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THE 
IS 

OF 

oz 
The Moon itself is 
different from the 
land downunder. 

I am not kidding. When you're south of the equator, when you're in the wonderful magical 
land of Oz, the Man on the Moon doesn't peer down and to the right as he does in America. He looks 
right at you. It's a bit disconcerting. It's wondrous. 

La belle Rose-Marie and I spent three splendid weeks in Oz -Australia - as the U.S. 
delegates to the 2003 Australian National SF Convention, courtesy of the Down Under Fan Fund, 
DUFF. And yes, the sky is different there. You see stars you've never seen before. You see Alpha 
Centauri. You see the Southern Cross. 

It was ... well, wondrous. We still coast high from the joy of the experience - and stagger 
under the tonnage of our gratitude. 

We'll be writing up and publishing a detailed, illustrated report on our journey as part of our 
duties to DUFF. We'll be conducting auctions, raffies and sales of various Sfnal goodies to restore 
the fund for the next lucky winners. All this will occur in time. 

But here and now in Challenger - issue # 18, summer of 2003 - we can express a bit of our 
joy and let spout some of our thanks. 

Thank you, Bill Wright, for our picnic at Hanging Rock - even though we almost never made 
it down. Thank you, Robin Johnson, for the Batavia in Fremantle, and the quokkas ofRottnest 
Island. Thanks for the fresh bread and crash space, Cathy Cupitt and Scott, and for everything 
connected with Swancon, thank you, Craig Stephenson. Thank you, conventioneers, for fetching the 
ice for our party, and thank you, David Cake, for showing us koalas and kangaroos - at last. 

Lucy Sussex, Julian Warner, ten thousand thanks for letting strangers use your house while 
you were away. Thanks several times to Alan Stewart, for meeting us at the Melbourne airport and 
taking me to the footy game. 

Thanks - again, and forever - to Craig and Julia Hilton for the futon, for the fire fountains, 
for showing us the platypodes and even "Ron Jeremy." Donna Hanson, thanks for sharing your 
birthday dinner, for Alpha Centauri, and Bello Camillo, and to Tony's sister Pat Gibbs, thanks for the 
elegance of Parliament House and the majesty ofTidbinbilla. 

A volley of thanks to Nick Stathapoulos for enduring unexpected visitors for the second week 
in a row, for giving us Sydney, its Opera House and Botanic Gardens, not to mention Mr. Squiggles. 
How can we ever thank Marilyn, the Pride of the Blue Mountains, for her magical home, or Sue 3 



Batho for the cliff overlooking the Jamison Valley and Mount Solitude, or the both of you for the trip 
"just up the road" to the home and gallery and spirit of Norman Lindsay? 

Of course, there are dozens - hundreds - millions of Australians more to thank, and much 
much more to thank these few mentioned for. (Boy, is that a sentence. Is that a sentence?) Basically, 
we thank them being themselves, the funny and friendly folks of Australia, a country where 
cleanliness, warmth, humor and affability reign, a country of pretty turf, amazing critters, heroic 
history, and let's hope, a grand future. 

Oz isl 

My urge is to tum this whole issue of Challenger over to the Australian trip. We brought back so 
many great memories, so many fine photos (we'd've had more ifmy camera would have worked 
consistently) that restraining myself has been almost impossible. So you'll find at least one article 
and several pages of pictures that I probably should have held for the DUFF report. But there is more. 
Loyal Chall pals Mike Resnick and Greg Benford chime in with travel stories of their own. Poet 
Michael Estabrook, E.B. Frohvet, Trinlay Khadro, and Terry Jeeves - not to mention our lettercol 
chorus - add immeasurably to the mix. And although I'd rather not, I must relate a story bound to 
bring the whole issue down to Earth. But before we get to all that, an event and a eulogy, tightly 
connected ... 

On June 3, 2003, a TV clip aired show called The 100 Greatest Movie Heroes and Villains of All 
Time. The American Film Institute had polled its members for the listing. Not expecting much of 
either sense or sensibility, we watched it off and on, mainly to see where our favorites ranked. 

Of course, the finest of all movie characters wouldn't show at all. How would you classify 
Charles Foster Kane? But many terrific cinematic people fit in nicely- for instance, Will Kane, Gary 
Cooper's invincible marshal from High Noon (and Charlie's grandfather?). We watched and 
wondered, who would be at the top? 

My two favorite movie menaces, Hannibal Lecter and Norman Bates, came out first and 
second in AFI's villains listing. I would have reversed that ranking, but maybe AFI felt that Lecter 
could make Norman cry. Okay, what about movie heroes? James Bond, to my astonishment, ranked 
third, behind Indiana Jones. That, I felt, was ludicrous. We waited for the announcement of the top 
spot. Rose-Marie mentioned a name that we hadn't heard yet, but I refused to believe that the movie 
people could have that much subtlety, sensitivity, and class. Then the familiar theme from To Kill a 
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Mockingbird came on ... and I was abashed. 
The American Film Institute had named Atticus Finch 

as the # 1 film hero of all time. 

That character changed my life. I saw To Kill a Mockingbird 
in 1962, when I was 12 years old. Atticus' speech to the jury 
started me thinking that someday I might want to be a lawyer. 
Watching the film on tape for the thousandth time, just recently, 
I noted how beautifully the role was played - the way in which 
Finch said his simplest, yet most resonant line, "I'll take the 
case"; how the actor allowed an edgy nervousness to infuse the 
courtroom scenes; how humanity never seemed more attainable 
than in the scenes with Scout, Finch's daughter - and I felt again 
the call to justice not as an ideal, but as, in Finch's words, "a 
living, breathing reality." I remembered that, no matter how 
poorly I practice it, mine is a profession to take pride in. To Kill 
a Mockingbird and Atticus Finch set me on its path. 

Californian, Berkeleyan, liberal, gentleman, Gregory Peck died on June 12, 2003. Californian, 
4 Berkeleyan, liberal, someday a gentleman, I try to honor him whenever I defend a guy. 



A note on the beginning of it all from a beloved Chall pal .... 

F ANDOM~ THE GENETIC FACTOR 
Trinlay Khodro 

trin 1066@hotmail.com 

I grew up fannish. though I didn't discover the kingdom ofFandom until fairly recently. Yeah, 
there was the occasional news blurb about something like a "Star Trek" convention: but "gosh" I thought, 
"'those people are even weirder than me ... " 

My dad was born in the late 30's and still has a well worn, fragile pile of comic books: Batman, 
The Shadow, tales of space travel and speculation about The Future. <"Where are the Flying Cars? 
There's supposed to be Flying Cars ... '"> Dad claims that he was never much of a reader, but he regularly 
watched the Buck Rogers and Flash Gordon serials. He had a Buck Rogers space station & a Space Cadet 
poster on the wall of his room. 

My sister and I grew up sharing the usual activities with our Dad, assisting automotive and 
household repairs, camping and whatnot. Our evenings with Dad were magical though, sharing episodes 
of Classic Trek, and later Battlestar Galactica. Weekends were for Twilight Zone and B movie sci:fi 
and horror beside Dad in the den. Sis and I papered out rooms with posters of Yoda (my fave ), Luke 
Skywalker, and Han Solo ... 

My sister and I are major readers, reading things like Lord of the Rings, and Brave New World., 
before we were in Middle School. Later we discovered The Narnia Chronicles and Xanth., and many 
many other wonderful worlds. Mom is our reading parent, but I don't think I've ever seen her read SF or 
Fantasy, and she rarely reads horror. But we have the devouring of books from her. 

/'~ ' 

Somewhere between 7 &10 years old I was bitten by the 'zine bug. My zines came out only 
occasionally in editions of 4-5 copies, each handwritten and drawn. I didn't have access to a ditto or a 
Xerox, let alone any idea of people outside the family who might be interested in my zines. Occasionally 
I'd get to run a ditto or do the stencil for a dittoed class project. But nothing really ofmy own till I was 
an adult, when I found myself raising my daughter alone, and wanting to keep in touch with friends far 
away. I also, on o~casion, managed to p:ty material for that zine from some ofmy friends. It was great 
fun. 

I also enjoyed talcing my daughter to SCA events, Pensic war when she was about 2 ... an event in 
Madison.when she was 4 or 5 where she ate too much candy and later threw up on my sisters's friend 
Kaiyt. Do not play airplane, with~~ toddler who's been drinking Mountain Dew, and mooching boy scout 
candy (without mom's knowledge'j:aQ._day .... The summer weekends oftalcing her to gawk and to shop 
atGencon ... 

. . . and along the way, I discovered Fandom ... 

Now my daughter is just shy of driving age, we hangout with a fannish crowd. Video night weekly with 
one subset of local fans. Game night weekly with another subset of fans, and once a month for the local 
AP A. Now also occasionally a trip to a local, or not so distant con. 

Now, I see her, emailing fan-fie of her own, choosing and reading books from friends and from 
the libraiy, now that she's read ALL of my books. She's busy playing SF & Fantasy themed video , 
games, and movies, enjoying SF themed TV shows that she's discovered herself. She's found friend$ of 
her own with fannish tendencies, who enjoy reading, and sharing their books and videos. 

With many of her friends, I've noticed there is a parent or stepparent who is a reader or a fan. i 

Occasionally one of the friends has a parent who is an active fan. Though more common seems to be'the 
fannish, or borderline fannish child who comes from a family with no idea what could possibly be fun 
about SF or Fandom. I wonder how that happens. 

rm glad to have a family to share my passion with, and that I've been blessed with being able to S 
pass my love along to my child. 



VISITORS ... The days before we left for Australia saw 
fan buddies come to New Orleans to bid 
us a good journey. To left, Naomi Fisher 
celebrates Mardi Gras ... 

And the very night before we left, Joe 
Celko came down to visit Justin Winston 
at the N.O. Symphony Book Fair ... 

and host Annie Winston, Dennis 
Dolbear, Rosy, me and Justin at an 
elegant feed. 

6 



and VISITED; 
some of our many new 
friends in Australia 

Right, Nick Stathapoulos 
with his portrait of Mr. 
Squiggles, below, 
Marilyn Pride and her 
drawing desk ... 
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far right, Julian Warner & Lucy Sussex (and cat) 
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Above, Craig Hilton fondles candies; 
left, I join Robin Johnson and Bill Wright 
at the National Maritime Museum; below, 
Rosy is delighted that the library of the 
Melbourne Science Fiction Club features 
four books by her father, Joseph Green 



Swancon, the 2003 Australian National 
SF Convention, featured at least one 
other American, author Lynn Fleweling 
(r), shown here at our hurricane party. 
Below, in Melbourne, we chow down 
with Craig Hilton, Alan Stewart, Julia 
Hilton, and Bruce & Elaine Gillespie, 
and 'way below, at another repast, the 
great Aussie artist Dick Jenssen (a.k.a. 
Ditmar) peruses a fanzine. 

9 



10 

La belle lends grace to Tidbinbilla, 
the Sydney Opera House, and the 
skyline of Sydney itself ... 



At a zoo outside of Perth I make contact with an Australian native. True, his conversation 
consisted solely of"Helloooooooo?" ... but so did mine. The 'roo I met downtown had even 
less to say. 

Ah, Australia ... what a country; what an adventure. 

1 1 
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POEM by MICHAEL ESTABROOK 

one of the times I scared 
the living hen out of my brother Kerry 

The summer of 1966 both my brother and I worked 
at the Cranbeny Veterinary Hospital, and we loved it. 
Doc Johnson didn't have children so maybe that's why 
he was so nice to us, encouraging our schooling, giving 
us responsibilities and praise. We felt important even 
when giving a dog a tic bath or cleaning-out the runs. 
That's what I was doing one quiet afternoon, 
cleaning out the runs, while Kerry was wheeling 
the food cart in and out of the wards dishing out Alpo 
and biscuits. I decided it was too quiet, and his insipid 
singing and humming was driving me nuts. So I 
crouched alongside the door of Ward 3, and as my 
dopey brother came in, humming some stupid 
Supremes tune, I leapt out clawing and scratching 
at his legs, barking like a demented Doberman pinscher. 
The poor guy screamed and jumped into the air, 
sending the foodcart toppling into a clutter of bowls 
and cans and paper towels. All the animals in their 
cages were extremely confused, and when the Doc 
came to see what all the commotion was about I was 
out back whistling peacefully, and feeding the ducks. 

Egret 

Tall gray bird, an egret I think 
standing in the shore of a small pond 
poised, quiet, intent, focused, 
his head and long beak 
suddenly snapping into the water. 
He stabbing at one of the numerous 
plump brown tadpoles beginning to kick 
their frog legs, but he misses, 
comes up dry, guess rm not the only one. 
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Others have traveled the world since our last issue. Here's the author of Timescape and The Martian 
Way reporting on his journey to 

ASIA MAJOR 
Gregory Benford 

copyright 2003 by Abbenford Associates. 

China - the name had beckoned to me for decades. Yet I put off going, largely because I was 
waiting for it to-well- improve. (The same is still true of the Middle East, alas.) 

As the Hong Kong University's conference loomed in late March, 2003, news came of SARS, 
which seemed to be an exponentiating plague, easily moving on moisture coughed out by the 
unsuspecting carriers. Scary. And Hong Kong was site of the first detections. 

Still, I was immortal, wasn't I? And we had planned for the conference and trip afterward for 
months. I had gone through a very rough year, marked by the deaths of my wife after a long bout with 
cancer, and of my father at age 90. Each had fought long, punishing battles. Mortality loomed. I needed a 
trip that would take me out of myself, and away from the importunings of phone and internet. I wanted to 
go, without knowing what I sought. 1 3 



So we duly flew, and Hong Kong was a delight--like Japan with the subtle style superheated by 
tropical moisture and breezes. The conference itself was on "techoscience and the future" so I talked 
about the coming world of smart cities and invasive technologies, all married to agile robots. Others 
winged into critical theory and politics and the best parts of the meeting were those devoted to food and 
drink and talk, as usual. 

Charles DeGaulle once said that China is full of promise and always will be. He implied that it 
would never get out of its vexed potential well, and he may yet prove right. But Hong Kong's bright 
commercial glaze belied the argument. Its exuberance denied passing problems like SARS. The 
conference attendees wore masks for the first day, including the group picture (quite funny), then 
abandoned them. 

The business at hand - the thing I came for - was important to me. I wanted to know - to learn 
in person - that China was entering the "world of science fiction," that this place, vital to every plausible 
human future, was at last starting to bathe the rich stew of both hope and warnings that only SF can offer. 
I did my best to help stir the pot a little, and the local cooks put up with my advice, then returned to their 
own recipes. I can report it's simmering nicely. 

That job done, I could turn to the rest of the voyage. 
We sailed after the conference on a cruise up the coast, waving goodbye to the bright lights, big 

city, and wondering if the communist coast would be as gaudy. It wasn't. Shanghai tries hard- busy, 
bustling, but strangely subdued. Little neon glitter, though with a fine and stylish museum featuring 
ancient artifacts from a main branch of Earthling history. It was like Hong Kong without the polish, and 
with a pall of coal haze that hung like a persistent metaphor over the city and countryside. We may seek 
to constrain the energy needs of the developing world, but the coal haze of China refutes all arguments. 
They will run their motors and breathe their fumes, and to hell with the rest ofus. What to do? Innovate. 
We had better innovate, and fast. 

# 
SARS had made the government close all Internet cafes, so no information got in or out. tour 

guides claimed to know nothing of this, and when asked about population they regurgitated identical 
statistics and homilies. They penalize families with more than one child, withdrawing the socialist support 
net from the child, including health care. 

And it's crowded, yes. Everywhere that one might expect to see jobs done by machines, there 
instead labor teams of workers in loose cotton pajamas--digging ditches, sweeping streets with reed 
brooms. Construction projects are carried out by ant-like squadrons, swarming over great lattices of 
bamboo, laced with strap. About 70% of the work force farms, vs. 5% for the US. (The US produces 
more than China, and had 90% on farms in 1900.) There are few tractors, but many people digging and 
plowing by hand. Sad, really. One of them might be an Einstein, given the chance. 

Outside Shanghai, I saw two MIGs peel overhead in a loud, showoff roll maneuver. MIGs! Like 
seeing a dinosaur break from the brush, howling. Bought from the crumbling Soviet Empire back in the 
early '90s, I guessed. It felt odd to be without my daily diet of both the Los Angeles and the New York 
Times, dutifully consumed at the breakfast table over a pot of tea. What was going on? Iraq should have 
been a walkover, but was it? 

The Second Iraq War was raging, and I picked up a copy of the New China Times, the local 
English-language Pravda - and found that it used the same rhetoric, the same sur-realistic take on the 
news I was also getting on CNN by satellite. Iraqis had stalled the allied advance, said the China Times, 
and the international peace movement was forcing a negotiated end to the war. The state TV news took 
the same line, running only pictures of civilian casualties. I always appreciate local humor. At least our 
brainwashing is more subtle and varied. And you can still argue. Still. 

Then, surprise surprise, Baghdad fell. The story shot to the back of the paper and soon vanished 
altogether. No pictures of Saddam's statue falling. I wondered what the ordinary readers thought. But 
then, they know how to read the unwritten, just as in the old Soviet world. 

Beijing and the Great Wall were striking. The hills had that beautiful bulging curvature one sees 
l 4 in Chinese art, unlike any other landscape I know. Alas, many of the ancient shrines were destroyed in 



the Mao years. Mao's figure still remains in statues but more often on the face of comic watches, his 
hands pointing to the time. Instead, the latest Party Chairman beams from posters. In the street markets, 
commerce flows through tiny stalls of vendors. In Dalian the food markets had ranks of suggestive 
vegetables, some shaped for all the world like sexual appliances. Eating them would be a cross-cultural 
challenge, yes. Considering that they still use human sewage in their fields, even more so. 

In the ancient shrines and gardens some hint of the earlier world remain. In Wu Xi outside 
Shanghai a serene city block still held the essentials of a classic garden: Stone, water, bridge, pavilion. A 
hovering presence. But the city crowded around. 

And where were the birds? None in the farms, no herons to steal fish, no seagulls. They had 
either been squeezed out or hunted down, like the herons. This is what a denuded future would look like. 
Humans were the sole focus; the natural had vanished. I saw a rat scramble across a cobbled street and 
recognized it as my collaborator. And shivered. 

A thousand miles of Chinese coastline had gone by. Admiral Cheng Ho once sailed the same 
course while returning from the greatest expedition of all time ... expecting accolades and a new world­
age led by an outgoing China .... Only to find that his brief renaissance was over and a hostile Court 
would return to isolationist ways. They lost the world from loss of nerve. 

# 
The garden in its presence was the 

first moment when I felt real contact with 
the Asia I remembered from the three 
years I had lived as a boy outside Tokyo. 
China had only tatters of it. But Japan lay 
ahead. 

Nagasaki was delightful - a 
smallish city, with a bomb memorial that 
held more atmosphere than the larger one 
at Hiroshima. We then sailed through the 
Inland Sea, dotted with wooded islands 
and humming with commerce as we drew 
into Osaka harbor. I had stopped paying 
much attention to the news by this time. 
The rest of the world seemed quite far 
away. 

The train to Kyoto was speedy and 
jammed. To arrive there and reach the 
traditional inn, a ryokan of some vintage, is a relish, surprisingly restful. The food was excellent, 
breakfast and dinner in your room in the old style. Since my boyhood I have liked sleeping on futons and 
eating in a geometrically perfect room of tatami mats. The Japanese sense of style is the world's sharpest 
minimalism. I'd greet aliens in one of these rooms, in order to make a guaranteed good first impression. 

We met old friends and fine members of the SF community there (Japan is already a member of 
the Civilization of SF) and saw the usual sights. I have been to Kyoto several times, but it never palls; 
perhaps it is the most impressive city I know. The cherry blossoms had opened the day we arrived, timing 
I had hoped for when booking half a year before. The famous Philosopher's Walk, a stream course 
running beneath bowers of impossibly lovely pink-white, was the most striking vista I had yet seen. 
Everyone turns out at this season, but somehow in the mild air the crowds did not intrude upon the mood. 
Wonderful, but there was more to come. 

The Zen retreat in northern Kyoto is modest, and the mottled walls of the Ryoan-ji garden holds a 
stillness that had been etched in me half a century before. A 31-meter long rectangle, 15 meters across, it 
can only be viewed close up and so no photograph can catch it. Lenses chop off comers or distort its flat 1 5 
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gravel expanse through neck-cricking camera angles. Ancient stones set into the gravel loom like 
mountains, some surrounded with a skirt of moss. Raked lines in the gravel are straight in the broad 
expanses but circle the fifteen stones. A low, baked clay wall frames the garden, so that the rising stones 
and flat gravel can be seen only from the veranda of the Abbot's Quarters of the Zen retreat. 

I sat and studied. Perhaps it was important to the unknown creator that only a tantalizing fourteen 
of the stones could be seen from any one position. Perhaps it was significant that the number of stone 
islands, five, and the number of independent stones, two, were both prime numbers, and that the sum of 
them was seven, also a prime. And perhaps it was not, for the total number of stones in all was fifteen, not 
a prime. Did the designer intend this joke? Very Zen. 

The garden's appeal is intellectual, not sensual. Austere, barren, it makes you see what you 
wanted to, much as a desert landscape forces concentration through its spareness. I stared into it and a 
slight mist fell silently. Were the raked lines waves in a sea, currents in a river, the swirling patterns of 
iron filings around magnets? And the stones--mountain tops above clouds, the coils of a dragon arcing 
from the water, a tigress leading cubs across a treacherous river? 

There was no answer and never would be. It's a Zen koan made real, subversive of easy answers. 
The art of the void. Moving ghostlike around the eternal riddle of the garden was as hypnotic as staring 
into the flickering flames of a fire. 

After that, Tokyo was an anticlimax. Dinner with my publisher (who booked the whole restaurant 
for the night, I slowly realized as course after course arrived). The slick, stylish Ginza. A walk through 
the cacophony of the electronics district. A tour of the Honda robot center. 

The Asimo robot can see you, respond, walk smoothly beside you to a conference room, look 
where you point. Honda leases a dozen of them to high tech firms so they can introduce stockholder 
meetings and kick off sales conferences. People invariably treat it as a person, and it has a boy's voice, 
appropriate to its height. The Japanese are far ahead of the rest of the world in this because they come to 
the technology unburdened by a literature ( especially SF) that sees robots as ominous and threatening. It 
was refreshing to meet one at last. I could not stop myself from embodying it--that is, reacting as if to a 
small, friendly boy with a high-pitched voice. 

But the garden, sublime and certain in its silence, stuck with me. A week in Hawaii spent diving 
and swimming did not alter my mood; indeed, it helped. I had come to some conclusions. 

Calamity and travel had *somehow conspired. Life narrowed to the essentials: look after your 
friends and yourself, and grab all the fun you can find. Continue your involvement in the world's future, 
but forget about your enduring legacy in that future world - a world that will be more Asian than we 
egotistical Westerners would like to contemplate. That may be a good thing. Anyway, Legacies take care 
of themselves. 

Skip reading all the bad news in the newspapers, which was most of it, and thereby improve your 
digestion. Write off the past and don't dwell in the myriad possible futures. Live now. Love, friendship, 
fun: get 'em while they're hot. 

The trip had well paid for itself. 

5/29/03 



The editor ofTwink chimes in from real life ... 

INSURANCE LAW 
FORFUNAND 
PROFIT 
E.B. Frohvet 

I am by profession an insurance claims adjuster. 
Although my job involves both legal and 
medical aspects, I have no degree or advanced 
training in medicine or law. Neither my college 
(English major) nor my Army (military 
intelligence) training has much to do with the 
subject. The sum of my qualifications consists 
of a ten-week company training course, and four 
or five months of supervised on-the-job 
experience in which my decisions were 
reviewed. After that, save for the occasional 
class on company policy, I've been on my own. 
My decisions, my notices, go out as the 
company's official response to claims. Only 
rarely are they appealed - I'll get to that later -
and if any of them have given rise to a lawsuit, 
I've never been called to testify. 

Decisions cover a surprisingly wide 
range of subjects, even though I work chiefly on 
death and disability cases. (Seldom on 
homeowner' s insurance or car insurance. These 
are handled chiefly at local offices. I work at a 
regional claims center, and almost never meet or 
speak to policyholders.) The guidance for legal 
aspects can come from general principles, 
federal, state or local statute as applicable, 
company policy or regulations, or any 
combination of these, leavened with individual 
judgment. I do not make medical decisions as 
such but I do have to have some basic familiarity 
in order to read and evaluate medical records on 
the disability claims. Occasionally on the death 
claims as well. 

In theory, I can bounce a case up to the 
legal staff or the medical consultant staff to 
request an advisory opinion from an actual 
attorney or physician. In practice, this is 
discouraged except for really difficult problems 
- my manager and the division manager have to 
sign off on it, and even if it goes up, chances are 
I'll get back an evasive fudged answer that 
amounts to "Use your own judgment." I 

probably have a couple thousand cases pass 
over my desk in an average year, more than 
half of those involving final decisions on my 
own authority. I might refer three or four 
cases a year for opinions. 

The vast majority of cases are routine, 
of course. Many can be handled in ten 
minutes. Here's what the policy says, here are 
the standard company rules, plug in the facts 
and the answer comes out. Maybe 75% of the 
notices I send are form letters, fill-in-the­
blanks and send it to be printed out. (It used 
to be that letters had to be typed, which got me 
in trouble with the typing pool. I once used 
the word "analogous," and the typist 
complained "There's no such word." I 
showed it to her in the dictionary.) 

Certain cases, however, stick in the 
mind. Let's consider "Alfred." (All names 
have been changed.) He was married to 
"Bridget" and by all accounts they were a 
devoted couple, though they never had 
children. Alfred suffered from a chronic mild 
depression - what the DSC (Diagnostic and 
Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, a 
staple reference in the field) would call 
"dysthmia." He took a mild dose of a standard 
antidepressant and had never shown any 
unusual reaction or side effect. 

In his mid-S0's, Alfred took an early 
retirement from his place of work. He and 
Bridget bought a mobile-camper, a 
Winnebago type of thing, and spent much of 
their time seeing the country. On evening 
they stopped at a campground on the northern 
California coast. Very early the next morning, 
Alfred got up and told his wife he was going 
down to the beach to fish. Bridget thought 
nothing of it, Alfred went fishing often, it was 
a favorite hobby of his. Alfred took his 
fishing gear and his revolver (why he took a 
handgun to go fishing was never explained) 
and left the Winnebago. 

And was never seen again. 
A few hours later Bridget got up, had 

breakfast, tidied up the camper, and walked 
down to the beach. Well above the high tide 
line she found Alfred's fishing rod, with the 
holstered revolver lying next to it. His tackle 
box was never found. According to the local 
sheriff, the handgun was loaded, with the 
safety on, no fired rounds, and in his 
professional judgment ("from the amount of l 7 
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dust in the barrel") had not been fired in several weeks. 
The sheriff further testified that 

theshore dropped off sharply in that area and the 
tides could be "tricky" - he knew of two orthree 
instances in the past 20 years in which people 
had drowned, the bodies had been swept away 
and recovered some distance away, or not at all. 

The commandant of the nearest Coast 
Guard station agreed with the sheriff: such 
things were recorded in the station's files, 
though he had never encountered such a case 
personally. 

The National Weather Service stated 
that the weather in the area had been clear and 
breezy that day and the tides had been "normal" 
for the time of year. 

Bridget acknowledged that Alfred was a 
very experienced fisherman, he had done surf 
fishing, or fished in fast moving rivers, many 
times. Yes, Alfred could swim, he was a good 
swimmer for a man his age. 

The sheriff's official report concluded: 
"Missing, possibly drowned." 

A few months later, Bridget filed for 
Alfred's insurance; she and her lawyer claimed 
"death by misadventure," legalese for 
"accident." 

Anyone with whom you attempt to do 
thanatological business - legal business related 
to or contingent upon death - will immediately 
ask for a copy of the death certificate. (The 
funeral home will make certified copies for you. 
Get at least ten.) In Alfred's case there was 
none. The county coroner declined to issue a 
death certificate and ruled there were 
"insufficient grounds" to hold a coroner's 
inquest. 

The death certificate is normal practice, 
though not carved in stone. The most usual 
exception is the "common disaster" rule, where 
people die under circumstances where death is 
pretty clear but recovering the bodies is not 
feasible. A typical example could be shipwreck. 
Legally: a reasonable expectation or 
presumption of death. 

While it is therefore possible to have a 
legal finding of death without a body, it is 
exceptional and dependent on circumstances. 
The unwritten common law rile for presumption 
of death is "seven years' unexplained absence." 
(Your mileage may vary: under Florida statute, 
five years.) In short, you can't just run out and 
claimdeath with nothing to show for it. 

I denied Bridget's claim. I ruled that 
presumption of death was 
"purelyspeculative"on the evidence, citing the 
sheriff's report of "Missing" and the coroner's 
refusal to hold an inquest. Further, I ruled that 
suicide "while of unsound mind" could not be 
ruled out in view of Alfred's history of mental 
disorder. (Suicide is excluded from almost all 
life insurance, as is death in combat - except 
military msurance underwritten by the 
services - or death in "riot and insurrection." 
I've seen cases in which death during a riot 
was ruled murder, and covered; conversely 
I've seen a case in which a man provoked the 
police into shooting him ruled a suicide.) 

There is, as I previously alluded to, 
an appeals process. A claimant can ask s 
company review board to reconsider my 
decision. Bridget and her attorney requested 
an appeal. I was asked to submit an informal 
memo as to how confident I was in my ruling. 
I said it seemed to me "a very clear-cut 
decision" on the evidence. Bridget's lawyer 
submitted a letter from Alfred's doctor: asked 
if he thought Alfred likely to commit suicide, 
the doctor replied, "I wouldn't have thought 
so." Numerous depositions were submitted by 
friends and relatives concerning what a 
"normal" and devoted husband Alfred was. 
Counsel argued that neither suicide nor 
abandonment was a plausible scenario, and 
death by accidental drowning was "the only 
reasonable conclusion." The appeals board 
upheld my decision and refused to pay on the 
policy. I don't know if a lawsuit was ever 
filed. 

There was another policyholder -
we'll call him Xavier. Xavier was domiciled 
in Michigan when he died. ("Domicile" is 
defined as "a true, fixed and permanent 
residence to which, whenever one is absent, ne 
has the intention to return." This is relevant 
because Xavier's estate will be probated under 
Michigan law.) 

Xavier was formerly married to 
"Betty" and they had two children, "Charles 
and Danielle." Betty and Xavier were 
divorced some years before he passed on. He 
died, Betty field for the insurance. The policy 
was taken out when Xavier and Betty were 
still married, and listed Betty ("wife"), Charles 
and Danielle as beneficiaries. The policy had 
not been updated or amended after the divorce 
- a mistake that many make, by the way. 



At this point, enter "Yolanda," who 
isdomiciled in Minnesota. Yolanda is the 
woman for whom Xavier left Betty. Yolanda 
also files claim for the insurance, saying she was 
"married" to Xavier. Yolanda admits there was 
no license and no ceremony, and that Xavier was 
still married to Betty at the time; but Yolanda 
says that she and Xavier "exchanged vows" in a 
lawyer's office (in Wisconsin, where neither 
lived at the time), and this made them "married." 
Yolanda further asserts that her daughter "Zoe" 
is Xavier's child and is also entitled to a chunk 
of the insurance money. 

The lawyer in Wisconsin, "Fred", is 
contacted. Fred agrees that Xavier and Yolanda 
did consult him, and that there was a "general 
discussion" about marriage, but heatedly denies 
that there was any "exchange of vows," and 
further states that even had there been, that 
would not constitute a "marriage" according to 
Wisconsin law. 

The pastor - "George" - of a church in 
which Zoe was baptized, formally certifies from 
the records of the church that Xavier represented 
himself as Yolanda's "husband" and Zoe's 
"father" on the occasion of the christening. 
Pastor George states that he personally 
remembers the baptism, at which he officiated, 
and that Xavier and Yolanda seemed to him a 
very ordinary couple and he had no reason to 
doubt they were married. 

At this point, Xavier's sister Naomi gets 
into the act, deposing that in the months prior to 
Xavier's death she discussed this matter with 
him, and Xavier repeatedly denied that he was 
ever "married" to Yolanda or was the father of 
Zoe. Naomi also produces Marie, a neighbor, 
who swears that she heard with her own ears 
Xavier make these denials. 

Keep in mind the presumption of the 
validity of the more recent marriage. Keep in 
mind that this is only a presumption and may be 
rebutted by "clear and convincing" evidence. 
Keep in mind that "clear and convincing" is a 
term that means what a court says it means. 
Keep in mind that even though there was no 
license or ceremony, Yolanda may have a claim 
for "common law" marriage, which is still 
recognized in some states (Minnesota, but not 
Wisconsin). Even though a common law 
marriage would have been invalid at the time it 
was entered into, because Xavier was still 
married to Betty, it might have matured into a 
valid common law marriage once they were 

divorced. Keep in mind the general principle 
of putative or "de facto" marriage: a person 
may have gone through a marriage in good 
faith, in ignorance of the fact that there was a 
legal impediment to its validity, and good 
faith should generally not be punished. 
However, keep in mind that ignorance of the 
law is no excuse. 

Now consult the marriage and 
inheritance laws of all three states, the relevant 
federal rulings (since this is an interstate case 
it may wind up in federal court); have a cup of 
coffee, and you tell me: who gets the 
insurance money? 

In this case, I made a Soloman's 
Decision, which the legal staff approved and 
the company accepted. Betty gets nothing, 
even though she was still listed as a 
beneficiary - her claim to being a beneficiary 
was explicitly as "wife" of the insured, and 
they were divorced. Yolanda gets nothing, 
she was never "married" to Xavier. Charles, 
Danielle, and Zoe split the money in equal 
shares. Zoe gets a cut because Xavier 
represented himself as her father on an 
occasion (the baptism) when he should have 
understood a permanent record would be 
made. Church records, while not binding on 
government agencies or private companies, 
are frequently recognized as highly reliable 
evidence. Xavier's recognition of Zoe on that 
occasion constitutes admission of paternity for 
purposes of inheritance. Zoe gets a share. 

Consider the case of "Henry" and 
"Irene", a middle-aged couple who operated a 
farm in Iowa. They had a son, "Jack", a major 
whack job by any standard. 

Jack lived alone in his room, leaving 
it only under two circumstances. He spoke 
seldom to his mother, rarely to his father, and 
never to anyone else. Jack did not bathe nor 
wash his clothes, and wore the same clothes 
for weeks at a time, until they were literally in 
filthy rags. Jack could not be persuaded to eat 
with his parents in the kitchen; whatever Irene 
cooked, she had to put in a bowl (the very 
same bowl every time, else he wouldn't touch 
it - she lived in constant fear of breaking that 
bowl) and take it to his room. If this was not 
done, Jack would sit in his room and starve 
rather than come into the kitchen for a piece of 
bread. He could not be persuaded to use the 
bathroom; when he had to relieve himself, 
Jack would go outside behind the barn. The 19 
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only other time Jack would leave the room 
would be if any person other than his parents 
was admitted to the house; then ( even if it was a 
relative or family friend he had known since 
childhood) he would flee outside in panic, 
wearing whatever clothes he had on, regardless 
of the weather. 

All very sad, you may well say; but 
what has this got to do with insurance law? 
Here we arrive att he legal rather than the 
medical problem. Henry, the father, tried to 
claim Jack as a "partner" in his farm operation, 
relevant to getting Jack covered under the farm's 
insurance policy. 

Partners are two or more people 
"contractually associated as joint principals in a 
business"; further, partners are persons who 
contribute "property, funds, skills, labor, 
management, or other assets" to the joint 
operation of an enterprise. 

Put on those terms, it seems pretty 
obvious. Jack had no funds or assets of his own; 
he contributed no labor or skills to the operation 
of the farm. I denied the claim. Again, there 
was an appeal; Henry claimed that he 
"consulted" Jack on "management decisions." 
The review board quoted from my memo in 
affirming my decision: "not only is there no 
evidence that petitioner [officially Jack] 
contributes to the management of the farm 
operation, by claimant's [Henry's] own 
statement, petitioner is unable to achieve even 
basic skills of self-care or personal hygiene." 

I felt very sorry for Henry and Irene, but 
my responsibility to give the claimants a fair 
decision balances against my responsibility to 
the stockholders not to give their money away 
an obviously frivolous claims. 

Then there was the dubious case of 
"Pablo & Pablo", two total strangers, one in 
Arizona and one in California; each claimed to 
be the estranged son and sole beneficiary of the 
deceased policyholder, "Gustavo". And each of 
whom had a birth certificate to prove it. The 
exact same birth certificate. 

It's well known, of course, that the 
stealing or forging or otherwise falsely obtaining 
documents - birth certificates, driver's licenses, 
Social Security cards, Immigration & 
Naturalization Service resident or "green cards" 
- is a thriving industry. Last number I heard, the 
certified birth certificate ofan Hispanic male 
citizen born in the U.S. went for $2,000 and up. 

Each Pablo claimed to be the "real" 
Pablo, the son of the deceased, and each 
denounced the other as an illegal alien 
fraudulently using his identity. Last I heard of 
this case it went back to the Flagstaff, Arizona 
local office for "further development of 
evidence." I have a glum feeling that it will 
wind up back on my desk. 

Another favorite was the old fellow 
who was trying to prove he was age 65 in 
order to cash in a retirement policy. Of course 
he had no proof of age - "I was baptized but 
the church burned down" is a standing joke, 
I've heard it's also common in the Social 
Security Administration or other government 
agencies where proof of age comes into play. 
This man's excuse was at least original: of 
course his birth had been recorded when he 
was born in Nicaragua, he said, but 
unfortunately the rebels mortared the 
courthouse during the revolution , and all the 
records were destroyed. After a good round of 
laughs, we found the first Census Record after 
the claimant arrived in the U.S., and used that. 

"Veronica" was another favorite; I 
saw her file regularly though it seldom 
required any action. Her late husband had 
wisely set up his insurance so that it would 
pay her, not the typical lump sum, but a 
regular allotment or stipend. From all 
indications she was a perfectly nice old lady, 
but a little dotty; any time she had cash in her 
hand, she would go out and spend it on any 
frivolous thing that took her fancy, and then 
not have anything left to pay the electricity 
bill. So every month we sent her a modest 
check; and every month she'd send the 
company a nice little note on flowered paper, 
telling us about her day. She went down to 
the check cashing place, where they were 
always nice to her, and then she went to the 
market, there was a sale on pork chops, she 
didn't usually buy pork chops but they were 
on sale; and then she bought a doll for her 
grand-niece ... 

The general perception 1s that 
insurance, like accounting, is boring. Don't be 
misled. I bet accountants could tell some 
interesting tales, too. 
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The complete story of our DUFF journey must be reserved for our trip report. But I can't resist 
sharing moments of Oz's magic ... such as this one. Believe me, it was 

NO PICNIC AT 
ff~~:fi;f!;; f&OT;~ 

Guy Lillian 

The Hanging Rock is a spec!Bcular volcanic uprising on the plains below Mount Macedon [in 
Victoria, Australia], of special interest to geologists on account of its unique rock formations, 
including monohths and reputedly bottomless holes and caves ... It r,ras thought at d1e tune that the 
missing persons had allempt.ed to climb the dangerous rock esca.I]Jments near the summit, where 
they presumably met their dead1s; but whether by accident, suicide or ... murder has never been 
esmblished, since the bodies were never recovered. 

Picnic at Hanging Rock by Joan Lindsay 

Bill stepped on a patch of wet grass and his feet went flying. He crashed onto his rear end. A 
backpack containing his thermos and other expensive gear hit the slope and slid, slowly as a 
turtle, towards the edge of the abyss, in the midst of Hanging Rock. 

"Guy!?" Rosy cried. "Get it!" 
I stretched my hand towards the sliding pack. It felt as if I were reaching through 

molasses. The pack escaped me by inches, reached the edge - and went over. I watched it skid 
to a halt fifteen feet down, inches from yet another chasm - still deeper and even more 
inaccessible. One of us, obviously, would have to go after it. 

Bill Wright couldn't, of course. He is a large man, hearty with exercise, but pushing 70 
and still learning to master his diabetes. He really shouldn't have tried this trek up Victoria's 
famous mamelon, known from Peter Weir's mastetful film Picnic at Hanging Rock, and which 
absolutely had to be the first item on our DUFF trip agenda. But he was a great fanzine editor, an 
enthusiastic friend of the Down Under fan Fund, had generously appointed himself our guide, and 
couldn't be refused. 

Rosy volunteered - after all, she said, she was the lightest and we could easily haul her 
back to safety. As if I didn't risk insanity on a 14½ hour transoceanic plane ride to send my wife 
over a cliff and into peril. I had to go. 1 had to descend into that pit - and worry about getting 
back later. So over I went, following the pack, sliding on my personality into the unknown. 

I reached the pack and tossed it easily back up to Rosy and Bill. Now what? Below -
where the pack had almost fallen - was an impenetrable jumble of grey stone. The only way out 
was up. How? The sides of the pit were about ten feet at this edge - and shear. No hand- or 
footholds. 

Above, a thin white sapling grew by the edge of the rock shelf. Rosy bent it down to me. 
I grasped its rubbery limbs and began to haul my heaviness up, hand over hand., my feet seeking 
purchase on the featureless sides of the crevice. The roots of the tree gripped into the Rock's thin 
layer of soil. As they bore my weight an inch - two - ripped free. I took a great interest in those 
roots. If they gave way, down I'd crash, and there would be no way for Rosy and Bill to get me 
out. Like Miranda in Picnic, I'd stay there. 

Not to mention the fact that we were lost. Lost ... on Hanging Rock. 



Our road to Hanging Rock began, of course, in the early '80s, when laudatoiy word-of-zine from 
west coast fandom propelled me to see the movie. I was living in North Carolina and the other 
theatergoers must have thought the title referred to the Hanging Rock there. They may have 
been disappointed, but I wasn't. I was enraptured. 

Peter Weir's poignant and subtle parable of death and nature was a new thing in so many 
cinematic ways. The subtext was both spooky and insightful. The message was both serious and 
heartening. The metaphor was powerful and compelling. Amidst the stones of Hanging Rock -
and the pages of Joan Lindsay's novel- Weir found an acceptance of nature, and death, that was 
neither cynical nor despairing. To compensate my sensitive first wife for making her endure the 
violent insanity of Apocalypse Now, I took her to Picnic at Hanging Rock, a sane, comforting, 
beautiful reconciliation with life. 

Which was also Australian. Aside from its substantial value as a metaphorical movie, 
Picnic also introduced me to downunder film making, then in genuine renaissance. I glommed 
onto eveiy Aussie flick that opened, from The Road Warrior and Weir's extraordinaiy The 
Last Wave to The Chant of Jimmy Blacksmith and My Brilliant Career. I noted as much the 
landscape on which the films were set as I did the actors - although who would notice turf when 
Judy Davis is on screen. A vague desire to go there began to percolate - not that I'd ever get the 
chance to, of course. 

There matters rested. 
Until I married Rose-Marie and found there was something in life that could overcome 

my fear of flying. And, propelled by la belle's conviction that "it would be fun," we ran for 
DUFF. 

The movie was on my mind from the veiy start of the campaign. In our flyer, 
remembering one of my favorite scenes, I promised "to climb Hanging Rock, and bring [fandom] 
down a scrap of calico." When the Down Under Fan Fund race came out in our favor, two 
ambitions were foremost in my mind: tour the Sydney Opera House - and keep my promise. 

So here we were. 

cc 
Everyone agreed d1at the day was just right for the picnic in Hanging Rock - a shimmering summer 
morning U'a.1111 and still, with cicadas shrilling all through breakfast from the loquat trees ... and bees 
mum1uring above the pansies. 

Picnic at Hanging Rock 

This didn't seem a propitious day for a picnic. As we trundled into downtown Melbourne to 
catch our train, we eyed not only the red "rake" river sculpture and the huge FCUK sign on the 
department store (French Connection United Kingdom, that is), but the sky ... which was thick 
with clouds. If there's one thing a picnic doesn't need, it's rain. 

Bill Wright, who met us at the train station, didn't seem deterred. Bill is one of Australia 
fandom's senior zine editors, publisher of Intermediate Vector Bosons, and during the DUFF 
race had helped both us and our rivals distribute campaign material. He had met us the day 
before at the house where we were crashing, and had hosted our first dinner downunder with 
Rose Mitchell, Paula McGrath and Alan Stewart. His offer to guide us to Hanging Rock had 
been gratefully accepted, and getting us onto the train to Woodend was the first step. N.B.: he 
carried two thick backpacks of picnic goodies. We brought cameras - and in the pocket of my 
coat, a two-inch fluff panda with one eye and a red bow tie: Mib, whose adventures have been 
many. 

The hour's train ride north of Melbourne was a revelation - our first look at the Victorian 
countryside. The low hills and sublime greeneiy delighted me with memories of North Carolina, 
as the sheep fled in droves from the train. But the beauty of the surroundings and the joy of travel 2 3 
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on a clean, spacious train (we scored a private compartment) were all but lost on me. Clouds 
hovered. Rainspecks tickled the windows. Would our picnic be inundated? If so, would this be 
our only chance at Hanging Rock? Wright still wasn't worried. Mindful of the hole in the ozone 
overhead, his main concern was that Rosy slop enough sunscreen onto my baldness. 

When we reached Woodend Bill plowed off through the touristy town in search of 
transport to the Rock. Ladies at a stationery store showed typical Aussie friendliness, letting us 
check our e-mail and Bill call a cab. The day remained cloudy, but sunshine still broke though, in 
the form of our taxi driver. Her name was Sue. She and her mother ran the Woodend cab 
company, and it must be the jolliest business in Australia. Her smile was constant, her chatter 
was happy, and her word was "YEHHHHHHHHH! I I" See for yourself - I run her photo on a 
later page. YEHHHHHHHHH!!! 

I rode with Sue in the front seat - grabbing instinctively for the steering wheel, which 
wasn't where I instinctively felt it belonged, on the left. I was enjoying her talk so much­
YEHHHHHHHH!!! - that Hanging Rock sneaked up on me. Suddenly there it was, to our left. 

f 

0 

VVhile d1ey were talking the angle of 
vision had gradually altered to bring the 
Hanging Rock into sudden startling new; 
Direcdy ahead, the grey volcanic mass 
rose up slabbed and pinnacled like a 
fortress from the empty yeDow plain. 
[They] could see the vertical Jines of the 
rocky walls, now and then gashed with 
indigo shade, patches of grey green 
dogwood, outcrops of boulders even at 
dlis dist.ance immense and fonnidable. 
At the summit, apparendy bare of linng 
vegelE.tion, a jagged line of rock cut across 
the serene blue of the sky. 

Picnic at Hanging Rock 

Sue dropped us off at the gate to the 
Reserve, and we walked up the road 
toward the rugged hill before us. 
Playing in my mind, the haunting 
melodic theme from Peter Weir's movie, 
"The Pipes of Pan". 

Hanging Rock is a mamelon, an 
extinct volcano, some six million years 
old - a whelp by geological standards. It 
rises 105 meters, about 345 feet, from 
the forest at its base. Its rocks loom 
from the Earth - as if newly awakened 
from eons of sleep. The stone, we 
learned, is solvsbergite, lava rich with 
soda, which accounts for the rugged 
appearance of the dark grey rock. We 
tarried a moment at the gift shop, and 
then headed up along the path. 



"Mirandaf' I shouted. A joke. Eveiybody calls for Miranda, one of the girls lost on the 
Rock in the Lindsay novel and Weir film. She's never answered. 

The path wound through verdancy thick and wild. No resemblance, here, to the trimmed 
and tamed and civilized landscapes surrounding America's parks. Up a steep slope, and then the 
bottom stand of rocks were visible. I rushed forward - groaning at the obscenity of a soggy 
tennis ball and a beer bottle underfoot - and put my hands into the moss covering. 

111e immediate impact of [the] soaring peaks induced a silence so impregnated with its powerful 
presence that even Edith rras struck dumb. The splendid specmcle ... rras b.rilliandy illuminated for 
their inspection. On the steep south facade the play of golden light and deep violet shade revealed 
the intncate construction of long vertical slabs; some smooth as giant tombstones, others grooved 
and fluted by prehistonc architecture of wind and rrater, ice and fire. Huge boulders, originaDy 
spewed red bot from d1e boiling bowels of d1e Eard1, now come to rest, cooled and munded in 
forest sbade. 

Picnic at Hanging Rock 

The stones of Hanging Rock are enormous, but not smooth. The lava is pockmarked and uneven, 
and if you've any imagination, those marks form faces for you; so it seems, as you ascend along 
the steep path into the monoliths, that you're climbing into a cluster off of Easter Island: half­
graven moss-swathed images of the gods of the Earth, solemn, benign, ancient, and calm; utterly 
indifferent. 

Wildness is endemic to Hanging Rock. There are no signs warning the traveler to 
restrain his steps to the paths, nor rangers to enforce restrictions and keep you safe. The tempting 
canyons and passages that open up as the rocks jumble around you are your own risk to explore. 
So on the way up I clambered into puddle-floored caves and scrabbled over leaning pillars -
keeping Rosy and Bill within earshot, of course. 

We found ourselves at a wide stone plaza, and Bill broke out the grub. We chowed down 
on roast beef and chicken sandwiches, and even tried the Australian sandwich staple, Vegemite. 
No comment. While Bill and Rosy ate, I wandered off. A couple and a few teenagers had joined 
us on the rock shelf, but solitude as sure as outer space was as close as around the nearest 
boulder. Behind it, out of the wind, a single strand of spiderweb stretched along the lava, and the 
moss wasn't even cold. 

We were still low on the mountain. Above us the trail grew steeper, the stones crowded 
in even thicker -here and there, reminding me somehow of the English boy's notepaper flags, 
fresh plantings stood wrapped in wire mesh and orange fabric, straining into the wire with the 
wind. The trail was marked with tamped earth and a handrail; we followed it, upwards, towards 
the summit. 

High on Hanging Rock the trees from the forest below surrender to the sky, and the view 
is clear, and far, and spectacular. The clouds had gone on their way for a while, so we could see 
far out over the green world, to Mount Macedon, and the "Camel's Hump". Up there, with such 
a view, the Rock is serene, and you think, surely this beauty is the reason you've climbed this far, 
and you can't help but feel that in the beauty, there is safety. As you wander through the highest 
monoliths, pushing aside branches of gnarled gum saplings growing somehow in this rocky soil, 
you have about you only sky, around you only loveliness, and by the time you discover that you 
have squeezed through one too many narrow gaps, clambered over one too many boulders, 
sneaked through one too many natural arches, crossed one too many abandoned fences, and now 
have no idea of the slightest kind where the path is or how to get down - it's too late. 

Everything if only you could see it clearly enough, is beautiful and complete - the ragged nest, 
1lfanon's tom muslin skirts Outed like a nautilus sbell, Irma~, nngiets framing ber lace in e:rquisite 
Hiry spirals - even Edid1, flusbed and clwdisbly vulnerable in sleep . ... The others were awake now 2 5 
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and on their feet ll/iranda was looking at her strangely, almost as if she wasn't seeing her. Hhen 
Edith [spoke/, she tumed and began walking away up the nse, die other two following a Httle way 
behind. ... To her horror all three girls were fast moving out of sight behind the monoHth. 
''Miranda! Come back!" Edith took a few unsteady steps toward the nse and saw the last of a white 
sleeve parting the bushes ahead. 

Picnic at Hanging Rock 

The girls who vanished in the book and film of Picnic at Hanging Rock were symbols more than 
anything else, just as the Rock was, just as their disappearance was - elements in a beautiful and 
poetic metaphor of death and nature. But we weren't symbols, and this was no metaphor-we 
were three people lost in a clutter of blocked pathways and dead ends. There were no rangers in 
Smoky hats on patrol, and no one knew we were up there. It was also clouding up again. 

In the midst of this trouble, I was unutterably impressed by Rose-Marie. The woman 
showed cool worthy of Emma Peel. This route was impassable? Try this one! This way leads 
only in circles past the same old buried fence and worthless avenue? Climb atop the highest of 
high boulders at the apex of Hanging Rock and take a good look around. Truly, my wife showed 
no fear in the midst of the Rock. 27 years I've known the woman, and she continues to surprise 
me. I was, after all, better off than the tragic picnickers of 1900 - I had someone precious to 
carry down. There you go, Rock: real life answers the terrors of impersonal nature. In Rosy I had 
a living face to pit against the indifferent stupor of the rock gods - a reason not only to climb 
Hanging Rock but to conquer it. 

And we had help, nothing angelic but simply human, appearing from back the way we'd 
come: a smiling man, Arnold, and a smiling woman, Diane, Australian tourists. They had just 
left the path, and were more than happy to show us the way back. Two smiling ordinary folks, 
more than happy to lend a hand to disoriented neighbors, two Americans and a brother Aussie, 
just the thing any good Samaritan blokes would do, 'ey? Just turn this way instead of that, take a 
few steps past the place where before you'd stopped- and no worries, the way down was clear. 

Awaiting us at the bottom was a happy snort (which we bought) with our saviors, who 
owned a small winery in South Australia, a souvenir binge (including, for Rosy, a special photo­
illustrated edition of Lindsay's novel), and a hilarious ride to the trains with the mad cabbie, Sue 
-YEHHHHHH! She searched in vain for wild kangaroos for us ('roos are stupid beasts, she 
said, but solid on one's bumper) and on Draw's Lane, cut off the engine ... and let her cab roll 
uphill. Just part of the mystery of the Rock, she said. 

YEHHHHHH!, I believed it. Mystery abounded at Hanging Rock-the mystery of 
nature, beautiful and wild and deadly and indifferent - and the mystery of frail human beings, 
helping and guiding one another, because we weren't indifferent. All during the rest of our 

journey Rosy and I 
talked about taking 
another stroll up among 
the grey, silent stones of 
Hanging Rock - but just 
as we'd feared, we never 
found the time. Well, 
this day would do. The 
passionless gods of the 
Earth had made their 
point. But so had we. 



Rosy and I couldn't make it to Conlose, but fortunately, we have a friend who did ... 

MIKE RESNICK'S 
CONJOSE DIARY 

Wednesday, August 28: Uneventful flight from 
Cincinnati to San Francisco, which is to say, I 
slept for all 5 hours of it. The ConJose web page 
had warned us that a door-to-door shuttle from 
the San Francisco airport to the Fairmont Hotel in 
downtown San Jose was $34.00 -- but they never 
asked for the group rate, and it turned out that 
each extra member of a party was only $5.00, so 
while everyone else was avoiding the shuttle, we 
got there for less than half the price of a taxi. 
(Usually we get to 
W orldcon on a 
Monday or Tuesday 
to spend time with 
all our fannish 
friends, since once 
the con starts I'm a 
working pro, but 
since we were 
touring Monterey 
after the con with a 
bunch of them, we 
decided not to show 
up until 
Wednesday.) 
We'd gotten a call 
the night before 
from Debbie Oakes, 
who was co-hosting ti 
the CFG suite, that 
it was in room 905, 
so naturally we 
asked for the 9th 
floor. And got it. In 
the new tower. 
Which meant that 
every time we 
wanted to go to the suite we had to take an 
elevator down to the ground or second floor, walk 
across to the old tower, and then take an elevator 
up to the 9th floor. On the other hand, there were 
no parties in the new tower and it was quiet as a 
tomb. Never a wait for elevators, either - until 
they started breaking down. 

While Carol unpacked and took a nap (she 
doesn't sleep on planes), I met Janis Ian and we 
registered and went over to the dealer's room. It 
wasn't open to the public until Thursday, but 39 
years after my first Worldcon, I am not without my 
resources. 

The convention center was a couple of 
blocks from the Fairmont. Not a terrible walk, but 
we'd packed and dressed for 72-degree days and 55-
degree nights, and a few of those days the 

temperature hit 90. 
And, like last year, 
I managed to bust a 
big blood blister, 
this time on the big 
toe of my left foot. 
Didn't hurt, but 
since I've been a 
diabetic for the 
past five years and 
I'd kind of like to 
go to my grave 
intact, I medicated 
and bandaged it 
twice a day. (I've 
got to remember 
not to wear new 
shoes to 
W orldcons.) 

On the 
way back, Janis 
and I stopped at the 
Fairmont's bar for 
soft drinks, and ran 
into George R. R. 
Martin and Terry 
Prachett. Strange 

feeling to be the only guy at the table who wasn't a 
Pro Guest of Honor at an upcoming W orldcon (2003 
for George, 2004 for Terry). 

As usual, I had a bunch of books coming out 
from small presses timed to coincide with W orldcon 
- and as usual, even though I handed in the 
manuscripts from 8 to 10 months before the cons and 
proofed them a few months in advance, one (With a 27 
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Little Help From My Friends, my collection of 
25 collaborations with different writers, from 
Farthest Star) was in the huckster's room when 
the con began, one (THE SCIENCE FICTION 
PROFESSIONAL, from Farthest Star) made it 
Friday, and one (Once a Fan ... , from Wildside 
Press) never made it at all. Given that any 
specialty press can reasonably expect to double 
their sales on a sub- I 000 print run by getting out 
in time for the whole of Worldcon, I have never 
understood why they can't seem to manage. (I 
remember that at Chicon VI, in 2000, I had 5 
specialty press books due out for W orldcon; 2 
showed up Friday, 2 Saturday, and one never. Go 
figure.) 

While greeting old friends and buying 
and autographing books, I found out that my 
friend Charles Sheffield wasn't the only major sf 
writer currently suffering from a brain tumor. It 
seems that Robert Forward also has one, and isn't 
expected to last to next year's Worldcon. And this 
year we've already lost Damon Knight, Ray 
Lafferty, and two of my very close friends, Jack 
Haldeman and George Alec Effinger. 

Saw Jack Chalker riding around on one 
of those motorized scooters. I assumed it was 
because of his arthritic knees, but he explained 
that a couple of times in the past month he'd 
become so short of breath that he couldn't walk, 
and was waiting for the results of some medical 
tests. 

Not a good year for longevity or health. 
We picked up Carol and met Tony and 

Suford Lewis, Rick Katze, and Debbie Oakes for 
dinner, and went to the Inca Gardens. Nice food, 
mediocre service, and horrible management (it 
took them 40 minutes to compute our check, and 
I still don't know if the tip was included. Asking 
them didn't help; they only spoke Incan or 
Peruvian, whichever is more obscure.) 

Went back to the hotel, visited a bit, hit 
the LA party and a couple of private parties, and 
went to bed relatively early - about 2:00 - since I 
knew I wouldn't be getting much sleep the next 
few nights. 

Thursday, August 29: Carol took one look at the 
menu posted outside the hotel's "cheap" 
(compared to its other restaurants) coffee shop, 
discovered that a glass of orange juice was 
something like $9.00, and decided we were eating 
elsewhere, which was fine by me, since on those 
rare occasions I'm up before noon all I have is 

coffee anyway. She found a charming little outdoor 
area maybe 200 feet from the hotel, outside the 
Knight-Ridder building, where she had some juice 
and rolls, and I injected a little coffee into a vein. 
Then I went off to the con, and she and Debbie 
Oakes and Cokie Cavin began touring those San Jose 
sights and landmarks that were, well, tourable. 

Val Ontell came up to me and invited me to 
be Guest of Honor at Con-Dor, a February 
convention in San Diego. Leave snow-covered 
Cincinnati and spend a few extra days visiting the 
San Diego Zoo and Zoo Park and maybe do a little 
whale-watching? Tough call. Of course I accepted. 

A new audio company, Audio Literature, 
sought me out and suggested that they wanted to do 
a little business. I sent them some suggestions after I 
got back home, and we'll see what's what. Audio 
Frequency, the audio "magazine" that records the 
Hugo nominees for Best Short Story, was there, and 
had asked to record my reading - but I never saw 
them. I think they sponsored a party in the SFW A 
Suite one night. (Want to lose me? Go to the SFWA 
Suite. I promise I won't follow.) 

Ran into Caz - Camille Cazedessus, Jr. -
the Burroughs fan (and 1966 fanzine Hugo winner) 
at a dealer's table. He's the guy who published my 
first fanzine articles and fiction just about 40 years 
ago, and introduced me to fandom (well, the 
Burroughs variety, anyway) and Worldcons. Said 
hello to all the book dealers, most of whom have 
been friends for ages, signed a bunch of books, then 
went off to do the first of my panels, something 
titled "The Future of Africa". I didn't think it 
sounded all that interesting, but we filled a huge 
room to overflowing, and indeed I was the only 
panelist who hadn't spent most of my life as a full­
time resident of either Zimbabwe or South Africa. I 
am a pessimist about Africa's near future - say, the 
next half century - but my opinion was positively 
upbeat compared to those who'd been living there 
lately. 

I had to go off to do a pair of print 
interviews, and then a radio interview. Janis joined 
Carol and me for dinner at Stratta, an Italian 
restaurant right next door to the Inca Gardens. 
(Why? Because the Inca Gardens ladies' room was 
out of order the night before, and they had to use the 
one at Stratta, and as they walked through the place 
they decided they liked the looks of the dishes.) 

CFG (Cincinnati Fantasy Group for the 
uninitiated) almost always has a 5-day hospitality 
suite at Worldcon, and this year was no different. 
But I didn't get to it right away, because Terry 



Bisson had written a radio play called "The Hugo 
Nominee", and had enlisted me, Janis, Lucius 
Shepard, Nancy Kress (before Charles developed 
the brain tumor and they had to cancel out of 
Worldcon), and four or five other pros to appear 
in it Friday night, and the only chance we had to 
rehearse was in the Fairmont lobby at 8:00 
Thursday. It went rather well, and I must admit it 
played a lot funnier than it read. 

Then it was nearing 10:00 Thursday 
night at W orldcon, traditional time for the Babes 
For Bwana party (formerly yclept the Resnick 
Listserv party . . . but it's not limited to the 
Listserv. Any CFG member, indeed just about 
any pro or fan I know, is welcome.) 

Once again Gordie Meyer (Mr. Obscura 
Press) graciously donated his suite, and Christy 
Harden-Smith served as cook and hostess. We 
really laid out a hell of a spread, topped off, like 
last year, by chocolate fondue. By 10:45 we had 
quite a crowd, and then the belly dancers showed 
up, just like last year, and entertained for maybe 
an hour, by the end of which a lot of the Babes 
(and non-Babe Ron Collins) were tentatively 
attempting the ballet de belly themselves. Julie 
and Linda, the dancers, stuck around and gave a 
repeat performance at about 1 :00, after which 
Bart Kemper and I borrowed their swords and 
gave a brief fencing demonstration. The door to 
Gordie's suite was literally across the hall from 
the door to the CFG suite, so each party kind of 
slopped over into the other - and Bill Cavin, the 
God-Emperor of CFG, remembered to bring his 
video camera, so this year we've got the dancers 
and some of the party on video. 

At some point Susan Matthews, who has 
the most delightful and distinctive giggle I've 
ever heard, showed up, and we agreed to 
collaborate on a story in the next few months. 
(Time to start stockpiling stories for With a 
Little More Help from My Friends.) 

The party finally broke up around 3:30, 
and I stayed an extra hour or two, talking a little 
business with Gordie and a couple of other 
editors. Finally got to bed about 6:00, par for the 
course at a W orldcon. 

Friday, August 30: Got up at 9:00. Showered, 
medicated and bandaged the toe, and went off to 
meet Shayne Bell for coffee. We'd collaborated 
on a funny Mars story for Mars Probe, and were 
in the middle of collaborating on a serious 
novella set on Mount Kilimanjaro when tragedy 

-----~ ------

struck - Shayne lost someone very dear to him - and 
we put it on the back burner for a few months. Now 
we're back on the track, and we hope to finish it by 
year's end. 

I went right from coffee with Shayne to 
lunch with Bob Silverberg. Since he knows his way 
around San Jose - he lives an hour away - I left the 
choice of restaurants to him. Well, we wandered and 
wandered and wandered, as we discovered that each 
restaurant he fondly remembered had been torn 
down or sold. Finally we ate at what I consider a 
typical California restaurant -- they seemed to 
specialize in parsley-and-grass sandwiches - but we 
had a very pleasant visit for maybe an hour and a 
half. He had come straight from the SFW A meeting 
- I attend once a decade, and since I went in 1998 I 
felt no obligation to go again this soon - and he 
related some of the silliness that passed for serious 
debate, enough to make me think that once a decade 
is probably a little too often. Then he was off to a 
panel, and I had to go be photographed by Locus, 
which is replacing all their black-and-white files 
with color shots. 

I had a midaftemoon kaffeeklatsch at the 
Hilton, which was attached to far end of the 
convention center. For the second year in a row, they 
supplied neither coffee nor pastries - not even the 
usual weak coffee and stale donuts - but Joe 
Haldeman and I had side-by-side rooms, and we 
filled them. As usual, I brought a bunch of 
giveaways -- Santiago and Hunting the Snark 
cover flats, color Xeroxes of some foreign covers, 
leftover trading cards from Chicon - and we had a 
pleasant enough hour. Then I spent another hour 
autographing at the Asimov's booth while Gardner 
Dozois tried to raise a little money on the side by 
selling kisses to me. When that didn't work, he hit 
upon a far more lucrative proposition: pay him and I 
wouldn't kiss you. 

Now, all during the day, Terry Bisson or 
ConJ ose committee members had been approaching 
me and all the other performers in Terry's play to 
give us a never-ending series of schedule changes. It 
seems that Patrick Stewart (is that his name? The 
bald guy in the Star Trek show) was going to be at 
the con for an hour, and we were scheduled to follow 
him, but he kept changing the times he'd be there, 
and as more con members found out about it they 
kept changing the venue. Originally it was in the 
Imperial Ballroom of the Fairmont, then in the Civic 
Auditorium, then the Ballroom again, then the 
Auditorium again. We were first scheduled to 
perform at 8:00 PM, then 9:30, then 7:45, and so on. 29 
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Just before I left for dinner, I was told that the 
final, set-in-stone, never-to-be-changed-again 
schedule was that we would perform at exactly 
9: 15 PM at the Auditorium (though all the signs 
advertising us at the Ballroom were never 
removed and a lot of disgruntled con members 
showed up there.) 

We went to dinner with Harry and all the 
Turtledoves - wife Laura, daughter Allison, 
daughter Rachel, daughter Rebecca, and Janis 
Ian. Harry and I agreed to collaborate on a story 
for a Lou Anders anthology later this year, but I 
spent most of my time talking to Laura, who is 
the one person in science fiction who knows as 
much (or probably more) about the musical 
theater as I do. I've been trading audio and video 
bootlegs with her for a couple of years now. 
Recently she picked up an extra job creating the 
weekly trivia quiz for Fynesworth Alley (a small 
company that makes CDs of off-Broadway and 
truly obscure musicals.) We ate at the House of 
Siam, the one truly outstanding restaurant we 
found in San Jose. 

Then, at 8:30, Carol and Janis and I 
walked over to the auditorium, where we would 
be performing at 9: 15. And walked in. And heard 
something remarkably like "The Hugo Nominee" 
coming from the direction of the stage. 

Right. They changed the time again. 
Whoever was in charge of scheduling - probably 
a former elevator Nazi - walked up to Terry when 
Patrick Stewart had finished and told him to put 
his play on. He explained that most of his actors 
were still at dinner, since they had told him the 
play would go on at 9:15. He was then told that 
he had five minutes to start or they were 
canceling it. So he got a bunch of volunteers from 
the audience - Dave Hartwell took my part, John 
Douglas took Janis', and so on - and they gave a 
not-wildly-impressive stone cold reading. I was 
just as happy to sit in the dark and relax, but Janis 
was annoyed and I'm told that Lucius was 
furious. 

Then it was off to the DAW party. It was 
private, for DAW authors only, and I'm not a 
DAW author - but I did edit four anthologies for 
DAW this year, so I didn't have any trouble 
getting in. Ran into Marty Greenberg, and briefly 
discussed a couple of new anthology proposals 
with him. Someone from Indianapolis walked up 
and invited me to be the Guest of Honor at a new 
and as-yet-unnamed convention to be held in 
January of 2004. They laid out quite a spread at 

the party, and I ate enough pastries to last for the 
weekend. Then I dropped in on the Japanese and 
Boston parties, went to a couple of private parties 
and Gordie's suite, and wound up, as usual, at the 
CFG suite, where I stayed until maybe 4:00, talking 
to old friends. 

Saturday, August 31: I dragged myself out of bed 
and managed to meet Betsy Mitchell, the relatively 
new head honcho at de! Rey Books, for breakfast at 
10:00. Well, she had breakfast; I had coffee. I'm still 
officially a de! Rey author, though I haven't given 
them anything since Kirinyaga, and they seem to 
have decided that it's time for me to sell them 
something else. I don't know what'll come of it, but it 
was a pleasant meeting/breakfast. I went from 
there to the convention center, where I led the Fan 
History tour. It was a nice exhibit, with a couple of 
dozen Hugos from different years, a bunch of 
giveaways and program books from each W orldcon, 
even a photo display, and we just went down the line 
while I told anecdotes about each item. As usual, it 
was the single public performance I enjoyed most. 
This was my third year in a row of leading the tour, 
and I hope they'll ask me again next year. 

Then I had to race back to the hotel for 
lunch with Marty Greenberg. Well, officially lunch; 
in point of fact the coffee shop was still serving 
breakfast, and I was almost awake by then, so I had 
some Eggs Benedict, always my favorite breakfast 
wherever I am. Janis, with whom I am editing the 
big-budget Janis Ian's Universe, joined us, we 
discussed future anthologies with her and ways to 
promote the current one - possibly with a signed, 
numbered hardcover shrink-wrapped with a CD of 
all the songs the writers are basing their stories upon 
- and Marty told me he'd be hitting the DAW ladies 
with a couple of my proposals on Sunday and would 
let me know which they bought (if any) at the Hugo 
ceremony. 

Trudged back to the con center - and by 
now I was really getting tired of that two-block walk, 
and the fact that from time to time they turned off 
the escalators to save on electricity ( or so the 
explanation went) - and joined Joe Haldeman, 
George R. R. Martin, and Patrick Neilsen-Hayden 
for a panel titled "I'm Still a Fan", in which 3 
multiple-Hugo-winning authors and the guy in 
charge of Tor's science fiction program tried to 
convince a skeptical audience that we really were 
fans. Then I spotted Fred Prophet in the audience, 
and announced that a former Worldcon chairman 
(Detroit, 1959) was sitting among them, and that all 



4 of the panelists knew who it was and were long­
time friends of his, and would the audience 
members who knew please raise their hands - and 
in that huge audience, only Paula Lieberman and 
Gay Haldeman knew Fred. Then Rusty Hevelin 
wandered in and took a seat, and I announced that 
I could also spot a former W orldcon Fan Guest of 
Honor (Denver, 1981 ), and that again, all the 
panelists knew who it was and had been his 
friends for years, and did any audience member 
besides Gay and Paula know who I was referring 
to? The answer was No. I had 
Fred and Rusty stand up and 
introduced them, and our 
fannish bona fides were not 
questioned again for the 
remainder of the panel. I 
had a few minutes to talk a 
little business with Warren 
Lapine and John Douglas, and 
then I had to do the "official" 
autograph session for an hour. 
After that I stole a few more 
minutes to talk some business 
with Mark Olson and other powers-that-be at 
NESF A Press, and then I had a panel called "The 
Horsey Set", composed of five lady writers who 
own, ride and love horses, and good old Mike, 
who wrote a weekly column on horse racing for 
over a decade but happens to think that horses are 
among the dumbest creatures that God made. I 
did get to explain the interesting economics of the 
sport - Seattle Slew was valued at $160 million 
in the late 1980s, and this year Storm Cat will 
service over 100 mares at a fee of $500,000 per 
service - and I managed to introduce the audience 
to George Alec Effinger's wonderful story of the 
one-legged racehorse who was ten yards from 
winning the Kentucky Derby when he broke his 
leg . . . but for some reason the panel was 
scheduled at 5:30, and like most of the panelists I 
had to leave early because of a previously­
scheduled business dinner. 

In my case, it was with Carol and 
Eleanor Wood, my agent for the past 19 years. 
Eleanor's more than an agent. She's a friend, who 
has gone to Egypt with us (and just decided to 
come to the San Diego convention and visit the 
zoo and zoo park with us in February), and once 
our business was taken care of, we spent a couple 
of hours just visiting. And since we'd liked it so 
much the previous night ( and no one seemed to 

recommend anything else with any enthusiasm), we 
found ourselves back at the House of Siam again. 

We weren't going to walk over to the Civic 
Auditorium to stand in an endless line to see the 
masquerade, so I decided to watch it on closed­
circuit TV in the CFG suite. Then I found out that 
for the first time in years no part of the con, not even 
the masquerade or Hugos, were on closed-circuit, so 
to this moment I have no idea who won or if the 
costumes were above or below average. (Sometime 
Saturday people began calling the con "Nolacon II 

without the French Quarter.") 
Carol stayed at CFG, 

and Eleanor and I went up to the 
Tor party, where I ran into 
David Brin, Kage Baker, Gene 
Wolfe, Stan Robinson, Jim 
Kelly, Orson Scott Card, and a 
number of other writers I hadn't 
yet seen. (Jim was really upset 
that I hadn't brought along my 
tux for this year's Hugos. I 
explained that I only wore it on 
years I thought I had a chance. 

As it turned out, I think he was one of only three 
writers with a tux - but then, it was California.) I 
asked David how many kids he was up to now. His 
classic answer: "One human and two boys." 

I got to visit a bit with Beth Meacham, my 
long-time Tor editor (18 years and counting) and for 
a change I found Tom Doherty inside the suite rather 
than gasping for fresh air in the hall. All the Tor 
writers were busy doing business with all the Tor 
editors, so I signaled B. J. Galler-Smith and Tom 
Gerencer to join me and got Tom, who was feeling 
expansive and loves to talk business, to give them 
the equivalent of a condensed college course on 
publishing and distributing science fiction. 

I went down to the Japanese party, hit the 
Boston party, looked in at the Columbus party, 
stopped by CFG for awhile, and then went back to 
Tor to talk a little business with a couple of foreign 
editors who had asked to meet me there at 1 :00 AM. 
I also found Joe Siclari and we spent some time 
discussing a book project we've been putting 
together. Then it was back to CFG until about 4:00, 
and off to bed. 

Sunday, September 1: For a change there were no 
business breakfasts on the schedule, so Carol and I 
wandered over to the Tech Museum and had a very 
nice, very quiet breakfast. As usual, it felt like the 
only occasions we got to spend any time together at 31 
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a W orldcon were during meals. It didn't used to 
be like that - but I didn't used to be a pro who 
lined up his work for the coming year at 
Worldcon. 

I had a panel with Rob Sawyer and a 
couple of others on "Genetically Engineered 
Pets" at 11 :30. Rob had to leave early for a lunch 
appointment. Dull panel; I envied him. 

I had to sign for half an hour at the 
SFW A table at 1 :00, and then at 1 :45 I did a 
reading. For the second year in a row, the 
W orldcon programmers didn't give us an hour - it 
was 30 minutes at Philadelphia, which was 
ridiculous, and about 35 or 40 minutes here, 
which wasn't a hell of a lot better, since it meant 
you couldn't read a novelette or even a longish 
short story. I read "Robots Don't Cry", which will 
show up in Asimov'.s next year, and was pleased 
to see a few tears show up on audience cheeks. 
And B. J. Galler-Smith cried so much that I had 
an almost unbearable urge to stop reading, put the 
story down, and just watch her. 

Then it was 2:30, time for my hour's 
signing at Larry Smith and Sally Kobee's table, 
and, just like last year, I'd made an arrangement 
with Linda and Julie, the belly-dancers (their 
third member wasn't here this year) to perform 
right next to where I was signing. (Last year 
Larry, who could reasonably expect to sell maybe 
one Resnick book an hour at a W orldcon where I 
was in attendance, sold about $600 in the hour 
that I autographed and they danced.) After 20 
minutes I was afraid it was a one-time 
phenomenon - they had sold only a single $20 
trade paperback - but then everyone started 
buying, and they did about $400 worth of 
business the next 35 minutes ... so yes, the belly 
dancers will be back again next year, not just at 
the party but at the autographing. 

I picked up another Guest of Honor gig -
they asked me not to mention it until they 
announce it officially - and then Janis and I went 
off to be interviewed on television by Donna 
Drapeau, who had done a fine interview with me 
at Chicago and had interviewed the two of us at 
Philadelphia (but some jerk in the studio had 
inadvertently erased it before it could be shown.) 

Then the Albacon crew, where I'll be 
Guest of Honor in less than a month, took Carol 
and me out to dinner, and we got back in time to 
change into somewhat better clothing (I wore a 
jacket, but for the first time as a Hugo nominee I 
didn't bother with a tie). 

There were three elevators in our tower, 
which had worked to perfection all week, but on 
Hugo night two of them chose to break down, and it 
took maybe fifteen minutes to catch the other and 
take it down to the ground floor. We picked up Janis, 
who was our guest, and went to the Hugo reception, 
three hot blocks away at the Hilton. I was glad we'd 
eaten; unlike Philadelphia, they didn't lay out much 
ofa spread. 

About 8:00 they marched us across the 
street to the Civic Auditorium. I've been to 
steambaths that weren't as warm. People started 
sneaking out after ten minutes, and kept it up all 
night, which beat the hell out of staying and fainting. 
Even Janis, who performs under hot lights almost 
every night, couldn't take the heat and left before the 
Hugos were announced. 

Tad Williams was the first (male) 
Toastmaster in a quarter of a century not to wear a 
tux, which made me feel a little less conspicuous. 
Evidently no one had tested the equipment, because 
the Toastmaster's microphone wasn't working for the 
first few minutes. Most people were so 
uncomfortable in the stifling heat of the auditorium 
that they didn't even notice. 

The late Martha Beck, who died this spring, 
was posthumously awarded the First Fandom Hall of 
Fame Award. Very deserving; she lived for fandom, 
and it would have been one of the true highlights of 
her life. It brought back all the visits we'd shared and 
all the cons we'd gone to together. Then our dear 
friend Pat Sims won the Big Heart Award, and you 
can read about all the other winners in my annual 
Hugo Ceremony report for Chronicle. There were 
some major upsets, foremost of which was Gardner 
Dozois losing Best Editor for the first time in a 
decade. I think we could clearly see the results of 
massive electronic voting this year, in that electronic 
editors (Ellen Datlow) and publications (Ansible) 
beat the traditional favorites/winners. 

And yes, for the record, I lost both the Best 
Short Story and Best Related Book Hugos, both to 
worthy winners, though not to the ones I had 
expected to lose to. 

I never did run into Marty Greenberg again, 
though I later got an e-mail telling me which 
anthology we had sold to DAW. Jaime Levine, who 
has just taken over Betsy Mitchell's old spot at 
Warner's, walked up as we were leaving the Hugos, 
introduced herself, and suggested that we might do 
some business together. Sounded good to me, and I'll 
be getting back to her as soon as I catch up with all 



the other commitments I seem to have made in 
San Jose. 

Since the elevators weren't working in 
our tower, and there was an hour-long line for 
them in the party tower, Carol and I sat down 
with Eleanor Wood in the Fairmont's lobby and 
ordered some much-needed cold drinks. (I had 
my first beer in a decade, to show you just how 
warm and uncomfortable I was. Usually I only 
drink it in Africa, where it's safer than the water.) 

At one point Connie Willis walked up to 
thank me for offering to write her biography for 
this summer's DeepSouthcon program book - the 
committee forgot and had someone else do it -
and to assure me that it wasn't her idea. I told her 
that I wasn't upset at all . . . but she wanted to 
make sure, and in the process mentioned that she 
would be happy to write my biography if I ever 
asked - and I stopped her right there and told her 
she could do it for Albacon next month. So I'm 
going to be written up by the dreaded Female 
Person From Colorado, to whom I have lost 86 
Hugos (well, maybe only 73, but it/eels like 86.) 

While we were there, we signed another 
couple of get-well cards for Charles Sheffield, 
and wished him a speedy recovery for yet another 
video camera. It'll take all his energy just to go 
through all the cards and videos he receives this 
week. 

I skipped the Hugo Losers party - I 
simply couldn't get to an elevator. Carol and I 
went to CFG for awhile. Then she went back to 
the room, while I ran into Bill Fawcett. I can't 
remember what party we were at, but it was so 
crowded that we went back down to the lobby - it 
was after midnight now, and it had emptied out 
somewhat - and started bringing each other up to 
date on what we'd been doing. And while I wasn't 
looking for any assignments, he came up with 
one for a non-fiction book he's editing with my 
old pal Brian Thomsen that looks like so much 
fun I'd have done it for free. And his wife, Jody 
Lynn Nye, extended an invite through him for me 
to write for an upcoming anthology of hers. 

Sleep deprivation finally started catching 
up with me, and I went to our tower, waited for 
the one functioning elevator, and actually flopped 
into bed at about 2:15, maybe the earliest I've 
been to bed at a Worldcon this millennium. 

Monday, September 2: Had another photo session 
at 11 :00 AM, then went off to my final panel, 
"Creating Anthologies", which had a lot of 

anthology editors on it - me, Ellen Datlow, Patrick 
Neilsen Hayden, maybe a couple of others -- but 
whenever I'm on one of these anthology panels, I 
keep wanting to suggest that they just get Marty 
Greenberg to do a Q-and-A with the audience and be 
done with it, since he's behind about 90% of the 
anthologies that get published in this field, even 
when his name's not on the book. 

Then I bade the convention center farewell, 
made that 2-block walk for the last time, and went 
off to lunch with Carol, Gardner Dozois, Susan 
Casper (who seems to be recovering quite well from 
her quadruple bypass last spring), and Janis Ian. 
Gardner seemed to be taking his Best Editor loss 
quite well; at least, he knew not to complain in front 
of a guy who has now lost 7 Hugos in the past three 
years. When we were done we wandered into the gift 
shop and ran into Greg Benford. Greg and I 
exchanged some market and restaurant info for a bit, 
and then he, Gardner and I started going through all 
the toys and playing with them while our ladies 
waited in annoyed silence. 

Since a bunch of us were staying in 
California to visit the Monterey Peninsula, Debbie 
Oakes, Bill Cavin, Carol and I, who would be 
splitting the driving, took a cab to the Hertz corral at 
the airport, where we had reserved a Windstar van, 
and drove it back to the hotel. 

CFG had agreed to let Janice Gelb use our 
suite for her 25th Anniversary in Fandom party from 
1 :30 to 5:30 PM, provided CFG members could 
attend, so we spent part of the afternoon there. Rich 
Lynch got me to promise to write an article for 
Mimosa #30, which he and Nicki swear will be their 
last issue despite all their Hugos ... and with Lao's 
Lantern, another of my favorite fanzine markets is 
dead, it looks like I'll be doing a lot of my future fan 
writing for a pair of new fanzines, Michael 
Burstein's Burstzine and John Teehan's Slight of 
Hand ... plus old standby Fosfax, and of course Guy 
Lillian's Challenger, which I really think deserved 
the last two fanzine Hugos. 

Carol and I went out for dinner with Janis, 
who seems to have become a member of the family -
kid sister, older daughter, we haven't figured out 
which, but we're very comfortable with her - but all 
the restaurants were closed, and we wound up back 
at the Fairmont's Grill, where you could get a 
perfectly acceptable $18.00 meal for only $40.00. 

Carol stayed at CFG until maybe 9:30, then 
went off to pack. I stayed until about 2:30, had a 
pleasant visit with Karen Anderson (Poul's widow), 
whom I hadn't seen in years, teased the hell out of 3 3 
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Stephen Boucher (who seems inadvertently to 
have become the Chairman of the Australia-in-
20 IO bid), passed a little time with Rick Katze 
and John Hertz, saw Mark Irwin (a long-time fan 
with whom I actually won a bridge tournament 
when we were both high school students back in 
the Pleistocene), and finally went back to our 
own tower, where the elevators were working 
perfectly now that the con was officially over. 

Tuesday, September 3: Got up about 9:00, and 
while Carol finished packing, Debbie and I drove 
Dick Spelman and Roger Sims to pick up their 
rental car. Then we wasted half an hour trying to 
ship my largest suitcase home - UPS didn't have 
a big enough box - before we found out that the 
Fairmont had a shipping service and had boxes of 
all sizes. 

By 11 :00 we were ready to go. Carol, 
Debbie, Bill and Cokie Cavin, and I all piled into 
the van with our luggage. Pat and Roger Sims and 
Dick Spelman went into the rented car. Adrienne 
Gormley, who lives in San Jose and spent 
Monday night at her house doing her laundry, 
drove out by herself. The eight of us ( everyone 
but Adrienne) stopped at a Marie Calendar's for 
lunch - I'd never heard of it, but I've been assured 
that it's a national franchise specializing in great 
pies - and about 2:00 we reached the Pacific 
Gardens Inn, a row of large wooden cabins, in 
Pacific Grove, halfway between Monterey and 
Carmel. 

Only one problem with the inn: it had 
such a primitive phone system that I couldn't 
connect to the Internet. I had 93 auctions closing 
on eBay that evening, and I had promised a lot of 
editors, collaborators, and fans to send a lot of 
stuff ... but after messing around trying to log on 
for a few hours that night, I had to admit it 
couldn't be done and everyone from successful 
bidders to anxious editors would just have to wait 
until I got home a few days later. 

Since we still had a goodly part of the 
afternoon left, and were on Daylight Saving 
Time, the nine of us loaded up the van and car - I 
don't think we ever took Adrienne's truck 
anywhere - and went off to see the fabled 
Seventeen Mile Drive, which cost $8.00 to enter, 
and was worth it. Everyone else got to see the 
seashore and birds and seals, and Roger got to see 
the Pebble Beach Golf Course. (So did I, though I 
couldn't spot the 17th hole. Too bad; I was 
actually curious to see what it looked like. Some 

years back I wrote a story, which has appeared in 
half a dozen magazines and books, and indeed just 
won a Prix Ozone in France, called "How I Wrote 
the New Testament, Brought Forth the Renaissance, 
and Birdied the 17th Hole at Pebble Beach".) 

Roger decided that he wants to live there 
and play Pebble Beach every day, so I picked up a 
real estate listing magazine and found him a home: 
right on the golf course, 5 bedrooms, $20 million. 
That's $4 million a bedroom. I used to write in the 
sex field during my starving-writer days, and even J 
can't think of $4 million worth of things to do in a 
bedroom. 

We ate dinner in Monterey at a restaurant 
called The Fishwife. Very nice seafood (though I got 
the impression that every restaurant in all three 
towns served very nice seafood, and just about 
nothing else.) 

Six of them went off to play Wizards, a card 
game that has never interested me. Adrienne, who 
recently became an Active member of SFW A, and I 
talked a little science fiction while Carol read, and 
then I started catching up on lost sleep. I crashed at 
9: 15, and never budged for 11 hours. 

Wednesday, September 4: We had coffee and Danish 
at the inn, then went down to the Monterey wharf, 
got onto a boat with a marine biologist and maybe 20 
other customers, and went whale watching. I slept 
for the first hour, but I woke up in time for The 
Sighting - and what a sighting it was! In an area 
where 99% of the whale sightings are humpbacks, 
we found ourselves in the middle of a pod of blue 
whales, and that's as big as animals on this planet 
have ever gotten to be. (Comment by the biologist: 
"Here's a little one. Only about 70 feet long, barely 
55 tons.") Unbelievable, to be surrounded by half a 
dozen of these hundred-foot behemoths. To the best 
of my knowledge no whale ever attacked a man; any 
whaler who died was killed after they'd harassed and 
harpooned one of these huge creatures that seem 
perfectly willing to live in peace and harmony with 
everyone and everything - and even then they were 
killed because the whale destroyed the whaling boat 
in its crazed attempts to escape. You have to wonder 
just how badly we really needed oil to light the 
lamps of New England, or why we couldn't have just 
killed a few trees to light the place up. 

A number of different dolphin species, 
including one incredibly rare one that seemed to 
thrill the hell out of our marine biologist, raced 
playfully alongside the boat at different times. Their 
speed and endurance is remarkable. We were going 



full speed, and they paced us for the better part of 
a half hour before losing interest. 

When it was over, we went back to the 
inn, grabbed some lunch, and then I went out 
book-shopping with Carol, Dick, Debbie and 
Adrienne. (There are more than half a dozen 
second-hand bookstores along Lighthouse Drive, 
the main drag in Monterey.) 

By dinnertime we were all getting a little 
tired of seafood ( except me; I don't eat anything 
with scales. Ever. Which means I never get tired 
of it) so we found another Marie Calendar's at a 
shopping center about 8 miles away and had 
dinner there. Then, just like the previous night, 
almost everyone went off to play Wizards, only 
this time I didn't even stay up to talk science 
fiction with Adrienne. I was in bed and asleep by 
10:00. 

Thursday, September 5: We had coffee and 
Danish at the Inn, then drove to the world-famous 
Monterey Aquarium. I've been to Tampa's state­
of-the-art aquarium, to Chicago's huge, 
remodeled Shedd Aquarium, and to the brand­
new Cincinnati/Newport Aquarium - but 
Silverberg, Benford and George R.R. Martin were 
right: this is much the best. And while they have 
huge tanks filled with sharks and tuna, and they 
have a fascinating otter exhibit, and they have 
tons of other stuff, Silverberg was also right 
about the most fascinating exhibit: believe it or 
not, it was the jellyfish display. It is so colorful, 
so beautiful, and (especially) so other-worldly 
that I can't imagine a science fiction writer not 
being able to come up with half a dozen alien 
species after seeing it. 

The aquarium had a very fine restaurant, 
and we had lunch there. Then we drove to 
Carmel. Fascinating little tourist town, filled with 
stores selling the most useless and expensive 
trinkets you ever saw. Two stores were devoted 
entirely to Christmas decorations. In California. 
In September. Dozens of art galleries, selling 
unknown artists for unbelievable prices. But the 
architecture was charming, and the whole town 
was within a few blocks of the ocean. Parking 
was all-but-impossible. (We had been warned that 
even the hotels didn't provide parking, which is 
why we chose to stay in Pacific Grove.) City 
Hall, where Dirty Harry used to preside a couple 
of years ago, has a grand total of six parking 
spaces, four of them reserved. 

After we'd walked around for an hour to get 
the feel of the place, I decided to do what I love 
doing in new and scenic upscale areas, and that was 
to drive down a number of side streets and 
residential lanes and get thoroughly lost and just 
look at all the houses and landscapes and views that 
aren't on the tourist trail. I've done it everywhere 
from Fairfield County in Connecticut to Barrington 
Hills in Illinois to Boca Raton in Florida, and I've 
always enjoyed it -- and since I had the car keys, I 
announced that I was going to do it here. So 
everyone piled in, and as it was too early for dinner, 
Dick and Pat and Roger followed in their rented car. 

And it was the highlight of the day as far as 
I'm concerned. After we'd gone up and down 
winding roads past 3-and-4-level houses built into 
the hills, many with gorgeous bay views, I came to 
something called Ocean Drive, so I turned on it, and 
we spent the next half hour driving along the ocean, 
passing one $15 million mansion after another, with 
some of the most stunning views I'd ever seen. (The 
smells were also stunning, in a different way. Not 
many places stink quite as badly as the Northern 
California seashore. Carol assures me that it's 
because of all the sea life - live seals and sea lions 
and otters and birds, and dead fish and fish parts 
washing up onto the shore - and that it's the sign of a 
healthy ecosystem. I never said it wasn't healthy; I 
just said it stinks, and I stick by it.) 

For dinner, we decided not to go too far 
afield, and we found a delightful place in Pacific 
Grove right on the waterfront called The Tinnery. 
Then everyone went back to the inn for more 
Wizards, and I actually stayed up reading until 
maybe I I :00. 

Friday, September 6: We all made the airport on 
time. I slept for the whole 150-minute ride. Then, 
since we were there three hours early (Bill and 
Cokie's flight left ahead of ours), I slept for another 
hour. Then we boarded the plane and I slept for 
another 5 hours. 

By the time we got home I'd made up just 
about all the sleep I lost at Worldcon. Just as well. 
There were 974 e-mail messages waiting for me. I 
stayed up all night Friday answering them, and got 
done at 3:15 PM Saturday. At 3:30, our mail lady 
drove up and delivered the 11 days' worth of mail 
that had been on hold while we were gone. Three 
huge baskets' worth. 

I know why I go to W orldcons. What I wish 

I knew is why I ever come back from them. Iii 35 



From the editor of Erg. When you finish it, blame him, not me. 

HERB GARDEN 
Terry Jeeves 

Although he'd never heard of the temi, six-year-old Timmy was an ardent lover of Science Fiction. His 
hang-up was the square-eyed monster glowing gently in the corner of the living room as it brought him 
Star Trek, ,old and new, live or animated. He gazed in wonder at episodes of Babylon 5, re-runs of 
episodes of Buck Rogers, Dr. Who, or indeed anything involving robots, space travel, alien monsters, 
Flying Saucers or anything involving travel into the dim past or a strange future. 

All this was well-known to Timmy's parents, Beryl and Tom Brewell; what they didn't know 
was that their box-watching offspring was also a budding genius. 

This latter fact hadn't loomed on the horizon when, one sunny morning, Beryl decided to try 
and widen her son's interests to include horticulture. Trucing him by the hand, she led the would-be 
spaceman around their tiny back garden and began pointing out the various plants. "This is a potato, I 
use them to make French Fries, you like those don't you? " 

Her pride and joy gave the struggling plant a look of total disinterest, 'T d rather have cake". 
Beryl tried again, 
"This is a rose, Timmy. Just smell its scent." Timmy duly sniffed, sneezed, then drew an 

imaginary raygun and dispatched the wilted flower. 
"I want some chocolate cake." 
Beryl remembered the rule book, 'Never speak angrily to your child, it may give him a 

complex'. Complexes were the last thing Beryl wanted for her son, so she bit back a hasty response and 
contented herself with "No chocolalte cake until I bake tomorrow. " 

Regaining her patience, Beryl led him hopefully to her pride and joy, her own little herb 
garden "Look Timmy, these are all called herbs. This is sage, this is parsley, this is rosemary, this is 
... ", she carefully pointed out and gave the names of all the different herbs' . 

For a brief moment, Timmy seemed to show an interest in one of the straggling green things 
before stating with even greater emphasis, "I want some chocolate cake, cake now, not tomorrow!" 

Beryl's patience was at an end. Dropping Timmy's hand, she waved an admonitory finger 
under his nose. "No chocolate cake today! I am not going to bake until tomorrow. You will not get any 
chocolate cake until then, so you' 11 just have to wait." 

She turned on her heel and stalked back into the house. Timmy gazed thoughtfully at her 
retreating back, then turned and gave the herb garden a long, pensive look. His decision made, Timmy 
set to work. 

An hour later, Tom Brewell came home, gave Beryl a husbandly peck on the cheek, looked and 
around and asked, "Where's Timmy?" 

"He's out playing in the garden getting over being told he'll not get any chocolate cake until 
tomorrow. Lef s go and get him." Tom followed her out into the garden and down the path. Beryl gave 
a shriek. There sat Timmy amidst the wreckage which had once been a herb garden, his face smeared 
with chocolate and a large chunk of cake clutched in his fist. Around him stood a weird construction of 
plant stems. They twisted around each other and over their creator in an eye-wrenching way which 
seemed to vanish into nothing. 

Beryl blinked her eyes and gasped. "What's he done, and where did he get that cake?" 
Timmy gave a satisfied grin, swallowed a lump of chocolate cake and mumbled, "You said no 

cake until tomorrow, so I went and got some then." 
Tom took a painful glance at the eye-straining assembly of plant stems woven around his son. 

3 6 He gave a surprised gasp, "Good heavens, he's made a thyme machine!" A. 



Introducing a new name for the Challenger 
letterco/ ... 

We begin with a special response to Challenger 
#17 ... 

"Send lawyers, guns, 
and money ... "* 

By Earl Kemp 

" ... the shit has hit the fan . .. " so said the 
late, great Warren Zevon, my musical hero, and was 
he ever right. 

Lately I've been developing a complex I've 
identified as "the Lillians," and I know damned 
well it's all Guy's fault, working away there in the 
back of my consciousness, doing down and devious 
things to a poor, unsuspecting neofan. Damn him! 

He does it to me every time he puts out a 
new issue of Challenger, and dammit, #17 pushed 
me over the edge. That's why I'm sitting here at the 
keyboard finally working on something I've been 
avoiding for decades but that Lillian keeps pushing 
me toward, even accidentally if necessary. Each 
time I read an issue of Challenger, my thoughts 
jump instantly to attention, my memory goes into 
overdrive, and my fingers twitch, aching to get to 
the keyboard. They know, as well as I know, that 
this is something I can no longer avoid writing. 

Guy Lillian's writings, his focus on his 
own career as an attorney, his clients, and the 
necessary people he encounters while doing his 
thing, are gems of joy for me. They inspire me and 
excite me and depress me and, finally, calm me, 
allowing myself to convince me yet again that I 
don't need to do this, now ... it could happen at 
anytime. Just wait. Later. 

My biggest problem is I'm older than he is 
and have seen a good bit more of it and 

unfortunately absorbed much too much of it for 
anyone's good, especially an excitable lad's such as 
thee and me. That's why I can't separate any of 
them in my mind the way Guy seems to be able to 
do in his. They are cops to me, and police to him, 
and that's a big difference. Guy is nicer to them 
than I am; he gives them more chances to prove 
themselves bad than I do. 

# 

On page 82, Martin Morse Wooster writes "I 
thought Guy's first-hand experiences were ~ery 
informative. I've learned that one of the pleasures 
of being an attorney is that you meet a large number 
of memorable people; here's hoping that more of 
Guy's clients are colorful and entertaining and 
fewer are violent and psychotic!" 

Then, on page 91, Jack Calvert writes, "I' 11 
add my voice to those ... saying that you ought to do 
a book of courtroom stories." 

And so say I. 

# 

My stories are Cop Stories with two caps. They are 
thoroughly homogenized with Lawyer Stories and 
Professional Politician Stories and Judge Stories to 
such an extent that it's almost impossible for me to 
separate them for any purpose. To me they all look, 
act, and dress exactly alike, just like the guys in the 
Robber Stories that are always necessary to offset 
the Cop Stories. 

Lillian recognizes policemen (usually, not 
to_ us~ a sexist word) much more often as being 
m1sgmded humans than I do. He gives them breaks 
to hide their deeds. On page 19, Guy says, "I chose 
to write about the cop who was ashamed. In his 
downcast gaze I found a small measure of hope, J 7 
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that at least some connection, human being to 
human being, could exist with men who had 
declared themselves my enemy." 

Then, on page 43, Lillian recognizes the 
other side of the equation . . . the small man hiding 
behind the badge and taking his deficiencies out on 
everyone near him. Guy writes, " ... just because 
somebody gave this punk a gun and a club and a 
piece of tin doesn't mean that he deserves them; 
just because being a cop is a scary job with rotten 
pay doesn't mean they have any right to ... [mistreat] 
us." 

On page 73, Lillian sums up cops with, 
"The question is not cop; it's good cop or bad cop. 
Beyond that, the question is even more basic. Good 
man or bad man. That's true for everyone." 

And, with all my cynicism, even I want to 
say a good word for the few good men I happened 
to have met from all these categories of rampant 
law-breakers. I have known lawyers that I trusted 
with my life. Stanley Fleishman for example. I have 
known lawyers that I partied with like McDaniel 
and Katz. I have known lawyers that I laughed at 
like Percy Foreman. But there is a huge difference. 
I didn't pay a one of those attorneys a penny. There 
was no thought of money connected with our 
relationships so I was free to soar among the eagles, 
as I always knew I could. 

It was an incredible flight. 

# 

Once upon a time when I was much younger than 
ever and up to my libido in fantasies of a 
nonexistent future, I somehow just knew that I 
would grow up to be a lawyer. I was born and 
raised 18 miles north of the Louisiana border in 
Arkansas. Louisiana was that fabled place where 
Mardi Gras happened and where people went to 
have a good time, to experience real life, all those 
things they didn't have any of in Arkansas. It was 
also a place with some really funny laws and really 
funny politicians who seemed to think that it was 
all theirs. People like the Kingfish, Huey Long, 
Blaze Starr and hookers like her. Governors like 
Edwards who routinely screwed everyone up, 
down, and backward. 

But I knew I was going to be a lawyer so I 
could defend innocent people from evil and 
destruction. As a pre-teen I had somehow 
designated my small town's most prestigious 
attorney as a hero and found myself reading heavy 
law books like those written by Erle Stanley 

Gardner so I could practice the ways of real lawyers 
like Perry Mason. It took me decades to learn that 
Gardner liked his booze, cherished the exact same 
places in Baja California that I did, and operated a 
stable of capable students who actually wrote most 
of those books that turned me on before I knew any 
better. 

My best friend who was two years older 
than me was going to be a Louisiana lawyer, which 
even I knew was quite a bit different from any other 
lawyer in the USA. We talked law and thought law 
and cherished law. 

In my senior year at school, representing 
our high school in a national public speaking 
contest, I chose to repeat a speech of one of my 
law-enforcement heroes, the fabled J. Edgar Hoover 
of the FBI. Little did I know that, just years away, 
Hoover would discover me in some bizarre and 
unique ways ... and I him . . . and begin a life-long 
hatred for everything he truly represented. It's 
really odd, at times, how Fate grabs you where and 
when you least expect it. 

In Challenger 17 Janine Stinson writes 
(page 89), "It's obvious that our individual 
experiences with law enforcement are widely 
divergent, to put it mildly." Of course she is 
referring to Lillian here, and not to me, but I feel it 
applies equally to me as well. It also applies to 
everyone. 

Guy Lillian says (page 83), "Faith in law is 
our strength as a society, not our weakness." It 
would be so wonderful if I could see as Lillian sees. 
I want to feel that way. I want to second and echo 
that quotation as long and as loud as I possibly 
can ... only I cannot. I can't even really read it the 
way Guy wrote it (it's hell being pessimistic) 
because all I can see is "Faith in the unrealized 
myth oflaw is .... " 

See what a curse it is, living long and 
observing ... ? 

# 

So there I was, just rambling away at my obsessive 
me, creating more I for el or whoever passes GO 
and collects $200 first. 

I knew lots of lawyers starting from just 
before I began passing as being of legal age until I 
decided that I'd probably be much better off for the 
rest of my life if I never ever even heard the name 
of another one. There were good lawyers and bad 
lawyers, cheap lawyers and expensive lawyers. 
There were lawyers who knew what they were 



doing and lawyers who didn't even know how then 
passed the bar in the first place. 

From about the same time I knew lots of 
cops (no police) including major county sheriffs, 
chiefs of police, etc., and I could never figure out 
which was the more evil, lawyers or cops, but that 
probably doesn't make any sense unless I can 
explain it. 

Along the way I managed to get to know a 
lot of professional politicians from local ward 
heelers to Presidential cabinet members. 

Along the way I managed to get to know a 
lot of judges from local JPs to the very top. 

The first time I found myself in need of a 
lawyer, Chicago area fan lawyer and ChiCon III 
committee member Marvin Mendes came to my 
rescue (for a discounted fan fee, naturally) and 
saved me from the depraved clutches of a stalking 
science fiction fan. 

As I progressed on into editing sleazy 
paperbacks and began being "visited" by various 
cops of various sorts at various semi-legal visiting 
spots in apparent desperate need for unmarked bills, 
I began needing more and more lawyer help and 
that's when I really began stacking on the legal 
eagles. 

At The Pomo Factory in Evanston, Illinois 
we had lawyers by the kilo. From time to time the 
legal roster changed (as did our locations) but some 
parts of it were constant and, over a decade, these 
were some of our guys: 

The unquestioned boss corporate attorney 
was Stanley Fleishman and he was backed up by his 
mentor, disbarred legal genius Sam Rosenwein who 
did most of the casework for Fleishman, prepared 
the legal documents, and argued cases before 
appellate courts. In fact, Sam was my personal 
attorney fighting my conviction as a First 
Amendment violator through the U.S. Supreme 
Court more than once. 

Fleishman's firm, in Hollywood, was 
staffed by a number of junior partners or very high 
priced apprentice legal lions. These were the guys 
who actually got out there and did most of the 
footwork, the courtroom work, and got little or no 
praise, perhaps payment for. My favorite was 
Robert McDaniel. He was in San Diego frequently 
defending one or more of Fleishman' s clients. At 
that time, Fleishman also was attorney for the 
Milton Luros organization (American Arts 
Enterprises) in Los Angeles, for Vince 
Miranda'sPussycat Theater chain in San Diego, and 
anyone else able to pay Fleishman' s fees. 

It was my custom, being a legal junkie ( and 
this was in both the superior and federal court 
levels), to attend as many of those industry related 
courtroom sessions as I could, not only just to be 
with Bob McDaniel but to absorb the atmosphere 
that had been my first love before I discovered 
puberty and reality and cast aside my childhood 
things. As either accompanying Bob or just being a 
courthouse junkie, I spent so much time there I 
began recognizing all the professional witnesses, 
the on-call people the law-enforcement community 
kept at hand to testify to anything they needed said. 
I was so familiar with some judges I felt I could feel 
them think. I could positively identify undercover 
cops, CIA and FBI agents, and lots of people it was 
dangerous for me to know even tangentially. 

It was commonplace, between courtroom 
breaks, for McDaniel and me to leave the building, 
walk around the block, and smoke at least one joint 
before going back in for the next court session. 
Then after recess it was commonplace, seated 
inside the judge's chambers, to swap anecdotes 
about the last stag party, which person got busted 
doing which's lover, who stiffed a hooker, who 
brought the coke, etc. I have had personal 
knowledge and involvement with paying demanded 
bribes from persons representing every level of 
every department of every pretense of legality 
including especially Washington, DC. I have done 
illegal drugs and things with lawyers and judges 
and cops and there is little wonder that I no longer 
know which is which and who is the honorable one 
if any. 

Except thee and me. 
Louis Katz was our San Diego attorney and 

it was Katz who defended me with The Illustrated 
Presidential Report of the Commission on 
Obscenity and Pornography First Amendment 
violation conviction. 

In New York Greer Marachel, a specialist 
in copyright matters, was our man. 

Percy Foreman, in Houston, Texas, was by 
far the most colorful attorney anyone would ever 
want to know, the most expensive, and the biggest 
drunk. 

We had an in-office attorney at Greenleaf 
Classics, Inc. Michael Allensworth began working 
for the company in the editorial department while 
attending night school for his law degree. After he 
passed the bar, he became our in-house lawyer ... the 
person lucky enough to write all those 
threatening"pay up or else" letters, etc. 

We had an incredible lawyer m 39 
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threatening"pay up or else" letters, etc. 
We had an incredible lawyer in 

Copenhagen, whose name escapes my senility. He 
was a beautiful old gentleman with flowing white 
hair. He was a specialist, of course, and licensed to 
practice before the Supreme Court. He kept us 
completely legal in Scandinavia. 

There were consulting attorneys in several 
major European cities all arranged for by 
Fleishman, just in case I ever needed one in a 
hurry. 

My Mexican attorney was by far the best I 
ever had, and the cheapest. For a one-time-only 
retainer of $100 USA, we became friends, 
socialized frequently, ate lunch and dinner 
together, etc. with some of his Peruvian friends. 
He was the most capable attorney I ever saw in my 
life, his just walking inside a courtroom 
representing you absolutely guaranteed your quick 
and total disassociation from any crime ... he was 

the best­
connected man 
I've ever 
known so 
personally. I 
still miss him. 

And so 
it goes ... the 
song continues 
and the chorus 
repeats over 

and over. It matters not what country you are in or 
which role you are playing, all the parts are 
interchangeable. Every one of them will repeat 
again before your very eyes almost as soon as 
you've forgotten that it had already happened 
before, repeatedly. 

# 

On page 91 in Challenger 1 7, Guy Lillian 
writes, "I don't so much dislike... [George W. 
Bush] these days as fear him. Though he lacks wit 
and depth and personal strength, his popularity has 
given him confidence in his position, allowing him 
to pursue reckless, pointless, destructive policies, 
foreign and domestic. Though he hasn't a patch on 
his predecessor's brains, he's the most dangerous 
American since Nixon." 

The boldface emphasis is mine. I like to 
do that whenever Nixon is involved. The way I 
figure it is, there's no way anyone could ever 
really convey the extent of Nixon's evilness and 
his harm to this nation and these citizens, so every 

bit helps just a little. 

# 

The thing that makes Guy Lillian's "Police 
Stories"(three installments in Challenger 17 alone) 
compelling is his admitting to police fallibility and 
not only voicing his inner anger, but naming names 
as well. 

If he keeps at it long enough and gets loud 
enough, they'll get him for it. I've seen it happen. 

We are more similar than I ever suspected, 
Guy and I. On page 18 Lillian explains, "It's a mark 
of my boomer generation that our experience with 
police has been both negative and fundamentally 
disappointing. We grew up celebrating cops as 
heroes." 

Of the 1960s, he observes, "The impatient 
and exuberant idealism of our young years ran 
headlong into a bewildered establishment which 
employed, and controlled, the police ... the police 
who met our idealism with tear gas and billy clubs, 
to the general approval of the previous generation. 
To us, it was a betrayal, on the part of those we'd 
been taught to trust and those we'd loved." 

(Page 19) " ... the power structure in place 
at that time met the challenges of our youth with 
bemused contempt-supplied by themselves-and 
wanton brutality-supplied by the police. No free 
people deserve such treatment." 

(Page 21) "Americans will rationalize 
anything - but truth, once out, is a tough substance 
to recapture and hide." 

Finally, after an exc1tmg issue of 
Challenger, on page 104 Lillian writes, "America's 
only real problem, in this patriot's view, is that it 
refuses to stay true to itself. There are those of us 
who will never stop trying." 

Guy said that one just for me. It's my 
thing, the thing that's caused me so much grief, 
wanting them to try to pretend to be what they say 
they are. 

It's also my thing of patriotism. It is very 
easy to think of them as destroying this great 
country and of me as trying to defend it from their 
pillaging, and of people who write words like Guy 
Lillian's who are standing right there beside me. 

Hold! 

*In memory of Louisiana lawyer Charles Finch 
Boardman and of New Orleans Times-Picayune 
buddy Daniel F. Galouye; thanks for the good 
times. Dated April 17, 2003. 



Brad Foster 
P.O. Box 165246 
Irving TX 75016 
bwfoster@juno.com 

Speaking of Chall, another kick-butt issue 
of fine reading. Got it and the new Bento the same 
week, and just helped to remind me that both of 
those are among the zines I always look forward to 
reading whenever they arrived, and went to the top 
of my nomination list for the Hugo this year. 

Even the odd writing is intriguing. Case in 
point, "Three Thousand Miles ... " written in the 
strangest throw-back style of style I've 
encountered in quite some timel In fact, when I got 
to the line that "I contemplated the soon-to-be­
realized misery of vehicular estrangement", I 
flashed on an old "Fawlty Towers" episode where 
Basil is talking to the spoon salesman, who speaks 
in a style close to how this story is written, and 
finally just stares at him and asks "Why don't you 
speak normally?" (or words to that affect.) 

On the "Kissing" short by Michael 
Estabrook. My own response had I been in such a 
state with my wife would have been to give her 
back the look of sadness and disappointment, then 
laugh, and ask her why she thought my having an 
erection meant that I therefore thought there would 
have to be a sexual act. That my body makes an all 
too obvious physical change when I am 
stimulated, and that (if she was now smiling) say I 
was a little hurt that she thought of me purely as a 
sexual object, and why couldn't she see past that 
erection to the loving man it was poking out from? 
I'll admit as I get older it happens with a bit less 
frequency, but any woman who thinks that a man 
can actually control the stiffening of his pants 
buddy at the slightest provocation has not been 
paying any attention at all to men for... well, 
forever. I'll also admit there are some idiots out 
there who think that if they get a boner they've got 
to "do something" about it. But for most of us, I 
feel the big brain can still overrule the little brain 
with a "whoa boy, take a break, not a good time 
right now". But being able to stop it from standing 
up and looking around? Ain't gonna happen. 

Favorite comics? Years ago I actually had 
some of my collection hardbound to keep on the 
shelf. I've got all the Russ Manning Magnus, 
Robot Fighter; the Steranko SHIELD stories; all 
the Barry Smith Conan and the Paul Gulacy 
Master of Kung Fu comics .... so I guess you can 
see my tastes ran toward the artists over the 
writers. Of course, there is also the complete 
bound set of all thirteen issues of Not Brand 

Echh, so I don't know what the hell it all means! I 
was a bit saddened at the end of the Benford' s 
"Popsicle People" article to read the comment from 
Ray Bradbury that if the only way he could see the 
future would be to survive into it without his wife, 
children, or friends, he'd rather not do it. I could 
certainly see being saddened by the loss of such 
people close to you, but it's a very short step from 
that idea to committing suicide because someone 
close to you has died. Life goes on, people goon, 
and much as I love all those near and dear tome, if 
they were no longer with me, I would grieve 
initially for their loss, and remember them always 
the rest of my life... pretty much how most of 
humanity has managed to get on with it for, well, 
ever since we've been around so far, I guess. 

Oh yeah: Saw my name listed in the 
contributors to this issue, but danged if I could find 
anything from me here. Am I missing a page? 
No, I'm missing a synapse. Must have been wishful 
thinking. Tell you what ... I'll make up for it below. 

Another killer issue.... amazed every time 
how you can fill up such thick issues with so much 
of interest. Keep em coming! (And if you want 
other art from me beyond the pieces you still have 
to pick from, let me know, 'kay?) 

Joseph T. Major Jr. 
1409 Christy Avenue 
Louisville, Kentucky 40204-2040 
E-mail: jtmajor@iglou.com 
http://members.iglou.com/jtmajor 

Some convention should try to get Greg 
Sullivan as a guest. He was one of the main 
organizers of the Dayton Sherlock Holmes/ Arthur 
Conan Doyle Symposia, when he lived there, and 
even when he moved to Massachusetts. One year 
he did a splendidly comic documentary about the 
search for proof that Spock was indeed descended 41 
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from Sherlock Holmes, which involved an 
interview with George Edward Challenger IV. 

At another Symposium he undertook to 
channel Challenger himself, something that a 
reading of The Land of Mist will indicate was to 
Challenger's taste. Greg would add much to a con 
with a strong mystery track. 

In short, a very appropriate cover. 
And you have provided an exquisite photo of 

Arthur Conan Doyle made up as Challenger, 
which I hope to print herein ... 

Shall we take up a collection of 
screwdrivers to enable you to cross the vast Pacific 
in calm? Would other tools do as well? I mean, is 
one pair of pliers worth three or four screwdrivers? 
I have read about guys who swallow tools ... 

Challenger prides itself on its tolerance. 
The Mythopoeic Society has raised 

Charles (W.) Williams to be part of their 
Mythopoeic Archetype Writer, along with Lewis 
and Tolkien.(J. R. R. Tolkien's oldest son, Father 
John Tolkien, died January 27, incidentally.) 
Tolkien was less enamored of his art. 

There is a vast and arcane phantasmagoria 
of eclipse prediction, with exotic words and 
erudite descriptions. There will be an eclipse in the 
United States, including Kentucky, on August 21, 
2017. We can stay with relatives,assuming there 
are any left alive by then. 

Since the utopian writer always assumes 
that his society is for the best, of course there will 
be no "sleazy bars, night clubs, and strip joints ... 
pool parlors, casinos, X-rated movie theaters, and 
pinball arcades". The people of Utopia don't need 
such demeaning entertainments any longer, as 
their spirits have been so elevated by the perfect 
environment that they are beyond such vulgar 
sensations. Somehow Utopia also never needs 
anything repaired, either. (This was a big thing in 
Economy of Abundance type stories; read Fred 
Pohl's "The Man Who Ate the World".) 

Has Randall Fleming been driving with 
my father-in-law? This was a man who would 
drive from Henderson, Kentucky to Key West 
non-stop. 

I have dreams about cons, too. Imagine a 
worldcon being held on the campus of a major 
university, with Fans bunking in its dorm rooms. 
Or then there was the one time I had to check out 
of the con hotel and go to the hotel's own monorail 
station to take the shuttle to the airport. This was a 
big con hotel! But I got lost in the shopping center. 

"Predator versus the Road Runner". Is that 
anything like that epic marathon of Bugs Bunny, 

Road Runner, et al. cartoons I remember you guys 
going to see so many years ago? 

One of the rather more obnoxious people 
who discusses Robert Heinlein on the Net has been 
recently mouthing off in anger because RAH didn't 
accept the free Freeze he was charitably offered. 

Lisa has already mentioned to me one race 
that Mike Resnick forgot. We were very 
disappointed when Vindicator strained a tendon and 
ruled himself out of the Triple Crown this year. He 
had done so well in the Breeders' Cup Juvenile, but 
there seems to be a jinx on winners of the Breeders' 
Cup Juvenile. 

By an odd coincidence, we usually go to 
the Kentucky Horse Park on Breeders' Cup day. It 
is particularly attractive when they hold the 
Breeders' Cup at Churchill Downs, for example. 

When Count Henryk de Kwiatkowski 
bought Calumet Farms, saving it from dissolution 
(the management was really really 
incompetent),one of the items he did not buy were 
the colors. Yes, those were sold, and sold 
separately. 

For now, you can still see John Henry, at 
the Kentucky Horse Park. (No, I am not 
gettinganything for this.) He is rather along in years 
but at least last time we saw him as spirited and 
nasty as ever. Too mean to die, I guess ("What 
doyou mean, the Angel of Death got kicked into 
Woodford County?"). 

"Robert Kennedy" is not a pseudonym of 
mine or vice versa. 

The Danes told a story about King 
Christian being summoned to an audience with 
Hitler. Said the Fuehrer: "I have been thinking that 
our countries should merge." His Majesty replied, 
"I don't think so, I'm not up to running Germany as 
well." 

L *ngf'l'rd also appears occasionally in 
Banana Wings and Plokta, to count just those I've 
seen. 

I remember going through Riverside 
Cemetery in Hopkinsville, where my parents, 
grandparents, and many of my kin are interred, and 
seeing that some of them had gravestones with 
blank death dates. These latter were, I hasten to 
add, among the living still. Were I to get such, I 
wonder how many people would be gratified to see 
a second date added ... 

The first report on "flying saucers" back in 
the fifties produced by the US Air Force pointed out 
that there did indeed seem to be no standardization 
whatsoever among the objects sighted, and 
considered this a contraindication. Of course, 



perhaps the only aliens who travel to Earth are the 
ones who produce their own spaceships out of kits, 
and hence are as weird as the private space crew 
here on Earth. 

Again . . . the problem with W orldcon 
growing out of control is that now it has to have 
something for everyone. And all those 
"extraneous" items that bring in the crowds who 
know nothing of SF or Fandom as we know it 
were brought in by genuine Fans who liked SF and 
Fandom as we know it, but also liked the 
"extraneous" item. Drop the Anime, or the gaming, 
or the bondage (well, maybe not that), or 
whatever, and your Worldcon administrator will 
irritate a large and noisy subset of Fans who like 
the whatever. Remember, to cite MidAmeriCon 
(again), the prodigious stink over their decision to 
try to curb growth by dropping Star Trek (TM) 
programming? Images of angels with fiery swords 
and spears standing by registration ready to behead 
and impale any Trekkie daring to profane, to 
violate the Con burgeoned, until All Fandom Was 
(nearly) At War. 

When the con finally went off, the 
displayroom advertising a forthcoming movie 
called "The Star Wars" or something like that was 
ignored by practically everyone ... 

Not be me. I well remember looking over the 
costumes on display and talking for some time at 

MAC with that goodjella Mark Hamill, whose 
autograph adorns my Tom Reamy-edited program 

book. 

Alexis Gilliland 
4030 8th Street South 
Arlington VA 22204 

Thank you for Challenger # 17, and 
congratulations to you and Rosy for winning 
DUFF. Your three police stories put me in mind 
of being tear-gassed. Oddly enough to first time 
was voluntary. In the summer of 1943, my father 
was a Major in the Chemical Warfare Service, 
later the Chemical Corps, stationed at some little 
college in Eagle Rock, a suburb of Los Angeles. 
He was at that time teaching in the War 
Department Civilian Protection School, which was 
giving civilians the word on the London Blitz and 
a little training, including the use of gas masks. 
The latter was done by having a large tent with a 
can of CN burning inside, and the drill was for the 
students to walk into the tent wearing the gas 
mask, which they then removed briefly, so they 
could see how well the mask was protecting them 

before leaving the tent. On this day, however, the 
students balked, and my father couldn't convince 
them that they should be doing this thing. By this 
time I had seen the exercise a few times and 
familiarity breeds contempt. Maybe at 12 I also 
though the civilian class was being a bunch of 
sissies. Anyway, I didn't bother with a gas mask; I 
just walked into the tent, holding my breath and 
squinting to keep from walking into the tent poles. 
I emerged from the tent rubbing my eyes, little the 
worse for the experience, and my father had no 
more trouble with his balky class. He offered me a 
dollar - twice my weekly allowance - to do it for 
the next class, but I declined. 

Skipping my military experience, we cut to 
the Fourth of July, 1973, when Dolly and I still 
lived at 2126 Pennsylvania Av. NW. This was 
during the Nixon administration, and we walked 
down to the Mall with Charles, who was then 
8,andKohlman, Dolly's father. The fireworks 
werespectacular, but afterwards, as the crowd was 
dispersing, there was an antiwar demonstration, and 
we encountered a non-standard variety tear gas, 
which the Washington Post described as 
"homemade." The inference being that those bad 
and unpatriotic demonstrators had released it. 
Many years later, it turned out that our 
ownGovernment, probably the FBI, had released 
the off-brand tear gas in an effort to discredit the 
demonstrators. 

Currently, all the warnings about terrorists, 
and what a civilian can do for self-protection, 
reminds me about the fallout shelter craze during 
the Cold War. After constructing them, one was 
supposed to stock up for a four-week stay. In the 
fall of 1964, I worked at the National Bureau of 
Standards (now NIST) where I took a course in 
Radiation Chemistry from Dr. Bernard Schwab, 
who was the Bureau's Radiation Health Officer. 
One of the problems he assigned the class was to 
use the official numbers (we all had security 
clearance) to calculate how long it would take for 
fallout to decay to the point where you had a 50-50 
chance of not dying when you left your shelter. 
The class average was four months, not four weeks, 
and I _have been skeptical of Government warnings 
ever smce. 

Nor am I alone. Some years later the 
Federal Emergency Management Agency issued a 
directive saying that in case of a threatened attack 
Washington, DC, should evacuate to selected sites 
in West Virginia. This provoked almost universal 
derision as a recipe for an instant, massive traffic 
jam. FEMA might have been trying to put an extra 43 
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step in the ladder of escalation, but even if they 
were well-intentioned they were dumber than a 
committee of posts. 

Sometime in the 80's Reagan's head of 
FEMA said you could protect yourself from fallout 
by digging a trench and putting sandbags on top of 
a couple of doors. Yeah, right. 

Reagan 's flacks reacted with wrath to the TV 
movie The Day After, presumably because it 

presented a realistically dreadful view of a nuclear 
exchange; the maniacs wanted Americans to give 

unquestioning faith to their dimwitted leader's 
brinksmanship. 

So what is the point to all those bogus 
warnings that Tom Ridge keeps issuing from his 
underfunded Department of Homeland Defense? 
Ridge is using wire brushes to sound a very 
restrained drumbeat for war, and with some 
success. A local news story is that security guards 
arrested a man who was wearing a tee-shirt 
reading "Give Peace a Chance!" which he had 
bought at the mall. So why is Ridge softly 
spooking the American people? President Bush 
went on nationwide TV March 7th essentially to 
quote Macbeth, ''Now I have waded so far deep in 
gore that backwards were as long as going o'er." 
He even held a press conference, his first in 17 
months, maybe to show he was serious. My guess 
is that Bush had decided on war with Iraq shortly 
after9/11, and set about making it happen once we 
had imposed a peace on Afghanistan. As Casey 
Stengel said, "It's hard to make predictions, 
especially about the future," but we hope things 
work out for America, even if Bush gets the credit. 

Greg Benford's "A Frozen Future" is 
interesting, but his estimate a seven percent chance 
of success [with cryogenics] seems on the high 
side. Especially if success is defined as being 
revived not only cured from your terminal illness 

but also rejuvenated. A cartoon is enclosed on the 
subject. 

Joseph Nicholas 
15 Jansons Rd. 
S. Tottenham, London N15 4JU U.K. 

I've been intermittently noodling through 
the web version (the only version!) of Challenger 
1 7 . . . a completely different experience from 
handling the actual physical entity, of course, and 
thus rather more difficult to read at a sitting, or even 
for any real length of time. Perhaps it's the fact that 
it's on-screen, but the urge to keep hopping back 
and forth between it and other stuff has to be 
strongly resisted. 

Anyway. I see that one M. Lee Rogers of 
Chattanooga has responded to Judith's comments in 
issue 16. "Sorry, Ms Hanna, but the best way to 
deal with the violent crime in your area of Britain is 
to let the citizens defend themselves. All articles I 
have read recently say that in your country, victims 
who use force to stop an attack are prosecuted more 
vigorously than the criminals who attacked them." 
Then all the articles he's read recently must be 
rubbish. 

Self-defence is perfectly acceptable; what 
is not acceptable is a response which is wholly 
disproportionate to the actual threat. For example -
and this is probably the example Rogers is thinking 
of; if so, it demonstrates just how muddled the 
articles he's read must be - it is not permissible to 
shoot and kill a burglar, as farmer Tony Martin did, 
just because the burglar is intruding into your 
home. The court decided after hearing the evidence 
that this was an overreaction (in particular, the 
burglar had not attacked him; Martin fired first, 
without provocation and indeed without even 
warning the burglar), and that Martin should 
receive a prison sentence. This provoked outrage in 
the US, chiefly amongst people who know next to 
nothing about British culture and society and seem 
to have proceeded on the assumption that what 
applies in the US should apply here too, viz: gun 
control equals slavery and therefore that Tony 
Martin was a hero. Their promotion of his alleged 
"right" to shoot people was of no help to him, and 
merely made him out to be even weirder than he is. 
(Never mind the weirdness of his US supporters.) 

Rogers claims that not walking around 
armed to the teeth "is a sign of a dying society". No 
it isn't: it's a sign of a society which operates on the 
basis of mutual co-operation rather than coercion 
backed by the threat of force. His remarks that 
"The Brits may choose to submit to the slaughter" 



and that "[he] won't voluntarily live in an area with 
such a death wish" are just ridiculous. Gun crime 
in the UK, and the overall murder rate, are 
virtually non-existent by comparison with the US 
- as Rogers would know if he'd bothered to do 
some research before rushing into print. But then 
if that research involved reading more muddled 
articles about Tony Martin, it probably wouldn't 
have helped him much ... 

Mike is an old friend and something of a gadfly; 
he recently wondered out loud if America still 

needed a Constitution. I hope he wasjust making 
trouble, not expressing a real sentiment, because 

the idea - however it reflects current reality here -

Richard Dengrove 
2615 Arlington Drive, #302 
Alexandria, VA 22306 

is terrifying. 

Have several comments on Challenger! 7. 
About Binker Hughes reviews of Charles 
Williams' novels. I probably would like his horror 
novels because they don't push the supernatural in 
your face. Unlike today when the idea is to be in 
your face. Novelists, and filmmakers, do not feel 
the audience will really believe in their ghosties 
unless they are on every street corner. 

And they are right. They, and we, regard 
our imaginations with that much contempt. 

It all started very long ago. Probably long 
before this. In the movie Curse of the Demon 
starring Dana Andrews (1957), the producers 
originally did not want to represent the demon 
which, at the end, chased and killed the head of the 
Devil cult. They wished to be more subtle. But the 
film had to be recut so that a Mardi Gras like 
demon chased him. 

The movie still worh brilliantly. Who 
else noticed the Karswell reference in the Tom 

Hanh comedy, The 'Burbs? 
About Guy's articles on police. The old 

church idea was that God was most concerned 
with man because he was in the frontline trenches 
against sin. Cops, of course, are like the Second 
Lieutenants - I think that is the rank - who are in 
the very center of battle. Most of whom are wiped 
out by it. Cops have to face dangers and 
temptations we civilians cannot conceive of. 
Coming up against a purer evil than most of us 
face, they have a harder choice between heroic 
good and the dark side of the force. And we find 
cops on both sides. 

Of course, if we can help it, we cannot 
tolerate cops who have fallen for the dark side. 

About Greg Benford's article, he has a 
yearning to know if bodies frozen now 
cryogenically will be revived in some nostalgic 
future. Of course, he admits we don't know what 
the future will bring. Moses Maimonides, the Great 
Jewish philosopher, once said, "Teach thy tongue to 
say I do not know." Often this is an option, but 
often not. "I do not know" does not seem an option 
for Greg here. 

About Robert Whitaker Sirignano' s "When 
I go to Sleep", regarding dreams at cons. Are they 
dreams or did they actually happen? Strange things 
happen at cons. 

I've had dreams about conventions myself- usually 
involving the Hugo presentations. I'd mention one 

involving cute stumpy Hugos made of anodized 
aluminum, but Freudians may be reading this ... 

I ANSWER MY CRITICS: There are many 
problems with my article on l 8th Century 
extraterrestrials. Is this one of them? That I didn't 
explain how greats of the l 8th Century stumbled 
upon their conception of extraterrestrials. On the 
one hand, you can't explain everything in a short 
article; on the other hand, a lot of loccers have a 
mistaken view of these greats. 

They believe that, for the greats, the 
extraterrestrials came out of saucers. Like 20th 

Century reporters of such phenomena do. No, they 
got their knowledge of things unseen in the 
wayl 8thCentury people normally got it. The way 
you can see they got it in the Declaration of 
Independence - among other places. From reason. 
In this case, the greats reasoned from premises 
which were often accepted - although far from 
what we would consider valid. 

A few people in the 18th and 19th Centuries 
claimed to see their extraterrestrials. In visions, like 
Emanuel Swedenborg and Jacques Henri Bernardin 
de Saint-Pierre. They were considered crazies, 
although Swedenborg certainly had a following. 

Of course, we now place a higher trust in 
seeing. In fact, for many, it is believing. The 19th 

Century German astronomer Franz von Paula 
Gruithuisen claimed to actually have seen through 
his telescope cities and forests on the Moon. The 
New York World's Great Moon Hoax seems to have 
indirectly parodied his findings. Of course, Percival 
Lowell reasoned from the 'canals' he saw on Mars. 

Tell us more about this newspaper's hoax. 
Nonetheless, I gather seeing 

extraterrestrials in or out of their flying saucers is a 
20th Century phenomenon. 

Here is an answer to another critic. Naomi 
Fisher claims my articles are ALUM DRY! FACT 45 



BURDENED! A SLOG! SELF-CENTERED! 
She's very right. These topics vent my obsessions. 
Fortunately, Guy has been interested in the topics I 
have chosen. As have a few loccers. 

As I said to Rodney Leighton in a recent 
zine, not everything in every Challenger is going 
to appeal to everybody. That's why I seek variety 
;n its contents. I do get fan mail about your stuff, 

so keep on trnckin '. 

Mike Resnick 
c/o Challenger 

I think maybe Greg Benford has a point. 
For years - decades, even - I've been telling my 
friends not to nominate me for Best Fan Writer, 
and once or twice I've had to tell Hugo 
committees that I wouldn't accept a Fan Writer 
nomination. After all, I reasoned, it's not fair for a 
pro to compete against fans. I think most pros feel 
the same way. 

But Dave Langford, who's won Best Fan 
Writer 87 years in a row, also has a Hugo for Best 
Short Story. And Steve Silver, who's starting to 
make the ballot every year, just sold three 
anthologies to DAW Books . . . so maybe having 
someone like Greg or me ( or Joe Haldeman, or 
name the player of your choice here) on the ballot 
isn't as unfair as I used to think. 

Jack Gaughan removed himself from the Best Fan 
Artist category after winning both that and the Pro 

Artist Hugos at one worldcon, and his act was 
seen as one of generosity and common sense. To 

blur the distinction between fans and 
profess;onals, would - imho - blur the purpose of 
the fan Hugos: to recognize and reward those who 

write about the field and get their pay in egoboo, 
and farther isolate fandom 's hierarchy from us 

poor slobs trying to win some renown of our own . 

Michael Morbius 
10871 Roseland Gate, 
Richmond, BC V7 A 2Rl Canada 
morbius@vcn.bc.ca 
http://www.vcn.bc.ca/-morbius/hero.html 

Thanks for the copy of Challenger #16. 
* "Raphael A. Lafferty, 87'': How did 

Lafferty know that the sun was coming up in 45 
minutes? 

* "About This Issue ... ": I didn't find the 
cover sexist. : ) 

* "Computer Art-A Look": At least, I 
assume that's the title of the article; the fonts were 
hard to read! 

4 6 Photoshop is great. My favourite filter is 

"stamp," and I also like "cutout" and "posterize." 
"Despeckle" and "blur" are also indispensable. All 
my drawings are scanned and run through 
Photoshop at least once, even if usually it's just to 
use the stamp filter to thicken the line strokes. 

Let's see some! 
* "Leaping the Abyss": Great illustration 

by Charlie Williams. I love that 1980s Macintosh 
style of art. I'm surprised that Stephen Hawking is 
60. I guess, to me, he's always looked vaguely 
teenaged. 

"A 'civilian' harboring a crank theory of 
the universe"? Ouch! 

* "The Flying Saucer's 18th Century 
Precursors": "The praise of the ignorant or of 
children, is not regarded by the ingenious painter or 
architect, who is rather honour'd and pleas'd with 
the approbation of wise men and artists." Ouch! 
Hey, I see that Franklin used the British/Canadian 
spelling of"honour," even though he's American. :) 

"Which is why skeptics get no respect." 
It's impossible to respect skeptics who themselves 
have no respect for their opponents. I have a friend 
who has some unusual paranormal beliefs, and 
happy, successful, popular people (at least that's 
what they tell us) who claim not to care about him 
still seem to find time in their busy schedules to try 
on a regular basis to demonstrate to him and anyone 
else who will listen why his beliefs are wrong. I've 
always said that I'll listen to them if they can make 
their case politely and respectfully; if not, they're 
just cynical mundanes who get their rocks off 
attacking other people. So far, no-one has ever 
successfully met my challenge. Oh, they can adopt 
a scientific tone, but they still can't resist the 
temptation to take the opportunity to be abusive. I 
win either way - they failed my challenge, so I am 
under no obligation to doubt my friend's beliefs. 

"That many modems are ambiguous about 
reason right now makes another difference. This 
attitude is responsible for some of the bad 
saucermen. They are without emotions, and cannot 
love. The greys ... are like this ... and the reptoids." 
I've heard that the reptoids are sometimes very 
emotional, although by other accounts they're too 
cold-blooded to get emotional without rituals. 

"Usually, though, when saucermen are 
good, they are because they have a great deal of 
love as well as a great deal of reason." It seems 
very logical to me that for an alien race to be 
superior, it would have to have love as well as 
intelligence. Intelligence is wonderful, but without 
love it leads to arrogance and cruelty. The fact that 
this has happened and is still happening in real life 



probably accounts for modems' ambiguity about 
reason. 

* "My Favourite Museums": "I don't 
expect anyone who doesn't share my tastes ... to 
agree with me." I was nevertheless surprised to 
find that none of the museums listed appealed to 
me! Maybe the Louvre. Of course, I don't go to 
enough museums. 

* "Tolkien in the Modem Age of 
Publishing": Much more interesting than the 
original, and all Joseph Major did was switch 
genres. Either that means I have to accept that I 
just don't like fantasy, or the fact that the article 
was a lot shorter helped. 

* "A Grinding of the Mind - Not Guilty 
by Reason of Insanity": Fascinating! One point on 
which I've never been clear is the function of the 
jury's verdict - whether it's to decide if something 
physically happened, or make a moral judgment 
on it. Regarding Greensboro, if the jury was just 
supposed to decide whether the killings physically 
happened, then the only possible verdict is guilty. I 
get the impression, though, that the jury felt it was 
their job to say the Klan had an excuse for 
shooting the Communists: the Communists started 
it. They armed themselves with clubs and went 
looking for a fight with the Klan. The jury 
evidently wanted their verdict to reflect that. 

Of course, the jury was also wrong. The 
Klan can't exactly say it was self-defense; from 
the footage I've seen, it didn't look like the Klan 
tried very hard to avoid shooting the Communists 
(for example, "Stay back; I have a gun" [fires 
warning shot] would have been a smarter 
alternative). 

The Reds had gathered at a Greensboro housing 
project to sing old movement songs and preach to 

the occupants. The Klansmen showed up and 
actually started the fight. At first, it was a melee 
with clubs, until the killers ran back to their cars 

and hauled out their guns. On tape, one of the 
eventual victims did seem to be holding a small 

pistol, but the Klansmen had automatic weapons -
and the psychotic will to use them. The jury that 

acquitted them of murder was bigoted and 
.fimdamentally evil. 

Where would a Manchurian Candidate 
scenario fit in? How would you, as a lawyer, have 
advised a client who said he wasn't responsible 
because he was a mind-controlled assassin? 

I doubt Raymond Shaw would have ever reached a 
courtroom had he survived the movie. Uncle Sam 

would have locked him up and !>pent years 
analyzing his "dry-cleaned" brain. What a 

splendid film is Manchurian Candidate - among 
my favorites. But what a sad film, too. After all, it 
seems as if poor Raymond was never more than a 

manipulated device, before or after the Communists 
got hold of him ... that he never really existed at all. 

* "The Zine Dump": "Baryon Magazine": 
I just looked up Ruth Thompson on the net and 
there's some good art on 
http://www.tarnishedimages.com/! 

"The Cosmic Hairdryer": "The day I spent 
making salad dressing in 1979 rates as the most 
disgusting eight hours I've ever spent outside of the 
urologist's office." This is exactly why I didn't take 
that job at Subway in 1993. 

"Flashbacli': The word "bacover" makes 
me think of bacon. : ) 

"Fosfax": A right-wing journal having 
money troubles: I'm not going to take the cheap 
shot and say it's karmic, but it would be nice to 
look at it as a self-correcting system, in the sense 
that being poor may give them a new perspective. 

"Headf': "How does a genuine liberal 
handle a politico who supports your agenda-but 
with compromise?" During a provincial election in 
the mid-nineties I phoned the campaign 
headquarters of the New Democratic Party (the 
farthest-left of Canada's three mainstream political 
parties) to grill the campaign staff on some 
disturbing rumours I'd heard about the candidate 
moving to the right by supporting "workfare." The 
campaign worker I spoke to confirmed the rumour, 
so I started voting for the further-left, but non­
mainstream, Green Party. 

"Opuntia": I love Opuntia, especially the 
format: the size, layout, and typeface are beautiful, 
and the contents are always interesting, even when 
they're about things I wouldn't normally be 
interested in (like stamps). 

All right! I like Saavik too! 
Did anyone - could anyone - read 

Vulcan's Heart, that trekkie pastiche which 
married Spock to Saavik? Blasphemy! 

The first place I encountered the word 
"coelacanth" was in a weird post-apocalyptic novel 
called Elect Mr. Roberts for a Better World, in 
which a traveling guru is teaching people to regress 
to ancient animals and the main character's wife 
becomes a coelacanth. Having then read the word 
but not heard it, I thought it was pronounced "ko-la­
kanth" until I looked up the pronunciation. 

"Would It Kill You to Smile?": 
Apparently Michael Bishop is the co-author with 
Paul di Filippo, and Philip Lawson is their shared 
pen-name. 47 
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* "Visitors and Visited": Great photos, 
but grainy! 

I used to have my photos half-toned, and 
they came out better, but the print shop more than 
tripled their prices. "Tripled" means "crippled, " 
because that's what rising expense has done to my 

schedule. 
* "Epistles":. Steve Sneyd's and Dale 

Speirs's LOCs: By now you may have seen the 
American remake of Solaris starring George 
Clooney. What did you think? Was it any better 
than the Russian one? 

{f anything, it was more tedious and more 
pretentious. Housewives lured into the theatre by 
the gooey romantic ads and the prospect of seeing 
George Clooney 's butt fled in droves. 

Milt Stevens's LOC: I'm curious now to 
know more about why "a fair number of 
people ... would be philosophically opposed to 
abolishing the option" of "no award." 

* "On the Spot: Zero Degrees & Ground 
Zero; Politics & Patriots": Great article. Well-said. 
I like the typeface for this article's title. 

Lastly, great letter from Lafferty. I'm 
going to pass it on to a friend of mine who I think 
might identify with it. 

And that's my LOC. Wow! Did 
that ever take a long time to write! Five months, 
judging by the date on the cover of this letterzine. 
Sorry to keep you waiting. 

Ben lndick 
428 Sagamore Ave. 
Teaneck NJ 07666 

Worth the wait. 

Thank you for Challenger 1 7, a fine, 
humongous issue requiring no apologies. 

Binker Hughes does well to bring 
attention to the neglected novels of Charles 
Williams, who, unfortunately, did bear a rather 
generic name. His work, albeit metaphysical, is 

however, idiosyncratic. 
James Hogan pines in vain for utopias. I 

believe our unelected president believes, in that 
microcosmic mind of his, that he could produce 
one. He has as fat a chance as did Mustafa Mord. 

"Police Stories" is grim evidence of the 
unlikelihood of a utopian world, although had you 
been holding that rifle, I hope you would have used 
it to threaten, not to lay further waste. Powerful, as 
would be expected of you. 

Just bluster. I don 't think I have violence in me. 
Better to have watched, noted, and told the tale. 

That does the bad guys more damage in the long 
run. 

The section of photographs proves again 
that a picture is worth at least a good many words, 
but I could have lived with the encomiums to 
former President Bush, who failed to complete the 
job his nincompoop son has saddled us with. 

A good issue, despite the brevity of this 
note. All will be consumed. Good luck and stay 
above water. 

Sheryl Birkhead 
25509 Jonnie Court 
Gaithersburg MD 20882 

I hope that all of your readers who are 
worldcon members did their fannish duty and 
nominated for the Huges . . . and yes, Challenger 
was on my list. 

As Sheryl Birkhead was on mine. 
The last time I played with the Hugo 

statistics in the fan artist category - sorry, didn't 
follow through on the zines, but perhaps the 
numbers are similar - there were a bit over four 
nominations for a win, that would have to round off 
to five nominations before a win, statistically 
speaking. 

One more to go! 
I'm glad you explained the history of the 

ilia about the table of contents - I wanted to know 
what new fan artist has escaped my radar and 
reached such a nice presentation. I felt a bit better 
when I read about it - i.e., I didn't miss a 
newcomer. 

Nope - Wally Wood is hardly that! 
I went out and bought the software that 

the superbly talented fan artist [Alan White] says he 
uses to create those magnificent covers he has been 
graciously pouring into fandom lately, and found 
out it most certainly is not the software, but the 
person behind it. The shortened version of that 
statement is that I bombed out badly - it obviously 
takes talent too - no one mentioned that part! 



Ah, "The Sport of Kings" - I haven't 
checked lately, but I think that, in Maryland at 
least, lasix may only be used in proven bleeders -
they have to have been 'scoped and certified by a 
veterinarian that the bleeding is substantial. I had 
a job for a few days in one of the analytical labs 
that tests the urine from race winners from the 
whole state - the tests are complicated and have to 
be run in a very timely fashion. I was told that the 
thoroughbreds actually are conditioned to urinate 
to a whistled tune (and no, I don't know which) to 
make this process easier and faster. Racing is both 
an art and a science - but no matter what you call 
it, it certainly is beautiful. 

I didn't want to start out with the sadness 
of the passing of Harry Warner. I hope everyone 
is now aware we have lost one of our gentlest and 
kindest souls. Attending the Orphan's Court 
hearing showed what the citizens of Hagerstown, 
Maryland knew of Harry - shy, timid, courteous, 
thin, and a loner. The neighbor (who had been 
appointed representative for now) seemed 
intrigued by the notion of fandom and bowled over 
by the place that Harry had in our firmament. 

We never got to say goodbye. The 
updated ( calculated since his body was not found 
for some days after his death) date of death was 
probably February 14th (Valentine's Day). I hope 
Harry got a chance to read the valentine I sent him. 
I think he knew how much fandom loved him . . . I 
hope he knew how much fandom loved him. 

I am sure there will be memorial issues 
of some zines - after all these years and with 
Harry's prolific nature, the problem may be what 
not to reprint rather than what to print. I've been 
tearing up as I read current zines and find one of 
Harry's LOCs and get into it and then realize there 
will be no more of this easy reading prose. The 
ghods will smile on him - he is one of the ghood 
guys. 

Harry, I'm already missing you. Harry 
was one of my first fannish contacts (over 33 years 
ago now!) - through the N3F. He always found 
something nice to say and was never one to 
enter,(if at alll) into a feud. Neos will be hard­
pressed to find someone to introduce them so 
gently to fandom. His LOCs could be expected to 
cover a few pages and be ... ah, but I am rambling 
and this was (honest) not intended to be my 
memoriam to Harry. I'm glad I called him at 
Christmas. I'm glad I sent that Valentine's Day 
card. I wish I had paid attention to that quiet voice 
that for the past two months had been telling me to 
pick up the phone and call him. 

Harry-- we'll remember 
your gentle soul. 

Alex Slate 
9223 Lasater 
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San Antonio, TX 78254 
Thanks for the issue, and congratulation on 

the DUFF election. 
Police Stories: The problem of police is 

one of those issues which is probably only solvable 
with some far advanced technology that enables us 
to be able to accurate predict frame of mind and the 
probability of our actions. The trick is that these 
people are supposed to be the guardians of law and 
civilization. To this end we give them weapons 
(whether or not they have guns is really immaterial 
- the nightstick is also a weapon) and the "power" to 
use force "as necessary". Ahh, that tricky little 
clause, "as necessary." 

Then we pay them relatively little and stick 
them in lousy conditions and subject to a manifold 
amount of dangers and risks. This tends to attract a 
certain type of personality, one that is fairly 
comfortable with danger and risk on a daily basis. 
Unfortunately, I think that in many this goes hand 
in hand with a predilection to use force and be the 
source of risk and danger. Typically these are also 
not necessarily 'the best and brightest'. I could be a 
policeman and face those kinds of situations if 
made to be, but it is not a lifestyle I would choose 
readily. 

We want these people to be there when we 
want them, and when it is convenient to us. We 
break the law and then get upset with them when 
they enforce it. We want them to get the muggers 
and murderers off the streets and use that force 
when it is necessary, and expect them to instantly 
tum it off when we feel it is not appropriate. The 
last page of your Part IIl says a lot. On the whole I 
think we are fairly lucky that things aren't worse 49 



than they are, Guy. Your opinion? 
I think that's because America 's founders had 

splendid insight into the balance needed beMeen 
security and liberty- a balance we must always 

carefully maintain. 
I am surprised that you didn't respond to 

my comment on "A Grinding of the Mind". Guy 
you always have a response to my responses. It 
makes for some good dialogue. Could marriage be 
mellowing you? 

Absolutely! Here's my belated response: I disagree 
that Andrea Yates ' husband should bear part of her 

guilt. Her actions, being psychotic, were not 
predictable, and no one can be responsible for 

something that cannot be anticipated. 
Finally, "Thirty". Sorry to hear about the 

accident, but glad that you evidently came through 
it battered and bruised but whole. Meanwhile, you 
never did explain why journalists would put "-30-" 
at the end of a story. I'm curious ... 

Milt Stevens 
6325 Keystone St. 
Simi Valley, CA 93063 
miltstevens@earthlink.net 

In Challenger #17, I was mildly surprised 
the discussion of generation ships which James 
Hogan described didn't consider some examples 
from science fiction. In particular, I was thinking of 
the Free Traders from Heinlein's Citizen of the 
Galaxy. It seemed like a believable organization for 
people who are going to live their entire lives on a 
spaceship. They're perfectly decent people and 
about as happy as people ever are. However, their 
freedom is limited by their circumstances. It 
couldn't really be any other way. 

If your choices for the social organization 
for a generation ship are limited to Type A 
(Hierarchical and Homogenistic), Type B 
(Individualistic and Isolationistic), and Type C 
(Heterogenistic, Mutualistic, and Symbiotic), the 
obvious choice is Type A, because that is the way 
ships have always been organized. It doesn't matter 
what culture you come from or what gods you 
worship, ships are always organized in roughly the 
same way. If people have been doing a particular 
task in the same way for thousands of years, there 
must be a damned good reason for it, and there is. 
On a ship, someone must have the final call. 
Someone must determine what must be done and 
have the authority to make sure it gets done. Debate 
is out of the question. 

5 Q All that being said, I think I encountered 

more diversity of opinions on a Navy ship than I 
ever did on a college campus. Most sailors didn't 
go to college, so they don't know liberal and 
conservative are your only choices. They wind up 
with hybrid opinions that go off in all directions. 
There are also a lot of different opinions as to how 
you should screw or what you should worship. 
Since this has nothing to do with running a ship, 
nobody really cares. 

However, I would agree with James Hogan 
that governments shouldn't try to determine 
everything. Our own government engages in too 
much micro-management. Salvation through 
legislation just isn't a good idea. 

In Richard Dengrove's article, he is only 
considering the belief in other inhabited worlds in 
Western Civilization. In India and other parts of 
Asia, that belief seems to have been well 
established long before the time of Christ. The 
thinkers in India had a much better idea of the scale 
of the universe in time and space than anything that 
existed in the West. One might imagine that if God 
ever did give a revelation to mankind it must have 
occurred in India. (Or the saucer people landed and 
clued them in to things like zero and infinity.) 

On the subject of cryonics, there seems to 
be an unstated assumption which Greg Benford 
doesn't mention in his article. I think the people 
who are in favor of cryonics actually believe the 
process will make them immortal. This is a major 
leap from the belief that the freezing and revival 
process is possible. For all of recorded history, the 
potential lifespan for a human has been around a 
hundred years. Evidence from the mummy of one 
Old Kingdom pharaoh showed he lived for 106 
years. A few people over the centuries have made it 
that long. Modem medicine has helped people live 
a greater percentage of that potential lifespan, but it 
has never increased the potential at all. 

If we perfected the cryonics process, we 
would obviously use it for children and teenagers 
who have a lot of potential life left. Would you use 
it for someone who died at age 90? A couple of 
years more of life is worth something, but would 
you really want to try adjusting to an undoubtedly 
alien future at age 90? 

On the other hand, what if humans do 
eventually discover the secret of immortality? Boy 
oh boy, would that ever cause problems. If it wasn't 
kept strictly secret and used only by a power elite, it 
would result in an endless war between various 
groups of immortals as they fight for the resources 
they need to fuel their potentially endless lifetimes. 



Would they be of a mind to revive the frozen ones? 
Hell no, they'd probably use them for food. 

Your comments in "Police Stories" were 
well balanced. Of course, I've met an awful lot of 
police in the last 34 years. The vast majority were 
good guys, although there can always be 
overreaction when adrenaline gets involved. There 
have also been some I wouldn't trust further than I 
could throw them, a few psychos, and a couple I 
wouldn't have minded shooting myself. 

Henry L. Welch 
Editor, The Knarley Knews 
1525 16th Avenue 
Grafton WI 53024-2017 
welch@msoe.edu 
http://www.msoe.edu/~welch/tkk.html 

Thanks for Challenger l 7 and hearty 
congratulations on the DUFF win. Some small 
portion in the back of my brain has considered a 
candidacy, but with the three children and the 
somewhat inflexible nature of the academic 
schedule I'm really not in any position to be serious. 
I suspect if the N atcon occurred more routinely 
later in the year I could manage it. I'll keep my 
mind open, though. 

Whatever, whenever ... you 'd love it. Experience of 
a lifetime. 

Thank you for the insightful commentary 
on society and the police. I think, like any other 
profession, the police suffer from a mix of good, 
evil, and incompetent. I think the ratio hasn't 
changed much over the years, but the police are 
especially susceptible to the PR damage the evil 
and incompetent cause. After all the police have a 
certain power over most of us and that is a delicate 
public trust. I haven't had much experience with the 
bad (I was harassed with grave bodily harm when I 
was 16 and weighed about 85 pounds, but it was a 
rather comic attempt to intimidate me when I knew 
that I had done nothing wrong and nothing to 
deserve the implied threat his partner might shoot 
me). I typically end up with a mix of the good and 
the incompetent and other than an annoying traffic 
ticket or two are no the worse for the encounters. 

I believe that Trinlay Khadro was referring 
to Santiago Calatrava, the famous architect who 
designed the addition to the Milwaukee Art 
Museum that has so drained the philanthropic 
coffers of southeastern Wisconsin that it will be 
years before we recover. It, of course, wasn't his 
fault and I'm glad, in retrospect, that he didn't 
design the new sports facility on our campus. 

Unlike Erika Maria Lacey I won't start 
reading a series until I have all the books. 
Sometimes this can delay reading of the first book 
multiple times. As a result of this there are some 
series I'll never read and I often end up giving up 
on many of them. I suspect that in the long haul 
I'm ahead with this strategy. 

Joy V. Smith 
8925 Selph Rd. 
Lakeland FL 33810-0341 

First I want to say, Guy, I'm glad you're 
recovering from your accident. When I heard 
about it, my first thought was - What if he can't 
take his DUFF trip! Zizzlefrizt! I hope you're 
feeling better and your eye is recovering too. 

I like the Professor Challenger cover. (It 
makes me want more tributes to the classics, btw.) 
Thanks to Binker Hughes for his article about 
Charles Williams' novels of the supernatural. I'll 
keep my eyes open now that I'm aware of him. I 
really enjoyed RA Lafferty's article, title, and 
premise of "Continued on Next Rock". 

Interesting article on eclipses and the 
camera obscura, which I'm vaguely aware of, and I 
dimly recall a device for looking at eclipses when I 
was a kid. I enjoyed the in-depth article on utopias 
also. And all the photos and illos, especially the 
one on page 27, which accompanied the 3,000 
miles in three days piece. (I love it.) 

The extraterrestrials and the Plurality of 
Worlds theory was a fantastic in-depth article, but 
what really caught my fancy was the Predator 
Versus the Road Runner piece. I would love to 
see a series of 
cartoons with 
those three 
characters. I 
liked your 
comics round­
up, even though 
I don't know 
most of them, 
along with the 
Flash's Rogue 
Gallery illo. 

Good 
cryonics article 
and good point 
about tapping 
the frozen's 
assets. Very 5 1 
informative 
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article on horse racing, though I always preferred 
watching trotting races - more interesting and 
beautiful. I'm glad to see another Fingerprint 
Whorld article. (Are there more articles than usual, 
btw?) And the LOCs are full of interest also. 

Cuyler W. "Ned" Brooks 
4817 Dean Lane 
Lilburn GA 30047-4720 

Thanks for Challenger # 17, which you 
must have sent just as you were leaving for the 
Antipodes. Nice portraits of you on the cover - no, 
the other one ... 

Excellent article by Binker Hughes on 
Charles Williams. It's been so long since I read 
those novels that I remember little about them. 
Even if only three are now in print, I don't think 
they are rare. But I had never heard before of the 
edition of The Greater Trumps that she mentions 
having some of the text upside down! Nor can I 
find any mention of it in books about Williams. 
My own Faber edition seems normal, but I don't 
have the 1932 1st edition from Gollancz. 

And you call yourself a collector! 
Nice drawing by Jerry Collins (whatever 

happened to him?) on p. 28, though it looks little 
like Robert Whitaker who account of dream cons is 
on the same page. I have often had dreams of being 
at a convention. Like most of my dreams they are 
neither pleasant nor unpleasant - sometimes they 
are mildly irritating because I'm supposed to be 
somewhere else at the con and don't know how to 
get there, and sometimes they are frustrating 
because I find the Dealers Room but nothing worth 
looking at or I have to hurry away for some reason .. 

Frequent sites for my dreams include trains, New 
York City, conventions - usually in high-rise hotels 

with super-fast elevators, Freudians rejoice -
airplanes about to take off, Niagara Falls, and the 

morgue at Charity Hospital - grisly horrors, those. 
Nice photos [ of the '02 DSC], though 

Horrible Hank [Reinhardt] looks rather depressed 
for a fan at a con with a bear on his head. 

How do you think Mib the Panda feels? 
Richard Dengrove seems to get tangled in 

his own logic in the account of ancient ideas of 
extraterrestrials - if people didn't know the stars 
were suns, then they were quite free to imagine that 
whatever aliens they saw came from a star. But any 
connection between an unidentifiable being and a 
place of origin would be speculation anyway. The 
"Plurality of Worlds" seems like a fine idea to me -
but rather ahead of itself until we have some 

evidence of extraterrestrial life. Even the sun or 
other stars could support some form of sentient 
life, though it is unlikely we would ever achieve 
contact. 

Reminding me of Poul Anderson's wondeiful 
"Kyrie" ... 

Rev. Randall Fleming 
135 Corson Ave. 
Staten Island NY 10301 (address influx) 
revtinear23@yahoo.com 

I will be seeking the novels of Charles 
Williams. Despite Binker Hughes' implication 
that each of Williams' seven endeavors is the best 
one (an enthusiasm that, even as it inspired me, 
also frustrated me - which one should I read 
first?!), I may well have to simply take them as 
they come. 

On James Hogan's "The Trouble with 
Utopias", I had to re-read several segments, for it 
was truly profound at times. It is partially due to 
my present residence in an attempted "utopia," one 
that has gone horribly awry in a social sense. 
Most indicative of the failure of "Ganas" is the 
exile of the matriarch who started it in 1980. She 
is a horrid olde battleaxe who takes in young boys 
for sex, the first being 20 years of age when she 
was in her late 40s. That boy is now in his 40s, 
and exhibits his arrested development in such a 
fashion to almost physically repulse me. She has 
since gone on to two others, even in exile. It 
would take me too many pages to detail the 
wretched, insular existence that these joyless, 
insecure post-adolescents entail, but suffice to 
state that it is a pitiful collective. Even now, with 
one of the younger members (she has been here 
five or six years, and is 31 years of age), I am 
called "negative" because I asked for privacy 
while I write, and silence while I watch Woody 
Allen's Another Woman. 

The "positive/negative" bullshit was the 
Ganas matriarch's mental present to her mentally 
challenged minions, and whenever someone 
disagrees with one, some or all of them, the label 
"negative" is sewn to the psyche of the offender. 

To be sure I find it amusing now that I 
have learned to ignore the lot. Of course, it took a 
few incidents whereby I stood fast, and beat back 
the juvenile attempts at "dialogue." 

What the matriarch meant to do was de­
fang as many fools as possible - as young as she 
could get them - and then put them through 
excruciating paces, pushing them to the limit even 



once they believed it, she had tern working under 
slave conditions: complete control, rigid schedules, 
no fraternizing among workers, no breaks except 
half-hour lunches and, in the beginning, no pay. (It 
later went to $100/month, then $200, then $300.) 
The only tangible compensation was a meagre room 
and equally meagre sustenance. The result? 
Meetings every morning and evening, Tues-Sat, 
from 8AM-10AM and 7:30-9PM, whereby these 
wilted fools - in their 40s and 50s! - struggled to 
make sentences to ineptly translate their 
frustrations, problems that mature adults have long 
since abandoned (often after resolution was 
achieved, in their late teen/early 20s, by inner 
dialogues and basic problem-solving!) and gotten 
on with real life. 

I would imagine that were Hogan to spend 
a few months here among these adult children and 
their crumbling colony, he would have enough 
material for a considerable tome. 

You obviously have material for a considerable 
article, which I hope you 'll write for these pages. 
We need background and detail about the group, 

and more insight into what attracts people into such 
a quasi-cult. 

Your "Police Stories: Part 3" is the most 
colorful and dramatic yet. I have to state that your 
ability to work so intimately with the state 
apparatus, after witnessing so much brutality, is 
surprising. I suppose it comes from my 
opportunistic perspective: were I to be an integral 
part of the powers that be, I would certainly take the 
Machiavelli/de Sade/Sun Tzu approach. 

I will refrain from being self-referential 
[regarding "2000 Miles in Three Days"], other than 
to state I found the illos [by Kurt Erichsen] well­
conceived, strangely humorous and completely off 
the mark as regards my looks. 

I shall close with some favorable 
commentary on Mike Resnick's fabulous account, 
"The Sport of Kings". It will be my guide for a try 
or two [at racetrack bethng? J back in California. 
Oh, and John Berry's "Nocturnal Mission" - a 
great, but too short, piece. 

Terry Jeeves 
56 Red Scar Drive 
Scarborough YO12 5RQ U.K. 

Challenger 17 arrived safely and a 
massive issue it is. I had a job reading it all as I am 
in the middle of some nasty medical tests which 
involve things which should not be heard of by 
man. 

Not to worry, I've had a good read, but was 
sorry to hear of your car crash and I hope by now 
that you are over the pain and trouble involved. 

Your "Police Stories" seemed pretty awful 
and I can only hope that such bad apples are in a 
very small minority. I must admit that my own 
words with police (over driving niggles) have 
always been quite amicable, thank goodness. 

Nice cover and it's a shame you missed out 
on a Hugo. Still, to be nominated must be very 
niceand I see in the LOCcol someone suggested my 
name for a fan writing award. I support that idea. 

So do I; you are decades overdue. 
Don't like flying? Well you are in good 

company with the late Dr. Asimov. 
How Lafferty 

wrote was interesting 
and I liked his anecdote 
about the butcher kid. 
The piece on camera 
obscuras was also good. 
I believe David 
Hockney uses one for 
his work, either that or 
an epidicascope. He 
includes all sorts of 
non-essentials in his 
pictures which makes 
them look like 
photographs enlarged. 

A three 
thousand mile drive is 
not my idea of fun, in 
1980 I was in a car 
driven by Michael Banks, from Cincinnati to 
Boston and that was far enough for me. Fleming's 
vanishing man and appearing motel sounds like a 
Rod Serling epic. 

Another damn fine issue, and have fun 
down under. 

"Fun" is far too light a phrase for what we had in 
Australia. 

Fred Lerner 
81 Worcester Avenue 
White River Junction, Vermont 05001 
fred.lerner@dartmouth.edu 

Like so many others who write on 
thesubject, Gregory Benford only briefly addresses 
what seems to me to be the essential question about 
cryonics: what motivation will future generations 
have to revive their frozen predecessors? It's not 
just "temporo-centric insulation" that would make a 53 
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society reluctant to invest its resources in this. 
There are strong economic and social arguments 
against it. "The past is a different country," as the 
novelist L.P. Davies famously said; and in our own 
time we can look to western Europe and see the 
problems that substantial numbers of unassimilable 
immigrants can bring with them. 

Plenty of science fiction stories have 
chronicled the difficulties that individual 
immigrants from the past have experienced after 
planned or unplanned journeys into the future; but I 
don't recall many stories that considered how a 
society would deal with a substantial influx of 
them. How many of these chrono-emigrants would 
possess knowledge or aptitude that would enable 
them to contribute anything (beyond temporary 
entertainment value or feedstock for historians' 
controversies) to the presumably advanced societies 
upon which that they would be inflicting 
themselves? (And would a future society whose 
technology had devolved so far that their ancestors' 
abilities would be useful to 
them possess the technology 
to revive and sustain them?) 
Cryonic optimists might have 
technology on their side but I 
suspect that sociology will be 
against them. 

I can think of only 
two utopias that would ever 
tempt me to move there. One 
is Austin Tappan Wright's Bll?IIJ>,atl)I,(__ 

Islandia, and the other is Ivor 
De Wolfe's Civilia. I imagine 
most Challenger readers have read Islandia. 
Civilia is perhaps less known among science fiction 
fans, because De Wolfe published his vision not as 
a novel but rather as a book on city planning. In 
fact, only a careful reading of the text will disclose 
the fact that the city it so lovingly describes is not 
indeed one of the new towns that Britain built to 
relieve the pressures on London, but only the plan 
for one. I read Civilia nearly thirty years ago, and I 
still remember the delight with which I envisioned 
wandering through the designedly tortuous 
streetscape of the place, searching out the hidden 
cul-de-sacs and cosy pubs that De Wolfe considered 
essential urban amenities. In an age where 
"defensible space" has become the planners' 
watchword, and trashcans and telephone booths are 
removed from public places to deny their use to 
bomb-stashing terrorists, it is hardly likely that we 
will see anything like Civilia built on Earth. 

But I wonder if its conviction that a human 
community needs the ludic touch in its built 
environment might not play a role in shaping 
human settlements off-planet. Perhaps in the 
confines of Moonbase or an O'Neill colony 
something of Civilia might emerge. (Civilia: the 
end of sub urban man, a challenge to Semidetsia 
was published in 1971 by the Architectural Press, 
London. One hint of Civilia's origins lies in the 
title of another of Ivor De Wolfe's books: The 
Italian townscape was published by Architectural 
Press in 1963.) 

Erika Maria Lacey Barrantes 
70 Karri Avenue 
Logan Central 
Queensland 4114 Australia 

I have often heard good things about 
Lafferty, and been curious about them enough to try 
to find anything of his in second-hand stores, to no 
avail. The local library doesn't have much in the 

way of older SF except for 
two of his works, Space 
Chantey and Fourth 
Mansions, so I'm pretty 
much stuck in the way of 
things - for now. I'm sure 
I'll get more of his 
eventually. 

Prior to reading 
, Lafferty's piece I never 

flii'"~~d'.J thought about post-
apocalyptic societies in any 
wayother than reading the 

books I saw recommended. Oh wow, though, if 
something happened so slow that people didn't 
recognise it as anythingremarkable and didn't 
realise that their world was irrevocably changed and 
now post-war? Probably a lot of places over and 
over again are post-war, somenot even getting 
beyond it. 

I find myself entertained by Rose-Marie's 
review of Pirate's Price ... ahhh, all of those 
romances I've read. A couple of months ago I read 
a ton of science fiction romance (as opposed to 
romantic science fiction) e-books, including those 
by Megan Sybil Baker, also published by LTD 
Books. There are indeed some fine things to 
befound out there in e-book world; I was pleasantly 
surprised. Admittedly, I had been looking at the 
Sapphire Award winners to get the creme de la 
creme, as it were, and got them that way. A couple 
of others ... weren't quite so enjoyable. 



Alan White's description of how he did the 
cover [to Challenger #15] was quite intriguing; I 
get to see the steps in creation of 3D art perhaps 
more often than I would like, so can appreciate the 
complexity in making something appear easy. One 
close friend is an enthusiast of 3D art and is 
constantly tinkering with Maya (having gotten the 
latest version, 5, I get to hear about it all the more). 
It's really quite amazing what people can do. 

As regards early people thinking about 
those from other planets being more advanced or 
odd, well - no need to leave the planet for that sort 
of thinking. The woodcuts they were making of 
"savages" in countries being "discovered" were 
fantastical enough! I suppose it would be too weird 
to think of these new odd folk being black or even 
dressing differently. They had them dressed much 
as they themselves would, only with one large leg 
to hop with or some other absurdity. Such a shock 
to meet dark-skinned people wearing significantly 
less than themselves, quite likely, and even more so 
that they weren't all good Christians. 

I wonder what they would have drawn of 
Satumians, for example, and whether they assumed 
they were all Christians, too? (Though, something 
else . . . Plunkkzznian, maybe, instead, having no 
contact with earth to adopt Anglicised names.) 

I find alien theory interesting; last year I 
met a guy on a beach who was most keen on telling 
me his theory on how humans had been created by 
aliens, and went into detail about these aliens. 
Ultimately, however, I was disgusted enough with 
the guy (for he confessed to sexual relations with a 
minor, him in his 50s) that I slipped off without 
listening to the rest of his theories. What he did 
expound upon was pretty incredible; I found later 
that he almost verbatim recounted Zecharia 
Sitchin's The Twelfth Planet along with some 
personal embellishments. What I wrote about him 
at the time: 

To begin with, he said, they appeared in a 
spaceship with 600 people (aliens) on it, 300 
of which were sent down to mine, the other 
300 being paper-pushers. After a while those 
300 got tired of mining. One of them, a 
female named Marie (wahaha) organised them 
and grabbed Neanderthal humans to put them 
to work, but because their attention span was 
short they began genetically modifying them 
to make them more intelligent and more 
likely to do what they were supposed to. He 
said after thousands of years, but that's where 

his theory begins breaking down (in my 
opinion) if the planet's only around for seven 
years or so. But I digress. 

According to him, that was the missing 
link between Neanderthal and Cro-Magnon, 
and also why there are so many different 
races -· different aliens became masters and 
wanted differently coloured people to tell 
their workers apart. He quoted something 
from the bible about the real translation of a 
passage being "be true to your race" rather 
than . . . I forget what it was translated as. 
This was meant to keep people in their proper 
sections. 

The bible, as such, was a set of rules 
from one of these aliens and survived down all 
these times. Everything had some kind of 
relevance - the part about men not looking 
upon the nakedness of their sisters? That had 
it, too. He asked me if I knew about how 
people said that siblings having children 
would result in monsters, and I was like, of 
course monsters wouldn't result; it's only that 
having two similar genetic progenitors would 
increase chances of genetic weaknesses 
cropping up. He pointed out that it also 
strengthened them, and that half-siblings 
(same father, different mothers) would create 
a super-race, kind of like the gods, or aliens. 
Which was why it was prohibited. 

None of all that was as interesting as 
his theory behind psychic phenomenon. He 
brought up some gland in the back of the 
head in which women have which shows they 
all have the same mother (at which point I 
piped up "Oooh, "Mitochondrial Eve" by Greg 
Egan!") and that men have some reptilian 
thing instead. This also tied into the genetic 
manipulation, but it had something to do with 
everyone's subconscious being tied into one 
another, so psychic phenomenon was really 
just people communicating with one another. 
It's just that some people are better at getting 
information from their subconscious than 
others, and of course at this point he said that 
I was psychic. One of the better ways to get 
information out of people is to agree with 
them and look really interested in what 
they're saying (which I was, because he was so 
entertaining up to this point). 

I wonder what this guy would have come 
up with, had he been born prior to the 20th century! 5 5 
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When it comes to museums, there are a 
number of fine ones around; I do like the 
Queensland State Museum . . . they do have new 
material coming in - they had film from 
Queenslanders in the early 1900s which was rather 
interesting, especially with commentary. Another 
good [exhibit] focused on whaling, sporting films, 
documents, photographs, whale products, and 
propaganda of the times. All kinds of things. 

You have some splendid museums in Oz. Robin 
Johnson took Rosy and me to the National 

Maritime Museum in Fremantle, an 
extraordinarily nifty establishment featuring a 

cool exhibit on the Batavia. In Canberra, Donna 
Hanson took us on a quick jaunt by the National 

Museum, which impressed us as creative and, 
architecturally, astonishing. Read all about it in 

our DUFF report! 
Never-ending series in the form of 

Tolkien re-writing! I bet if something like that 
were done, just sayin', it would hit off pretty well. 

A friend of mine recently was talking 
about some case with me over here ( don't recall 
which it was) and we mentioned in passing which 
would be best if say we were the defendant: to be 
found insane or to be found guilty? She said that it 
was best to be found guilty because at least then 
you'd be able to get out of jail, but when 
considered crazy one's chances are in the hands of 
government, and quite likely one wouldn't ever get 
out. Besides which, one can get doctors to say 
whatever the hell they like - there'll always be 
some strain of psychology to support the view 

wanted. 

~ 
,j Milt Stevens 

_ ~ --=" • '( mentions one of a pair of 
/i~~ ~,,:,.,'~ twins killing a guy, _yet 
//J ;II nobody prosecutrng 

, • %. ~ because of not knowing 
~ i}i. i ) who it was. How 

. ~ .. ~ ( fantastical! It reminds 
~ me of an episode of The 
~ -=- Sentinel, where a pair of 

I 

.... 
• -r :;r,-:;--~~ 

twins played the one 
assassin and used the 
unknown twin as the 
alibi to get away with 
crimes. 

Ever read Twain 's 
Puddn'head Wilson? A 
Siamese twin commits a 

murder. How do you 
punish the guilty party 

without punishing his innocent brother? 
I find myself amused by the back cover. 

So much plugged into such little space - but I bet I 
would get it all the more if I'd read more of 
Lafferty's work. 

I have a couple of extra copies of Past Master for 
sale ... 

It seems sad that almost every issue of 
every fanzine I get there's mention of yet more 
people dying. It's good that people are 
remembering them, sad that they're dying. Less 
people for me to ever have opportunity to meet. 

Robert Kennedy 
1779 Ciprian Avenue 
Camarillo, CA 93010-2451 
robertk@cipcug.org 

I hope that you and Rose-Marie had a very 
enjoyable trip to Australia. 

To say the least. 
Comment on the SciFi Channel 

programming: I very much like Shannen Doherty 
and think she is a fine actress. But, her new show 
Scare Tactics is horrible. It's not funny to do 
those things to people. It's disgusting. 

In Scare Tactics people are set up by so-called 
friends to be terrified out of their wits. I think the 

show borders on the criminal, not to mention 
legally actionable, but I suppose they don't show 

the segments which bring on lawsuits. 
I made a couple of copies of"The Sport of 

Kings" by Mike Resnick and mailed them to two 
friends who love the horses. Full credit was given 
to Mike and to Challenger/Guy (along with 
explaining who they are as these friends are not SF 
fans). 

Mike recently ran a terrific article about 
Seabiscuit on his listserv; we 're looking forward 
to the movie. And racing had an exciting Triple 

Crown this year. 
Joseph T Major: I've never seen the full 

Rodney King tape. I have heard that the first part 
gives a completely different outlook to what 
happened. However, to the best of my knowledge, 
the major news media never broadcast the first 
part. What I did wonder on seeing what they did 
show was why he kept trying to get up. My 
conclusion was that he was either very drunk, on 
drugs, or both. Well, he's been in trouble 
numerous time since and he is obviously not very 
bright. When the cops were found not guilty by 
the first jury, that should have been it even if it 
was a bad decision. That they were tried again in a 



Federal court smells like double jeopardy to me. 
Isn't it double jeopardy being tried again for the 
same offense when the verdict was not guilty in 
the first trial? 

Different sovereigns -
for instance, federal and state courts - can try 
people for the same act as different crimes. The 

practice began as a political ploy to prosecute 
dvil rights violations under federal law when state 
juries refused to convict Klansmen back in the Jim 

Crow era. Later it was utilized to attack anti-war 
activists like the Chicago 8 7. Now it's a way for 

prosecutors to take multiple bites at the apple 
when seeking a death penalty. 

M. Lee Rogers 
3732 Occonechee Trail 
Chattanooga, TN 37415-4333 
mleerog@bellsouth.net 

James Hogan is quite right about 
unplanned vs. planned cities. Most planned cities 
are inhumane places and most planners are the 
most dictatorial of tyrants. Le Corbusier's Brasilia 
comes to mind with the reports of mental anguish 
and suicides among the identical apartment blocks. 
Strangely enough, Washington, D.C. is one 
planned city that worked fairly well for a while, 
though recent city governments have run it into the 
ground from reports that have reached this locale. 
On the other hand, L'Enfant planned on a human 
scale and did not specify every detail of his city. 

Your police stories remind me that we had 
a police shooting recently that has caused racial 
tension. A white officer in his first week of solo 
patrol was working in a black slum neighborhood. 
The officer ordered a black suspect to stop as the 
suspect made his way toward his car's glove 
compartment. But instead of waiting to see if the 
guy actually had a weapon, this Barney Fife 
blasted the suspect. (International readers can look 
up the "Andy Griffith Show" on the Net.) The 
suspect died before the ambulance could get there. 

It is true that the black man was 
disobeying direct orders, but even hardass Rogers 
cannot see why the officer did not wait until he 
actually saw a weapon before blasting away. The 
officer states he believed his life to be in danger. It 
turned out there was no weapon in the glove 
compartment, though that does not excuse the 
man's disobedience of the policeman's orders. We 
have not had any riots yet, but sharp words have 
been uttered. The officer has been charged with 
criminally negligent homicide, which seems like 

an admission that the policedepartment believes 
the shooting to be unjustified. 

Mr. Erichsen's transcontinental journey 
[actually, Mr. Fleming's] impresses a soul who 
would never try such a trip without first knowing 
how to pay for it. Maybe he was desperate. Ernie 
deserved a better trip, though at least his servant 
did not abandon him before setting out (you see, 
dogs have owners, but cats have sta./f). 

As I look at the illo of Resnick sitting 
with a sharp tack in his hand, I can only think that 
at least it was not a shock device. 

As an aside, I'm sure Mike knows that no one 
connected with Challenger would ever accuse him 
of either cheating - on a horse race or anything -
or intentionally hurting an animal. The illo was a 

gag. Just wanted that on the record. 
This year saw one of the few Triple 

Crown runs that actually caught the fancy of the 
American public as horse racing slowly withers 
away. The owners of the Pimlico track in 
Baltimore have already applied for a casino 
license; once other track owners realize they can 
make much more money from the slot machines, 
most of the remaining tracks will close up shop. 
It's not a bad sport if you look at it aside from the 
gambling, but it has lost the interest of the 
American sporting public. The Funny Cide saga 
was probably no more than a passing fad. 
Nonetheless, it was much fun to read the 
information about the sport. 

Notice that the simple sports without 
much gore or violence are the ones that now bore 
us: horse racing, track and field, bowling, even 
baseball to a certain extent. If current trends 
continue, we will see real fight-to-the-death 
gladiator games in the U.S. within the next ten 
years, and they will probably be televised 
nationally. 

I'll accept Greg Benford's plea to remain 
on the Hugo ballot for fan writing as long as we 
come up with some way to honor the fan writers 
who have not turned pro. Like it or not, being a 
published science fiction or fantasy writer gives 
the pro a huge advantage in a fan Hugo race. One 
of the charms of the Hugo Awards is that Joe Fan 
does not have to publish five books to have a 
chance to win an award if it is deserved. I would 
hate to see that go away. 

For that matter, I have some trouble 
accepting Mr. Benford's self-description as a part­
time professional. Maybe he has a job aside from 
writing, but he is one of the foremost authors 57 
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working in the field today. The self-description is 
certainly sincere but most inaccurate. 

You believe Osama would be convicted in 
a proper American court?!? Guy, you're smarter 
than that. Look at the circus surrounding the trial 
of the "20th hijacker", Mr. Moussaoui. Here we 
must profoundly disagree. If we ever take bin 
Laden alive, he deserves at best a military tribunal, 
just like the German saboteurs who snuck into the 
U.S. early in WWII and planned to blow up 
strategic targets on the East Coast. 

The only thing unusual I've seen about 
Moussaoui 's case is how little evidence the 

government has brought to bear against him. 
Before they punish him for 9-1-1, I want proof 

beyond a reasonable doubt that he was involved, 
and the best way to insure that we get that proof is 
to have an impartial tribunal demand it Otherwise 

anyone could be held responsible for anything. 
If New Orleans has any Waffle Houses, 

that will probably be where the denizens of the 
Hummingbird Grill will get their vittles. The 
W affie House chain has pretty much defined 
"greasy spoon cafe" for the Southeastern U.S. 
during the last 30 years. It would have been 
interesting to see the Hummingbird in its prime. 
But the only constant is change, as much as we 
might wish otherwise. 

I rather like Waffle Houses~ establishments, I 
assure you, of a different and far more respectable 

Jack Calvert 
5811 Ayala Ave. 
Oakland CA 94609 

phylum than the sainted 'Bird! 

I guess you must be back in the feet­
downward part of the world by now, and I hope 
you enjoyed the trip to Oz. 

I was pleased to see my little eclipse 
piece in such fine company. (But you give me 
way more egoboo than I deserve. Great name in 
fandom? Good grief- I'm so far out on the fringe 
that I can barely see fandom from here.) 

We had the good fortune to see a lunar 
eclipse from here earlier in the year. I some ways, 
this was even more striking than the solar one, 
since no special effort was needed to see it. The 
moon turned a dull blood red from the light 
filtered through the Earth's atmosphere. I could 
easily understand why people in earlier times 
thought eclipses were bad omens. 

I remember one year when a lunar eclipse was a 
bad omen - the Good Friday eclipse of 1968. It 

either preceded of shortly followed the murder of 
Martin Luther King on April 41\ and the 

assassination of Bobby Kennedy and the election 
of Richard Nixon waited in history's wings. It 

took a visit by Apollo 8 to the site of the eclipse to 
set things even slightly right. 

Richard Dengrove continues to impress 
me with his erudition on the history of other 
worlds ideas. And I was moved to go find a copy 
of The Great Chain of Being, which I've been 
meaning to read for some time. I've noticed that 
just about every fanzine that I read leads me to 
more books. 

I found your Police Stories series moving 
and thoughtful. I think that the police here in 
Oakland are pretty good. What problems they 
have come mainly from there being not nearly 
enough of them. (Which, I'm sure, adds to the 
stress of the job.) I don't know how things are 
elsewhere, but around here there is a serious lack 
of money to provide what used to be thought of as 
essential services. 
I'm glad to hear the Oakland cops have improved. 

Back in my day they were regarded with only 
slightly less loathing than the Alameda County 

Sheriffe - the infamous "Blue Meanies. " 
I'd like to see "Predator vs. the 

Roadrunner" filmed. This was another high point 
of the issue. I'd also like to see more, "Bugs 
Bunny vs. the Thing", maybe. Eh, the Thing was 
an animated carrot. 

Michael Morse 
10871 Roseland Gate 
Richmond, British Columbia 
Canada V7 A 2Rl 
morbius@vcn.bc.ca 
http://www.vcn.bc.ca/~morbius/ 

Beautiful cover art! The regular white 
paper works well with this art. 

"Myself, I offer three pieces on police, 
and an article on - sigh - comic books. Please 
tolerate the last item as best you can." I like comic 
books. You go ahead and write all the articles you 
want oncomic books. 

Charles Williams' Novels of the 
Supematural: These books sound awesome. I'll 
have to do a search on Charles Williams the next 
time I'm at the library. 

The Trouble with Utopias: The "Type A" 
society sounds inconsistent: conflict is 
competition ("the basis of all progress"). 



Visitors and Visited: That Oak Valley 
Plantation photo is a good photo of Rosy. Hey, if 
you ignore perspective, that road looks like a 
Masonic obelisk, like the Washington Monument. 

Extraterrestrials, Part I: After reading 
this article, I tried to use "Democritis" as the 
answer to the question "Who was the first science 
fiction writer to write about worlds outside our 
solar system?" in an SF trivia game. However, the 
answer they were looking for was "E.E. 'Doc' 
Smith." 

"It is amazing how easily this originally 
materialistic theory became religious and 
mystical." The same thing happened in The 
Transformers. Originally, they were sentient 
robots, who didn't have to feel pain and could 
come back from "death" as long as it was possible 
to repair them. Of course, that wasn't good 
enough for subsequent writers, who decided that 
the robots were actually souls inhabiting metal 
shells, who went to another dimension when they 
died, and who are descended from a god. 

"Nikolaus Krebs": There's an episode of 
SCTV called "It's a Wonderful Film," which 
combines It's a Wonderful Life and A Christmas 
Carol. Cast regular Eugene Levy plays the 
Scrooge of the piece, a cynical Hollywood 
producer named Marty Simmons who fires old­
fashioned Christmas movie director Frank Bailey 
and replaces him with Toby Durant (Martin Short), 
who will retool the film into a zany teen sex 
comedy. On the way back to Hollywood, 
Simmons has a car accident, and, while 
unconscious, has a dream in which he visits 
Krebbsville, a town practically owned by a Mr. 
Krebbs. Krebbs is basically Scrooge, and when 
hedies, everyone's glad, and when Simmons 
inevitably sees that he is Krebbs, he changes. In 
one scene in which a publisher buys scandalous 
information about the late Krebbs, a woman who 
worked for Krebbs as a maid for one day says that 
he was not a human being, and that Krebbs was 
the name of the planet he was from. It would be 
nice if the writers of SCTV intended this to be a 
reference to Nikolaus Krebs, but I won't get my 
hopes up. 

Epistles. Robert Kennedy: I agree that 
Episode II wasn't as good as Episode IV and that 
Lucas needs to get someone who can write 
dialogue for Episode III. My friend Ryan, a self­
described "Star Wars sad bastard," even says that 
"George has a tin ear for dialogue." 

C3PO's? 

Joseph Nicholas: Excellent point in the 
last half of paragraph four about corporate ethics. 

M. Lee Rogers: I agree re self-defense. A 
society that punishes victims for defending 
themselves is not only dying, but on its way to 
becoming a fascist police state, since the people 
are being trained to be disempowered. A few 
months ago I had a conversation with a libertarian 
who told me that, technically, the police have no 
legal obligation to protect you. That is, if you 
keep getting phone calls from someone who says 
he's going to come over and rape you, and you 
keep calling the police and asking them to stop it 
from happening, and they decide they don't want 
to be bothered, then when the guy does come over 
and rape you, you can't sue the police for not 
doing their job. And yet, at the same time, gun 
ownership is frowned upon here. Go figure. 

Dale Speirs: "One would think a star­
faring race would minimize the number of types of 
vehicles they use so as to reduce spare-parts 
inventory." Does that mean that, given the "many 
different styles of transport" - "disks, cigars, 
spheres, giant asterisks, you name it" - that we're 
dealing with many different star-faring races? 

Alex Slate: "Either way I don't want these 
people walking the streets again." There's two 
things to consider when punishing a criminal: the 
re-habilitation of the criminal, and restitution for 
the victims. Sensitive Ponytail Guys only see the 
former as being valid, citing trite platitudes such 
as"revenge is useless." I don't agree. If a criminal 
hurts another person, it's not enough just to make 
sure the criminal doesn't do it again; he has to be 
accountable for what he actually, physically did. 
If the criminal was legitimately insane and 
couldn't control 
his actions, 
that'll obvi­
ously change 
how much he 
deserves to be 
punished, but 
that in turn 
depends on how 
sorry he is for 
what he did. 

Joseph 
T. Major: 
"M'Naughten 
sounds like the 
sort of person 
who infests the 59 
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net, being advised on where to buy the best foil for 
his hat." Snide! "It is a sign of the artistic 
bankruptcy of movie producing that movies are 
made based on video games." This isn't 
intrinsically bad. An idea is an idea; some video 
game premises sound like movies. It's just that 
bad movies are made based on video games. 

I had to edit the blue bejasus out of this letter, but 
have sent a huge intriguing glob of what was cul 

to the writer under discussion . With luck, the rest 
of this provocative epistle will appear in his 

genzine. 

John Berry 
4, Chilterns 
S. Hatfield, Herts AZlO 8JU U.K. 

I note your police articles with some 
dismay. I was a police officer for 30 years, but I 
was rarely in controversial situations because I 
conducted myself with aplomb, albeit with 
authority. I have been in hot situations, and most 
police officers abhor them, although the macho 
element is always present. As Will Shakespeare 
so shrewdly put it, "seeking the bubble reputation 
even in the cannon's mouth" - or something like 
that! 

Janine Stinson 
POBox248 
East Lake, MI 49626-0248 

Having never seen a drawing of Professor 
Challenger nor the silent film version of the work, 
I didn't recognize him or the reference to The Lost 
World in Paul McCall's fine rendering for Chall 
1 7's cover. Guess I was too busy watching Boris 
Karloff and Bela Lugosi in those great monster 
movies when I was a kid. 

Interesting and eclectic mix of articles this 
time. Being a writer on both sides of the fence 
(fiction and non), I particularly enjoyed the RA. 
Lafferty and James P. Hogan offerings. 

Greg Benford's piece on cryogenics was 
just simple enough for my math-challenged brain 
to actually grasp, so pass on my thanks to him for 
that. 

Michael Estabrook's narrator in "Kissing" 
might learn a thing or three from Tantric sex 
practices, wherein the man is supposed to be able 
to delay actual ejaculation for hours. At least that's 
what Sting (the British rock singer, not the 
wrestler) claims ... and what fellow rocker Bob 
Geldoff often derides him for claiming. Note that I 
don't advise the poem's author; as readers of 

fiction should already know, the poet is not always 
the narrator of his or her poems. Readers often and 
easily assume the first-person narrator is the 
writer. 

Thanks to Mike Resnick for writing his 
article on horse racing; I now know a great deal 
more about it than I did before reading that piece. 
I'll feel a bit more educated when watching the 
Triple Crown races this year. 

When I wrote in my last LoC that I didn't 
intend to comment further on other people's 
negative encounters with law enforcement 
personnel, you replied, " ... please do comment on 
this matter. Your perspective is too important to 
miss or to be ignored." Apparently you think so, 
but you may be one of the few amongst Chall's 
audience who does. I don't particularly care to get 
verbally whacked on this topic any longer. Those 
who have had negative experiences with cops ( or 
no experiences at all) are, for the most part, going 
to continue to hate cops no matter what I say, so 
why should I waste my time trying to convince 
them otherwise? The only convincing that might 
work on those folks is if their asses get pulled from 
a fire by a cop - and even then, at least one of 
them will bitch about the roughness with which 
the cop performed the task. I am sick unto death of 
this attitude, because - and I'm repeating myself 
here, though some may have selectively forgotten 
the first mention - people with this attitude whom 
I've encountered are narrow-minded, bigoted 
individuals who preach equality and generosity but 
believe their perspective on cops is the only right 
one, and therein make themselves hypocrites to 
boot. 

For the last time, people: There are lots of 
good cops, and there are some bad cops. Equally, 
there are lots of good people, and there are some 
bad people. If you can't accept that, that's your 
problem. 

And just in case anyone suspects sour 
grapes forming, I don't believe being a cop killed 
my husband. I believe Vietnam killed my husband. 
But I'm not ready to expand on that statement yet, 
so don't ask. 

Whenever you 're ready. Please. 
How convenient for Joseph Nicholas to be 

able to sit in his London-area abode and criticize 
U.S. politics, as if British and other European 
politics are so perfect. I suppose he was really born 
and raised in the U.S., and served in an elected 
representative position for at least four years, as 
well as being a judge, an attorney, a police chief 



and a city mayor. No? Well, my goodness, that 
means your opinion is based on zero experience of 
living in the U.S.! 

I found M. Lee Rogers' comment to Judith 
Hanna about how she could deal with violent 
crime in her area rather timely, given that a 
videogame manufacturer has just debuted a new 
game wherein the British underworld is showcased 
(and, according to the TV ads, apparently 
glorified). The Romans found out what anarchy 
feels like, to their permanent detriment. Even wolf 
packs have laws. Be careful what you wish for. 

Rogers' interest in my comments to 
Rodney Leighton re: cops and control will have to 
remain unfulfilled. 

Re: your comment, Guy, to Lloyd 
Penney's LoC, in which you mention Americans 
might be pained these days "about being despised 
by the rest of the world - as we might well be." 
We might, indeed, but we aren't alone, and that 
should be mentioned as well. Despicability 
abounds in the modern world. But then, in 
Elizabeth I's time, the English hated the Spaniards, 
and the French despised the English (in their 
twisted, "let's woo the Queen into bed and out of 
her throne" way), and the Irish were disgusted 
with the lot of them (most of the time, anyway). 
"Plus la change, plus la meme chose." 

Trinlay Khadro 
P.O. Box 240934 
Brown Deer WI 53224 
trin63@dias.net 

Binker Hughes: I've really enjoyed the 
Charles Williams article and hope to come across 
some of his books. You do know that the 
interpretation of a Tarot card can rely in part on its 
position and whether it's "right side up" or "upside 
down." 

Jack Calvert: To focus the pinhole 
properly, a thin substance is best and the pinhole 
should have nice smooth edges. At UWM in 
Milwaukee one of the Art Department's slide 
rooms has been turned into a camera obscura. It's 
way cool - the view of the commons fills the 
room. 

I loved Richard Dengrove's ET article ... 
Gregory Benford: Why is this culture 

afraid of a natural death? Cryogenics hasn't 
impressed me as worth the bother. Given the 
choice between leaving college tuition or a trust 
fund for a grandkid or turning myself into a 

"corpsicle" I'm going for giving the money to the 
kid. 

I don't think most of us could handle the 
culture shock of awakening to the world 100 years 
from now ... or even 50 years from now. What 
then of the realization that "everyone" you knew is 
gone ... On the business end: what's the payoff for 
defrosting the patrons? It's not like after 50-100 
years they'll have "marketable skills" - they need 
long term medical care and counseling ... 

About 2 or 3 years ago a major storm 
knocked out phone and electrical service to the 
town of St. Frances. Parts of the town were 
without services for over a month. Of course they 
got billed just fine. 

Guy: Thank you for the police stories -
they shook me 
up much 
better IMHO 
than facing any 
of it first hand. 

E. B.: 
On the other 
hand, the sad 
state of Stephen 
Hawking's 
health does not 
rule out a just 
and loving God. 
Being merely 
human, we can't 
perceive 
everything, or 
e v e n a 
reasonable 
fraction, of what 
the deity would perceive. Would the findings of a 
hale and hearty Dr. Hawking lead humanity down 
some terrible path? How would we know? Is 
humanity even ready for what he has given us? 
Would a healthy Stephen Hawking spend his 
energies on some other passion? 

On the other tentacle ... once upon a time I 
was instructed to try looking at life's rough spots, 
illnesses and other troubles as though they were 
"using up negative karma" and a good opportunity 
to devote myself to the things that really matter. 

M. Lee Rogers: Maybe this civilization 
is not so much "adrift" as going through a 
transition. Maybe it's not so different than 100 
years ago . . . or not so different from the "print 
revolution" or the "industrial revolution." It seems 
that every generation hits a certain age and 61 
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everything looks like it's falling apart. I think 
there is a quote from Plato wherein he decries, 
essentially, that "Kids these days have no respect 
for their elders" and comes close to sounding like 
"Whippersnapper, when I was your age we jumped 
to our feet when our elders came into the room ... 
We only spoke when spoken to . . . we walked to 
school every day, uphill, in the snow, both ways ... 
and we listened to decent uplifting music and none 
of this 'Baby Baby' rock'n'roll nonsense ... " 

"Bye Bye Birdie" was read aloud to a 
local friend who is a Nawlins native. She loved it. 

Charlie Williams 
1200 Woodcrest 
Knoxville TN 37918 

I get a kick out of the occasional "my 
favorite" list you've been running lately, 
especially your own top comix. I've got to cite two 
of my own. 

In 1963 I was eleven. A bicycle trip to 
McConkey's Drug Store was a weekly adventure, 
where for 12 cents I'd pick up the latest Flash or 
Green Lantern. Then one day I saw something 
different on the old spinner rack - Fantastic Four 
#6, "Captives of the Deadly Duo". I'd never seen a 
Marvel Comic before, only the monster mags like 
Tales of Suspense and Journey into Mystery, 
mostly lame Twilight Zone stuff. But this was a 
superhero book! 

The art was so unlike the uncredited teams 
at DC, where Infantino's angular planes and Gil 
Kane's solid figures gave a stability and 
predictability to every story, where bright primary 
colors clearly identified characters and settings. 
Here the figures showed robust energy, yet 
tempered by an archaic look, as if they were a 
throwback to the 1940s Golden Age. I'd just met 
my muse, Jack Kirby. Suddenly I saw that it was 
okay to fudge anatomy for the sake of gesture and 
design, that broad exaggeration could 
communicate the character far better than precise, 
mechanical rendering. At that moment I became a 
cartoonist, not just a kid playing with pencil and 
paper. 

Then it was 1970, and I was eighteen, and 
there came another epiphany. I stopped in a head 
shoppe on the university strip to pick up a pack of 
rolling papers and came upon another wire spinner 
rack. There I found Zap Comics # 1, and Robert 
Crumb. There was a refreshing crudeness, an 
unfinished feel to every panel, and yet there did 
not seem to be a wasted line. There was a 1930's 

feel to the goofy, bigfoot characters, but an 
audacious sensuality, a joyous vulgarity that I 
found liberating. Crumb's smartass genius 
revealed an underground world of artists whose 
political and cultural views neatly dovetailed with 
my own. I'd found my tribe. 

So, today, if people look at my silly 
cartoons here and there, it's Jack Kirby and Robert 
Crumb I'm channeling, thanks to two cheap 
publications that cost a total of sixty-two cents, 
plus tax. 

Artists this section: Wm. Rotsler, Brad Foster, 
Alexis Gilliland, Trinlay Khadro, Sheryl Birkhead, 
Terry Jeeves, Joe Mayhew. 

HFW AD: Randy Byers, Paul di Fillipo, Mike 
Friedrich, E.B. Frohvet, Inge Glass, John Hertz, 
Brant Kresovich, Rodney Leighton (no, The Zine 
Dump is not purely electronic; print copies are 
distributed to those who need or want'em), Tim 
Marion, Rose Mitchell, Julie Schwartz. 

eott"GamzrnoliU) 
to this issue of Challenger include ... 
Greg Benford & Mike Resnick.c/o Challenger; 
Sheryl Birkhead, Brad Foster, Alexis Gilliland, 
Terry Jeeves, Trinlay Khadro, Charlie Williams, 
addresses in lettercol ... plus 

Kurt Erichsen 
2539 Scottwood Avenue 
Toledo OH 43610-1358 

Mike Estabrook 
4 Valley Road 
Acton MA 01720-4226 

E.B. Frohvet 
4 716 Dorsey Hall Drive #506 
Ellicott City MD 21042 

Craig Hilton 
6 McMaster Court 
Toorak, Victoria 3142 Australia 

Earl Kemp 
P.O. Box 6642 
Kingman AZ 86402-6642 

Steve Stiles 
8631 Lucerne Rd. 
Randallstown MD 21133 

plus artwork by Bill Rotsler, Ian Gunn, Joe 
Mayhew, forever remembered ... and invaluable 
support, assistance, advice and editing from la 
belle and most-beloved Rose-Marie ... 



There's no place like home ... there's no place like home ... there's no place like home ... 

GREENER PASTURES 
I miss Australia. Reminders of our adventure pop up everywhere. A neon map on a bar touts Foster's 
(we never saw a can). Finding Nemo is set, in part, in magical, magnificent Sydney Harbour. On The 
Simpsons Lisa builds a sand castle shaped like the Opera House - and lordy, what an amazing building. 
On another episode, Bart calls Australia to find out if their toilets spiral "backwards" when flushed, and 
nearly starts a war. That was Parliament House where they wanted to give him The Boot. By the way, 
Aussie toilets are different- two buttons, one to dump half the tank, the other for the full load- but don't 
seem to spiral at all. And that's plenty of information on that topic, I'm sure. 

We keep watching Aussie movies -Rabbit-Proof Fence, Heat Wave, Muriel's Wedding, Sirens -
smiling over places we've been, lan1enting sites we missed. I wish I'd brought a tape recorder, because 
there are Australian sounds I miss: the soft rat-a-tat-tat of the walkway signals, believe it or not -the 
piercing tink of the bell birds in the Blue Mountains - the coo-la-loo of the unknown bird outside of our 
window at Cathy Cupitt's house - even the "Row-row-row!"anthem from the footy game! Granted, there 
are some differences in Australian life that work to America's benefit. Few people there have a dryer or a 
microwave, and television is downright shoddy. (My favorite program was a kid's show called 
Bambaloo, but that was because the hostess was cute. Every Ozzie gull is cute! See the pages closing 
this issue.) But overall, America seems to reek of meanness and fear. I hate - I really hate - to think on 
what the difference was. All I can say is that the ills of American society never seemed more evident than 
now. 

The grass may 
always be 
greener on the 
other side of the 
ocean, but 
contrasting one 
Pacific shore and 
the other, the 
comparison 
almost seems 
ludicrous - a 
garden vs. a 
desert; clean 
cities vs. slums; 
friendly, funny 
people vs. 
paranoid, 
aggressive ones. 
I'm fond of 
aphorisms, and 
here's one I 
came up with 
during our 
journey: there 
are a million 
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reasons for an Australian to visit America, but not one for him to move here. 

Rose-Marie and I kept globalpolitics to a minimum during DUFF. We were well aware of the frivolous 
fun fannishness of our mission, and we weren't there to proselytize for anything except good will between 
American and Australian fandoms. Nevertheless, American and Australians are free people, and free 
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people talk - and perhaps Americans nowadays have things to 
answer for to the other free peoples of the world. 

My most political talks in Australia were with Craig Hilton in 
Melbourne, Tony Civelli in Canberra, and Nick Stathapoulos in 
Sydney, intelligent men with thoughtful concerns. Hilton 
expressed worry about the cultural and economic "footprint'' the 
U.S. leaves wherever it walks; our nation's friends have had such 
questions since the War of 1812. Tony asked about something 
which had been on his mind as the Iraqi invasion went on: the 
American character. What does the Iraqi War say about us,? 
Awesome short-term competence, surely-we went through 
Saddam's formal resistance like it was made of paper. But also, it 
shows our eternal shortsightedness, our brutal concept of national 
strength, our slack-jawed gullibility, our talent for endless 
rationalization, our overwhelming arrogance. 9-11 showed us at 
our best. The Iraqi War - our revenge - shows us at our worst. 

Nick mentioned film of the war we, in America, have been kept 
from seeing- terrified G.I.s, roadblock massacres, bloody 
mistakes. Our soldiers are fine young men and women - they 
could be my siblings - my children. I will never forgive this 
administration for dumping them into this horror, subjected to 

snipers and suicide bombers and nightmares we homebodies can never imagine. Our soldiers have 
endured a lot of suffering and given forth a lot of suffering bringing democracy and Halliburton to Iraq. 
Most pain has been to Iraqi civilians. Remember the ditch at My Lai? It runs through Baghdad, too. 
What about that ditch? 

Surely we're not like this. Surely America is about loving and supporting one's family, about taking on 
worthy tasks and performing them well, about seeking justice and equality, and maintaining respect for 
human rights. Surely we're not about confusing justice with conquest, and reassuring ourselves with 
comfortable lies; surely - please Christ - we're not a country where what matters is what you can buy 
and who you can hurt. 

I know America is not like that, at heart. When we got off the transPacific plane at LAX, and were 
greeted by smiling photos ofW and Dick Cheney, the atmosphere was downright oppressive. But then, 
after we were through customs, my cousin Roger and his wife Sue met us, and took us to their home, in 
the high desert above Los Angeles. For our one day in California, they had arranged a party at their 
house in the high desert above Los Angeles. Only three of my grandparents' grandchildren weren't there 
-my brother, in New York, my cousin Doose, in Florida, and one ofmy male cousins who is angry at the 
family and stayed home. Everyone else showed up, to laugh at my chubbiness, to meet Rosy, to hear first 
hand about Australia, and to remind me that however ugly and idiotic this turf of ours can act sometimes, 
America is still Home. When I mentioned how lucky my generation was to have the folks who came 
before it, and my uncle grasped my hand, I knew that Home was still and forever the place I belonged. 

And so Home again, to New Orleans, where John Guidry picked us up and drove us home, and we 
64 resumed our An1erican lives. My seven hours in jail ten days later? A far less attractive story. 



You know, in some ways I'm having far too interesting a year. 

THE CLINK 
GHLJII 

In May 1993 - close to the time when I founded Challenger - I received a speeding ticket in Gretna, 
Louisiana. I don't remember it. I remember being stopped by a female cop because of an expired license 
plate, in Gretna; I worked there at the time as a public defender and that might have been 1993. I also 
remember going to a window inside the Gretna City Hall for something at about the same time - but it 
could have been 1992, or 1994, or anytime. I don't remember what it was all about. 

I do remember having my license renewed, many times, in the decade since 5-11-93; I remember 
buying cars, getting license plates, even being grilled by hostile cops outside of a client's house - they 
thought I was buying drugs. On each occasion my name and number were run through police computers. 
On each occasion they came back clean. 

So why didn't they come back clean on May 14, 2003? 

May 14th is a pivotal date to my family: my brother was married on it in 1982; my father died on it in 
1988. I had neither of these anniversaries in mind as I turned onto the street where Rosy and I live at a 
few minutes past 5 on May 14, 2003. 

The car I was driving was a wine-red 1986 Nissan ZX, and it was no prize ... in fact, it was 
barely moving. My last auto had been smashed in the car wreck described last issue. Its value had been 
so puny that the insurance check could only cover such as this, purchased from a somewhat seedy lot. 
The mechanic boyfriend of a friend of a friend had 
given it a positive bill of health, but it had overheated 
and popped belts and by May 14th had cost me almost as 
much in repairs as it had cost to drive home. More to 
the point, while we were in Oz the temporary tag had 
expired, and being dissatisfied with the thing, I was in 
no hurry to purchase a license plate. This irritation 
caused me to do a very stupid thing. 

When Rose-Marie and I inspected the smashed 
remnants of my old Ford Festiva, I brought home its 
license plate. Rather than be ticketed for an expired 
temporary tag, I stuck this plate in the rear window, and 
for one or two days, drove it like that. I confess: I knew 
this was illegal. But I was so sick of the car and so 
pooped from Australia that frankly, I didn't give a rat's 
patootie. Until May 14th

, 2003, just after 5PM, when I 
learned the error of my ways. 

That evening, as I came home, I noticed no 
police, only a panel truck in front of my house, blocking 
most of the street. I parked across from it and it was 
only as I was hefting my briefcase and dry cleaning that 
I noticed the black & white squeezing between us. It 
made it through; I got out of the car; I was halfway 
across the street when the officer's call stopped me in 
my tracks. Uh-oh. 

If you've ever been in such a position you know 
the feeling: embarrassed doom. Okay, I sighed to 65 
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myself. Take the ticket. Indeed the young cop - close-cropped blond hair - seemed the slightest bit 
apologetic as he asked for my license, insurance card and registration. I had everything but without a 
good plate there is no good registration. Ticket time. 

The police car pulled up, facing the wrong way on our one-way street. The second cop got out. 
The role of this burly lout in our little drama became quickly evident; he was the "bad cop" providing the 
impetus for me to tell all. Sheepishly - and rather foolishly - I admitted to substituting the old plate for 
the expired tag. This was the one thing I did all day that I now regret. When dealing with the law, a 
citizen should keep his mouth shut and let the facts speak for themselves. But like 99% of the rest of 
humanity in confrontation with authority, I was moved to babble - to try to explain. I pled lack of time 
and going to Australia and and and ... and the big cop strode redfaced back to his car. I saw him clicking 
keys on their computer. 

The smaller guy leaned in the window and conferred. In a moment he returned to me. "Sir, I'm 
afraid you have a warrant." 

My heart fell away. A warrant? For my arrest? The cop looked the slightest bit sheepish. "Yes sir. A 
traffic warrant from 1993, in Gretna," he said, naming the small city across the river where I'd worked in 
1993. "Have you ever been arrested before?" 

I got on the cell phone to Rosy. "I need you out here now!" She was by my side in moments. I 
gave the cool but concerned lady my laundry, my briefcase, my wedding ring and watch, my wallet and 
my figa. I kept only my driver's license. I called my boss in St. John, David Richter, and Dennis 
Dolbear, who practices in Orleans, and yelped for help. Both promised quick assistance. "Say nothing!" 
Richter ordered- always the best idea in gulp custody. That said, I gave Rosy my cell phone, and all my 
change. No vending machines in ... did I dare even think the word? Jail. 

How did I feel in these doomed moments? I'm not certain. Neither frightened nor angry - just calm. 
Maybe I'm giving myself too much credit. But maybe I saw there was no way out of the situation. What 
could I do? Make a mad dash for City Park? Hide behind Rosy? What I could do was lean on the hood 
of that damned Nissan, in the sight of God and gawping neighbors, and submit to a quick frisk. I asked 
the cops for two favors. First, not to be handcuffed. Second, to use the bathroom. Sure, said the shorter 
cop. Sorry, said the big one. Bladder full but hands free, I took my seat in the back seat of the patrol car. 

It was crowded, no leg room, and hot. There was a plastic shield between the front seat and the 
back and after we roared off, the air conditioner took a while to work around it. We swooped through 
city streets towards Central Lock-up. Big Cop wondered why I said it was a familiar place, then 
reminded himself oh yeah, I was a lawyer. The car pulled into the CLU driveway and I was escorted in. I 
entered a huge, noisy room, and the universe of process. 

I was stood by the metal door with another miscreant. Some guy wondered why I was smiling. Not 
exactly a smile, officer, I would have said. First, I wanted it known that I'd make no trouble. Second, 
seeing Booking from this side of things was something of a hoot. The huge central area was filled with 
high desks and ersatz easy chairs, pliant plastic jobs I recognized; they used to be in the waiting room 
outside, where I'd met many a client. Windowed rooms - cells - lined one wall of white cinderblock, 
desks another. It was noisy, and busy, and it would get noisier, and busier. "Face the glass," I was told, 
"and spread'em." 

I faced the glass and spreaded'em. A large white cop wearing rubber gloves patted me down and 
went through my pockets, confiscating the one item besides my driver's license I'd brought with me, a 
cheap pen. 

"Take off your shoes. Hold them by their toes. Slap the soles together." From my tennies they 
got nothing but lint. 

The no-nonsense officer gave me back my license. Could I use the bathroom? Not yet. He sent 
me into an adjacent area, very like a hospital waiting room, to be photographed and get my "white sheet." 
I sat on a bench built into the wall, while the personnel bantered. Working folks, going about their day. 



A bald cop called me to stand in front of a board lined with height markings. I flashed on 
Lineup. He had me doff my glasses and took a polaroid photo. I'll bet my expression was telling. He 
snapped a band of orange elastic around my wrist and I sat again. I wanted this part to be over. I had two 
lawyers pulling strings to get me free. But none of their string-pulling could get me released until all the 
paperwork was finished. 

Finally I was handed my white sheet and got the answer I needed about the bathroom. It had no 
lock, of course, which made doing my bizness perilous. Still, I decided not to hold back - I might not get 
a chance later. In this place, I was out of the life where I could go to the crapper whenever my body 
commanded. 

A bit lighter on my feet, I went back to the bald cop. "In here," he ordered. A cell. 
It was a small concrete room with another built-in bench. It had a drain in the floor. The metal 

door swung heavily on its hinges, and closed. The bald cop locked it; I could not leave. Although the 
door had a big window and the room was cool, claustrophobia grew. When I've interviewed prisoners in 
such rooms, I've hated being locked in. I fought the feeling. I told myself, Relax- it's all you can do. 

Strangely, the panic faded when three black kids, also wearing orange wristbands, were led in. 
Their life gave the room size, and their predicaments gave me identity - again, I could be a lawyer, talk to 
these frightened (two) and angry (one) boys, and try to calm them down. Their attitudes differed in a way 
that became familiar - one kid quiet, resigned, another mildly disgusted, the last depressed, angry, 
shouting like a fool to the unresponsive glass. 

Soon the door was opened. "Take your sheets down to medical," we were told. We walked to 
the appropriate desk and, one by one, were ushered to the medical staff. Was I on any meds? High blood 
pressure, thyroid, an antibiotic for a bug bite I picked up a billion millennia ago, in Australia. The doctor, 
or tech, or whatever he was, was on such distracted autopilot that he asked me if I had sickle-cell anemia. 
Underscoring the most obvious fact about Booking - the room, its cops, its workers, its "processees," 
were ninety percent black. 

Medical was adjacent to a bank of phones, and I grabbed the chance. Collect calls only. To my 
dismay, there was a block on my home line. When did that happen? I tried other numbers, and finally 
called Justin and Annie Winston - and praise him, Justin took the call. I asked him to pass along my 
relative well-being to Rose-Marie and to get a progress report out of Dolbear. 

I sat with my cellies in the "easy chairs" until gestured against a wall. Other orange-banded 
males joined us. Then we were sent, en masse, into a large cell - the tank. 

We were about thirty, all black but three: me, a bearded guy in worn work clothes, and a teenager 
in a bandanna and loose, low-slung jeans. I dubbed him "Eminem." I was the oldest there, except maybe 
for the beard and a neatly-dressed black gent, who sat calmly against the wall, his arms folded. Why was 
he here? I wondered ... but didn't ask. Don't approach, don't ask, say nothing, be - as my poor mother 
used to say when afraid we'd embarrass her- quiet and inconspicuous. No one was threatening- they 
ignored me - but some of those guys were indeed stupid. One angry goof kept banging his fist against 
the glass and shouting until he was hauled out and away. Another kid begged a guard for a roll of toilet 
paper - then showed off the second roll he had under his shirt. What would he do with it? 

And then there was Eminem, who not only took the cake for sheer moronic nerve, but the whole 
bakery. I'd found a seat near the door, or more truthfully, the crack beneath it. I didn't feel 
claustrophobic or scared, but a terrible concept had flashed on my mind and I wanted to be near open air. 
Fire. For Eminem and a black kid had cloistered themselves above the toilet in the corner and were 
smoking a joint. 

The twerp had smuggled a bag of grass and a lighter into jail, stuffed up his ass. Is there any limit 
to the stupidity of druggies? The sharp reek of burning hemp filled the room. Other guys raised a howl, 
and even I joined in. "Watch yourself, son!" I shouted. "That's afelonyf' (It is, too: La. R.S. 14:402 
(A): "No person shall introduce contraband into or upon the grounds of any state correctional institution." 
Possible sentence: five years.) 
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Eminem laughed. "Don't be scared!" He showed me a photo he had crumpled up in his pocket. 
Cute little black girl. "Want to see her sooner or later?" I asked - and then the door whupped open and 
guards poured in. I knew that smell carried. They trundled Eminem and the other smoker out. 

I'd had enough. I leaned over to the cop who had frisked me and told him look, I am a lawyer. 
Let me talk to your rank. He glanced me up and down and said, "Hold on a minute." Within a few the 
door opened again and I was gestured over to the sergeant's desk. 

Some of the cops at Booking were surly and thuggish - understandable, considering their 
clientele. Thank God, this guy was not. He saw that my crime against humanity was a ten-year-old 
traffic ticket, and although I'd left my Bar card in my wallet-home with Rosy, a galaxy or two away- I 
was obviously who and what I said I was. This hero, a black guy named Penn, asked why I hadn't gotten 
a judge to parole me. I told him it was in the works. Hearing that, he allowed me to stay outside. 

I took the time to use the toilet again (because you never know) and collect-called the Winstons 
again. Annie answered. 

My dear redheaded buddy was obviously flustered by the situation and as we talked, I had to keep 
calling her back on track. But she got across that Rosy was reporting progress on the Richter side of 
things - the Gretna ticket - but Dolbear was now nowhere to be found. I asked her to tell Rosy that I 
continued okay, but was getting antsy, and had a seat. 

Soon my name was called and I followed the call to be fingerprinted - for the first time in my 
life. I pressed my fingers onto an inky pad and pushed their mark onto the appropriate card. The ink felt 
gritty and didn't wipe off completely. I felt a touch of fear. hunates were being taken upstairs to the 
dorms after being fingerprinted, and I didn't want to go to the dorms. Horrors I could only guess at 
waited there. Penn signaled to the nasty cop in charge to let me stay where I was, but still, whenever he 
led a group out of the room, I hurried to Penn's desk. 

I sat in the pliant plastic chair and watched the sad parade of petty criminality pass by. They 
came and went in noisy waves, quick tidal flows of beaten humanity, into the tanks, into the chairs, up the 
stairs and away. I saw only one face I sort of recognized, a scrawny redhead, perhaps a client from my 
drug court days. I didn't speak to her, nor to the hooker who seemed to have jelly in her pants, nor to any 
of the poor sick slobs who were, for the moment, my peers on this planet. I sat and I watched and I 
waited, calling Annie every interminable hour or so for progress reports. Every so often a shout would 
bellow from the front - "FEMALE SEARCH!" Every so often an angry kid would blow up, and there 
would be a flurry of trouble, and then relative quiet. 

Penn was helpful. He called me "Guy." He told me the Orleans parole had come through- bless 
Dennis - and they were just waiting on Jefferson. This was a confusion: Annie had reported that Rosy 
had reported that Richter had reported that Gretna had given me a new court date, and dropped the 
attachment that had caused my arrest. There was no reason left for me to be there. But I had to sit and 
wait and sit and wait and sit and wait for the paperwork to go through. Sit. Call. Wait. 

While I sat and waited another white guy sat and waited - and suffered - in a nearby chair. 
About 35, in shorts and a tee, he too had been nailed on an ancient traffic ticket- while applying for a 
liquor license - but he was in far worse straits than me. A diabetic, he had missed his shot, had told 
medical about it, but was ignored ... and none of us had been fed. He was beginning to get sick. 

I tackled Penn when he walked past and told him about it. A medicine for my increasing anxiety: 
someone else to worry about. 

Wait, and wait. I called Annie for the umpteenth time. It was after 11 by now. Rosy, she said, 
had been on the phone again to David, and felt so confident in my imminent release that she had asked 
John Guidry to drive her to the jail to pick me up. I wished I felt so confident. Wait. Wait. 

And then, suddenly, Penn called me to the wall to stand in a short line. "Good news?" He 
nodded. I was glad to see the diabetic guy brought over to join me. From behind the window to the 
female tank a dusty 'ho smiled and winked. I smiled back. It was time to smile. 

Or almost. We had two more rooms to pass through, to sign papers and recover our property - if I'd 
6 8 wanted to, I could have recovered my pen. The guy with diabetes was having a hellacious time by now, 



slumping to the floor, barely able to perambulate or talk. They told us to keep quiet but I had to speak up 
at the last stage, when a bitchy clerk went off at him for not responding when she barked a question. That 
took nerve; if I pissed her off, she might hold up my release. (An angry black kid - quite a few of them in 
Booking - sneered that I'd never help a black man who had diabetes. I asked him to show me one, and 
see.) But Penn intervened, and got the guy out of there - down a last long highway past one last guard 
out one last door. After signing papers for the harridan clerk, and having the orange band snipped off my 
wrist, I followed. 

One last c01Tidor, one last guard to glance at the release paper, and then the last door was before 
us. l held up at it - by now I was used to waiting for permission to move. But the angry black punk 
pushed past and burst through, and before the door could close I saw Rosy and John looking up at me 
from the waiting room pews, and I was through it and once again a free man. 

From Rosy's embrace I looked around for the diabetic, but Penn, behind the counter, told me he'd been 
met by a lady v.ith an insulin shot, and was already on his way to the hospital. Outside, we saw them 
hurrying away. I gave the girl my name, as a witness, just in case, but since then we've heard nothing, so 
he must have been all right. 

J was certainly all right. Racked by sheer joy, I walked with my wife and friend to John's car, as 
Rosy called Richter on her cell to advise him of my release. It turned out that David had enlisted his wife, 
a Jefferson Parish detective, to track down my ticket and get the attachment lifted. The problem had been 
with getting the idiots at Orleans lockup to listen - one of their witless minions had even hung up the 
phone on the lady. At the jail, Rosy had pestered the desk clerk to find the proper papers, which had 
already been on hand for two hours. Penn - who had said "Oh yeah! He's my lawyer guy!" when Rosy 
had asked about me - had been an exception: sullen stupidity still ruled at the jail. 

But it no longer ruled me. John drove us home and Rosy fed me a slice ofre-heated pizza, the 
most delicious meal I'd ever had. Her radiant face was the most beautiful sight in life. In its light 1 
contemplated the lessons of the day. 

I'd learned that chaos can erupt anytime, anywhere, on anyone. I'd deserved my traffic tickets; 
getting nailed for the license plate was only just. The ten-year-old attachment was nonsense, but it only 
proved that forgotten sins, perhaps long taken care of, can still surface and capsize you. Nothing you can 
do but take care of your business, and when bad stuff happens, handle it. (I hand.led my problem by 
whining my way out of three of the four Orleans charges: professional courtesy from the D.A. The 
Gretna ticket is still pending.) 

Also, with chagrin, I noted how easily I had accepted being controlled. The feeling of 
helplessness in custody was gone by the time we were out of the jailhouse door - but it was real: the idea 
that obedience to authority, even unto imprisonment, was the natural state of man. It took being free to 
return to me the fundamental American faith, that authority is an aberration, to be applied and accepted 
only with caution, for the natural state of man is freedom. That thought was a conscious decision - a 
choice - a faith. It's the only choice a defense lav.yer and an American can allow himself to make. The 
authori(v o_f the state must be applied only when it is backed up by proo_f' AH of us - us, now - who have 
been under its heel deserve no less. 

Lastly, a very personal lesson. Before this night I'd taken love and friendship too much for 
granted. Rosy, my belle Rose-Marie, never stopped fighting for me. My boss, David Richter, and his 
wife never stopped fighting for me. Dennis Dolbear fought for me. Annie and Justin Winston served as a 
lifeline for me. John Guidry brought my beloved lady to me. I can never adequately thank these people; 
I can only try to emulate them. and be as good a friend to them as they were to me. 

And I'd also taken freedom and sanity too much for granted. Chaos is. But it is not the only 
thing that is. Friendship is. Freedom is. Friendship is nice. Freedom is nice. 
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They were everyplace - the prettiest gttHs girls in the world. So what 
if some were born in England or America? Being in Oz brought 
them all a special magic, and Challenger salutes them ... all. 



---------

Yes, they were everyplace on our 
DUFF trip - showing us the sights 
at Tidbinbilla, asleep on a bench by 
the Sydney Opera House, acting 
devilish at Swancon in Perth ... you 
Aussie boys don't know how good 
you got it! 
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They were at club meetings, and 
dinners, and standing in line queue 
at footy games ... friends from 
fanzines, or visits, or never met at 
all ... 



Be they fans, be they pros, 
they make the world 
a place we should all want to be. 





T'was ever thus, too, as Norman 
Lindsay could teH you, as this 
lucky lad on the Rottnest ferry 
could tell you, as the other fans at 
the footv game could tell vou ... ., '-- ., 
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This small adoration of Ozzie Gulls includes, clockwise: (p. l) Sue the cabbie, Ruth & 
Rachel Hunter, Marilyn Pride; (p. 2) Emmy McLeay ofMSFC, Paula McGrath, Julia 
Hilton, pretty girl on the Sydney quay; (p. 3) Pat Gibbs at TidbinbiHa, unknovvn napster at 
the Sydney Opera House, a devilish lady at Swancon; (p. 4) .Lucy Sussex, Coreynn with 
Craig Stephenson, a remarkable conventioneer; (p. 5) Cathy Cupitt, Sue Batho, Donna 
Hanson (with Tony Civello), a lady in red; (p. 6) a statue by Norman Lindsay at his Blue 
Mountains home, a lady on the ferry to Rottnest Island, another after the footy game, and 
below, me and my favorite girl, at the wishing tree in Sydney, in Oz, in Oz, in Oz. 


