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I’m a science fi ction fan.

I fi nd myself pointing this out quite a lot – 
although not outside fandom. No, there I cheerfully 
mention that I read science fi ction, and enjoy 
quite a lot of SF TV shows and fi lms, but I don’t 
specifi cally describe myself as a fan; to lots of 
people outside fandom, that’s more likely to be a 
pointer towards one of a range of stereotypes that 
are ultimately going to be unhelpful to either them 
or me. 

Oddly enough it’s within SF fandom, where 
it ought to be self-evident and completely 
commonplace, that I feel the need to identify 
myself as a science fi ction fan. From context, it’s 
because of the sort of fan I am – and this isn’t about 
fannish elitism; I’m not trying to identify myself as a 
fan in order to exclude anyone who I think isn’t. It’s 
rather that I almost always feel the need to go on to 
say ‘the sort that actually still likes science fi ction’. 
Because we’re led to believe that isn’t such a given.

Isn’t that just a lazy stereotype too, though: 
the idea that science fi ction brought people into 
fandom and then we found we didn’t need science 
fi ction any more? I’ve never actually known whether 
there was a single pattern implied here, either 
that we only read SF because we were lonely and 
then we found all these friends, or that we found 
lots of people in fandom with whom we had lots 
of other interests in common and so SF became 
less signifi cant, or that SF provided the gateway to 
fandom but then we outgrew SF while still mostly 

programming about science fi ction, or at least the 
big ones do. But then it’s also a truism that real 
fans don’t go to the programme, preferring to hang 
out in the bar or in room parties with their existing 
clique of friends. And fanzines are meant not to 
talk about science fi ction either. Well, actually I’ve 
lost track of what’s in vogue there, insofar as that 
concept’s in any way relevant given how much of a 
niche1 interest within fandom producing this sort of 
semi-traditional fanzine has become. Probably it’s 
not now completely beyond the pale to mention SF 
in your fanzine, but it’s still probably a bit gauche. 
Unless it’s postmodern and ironic. 

Look, I really have no idea. I’m a science fi ction 
fan who reads and watches SF, and writes and reads 
fanzines, and attends and runs conventions, and 
doesn’t participate in quite a lot of other fannish 
activities (about at least some of which I’ve got my 
own stereotypes and even prejudices), and I have 
no idea what sort of attitude towards science fi ction 
is deemed to be either normal or acceptable by the 
majority of other SF fans or even the hypothetical 
reasonable fan who inevitably can exist only as an 
oxymoron.

I have certainly heard the view expressed that 
many people in SF fandom don’t actually like SF 
any more – and I’ve heard a range of reasons for 
that, including preferring reading about SF, having 
acquired a stronger taste for another brand of fi ction 
(usually crime), not managing to read much at all 
these days, fi nding modern SF inferior to whatever 
they liked about the SF they fi rst encountered, or 
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having just lost touch. I’ve 
attempted to promote 
discussion in fanzines and 
convention programme 
items about all of this, 
and indeed to encourage 
former SF readers back 
into the fold at least a bit. 
But I’ve also encountered 
variants of that opinion 
that SF is what gets you 
here but it’s everything 
else that makes you want 
to stay, with science 
fi ction itself falling by the 

enjoying the social side 
of things. Or something 
else. In any case, it’s a 
truism that science fi ction 
fans never read or talk 
about science fi ction, 
unless perhaps they have 
to interact with some new 
science fi ction fans who 
they don’t know and this is 
one of the reasons so many 
of us are so bad at doing 
that. 

Most SF conventions, 
of course, have lots of 
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The LoC Box

Five

edited (with comments) by Chris

We need to do some clearing out of material on 
issue two, so let us start with Steve Sneyd! 

Dear editors,
On the “better a realtime WAHF than a 

gemlike sometimenever vapourware LOC”…
Read JP 2 while listening to R3’s Amanda 

Dalton radio adapt of The Cabinet of Dr Caligari so, 
as well as a multimedia experience, appropriate to 
be accompanied by dark fantasy by a female author 
reshaping the work of male fi lm scriptwriters.
I found that radio play and was quite impressed. 
I’ve always loved the movie.

Cover art neatly post-ironic in context of this 
ish’s theme, i.e. it takes a male to cast light on a 
female’s reading?! V. struck by difference in style 
(and even sig) to striking backcover art credited to 
same artist – re: latter can’t be sure (? From colour 
orig) of what entity she’s relating/relationing to 
– eating a side of bacon from a mega à la Chicken 
Little of Pohl and Kornbluth tale, or a furry fandom 
adapted whale, or …?
It’s actually from a series Mo did of semi-erotica. 
Sadly, in my recent computer crash, I lost it so I 
don’t remember what it was called.

Added the Glyer book re: Inklings to list 
of what shd/hope to read (despite spatchcock of 
community into title – does everything have to be 
a “community”, dammit – even heard “the ASBO 
community” in some radio discussions). Eagle & 
Child, at least in ’04 when I got in, still “a proper 
pub”, if a bit too overrun by Inklings-traces-tourists 
like me.

Awed at folk who do all the statisticals – I’ve 
now added to a list of things to look up that ought 
to check gender breakdown of 32 years of winners 
of Rhyslings (Science Fiction Poetry Association 
awards), tho suspect will end up another sometime-
never, as things on list been there years undone.
This note is from a postcard that Steve 
subsequently sent:

As stalling device to avoid getting on w. 
various horribles, got down to checking gender 
breakdown of winners of Rhyslings, footnoting yr 
Hugo etc. analyses. In 1st 30 years of awards (’78 
to ’07), fi gures are 57 male winners, 14 female, 2 
w. names which cd be either. (2 categories per year, 
long and short poem, but ties and collab. poems 
boost numbers). i.e. (assuming my maths functional 

– cold hands warm brain?) M 78% F19% A 3%
Lot of other things could respond 

unintelligently to in one way or another, but wd 
hardly indicate valuable/valid enlightenment 
capability, so as a token gesture to balance low LOC 
quality, by way of mini-exchange encl. latest Data 
Dump – if, as is probable, doesn’t match yr areas of 
interest, pass along/fi le under W for wastebasket/
whatever.
Best, cheers,
Steve Sneyd

Thanks, Steve!

And now, on issue 2 as well, Pamela Boal:

Dear Claire, James and Chris,
Wow, a rare treat, not only a zine on paper 

but one which is happy to have LoCs by snail mail. 
Thank you for Journey Planet 2, sad I am that I did 
not get 1.
We’ll have to try to rectify that!

First let me say that my reaction would 
have been similar to the one you received from 
Max. Being a wife, a mother and grandmother I 
am undoubtedly of the female persuasion but I do 
not label myself a woman any more than I label 
myself disabled because I use a wheelchair. I would 
certainly resent other people labelling me. Most 
defi nitely, amongst many other things, I am a fan but 
that is not me in my entirety and I would not enjoy 
meeting other fans if they only had one facet.

I prefer mixed company and would not 
normally have been drawn to a single gender zine. 
That said, you have gathered together a whole 
raft of excellent articles. Would they have been 
published in a mixed gender zine? I’m sure they 
would if they had been asked for. So maybe there 
is some point in all the navel gazing on the subject 
of female participation in zines and publishing in 
general. Perhaps there is a question to be asked: 
do zine eds solicit articles from female fans? If they 
do not, is it possible that female fans do not put 
themselves forward and thus eds are not aware of 
the talent out there?
That’s one of the most interesting things about 
the issue, looking at it in the rear-view mirror. I 
think we had an amazing number of articles from 
people who I seldom see in zines and whose stuff 
is fantastic. I think it just had James casting his 
net a little wider than usual. I usually don’t solicit 
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articles: I just wait by the eMail and hope one 
shows up!

All the articles deserve comment but alas 
time and energy is in short supply. Having a grandson 
working in the Science Museum in London and a 
daughter-in-law working in the Tate Gallery I’m 
happy to tell Tubewhore that museums are moving 
on well beyond the dusty behind glass do not touch 
days. Our grandson mounts exhibits in which visiting 
school children actively participate. The Tate is 
currently preparing an extensive exhibition of art 
work that visitors are encouraged to touch. Though I 
do agree Acton is a very special place.
It’s odd as a guy who has worked in a museum for 
10 years, but I’m incredibly traditionalist in how I 
view museums. 

Special thanks to Ulrika. I am involved in an 
international discussion group and rather jokingly I 
started a topic of an American/English Dictionary. To 
my surprise it garnered a good many examples with a 
quite serious attitude towards the subject. I can now 
add so many more examples.
I had serious trouble in the UK on my TAFF trip. 
It’s more than just a vocabulary; it’s how things 
are stated that confused me greatly. Half-six? 
What the hell does that mean!

My first Con was in ’73, after four years of 
writing for a zine. Females in fandom really did 
have cause to feel umbrage. For the majority of 
male fans in those days you were either a wife 
accompanying a husband and not considered a fan 
in your own right, or a groupie there to be chatted 
up by the real fans, male of course. Naturally there 
were many exceptions to that male attitude. Older 
women such as Ethel Lindsay and myself without 
male escorts were accepted as fans. The accepted 
route into fandom was books; even though Star 
Trek bloopers were much enjoyed at Cons, Trekkies 
were considered a race apart. The intermingling of 
media and book fans has in my opinion been a good 
thing but you can well understand how I feel that 
it’s a different world when I read the interviews. My 
feeling of being an odd one out is enhanced when 
I read that Kari was just seventeen in ’79. Our two 
eldest who accompanied me to that World Con were 
in their twenties and our youngest was eighteen.

Finally Mo Starkey has a brooding talent in 
her art that I really admire.
Mo is one of my favorites and I’m glad that I’ve 
been able to use so much of her art. She’s a 
regular in the pages of Jim Baen’s Universe as 
well. 
Thanks for a fine zine,
Pamela

[Pamela’s comment about taking her grown-up 
children to Seacon ’79 makes me feel quite young 
again – a rare experience while doing a fanzine with 
James and Chris; as well as being literally a few 
years younger than me, their enthusiasm and energy 
makes me feel approximately 103. But in 1979 all of 
the JP editorial team were under 10. – Claire]

Scientifiction - a charming romance intermin-
gled with scientific fact and prophetic vision.

Hugo Gernsback

How about a postcard from Steve Sneyd, the 
description of which Claire sent and it sounds 
awesome: [On homemade card, featuring Berger & 
Wyse cartoon from the Guardian Saturday magazine: 
giant monster breaking off lighthouse as salt shaker 
to season fishing boat it’s evidently just about to 
crunch…]

Dear Claire,
Ta for Journey Planet 3/note. When Guardian 

Media said investigative journos going back to snail 
mail to communicate w. their informants, as harder 
for powers-that-be to crack than e-communication, 
shd’ve added they shd communicate via Shirley Rd, 
as yr singularity wd serially disappear the evidence 
totally.

Which morphs to 1984 issue – v. interesting, 
but so many decades since had jag of reading Orwell 
(for reasons I now forget, partic. taken with Keep 
the Aspidistra Flying, and not just for name. As I 
recall, 1984 somehow seemed déjà vu from other 
SF I’d read dystopia-wise) left lacking in meaningful 
response.
Animal Farm is required reading in California 
schools during 8th grade, and that was my first 
experience with Orwell. Oddly, at the time, being 
a huge fan of Russian history dating back to my 
early Elementary School days, I absolutely loved 
the thing. Sadly, 1984 has somewhat eluded me 
over the years. 

I have a Penguin cover (The Big Sleep) mug, 
and the 13 house in San Jose brought back memories 
of hearing tale of some mill in Lancs where hooter 
went 13 times for noon, tho forget why (as O. got to 
Wigan, maybe inspired him?) but that’s little return 
LOC-wise for a cover-to-cover good read. So it goes.
The Winchester House is a fantastic place and, if 
you ever visit Silicon Valley, is well-worth a trip. 
Best, cheers,
Steve

PS: Wd’ve thought Tolkien fandom wd still be 
largest single fan scene?



Well, Harry Potter and Twilight Fandom are both 
pretty huge at the moment…

[On front of postcard] PPS: Re Orwell’s 
drawing on colonial Indian experience, on a recent 
R4 ‘Thinking Aloud’ mention that use of biometrics 
in crude form began in colonial India, way for ruling 
Brits to tell natives apart, well before Bertillon 
spread fingerprinting in Europe.
I’ve seen some of those forms in books about 
data collection. There was a huge biometrics 
movement in the 1870s-1900s. 

And now, a pair of cards from John Birchby, first 
on Journey Planet #2:

Dear James,
Please accept my apologies for taking so long 

to respond to the copy of JP 2 that you kindly sent 
me.

As for as I am concerned I was tremendously 
impressed with the quality of writing and artwork 
that you, Claire and Chris assembled between you.

The Editorial Triad has set a very high 
standard and I will look forward to seeing future 
issues.
I do a lot of zines, and when asked which one 
I love the best, I say Journey Planet because, 
somehow, we get amazing stuff. James and Claire 
are amazing folks to work with, and I’m not just 
saying that because I run late too often! Those 
folks work their heads off getting all of this great 
material and Claire does an amazing job making 
me and James sound like we knows whats we’re 
doin’. Sometimes, I just think I need to say how 
lucky I am to be a part of such a tremendous 
team, and I’m glad that y’all are enjoying our 
efforts. 
Kindly give my regards to Claire and Chris.
V.T.Y.
John Birchby

And now, John on issue 3:

Dear Claire,
Many thanks for JP 3. Another good issue with 

interesting articles and graphic art.
Pete did an amazing job. It’s a bit intimidating to 
have to follow that layout!  

Perhaps James might lead the Orwell walk for 
us sometime?
James, do it before Eastercon so I can go on it!

Good to see you are now in the House of 
Lords. You will bring them a sense of integrity.

Claire’s in the House of Lords? I had no idea. Do I 
have to bow or something next time I see her?
Kind regards to all,
John

[Yes, Chris. Yes you do. Actually I’ve often thought I 
would like to be a Lord – in the Parliamentary sense 
– when I grow up. As things stand I merely have some 
appropriate stationery… – Claire]

Text of newspaper clipping John sent (review of 
restaurant mentioned by James in JP 3):

Meeting for brunch can be a nightmare if you 
don’t fancy a greasy spoon, which is why I had to 
write in about my recent visit to Le Pain Quotidien 
(72-75 Marylebone High St, W1, 020 7486 6154). 
We rocked up at about 11 am on a Saturday and 
snagged a spot right by the window. It was full of 
good-looking couples and groups of friends reading 
the papers. The menu was lush, I ordered organic 
porridge with honey and banana (£4) and my chap 
had two organic soft boiled eggs with bread (£3.90). 
Seeing as we were both slightly hungover we ordered 
the fresh orange juice. We finished off our brunch 
with croissants (£1.95) and coffee and left with him 
promising to buy me something from Space NK just 
down the road – a right result!
Abbie, W4

Now, here’s a lovely piece of comment from Jim 
Linwood on JP3:

Many thanks for Journey Planet #3 - a 
fascinating edition dedicated to one of my favourite 
authors.

Nineteen Eighty-Four is a novel that 
changed my life; or, more precisely, Nigel Kneale’s 
TV adaptation that was transmitted on my 14th 
birthday on 12 December 1954. I knew it was some 
sort of science fiction as it was set in the future 
and bore the name of Quatermass’s creator: a sure 
sign of excellence. What was unexpected was the 
subsequent uproar by the prolefeed press led by the 
Daily Express (who claimed that a woman had died 
of fright while watching the play) resulting in Tory 
MPs tabling a motion that the repeat be banned. 
They were upset by “horror comic TV”, particularly 
the scene in which Winston Smith (an emaciated 
Peter Cushing) is shown the rats by O’Brien (Andre 
Morell) in Room 101. When the play was repeated, 
again live, on the following Thursday, the scene 
was much toned down and this is the version that 
appears on the still circulating bootleg tapes and 
DVDs of the original telerecording.
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As a result of the uproar, most newsagents 
throughout the land stocked copies of the Penquin 
edition of the novel, which became a best seller and 
my first introduction to Orwell in print – although a 
student teacher at school had read Animal Farm to 
us. I lapped up everything I could find by him in the 
library. From then on I became a non-doctrinaire 
socialist in the Orwell mode. 

The interest generated by the TV version 
resulted in the 1956 film with the Newspeak title of 
1984. This featured two Hollywood stars: the well-
fed heavy Edmund O’Brien as Winston and femme 
fatale Jan Sterling as Julia. For obvious reasons, 
Inner Party member O’Brien became O’Connor 
played by Michael Redgrave. History was rewritten 
for the target American audience with a defiant 
Winston shouting “Down with Big Brother” as he is 
mown down by the Thought Police at the end of the 
film.

As a teenager, I made several friends of 
members of the Young Communist League who 
could never understand why I didn’t join them, 
especially as Stalin was dead. As they believed that 
the proletarian revolution as foretold by Marx was 
inevitable, they didn’t engage in too much agitprop 

England it won’t be of the jackboot variety but the 
slimy, bowler-hatted kind.” It’s difficult to imagine 
the average Englishman embracing the principles of 
Ingsoc who, according to Orwell, just wants to be 
left alone and read his newspaper in a pub.

I was pleased to see L. J. Hurst giving John 
Mair’s forgotten classic Never Come Back as an 
Orwell influence. I picked this up on one of those 
bookstalls under Waterloo Bridge after reading that 
Orwell saw in it the beginnings of a new kind of 
thriller. Although in the mould of John Buchan, the 
hero, Desmond Thane, is no Hanney but a cowardly 
anti-hero. His adversaries are a shadowy political 
organisation comprised of men who have been 
thrown out of Stalinist, fascist and Nazis parties for 
being extremists and are now planning to take over 
wartime Britain. Mair had a similar background to 
Orwell and was killed in an RAF training flight in 
1942.
Kind Regards
Jim Linwood
Mair is certainly an underappreciated writer. I 
was given a couple of his books to auction off for 
TAFF, and I read Never Come Back and was quite 
impressed. I’ve had a few friends who were parts 
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to bring it on, unlike 
their Young Socialist 
counterparts who 
were a bunch of 
nasty Trots. In 
Nottingham, the 
party line seemed 
to be enforced 
by a middle-aged 
woman who lived in 
the upper-middle 
class Park Estate 
and was responsible 
for ensuring that 
every left-wing or 
peace march was 
led by two comrades 
carrying a party 
banner, unbeknown 
to the rest of the 
marchers.

Of course, 
Orwell’s fears were 
never realised and 
the best criticism of 
the book is a quote 
from Orwell himself 
about (from memory) 
“if fascism comes to 

of different flavors 
of US Communist/
Workers Parties. I 
think by admitting 
that, I’ll be cast out 
of my Republican 
coven!

And now, Pamela 
Boal!
Dear James, Chris, 
Claire, Pete,

Thank you. If 
ever there was proof 
that the electronic 
age has not impaired 
fans’ ability to write 
well this is it.
That’s a wonderful 
compliment! 
As a guy who is 
becoming more and 
more electronic as 
the years go by, 
I’m glad that my 
kind can provide 
excellent customer 
service!

I couldn’t do 



justice to every article in one LoC unless it nearly 
equalled the length of the original zine. I will just 
comment on those that have a personal reference 
for me. Orwellian London was my teenage London. 
To think I cycled around those streets, unaware that 
an author who would one day get my attention in 
fearful fascination lived and worked there.

 “Talking George Orwell with Blair at Our 
Feet” is even more poignant. My daughter in law’s 
father is buried there; her mother still lives in Sutton 
Courtenay. I found the photo of the headstone rather 
sad, there is an air of neglect about it. Who will 
know in the future that Eric Arthur Blair was George 
Orwell, a man who contributed two very significant 
novels to English literature.

In his most interesting article on the Penguin 
covers James makes no mention of a supposition 
that comes to mind: I wonder how many of the later 
covers were influenced by the film?

In “Chris Garcia’s 1984” we are continents 
and generations apart. In my 1984 I learned that our 
first two grandchildren were on the way; they both 
turned out to be boys in 1985. On one point, though, 
I can correct Chris: The Dukes of Hazzard was well 
understood and greatly enjoyed by we Brits.
Again, thanks,
Pamela
I had always heard that us Yanks were the only 
ones who appreciated the Dukes (and The Beverly 
Hillbillies, Green Acres etc.). It’s sad the state 
of most headstones these days. I’m actually 
working on a project of documenting thousands 
of headstones of pioneers in the history of 
computing, a field less than 70 years old, and the 
state of many is depressing. 

David Redd now weighs in:
Wow, handsome production of quality 

material – I should have expected something this 
good but somehow didn’t. Sorry, people.
Understandable. Peter is the greatest layout guy 
I’ve ever had the chance to work with and this 
was an amazing issue. 

Also apologies to Chris, Claire and in fact 
everyone involved who isn’t James for not including 
you in the thanks last time. You’re all thanked this 
time, right? A few stamps in appreciation are on 
their way to the address on the envelope - ah, James 
again. Spend them wisely lad. Your Penguin covers 
piece was great for bookworms like me.

This is a 1984 issue rather than an “Orwell” 
issue, so I’ll avoid side-tracks and say that I found 
much that interested or enlightened me. Hadn’t 
realised that Orwell, too dismissive of the work 

of Charles Hamilton (“Frank Richards”), was 
nevertheless quite perceptive about certain not-
obvious virtues of Jack London. Or that the Appendix 
was still part of the argument.

Chris’s piece on his 1984 makes me think 
well, we had Thatcher, and I can’t remember and 
don’t want to remember a year such as that in 
too much detail. The media? A year with Cagney & 
Lacey in can’t have been all bad, and in those days 
pop videos were still made for people who weren’t 
brain-damaged (e.g. delights such as Jesse Rae’s 
“Over The Sea”, although a quick reality check says 
that one was 1985) and Interzone had started... 
But, overall, 1984 for me was the year progress had 
stopped. Our local Esso refinery, opened in 1960 
with the look of pulp-SF hardware and a promise of 
attendant prosperity, had closed in 1983. So 1984 
was the year I realised our future had been switched 
off. As I’ve muttered elsewhere, in following years 
other aspects of 20th century progress tiptoed away 
from our area; offices closed when firms such as 
the Prudential pulled back their operations to more 
central locations. Thatcher was unstoppable, and 
North Sea oil was being burned quickly for profit 
rather than being used as a window of opportunity 
for developing a replacement energy source. This 
wasn’t a George Orwell situation, of course. I just 
got the feeling - which took a while to develop 
after that first Esso closure - that the progress-
type future I’d grown up to expect wasn’t going 
to happen. Not that the new future was that bad. 
The grim repressive vision in 1984 hadn’t hit us and 
wasn’t likely to; in fact in its year the novel seemed 
rather old-fashioned. Odd - I think it seems less old-
fashioned these days, perhaps because it now shows 
us a different world rather than a predicted one. 

Thanks to all. Can’t imagine what your fourth 
issue will feature, or look like.
Best wishes
David
Well, now you know! My 1984 was so different 
than many folks’ because 1) I was in the Silicon 
Valley and there was an explosion going on, and 
2) I was ten and the world still seems magic at 10. 

Mr Lloyd Penney, come on down!
Dear Claire and Chris and James, and Pete, too:

Seeing you’re going with the Orwell and 1984 
motif… every month in Toronto fandom, we have 
two fannish pubnights, and the second one is held 
in the west end of the city at Orwell’s Pub and Grill, 
established 1984. Great pub restaurant, and we’ve 
been going there monthly for more than 13 years.

This Orwell/1984 motif certainly came to 
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mind through 9/11 and the eight years of the Bush 
administration. Civil liberties were blown away or 
simply ignored; I don’t need to go into the details 
that we all lived through as observers. Barack Obama 
still has a lot of cleaning up to do with Guantanamo 
Bay, the abuses of the Department of Homeland 
(In)Security, so much more…
Sadly, Obama’s promised shake-up hasn’t 
happened yet, but there’s still time. But I’ve 
heard about the planned screening area for the 
new San Jose terminal and it sounds more and 
more Orwellian. 

1984 saw one of our first Worldcons, L.A.Con 
II, and one of our best introductions to the behemoth 
we know better as American fandom. At the time, 
we were heavily into costuming, and we participated 
in the Masquerade. Chris, you were there? You were 
at the Masquerade? Do you remember someone in 
dark green makeup and someone else dressed as an 
octopus? That was us! We did some programming 
work for Bjo Trimble, especially a slide show on 
how to recreate movie and television costumes and 
uniforms.

Nice to see you back having some fun, Pete… 
If you get back across to this side of the Atlantic, 
look us up. Maybe we can take you to Orwell’s…

Being human beings, we unfortunately seem 
to need someone to look down upon. The lit fans 
look down on the media fans, many look down upon 
the filkers, and Chuck Connor mentions the furries. I 
know some of the local furries, and they look down 
on the plushies. (As an exercise, I will let you find 
out who the plushies are…) And if there’s any group 
the plushies look down upon, I don’t want to know 
about it. I am finding that just about anything has 
a fandom surrounding it: there’s a local group that 
stages a TransformersCon, and several hundred 
people go to it each year. I’ve been doing a lot of 
voicework lately, and one of the gig I had was for 
a fan animated movie for fans of He-Man and the 
Masters of the Universe. Go ahead and roll your 
eyes; there are more fandoms than we’ve ever 
suspected.
I’ve quietly become a part of Twilight fandom. I 
completely understand…

My loc: those 53-hour weeks I complained 
about, I’d happily have back again. I was laid off by 
Southern Graphic Systems at the end of February, 
so the job hunt is on again, the resumés stream 
out, the employment insurance payments stream 
in (whew!) and while I am job searching, the voice 
work continues to keep spirits up, and gets me out 
of the apartment fairly regularly. In fact, I have 
another audition this afternoon as I write at York 

University. They aren’t paying gigs… yet.
“Captain Airstrip One” is Orwell to extreme, 

British society to a lesser extreme, and American 
society, at least to where I thought it was going until 
sanity prevailed and Obama was elected President. 
Don’t let the Captain know about the current abuses 
of tasers by police services, or he’ll get one himself.

Mathspeak is difficult enough to think about 
and talk about, but to typeset? Now that’s the 
toughest part. I see monuments to Orwell in these 
pages, but the greatest tribute to him would be to 
keep his books in print, and I suspect they are not. 
The falling levels of literacy are double-plus ungood. 
I shudder when I look for used book stores, only to 
find that there are now fewer than 30 of them in 
the greater Toronto area. (Used to be 80 or more, 
but they go away, being more of an expensive hobby 
than a proper business these days.)

I would probably side with Tony Keen’s essay… 
Orwell wrote about the abuses he saw coming, and 
used extreme examples to warn his readers about 
those abuses, and to watch out for what might 
happen. The cautionary tale is good, but this also 
assumes that the public is vigilant. I have trouble 
believing that the public is even conscious.

Having Google Earth watch you is causing 
some controversy here. The cars and 360-degree 
cameras they use are trolling the streets of Ottawa, 
and will probably be in Toronto soon. It raises 
privacy issues, and it’s possible that there might be 
an injunction raised against the Google team to stop 
them from their city scanning.

Great cartoon at the end… Yes, George, you 
told us so. And did we listen? Noooooooo…
Off this goes to the lot of you, and wish me luck with 
the audition today! Keep sending out the double-plus 
good zines.
Yours, 
Lloyd Penney

Ten

































I love National Public Radio here in the US, and 
there’s a fellow who hosts a show called Wait, Wait, 
Don’t Tell Me (which was probably stolen from some 
English show with a name like Thoughts, Gentlemen 
or I’ve Just About Thought It Up, You Festing Twit) 
and he entertains me no end. His name is Peter 
Sagal, and I took a chance and sent him an email 
asking if he’d mind letting me know his thoughts on 
what Science Fiction has done for him.

And amazingly, he wrote back! 

So here now is America’s #3 Publicly out SF 
Enthusiast (behind Stephen Colbert and Alton Brown) 
on what SF did for him! – Chris

I spent my youth from the ’70s and ’80s reading 
and watching – generally consuming – whole bales 
of science fi ction, from endless Star Trek reruns 
to thousands of mass market paperbacks by Pohl 
and Asimov and Niven and Zelazny and dozens of 
others I’ve probably forgotten. I am proud to be 
the only person I know who remembers the bizarre, 
aborted sci-fi  TV series The Starlost, created by 
Harlan Ellison. I am proud, at this late date, to know 
who Harlan Ellison is, and to be able to repeat this 
anecdote: 

Bunch of guys at a science fi ction authors’ 
gathering in the late 1960s. They’re talking 
about some young turk author new on the 
scene. Somebody says, “He’s like a young 
Harlan Ellison.” Somebody else says: “Let’s kill 
him now.” 

I imagine the appeal for me, just like every other 
unathletic brainy socially awkward kid who joined 
the sci-fi  book of the month club was the implicit 
power of transformation. Sci-fi  is predicated on a 
release from the strictures of reality: in sci-fi , the 
rules are changed, and limits are removed. You can 
go faster than light, or teleport, or use teleknesis, 
etc. and for someone who’s not very comfortable in 
the world as it is, this is a compelling conceit. Any of 
these alternative worlds represented a place where 
I could have been more successful, or happier, than I 
was in the plane of existence in which I was caught: 
suburban New Jersey. (By the way, the truest and 

funniest and saddest expression of this longing is the 
song “The Future Soon” by Jonathan Coulton. Check 
it out.) 

But now that I am older, and now that the 
sci-fi  culture that once consigned me to an even 
deeper isolation (“Whatchoo reading, faggot?”) has 
become mainstream (I loved Star Trek before it was 
profi table) I do look back on that period, and that 
addiction, and that stubborn insistence on escape, 
with some regret. Turns out that in addition to there 
being no jetpacks, there is no way to change the 
rules (or bend them, Matrix-like) of the world we 
live in. Further, and more importantly, it is a much 
more interesting and fascinating and rewarding 
world than I knew it to be, back then: more 
interesting, even, than Trantor or the Ringworld or 
even Amber, of which we are but a Shadow. I wish 
that I had engaged in it more, and learned to talk 
to people rather than trying to teach my dog Elvish. 
I wish I had gotten outside, once in a while, gotten 
some fresh air, learned to fi sh or play basketball. 
I wish I had read more books by authors who 
grappled with the world as it was – fascinating and 
heartbreaking and impossible as it is – rather than by 
authors who just threw up their hands and made up 
their own. 

Twenty-six

I love National Public Radio here in the US, and funniest and saddest expression of this longing is the 
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right (by which I suppose I mean ‘like the book 
says’ as much as anything), although the everyday 
costumes do date the film firmly in the 1960s. The 
hover-packs, while looking grotty compared to the 
CGI we’re all used to now, add something of the 
air of menace in the pursuit of Montag which is 
lost through the omission of the Mechanical Hound 
– something I had thought would have been a gift 
to film. The pursuit, in fact, is not the point here; 
there is considerably more menace in the film before 
Montag makes his choices and runs than in the 
running, a relatively small part of  the film. Truffaut 
aimed for a ‘subtle constant tension’ – influenced 
by Hitchcock who he was interviewing at the time 
– enhanced by the musical score (from Hitchcock’s 
regular composer) and by effects such as the fire 
engine’s siren. Once he flees, knowing that Clarisse 
may be waiting for him and with us knowing that 
the ‘book people’ are definitely out there, the film 
rushes towards its conclusion.

Above all, what I actually hated about this was 
that they really burnt real books. This may be all 
too symbolic of what I feel about most cinematic 
adaptations.

What traitors books can be! You think they’re 
backing you up, and they turn on you.

    While I was failing to realise all those years ago 
exactly why I’d become a science fiction fan, I 
was also lost in blissful ignorance of the fact that 
my big irony was way off beam, since the original 
publication of this story wasn’t in a book at all but 
was of course in magazine form with the inclusion of 
‘The Fireman’ in the February 1951 issue of Galaxy.

I’m probably not a proper SF fan after all, 
mind you, because I don’t read short fiction by 
the bucket-load and indeed I had to borrow the 
February 1951 Galaxy from Mark and didn’t even 
know off-hand which issue I should be looking for. 
I’ve heard most of the arguments about how the 
short story is the best form for SF and I don’t feel 
qualified to engage with them in general; I think 
it comes down to cases and if we’re talking about, 
say, ‘Flowers for Algernon’ then I’ll put my money 
on the short story every time. In this case, though, 
I personally consider Fahrenheit 451 to be a better 
story than ‘The Fireman’: it’s better structured, 
the characters are more plausibly drawn and more 
effectively introduced to the story, and the plot 
flows more easily in the novel than the novella. The 
novel is also more open; we have a stronger sense 
of complicity with Montag (Leonard in the novella) 
from the beginning, although it’s only gradually that 

we learn about the extent of his cache of books. 
Clarisse McClellan also plays a more significant part 
in the novel, awakening Montag from his illusory 
contentment through both her life and her apparent 
death.

Only the Mechanical Hound seems to work better 
in the novella; the sense of inevitability inherent 
in its rôle in the novel fits well with the more 
transparent narrative, but the shock introduction 
of a Hound to the novella at a late stage not only 
injects some adrenaline to the chase which has 
otherwise been missing, especially after Montag’s 
deployment of the flame-thrower against his 
colleagues, but is also less effective when retained 
in the novel since it merely replaces an earlier 
model of Hound which we have already seen 
defeated, despite Montag’s fears about its abilities. 

Thirty-one

There are worse crimes than burning books. Not 
reading them is one of them.

Ray Bradbury

    It’s interesting, however, how much more 
SFnal the novel is, only a few years further on: 
full-screen interactive television and a Walkman-
like radio ear-piece in place of what seems like 
standard TV and radio; radio communications across 
unlimited distance between Faber and Montag; 
the hand-identity entry to Montag’s house; and the 
awesome capacity of the bomber planes. Most of 
these aren’t even realised effectively in the film, 
a dozen years later. Now, of course, it’s not these 
technological trappings which seem science fictional 
but the societal shift; the technology is not entirely 
outdated despite the absence of computer science, 
but without these developments to marvel at it’s the 
changes in society which continue to engage us.

Perhaps science fiction fans – even those of us 
with palmtops, and mobile phones, and websites, 
and more email accounts than we really know what 
to do with – can never abandon their attraction to 
books, and to the written word. Maybe that’s why 
the book is more charged than the film. Maybe 
that’s why the story itself, in any form, will always 
fascinate me.

Above all, it’s the opening to the novel which 
carries the impact: It was a special pleasure to see 
things eaten, to see things blackened and changed. 

I guess it changed me. And it still burns.





staring into the world of science fiction and fantasy 
fandoms and smile back at them with confidence. A 
person in a Klingon costume can be mocked by the 
stranger on the street. A Klingon in both clothes and 
attitude will scare the same stranger and send him 
on his way before he can shout, “Nerd!”

The point, in this vast and ever-expanding fan 
universe, is that where new science fiction and 
fantasy is coming out every day, there is a difference 
between Hallowe’en and Comic-con. Fans are 
constantly transcending film lot costume wardrobe 
into the daily clothes of a living character in a world 
as real as our own. 

 

 

Thirty-Three

 George scratched his head in abject 
puzzlement as he tried to figure out where 
he’d parked the rocket this time in the 100-
acre parking lot of Nallmart 75B, but then he 
remembered that a ship-boy had taken his DNA 
key-but which one, the kelly toned humanoid 
or the atmosphere-of-Rylak-hued android; 
scanning the horizon, he at last turned to Babs 
and asked “how green was my valet”? 
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