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Eric. Alexis offered him a hotel from a Monopoly game. The Entertainment Committee
announced that the calendar has rolled over and it is now
MIM. This sparked a debate on Roman Numerals.

Sam said the other old business was that the dues were
raised to ten dollars. There was no new business.

Mike Walsh announced that Galactic Patrol was #16
on Amazon’s list of best sellers, beating out a Robert Jordan
book. Joe offered to give away a really bad book (Pleistocene
Redemption). Keith Lynch announced a Life Extension party.
Eric’s brother has returned from duty overseas. Political
jokes were made about Henry Hyde and Clinton. Sam Pierce
called out “Procrastinators of the World, Unite!” to which
Mike Walsh said, “Later, later.” Elspeth asked. “Does anyone have an idea of what to do with
this meeting. Hint, hint.” Alexis moved we adjourn. Meeting adjourned 9:30.

Attendance: VP Elspeth Kovar Burgess, Sec. Samuel Lubell, Treas. Bob MacIntosh, Trust
Michael Walsh, 2000 Chair Covert Beach, Alexis and Lee Gilliland, David Hines, Eric Jablow,
Keith Lynch, Nicki and Richard Lynch, Joe Mayhew, Walter Miles, Kathi Overton, Sam Pierce,
John Pomeranz, George Shaner, Michael Taylor, Charles Gilliland, and Baby New Year

Madeleine Reviews
By Madeleine Yeh

First To Fight by David Sherman and Dan Cragg

This is a extraordinarily bad book. It took me two weeks to force myself to
read it. An adequate book will normally be read in a day or two, a good book in
a single sitting. The only reason I'm writing a review is that the sequel is out,
and I want to save all of you from wasting your time and money on it.

The people are lifeless, the planets are boring, the ships are terrible, and the
plot. The plot is copied from bad movies. Our heroes find themselves in
troubles which could be avoided by anyone with a room temperature 1Q. I
know brownie troops which are brighter and better organized and have better
contingency plans.

This is the story of the marines in the 25th Century. In the
opening chapter, Charlie Bass of the Confederate Marine
Corps, is leading an infantry squad armed with rifles on a
bandit attack. He is also testing a new radio. This is its first
test under field conditions. By official orders, the old
equipment has been left behind. Sergeant Bass obeys these
orders. Soldiers are killed. The salesman claims that the
equipment worked as per the manual, which of course the
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marines didn't bother reading.

Huh? Huh? Reality Check? Does anyone take untested equipment into
combat? Why would anyone give such stupid orders? Why would anyone obey
them? What is the Sergeant doing for a brain? The worse case scenario for
obeying orders is getting everyone killed. The worse case scenario with
disobeying orders is getting court marshaled. A single point of failure? Are we
stupid today? And why didn't the marines read the manual? Has the
intelligence of the human race decreased in the last five centuries?

The next character to be introduced is Joe
Dean, a new recruit. He has lived and
breathed and dreamed about entering the
army all of his life. Now that he's finished
college, he is going to do it. As he talks to the

army recruiter, two marines walk by in full

uniform. Entranced by the spiffy outfits

- and gold braid and masculine
1ews presence, Joe follows them into the
marine recruiting office. The colleges

of the 25th Century must have really
low standards, Joe doesn't seem bright enough to walk and chew gum at the
same time.

Neither the characters, nor the worlds, nor the Confederate Marines ever get
any better. The characters never become real people, they remained as
caricatures of World War I and World War II stereotypes. There is a W.W.II
boot camp, followed by a marine barracks in Minnesota, followed by a State
Department action putting down the rebels in North Africa. The marines follow
stupid orders and stupid tradition and stupid leaders into stupid situations.
The authors never explain anything about the rest of the universe, or even the
rest of the military

The Last DragonLord by JoAnne Bertin

This is a perfectly good, although not great fantasy. Despite the blurb on the
front flap, this is not the story of great battles, high melodrama, and a lonely,
desperate hero, the last survivor of his magic race. It is not the story of a great
and terrible and overwhelming evil about to conquer the world, with our heroes
attempting a last desperate quest to avert catastrophe.

This is a perfectly good romance story, set in a vivid, believable, slightly
magical world. The world is a high medieval or early renaissance world, with
nobles and servants; traders, and sailors; kings and councils; healers and
bards; grooms and dock hands. Added to this are true humans, merpeople,
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apartment soon. She needs help moving. One of Erica’s cakes will be a Mailbox magazine. Joe
asked her if she ate it after it was photographed, thus having her cake and eating it too. The

meeting adjourned 9:45.

Attending. Judy Kindell (Pres), Elspeth Kovar Burgess (VP), Chuck Divine (Trust), Erica
Ginter, Joe Mayhew, George Shaner, Alexis Gilliland, Eric Jablow, Bernard Bell, Abner Mintz,
Sara Miskevich, Shirl Phelps, John Pomeranz, Kathi Overton, Evan Phillips, Bill Squire, and
Nick Sanders (new!). Sam Lubell (Sec) showed up just as the meeting ended.

An Essay on the Importance of Books
By Alexis Gilliland

In 1932 James Branch Cabell
published a collection of three essays entitled
“These Restless heads,” mediations on writing
and the writing life. In it he declares: “(The
author) must manage to believe, somehow,
that the book he labors on is an important
enterprise: and he
must resolutely keep
out of mind the truth
that to no other one
human being can it
ever be important for
any ponderable
while.” Cabell goes on
to suggest that the
wisdom of age and
experience “have
brought the assured
knowledge that every
author is perforce
about rather trivial
ends. He writes well
or he writes badly: either way it does not
actually matter.” The reason? While the
author’s book may outlive him, even during a
greatly prolonged existence it will achieve
nothing of importance.

This is arguable. Cabell tips his hat to
Harriet Beecher Stowe, whose badly written
book, “Uncle Tom'’s Cabin,” might, as Lincoln
suggested, have started the Civil War. Ata
later time Barry Goldwater’s “Conscience Of
A Conservative” became the organizing
principle for the Conservative movement,

and “The Gulag Archipelago” by Aleksander
Solzhenitsyn bore witness against Soviet evil
to delegitimize and thereby help bring down
the Soviet regime. It is noted that these
books are not fiction, being philosophy and
social history respectively, so that they are
more like the
profoundly influential
Darwin's “Origin of
Species” and Newton'’s
“Principia
Mathematica” than the
fictions and mere
entertainments
contemplated by
Cabell. And yet-did
Richard Wagner's Ring
Cycle-an operating
evocation of Teutonic
legend having much in
common with Cabell's
best work—contribute
to the Holocaust? Wagner's music is banned
in Israel, after all, but maybe it was only that
the self-important Nazis liked the self-
important Wagner. Or maybe it only needed
Adolf Hitler to like Wagner; in the minds of
his victims, Hitler and his musical taste have
been linked together. Hitler did what he did,
and he liked Wagner, who was also a bit of
an anti-Semite, but were the works of
Wagner the mainsprings of Hitler's madness?
If so was it the music or the libretto-the book?
Cabell regards his work as unimportant, but
suppose a Mozart or a Wagner had written
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the time each individual manuscript was
completed. Notice that we are not talking
about any sort of canon here, we are talking
about the flood of run-of-the-mill books which
connect the readers with the world they live
in through vicarious experience. A canon is
selection of some number of books, selected
because they are persuasive in support of the
particular pov espoused by the canoneers.
Note also that these transient books serve
their purpose and vanish. Someone told the
Greek philosopher Demosthenes that you
couldn’t bathe in the same river twice, to
which he replied that you couldn’t bathe in
the same river once. With bathtubs, you can
bathe in the same water for as long as you
like, ignoring the river from which it was
drawn, and with libraries you can relieve the
controversies of your youth, comforted by
your fore-knowledge of the outcome; Nixon
resigns, the Titanic skinks, whatever. At some
point readers realize that they have as good a
fix on the world as they are going to get, and
forgoes enlightenment in favor of delight.

For the readers delight now, writing
well is not unimportant; there is a world of
difference between the books of Jane Austen
and A.E. Van Vogt, between “Pride and
Prejudice” and “The Weapon Shops of Isher.”
Quality as opposed to meretricious crap
(Theodore Sturgeon tactfully observed that
90 percent of everything is crap. Maybe he
should have said 99 percent.) The work that
survives, that continues to be read, the plays
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of Shakespeare and Chekov, the novels of
Jane Austen and Fyodor Dostoevsky, the
poetry of Dante Allegheri and John Lennon,
provides the magisterial view of the culture
that produced it, or maybe that should be
Culture. The 1,000 books that define a
civilization. As Hermann Goering said:
“When I hear the word culture, I reach for
my revolver.” Unlike Cabell, the Nazis and
their Communist cousins, took the power of
writers very seriously. And who knows -
what if Rossini had written the Ring Cycle
instead of Wagner? An idle dream that, an
impossibility; Wagner was subsidized by Mad
King Ludwig of Bavaria, and the resulting
work resonated with Adolf Hitler, who was
differently mad. If Wagnerian opera had not
been available for Hitler, he would have
looked elsewhere for what he needed. The
present is ruled by the past, even as the past
controls the future. Since our view of the
past is influences how we try to get into the
future, we are guided by the view from the
only window we have; books. We
“remember” the London of Sherlock Holmes
and Dickens, the English countryside of Jane
Austen, the Paris of Victor Hugo and
Alexander Dumas, and so forth. If today's
rulers find themselves in the thrall of dead
economists, then today's masses are equally
in the thrall of dead novelists, James Branch
Cabell to the contrary, notwithstanding.

The End
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Everything Must Move!

Elspeth Kovar Burgess
8027 Eastern Ave., Apt.204
Silver Spring, MD
At the intersection of Eastern Ave. and Newell St.
(301) 589-2231
eburgess@radix.net

Directions:

From the Beltway:

Take Colesville Rd. South, towards town. Pass the Silver Spring Metro on your left.

At the next light there is a roundabout (traffic oval), where you want to make a left onto
Eastern Ave. It is the third street clockwise from where you enter. This is the border
between Maryland and D.C..

Or

Take Georgia Ave. South, towards town. Stay to the right and take 16™ St. as it angles
off in that direction. Cross East-West Highway. At the next light there is a roundabout
(traffic oval), where you want to make a left onto Eastern Ave. It is the fourth street
clockwise from where you enter.

Or

FromD.C.:

Get to 16™ St. headed North, until you are approaching the Maryland line. When you
reach the roundabout, Eastern Ave. is the first street clockwise, or directly to your right.

On Eastern, go through the stop sign; Newell is the next street. Rock Creek
Springs/Spring Garden Apartments are the red brick buildings on your left. We will be
loading in the parking lot behind the buildings, off of Newell St. There should be plenty
of street parking available.

Anyone who has time during the preceding week to help with packing, please contact me.











