five
out
of
ten
thought beyond play

preview

revolution
Change. The word is tossed around like confetti, but when do we
ever really see it? At the time of going to press, a new batch of games
consoles have just arrived, but the experiences aren’t appreciably
different from the last generation. Whatever the future of gaming is,
it’s not dependent on hardware: it is up to the players themselves to
steer the medium’s direction, to be the change we want to see.
Five out of Ten is one year old and to celebrate, we’ve assembled an
all-star cast of some of the most talented and influential games journalists in the world, writing on the theme of ‘change’. Your purchase
will help change lives: all profits from this magazine are in aid of
SpecialEffect, a charity dedicated to using technology to enhance
the quality of life of people with disabilities. We visited their offices
in preparation for this issue, and inside you can read more about the
incredible work they do.
Special thanks to go our contributors, amazing cover artist Dominik
Johann, the behind-the-scenes team who have made this dream a
reality over the past year – and of course you, dear reader!
Happy birthday to us, and here’s to many more.

Alan Williamson
Editor-in-Chief of Five out of Ten, occasional contributor to
the New Statesman and Critical Distance. As he has been
trialing contact lenses, this avatar may not represent reality.
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O

ne of the least useful of the handful of skills I’ve accrued over the
years – and yes, I appreciate that is saying something – is the ability to look at any panel from almost any Peanuts cartoon and tell you
roughly when it was drawn. Not the month or the year, of course, but
certainly the decade, and possibly even the correct half of that decade.

Back to the Bedroom
Christian Donlan
T

his is not just down to the fact that I’m such a
pathetic super-fan I now know most of the strips
by heart, either. I suspect it’s actually because
Charles M. Schulz was the only person who ever
drew Peanuts – it was his life’s work, in every sense
– and while his style was filled with the fixed and
the constant, the whole thing inevitably evolved
over the fifty-odd years of the strip’s existence.
So back in the very early days – these particular
strips are almost never reprinted – Charlie Brown
and his pals were your standard big-headed cuteypie kids, a cast that could have been plucked from
a dozen different strips of the era, even if the selfaware one-liners and weird air of free-floating anxiety that pervaded their adventures was already
unique. By the 60s, Schulz had settled on character
volumes a little better – head and body ratios were
agreed upon too – while Snoopy had started the
transformation from recognisable dog to recognisable Snoopy: a creature that is easy to look at,
but surprisingly hard to classify. New characters
started to enter the storyline, old characters were
being asked to leave, and the gang would now sit
by a wall staring into space, balanced on those
chicken wing elbows, rather than plonked down
by the side of the road – a change imposed once
Schulz started to fret that admiring child readers
would copy his work in real life and get hit by cars.

O

ne day about six or seven years ago, I
took my Nintendo DS out into New York
City. I played on the subway, nestled tight
among mid-afternoon commuters, enduring
their stares. Then I picked up a WiFi hotspot
somewhere in Union Square, land of the
endless drum circles and chalk murals, and
looked to see if there was anyone on PictoChat.
There was not.
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Getting It

Leigh Alexander

I

felt disappointed, and lonely too, but in a
familiar way. Like, you know how when you
were little, you’d read all those books about
the one special kid who was selected to enter
a fantasy world, and you’d entertain this fragile
little hope: what if it’s me? You knew it was just
a story, and that probably nothing momentous
would happen to you if you said the magic
words, or searched out the back of your closet
for a hidden door, or anything like that. But
you tried the rituals anyway, and when you
opened your eyes to find you were still just
standing there by yourself on the same school
playground? A little disappointing, wasn’t it.
I’d taken my DS out to try and write a videogame article. I’d just started trying to do
that – write about videogames professionally, I mean – and I thought it might be interesting to test the brand-new promise of our
connected world. There’d been sales figures,
news stories, the slow advent of what seemed
like it could be wider media acceptance for
videogames, all promising that none of it was
all that weird or unusual anymore.
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The World Turned
On Its Head

DAN griliopoulos

Dino Run (2011)

L

et me tell you a story. Once upon a time, long
ago, in a land far, far away (Wales), where
people dug for gold day and night, there was an
evil ruler named Margaret. Now Margaret drew
all her power from the people who collected gold,
not the people who found it. And the people who
found it didn’t like her, and she didn’t like them.
So she sacked them all.
Most of these diggers didn’t have the skills for
any but the most simple jobs – apart from digging,
which they were really good at – and no-one
where they lived offered any of those jobs. So
the diggers became Structurally Unemployed.
Most of them still are.

A longer time ago – 65 million years or so – a lot
of people called Dinosaurs lived in the area. They
didn’t adapt to a big meteor or a grisly disease or
viral Creationism or something so they all died.
Not everyone survives a transition. There have
been several epochs of game development in
living memory: the first was a transition from
bedrooms to boardrooms; then a consolidation,
from boardrooms to skyscrapers. In the indie
epoch, development moved from skyscrapers
back to bedrooms. In each era, many dinosaurs
have died.

In 1970, Alvin Topfler wrote about ‘Future Shock’
– when change is happening too fast for an individual (or organism) to keep up. My contention
is that problems start for individuals as soon as
they fall behind, whether that’s through choice or
accident. Anyone who lets their skills stagnate is
gambling that the system isn’t going to change,
that the future’s stopped coming. And really, that
doesn’t happen any more.
Each transition seems to have piled more pressure on developers, increasing the expectation
as to what it is they should be able to do. In the
early 1980s, when Jon Hare (Sensible Soccer,
Cannon Fodder) and Julian Gollop (X-COM)
started, the skillset was minimal. By the time of
the 1990s, when Cliff Harris (Gratuitous Space
Battles, Democracy) entered the industry, you
had to be large to survive. The 2000s saw even
mid-sized developers dying off, being swallowed
by the big publishers. And then the 2010s saw the
world turned on its head, with publishers dying
and a proliferation of small studios.

I

’m racing through the Finnish countryside in a rally car. My eyes are fixated
on the road. The car lurches over ditches
and turns, barrel-rolling off a bump before
landing on its wheels like only a car in
a videogame can. I clip the exit marker
and the car explodes over the finish line.
I’m playing DiRT 3 with an eye tracking
device at the offices of SpecialEffect, and
it is rather challenging.

Game
Changers
Alan Williamson

T

he rolling hills of Oxfordshire are a stark
contrast to the perilous pines of Scandinavia.
SpecialEffect was founded in 2007 – their first
office was a single room, as is tradition for gaming
endeavours – and in 2012 they moved to Cornbury Park outside of Charlbury, where deer are
grazing in the grounds when I arrive on an over-

cast Sunday. Here, they’ve opened the UK’s first
accessible games room for people with disabilities.
I meet Mark Saville, SpecialEffect’s communications officer. We talk about the technology that
makes their work possible (their founder, Dr Mick
Donegan, is a specialist in assistive technology)
and watch video clips of their service users.

The story of the things that we truly savour in life
is hardly ever about the things themselves. It was
the story of where we were, and with whom. Your
favourite song is only your favourite song because
it was the one that was playing when you met your
husband for the first time. You don’t remember
what you ate the day after your mother died.
I’ve been playing computer games for two and a
half decades, but it took me until now to realise a
simple truth: the story of the games I love is really
the story of the people I’ve loved.

choose a life
easy come, easy go
medium difficulty
girlfriend moDE

Girlfriend Mode
Helen Lewis

Worcester, 1993

E

mily and I were best friends at school, even
though I broke her arm. I maintain to this day
that it wasn’t my fault: she stepped off the wonky
paving slab just as I stepped on to it. Emily was
hard as nails. She played a game of netball against
the rival girls’ school with that broken arm, and won.

She lived just around the corner from me, in a
house with four storeys, which seemed just about
the most exotic thing you could imagine – at least
in Worcester. She and her brother had a floor all
to themselves for their bedrooms, and a room in
the basement to play in. It was there I saw
my first games console, that squat
grey box that was the Super

Nintendo. Yes, I’d played on my brothers’ Acorn
Electron before then, with its screechy tapes and
Teletext graphics, but this was something new.
Inside the SNES lived Mario, Bowser and Yoshi,
and that summer, the summer we were ten, we
played the hell out of those games.
I became so good at Mario Kart I could even
drive around Rainbow Road, where the smallest
mistake was punished with a plunge into oblivion.
I’ve never been that good at a game since then,
but we were ten and in a world with four television channels, and hand-me-down board games
where someone had lost half of the cards or the
Hungry Hippo’s hinge had come unstuck. The
next summer, Emily went to that rival girls’
school, while I stayed behind. Then
puberty hit me like a ton of Twixes
and I didn’t play netball very well
any more. We lost touch, like tenyear-olds do. But we’ll always have
Yoshi’s Island.

Time and Memory
Joe Martin

I

t’s 2012 and I’m out for a meal on Bethesda’s
dime. The steak I’ve ordered should be here
soon; in the meantime, my head is awash with
free red wine and new ideas. I’m at the table
with peers from almost every games publication in the UK, among the first to have finished
Dishonored.

“What did you do with the Lord Regent?”

“Who is Granny Rags?”

“Did you see the Executioner?”

‘Platterhouse’, Dead End Thrills

Q

uestions run up and down the table, stirring up more praise with every lap. I declare
the ‘Blink’ ability as the best thing to happen to
games for years. Someone else lauds the choices
presented; the world simulation; the art style.

The longer we prattle on, the emptier the hyperbole becomes. Dishonored is a great game, deserving of both praise and attention, but the more
our group speaks the less certain I am we’ve got
anything meaningful to say. Choices in games
may well be great, but just saying things like that
doesn’t feel like an activity that requires a roomful
of paid professionals.
I remember Jonathan Blow’s Braid for the ninetieth time in a hundred games, another title we
loved before we understood. If Dishonored has
a message, why aren’t we discussing it? And if it
doesn’t, then why are we talking about it at all?
Heady with wine, I try to explain myself to the
table, but I’m told to stop taking things too seriously. I counter that taking things seriously should
be part of our responsibility as journalists. If we’re
not serious and we’re saying these things don’t
matter because Dishonored is just a game then...
why are we even here?
The argument catches like a struck match. I hear
accusations of corruption countered with positions on ‘New Games Journalism’ and realise, in
a moment of wine-clarity, that I should be excited
to have this debate. But I’m not. I’ve had these
conversations before; I’ve heard the same halfanswers from the exact same people and I know
none of them lead to the satisfaction I want. Realising how miserable games-as-art conversations
make me, I wonder if it might be time to leave
them behind.
Wasn’t I once happier as a journalist?

I

played The Legend of Zelda:
Ocarina of Time in the wrong
order. I saw the ending first. That
shouldn’t be the end of the world
for a game about time traveling
– and also, as it happens, about
the end of the world – but I saw
Princess Zelda at her worst, first.
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Maddy Myers

The Heroine of Time
I

was at a friend’s house after he’d gotten to the
latter half of the game, so my first impression
of Zelda was not an empathetic young girl wise
beyond her years, nor an ass-kicking, cross-dressing, magic-wielding Sheikah warrior. I didn’t see
either of those versions of Zelda until years later.
13-year-old Maddy’s first impression of Zelda was
a weeping, broken woman, hardened by days
spent encased in a crystal by the evil Ganondorf.
A woman who trailed after the hero Link like a
shadow: opening doors for him, reciting overthe-top dialogue, or clutching at her heart overwhelmed with misery.
After the battle against Ganondorf, Zelda turns to
Link and apologises. It’s her fault, she explains –
her fault for being kidnapped, her fault for destroying her entire kingdom.
The first time I saw this scene, I believed Zelda had
something for which to apologise. I didn’t realise
how many times over the course of the game she
would attempt to change her own fate, to wrestle

it away and make it her own, to transform into
someone else in an effort to hide from the dismal
future available to her. In the end, her dark and
depressing path caught up with her – but certainly
not for lack of trying.
Throughout my early adolescence, I felt resentful and jealous of Zelda. She was the Virgin to
Lara Croft’s Whore, the king of women who the
game-playing guys I knew wanted to settle down
with. I often saw myself as a side character in my
own life; I had trouble identifying with Link, growing up, and I played Zelda as one of my mains in
the spin-off fighting game Super Smash Brothers. Link represented all of the guys who weren’t
interested in me, growing up: pretty guys who
had every girl in town fawning over them, smart
guys, popular guys. And Zelda was just the kind
of woman they’d fawn over – or, so I imagined. I
was more of a Malon. No, probably one of those
clucking chickens that Link has to herd around in
occasional mini-games.

Read some words, change some lives. Get the
full version of Change from
http://fiveoutoftenmagazine.com
All profits from this issue go to SpecialEffect.
Your purchase includes PDF, ePub and Kindle
downloads.
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Five great magazines, one essential collection
1: New Horizons
November 2012

2: Players Guide
February 2013

3: Reflecting Reality
April 2013

4: Storytellers
July 2013

5: Players Guide
September 2013
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