercon types, who are currently
pushing computer buttons or awaiting
redundancy in the Civil Service, into
conceited cocksucking pros. However,
once past the atrocious cover depict-
ing a butch nude with big tits rising
from the Kojerkoff pate of Harry Haxrr-
ison, there are some genuinely useful
tips and information for budding pros
—--=1like there should be no fewer than
three obvious corrections on any one
page of a MS. Co-editor Dave Penny
1ists 5 outlets for material (7 if you
include New Writings and Andromeda),
which is a depressing prospect for any
one hoping to m<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>