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Greetings, greetings, fellow stargazers.* Another time out for this here fine tiny 
publication.  That Vworp Vworp!  fanzine published recently put this tiny little 
thing to shame but please let me highly recommend it.  (This thing is free, after 
all.)  You’re going to think I’m completely obsessed with logos if you read this 
fanzine too often.  I suppose I am very interested in branding (I trained as a 
graphic and studio artist), but really I’m not obsessed, it’s just that the pictures 
are good filler.  This particular instance is also somewhat language-centric, just 
by the organic processes of writing a fanzine. 
 
SPOILER alert, but nothing akin to major plot points.  SPOONERISM alert, too, 
just in case you should think I might be dyslexic. 
 
*This is the standard greeting from  Jack Horkheimer: Star Hustler, a naked-eye 5-minute 
astronomy show which has long-been a staple of Iowa Public Television’s sci-fi programming.  
Although it’s not actually sci-fi, is it?   He is ridiculously camp and also obviously ridiculously bald 
and wears a terrible toupee.  Here’s the (rather appallingly-designed!) website: 
http://www.jackstargazer.com  
 
 
Twitter:  Tis All Slebs ‘n’ Plebs and The Streisand Effect 
 
You all may have guessed I do not keep a blog.  I haven’t been able to marry the idea of 
‘life record journal-type thing’ with ‘spouting random opinions which nobody will 
read.’  So I prefer to do it in print like this, which I know at least a few will read.   I am 
on Twitter, though – not comparable because you can’t get into full expository mode.  
I don’t even know if the term ‘microblogging’ is a valid term; it’s more like ‘spouting 
random one-liners’ mixed with what we used to call a ‘chat’ in a chatroom.  On a 
practical level, it’s good for citizen journalism and breaking news, or if you’re just 
tired of Facebook sending you random invitations to join this or that group, but you 
still want the illusion of ‘keeping in touch’ with people.  And occasionally a sleb will 
talk to you and that makes you feel important.  
 
Illustrating both the sleb presence and the citizen journalism points:  sometimes a 
sleb will also misstep and say something he or she maybe shouldn’t.  This can be 
potentially semi-confidential information or highlighting politically charged 
concepts. In the first instance, sometimes it’s just ‘oops, shouldn’t have said that, I’ll 
go delete the tweet,’ and the general public gets a juicy piece of gossip, marked as 
such by the fact that the tweet was deleted.  But in other cases, it can have a real 
political impact.  IIRC, it may have been Stephen Fry who picked up this info and re-
tweeted it, but this happened when Trafigura attempted to gag The Guardian from 
reporting Parliament.  This turned into a huge furore, largely as a result of a Twitter.  
Trafigura dumped a whole lot of toxic waste off the Ivory Coast and they apparently 
didn’t want anybody to know about it, least of all, Guardian readers.  What on earth 
possessed them to think they could cover up this information?  They were so big-
headed that they attempted to silence the reporting of Parliament questioning them.   
 
This illustrates what is known as The Streisand Effect, wherein a company, a self-
important bod, sleb or other moron attempts to keep the media from reporting a 
particular piece of information, and this attempt to silence the reporting of 



3 
 

information in fact becomes the news story itself, making the whole concern much 
worse for those attempting to censor.  Named for when Barbra tried to keep an 
environmentally concerned person from publishing pictures illustrating the loss of 
coastline in California, because the photos taken included a picture of her house.  The 
intended publications had nothing to do with her personally.  Not quite as sinister as 
what Trafigura were doing, but there’s the precedent and there’s the rule’s namesake. 
 
Anyway, back to Twitter.  I like it; it doesn’t really have much of a point unless you 
give it one – I’m not keen to legitimise it too much, because I really don’t want to feel 
obligated to tweet stupid random stuff just in case people think I’m dead if I don’t.  
Keeping with the 80-20 Rule, or the 90-10 Rule, the tiny majority of people are slebs 
and most everyone else is a pleb, including me (but ‘sleb’ is relative, y’know, I could 
be a sleb in certain circles ;-)    
 
 
Stephen Fryowa 
 
Now that I’ve already invoked Mr Fry:  when I heard about Stephen Fry’s tour across 
America (Stephen Fry in America), I was of course, very interested in seeing what he said 
and did in Iowa.  As I was watching the programme in which I knew he would be 
highlighting Iowa, I figured out quite early on from various clues he was saying in his 
voiceover that he was going to end up in Fairfield, Iowa, the home of the International 
Maharishi University.  Bo and lehold, I was correct, and Fry talked at length about 
yogic flying, and interviewed one of the employees and asked him why the Maharishi 
decided to locate their university in Iowa (unspoken implication being, ‘of all places’).  
The employee replied, in a very deadpan way, ‘The college was for sale.’  I remember 
thinking, good on you, programme-makers, you haven’t done the stereotypical things 
about Iowa like Farmer Bob and his Case IH tractor or the rural town square ruined 
by Wal-Mart, you (or likely your poor lowly researchers*) found an interesting, 
unexpected thing in Iowa: the Maharishi.  Of course, you do make light of this odd 
thing, but not in a too-disparaging fashion.  Even better, you’re in south central Iowa, 
which is where I’m from.  Not the obvious Des Moines, not the Surf Ballroom where 
Buddy Holly’s last gig occurred – instead, Fairfield.   
 
And I just can’t help but wonder what happened when a bunch of Iowegians found 
out Stephen Fry was coming.  Can’t say I remember ever seeing Blackadder on Iowa 
Public TV, but then BBC America did air a lot of A Bit of Fry and Laurie in the early days.  
So I do wonder who already knew who he is, and who were clueless. I also further 
wonder how many Iowegians said ‘OMG, Hugh Laurie is British?’ when someone 
surely attempted to explain who Stephen Fry is via his BFF. (BTW, no doubt, people 
who knew Fry also know Doctor Who.)   
 
As I was watching QI: XL Quite Recently, the topic was ‘Gothic.’  Naturally I should 
have expected that lovely painting I pointed out a couple of issues back, American 
Gothic, but I did not, and I was well-chuffed when it showed up.  Quizmaster Fry 
asked who painted the painting.  Sue Perkins said, oh, I thought it was Norman 
Rockwell, but then said, it’s Grant, Grant something.  Indeed she was correct, and a 
picture of the painting and the house as part of its subjects showed up on the screens 
behind the panellists (and stayed up for quite a long time!) Fry explained that yes, it 
is Grant Wood, and oh look, there is the house.  Perkins also correctly said that the 
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old man in the painting was Wood’s dentist.  (Points abound from me!)  They 
neglected to mention that the woman is meant to be his daughter, not his wife, but 
hey ho, I’ll take what I can get.  The ensuing discussion didn’t quite seem to get the 
point across that the title refers to the style of architecture, but there was a great deal 
of chatter about the ‘Gothic’ window in the attic of the house.  Of course Fry also 
mentioned that the house still stands in Eldon, Iowa, and the screens showed a photo 
of the house.  It was looking pretty run-down in the photo – I’m sure it’s in much 
better nick than portrayed.   Again, all this probably from the thankless researchers 
he calls ‘QI Elves.’*  
 
*Nobody would be happier to find out that the researchers and/or Elves are not thankless and/or poor 
than me, so do tell if you know for certain! 
 
 
The IP Address  
c/o the Artist, the Patron, or the Gallery?  
(Do you see what I’ve done there? Yeah it’s rubbish, I know) 
 
Now, can anyone tell me if Quite Interesting Ltd. had to pay the Art Institute of 
Chicago who own the American Gothic painting, to use it in the programme?  No idea 
how works of art play out in IP law in this kind of instance.  By this logic, I suppose 
the Institute would need to be paid for the use of A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of la 
Grande Jatte by Georges Seurat, and thus get paid a royalty every time a DVD of Ferris 
Beuller’s Day Off is sold.   Such a minefield… 
 
 
Self-Satisfied Glee  
 
As I’ve been watching more Glee I’ve discovered I’m actually predicting the pop songs 
sung in the programme in advance.  This certainly wasn’t the intention at first; it has 
just happened a few times.  The first instance was when young main character Rachel 
starts to fall for her teacher.  When the plot was set up early on in the episode, I saw 
where it was going, and I said to my hubby, ‘Don’t Stand So Close to Me?’  Then, 
bada-bing, there it is: teacher Mr Shoe (as he’s called, he’s actually Schuster) sings it, 
mashed up with ‘Young Girl.’  Though, let’s be fair, you could likely mash that up 
with ANY Gary Puckett and the Union Gap song.  ‘Young Girl,’ ‘This Girl is a 
Woman Now,’ ‘Woman, Woman.’  ‘Girl You’ll Be a Woman Soon’ is not Gary 
Puckett, that’s Neil Diamond, but I usually lump it in with that group.  And Glee has 
already used ‘Sweet Caroline’ so they’ve ticked that artist’s box.  It is a bit bass 
ackwards, though, because both ‘Don’t Stand So Close to Me’ and ‘Young Girl’ are 
about the older man falling for the younger girl, when the songs are mashed up to tell 
the girl to go away – Mr Shoe is not falling for Rachel but these songs give that kind 
of message. 
 
Then poor young pregnant teenager eventually has to tell her father that she’s 
pregnant.  I predicted ‘Papa Don’t Preach,’ but it didn’t get sung until the next 
episode.  Then in the finale, Mr Shoe says, ‘You can’t always get what you want.’  Of 
course, I sing ‘you get whatcha NEEEEEED,’ which was sung later in full Glee Club.   
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This is totally self-aggrandising but it makes me happy – as does, I s’pose, the entire 
‘being a fan’ concept.  Guessing is part of the fun, innit?  If I wanted to get all 
academic about this, I would call it active viewing – watching TV shouldn’t always be 
completely mind-numbing, right? 
 
 
Your Fairly Resident Fannish Yank’s Dictionary 
 
So, recently I’ve been thinking about some comparisons between UK and US English, 
and by extension, US and UK pop culture references and equivalent concepts, rough 
as they may be.   Let’s try a few out here, some you’ll already know and no celebrity 
endorsements of epithets implied: 
 
Aubergine = eggplant 
Hire purchase = rent-to-own 
The Priory = The Betty Ford Clinic 
Candy floss = cotton candy 
Pan’s People = Solid Gold dancers 
Wellingtons = galoshes 
PRS & MCPS = ASCAP/BMI & SESAC 
Courgette = zucchini  
Young Farmers Club = Future Farmers of America 
Crussh = Jamba Juice 
William Heath-Robinson = Rube Goldberg 
Pension plan = IRA (Individual Retirement Account) 
Ladybird = ladybug 
Hobbycraft = Hobby Lobby 
Bill Bryson (Iowa to England) = Richard, Lord Acton (England to Iowa) 
 
New York/London: 
Tin Pan Alley & Tin Pan Alley 
SoHo & Soho 
 
 
Future Fangirl of America 
 
Again, now that I’ve mentioned FFA … Back when I was in high school, I was in 
Future Farmers of America, which had then-recently been renamed National FFA 
Organization (which completely negates any meaning).  Now, by no stretch of the 
imagination did I ever intend to become an agronomist, veterinarian, or dairy farmer.  
I did feel like a little bit of a poseur, but the whole point was that I wanted to learn 
(thankfully I had a very gracious teacher), and I did a horticulture endeavour for my 
required project.  I also learned the incorrect – read ‘American’ – way to pronounce 
‘Hereford.’   (OK, actually I already pronounced it that way ☺ )  This was a bit of an 
issue with FFA generally; it can be too career-focused and not agricultural education 
focused, no matter how much they may claim otherwise.  They even changed their 
logo, containing the words ‘vocational agriculture,’ which it had been for many years, 
to ‘agricultural education.’ This was before I was ever in the club.  See the following: 
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I suppose maybe this vocation-pushing approach happened because I grew up in an 
agricultural economy.  But they do require actual ag-based projects, tracking budgets, 
yields, etc.  And I took a course in high school called ‘Agricultural Business 
Management,’ which was very useful for any kind of business management.  (I also 
remember being terribly amused that my course list abbreviated this class title as ‘Ag 
Bus Man.’) 
 
I wouldn’t say, however, that FFA didn’t help me in some way in my career goals.  
The only office I ever held in high school was that of FFA Chapter Reporter, which 
means I’d write about our activities in the local newspaper. You need only look at this 
publication to see how that turned out.  (Yes, I’m probably stretching the term 
‘career’ here but what the hell).   I was in the State FFA Band at the state convention, 
and I sang and played guitar in the state convention talent show.  FFA also has a huge 
presence at the Iowa State Fair, and the Fair allowed high school students to be 
ushers at all the grandstand concerts.  I did this once and it was fab, I saw about 12 
concerts for free.   Downside was dealing with the stooopid public and having to 
stand up for 4-6 hours straight.  But it was absolutely worth it.  So I had quite a bit of 
arts-related experiences as a result of being in FFA, which is much more my kind of 
thing. 
 
It is also an extremely formal organisation. Parliamentary procedure is carefully 
observed, and each meeting begins with each officer reciting a certain ‘call and 
response’ litany.  I had a little spiel I had to repeat when asked at the opening of a 
meeting, explaining my role as the Reporter.  You can be a member from high school 
all the way through college – all of the state and national officers are college students.  
A very certain uniform is required; a blue corduroy jacket, black trousers or black 
pencil skirt, and a blue tie (various ties have been used over the years).  At the state 
level, the female officers all wore black skirts, though this was not required at local 
level (I’m not generally a fan of skirts but I did usually make the effort).  Everyone is 
required to learn the FFA Creed when first joining the organisation, which begins 
with ‘I believe in the future of agriculture with a faith born not of words, but of 
deeds.’  And that’s the only bit I remember verbatim!  I guess it’s no wonder why my 
mate in school pointed out the word ‘cult’ in the logo to me, as he explained why he 
left the club...   
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Now for the ‘what in the name of Rassilon does all this have to do with Doctor Who 
already?’ bit: when I first met Iowa native and resident Mad Norwegian Lars Pearson 
at the Gallifrey convention in 2000, he told me he was from Iowa.  He was very lovely 
and offered to buy me lunch.  I am pretty sure I showed him my Dalek belt buckle 
which I was wearing at the time.  That buckle was a treasured possession, because I 
wore a lot of Western wear when I was in school and had a rota of about 5 belt 
buckles I wore.  And I remember telling him that the previous spring (1999) I was in 
State FFA Band playing the bass clarinet, and met a girl who told me she played the 
Doctor Who theme in her pep band.  After recovering from the initial shock and then 
some questioning, I soon figured out her high school marching/pep band was actually 
playing ‘Doctorin’ the TARDIS’ – and my brain boggled.  When I asked Lars at that 
lunch, do you know FFA, his response was, ‘Oh hell, I was president of my FFA!’  
Subsequently on returning home I went and found my old issues of Wizard magazine 
(his then-employer) and a page where all the employees were telling stories of 
extreme personal embarrassment.  His was about falling into a ‘big pile of pig crap’ in 
front of his friends when he was growing up.  Yup, that be Iowa alwright... 
 
Also about twelve years ago, at least one Bally/Midway Doctor Who pinball machine 
was making the rounds through some Iowa towns.  My brother and I followed it as 
much as we could and took pictures of ourselves with it.  C’mon, I know you’ve done 
crazier stuff in your fan lives, haven’t you?  Illustrating my aforementioned affinity for 
Western wear, here is a pic of me with the infamous machine in Des Moines, Iowa.   
That’s my Asleep at the Wheel (Country & Western swing band) ‘Boogie Back to 
Texas’ T-shirt.  A pity you can’t see my cowboy boots.   I’m 90% sure that’s my FFA 
logo belt buckle, actually, which ties this little section up rather nicely indeed. 
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Fannish Lingo 
 
Now, quick poll: who amongst us has NOT had to explain the following terms to 
non-fan types?  Or, more importantly, how quickly do you realise how insane you 
sound saying any of this stuff in so-called normal society? 
 
retcon 
The Cartmel Masterplan 
spoiler 
EDA/PDA/NA 
dematerialisation 
OG 
roundel 
chronic hysteresis 
Season 6B 
time rotor 
The Not-We 
regeneration/’other selves’ 
The Grand Moff Steven 
 
Target Stock Epithets 
‘wheezing-groaning sound’ 
‘shock of white hair’ 
‘young-old face’ 
 
 
‘I’ll explain later …’ 
 
 
The ‘Crazie’  Politicians 
 
You may or may not have heard that the George Romero film, The Crazies has recently 
been remade and is currently in cinemas.  The film concerns a weird toxin poisoning 
average people in a small Iowa town, turning them insane or whatever.  I admit that I 
haven’t seen a whole lot of Romero films and not having seen the original, but 
naturally as it concerns Iowa, I thought I’d discuss a bit about it.   
 
The Crazies is one of the last films (in 2008), to have received any tax breaks from the 
Iowa Film Office.  Fairly recently there were charges of corruption on these tax 
credits, with inflated reclaimed values of goods and not following the rules like 
employing Iowa talent, etc.  Rather than continue the film tax credits while the 
investigations of the office and claimants are ongoing, Iowa Governor Chet Culver 
and his minions instead cut out the Iowa film tax incentives completely.   
 
As you can imagine, Iowa is not the first place major film studios think of when they 
want to film a feature.  The Crazies has the advantage of actually being set in Iowa, 
though it turns out that they filmed a lot of the production in Georgia.  (At least they 
bothered with authenticity at all.)  Oh, and the town that The Crazies is set in is called 
Ogden Marsh.  I myself lived very near the quite real town of Ogden, Iowa at one 
point, and did my banking there.  Anywho, there is hardly a film or entertainment 
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television industry to speak of in Iowa, and frustrated creatives like myself end up 
having to leave the state if they intend to have any kind of serious career in the 
industry.   Therefore, any incentives that may exist to entice more industry to Iowa, I 
welcome, and I was quite annoyed when there seemed to be no effort whatsoever to 
keep the tax incentives going.  I understand that there may have been internal 
corruption in the staffing at the Iowa Department of Economic Development (of 
which the Iowa Film Office is a part) but there was no excuse not to have some kind 
of interim staff.  In fact, the Iowa government was poised to get sued by some 
production companies for not paying out, after suspending the programme.  I saw no 
reason why the entire programme had to be suspended, other than there’s a recession 
on and nobody – least of all the state government – has any money.   
 
I’ve actually been hearing that the much of the US public may have to wait on their 
state tax refunds because of this cash flow problem – imagine what hell there’d be to 
pay if the tables were turned and Joanna Q. Public decided to wait to pay her income 
taxes, because of ‘cash flow problems,’ huh?  At least Iowa isn’t as broke as California 
(where the real industry is) whose governor recently claimed nobody ever screams ‘I 
can’t wait to get to Iowa.’  But hey there, Governator:  at least Iowa-born folks can 
grow up to be president.  Hm, no need to take personal shots, I suppose… but only if 
bashing other US states can’t be taken personally...  
 
 
Nicks of Time 
 
I recently bumped into Alistair McGowan (actually he bumped into me).  I can now 
safely say with authority that he is not a dead ringer for Nick Briggs, but he still looks 
more like Nick than anyone he impersonates. 
 
I went to the Museum of London Docklands recently and was very warmly happy to 
see Nick Courtney in one of the historical recreation videos. 
 
Once I was at a convention and sitting in the bar area.  Someone got up from the sofa 
and the next thing I know, I’m surrounded by only three people, Nick Pegg, Nick 
Briggs, and Nick Courtney.  All I could think to say was, ‘I guess I can’t say “hey Nick” 
in this conversation, can I?’  Hilarious, I know, but God bless ‘em they all pity-
grinned. 
 
 

           For the Regal Beagles and Legal Eagles 

© 2010 Lea, except stuff that isn’t Lea, 
which should be pretty obvious.  Stuff 
that isn’t Lea used for illustrative, 
informative & educational purposes only.  
If you want to use any of my stuff 
anywhere else, I am usually pretty 
reasonable so please just ask; if for no 
other reason, I’d like to know if people 
are interested.  Comments, questions, 
friendly debates welcome on 
venusianspearmint at yahoo dot com 


