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When I was a faned in the seventies and 

eighties editors would send me zines full of 

fanfiction and ask me to trade with them. 

Invariably I would decline their offers as I 

had no interest in that sort of thing.  How 

times have changed.  For the past 18 months 

I seem to have read nothing but fanfiction.  

Not sf because I very rarely read the stuff 

these days and when I do it’s almost always 

something by Jack Vance I’ve read many 

times before. No, this is Pride & Prejudice 

fanfiction produced by the lovers of all 

things Austen.  

I was first turned on to Pride & Prejudice a 

few years ago when ITV showed a series 

called Lost in Austen, about a modern Jane 

Austen fan who finds herself within the plot 

of the novel.  I was intrigued and decided to 

read the original Austen novel. That lead to 

the purchase of the Pride & Prejudice film 

from 2005 and then the BBC series from 

1995 and the earlier 1980 version.  My im-

mersion into Pride & Prejudice carried on to 

published sequels and variations of the orig-

inal novel that take the plot and characters 

in directions Jane Austen would have been 

mortified to witness. My decline is now com-

plete because I’ve become a member of a 

number of on-line forums where I get to 

read the fanfiction in its raw state before it 

even gets considered for publication.  

  

It’s common practice for these authors to 

recruit beta readers from within the forums 

to check on grammar, historical accuracy 

and such things before the stories get post-

ed. As an additional aid for writers there is 

even a fascinating website called The Regen-

cy Encyclopedia that tries to cover the whole 

subject of Regency Britain, from travel times  

(continued on page 20) 
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Don’t give up 

Or 

The Case of the Two James Maulls 

 

Way back in the dim and distant past of 1997 

Janice and I thought it would be a good idea 

to get a new hobby that we could share.  I 

can’t remember all the discussions and the 

hobbies we considered and discarded but we 

finally agreed that jointly and separately we 

would do research into our respective family 

histories.  

1997 was early days for the World Wide 

Web. Companies were just waking up to the 

possibilities of websites and there certainly 

wasn’t the plethora of sites, blogs and re-

sources there is now.  It was even before the 

days of Google, hard as it is to envisage. But 

there were early search sites available and 

through one of these we both hunted around 

for information on “Wiles” (Janice’s maiden 

name) and “Maule”.  Pretty soon we discov-

ered there was almost nothing available 

about “Wiles” but I was more fortunate and 

almost immediately stumbled across a very 

new website that had been set up by a Brian 

Maule where he was trying to work out a 

family tree for all the “Maules” in Britain.  I 

imagine Brian had been working away for 

years on collecting information because 

within only a few hours of sending him an 

email, introducing myself and detailing the 

names of my father, grandfather, some of 

the relations in Bristol I’d remembered from 

my childhood and a vague recollection from 

my father of an aunt being born in China, he 

had sent back enough details from his collec-

tion to get me started on my new hobby.  

Not bad for the first 24 hours! 

In subsequent weeks and months Janice and 

I would spend every Saturday at the newly 

opened Family Records Centre in London 

jostling with other researchers going 

through the heavy tomes dating from 1837 

that index all the births, deaths and marriag-

es in England and Wales.  Obviously as an 

index these volumes just detail the names 

and dates and do not have any details that 

let you determine whether it’s relevant to 

your family tree. To get a copy of the actual 

certificate you had to note the entry refer-

ence number, complete a form, and then 

hand in the request with the fee at the desk.  

When the certificates arrived in the post a 

few days later we would both hurriedly try to 

determine whether it was an actual relative 

and if not moan about how much we’d spent 

on ordering another piece of useless paper. 

One of the certificates was for a James 

Maule married in Birmingham but noted as 

being born in Taunton. Interesting but noth-

ing to do with my tree . 

Fairly early on in my MAULE research I de-

cided that it would be a good idea to help 

Brian and others by making a note of all the 

MAULE and the variant spellings like 

MAWL, MAULL and MAUL entered in the 

registers and publishing them on a website 

for all to access. The website was easy to set 

up but collecting the data involved months 

of back breaking work standing at a lectern 

(those tomes are HEAVY).  In 1998, with the 

permission of the government Statistical Of-

fice who own the copyright, the site went live 

as THE MAULE INDEX.  It’s still there at 

nabu.net/maule but these days more exten-

sive resources have made it almost superflu-

ous to researchers. 

Brian had established that my Bristol 

Maules were not related to the nurserymen 

family of Maules in the same city. The latter 

apparently had come to Bristol from Scot-

land in the 19th century and were a fairly well 

documented offshoot of the Earl of Pan-

http://nabu.net/maule/
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mure’s family tree, a MAULE tree dating 

back to before the Earldom was created by 

Charles I in 1646.  As a keen gardener I was 

a bit disappointed to discover I wasn’t relat-

ed to the family who had a variety of flower-

ing Quince named after them nor indeed 

distantly related to a real Earl. There was a 

possibility, remote, that as my Great Grand-

father had been born in Belfast we might 

have been somehow related to one of the 

Earl’s relatives who had moved to Ireland 

way back but many Irish records were de-

stroyed during the 1920s when the Dublin 

Records Office was destroyed so Irish re-

search is far from easy.  It looked like my re-

search was stalled unless new information 

appeared from somewhere. 

That information materialized in the form of 

an unexpected email from a 2nd cousin I did-

n’t know I had. He had seen Brian’s website 

and sent him details of his research complet-

ed over the previous decade.  Brian naturally 

had given him my email address as we were 

both descended from my Great Grandfather 

James Alexander Maule.   

The input from my cousin’s research led to a 

whole new area opening up to me.  He had 

managed to get a copy of our Great Grandfa-

ther’s marriage certificate from Belfast 

which showed that his father was called 

James Maule and he was from Taunton. My 

cousin had followed this up with corre-

spondence with the Somerset & Dorset Fam-

ily History Society and a visit to the Somer-

set Records Office (situated in Taunton) to 

look at the Parish Records. He had found the 

baptism of James Webb Maull in June 1832 

who had later joined the 2/20 Regiment of 

Foot and married in Ireland, where of course 

my Great Grandfather James Alexander 

Maule was born. A copy of that wedding cer-

tificate was fortunately also available which 

showed his father was called William Maule 

and he too was from Taunton. With this evi-

dence and additional research my cousin 

had traced a more or less complete family 

tree all the way back to a John Maull born in 

the parish of St. Mary Magdalene, Taunton 

in 1777.  Far from being distantly related to 

an Earl it now appeared that we were both 

descended from a humble mason. 

My cousin had come to a dead end in his re-

search and moved on but as I was the keen 

new kid on the block I decided to carry on to 

see whether I could add anything further to 

our shared family tree. The first task was a 

trip to the National Records Office at Kew to 

see whether I could track down the army pa-

pers for James Maull.  These would hopeful-

ly confirm some of the details that were a 

little vague from the existing records. I was 

My Great Grandfather James Alexander Maule  on his 

wedding to Ellen Crothers. Belfast 1882 
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surprised how easy it was to find the correct 

records once I’d told the assistant which 

Regiment I was interested in.  He punched 

various details into the computer terminal 

and almost instantly brought up a reference 

number for the collection of soldiers’ papers. 

It was then just a matter of completing a re-

quest slip and waiting in the reading room 

for the storeman to appear with the relevant 

bundle.   

James Maull’s army record confirmed a few 

interesting facts, amongst which were details 

of where he served abroad.  There was the 

reference to China that my father remem-

bered but also notes of postings to India and 

Japan, the latter where he served in 1865 

with a small detachment guarding the new 

British Legation, just a few years after Japan 

was opened to the world. He may not have 

been famous but my ancestor had seen real 

Samurai. (See back cover for a Japanese 

artists impression of the arrival of the Le-

gation in Japan.) 

Whilst I was doing my MAULE research 

Janice had by now also discovered ancestors 

in Somerset so we both had an incentive to 

spend time at the Somerset Records Office 

poring over microfiche copies of old parish 

registers. 

During 1998 we paid our first visit to Taun-

ton and the Records Office. It seemed 

strange visiting Taunton and seeing the 

streets and locations I’d been reading about 

in my investigations and thinking about my 

ancestors who had lived there.  It was partic-

ularly poignant walking past the old Alms-

house on East Street and realising that the 

last MAULE in Taunton had died there 

alone in 1859.  

When going through the records of baptisms 

for 1832 I had a shock moment, just a few 

pages away from the record of James Webb 

Maull, and apparently missed by my cousin 

years before, was a record of a James Maull, 

the bastard son of an Elizabeth Maull in the 

Taunton workhouse.  We now had two 

James Maulls both baptised in 1832. Was 

the family tree constructed by my cousin 

over years of research correct?  That visit 

and a subsequent trip to Taunton some 

months later didn’t answer the question.  I 

did successfully trace back a further two 

generations from John Maul to a William 

MALL and his wife Elizabeth in the early 18th 

century and found yet more bastard children 

of Elizabeth in the Workhouse. I still didn’t 

know if the tree was correct but I did find an 

interesting 1826 bastardy record hidden 

away in the Workhouse ledgers that said 

Elizabeth had been ejected from a parish 

neighbouring Taunton with her infant male 

son and that the purported father, a Charles 

Hayman from Devon, had been ordered to 

pay support charges. Was this the James 

Maull  baptised much later (in 1832). Were 

we all descended from that 1826 union? 

All the available records had been looked at, 

there was no answer. And that’s how I had to 

leave it in 1999. I had a more or less com-

plete family tree for the descendants of a 

William Mall and another, rather shorter 

tree, for all the descendants of Elizabeth 

The Taunton Almshouse 

Image  © Derek Harper 

http://www.geograph.org.uk/profile/5089
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Maull. Which one were my cousin and I in – 

we didn’t know. 

I lost touch with my cousin and Brian retired 

from the field with ill health as 1999 turned 

into the new millennium. My research notes 

were bundled up and stored in a bright yel-

low crate in the spare room and I moved on 

to other hobbies and interests. 

And then just a month ago, as I write in Feb-

ruary 2012, I came back to family history re-

search.  It all started again when I found a 

picture on the internet of my Great Grandfa-

ther James Alexan-

der Maule. This 

piqued my interest 

because it was the 

same photo I’d re-

ceived from my fa-

ther back in 1997 

and this led me by 

an indirect route to 

the International 

Maule Group web-

site where I found 

again the family 

trees I’d been work-

ing on with Brian years 

ago.   

Out of the spare room came the yellow box 

with the binders full of post-1837 certifi-

cates, abandoned charts, hastily scribbled 

thoughts and pencilled research notes from 

the trips to Taunton.  And I started verifying 

the information on the Internet. 

There have been remarkable changes in the 

12 years I’ve been away. The Family Records 

Centre Janice and I haunted every Saturday 

has closed and the data collections available 

online have increased enormously to the 

point where a trip to a County records office 

to examine documents is no longer the only 

way to make progress.  With a subscription 

to a site like Ancestry.co.uk and a few clicks 

of a mouse button I can look at all the UK 

census records from 1841 to 1911 and also 

the indexes that were previously only at the 

Family Records Centre. Births, deaths and 

marriages pre-1837 can be searched through 

the volunteer FreeReg site etc, etc. When I 

think of the limited resources we worked 

with and the hoops we had to go through in 

1997-1999 I can’t help thinking that people 

entering the hobby for the first time now 

have an easy life  - or they can just find the 

wrong person more easily! Janice says I had 

an easy start too, with the help of Brian - but 

I feel I paid my dues. 

It has taken some time but I believe the re-

search Brian, my cousin and I did is still 

sound. Yes, there are a few new snippets of 

information to add to the mass we accumu-

lated on what I think of as “The Taunton 

Maules” but essentially we had it right. 

With this new found confidence I decided to 

tackle the final question. Were we all de-

scended from James (Webb) Maull the son 

of a respectable mason in Taunton or James 

Maull the son of, let’s face it, a women of ra-

ther loose morals with 4 children all born 

out of wedlock to different fathers? 

I can understand why I stalled in 1999. 

There’s little evidence and most of that is 

ambiguous. For example both of the James’ 

Taunton Workhouse 
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wedding certificates quoted a father called 

William, obviously one of the James’ was a 

liar but which one? The middle name 

“Webb” was no use as apart from the initial 

baptism it never appeared again. Eventually 

I compiled a list of known facts, dates and 

ages extracted from census, marriage, birth 

and army records. I then created a timeline 

and slotted the various pieces of information 

into it and stared at it for some time. Even-

tually I cracked it. The evidence pointed to 

all my cousins and I being descended from 

the “wrong” James.  Our James Maull, who 

joined the army, served overseas and fa-

thered our Great Grandfather James Alexan-

der Maule was James the son of Elizabeth in 

the workhouse. The “other” James (Webb) 

Maull had moved to Birmingham and start-

ed a whole new generation in that city. It 

was his marriage certificate we had obtained 

from the Family History Records Centre all 

those years before and it was his family tree 

we had documented so well. 

What does the future hold for my renewed 

interest in my family tree?  I believe that 

Elizabeth Maull was baptised in 1805 and 

her mother was noted as a Sarah Maul. Who 

was Sarah, who was the father?  Where does 

this all fit into the wider picture of MAULES 

in Taunton? I have a theory but it will take 

time to prove or disprove it.  Come back in 

another 12 years and I might have the an-

swer. 

 

© Ian Maule 2012 
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Graham's Irritating day 

By Graham Charnock 

 

 Many people find me irritating. I can't un-

derstand why since my own perception of 

myself shows as a sort of saintly figure wear-

ing gleaming armour, a bit like Saint Joan, 

except more butch. I guess it's like those fat 

people who have no perception of their own 

fatness and thus block aisles and corridors 

when you are trying to get by, and thus be-

come extremely irritating. 

 

Certainly many of my old bosses have found 

me irritating. One even called me into a dis-

ciplinary hearing because I had apparently 

been very irritating whilst attending a 

Christmas party outside office hours. I 

thought this was unjust, because I had as-

sumed I could get drunk on my own time. 

Fortunately all that is behind me since I re-

tired. (Moral: never work for Communists).  

I am a member of several international chat 

forums and groups and obviously there are 

lots of opportunities there to be found both 

irritating and be irritated. I briefly flirted 

with a group supposed to encourage conver-

sation and criticism amongst neophyte  sf 

writers. I made the basic mistake of telling 

them all what shit they were and the moder-

ator banned me. I think "May you rot in 

Hell ." was how she signed me off. Well I 

don't need an e-group for that kind of insult; 

I can get it at home. Speaking of e-groups, I 

recently posted what I thought was a very 

clever Philip K. Dick parody on one of them, 

but it was totally ignored. Which, I admit 

irritated me, since whenever I have been cul-

pably rude on the same group people have 

not been shy on leaping on my every post 

and dissecting it to my detriment. Just to 

irritate you, I will reprint it here: 

Eileen was baking cookies when John came 

home from his job at Dodgers Incorporated. 

Those cookies smell nice, said John. I hope 

you've been using Dr Colon's stone ground 

flour. I have, darling, said Eileen, despite 

some warnings being posted on the 

Healthogram concerning gluten. You don't 

have to worry about then, laughed John. I've 

been working on the Dr Colon account for 

ten years and I think I'd know if anything 
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was wrong. The house shuddered. What was 

that, honey, said John. That was just the 

house shuddering said Eileen, it's been do-

ing it quite a lot these days, but I don't know 

what it means. John sat down at the table 

and opened his Omnitablet. No trace of local 

seismic activity according to Seisreport, he 

said. But I'll get Servomech to send round an 

engineer. Something strange happened to-

day, said Eileen. A Japanese salesman called 

round and tried to sell me some antiques. I 

hope you called the Aliens Bureau to report 

him, said John. No, I bought this from him. 

Eileen showed him what appeared to be a 

wooden carved lotus. When John opened the 

lotus bulb there was a carved icon inside, 

gilded with gold and silver. In the back-

ground was a silvered representation of a 

B52 bomber. The house shuddered again. 

John went out onto the porch. It was a calm 

night with blue drifting clouds. John 

thought he could see miniature fire balloons 

drifting in from the West. 

There, now, that wasn't too bad was it?  Eve-

rybody just chill out and towel yourselves 

down whilst inhaling a relaxing ginseng 

balm. Forgive this entire preamble. It is just 

a foreword to the main text of my article 

which is: 

 

MY IRRITATING DAY 

I went to the charity shop at the top of my 

road. They had an ABBA's GREATEST HITS 

LP priced at £2. I tried to haggle the assis-

tant down to £1.00 but he said he wasn't al-

lowed to negotiate prices. I asked to see the 

manager, and he said he was the manager. I 

said, what you are the manager but you are 

not allowed to negotiate prices. He said piss 

off, you are really irritating me. 

I went to Yasir Halim next door to the Chari-

ty shop. It is a well-known grocers cum bak-

ery in Green Lanes. I wanted a piece of gin-

ger but not as big as the one they had so and 

asked the till-assistant if she could break it 

in half. She said she wasn't allowed to agree 

to that so I asked to see the manager. At that 

point a big Turkish bloke came up and es-

corted me outside. 

I went to the Post Office to collect a parcel 

which had been left there. I had to join a 

queue of about thirty people. While I was in 

the queue I farted and the person behind me 

(a nun) accused me of stinking the place out 

with my methane. I had to correct her that 

the human digestive tract does not produce 

methane and that human farts are mostly 

composed of hydrogen. What an irritating 

woman, apart from being a nun. I asked 

some of the people in the queue if they 

wouldn't mind me moving up the line be-

cause I was in a hurry. Some let me, but 

some told me to piss off, even the nun, who 

didn't count because she was behind me. 

Eventually I tried to just jump to the head of 

the queue but I was wrestled to the ground 

and quickly evicted. 

 I went to my local off licence where they 

regularly allow me credit, but there was a 

new guy behind the counter who told me I 

would have to pay cash. I told him I would 

take my custom elsewhere and he shrugged 

and said something obscene in Turkish. 

There was a woman standing in the doorway 

of premises which I know are regularly used 

for prostitution. I asked her how much for a 

blow job and then tried to bargain her down, 

whereupon she kneed me in the groin. I col-

lapsed to the pavement and someone pass-

ing by tossed me a fifty pence piece. I don't 

need your f**king charity I said, hurling it 

back at him, whereupon he nutted me and 

broke my nose. Quite a successful day so far. 

I went to my local computer cafe, which also 

sells dongles. I asked them if they had an 
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RS232 lead but unfortunately the regular 

guy had gone to lunch leaving someone be-

hind who obviously wasn't even qualified to 

work for Dixons. I must admit I swore at 

him and he told me to take my business else-

where. This seems to happen to me quite a 

lot. I went back later when the regular guy 

was there and tried to haggle a 16gb  flash-

drive out of him, but he told me his assistant 

had complained about me and I was thus 

persona non grata. 

Went down to my local kebab house, the one 

that runs a gambling den in the back room. I 

made small conversation with the guy cook-

ing my kebab but then made the mistake of 

appearing too needy when I asked for extra 

cucumber. I don't think I will ever go back 

there again.  

I went to the hardware shop to buy a new 

table leg for my table. When I asked them 

for a bag for it, they laughed at me, but I per-

sisted and eventually they agreed to wrap it 

in a plastic bin liner. I expressed my thanks 

but unfortunately they recognized my sar-

castic tone and spat at me as I left. 

I tried to get some money from the Barclays 

over the road from the kebab place, but they 

sucked in my card and kept it. I went inside 

and after queuing for twenty minutes com-

plained and asked to see the manager. May-

be I should not have worn the balaclava hel-

met and flourished the table leg in a bin lin-

er. 

On the way back home I got into an argu-

ment with a traffic warden who was trying to 

give a car a ticket. I don't know why I both-

ered. It wasn't even my car. 

No irritating day would be complete without 

visiting Sainsbury’s. First I lurked in the car 

park watching people illegally park in Moth-

er and Children bays when they were obvi-

ously not mothers and had no children. Fi-

nally snapped when a car slid into one of the 

bays and two fat women got out and wad-

dled into the store. I made a note of their car 

number and went after them, confronted 

them, and said I would inform the super-

market's security staff about their infringe-

ment. Unfortunately I hadn't looked at them 

too closely. They were both nuns. So Moth-

ers, okay, although without children and I 

could see my case would not have a happy 

outcome. In fact there is a bye-law in Har-

ringay against haranguing a nun in a public 

place. One of them took me into the toilets 

and forced me to say a lot of Hail Marys 

whilst beating me with her rosary. What, you 

think I could make this sort of stuff up? 

Whilst on my way back I came across a man 

sitting on a wall (this is true). I asked him 

why he was sitting on the wall and he said he 

was locked out and was waiting for his girl-

friend to come home and let him in. I told 

him I was surprised someone as ugly as him 

could ever have a girlfriend and it led to fist-

icuffs. Still, yet another tick in my diary. 

When I got home there was an email waiting 

for me from my boss, asking me when I 

would be in next week because he wanted to 

arrange a speech and final handshake and 

maybe have a meal (this is also true). I told 

him to fuck off because I would be glad when 

I'd left never to have anything to do with 

him again and didn't see why I should be po-

lite to him at this stage. I told him not to 

take it personally because it was my birthday 

and I had dedicated it to irritating people. 

He made some sort of comment along the 

lines of 'no change there, then'. Smart Ass. 

As if my day hadn't been irritating enough, I 

logged in to one of my Yahoo forums and 

found someone had posted a list of rules de-

termining how he would respond to other 

people on the group. Boy, was I irritated. 

0Oo 
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The Games People Play 

 

All The Pretty Little Horses 

Mike Meara 

 

Christmas 1958!  I remember it well.  Or was 
it 1959?  Okay, readers, so the facts are hazy.  
But the flavour – the flavour of it all I do re-
member.  To say nothing of the smell.  So 
come along with me, back, back into the 
mists of memory.  Watch out – some of the-
se synapses are a bit loose... 

 

...ah, here we are.  Mind your head on that 
neuron.  Now then: do you remember a 
game called Escalado?  Some of you may 
have been fortunate enough – I think that’s 
the right word – to own a copy.  This 100% 
analogue game is a fine example of how 
good crap games could be before the digital 
age.  Or do I mean how crap good games 
could be?  Read on and decide for yourself. 

 

It’s a horse-racing game, so why my Method-
ist parents bought me this Christmas pre-
sent in the first place is somewhat mystify-
ing.  My theory is that it was really cheap – 
my parents had little money in those days – 
and perhaps subsidised by Ladbrokes in the 
expectation of future business.  Its great ap-
peal was that it was not in any way a board 
game.  Instead, it had a canvas belt to serve 
as the racetrack, which you had to affix to 
your longest and best table using the lethal-
looking fittings provided, having forgotten 

that after last time – which was last Christ-
mas, so a year ago, then - you’d resolved to 
improvise some padding to protect said ta-
ble from the scratches which always cause so 
much recrimination and upset during the 
festive season, when tensions run high any-
way. 

 

The belt had a patent ratchetty mechanism 
which could be activated by cranking the 
handle at one end (batteries not included, 
because not needed, so that’s that excuse out 
the window); this action caused the belt to 
vibrate in the horizontal plane for reasons 
which will soon become clear if you just stick 
with me.  It also made a noise like that of a 
football rattle, which could of itself lead to 
minor bouts of fisticuffs among the over-
excited racegoers.  The belt was also fitted 
with several rows of studs which acted as 
fences and made the six die-cast model hors-
es fall over, though in fact some of them 
would do this before you even started.  
(Nobbled!  A bit of realism there, with hind-
sight.) 

 

So the five of us - I, my parents and my two 
grannies - would each choose our unlikely-
coloured “horse”, and place our “bets” – not 
real money, of course, since Methodists 
don’t approve of gambling.  We probably 
used chips from our poker game instead.  
The metal nags would be then be lined up at 
the starting gate, and the Racemaster, or 
“Dad” as I called him when he wasn’t on du-
ty, would begin cranking his magic handle.  
Then, two Really Mysterious Things would 
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happen: first, the painted ponies would go, 
not up and down as in the song, but forward 
along the belt towards the finish line.  And, 
as if that wasn’t Mysterious enough, they 
would travel at different speeds, just like in 
real life. 

 

And of course, some of them would “fall”, at 
the “fences”, or even before.  Sometimes all 
of them would fall, just like in one of those 
really downbeat stories by Tom Disch or J G 
Ballard.  But usually there would be a victor, 
and Dad (or “you cheating bugger” as I 
would have called him behind his back if I’d 
known the word “bugger”) would rake in his 
“winnings” – it still wasn’t real money, but it 
always hurt to lose. 

 

There were three things which put an end to 
all this “fun”.  The first was that I thought I 
could improve my chances of winning by do-
ing a bit of nobbling of my own: I tried to 
widen the gap between the legs of one of the 
horses by levering with a screwdriver blade, 
thinking this would help it negotiate the 
“fences”.  But I overestimated the strength 
and flexibility of the muck-metal (as we 
Northerners used to call it) from which it 
was made, and one of the legs broke off.  
How I explained this away I can’t remember.  
We shut out the painful experiences of 
youth, don’t we?  My luck later on with real 
creatures with real legs was not much better, 
though of course by then I didn’t use a 
screwdriver. 

 

Soon after that unfortunate episode, I dis-
covered I had a magic handle of my own 
which I could crank.  I still lost my deposit, 
but the whole experience was much more 
pleasurable.  And finally, into my world 
came Disch and Ballard and all the other sf 
writers, and I put away childish things 
(though not the wanking, obviously). 

 

 

 

oOo 

Jophan's Quest 

Jim Linwood 

 

In Skyrack 51 (April 1963) Ron Bennett 

wrote: 

 

BRUCE BURN threw an evic-

tion party 9th March. Ken & Irene 

Potter made a farewell appear-

ance before returning north to 

Lancaster. Jhim Linwood played 

the drums and Ethel Lindsay, in-

troduced to the game of Monopo-

ly, beat all comers. Following the 

usual trend in London circles, 

Bruce revealed a new game which 

has a board based on The En-

chanted Duplicator.  

 

Bruce was being evicted from his bed-sit at 5 

Kingdon Road, West Hampstead for reasons 

best left unmentioned and was partying be-

fore his move to George Locke’s flat in Chel-

sea. I would move into his vacated bed-sit 

the following day. Also at the party was Dick 

Ellingsworth who had the bed-sit next to 

Bruce – with a Bruce and Dick on the top 

floor all that was needed was the Bat-pole. 

 

Bruce’s game was called Jophan’s Quest, 

based on Walt Willis and Bob Shaw’s The 

Enchanted Duplicator about a fan's progress 

from Mundane to the Tower of Trufandom. 

However, in the game being first to reach 

the Tower didn't necessarily mean you won 

the game – it was a bit more complicated 

than that. After a few die rolls I recall pass-

ing through the Jungle of Inexperience to 

land on a square that required me to imme-

diately produce a one-shot. I retired to the 

typer in Dick’s room together with Marion 

who had come up from Salisbury for the par-
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ty, quickly wrote some rubbish and found 

something more interesting to do. When we 

came back I think the game had descended 

into chaos and everyone was now playing 

Monopoly instead but Ken Potter, who had 

also landed on the one-shot square, pro-

duced the following poem: 

 

Femmefans make our way so light 

And fill with joy each lonely night. 

As in darkling shadows we cower 

Their memory livens each long hour, 

And when the booze is flowing free 

And when they sit upon your knee 

Oh what exquisite joy you find 

With lovely, lovely femmefan kind. 

Alas, with all these praises said, 

They hardly ever come to bed.  

Dick and I later devised a fannish version of 

Monopoly. Bruce also invented a card-game 

called Convention Gaga based on running a 

con and the shenanigans involved.  It was 

only played a couple of times but Bruce still 

has the pack of cards and rules.  

 

Jim Linwood (with a memory jog by Bruce 

Burn) 
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Mostly Rhyming Couplets 
 

By “Assorted Authors” 

 
In many moments of madness members of the             
e-group I belong to posted almost 200 mostly rhym-
ing couplets on a naughty subject.  Here’s a selection. 
 
 
Don't try it with badgers; 
They'll nibble yer nadgers. 
 
When attracting a fox 
Wear a box. 
 
If you try it with geese 
I'll call the police. 
 
An inquisitive coypu 
Can really annoy you. 
 
Some biscuits you can dunk 
Will interest a chipmunk. 
 
I once knew a hyena 
Who couldn't have been keener. 
 
But a budgerigar 
Is better by far. 
 
If you've an easel 
You could oil up a weasel. 
 
But please note: 
Not a stoat! 
 
But you should never eschew 
A kangaroo. 
 
Some just wanna be 
Close to a wallaby. 
 
You'll find yourself in combat 
If you try it with a wombat. 

Personally I'd be loath 
To consort with a pygmy sloth. 
 
And you'd raise quite a stink 
If you did it with a slink. 
 
But you'd be up to give wood 
To a louse if you could? 
 
Can I add a rider? 
You're OK with a spider. 
 
So I won't be undid 
By an arachnid? 
 
I'm pleased to say I can nod 
Not an insect tho an arthropod. 
 
Though I don't rate 
Any invertebrate. 
 
Unless you've been loose 
With a randy recluse. 
 
I know an old woman who had a spider 
Inside her. 
 
Maybe it's your bag 
To get hot with a stag. 
 
No, I'd rather have a go 
with a shapely little doe. 
 
I'd much sooner 
Try a vicuna. 
 
I'd never refuse 
To canoodle with a moose. 
 
Nothing could be sweeter 
Than eating an anteater. 
 
It could become a habit 
To poke a rabbit. 
 
You'd get a few stares 
If you tried to split hares. 
 
Though to have it off with a hare 
Is still relatively rare. 
 
You should always beware 
If dating a hare. 
 
For a couple of quid, 
You could lube-up a squid. 
 
Have a little peccadillo 
With a lovely armadillo. 
 
Leave your mark 
On an Aardvark. 
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Do it on speed 
With a millipede. 
 
You'd feel a bit of a prat 
Trying it with a rat. 
 
Don't be a wimp - 
Try your luck with a chimp. 
 
I have no use 
For a randy mongoose. 
 
And I would only smirk at 
An importuning meerkat. 
 
But would you do 
A kudu? 
 
No, but at a pinch 
I could fancy a finch. 
 
You'd deserve a medal ribbon 
If you're gobbled by a gibbon. 
 
Be careful of your tackle 
When going with a jackal. 
 
You need to speak the lingo 
If you want to date a dingo. 
 
I'm surprised there's a few 
Haven't yet tried a shrew. 
 
It's grander, 
with a Panda. 
 
So says you 
But you've never tried a ewe. 
 
You get a smaller bit of nobbin' 
With a red breasted robin. 
 
Why not have it away 
With a jay? 
 
I'd rather get high 
With a magpie. 
 
You'd wonder where you're at 
In the dark with a bat. 
 
It will either have your babies 
or impart a dose of rabies. 
 
You'd very soon tire 
If it were a vampire. 
 
Though one might do well 
With a pipistrelle. 
 
And then of course you do 
get a good ride from a horseshoe. 
 

Whereas it would be considered coarse 
To do it with a horse. 
 
Though many do 
I can assure you. 
 
And you'll feel a good deal soberer 
Once you've tried it with a cobra. 
 
You'll get mentioned in The Tatler 
If you walk out with a rattler. 
 
And the Illustrated London News 
when you made it with gnus. 
 
It's be considered hip 
If you made it with a thrip. 
 
But you'd best do a bunk 
If seduced by a skunk. 
 
My best idea yet: 
Munched by marmoset. 
 
Sounds better than a goose 
From an amorous moose. 
 
You should try something herbal 
For enticing a gerbil. 
 
For a few dollars more. 
You could try out a boar. 
 
An octopus, though, 
Would need much more dough. 
 
Though get it for free 
Up against a tree. 
 
For a jug of cheap wine 
You can pull a porcupine. 
 
Perhaps I'd get tumescent 
With a pheasant. 
 
You couldn't fail 
With a quail. 
 
To do a wood-pigeon 
Is against my religion. 
 
Never gloat 
At a stoat or a goat. 
 
Acting thus with a goat 
Would stick in my throat. 
 
You'll be out of luck 
If you go for a duck. 
 
(Pat Virzi, Harry Bell, Mike Meara, Graham Char-
nock, Roy Kettle, Rich Coad, Bill Burns, Jim Linwood 
and me.) 
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Eric Mayer   
 
(groggy.tales at gmail dot com) 
 
 
Your layout is pleasing to my eye -- simple 
and readable. I have used Open Office to 
create my own zine (which is not quite so 
readable since it vaguely emulates a dittoed 
zine) mostly because I have not been able to 
find a small, easy program that will allow me 
to stick pictures where I want without a has-
sle and then export the production to pdf. 
Seems like little to  ask but I am still looking. 
I also looked at Scribus and I found it virtu-
ally incomprehensible. 
 
Excellent trip report. Succinct and wet. I like 
inclement weather on other people's trips. It 
makes the reports much more exciting and 
atmospheric and I'm able to keep perfectly 
dry, reading indoors. 
 
"Aubergine" is a word I don't recall hearing 
until I married Mary, who as you know is 
from the UK. In the US we call them egg-
plants and by whatever name, I hate them. 
They are attractive in the garden, with 
their glossy purplish skin, and there is some-
thing almost unnatural about these big, 
bulbous, dark things hanging off perfectly 
normal looking green plants. They are se-
cond of my list of alien vegetables, behind 

kohlrabi. But the taste and the slimy tex-
ture...revolting. To be fair both characteris-
tics are mostly the result of cooking 
technique -- it is probably the taste of the oil 
people tend to fry them in that I dislike. I 
can only eat aubergines when they are 
cooked so as to disguise their identity. Any-
way, do they really have that many auber-
gines in Sicily or were they stalking you? 

 
As for writing classes...not that I'm an au-
thority, but I've never taken a writing class 
and I think writing is something that can't 
be taught, except for the basics. You just do 
it and look at other writing and learn. From 
what I have seen, writing classes are often 
taught by people who don't know how to 
write well enough to purport to teach 
others or by writers/editors with an axe to 
grind, who will try to force their own styles/
preferences/prejudices down your throat. 
There are also the classes and workshops 
that simultaneously teach you to write in a 
style desired by certain editors and intro-
duce you to those editors, many of whom are 
teaching the classes. This is a nice way to 
snag a few by-lines, and an especially nice 
way for editors of magazines read mainly by 
aspiring writers to make a buck, but at the 

My comments are highlighted thus. 

To be fair I think we went during the height 
of the aubergine season 
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end of the day, what's the point? Writing 
ought to be about expressing yourself, not 
someone else. 
 
Finally, as someone who writes an entertain-
ing fanzine, you already write at a high level 
and already know all the basic things that 
can be conveyed about writing in a class. 
 
 

Lloyd Penney 
 
(penneys at bell dot net) 
 
 
How to Write Good…start writing. Keep 
writing. Write some more, and when you ’re 
done, do it again. Something’s bound to 
click. Another thing to do…read. When you 
see how others do it, learn some lessons 
from that, and then write some more. Maybe 
drops of blood will form on your forehead, 
who knows. I keep reading the first million 
words don’t count, anyway. I was part of a 
writers’ group many years ago called The 
Bunch of Seven. I really wanted it to work, 
but I was the first one out…I was a science 
fiction short story writer in a group of fanta-
sy novelists. However, the group did bear 
fruit… Grads include S.M. Stirling, Tanya 
Huff, Shirley Meier and Karen Wehrstein. It 
took me a while to figure out what I wanted 
to write fanzine-wise, but I did put in my 
time in several apas, and I have been in the 
locol for about 30 years now. Only in the last 
few years did anyone actually ask me to 
write articles and reviews, bless ‘em. 
 
 

Joseph Nicholas  
 
(josephn at globalnet dot co dot uk) 
 
 
Aha -- you too have been to Sicily!  We were 
there in September 2007,  on what may have 
been a similar tour to yours -- flying into and 
out  of Catania (but not staying or visiting 
there -- which was a pity, because it sounds 
of interest), then visiting the usual sites of  
Agrigento, Monreale, Palermo, Villa Armeri-
na, Siracusa,  Giardini-Naxos and Taormina, 

and the summit of Mount Etna.  Our prac-
tice, however -- which we've adopted on oth-
er tours -- is to  split off from the group as 
soon as possible, in part because Judith  is 
hard of hearing and therefore can't hear 
much of what's being said and in part be-
cause, navigating independently, we can 
spend more or  less time on a particular site 
and therefore do what we want to  do.  In 
Agrigento, for example, the tour of the Val-
ley of the Temples  was scheduled to last a 
morning; we stayed on site so that we could  
walk up the hill to see the bits which the tour 
didn't cover, then further up the hill into the 
town itself (although in the end and  despite 
careful scrutiny of the guidebook we just 
couldn't find our  way through the last few 
narrow streets to reach the cathedral at the 
top of the hill).  At Monreale, we skipped the 
lunch and caught a bus  
down into Palermo so that we could spend 
the rest of the day walking the Via Vittorio 
Emanuele, from the Porta Nuova and the 
Palazzo dei Normani (where we lucked into 
a multilingual tour of the interior which 
wasn't in the itinerary at all) down to the Via 
Cala with many stops in between (whereas 
the rest of the group had a drive-around  
and were turned loose in the cathedral for an 
hour).  In Siracusa, we again skipped the 
lunch, so that we could visit the archaeologi-
cal museum which the tour omitted, then 
walked down into the old town for  
our own tour, re-joining the coach at the ap-
pointed hour. 
 
We stayed in Giardini-Naxos rather than 
Taormina, but by coincidence got rained on 
in Taormina as well -- a real stair-rods 
downpour which fell just as we'd completed 
our perambulation along the main street  
and hastened us into a nearby restaurant 
where we could wait it  out.   
 

Generally, we don't bother with a sit-down 
lunch when out sightseeing -- it takes time 
away from seeing the sights -- but on this 

According to our guide the rain we expe-

rienced was unusual.  I guess he wasn’t 

there in 2007. 
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occasion it seemed justified, since there was 
nothing else which could be done.  (I don't 
remember what Judith had, but I had a love-
ly  pistachio-flavoured rigatoni, which was 
made to order by a woman who was proba-
bly the proprietor's mother in the tiny kitch-
en  alongside.)  It was also very amusing to 
see the response to the rain of the diners at 
another restaurant across the street, where 
the pavement dipped sufficiently that the 
level of the cascading  rainwater rose slowly 
out of the gutter, over the pavement, and 
eventually over the podium on which they 
were sitting, forcing them  to hastily aban-
don their outdoor tables and move indoors.  
For dinner in Giardini-Naxos that night and 
the following night, we found an excellent 
sea-food establishment where (in contrast to 
the bland tourist fare on offer in the restau-
rant of our hotel) we could indulge our inter-
est in cockles, mussels, whelks, clams and 
other small rubbery sea-creatures which are 
generally shunned by the  average Brit (and 
where we obviously so charmed the restau-
rant staff  with our out-of-the-British-
ordinary tastes that on the second night  
they pressed several glasses of free liqueur 
on us).  (A bit reminiscent of a sea-food es-
tablishment we'd found in Seville in 1998, 
where the staff had been very snooty at our 
ordering an even more exotic -- and served 
raw -- selection of small rubbery sea  
creatures, clearly expecting us to complain 
when the meal arrived that they hadn't been 
deep-fried with chips and mushy peas, then  
detectably thawed and looked suitably 
amazed as we hoovered up platefuls of it.  
But no free liqueur from them, alas.)  

I remember in particular the summit of 
Mount Etna.  We had all been told that at 
3,000 metres we would need to rug up 
against the cold, and duly brought along 
warm jackets and whatnot -- yet even with 
the  wind slicing past one's ears, the ground 
was so warm that one could take one's shoes 
off and walk barefoot.  But the surface was a 

bit  pebbly and uncomfortable, so I soon put 
them back on again. 
 
Curt Phillips's review of The Green Hornet 
was both too unfocused and  insufficiently 
rude to be really funny -- certainly by com-
parison with one I read in The Guardian sev-
eral years ago and can still quote  from 
memory.  The name of the film, who was in 
it and who made it have long gone, but the 
opening lines of the review ran as follows:  
"This horrific teen rom-com-cum-weepy is 
best watched from behind your hands, or 
from under your seat, or from outside the 
cinema facing in the other direction, or 
while lying on the surface of Pluto wearing a 
blindfold".  The rest of the review was much 
less complimentary. 
 
 
 

Robert Lichtman  
 
(robertlichtman at yahoo dot com) 
 
Interesting comments about using Publisher 
2010 to  do this issue.  I have a copy of Pub-
lisher 2002 on my computer that I won 
*cheap* in an eBay auction a couple years 
ago.  For some reason I thought it might be 
useful, but it totally isn't.  I do TRAPDOOR 
(and my apazines) entirely in WordPerfect 
12, and there's nothing about them that's ev-
er made me wish I was using Publisher in-
stead.  
 
Well, as you note, "To a certain extent this is 
just like using Word or Open Office but the 
options in Publisher seem to make it clearer 
how to do things."  Given how unintuitive 
I've always found Word (on its own and/or 
compared to WordPerfect), this doesn't sur-
prise me. 
 
 
 

Ian Williams  
 
(ianw700 at gmail dot com) 
 
Wasn't planning to see The Book of Eli and 
now, after reading Roy's review, I never will. 

Aaaargh, small rubbery sea creatures.  I 
think I’ll stick with the Aubergines, 
thank you. 



Paranoid 24 

 19 

Nah, it actually sounds exactly like I thought 
it sounded and if I want confused Christian 
propaganda, I'll go to church. There are too 
many good films around these days to waste 
time on rubbish. That said I watched Caltiki 
the Immortal Monster yesterday, but there 
was a very good reason for that which I'll ex-
plain when I review it for my blog. On good 
movies, however, I recently bought two box 
sets, quite cheaply, by the Cohen Brothers. 
I'm watching one a day and reviewing it in a 
mini series on my blog entitled, imaginative-
ly, 10 Days of Joel & Ethan Cohen. Except it 
might go to 13 days as I bought another cou-
ple which weren't in the box sets and may do 
an overview.  
 
Enjoyed the bit about writing courses. I've 
never actually been on one myself though, 
and don't laugh, a couple of years after pub-
lishing my novel I taught a short course on 
how to write a novel. It was an evening class 
once a week and it lasted six weeks. I did ask 
for a full term but the administrators would 
only spring for the six sessions. I got about 
five people and it was fun, though I'm not 
sure what they got out of it and it was a long 
time ago. 
 
It's nice to read stuff about the period when 
I was involved in fandom but it feels, and 
indeed is, a long time ago and I've moved on. 
I get a lot of satisfaction (and heartache) 
from being involved in animal (particularly 
cat) rescuing which gets me out of the house 
a lot. While nothing is ever perfect, I do en-
joy my post-retirement life a lot. 
 
 

Steve Green  
 
(ghostwords at Yahoo dot co dot uk) 
 
 
Roy Kettle's belated review of The Book of 
Eli is more than fair. Back in January 2010, I 
wrote: "Denzel Washington channels Mad 
Max via the Bible Channel in an often non-
sensical post-apocalyptic martial arts west-
ern. Full marks, though, for the leftfield 
casting of Frances de la Tour and Michael 
Gambon as a pair of cannibals (the family 

that slays together, stays together?)." At 
least Mila Kunis got a higher-profile role op-
posite Natalie Portman in Black Swan. 

 
 

Taral  
 
(Taral at teksavvy dot com) 
 
What I really wanted to say was that I have 
an important tip to add your discussion of 
"how to write."  Writing for fanzines is cer-
tainly an opportunity for practice.  But inevi-
tably there comes a point when further 
fanwriting will probably teach you nothing 
you haven't already learned.  It will lock you 
into an endless cycle of catching up with the 
next issues of fanzines you contribute to reg-
ularly, though, so that you never get around 
to writing anything you can sell.  I'm begin-
ning to think that I've fallen into that trap 
myself.  Unfortunately, I can't spend any 
time developing that thesis as I have an is-
sue of Challenger coming up that I have to 
write something new for. 
 
 

Mike Meara 
 
(meara810 at virginmedia dot com) 

 
 
I’m still using Microsoft Word for my fan-
zine.  Word 97 in fact.  It’s largely a case of 
“better the devil you know”, insofar as it is a 
devil, but I do know it.  Of course, I daren’t 
try anything fancy like your two-column lay-
out.  Fortunately, no-one has yet suggested I 
should.  I’d try some other software, if I 
knew just what. 
 

The Book of Eli must have been on TV 

about 5 times since the last issue.  Each 

time I contemplate watching it but then 

remember Roy’s review and hastily do 

something else, like watch the kettle 

boil. 
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Personally, I love Sicily, and I can tell you 
did too.  Aubergines are yummy, aren’t they, 
and so versatile.  Pat and I have visited 
twice, and still have a lot to see, so we’ve 
done it at a slower pace than you did.  We 
loved Taormina, but still missed the human 
torpedo thing.  Maybe we were looking for 
ice-cream at the time. 
 
Excellent lettercol.  If you find any more 
John Hall pieces, by no means consign them 
to the waste; send them to me, and I’ll print 
them.  Ian Williams with a camera up his 
bum – now there’s a movie I’d watch, or ra-
ther, get Roy Kettle to review. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Jack Calvert  
 
(yngvizzy at yahoo dot com) 
 
As I got into reading Paranoid 23, I began to 
develop a craving for aubergine -- very 
strange, since I didn’t actually know what it 
was.  But Wikipedia straightened me 
out.  Eggplant -- that’s what we call it over 
here.  Aubergine is a better word though, 
since the plants have nothing to do with 
eggs, other than sometimes being vaguely 
egg-shaped, but purple.  There must have 
been some sort of language hiccup as that 
veggie crossed the  Atlantic. 
 
Good writing is something I’ve long been in-
terested in, though I didn’t participate then 
because I didn’t think I could add anything 
useful to what was being said by the high-
powered writers present.   In what has some-
how become the long-ago, I participated in 
several fiction writing workshops -- one very 
good and some others not so much.  At the 
end, I came to the conclusion that a bad 
workshop can do more harm than a good 
one does good.  Many people in the discus-
sion had good things to say, but I think Ted 

White got to the bottom line: write a lot, 
read, write still more.  And, for what it’s 
worth,  I think you way underestimate your 
own writing skills. 
 
I should add that I loved the Harry Bell cov-
er.   Paranoid illustrated! 
 

 
 
WAHF 
 
Peter Sullivan, Steve Stiles, Simone Restall, 
Ron Salomon, Bruce Townley, Pat Char-
nock, Graham Charnock , Sandra Bond (I 
thought Janice's reviews were very well 
done, in a gallows humour way; I salute 
her.) and Jim Linwood (who sent a photo-
graph he’d taken of a restaurant devoted to 
Aubergine). 
 

John is very dismissive of his writing 

abilities but I honestly believe he’s 

one of the finest fanwriters Britain 

has produced. 

Everyone commented that they liked 

Harry’s cover on the last issue.  I hope 

his latest gets a positive response too. 

(continued from page 2) 

by stagecoach, through fashions and so-

cial manners to more “earthy” facts like 

early 19th century slang and birth control 

methods (or lack of). Even so, basic er-

rors slip through, particularly where the 

author is not British and they and their 

beta readers have little understanding of 

the geography of the British Isles and 

seemingly no inclination to check. This 

leads to some unintentionally amusing 

episodes such as travelling south from 

London to Hertfordshire or not fully un-

derstanding that Kent is a county and 

not some little town you might visit for a 

shopping expedition. On the whole 

though I find many of these stories well 

written and well researched. I may even 

try writing one myself. 

Ian Maule 
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