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A warm welcome to the 50th 1ssue of Dib Dib Dib - a bumper issue celebrating a
milestone I thought I'd never reach. The cost 1s a fixed rate of 40p per issue
in the UK and 23p + postage overseas. Anyone wishing to send money, send it to
Tom Tweedy, 29 Stanley Hill Avenue, Amershom, Bucks., HP7 9BD. Tel. 02403 4513

EDITORIAL

1 must start the editorial thanking
all those who sent hearty congratula-
tions on Dib reaching the magic 50 -
1t's  all much  oppreciated, and
omissions by Pete Mearns and Iain
Forsyth are duly noted. This is
supremely satisfying for me [ can
tell you. I never thought I'd survive
this long. It may rot surprise you to
know I‘ve thought of folding Dib more
than a couple of times 1n the past
(though I don’t suppose there’s many
editors who haven't}. Mind you, this
was not because I didn’t enjoy
writing to you, or getting letters
back, it was mainly due to stress -
such as when the printer acts up or
1'd buggered up o disc with the gomes
on (putting me a bit behind). At
times such as that I wondered just
what the hell I wus bothe:iiny “or.
Funnily enough, one ©of the worst
times was coming up to this 50th

_issuel- At—about issues 47, -48 -I—began~ —"

thinking about what® the I wonted to
do for this issue.’ I didn’'t want to
produce a potted history of what Dib
has done over the 4 years or so (not
that I could remember anything
anyway), and I knew it was ‘the usuol
form’ for editors to do 'something
special. Trouble is, I didn’'t actual-
ly feel like doing anything special.
Not that I'm lazy - certainly not -
nor did I want to cheat you out of a
bumper issve, I just thought produ-

cing a.special issue would be rather-

pointless. Then, on the other hand I
thoughti, Dib: has not done anything
different the whole time.1t has been
in existance, 1 MUST do something
different for the 50th issue.
Acaaarrh, fold I thought, have done
with this dilemmo, be original, but
unforturately this is the result.
You're lucky, generally I turn my
back on unsolvable problems, on the
arounds I’ve got other things to do
without worrying about what I can’t
do.

So what HAS Dib achieved since 1
dragged 1t 1nto the hobby? Not o lot
as other zines go, I’ve tended to

keep away from what other editors see
as the norm. [ suppose I was more
interested 1n the technical side of
printing a zine, than in actually
writing one 1i.e. better printing,
typewriter, word processor, style of
print - the ultimate, like thas,
double columns - yet still make it
interesting enough to read. That's
where the letter column came in; that
and the games allowed me to carry on
while 1 learned.

Mind you, on the side I intro-
duced today’s much-used version of
the postal Sopwith gome along with
the Scpwith Ratings (which Andy Murby
now produces). In actual foct it was
to see how the Sopwith game would run
postally thot I brought Dib out in
the first place; which I did by
trying to tack it on as'a subzine to
Clive Booth’'s Chimeera. This idea
failed miserably  because Clive

couldn’t T get his publishing dates

right, so Dib started going out as 2
or 3 poge photocopied game sheets to
those playing in the gomes. Mind you,
this was only until issue seven, when
I finally got my 360 Gestetmer - I
was really determined to give this
zine editing lark o go then. I'm not
saying Dib is the BEST looking =zine
around = 1 know that some litho'd
ones look better - but there’s not
many better looking mimeo ones, if I
may say so myself. Oh, if only ! had
a good photocopier...

I wos helped o lot in getting started
by all the other editors then, mostly
Richard Hucknall (who started off the
famous Dib letter column by sending
in The Letter thot started off the
chameleon fiasco), but ot that time
it was easy because other editors
traded widely, oand in actual fact
made me feel welcome. Mind you, the
foct that I was known in some small
way through the letter columns in
other zines helped - I wasn’t o stra-
nger just coming into the hobby,
seeing o few zines and then just
starting up.




rrom the vory beginning

I /decided

that, cpart  from seeing how ‘the
Sopwith would run, Dib would be ¢

zine for the subscribers; g forum for
anyone to feel welcome; ‘tofeel they
could write 1n anything without fegr
of - being ridiculed because of cge,
grammar,’ spelling, subject, or what-
ever. Hell why should I bother, 'I was
comparatively old (scoing as most of
my subscribers

grammar and spelling cre atrocious
(they  still arel), cnd as  for
subject... well anyore that con put
up  with chat about George North's
inflataoble dolls  and Chcmeleons,
needn’t- worry.  about' what cubjects
crop up. R P

The',éniy tﬁgné'l‘nevcr did, for no
reascn I cen think of other  than
thought it hed all been done before,
was ‘never take the cditing pcth  of
the normal zine., The scomingly obli-
gotory“baptlsiws of fire zines co
through before they fold. T paver did
quizzes; cuesticnarcs; introductory
Flvers detailing whot Dib intendad to
do; ‘Potted histories) or meny Diplo-
macy ' criicle- . o] oo :

~

many ' crticles cat alll Not  shar 1
didn’t “want  thag - 1cluded  1n the
zine, I've alwa,s encour aod cihers
to wrice them if they wanced, i just
never felt cceafortoblie writing  Lhom
myself. I' think cnce gyain  thie
boiled down to ths Tect T ihought it
had. a1l been said before.  This gttr-
tude 1s admirable {op thosa  tlae
don‘t wish to seo pe repaating
myself, but it does ceem to spoil

things for the novices
from time to time, perneps  there
should” be ¢ library of woell-written
hobby articles thar cne couid g5 to
SO novices can got to Gpirecicte &
likez of ‘Piggott’s Lav of Fanzines’,
the ‘Bedbug Island’ teles, Birks’
article on “Irving Tedious’, kob

Chepman’s "Introducticn 1o Liplo-
macy’, and so on. Sui2ly thece gems
cannot be allecr2d o be forgotten?

Come to think of 1t I wouldn't mind

collecting all thos- on computer 1f ]
had the owner’s Fzirrrlssion. . .

But I digress. ihare do I go from
here? More to the Fo.nt wherz (oes
Dib go from he~ez Viell I'm cortainly
not g0ing to iold now 1've just
passed the hard byt! After this issye
1t’11l be down hil} all the way to tne
one hundred mar. Naybe 1711 try g
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were students), my,

the poll (a1s

few quizzes? (As if my subscribers
would answer questions!) A questio-
nare might be nice. It's about time.
Actually I've been pondering for some
time now as to whether should try
another type of gome 1n Dib to help
break away from the label of merely
being o Sopwith zine. What game
though, that‘s the problem? Soﬁething
on the lines of En Garde, or perhaps
Formula 1 - byt I would definitely
nead a dedicated outside GM with
plenty of time on his honds to run
1t. 1I'11 have to think on it... but
if you kave any suggestions write 1in
(might as well ‘ave dome a questio-
nare, aquv...). One bit of interest
anyway, Richard  Downes says he
wouldn’t mind CMing o Bourse - fine,
but I think 111 wart until I see if
it cenerates any  interest. Anywoy,
enough of me... what about the hobby
and me?

7 certainly mucked up my own chances

of doing well 1n the Gladys Awards
this  taimo, didn’t 12 Like o twit [
giving my views

plugged the awards,
on euch catzgory, and then I forget
VIO Ll LS ddeess so you con send
all vour vetes int What @ gherkini
Soe of you tried, I hope. Why James
Loiie ovin sent me his votes... too
late for me to send on though.

Lamn...  pext year for hobby domina-
Lvien.  Tne one hard thing to toke is
‘hat the mrsorable Dolchstoss got an
award - Sharp will Ha insufferable

(well, more so than he is now).
Pleese God male him come below Dib in
1t possible to come
50th?) .

I mcant to mention the last couple of
times, but forgot as usual, Geoff
Challinger’s latest hcobby offering of
o Liplomacy statszine called The Fot-
Lady Sings; which is q form of the

Yiho's Where Pote Colraft was supposed

to do. Appcrently the last ww
¢éppecred 1n the fingl New Statsman

run by Mick Cullock in 19791 1t was
then pasced on to Pete Calcraft who
has since been trying to get one out.

Anyway, TFLS 1s interesting for what
it a1s: 1t details exactly who’s
playing where. Also interesting to

note only three zines - Ode, Vienna,
and Zeebv - run more Diplomacy games
Lhcn“‘rﬁ-e_jw and I'm not even classed as
a Diplomacy zine.

Geoff Challinnmnpr, 117 Shrubbery Road,
South Darenth, Kent, DA4 5AP.
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FOOTBALL PROPER

From George North

I wonder if footbell will one day die
the death? After all, nothing lasts
for ever aond attendances ore dropping
off gradually down the years. Mind
you, if games like football and cric-
ket last for several generotions we
will alwoys have supporters that are

young to replace those old ones who
have been everywhere, seen every-
thing, and maybe grown heartily sick

of the very game of Foothball. Just
the same there have certainly been a
few changes down the years to keep
the regulars happy. I mean, a few
yeors ago who ever heard of Oxford
United? And if you go further back
than thot there were times when even
Aston Villa had a football team.

fhen I wos a lad, way back in the
dark ages, the players could charge
the goalkeeper and kick the daylights
out of the opposition with their
heavy toe caps and rcke a shin with
studs protruding half an inch out of
the bottom of the boot, supposedly
for gripping the turf,

To me the wearing of boots presented

its own particulor problem_for they —

were fine if you tied the boot laces
and hung them round your neck until
you got to the ground, but to wear
them and try to travel across the
road and down a concrete path was
like walking on the Fokir's bed, or
when vyou don roller skates prior to
going on the rink. You could hardly
stand in the boots let alone walk or
run to the place; plus the boots
normally had nails half an inch
longer than the stud and protruding
well i1inside the boot. Hence the thick
woolly socks to soften the blow. Add
to this the dreaded shin pads from
ankle to knee-cop and there you had
the full suit of armour, footballer
for the use of.

So the heavy hobnaoil boot 1s
thank goodness, and so too has the
laced up football. How that football
ever got off the ground is not known.
First find o sucker who has such a
bolﬂ and then borrow o pump and
connector and you are part way there.
It tokes some sort of technician to
pump up the ball, pad the splits,
tuck in the tit, and manoeuvre a
crochet hook to weave the lace

gone,

through the holes without leaving too
big a lump on one side where the lace
had gone. To head a ball was some
sort of Russion roulette and you
could get away with 1t nine times out
of ten. But catch the loce when

heading a ball and you were i1n dire
straights.
Not that I want to teach granny to

suck eggs but so many of the nicei-
ties of football seem to hove gone or
been superceded thot nowodays it is
so difficult to realise these things
ever existed. We have mentioned the
pumping up of the ball ond the
lacing, but also there was the stit-
ching and how long will it lost. The
first vyou realise anything is wrong
is when the owner of the ball sudden-
ly scoops it up for o close inspec-
tion oand has o heart attack when he
realises the stitching 1is coming
undone. Then somebody either knocks
it from the owner’s grasp or the
owner decides what the hell, the ball
belongs to his bigger brother anyway,
and he lets us continue so long as we
don’t toe poke it. Famous lost words
because ro matter how careful, once a
stitch is broken it spreads like
wildfire ond slowly the blodder comes
into view unt1l it either bursts the
ball or the owner graobs it up and
runs it home for repaoirs. Alas, they
don’t make balls like that anymore.

But strangely enough there would be
at least o dozen games going on ot
the same time in every open space
available, from the Lordship Lane
Recreation Ground and the Tottenham
or Hackney marshes, right the way up
to Wood Green football ground to
White Hart Lane - and the spectator
was spoiled for choice. As o child
one did not expect to pay to see «a
game, naturally. The Recreation
Ground was free. At Wood Green vyou
risked torn pants and a thick ear
when you got chucked out, and ot
Tottenham it was a challenge rewarded
by a boot up the backside, but
complimented down below where one
could nick the lump sugar. You could
also watch the geme by hanging off a

ra1l above the steps. So my gong
spent many a Saturdoy ot Tottenham
where' bunking into the ground was
almost legalised since the feeling
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there was that the youngsters ducking
under the turnstile were the paying
customers of tomorrow. Just a token
show of catching defaulters was all.

In later years it was the travelling
and waiting for buses and trains that
put me ‘off, plus the struggle to
survive inside the ground amid the
mad, swaying, pushing, shoving,
kicking, punching,
waving crowd of loud, bowdy beer
swilling giants. You have to be six
feet something to see over the heads
of that lot, and with my luck I get
stuck behind a pillar, have a banner
waving in front, or umbrellas turn
day into night. Get there early and
grab o front railing then sure enough
the fattest policemaon in the ground
would come and hibernate before your
very eyes.

Then we moved to Harold Hill and from
our wupstairs window we could see
across the brow of the hill whether a
football match was likely on o Sunday
morning, and if so I would be out and
waiting behind goal during the warm
up session and fetching and booting
one or two balls just like old times.
Then 'we moved house and the Harold
Hill team I was following changed its
venue to a field o couple of miles
away and I would cycle every Sunday
and continue to give my loyal
support. [ did this right up ofter
they charged us 1/6d to go in. This
was o silly price really because you
could watch the game through the wire
netting and yet being outside isn't
quite the same as inside, is it?2 So I
paid my fee and had one eye on my
bike and the other on the game.

I suppose all teams have monetary
problems and Harold Hill was no exce-
ption. Even ‘the dressing rooms were
hired out for wedding receptions and
I have seen many a poor mutt dragged
from the touch line by some woman
from the reception who demanded that
he old mon ‘come and listen while the
best man read the cards. A sad day
indeed for that poor fool.

But the final straw came when Harold
Hill was token over by a new manager
who stopped the pay packet of the
players which was one pound and ten
shillings o motch. The team broke up
after that and I started going. to the
park again while the plavers eventua-

hysterical, arm-
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11y joined, now that they were well
over the hill, the Romford Brewery
football team, and that must be o
step in the wrong direction in any-
body ‘s book.

Back at the poark 1 watched Venus and
Red House football teams but it was
never quite the same. Often I would
stay for half an hour, rain or shine,
but enough wos always encugh and I
would wander back home and wait for
Match of the Day on telly instead. It
1s not known why one leaves halfway
through o motch on o beagutifully
sunny day but if you see, week after
week, a bloke who looks like Brother-
ston falling over himself every five
minutes, the urge to stay begins to
wane.

But this morning I had a good excuse
because with two blank pages of
Postal Football still to be
completed, and inspiration completely
gone, it was a relief when Peg gave
me a shopping list and handed me the
trolley to get the shopping. I sat in
the park on the way back ond watched
Brotherston until the score reoched
three nil. The sun was shining aond it
was_too good for football as I sat on
the bench ond enjoyed myself. Then 1
took up my trolley and made my way to
the paork gotes ond across the main
road. I knew it was risky with ¢ bag
of tomctoes perched on top of the
trolley but I bounced down the kerb
and away went the vegetables with me
in hot pursuit. Cars in front and
cars behind, o horn blosted os I
edged the tomaotoes over towards the
kerb, only now they were not vegetab-
les but little jars of snopoke and
inking rubbers that I wos guarding
with my life until the ref blew his
whistle and I saot up with o staort.
The players were marching off as I
staggered dreamily to my feet and
smiled dopily at an old lady who
scampered off os fast os her legs
would carry her. The trolley hadn’t
moved and all was well with the
world. I wonder who won the gome?

So you see, the gome still holds a
fascination for me in spite of the
aggraovation ond it 1s likely to last
for the rest of my lifetime, I guess.
Don’'t know about yours. But why is it
so popular is a complete mystery to
me, but I shall be there agoin on
Sunday with about eleven other people
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all hollering and knowing more about have been fairly good as one had to
the rules than the silly old'referee. ‘“try out’ to see if one wos good
I was even asked to run the linc once enough to get on the team. 1 was
-~ once - instant fame - but I wasn't shocked when trying out for the army
having any of that. Half a game is my team to find I couldn’t even touch
limit most days. How cbout you? the ball with the 'new’ continental

boots. Where wos the shin support,
e e ok o ok e ook g6 ok ok 3k ak ok ok ok o3k sk ok ok ok ok Sk ok de ok ok kK ol ok kK Gnd the hcrd toe .For. the Sometimes

necessary 'toe poke'? With the conti-
({Ah how this article brought back nental boot I found every time I

memories - thanks, Ceorge. I can tried to trop the ball under foot the
remember when we used to use the good ball would pass harmlessly underfoot
ol’ soccer boot where one had to nail completely missing the trop: “It's
the hard leather studs 1into the these short studs!” I hollered. Gone
boots. These boots sorted out the men also wos a time when one could take
from the boys! Boot rash was o pain- one’s girlfriend, or, in later life,
ful experience. I used to be in all son, to football motches without fear
the football teoms whan I was at of being torn to pieces. *Sigh* It's
school (various cchools - we travel- all gone.))

led around o lot), meaning I must

T T D T R TP MMM mmMmMmMmMMmmMMmMMMMmTmmMMMmMmmAMMMMMmmmmmmMMmmmm

JOTTO Turn é

Bloody Fell, 1I’'ve had more cuestions about rules fired at me in this one game
than in my vhole editing career. What happened to the good old days when the
only thing that Sherre rould ek of me was where he could possibly get a book
with enough six letter words in to give him a choice? Of course UMBLES is a
natural plural... YES plurcls can now be sent in... NO I'm not going to tell

anyone if I’'ve chosen plurals for my secret words... and, how would I know

whot _tne. hell---i'm-ialking-about!l “The kitty still stdrds ot a HUGE £5 -
someone hurry up and win it so I can be put out of my misery... *SIGH* and to
think I started this because 1 thought it was a simple game.

KATH CCLLMAN: 6th: 120101 R.J. LAMPARD: 5th: 122112

MIKE DEANS: 5th: 33353 6th: 212223

Sth: 231122 RICHARD DOWNES: S5th: 211112
BRIAN MOORE: 6th: 214332 6th: 213322
ULF JIRETORN: 6th: 241132 ALAN POWIS: 6th: 321234
ANDREW SMITH: 6th: NVR'd ROSIE ROBERTS: 6th: 162131

RICHARD SHARP: éth: 111011

Zine Poll Game: So far the prize is the mognificent sum of £1, but right up
until the results are mede public anyone can join. Just send.in your five

guesses in the order you think they’ll be in when the final result is in, ondf

the closest guess gets the prize. Game fee only 25p. Already we have: -~

TOM TWEEDY: 1st Dolchstoss; 2nd Mad Policy; 3rd Ode; 4th Hopscotch; 5th Grea-
test Hits., '

DANIEL BROOKS: 1st iad Policy; 2nd Ode; 3rd Dolchstoss; 4th Dib Dib Dib; 5th
War & Peace. )

DAVID ABBOTT: 1st Mad Policy; 2nd Dolchstoss; 3rd Greotest Hits; 4th Hop-
scotch; 5th War & Peace.

ULF JIRETORN: 1st Mcd Policy; 2nd Dolchstoss; 3rd Ode; 4th War & Peace; 5th
Dib Dib Dib.

I've heard nothing yet cbout the Zine Poll - Richard Sharp complained thot
he’d be the last to publich it, "'1'd dispute that 1t looks as though I might
be. Perhaps I'll have von end everybody’ll get to talk about it accept for me.
By the time Dib 51 1s due out no-one will want to hear about it. Typicall

&

~5)



