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Welcome to Volume 3, issue 3 of Plokta, the fanzine that washes
whiter. Plokta is available for loc, trade, contribution or the last
shreds of fannish credibility. Send them to

Alison Scott, 42 Tower Hamlets Road, Walthamstow,
London, E17 4RH
and/or

Steve Davies, 52 Westbourne Terrace, Reading,
Berks., RG30 2RP

This month’s unrivalled fashion & beauty pages show you
how to recreate our gorgeous cover look, and, as usual, we
have some pointless articles about sex which we only put in
to sell more copies of the fanzine.

We’ve also got all your letters (well, the ones we haven’t lost,
anyhow). Keep writing in, girls! Send your problems to Dr
Plokta, or send us your comments on how wonderful you
think we are.
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To top it all off, we have hundreds of glossy advertisements
for doubtful beauty products, and lots of pictures of anorexic
young girls to make you depressed about being a size 12 (of
course the Plokta cabal average out at about a size 86). We’re
sure you’ll love Cosmoplokta! And remember, there’s Dr
Plokta’s spare Pentium 90 for this month’s star letter.
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Our Plokta World
This has been such an exciting Winter Spring
Summer for everyone here at Cosmoplokta!
We have survived the usual highs and lows
that come with putting together a
wonderful—and controversial—fanzine like
Cosmoplokta! We’re really excited by the
result and we hope you will be too. As the
ultimate fanzine for young women, we’re
continuing to evolve in entire unexpected
directions. Cosmoplokta is famous for its
mature yet fun-filled attitude to love,
sex and relationships. But we’re not
afraid of printing hard-hitting
reportage as well. This issue, we
investigate the degrading life of
professional SF drag queens. And on
page 97, we expose the appalling
treatment of young fannish women in
Croydon. With photographs! These
poor, degraded young lasses are
chained to duplicators and forced to
slave over fanzine production on little
more than a bucket thimble of Laphroaig
a day. It is terrible to think of fanzines
being produced in these circumstances
and we urge our readers to boycott any
fanzine that considers whips, chains and
black leather corsets to be an essential part
of its production process. Apart from this
one of course. [NB. Better have the lawyers
run an eye over this story, just in case. Ed]
Then on page 3 we have an in-depth expose
of decadent goings-on in that mecca of
clubbing and indie bands, Manchester. If you
want to know where it’s really all happening,
read Cosmoplokta! Then you won’t want to
know any more.
And of course, we’re quick to pick up the latest fashions in
the entertainment world. On page 6, we’re delighted to
welcome Kari to our pages, with her in-depth look at barebreasted young oriental boys Hong Kong action movies.

Steve Davies & Alison Scott, Editors
On the cover: Photograph of Chris
Treganza by Steve Davies. Clothes
styled by the Wild Women of
Wombat; Jess Bennet, Meike Benzler
and Tanya Brown. Hair by Brylcreem.
Recreate this look using a range of
charity shops near you, entirely too
much cheap makeup and a pair of
old socks.
On this page: Lady Pat McMurray
models the latest design of
Femidom.
This issue finally hammered
together on a baking hot August
Bank Holiday, a mere speaker’s
throw away from the Reading Rock
Festival who appear to be making
attempts to break the record for
‘Most Obtrusive Event Audible In
More Than 6 Counties.’ Guests at this
session were famous Hugo-nominated
fanzine editor Pam Wells and globe
trotting SMOF Cheryl Morgan on a
rare stopover from California.
In the next issue: Alison explains about
fish fingers and gay sex, Dr Plokta
explains why he isn’t married to Alison,
and Steve wonders about getting a new
co-editor. Meanwhile, we should also
have a review of the 1998 Worldcon,
Bucconeer, together with our master plan
for not running the next British Worldcon.
It’s not ready yet, not by any manner of
means, and we can always use good articles and fillos (or
indeed fine artwork). Of course, we have to shoehorn all
contributions into the inimitable Plokta style, but the results
are still sometimes recognisable.

could love. Hurriedly, we beat back the encroaching jungle
with a flame-thrower and a brace of machetes, doing our
little bit towards global warming. Jim, by now an old Africa
hand, advises from the security of the chandelier. Ulrika
bedecks herself with a fistful of slaughtered orchids and half
the tray of starters. We stare out of the window through a
temporary gap in the rain forest, slowly coming to the
realisation that, outside, there’s a blizzard going on. Yes, the
ice age has returned to Manchester and it’s snowing like an
explosion in a chicken factory out there.

suited for this, particularly the 6-storey lobby (tastefully
painted in blue, gold, gold, gold and gold). A different party
sets up shop on every landing, vastly simplifying the job of
party hopping, at least so long as you’re going in a
downwards direction. And now, it’s time for Alison’s lifestyle
tips number 377: “Don’t drink rum out of a bottle in a
brown paper bag while lying on a chaise longue surrounded
by adoring young men. You’ll only overdo it and regret it the
next morning. And the next afternoon. And evening. Just
don’t talk about it, OK? I have to go and lie down now.”

At last, the party is forcibly rolled out of the cosy warm
restaurant by a crack team of attack waiters and pointed
through the six-foot snowdrifts in the general direction of
the hotel. Dodging the odd polar bear/mugger/football fan as
we go, we are just in time not to see a team of bloodspattered nuns clutching chainsaws fleeing the other way. On
the front steps of the Britannia, the last dying survivor of the
massacre is only just managing to hold his head on. Blood
gushes from his face, down the stairs and into the road
where it freezes in lurid puddles. It appears, I hear
subsequently, that he was vociferously upset about the large
numbers of commie, lesbian science fiction fans in his
vicinity. Following which he called one of the hotel’s
bouncers a very naughty word, resulting in him being used
for basketball practice down the steps of the hotel. An
ambulance has been called and the bouncer is helping police
with their enquiries into how they can win the divisional
sports championship. Apparently this sort of thing happens
all the time in Manchester.

“Look, Steve” says Fran Dowd, soft furnishings supremo of
Intuition, appearing in a puff of smoke and sequins from
behind a nearby metaphor. “This just isn’t good enough.
We’re nearly three pages in, you’ve only got as far as Friday
night, and all you can do is ramble in a vaguely surreal
fashion. Tell you what, I’ll show you the mystic passes
required to call a lift to the ground floor of the Jarvis, and in
exchange for that all I want is your immortal soul for you to
skip straight to the end of the convention. Think of the
advantages, you can miss three whole Ops shifts and be first
in the Jacuzzi when the convention finishes!” “How about if
we just jump to Monday afternoon? I’m on next year’s
committee and I have to go to the Gripe Session and find out
what went wrong while I was dying of boredom in Ops.”
“Done!” Thunder peals three times from an empty sky.

Entering the lobby, I have a close encounter with a seriously
rattled Chris Bell. It appears that, only moments before, the
hotel had been invaded by regiments of riot police charging
down to the disco. Chris, not unnaturally, had assumed that
her children were responsible and had been frantically trying
to find Rowan (or possibly Rachel) in order to spirit them
away from the unwanted attentions of the Law. Since Rachel
(or possibly Rowan) was actually currently engaged in being
the universal centre of attention in the Games Room, Chris
had little success in finding her. This naturally left her in a
state of serious hug-deprivation. Look, I know you don’t
believe me but it’s true, every word.... Well, all right, maybe
not the nuns.

Dave Wake—saving the con from the scum of Aliens
Apparently there was a masquerade on Saturday. I
understand that Dave Wake knows something about why I
can’t remember anything about it. Fortunately, someone
carefully broke both Dave’s ankles for him and left an Alien’s
head at the foot of his bed, so I don’t think he’ll do it again.

Milady holds forth to her adoring fans

Still, all’s well that ends well (except for the guy who got
dribbled down into the gutter—but hey, it’s a learning
experience!) and it’s time to go party. The Britannia, having
a decor which can only be described as mythic High
Victorian Brothel (with added zebras), is especially well

Monday. Hey! How did we get here? I swear it was Friday
night only minutes ago. Conventions seem to go so quickly
these days. Oh shit! The gripe session’s in half an hour (oh,
OK, I know it’s not called a Gripe Session, but that’s what
they mean by Feedback Session, isn’t it?). Look, nice talking
to you, but I have to go take notes. Suddenly, an angel (Sue
Edwards) descends from on high, saying “Blessed art thou
above all mortals for thou and the rest of the Reconvene
committee art on a programme item, and Intuition will buy
thee each a drink (supposing we can convince the barstaff to
accept the sodding drinks tokens for once).” “You what? No,
I’ve got to go listen to the Gripe Session. I’m not on any
programme items....” A flash of divine light, a rushing wind
like the beating of mighty wings; then my sight gradually
clears, showing a ghastly vision. There we are in the Gripe
Session, but instead of Intuition’s committee facing the
baying mobs... there we stand, the target of their wrath.
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“No! No! Aaargh! That’s not meant to happen till next year!
Fran, I renounce our pact!” The room echoes with a dreadful
cackling and with cries of “a la lanterne!” the packs of
hungry fans close in for the kill.
“Well?” “Well what?” “So how did you survive
Mephistophelfran betraying you to the mob?” “Well, that
would be telling.” “Oh, come on! You can’t just leave it like
that!” “How about, ‘and with one bound he was free!’?”
“No!” “Spoilsport.” “Come on, you’re going to have to tell
us someday.” <Sigh>. “Oh, alright. Well, first we gained
some time and a lot of popularity by grabbing Wilf James
and throwing him to the lions. Then Chris Bell invoked the
holy name of the recently beatified St. Andy of Croft, after
which we just blamed the Intuition committee for everything
including the weather, Paul Kincaid, Manchester and not
invading Poland when they had the chance.” “Did it work?”
“No. Fortunately, Alice Lawson realised that if we didn’t
make it we wouldn’t be available for them to hand over to at
the closing ceremony. So she whisked us out of there with
inches to spare. It was a damn close-run thing, though."
“Whew! And did you make it to the Jacuzzi party
afterwards?” “Sort of, by the time we got there it was full of
Intuition committee members.” “How could you tell?” “Tell
what?” “How could you tell they were committee? Don’t all
fans look the same without their glasses on?” “Ah, it’s the
waistcoats, you see. If you were a real committee member,
your waistcoat was red silk all over, if you were just staff like
me, the back of the waistcoat was plain black.” “In the
Jacuzzi?!” “Look, nobody ever said you had to be sane to be
on an Eastercon committee.” “True. What do they say?”
“Mine’s a pint.”

Dr Plokta’s College Guide
We’ve noticed that the hot supplement to have with your
daily newspaper this August appears to be the latest edition
of the UCAS listings—that is, the university courses in Britain
still remaining for people wishing to start their study this
autumn. Therefore, we’re letting you know now about hot
options for further education. And just in case you’re
wondering, we haven’t made any of these up.

Imbibers among you can go and do Wine Studies at Brighton
University, or Brewing and Distilling at Heriot-Watt
University. [For some reason, Alison knew where the UK’s
only brewing course was without being told]. We have
absolutely no idea why someone would want to study
Taxation and 3D Spatial Design at the London Guildhall
University, but we can all see the attraction of three years of
Computer Games Technology and Virtual Environments at
Abertay University. On the other hand, Underwater Studies
at Plymouth sounds rather challenging. But the star is the
Central University of Lancashire, which offers such delights
as degree level courses in Tableware and Commercial Floral
Design. We’re just wondering whether that last one is flower
arranging or genetic engineering.
One sunny afternoon a few years ago, we stopped by Kari's
house. “We were just watching Hong Kong action movies, ”
said Britain’s foremost Celtic historian. “Wanna see one?”
Well we weren't sure, but we were wrong. “Write us an article
about bendy Hong Kong movie stars, ooh, go on, do?" we
asked. And here it is.

Hong Kong Heaven
Everything’s a conspiracy. Ask the Sunday Sport. Aliens
indoctrinated Boy Scouts via crop-circles, and assassinated
Princess Diana. Elvis is living in bliss with Lord Lucan, in a
semi-detached B-52 bomber on the dark side of the moon.
Everything has an agenda, a discourse, an intertextual, post
modern resonance. Everything’s in the hands of the pope, or
the patriarchy, or the president of the milk marketing board.
Everything.

Dissipated reprobates—Austin Benson, Mike Scott, Caroline
Mullan, Naomi Saunders, Alison Scott and Jim Trash

And so our saga draws towards its inevitable and unedifying
close. That evening, driven temporarily mad by drink and
desire, Pat McMurray and Chris Tregenza dress as coypu for
Night of The Living Women. This event will live in infamy
as long as the photographs exist. Untouched electronic
copies now available from the Plokta archives at low, low
prices! Get your blackmail material today! John Harold wins
countless raffle prizes (all utterly unwantable), assorted
strange Things (e.g. Tobes) are auctioned for TAFF, and the
rest of us? Well we just get drunk. There’s no option really,
due to a strange confluxion of cosmic forces beyond the
comprehension of mere mortals, buying an orange juice in
the Crystal room bar suddenly costs ten times as much as
anywhere else. Reality is gradually reasserting itself.
Overhead, without any fuss, the less probable fans are
winking out one by one and returning to amorphous
mundanity. The walls of the world are closing in. la! la! Shub
Niggurath! No, wait, that’s been done.... Uh, That’s All Folks!
—Steve Davies
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Long, long ago, in a Midlands far, far away, a back street
Leicester cinema made its money alternating soft porn with
poorly dubbed kung-fu kick flicks. And good girls with
principles never set foot over the threshold. This wasn’t film,
wasn’t art, or entertaifiment, this was only pulp, hidden in
the darkness like a copy of Playboy under the covers. This
wasn’t for me, or any other woman. Remember that.
Remember that association. Nothing exists in a vacuum.
Conspiracies are everywhere. There is no escape from the
patriarchy. I thought, back then, that the barrier that kept me
out was one of age, or discrimination, or just my own better
taste. I thought the kung fu movie was too violent, or too
boring, or just plain too bad.
Too bad, honey. You missed out big time there. The
Leicester Lighthouse knew a thing or two. What the girl
can’t see, the girl won’t lose sleep over. Hong Kong cinema,
all of it, is a boys’ own playground. Even now, the dual
strands of Hong Kong cinema literacy are barbed and twisted
against us. The output is relentlessly male-targeted, from the
sentimental boys’-bonding bloodshed melodrama of John
Woo, via the low-budget, soft-porn, tit flicks, to the
masturbatory, self-congratulatory misogynism of arthouse

hero, Wong Kar-Wei. This is red-blooded, macho, beefcakeon-the bone-land. Girls keep out. You won’t understand.
And if you do, we won’t like it. I should have remembered
all along that the Lighthouse was a porn cinema.

Pull the plug on Titanic, strip Sharpe of his shiny black
boots, and buy Sean Connery a bath-chair. The most
beautiful man is the world isn’t di Caprio, or even David
Sylvian. He’s a thirty-something action star and singer from
Hong Kong, named Andy Lau Tak-Wah. Alain Delon on
ecstasy, a lean, mean, honed clean gun-toting angel, with an
oiled velvet singing voice, and a body to make you dream.
And he’s not on his own. In Hong Kong, they churn them
out by the bakers’ dozen. All through the seventies and
eighties, it was the best-kept male secret in the Western
world. Hong Kong action cinema is the bad girl’s dreamland
in Dolby and Technicolor. One night with Andy will ruin
you for Tom Cruise forever. Here is the place where men are
fit, and fast, and beautiful, and don’t care how they touch
each other. This is the celluloid heaven, where boys in wet
silk smoulder at their women, and each other, and never stop
to worry that the next stunt might just hurt. In Hollywood,
carefully made-up Ken dolls pose before blue-screen, and
worry about their manicure. Action stars are overbuilt,
wooden performers, whose careers rest not on what they do,
but on what they did before they entered the sound stage.
Who cares that Steven Seagal was a Navy SEAL, or Van
Damme was European karate champion? Hollywood puts big
red ring fences round its action movies, and panders to frail
male egos with press-packs, and massaged histories.
The most elegant of Caucasian action stars, the charming
Richard Norton, has never been much of a success in the
West. We don’t want action stars who appeal to the girls.
Girls want romance, as any fool knows. It’s a benchmark of
dating. Bore him with that Julia Roberts weepie, then let him
bore you with the latest piece of Seagal action. It has to be
boring. Otherwise the women might just discover the secret
which the Boots advertising crew are latching on to. Fit and
beautiful men are more fun than the lazy slob you’re with.
It’s no surprise that most major league action stars in the
West are well into middle age, and showing it.

Go check out the b-list, girlfriend, and look for the films
with the magic words ‘Jackie Chan’. Jackie may be 44, but he
still knows the secret. Women dream about heroes, too, and
we like them taut and fit and hurting.
Hong Kong action cinema is the new female pornography.
Maybe the guys have always known it, and that’s why even
now they try so hard to keep us out. Just a few weeks ago,

the check-out chap in the Cardiff Virgin megastore tried to
tell me that I didn’t want to buy that Hong Kong stuff, that it
was really for the boys. But I’m old enough, now, not to fear
the dark and the raincoats. Old enough to know what I like.
Behind the machismo of the labels, the pictures of Chinese
women in leather and bullet belts, is a genre which worships
the male body—and shows the object of worship in the
clearest possible light. Schwarzenegger was never as
dedicated as this to the cult of the body beautiful. In the
1960s, director Chang Cheh purposely constructed a genre
which could showcase the very finest, leanest, meanest men
on the block. The semi-erotic torture sequences in Lethal
Weapon or The Ipcress File and their ilk are not even outside
contenders by comparison, and the buddiest of buddy movies
loses all its charge. In the Hong Kong genre, there are few
gimmicks, few stunt doubles, and few compromises. The
blood- and gangster- melodramas of John Woo pack the
same load of passionate tension as the best Joan Crawford
melodramas of the 1940s and 1950s, but it’s Crawford on
speed, with emotion and intensity as burning hot as the
bullets which riddle the plot. The classic era kick flicks of
Chang Cheh and Yuen Woo-Ping, and Liu Chia Liang
contain training sequences whose sadism can take your
breath away. The action comedies of Jackie Chan, and Corev
Yuen Kwai, and Sammo Hung Kam-Bo are physical poetrv,
where motion transcends, expands, defies the conventions of
words. The fantasy and science fiction pictures of Tsui Hark,
Ching Siu Tung and Johnny To reassign to the genre the
adult themes which in the West are permitted only in the
very best of the written works. The boundary between action
and romance, boy toy and chick flick, is rubbed out, elided,
forgotten.

Jackie Chan & Yuen Biao
And the men are beautiful, almost all of them. Rotund
Sammo Hung Kam-Bo defies conventional wisdom about
fitness and fatness. He’s 200 lbs of dynamite. Jackie Chan,
with his bandy legs and broken nose, has the most engaging
screen persona in the world, an irresistible everyman. Guntoting Chow Yun-Fat has the same smooth charm that made
a pin-up of Cary Grant, and he’s sharper, and defter.
Arthouse darling Leslie Cheung Kwok-Wing has perfect
pretty rentboy looks. And there are many, many more:
elegant Ti Lung, tall and deadly Dick Ti Wei, Simon Yarn
Tat-Hwa, Danny Lee Sau-Yin, the two Tony Leungs (Leung
Ka-Fei and Leung Chiu-Wei), Donnie Yen Chi-Tan, Jet Lee
Lian-Jie, Leon Lai-Ming, Aaron Kwok Fu-Sing, Adam Cheng
Siu-Chow, Stephen Chow Sing-Chi. And almost all of them
are more gifted actors than the current crop of Hollywood
stars. One or two, I’d pass on to girlfriends, if offered the gift
of a night, but only because of favours owed. I’d keep most
of them for myself. There’s nothing on display in Hollywood
to touch the magic here. There is something in this red-hot
knife-edge world for everywoman.
Including me. My heart speeds up for several named above,
but fastest of all for one I haven’t named. The sexiest man in
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the world outside Cambridge is a forty-one year-old father of
four, with chronic ankle trouble, and crooked teeth. He uses
the screen name Yuen Biao. He’s the best gymnast on film
outside the sporting world. He’s as fearless as Jackie Chan, as
talented a dramatic actor as Zhang Fengyi, and at his peak,
he could kick an opponent with his back to same, over his
own shoulder. And he’s not afraid to bleed. The training
sequences in his debut film, Knockabout, take screen
voyeurism to a new level of sado-masochism. The fetishism
of the athletic, young, suffering, male form cuts to the bone,
almost literally. Training/perfecting/tormenting of disciple by
master requires utter submission. To teach him to turn
backflips with legs perfectly straight, the master, played by
the aforementioned Hung Kam-Bo, ties bamboo staves,
sharpened at each end, to the backs of Ah Biao’s calves. The
blood is real, and so is the pain. In film after film, male
suffering is iconised, packaged, and delivered to the viewer
in slim, fit, beautiful packages. (It’s usually male, but there
are a few exceptions. In Legend of the Drunken Master
Simon Yuen Siu-Tien metes out similar torment to Sharon
Yeung Pan-Pan.) A fair percentage of Hong Kong film
performers began their careers in Chinese opera, a medium
that places a premium upon physicality. Expressiveness of
eye is trained by hours sitting in darkened rooms following
flickering candle flames.

Kwok-Wing. The impact is instant, violent, physical, visceral,
breathtaking in its extremes of parallel perfection and
danger. Unsurpassed action queen Michelle Yeoh (Yeung
Chi-King) broke her neck diving from a road bridge onto a
moving lorry many feet below. She spent months in hospital,
and then went straight back into the genre. The premium lies
in the risk, and in the exultation of fitness.

Andy Lau

Yuen Biao again
The Hong Kong cinema is a domain of burning glances, slash
fan heaven, no doubt, when both objects are male. John
Woo’s The Killer explores obsession through small scale
moments and large-scale shoot-outs, but the script is
resonant as much in expression and motion as in words, until
injury itself is sexualised, as the act of removing a bullet
becomes less to do with healing than possession. In Sword
Stained with Royal Blood, the insane Golden Snake Man is
almost silent, conveying the intensity of his two guiding
passions (revenge, and love for his lost wife) as much
through what he does not say as what he does. Sword has an
actor in common with The Killer, Danny Lee Sau-Yin, a
master of the art of silent speaking. There is as much burn to
his passive submission to the knife wielded by his screen
wife, Elisabeth Lee Mei-Fung, as to his active invasion, with
knife and gunpowder, of Chow Yun-Fat’s bicep. In On the
Run, Yuen Biao and Patricia Ha Man-Chik have no words at
all to use to describe the chemistry with binds their
characters. The script, focused, dark, intensely political,
leaves no room for expressed romance. And yet it is there
between the lines, a growing sexual tension rooted in
violence, anger, and the allure of pain. The body, perfected,
betrayed, broken, abused, exploited to its physical limits, lies
at the heart of almost all the films of Jackie Chan, and the
same intense objectification is refracted through most other
films emanating from Hong Kong. Even the Westernised
director Wong Kar-Wei does more with silence and motion
than with words, and embodies (literally) his obsessions on
screen in the pretty, narcissistic, frame of Leslie Cheung
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No Western action star ever maintains the same level of
physical perfection for as long. The corporate world doesn’t
encourage it. Insurance companies lay down the law.
Performers like Van Damme use doubles. Western audiences
are trained to accept the blue screen, to wipe away any query
about the suitability of 65-year-old Eastwood to guard the
president, or sedentary Cruise to cling on to a train. Our pin
ups are carefully packaged, with the sweat created by make
up, and the reality brushed aside. They’re no real
competition for the average Western male on the street. The
inevitable comparisons won’t be too bad. That was blue
screen behind Geena Davies when she leapt from a window
in the overrated Long Kiss Goodnight. Jackie Chan, who is
afraid of heights, voluntarily fell three times from the top of
a three-storey clock tower in Project A without benefit of
mats, wires or pads. He survived the experience, but the out
take reel that ends the film shows you the price, as one take
goes wrong, and Yuen Biao forgets his screen role to run into
shot and help his co-star, who is also his ‘opera-school big
brother’. That’s blue screen, too, behind Tom Cruise on the
train in Mission Impossible. Yuen Biao doesn’t do out-take
reels, but admitted after the event that being dragged along
the runway, and then up into the air by a plane for Righting
Wrongs (aka Above the Law) had been somewhat scary. One
of my friends is made uncomfortable by the whole Hong
Kong genre. Human beings, he says, are simply not supposed
to bend and move and contort like that. Not in the real
world. It’s a point I can see. But I have learned to love the
fetishism, the perfection, the adrenaline rush.

Go East. The standards are higher, and you’re encouraged to
look. Ask for perfection, and passion, and pain. And never
let them tell you that the action flick is a boys’ own zone.

—Kari
Some recommended viewing, available in the UK:

A Moment of Romance—Andy Lau Tak-Wah demonstrates
that you can be both sentimental and cool in a well-paced
gangster romance.
The Killer—Chow Yun-Fat and Danny Lee Sau-Yin take
brotherhood way beyond the Hollywood cliches.
The Iceman Cometh—Yuen Biao demonstrates a level of
physical adeptness undreamed of in standard Western
drama—and acts up a storm while doing so.
Dragons Forever—Jackie Chan, Sammo Hung Kam-Bo, Yuen
Biao: just high-octane fun.
The Heroic Trio—a sop to the boys. Beautiful and deadly
Anita Mui Yim-Fong, Michelle Yeoh (Yeung Chi-King),
Maggie Cheung Man-Yuk.
Rouge—for the literati. Articulate drama with Anita Mui
Yim-Fong and Leslie Cheung Kwok-Wing.

In fact, although Karen & Ian sent entries in several
categories, several of these were home-made; we feel we
should give them a prize for inventiveness in the face of
unavailability. However, tasteless Diana souvenirs seem to
transcend all national barriers. Advertisements for a range of
unspeakable memorial products were easily acquired by
every entrant, though for some reason nobody thought to
send us the actual artifacts.

We were worried about the postability of the bottle of
champagne when we realised that the two top entries were
both from abroad. But luckily we’re saved; Ian and Karen
asked us to raffle the champers for GUFF, and Lloyd Sc
Yvonne asked us to send them some British specialities
instead. So, unable to choose between them, we’ll be doing
both of these.

Ask Dr Plokta
Why is it, O Masters of Superfluous Technology, that these
Mighty Machines, these Computing Devices, have an
Achilles Heel comparable to a Space Shuttle needing a big
spring to be wound and released before the engines will
ignite and spurt fire and smoke?
I speak, from recent experience, of the CMOS settings in a
computer’s BIOS, settings which disappear like the flame of a
blown-out candle when the battery dies, rendering the hard
disk, its operating system and data, inaccessible? Why? Huh?
Whywhywhy?
—Murray Moore

Dr Plokta replies: Send $200 in used notes to Dr Plokta BIOS
Design & Consultancy Services Inc, and we’ll send you the
secret knowledge of how to stop this from happening again.
After all, which do you want more, a mere $200 or your
computer and all your data?
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Dear Dr Plokta,
You are a wonder and a marvel.

AT GN

—Claire Brialey

Dr. Plokta replies: No, that’s Torve the Trog.

Scavenger Hunt
Well, we certainly had no idea there were so many 8” floppy
disks left in the world. Dr Plokta is thinking of papering his
loo with them instead of AOL CDs. Bridget Bradshaw sent a
triumphant postcard of a Brownie, wearing an immaculately
pressed uniform with an elf badge on it. A few days later, we
got an e-mail explaining sheepishly that the Elf was in fact a
Pixie. And Peter Wareham’s tortuous explanation of why his
postcard had an elf on it is entirely too convoluted to repeat.

And what of our next competition? Well, the entire
Scavenger Hunt was, as several people worked out, a thinly
disguised attempt to gather embarrassing photos of our
mailing list as children. The plan was that this issue would
have a “match the babe to the letterhack” competition.
However, Lloyd Penney was the only person who sent us a
photo at all, and that was a photocopy, so you’re all saved.
Though we were fairly sure you’d work out which photo was
George as a baby.
sunn

y * KFtr K

sash:

Great inventiveness was shown by some contestants, faced
with seemingly impossible tasks such as finding moose
memorabilia in the Antipodes. We hadn’t intended the
competition to be hemispherically biased, but confess that
Lloyd & Yvonne Perry from Canada had no trouble coming
up with several pieces of mooseriana, while Karen Pender
Gunn and Ian Gunn were forced to roll their own moose.
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Sorry, Lloyd and Yvonne, Guinness is not a cask
conditioned bitter. Mind you, CAMRA don't seem to
have heard of Gruntfuttocks either...

As Mike said, 8-inch floppy disks just don’t seem so strange now
that the 5 'A ones have disappeared as well. And the thing in the
left hand corner? That’s a genuine Karen Pender-Gunn one-ofa-kind moose-related artifact.

Glow-in-the-dark fish on a background of
glittery fabric. We’d have included Lloyd and
Yvonne’sglow-in-the-dark asteroid, but it won’t
hit the Earth until 2038

It’s Puke the glow-in-the-dark Pegasus!
Adds new meaning to the phrase
"nauseatingly cute”

Supporting the DIY elf postcard industry.
There’s just one problem, Sue wants to
know where have all the whips, leather and
sex toys gone?
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Lokta Plokta
[Some of these Iocs have appeared suddenly, out of a
timewarp in Alison’s study]

Mrs P I Boal
4 Westfield Way, Wantage, Oxon
A coincidence further to the treacle well. I was sorting out
maps and landmarks for directing members of a group to
which I belong to the annual gathering to be held at The
Ferryman, Bablock Hythe, there positively jumping out at
me across the river and a few yards along the road is marked
the Physic Well. Oddly enough although I have been there
and know it to be called locally the treacle well I had never
actually seen it on a map before.
Lloyd and Yvonne Penney
1706-24 Eva Rd., Etobicoke, ON, CANADA M9C 2B2
1. A picture of yourself as a baby. Enclosed is a photocopy of
a photo of me as a baby on the left, and on the right is a
picture of me with brothers David and Steven. Steven is the
baby on my grandmother Mary’s lap, and I am on the right
picture. Standing behind us are, from left to right, my
grandfather John Thomson, my mother and my uncle John
Thomson. It was taken outside Uncle John’s house in
Kilmarnock, Scotland in 1965. A photo of Yvonne as a baby,
splashing a hand in a bucket of water as her mother scrubs
the floor, does exist, but Yvonne would defenestrate me if I
sent you a photocopy. Be assured that the photo exists, and
because it isn’t here, I get to stay alive.
Alan Sullivan
30 Ash Road Stratford London E15 IHL
Mark Plummer’s a rM? Goodness me. By the way shouldn’t
those bollocks be © A. Shepherd?

My deepest sympathies to Chris Bell. Technology is not
merely sentient, it is definitely malign. Manuals have limited
usefulness (they only work where the machine hasn’t figured
out a way to circumvent the procedure the manual
describes—yet) and as for Technical Support... One of our IT
people at work a month or so back was working on a
terminal near mine, and called up technical support to help
with his problem. Within a few minutes, I had to go away
and get a coffee, because the conversation going on between
them was far too much like the Bob Newhart “Bomb
Disposal” skit for me to keep a straight face...
Murray Moore
377 Manly Street, Midland, Ontario, L4R 3E2 Canada

Please accept my belated condolences about Marianne’s
deformity. I just noticed, looking at the cover of the “Babes
on Test” issue, that the baby lacks toes.

Of all the books in all the genres in the world, you have to
pick Patrick O’Brian’s first Aubrey and Maturin tale as the
token book in the “Warm Things in Your Lap” comparison.
Is O’Brian a virus, a meme or ?

Multiple Award-Losing Fanzine, now and... for ever?
Comedy is hard. Humorous and clever writing is celebrated
in fandom. But when the votes for awards are counted.... If
you want to win a Nova, therefore, you must publish issues

as thick as Ansible, and articles as serious-constructive as the
articles printed in Banana Wings.

Being an underdog is good, as long as the results include
articles such as “Pirates Always Speaks in the Present
Tense... Aaaargh!”.
Buck Coulson
2677W-500N, Hartford City, IN 47348 USA
I agree with your comment that a cat has no useful features
and disagree with Frohvet. Or, at least, our present cat has
no useful features. He doesn’t mess with papers. He doesn’t
do anything that would provide useful commentary to
correspondents. He eats, and he sleeps, and that’s about it.
Now and then he comes around to be petted, and he isn’t
even much interested in that. And he’s so stupid that after 6
months he hasn’t learned to keep out of the way of the
wheelchair, or figure out where it’s going. The dog learned
that much in 2 weeks, but the cat keeps getting bumped into
and complaining about it. Admittedly, this is one of the two
dumbest cats we’ve ever had, and his brother who died
awhile back was much more interesting. Still, this one is a
medium-sized black lump.

A friend of a friend once had to masturbate
a wombat
Vicki Rosenzweig
33 Indian Road, 6-R, New York, New York 10034 USA
vr@interport.net
Running for TAFF was interesting. I won’t go so far as to say
that everyone should try it once, but.it does seem to
encourage the fanwriting impulse, and I might even go so far
as to call it educational. Not that I needed all the lessons: the
low point, of course, was the attack on me, Ulrika, and
Victor as not real fans, in a zine that (when I finally got a
copy) was otherwise devoted to what seems to be a piece of
fiction about Rainbow Brite. The lesson in this one was that
our friends can do us more harm than our enemies: the
attack was intended to help Tom Sadler, and resulted in the
other three candidates assuring the world at large that we
didn’t hold it against him.
I don’t understand what Lloyd Penney is trying to say about
Lucy’s virtual con suite. I mean that literally: it’s not that I
disagree, but that I can’t figure this statement out enough to
tell whether I disagree with it. ElderMOO isn’t designed to
replace the social elements in conventions, any more than the
coffee shop on the corner is designed to replace a bar. It’s an
additional place for fans to socialize, if they have the
appropriate technology and are so inclined; I don’t think any
of us have yet logged on to ElderMOO from a con [Wrong.
Dr P], but I spent a pleasant hour at the last con I attended
talking (in the Fan Lounge) to someone I’d first met on the
MOO.
foseph Nicholas
15 Jansons Road, South Tottenham, London N15 4JU
I shall be in Australia on 24 February and thus unable to lead
any resistance, wasn’t the invasion force which landed at
Fishguard on that date in 1797 almost wholly French? It was
led by the Irish-American General Tate, true, and doubtless
he had a few Irish-American friends with him; but I think the
actual soldiery was raised and sent by the Directory, with
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little or no input from the ex-colonists across the Atlantic.
They would have had an interest in the outcome; but no
other stake.

Ian Gunn
PO Box 567, Blackburn, 3130 Australia
Now that Tellytubbies has finally hit the screens here in
Australia, page 13 of Plokta 3.1 makes sense.

It’s a weird little series. It reminds me of that other offering
of British televisual strangeness, The Prisoner, complete with
mind-control devices and sinister tannoys.

Fate is still afflicting my desire to own a Confabulation pint
glass. You may know that Simon and I are unable to retain
two glasses at once, as soon as we buy a second, the first
breaks. None of our other glasses break, just the second
Confab glass. Well, today our one remaining glass lies in
shards. As Simon was fetching my Psion 3, he didn’t notice it
was still plugged into its adaptor, an extension cable, and the
mains. When he got the Psion halfway across the flat, these
cables hit the Confab glass and knocked it onto the floor,
where it broke. At least superfluous technology was to
blame. Are you planning to bring along any more glasses to
the Corflu auction?

I notice Marianne is portrayed as only saying the word
“Goo!” in your fanzine. Are. you trying to fictionalise her, a
la Seaman Dop? Is “Goo!” the new “Waaa!”? Or is it not
“Goo!” she’s saying at all, but “Ghu!”, and you are
misinterpreting her primal instincts for religion? (The
Ghu/Roscoe divide only comes once children have better
control over their vocal chords.) You should ensconce her at
once into a crib made from a Gestetner with rhe innards
taken out, and the cranking handle turned into a rocking
mechanism.

“It’s another beautiful day in The Village
Tellytubbyland... ”

Only owning one PC is a truly dismal
situation...

-fiNitf-winkY pip$y lm-lm

Poe

Carol Willis
272 Spring Road, Ipswich, IP4 5NN
carol@wibble.org
This actually happened at Haverhill Magistrates Court a
short while ago....

A chap, who shall remain nameless to protect the guilty, had
been arrested for indecent exposure... it seems that when he
got bored and there was nothing worth watching on daytime
tv he would remove all his clothes and go stand at the
window... whenever any reasonably attractive female went
passed he would grin maniacally and start ‘showing his
appreciation’ with a nice little back and forth motion of his
wrist... literally jack happy you might say....
Anyway, he obviously wasn’t that entertaining for someone
spoiled his fun and called the local constabulary who duly
arrested him hence the visit to the court.

When the set day came round, he turns up at court and
rather than plead guilty or not guilty he requests a one
month adjournment on health grounds—his doctor’s
certificate says he’s going blind.

Bridget Bradshaw
19 Wedgewood Road, Hitchin, Berks SG4 OEX
bugshaw@cix.co.uk
I have a confession to make: I discover, to my great
embarrassment, it is not an elf on the postcard I sent, but a
pixie! The pixies are the green ones. The elves are the blue
ones. These things slipped my mind since I was a Brownie
Guide. Sorry about that.
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Terry Jeeves
56 Red Scar Drive, Scarborough, YO12 5RQ
“Devil of the North”—lovely idea, but I always refer to the
“Angel” as “Man with Plank”. It would have looked much
better with more artistic wings. As it is, it reminds me of the
pre-war ads beside railway lines for Hall’s Distemper—two
men with a plank.

George or the PC reminded me of a pic in a model book.
The photographer had carefully posed six plastic model
planes on a garden table and then gone to get his camera.
When he came back, the local moggie was sitting on his
models and had bent quite a few. The resulting pic was far
funnier than the original would have been. Fanzine covers,
nice to see one of mine there (on Opuntia).
Steve Jeffery
44 White Way, Kidlington, Oxon, 0X5 2XA
Peverel@aol.com
Sorry to say this folks, but the March issue seems to be
scrabbling a bit after the last, piratical post-Novacon number,
as if you were more worried by the Corflu deadline than the
space between pages 1 and 14. Maybe it suffers in
comparison with the last, but it feels spread thin.
The Demon of the North is rather a nice idea. I saw the
notorious Angel last weekend from the train down from
Newcastle. It looks like a large figure with jumbo jet wings,
or alternatively a man with a plank strapped to his back.
Perhaps he’s been to IKEA to buy some bookshelves.
(Obligatory “flatpack furniture anecdote” No. 1 (and only)).
Personally, I think a fannish touch would be to combine it
with a wind generator, with either a beanie propeller or to
give the jumbo jet wings a couple of working propellers
each—then it could light up at night under its own power.

Sorry I Haven’t a Clute. Nice title. Shame it stopped there
really. A Child’s Garden of Fandom was nearer the mark.

(Where does Sue get these wonderful jobs, or is she building
up the obligatory CV of offbeat occupations for a career as a
writer?)

There was one Xmas present (and I’m afraid I bought it, in a
fit of madness) where I sincerely wished at the end of the day
that batteries weren’t included; This was a sort of electronic
play-mat, shaped like an electric guitar, and when jumped on
would make loud noises like Steve Vai on an off-day.
Horribly, there wasn’t any form of volume control. On the
other hand, I used to share a flat with someone who
practised the melodeon for a Morris group, and there
weren’t any batteries you could take out and hide from that.
We used duct tape over the sound hole, but the guy started
to build muscles like Schwarzenegger trying to work against
the air pressure.
Marcus L. Rowland
22 Westbourne Park Villas, London, W2 SEA
mrowland@ffutures.demon.co.uk
Re George The Cat: So, it’s cuddly pets time, is it. Hmmm....
Let’s see you out-cute this one then:

Best wishes from Cornelia (left), Sam (right), and Marcus L.
Rowland [And congrats to Cornelia and Sam on the birth of
their 1 9 babies]

carl juarez
(somewhere in Seattle c/o Andy Hooper)
cjuarez@oz.net
Perhaps I may be forgiven for thinking once that Plokta was
the sound one makes as one falls off your mailing list. To be
truthful, you’ve been quite indulgent I now know. In
conjunction with attempting a trade with Memory Hole the
scales were cast from my eyes and I learned the awful truth
about international postage rates, which had heretofore been
kept from me—in what I realize now was an act of
benevolent mercy—by Andy Hooper.
I mean, good God, what does Apak owe Martin Tudor and
his longsuffering copier? Just the lifeblood of the would-be
intercontinental frequent fanzine. But I digress.
Robert Lichtman
PO Box 30, Glen Ellen, CA 95442 USA
I’ve been meaning to write this letter for months, ever since I
began seeing Plokta Vol.3, No.2 reviewed all over the place.
I never got a copy. If there’ve been any issues since, I never
got those either. My guesses are two-fold: you either forgot
to send it or, more likely, it got lost travelling in our
respectively fucked postal systems. What reminded me
tonight was reading Victor Gonzalez’s account of his trip to

your faraway land this evening in the latest issue of Squib,
which came today. I’m writing to you instead of to Alison
since she has a small child and having had four of those
myself in years past I know how they tend to consume all
available time and mental space.

So, could I have a copy of the missing issue? Am I still on
your mailing list? And, while I’m writing, is there any
possibility of getting copies of the daily zines you did at
Corflu? Okay, alright, I know I’m pushing, but even though
I’ve been pretty lame at writing letters of comment on
Plokta, I read avidly and really enjoy every issue and miss my
Plokta fix.

[We’re pretty sure we sent you a copy of Vol.3 No.2, but it
seems that a number of copies of that issue went adrift in the
mail. And of course, since then we’ve had trouble getting our
act together so that this issue is delayed. We’ll try and do
better, but please write if you think you’ve missed an issue, so
we can take it tip with our distributor.]

We Also Heard From:
1/2R Cruttenden [Dear 1/2R, we’ll be mentioning your name
in conjunction with the insurance claim on the OCR...],
Margaret Austin (It seems ages since I’ve seen a Plokta. Will
there be a new one out for Intuition?) [Yes. Or rather, no.
Sorry.], Paula McGrath (Ian Gunn gave me your name...),
Henry Gibbens (OK, Gunny, but how do I go about
introducing myself to total strangers?), Alexander Slate
(agree with you that e-zines just don’t have the punch that
paper does), Yvonne Penney (We were at a pulp show this
weekend and saw a wonderful t-shirt that read: “What part
of http://www.getalife.com do you not understand?”), Jackie
Duckhawk (Excuse any typos, but I have just been
bricklaying (absolutely non-superfluous non-technological
that girl) and my fingers are tired), Allison Ewing, Alasdair
Hepburn, Calum Ewing-Hepburn
Fergus Ewing-Hepburn
(Dodi’s last words: “Fancy a quick bang up against a wall?”),
Bruce Pelz (I suspect Elayne is not too thrilled at my braying
quite so loudly every few minutes), Harry Warner |r, Harry
Andruschak [Alison has left these last two in London, so we
can’t print them], Sarah Prince (Real Soon Now I will
provide [a photo] of myself in weird plastic and Nomex,
since Doug Faunt requested one back when he nominated
me so I'll have to get shot for it soon...), Tinlav Kadro (I’m
hunting for material and I saw your zine reviewed in Twink)
Addresses of Contributors

Kari Maund, 19 Uphall Road, Cambridge, CB1 3HX
Sue Mason, 3 York Street, Altrincham, Cheshire,
WAI5 9QH

Animal Magic
Remember Noel the Nestling
Numbat from last issue?
Our local numbat, Kim Huett,
sent us this picture just in case
any of us were in any doubt
exactly what Claire keeps in her
capacious cleavage....
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Fandom’s Best-Dressed Woman Award

