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The last time I was in my hometown I walked the two miles to
the library and climbed the steps to sit where I used to wait for my
mother on her beauty shop days. On the way back I looked over at
the jeans factory where I had last worked before I married Joe. There
was no activity to be seen and the locked fence barred the pavement
I and the other workers had walked up. Weeds were busily invading
the pavement. I looked around a couple of minutes and then left,
rather than spend more time looking at something no longer there.

On one of my walks I encountered the mother of my best friend,
now lost to breast cancer.  We spoke for a few minutes, but there was
too much for either of us really to enjoy the encounter, I think. I felt
the weight of being alive while her daughter is dead. 

Mildred told me my cousin Stan sold Grandaddy’s farm. That
news brought a deep pang. So many memories tied up in that
particular piece of land, so  many hours walking it with Grandaddy.
For all the memories tied up in it, though, I would not have taken on
the expense of maintaining that land. So I understand too why Stan
would get tired of maintaining it. If we should ever win the lottery,
perhaps I might look into buying the farm back.

— Lisa
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Aussiecon IV , the 68th World Science Fiction Convention,
will be September 3-6, 2010 at the Melbourne Convention and
Exhibition Centre in South Gate Arts and Leisure Precinct,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia.

http://www.aussiecon4.org.au

The 85th Running of the Hambletonian (1st leg of theTrotting
Triple Crown) was August 7, 2010 at Meadowlands Racetrack
in East Rutherford, New Jersey.  Muscle Massive won.
The 56th Running of the Yonkers Trot (2nd leg of the Trotting
Triple Crown) is August 28, 2010 at Yonkers Raceway in
Yonkers, New York.
The 118th Running of the Kentucky Futurity (3rd leg of the
Trotting Triple Crown) is October 2, 2010 at the Red Mile in
Lexington, Kentucky.

Printed on August 19, 2010
Deadline is October 1, 2010

Reviewer’s Notes

I’ve cited below Bob Sabella’s strictures on modern-day vampire
thrillers.  We need something to call them.  Now the concept itself isn’t
bad: “M. L. N. Hanover” (who, surprise, surprise, turned out to be a
man) wrote some decent ones.  So often, though, it’s the tough woman
in tight leather in a society which hasn’t been affected by the
proliferation of vampires, werewolves, and so on.

Even more enervating is the spreading concept that these beings are
just other types of normal people, only with different shapes.  Like the
one I saw about the love between the angel and the mermaid.  Nothing
about the supernatural nature of angels, of course, and nothing about the
dilemma of mermaids (in the original version of “The Little Mermaid”,
she didn’t have a soul, and was saved only by saving the Prince for
another).  Admittedly the book did have a nice cover with an
appropriately sexy mermaid and a ruggedly handsome angel.

Romance novels are taking over because they sell well.  This is
turning into the case of the shopping mall that selected stores by their
sales and ended up having nothing but women’s shoe stores.

To all and sundry: have a good time in Australia.  South Gate, I
ween, in 2018.

— Joe
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RANDOM JOTTINGS
by Joe

Hollywood Gang Productions, which
brought Frank Miller’s 300 to the screen, is now
working on a trilogy of the early life of Julius
Caesar, based on Conn Iggulden’s Emperor
trilogy.  You know, the books where Caesar and
Brutus are brothers . . .

The latest meeting of the International
Whaling Commission has failed to limit
Japanese whaling activities.  The official limit
they are permitted to take is 1500, ostensibly for
scientific purposes.  Whale meat and other
products seen on Japanese store shelves seem to
be stretching the bounds of science by a
considerable margin.  Norway and Iceland,
following the tradition of famous explorer and
entrepreneur Carl Anton Larson (“I ask jouse
ven I am heer vy don’t jouse tak dese vales at
jour doors — dems vary big vales and I seen
dem in houndreds and tousands.” [sic]) also tak
dem vales.

The IWC has proclaimed the Antarctic
Ocean south of Australia as a sanctuary, but
Japanese whalers hunt there anyhow, there
being no enforcement or sanctions for this
behavior.  Where are James Iredell Waddell and 
CSS Shenandoah or Ernst-Felix Krüder and HK
Pinguin when you need them?

While looking for other stuff at the library I
found the second edition of Jim Harmon’s book
on radio drama, and noted this interesting
passage of social commentary:

When the series went from a daily
15-minute show to a weekly half hour on
radio, and when it went to TV with an
all-black cast in the fifties, black
characters were presented as judges,
lawyers, policemen, doctors, dentists, for
the first time in broadcasting.  Up to then
in broadcasting, blacks appeared only as
janitors, porters, and cooks.

— Jim Harmon, The Great Radio Heroes
(second edition; 2001), Pages 210-211

Question for the readers: what show is he
talking about?

Non-Contradiction Department: The first
movie in the Atlas Shrugged trilogy has finished
shooting (and presumably will soon enter post-

production).  The people involved are all
newcomers, the first installment had a
production budget of $5,000,000, and the
director says they tried to stay true to the book. 
Why am I thinking about Battlefield Earth?

Time Travellers are strictly cash as they tour
The Wild West on 5 Bits a Day (by Joan
Tapper, Thames & Hudson; 2010; ISBN 978-0-
500-28872-6; $18.95).  This latest in their
assortment of guides to touring the past covers
a place where many of us speak the language,
more or less, but more than in their previous
guides.  The book lists places to go and people
to meet, and also people not to meet, in a
breezy, amusing style.  (At several points
Tapper cites Richard Burton, but didn’t
recommend, much less mention, the express
method he used in other venues for getting
around the world.  Or at least up and down the
river.)

In convention news, Louisville’s con
ConGlomeration will be April 22-24, 2011.

http://www.conglomeration.info/

Stephen Pastis’s “Pearls Before Swine” strip
has improved dramatically from the days of
“Ded Zeeba”. (The crocs have got more
inventive, although still as dumb, at trying to get
the zebras.)   Part of it has been his willingness
to break the fourth wall the other way and have
the characters threaten him.  Particularly after
one of his Feghoots.  (Sunday, August 15, 2010,
on trying to get just the right level of recreation
for a Beatrice Arthur dress-up group: “Too Bea
or not too Bea, that is the quest, Chan.”)

What do you do when you bounce off
something in a book that is just so absurd?  So
here I was reading the immensely well-regarded 
The Hundred Thousand Kingdoms (Book 1, The
Inheritance Trilogy), by N. K. Jemisin (Orbit,
2010, $13.99).  The heiress has been brought
from her remote tribal group to the capital in
order to actually learn something about politics
before she succeeds, so she may have a chance
of surviving.  But then the other side starts an
invasion, and things get so desperate for them
that they actually consider taking men into the
army.  Bwoooing!

Then I decided that perhaps Kevin J.
Anderson was on a roll and started The Map of
All Things: Terra Incognita Book Two (Orbit,
2010, $14.99) sequel to The Edge of the World 
(2009; reviewed in Alexiad V. 8 #4).  Then I got
to the early battle scene.  Two armies are met
(by whom oh never mind).  The wizard
attendant upon the king gives a signal, and in
the other army all the standardbearers, his secret
agents, cut the throats of their officers. 
Bwoooing!

OBITS

 Writer F. Gwynplaine M cIntyre  or
“Froggy” to his friends (the “F.” was for
“Fergus”), died in a bizarre suicide at his
apartment in Brooklyn on June 27, 2010.  I

remember him best for his translation of “The
Wizard-Masters of Peng-Shi Angle”.  (A
Chinese SF magazine had a translation of Fred
Pohl’s “The Wizards of Pung’s Corners”. 
McIntyre translated the story back into English
without reading the original.  Talk about New
Wave!)

MONARCHIST NEWS

This is a summer of matrimony, as Crown
Princess Victoria of Sweden tied the knot with
her personal trainer Daniel Westling in
Stockholm Cathedral on June 19, 2010.  His
Serene Highness Prince Albert of Monaco
announced his engagement to South African
swimming champion Charlene Wittstock.

YOU’RE SO VAIN
by Joe

There was a total eclipse of the sun on July
11, along a track just barely missing Rarotonga
and Tahiti before passing through the
southernmost parts of Chile and Argentina, with
a maximum totality of five minutes twenty
seconds, observed at 19E 42" S., 121E 54".W, at 
sea in the Pacific.  The longest totality observed
on land was on Easter Island (Rapa Nui).

The eclipse was part of Saros 146, which
began on September 19, 1541 and will end on
December 29, 2893.  The next eclipse in this
saros will be a total eclipse on July 22, 2028,
visible in Australia (Northern Territory,
Queensland, and New South Wales) and New
Zealand (South Island).

The previous total eclipse visible on Easter
Island was on March 30, 591 (which, however,
appears to predate human settlement of the
island).   It was part of Saros 87, which began
on February 23, 76 BC(E) and ended on April
13, 1222.  There have been annular eclipses
visible on the island since then.

The next solar eclipse will be a partial
eclipse on January 4, 2011, visible in northern
Africa, the Middle East, most of Europe, and
western Asia, part of Saros 151.  This saros
began on August 8, 1776 and will end on
October 1, 3056.  July 1, 2011 will see the first
eclipse of Saros 156, a partial eclipse visible
north of Dronning Maud Land.  This saros will
end on July 14, 3237.  There will be a total of
four solar eclipses in 2011, all of them partial.

There will not be a total solar eclipse after
this until November 13-14, 2012 (the track
crosses the International Date Line), visible on
land in Australia (Northern Territory and
Queensland).  This eclipse will be part of Saros
133, which began on July 13, 1219 and will end
on September 5, 2499.

http://www.hermit.org/Eclipse

http://www.eclipse.org.uk/

http://eclipse.gsfc.nasa.gov/eclipse.html
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THE ROCKET OF 1952
Commentary by Joseph T Major on

TAKEOFF by Cyril Kornbluth (1952)

Takeoff is not one of Kornbluth’s better
known novels.  Even leaving aside the issues of
his collaborations with Pohl, the works that tend
to be cited are Gunner Cade (1952), which is a
futuristic space-opera, or The Syndic (1953), a
work honored more for its politics.

Instead, Kornbluth wrote on such topics as
were popular then, and for all the praise people
lavished on it at the time, it was forgotten. 
Advertising, for example, which was a great
source of concern among the literati at the time;
why those deceptive advertisements could
encourage people to buy things they didn’t
really need!

There were any number of first-people-in-
the Moon books and such then.  The best-
remembered one is Destination Moon (1950)
produced by George Pal, with its accompanying
work by the originator, “Destination Moon”
(Short Stories Magazine, December 1950;
NHOL G.086), as well as Rocket Ship Galileo
(1947; NHOL G.048) and  “The Man Who Sold
the Moon” (1950; G.079).

In time, these works became more
interesting because of their creation than they
were at the time, because of their proposal.  And
now, of course, we’ve been to the moon already,
so why go back?

The book shows very clearly Kornbluth’s
own experiences.  Not that he was a designer for
a spaceship project, but that for example he
worked for a news service.  And so we see how
the newspapers then would react to such an
endeavor; silliness giving way to manufactured
scandal giving way to mawkish fawning.  The
means of distribution have changed since then,
but all too often they say the same sorts of
things.  These themes recurred in his “The Silly
Season” (F&SF, Fall 1950), “Make Mine Mars”
(SF Adventure, November 1952), and “The
Goodly Creatures” (F&SF, December 1952). 
Things stick an an author’s mind.

The idea of a secret rocket project recurs
under even more grim circumstances in Not This
August (1955).  Given the ending of that book,
this may be the balancing of the issue; the
director’s concern about “an atom bomb base on
the Moon” and seeing it as necessary for
American survival is the other side of the other
book’s scene where the protagonist and the
wandering religious guy kneel and pray for
pacifism.

Or perhaps Kornbluth was there seeing what
he thought would be.  The aftermath of the
course in this book can be seen in “The Altar at
Midnight” (Galaxy, November 1952), with its
guilt-ridden Chief Designer drinking with the
spacemen, noting their own drinking and their
own injuries, thinking of the Atom Bomb base
on the Moon and his complicity in it.

As for the process; space flight turned out to
be more expensive than we thought.  The three
kids and the uncle building a ship in the desert
of Rocket Ship Galileo or the consortium of

businesses in the two versions of Destination
Moon couldn’t swing it.  Thus, the conniving of
the Atomic Energy Commission director in
laundering the development money is a more
realistic approach, though still not that feasible.

The scene at the beginning of the book
where the AEC Director is handling an ordinary
day of business — said ordinary day including
matters ranging from requests for political
favors to dealing with lunatics — highlights the
problem of how management of an enterprise so
often has nothing to do with the goal of the
enterprise.

The point raised in response by the head of
the semi-fictional American Society for Space
Flight (the real-life equivalent would be the then
American Rocket Society, which later became
part of the American Institute of Aeronautics
and Astronautics, the way that in Sir Arthur C.
Clarke’s Prelude to Space (1951, 1953, 1954),
the moon rocket launching organization
Interplanetary is based loosely on the British
Interplanetary Society) is that there are a
number of rocket programs, but no single one
dedicated to any long-term efforts.  In the real
world, some time later, a single organization
was created to do this, but it’s run into any
number of subsequent problems since then.

The protagonist, Michael Novak, a ceramics
engineer, finds himself in a dead-ended job. 
That is to say, someone in management is out to
get him, and he reacts in a way somewhat more
forceful than our modern-day equivalents
Dilbert of the eponymous cartoon and his
associates, or the collection of oddballs in John
Zakour’s Working Daze.  (Saying “co-workers”
somehow seems not quite correct in these
cases.)  This turns out to be a means to steer him
into the employ of the ASFSF (and one can
presume that Kornbluth was getting across a bit
of an in-joke there with the name).

The subsequent problems turn out to be not
so much technical as they are political.  Another
theme that pervades the book is the problem of
security.  The characters refer specifically to the
Rosenbergs.  One of the many complaints that
the AEC Director has is that he has to work with
third-rate scientists because he is not allowed to
hire anyone who has foreign connections.

Thus the initial problem of James Blish’s
They Shall Have Stars [Year 2018] (1956),
where Dr. Corsi complains to Senator Wagoner
that they can’t really do scientific research any
more because it’s become too expensive for
anyone but the government to fund it, and the
government can’t hire any but third-raters. 
Wagoner finds an end-run for this that’s similar,
but his fate wasn’t quite what Director Holland
ends up achieving.

Later on, once the dream was beginning to
become reality of a sort, Kornbluth took a more
sardonic take on the issue.   In “Theory of
Rocketry” (F&SF, July 1958), the security state
has become more trivial and bitter, and the
protagonist, teaching at “Richard M. Nixon
High School”, is denounced by a student who
has learned that he can fake sincerity.

And yet, there is a spy in the ASFSF
organization.  Not a devoted communist, not
someone working on the “I” of Stanislav

Levchenko’s “MICE” explanation of why
people become spies, not Ideology, not Money,
not Compromise, but Ego.  The spy is getting
back at the dull dumb Americans who think they
know everything and can buy anything.  That’s
a point few thought of at the time; the
comparisons with the Rosenbergs, who did
work from Ideology, are a nice point of realism
and auctorial misleading.  (And you’ll note that
Kornbluth seems to have thought they were
guilty.  How that went over with Asimov would
have been interesting.)

For those who like their touch of real-world
irony, consider the career of Colonel Edward N.
Hall.  A quiet junior Air Force officer, handed
vast sums of money and ordered to build
rockets.  He proceeded to do so, creating the
Minuteman ballistic missile, earning the praise
of his superiors but no great public recognition,
except many years later as the brother of his
brother.  Him you may have heard of, the
youngest guy in the Manhattan Project. 
Theodore Alvin Hall, Agent YOUTH [MLAD],
the man who told his case officer, quite
correctly, that he had done far more than the
Rosenbergs in the espionage line.   And Ed Hall
did his work after the FBI had put his kid
brother on the suspect list.   So much for Corsi’s
and Holland’s problems with people with
connections leading to suspicion of espionage.

And if you want Kornbluth’s own take on
the Manhattan Engineering District, there is
“Two Dooms” (Venture Science Fiction July
1958).  Kornbluth was being transferred to the
Pacific to take part in the fighting there when
the war abruptly ended.  Like historian Paul
Fussell, who was in the same category, author
of the essay “Thank God for the Atomic Bomb”. 
That was Kornbluth’s way of saying it.

The final scene, with the engineer, the
sprightly young pilot (her name is, and it’s
morality-play style appropriateness bordering on
heavy-handed mawkishness, “Amelia Earhart
Stuart”, and she’s the daughter of the guy
laundering the AEC funds through his own
company), and the poor sap who is going to
have to stake America’s claim to the moon by
having to live there until he can be relieved, has
a typical Kornbluthian combination of shining
hope and cynical bitter realism.  And yet, the
last line . . .

 A common shyness seemed to hold
them all, as though each was afraid of
opening the big new ledger with a false
or trivial entry.

— Takeoff, Page 218

DAUERHAFTE FREIHEIT
by Joseph T Major

The last Pour le Mériteträger (at least of the
military award), er holder of the Prussian
military order Pour le Mérite, the writer Ernst
Jünger, died in 1998.  Erich Kästner, the last
soldier of the Kaiser, died January 1, 2008.

However, the Imperial Iron Cross First Class 
is still proudly worn.

On 26. Mai 1908, er May 26, 1908, in the
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Kaiserliche Werft in Danzig, the latest addition
to the High Seas Fleet slid down the ways.   She
was commissioned July 10 of the following
year.

However, she was already obsolescent, if
not obsolete, having reciprocating engines
instead of the turbines that subsequent ships of
His Imperial Majesty’s navy, as well as other
navies, used for motive power.  Thus, she was
relegated to the Ostasiengeschwader (East Asia
Squadron), and when war broke out, detached
and sent on a raiding cruise of her own in the
Indian Ocean.

At which she proved far more successful
than the other ships of Graf von Spee’s
command, sinking thirty ships and becoming a
watchword for valor and chivalry on both sides
of the conflict before finally being sunk in the
Battle of Cocos on November 9, 1914.  The
escape of a shore party, sailing a schooner from
Cocos to the Netherlands East Indies and thence
to Turkish Arabia, further enhanced the legend.

And so, as tribute to their gallantry and
success, Kaiser Wilhelm II awarded the Eiserne
Kreuz not only to the men of her crew, but to
their warship the SMS Emden.

As an additional honor for the survivors of
the crew, they were permitted to change their
names by adding “Emden” to them.  One such
memorialist of the ship, a princeling of the
southern relatives of the former Imperial family,
became “Franz Josef Prinz von Hohenzollern-
Emden” and wrote Emden: The Last Cruise of
the Chivalrous Raider (and later joined the Nazi
Party and the SS, but that was another story).

One war ended, another took place.  The
Kaiserliche Werft became the Danziger Werft,
then Danzig became Gdánsk and the shipyard
became Stocznia Gdánska (Gdánsk Shipyard),
the founding site of Solidarity.

A new Emden was built in 1916, only to be
surrendered, scuttled, salvaged, and scrapped. 
When the Weimar Republic began rebuilding its
naval power, the first cruiser built was another
Emden, which made the first round-the-world
voyage for the new Republic’s navy, showing
its flag in foreign ports and proclaiming to the
lands the beginning of a new era in Germany. 
She made three such voyages, along with other
showing-the-flag deployments, visiting New
Orleans in 1930 for example.

Another ship of that name was built for the
Federal Republic, and yet another serves in the
German Navy of today.

On the front of the bridge of the Deutsche
Marine frigate Emden (F-210) is the Iron Cross
as awarded in the German Empire, with the
Imperial Crown and the W for “Wilhelm”, as
was done for her predecessors.  (Not the oak
leaves, as the Federal Republic insisted its
veterans wear on their former medals, or the
banned emblem that had been there when said
medals were awarded by a leadership they
didn’t want to go reminding people about.)  She
was launched at the Nordseewerke in, well,
Emden on December 17, 1980 and
commissioned on October 7, 1983.  She
participated in Operation Enduring Freedom —
back in the Indian Ocean!

SMS Emden DM Emden

Displacement 3364 T 3860 T

Length 118 m 130.5 m

Beam 13.4 m 14.6 m

Draught 5.3 m 6.3 m

Speed 23 knots 30 knots

Armament 10 (10x1)
10.5 cm guns
2 torpedo
tubes

1 8-cell Sea
Sparrow
launcher
2 quad
Harpoon
launchers
1 76 mm gun
2 twin
torpedo
launchers

Propulsion 2 16,000 shp
reciprociating
steam engines
12 boilers

2 MTU
Diesel
engines
2 GE gas
turbines

German website on all the ships named
Emden:

http://www.fregatte-emden.de/index2.php

SCENES FROM A FILM
by Joe

The first thing we see is the broad chest of a
man.  Tattooed across it in great letters are the
words:

MORT AU
TYRANS

“Death to Tyrants”, that is to say.  The
camera pulls back and we see he is a fierce sort,
a large, one-eyed man standing sentry in front of
a door.

Other, more respectable-looking men
approach, carrying papers.  They pack in,
becoming more and more ardent and urging . .
. until a second man, who had been lying at the
feet of the tattooed giant, stands up and points
two pistols at the crowd.  The petitioners
abruptly find urgent business elsewhere.

The camera now swings to show the rest of
the room.  It’s the great hall of a church, with
the statues covered or smashed or both.  Long

tables are being used by long rows of men and
women, all writing furiously.  Maybe not; one
man stops, pats the hand of the woman next to
him, and smiles, deeply if not desperately in
love.  And not surprising, for these are Camille
and Lucille Desmoulins, the sparker of the
French Revolution (or so he said) and his
beloved other half.

Mme., or Citoyenne Desmoulins is a little
more practical.  She looks around, sees
something, and indicates it to her husband.  He
gets up and intercepts the disturbance, a printer
(wearing a hat just like the Carpenter in
Through the Looking-Glass; but printers made
paper caps too) distributing some sort of leaflet.

Desmoulins reads the leaflet.  He comes to
a decision and goes over to the guarded door.

How things change.  The grim giant and his
gunslinging associate couldn’t be more
respectful, standing aside, opening the door,
even in an un-revolutionary spot of deference
bowing. Demoulins stops on the doorstep, not
wanting to enter.

Here are the Three Gods of the Revolution,
hard at work, or argumentation.  Georges
Danton, shouting bitterly, throwing stacks of
dust-spewing papers on the table.  Jean-Paul
Marat, the Friend of the People, scratching
himself, curled up in his chair and snapping
back.  Over to the side, Maximilien
Robespierre, the sea-green Incorruptible,
watching coldly, saying only “Idiots!”

Demoulins pauses.  The argument dies
away, and of all things a hairdresser comes in to
work on Danton’s hair, while the great man
himself reads more papers and laughs.  Almost
timidly, Desmoulins approaches him, explaining
that someone was passing around this paper,
and it seemed interesting enough.

Danton takes the paper.  He reads it, and as
he does, his face stirs in some powerful
emotion.  Then, with a shout, he jumps to his
feet, takes the sheet, and storms out of the room.

He enters the great hall.  Suddenly everyone
stops writing and applauds, cheers.  Danton
raises a hand and they fall silent.  Desmoulins
goes to get the printer, who brings the writer, an
army officer.  Danton glares at him, then says
that this man has written a powerful song and
they should try it out.

Sheets of paper promptly fly around the
room, passed from hand to hand, while Danton
and the soldier mount the pulpit.  (Ironically, we
see the door guard turning one page around and
around and over, trying to make sense of this.)

And then, Danton begins to sing.  It’s the
Hymn of the Army of the Rhine — the
Marseillaise.  As the sounds of the song
resound, the camera flicks from face to face, all
kinds of people, men, women, oldsters, youths
. . . the Desmoulinses, the composer, and others.

For a moment we flash back into the other
room, seeing Marat standing up now, stalking to
the door, then back to Robespierre, complaining
about the squawking.

The song thunders to its end, with an image
of a heroic woman leading the people to war
shimmering over the masses.  The crowd, duties
forgotten, rushes to tell the world outside.  The
composer follows, not quite as inspired, but then
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he’s heard it before.  During all this, another
officer has been reading, leaning against a wall
near the exit.  He stops the composer, and says,
“I thank you in the name of France, monsieur. 
Your hymn will save many a cannon.”

Rouget de l’Isle, the composer, responds
politely, and then somewhat taken by this
ambitious man, says, “Please tell me your name,
so I can remember it.”

Now we see the man’s face for the first time,
and he looks like, no it can’t be . . . 

And on the screen the title card says:

Oh, didn’t I tell you?   This was a silent
film!

It is a mainstay of “We Never Went to the
Moon” conspiracism that Stanley Kubrick
filmed the moon landings in the long layover
between 2001: A Space Odyssey (1968) and A
Clockwork Orange (1971).  He was living in
England during that period, which adds yet
another level of organization to the alleged
conspiracy, driving it even further past the
breakdown point.

So what was Kubrick doing, aside from
having an American edition of A Clockwork
Orange sent over to him?  He was doing
research on his grand plan, his future
masterwork, the movie he had always wanted to
do, the movie he was now free to do . . . on
Napoleon.  The poor performance of Sergei
Boncharduk’s epic Waterloo (1970), following
on Boncharduk’s version of War and Peace
(1968) sent Kubrick off after some droogs.

Two generations previously, someone else
had tried.  At least he got a movie out.

The early days of film were, one might say,
a wonderful time to be alive.  They were
making the rules as they went along, there were
no limits and no establishment.  Film companies
flashed up, had their day on the screen, and
faded away.  Reading of the era, one finds tales
of lost masterpieces (or even merely items of
significance, such as Humor Risk (1920), the
very first Marx Brothers film), of great artists
who vanished (one of the very first French
filmmakers disappeared on a train), of entire
bodies of work that were considered ephemeral,
and so evaporated without trace.  All this sounds
so very much like The Immortal Storm .

Abel Gance didn’t disappear on a train.  (His
father was Jewish and he spent a lot of the war
in Spain, but that’s another story.)  He too had
a Kubrickian grand dream; a long series of
movies about Napoleon.  At least one got out.

Napoléon came out in 1927.  In spite of its
title, it only covers Napoleon’s life until the
beginning of the first campaign in Italy, in 1797. 
And at that, it was originally six hours long. 

There were different rules then.
Gance was not very well organized

financially.  The foreign rights of the movie, for
example, were unclear.  In any case, the French
film industry went into a slump about then, and
further plans were shelved.  With the
introduction of sound, the movie became even
more of a back issue, though Gance did
introduce a dubbed and cut version.

It is difficult now, in the eBay world, to
imagine what it was like to go looking for things
through flea markets, shops, and collectors’

groups.  It was possible to find remarkable
bargains then, from people who had no idea
what they had; it was equally possible to burn
out one’s life searching endlessly for
something that was supremely rare if existent
at all.

British film restorer Kevin Brownlow (also
known for the Alternate History movie It
Happened Here (1966)) has described how, in
his youthful enthusiasm for old and odd silent

films, he discovered something called Napoléon
vu par Abel Gance.  This was two reels from the
movie, beginning with the scene described
above.  It kicked off an obsession, the first
twenty-six years or so of which are recounted in
Brownlow’s Napoleon: Abel Gance’s Classic
Film  (1983).  Bit by bit, he collected pieces and
prints of the film.

He met Gance, Dieudonné, and many of the
other actors of the film.  Oh.  Gance was the
film’s producer, director, and writer.  He also
played Louis de Saint-Just, the associate and
enforcer of Robespierre.

In 1979 at the Telluride film festival,
Brownlow showed a reasonably complete
reconstruction.  Gance was there himself, in
spite of being nearly ninety.  He gave a short
speech, saying that he had hoped to do better,
for the film wasn’t his best work.

There was no Joe Bob Briggs to report on
this exotic sort of drive-in, even though the film
was shown outside.  Perhaps the lack of cars
was enough of a reason.  Brownlow described
how the audience shivered in the cold of that
Colorado Rocky Mountain High until the
dramatic finale.

The film ends with Napoleon’s “Soldiers,
you are naked . . .” bulletin, delivered as a
speech.  (Dieudonné used to recite it in a public
ceremony on the anniversary of the campaign.) 
The Armee d’Italie marches off . . . and then,
the image widens.  Two more projectors show
views flanking the center one.  They start off
with marching soldiers then shift to scenes from
the film.  Finally, they show one continuous
image, an eagle landing on one of the flagstaffs. 
(The flight or landing of an eagle as herald of a
significant event in Napoleon’s life is a
continuing image in the movie.)  The side
screens are now tinted red and blue, turning the
image into a giant Tricolor.

(When the movie is shown on television the
image is letterboxed.  It doesn’t have quite the
same power like that.)

Two years later, the movie was shown at
Radio City Music Hall.  After the incredible
roar of applause that greeted the finale,

Brownlow thought that Gance himself should
hear that.  And so, on the second night, he did,
they had made a trans-Atlantic call to let him
hear.  (Reading Brownlow’s description of
bringing the telephone out on the stage to the
length of its cord should remind us how much
that has changed.)

Ironically, at the end of the first show
Francis Ford Coppola, whose father had
composed the musical track that was
accompanying the show, had said emotively that
they might well wish they could make a movie
that could get such a reaction.  I say ironically
because, due to the rights issues, Coppola is
blocking the release of the movie on DVD in
Region 1 (the U.S., Canada, and Bermuda).

Gance employed a number of techniques of
camerawork that were ahead of their time then,
and are still effective now.  He used hand-held
cameras — and in riding scenes, horse-borne
cameras.  To recreate the dramatic scene where
Robespierre purged the National Assembly, he
swung the camera on a trapeze over the set,
creating an image of a stormy ocean — and then
to back it up, intercut with scenes of Napoleon
on a boat fleeing Corsica, in a storm.  He used
overlays, as for example in the scene after
Napoleon has just met Josephine.  There is a
large globe in the room and Napoleon starts
kissing it, saying to his friend Talma the actor
that it’s Josephine’s mouth.  As we see, as there
is a ghostly image of Josephine’s head
overlaying the globe.

Or fantasy:  Before departing on the Italian
campaign, Napoleon goes into the hall of the
National Convention to draw inspiration.  One
might well be concerned about the alternative
meanings of the scene where his shadow falls
across the Déclaration des droits de l’Homme et
du Citoyen (“Declaration of the Rights of Man
and the Citizen”).

The doors close of themselves.  The spirits
of the dead Revolutionaries, who have
apparently made up in the afterlife, appear to
Napoleon and inform him that he has been
tasked with a heavy burden, to spread the
Revolution beyond the boundaries of France so
that it may survive.  They ask him his plans,
which he reveals in expansive verve, describing
a Europe of one nation without boundaries.

One might well imagine a fantasy epic of
today where the hero has such a task laid on him
by the spirits of the dead.  (“Luke, will you
obliterate from the memory of the Force that
tale of your father as a whiny emo?”  “YES”)

As for the Marseillaise scene, Gance got the
extras in character by having them sing the song
through several times before filming.  And the
actor who played Danton was a singer as well. 
Silent films are marked by what to us seems
grotesque overacting; they had to convey
emotions without speech, so the actors made
expressions do.

Which sometimes conveys feelings in a
fashion that does make sound seem not entirely
necessary.  The scene where Josephine is
denounced and arrested seems more horrific by
the silence, the mother being torn from her

“Napoleon Bonaparte.”

Albert Dieudonné
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children, taken off to face her death, her terror
and agony all the more powerful for their being
mute.

Another point in the overacting department
is that many of the dramatic scenes are all too
real; history gave Gance his drama.  Not quite,
of course; the bit where Napoleon bursts into a
council room where his father’s old commander
Pasquale Paoli is working on annexing Corsica
to the British Empire, holding the Tricolor,
shouting “I am taking it away!  It is too great for
you!”, then fleeing from a band of gendarmes to
the coast, where he takes a small boat, using the
Tricolor for a sail, seems and is just a bit
fictional not to mention melodramatic.

Then one sees the scene where the clerks are
going through the accusations against prisoners. 
One man begins to eat the dossier on Josephine
de Beauharnais.  Later on, in prison, the
summoner for the tribunal calls out
“BEAUHARNAIS!”  Josephine’s estranged
husband, Alexandre de Beauharnais, steps
forward and requests that he go first.

Later on, as the National Assembly trembles
in its boots waiting for the royalist mob, and
Captain Bonaparte has declared that they must
have cannon to deliver a salutary whiff of
grapeshot, a dashing young cavalry officer steps
forward.  Bonaparte sizes him up, says, “I like
you!” and gives him orders to ride to the
artillery park and bring him the guns.  The
officer snaps to attention, and is about to walk
out with a swagger when the captain asks his
name.  He holds his head up proudly and says
with a flourish, “M urat!” [Which is Odo’s, er
René Auberjonois’s middle name, but then he is
descended from this cavalry captain who
became a king.]  Dramatic, stagey, coincidental,
and absurd these things may be, but they
actually happened.  Fiction has to make sense.

One observer said after seeing the filming of
the Marseillaise scene, and the verve and
passion that Gance instilled in the actors and
extras, that if Gance had had ten thousand
people so inspired, he could have marched on
the government offices and taken power.  When
the movie was shown in New York, there were 
comments that it was fascist, or that it was
favoring a strong man.

George Orwell observed that even during
the war, and in more detail afterwards, the term
“fascism” was being used as a term of abuse
without any definite meaning.  Going back from
before that, the meaning of “Patriotism is the
last refuge of a scoundrel,” is twisted to express
the opposite of what Dr. Johnson believed. 
Gance was evoking French patriotism and
patriotic history in powerful imagery, in the
most direct way possible.

The movie is available on VHS (see above
about eBay); the four-hour version that was
shown in 1981, with the Coppola score.  It is
available on DVD in Region 2 (Europe, Middle
East, Japan, and South Africa) and Region 4
(Latin America, Australia, and New Zealand)
formats, so those living there, or with a region-
free player, might want to take a look.

Napoléon
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0018192/

Abel Gance
http://www.imdb.com/name/nm0304098/

Kevin Brownlow
http://www.imdb.com/name/nm0002206/

It Happened Here
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0055024/

CHERRY 2000
Review by Joseph T Major of

PLEASURE MODEL: NETHERWORLD-1
by Christopher Rowley,

illustrations by Justin Norman
(Tor; 2010;

ISBN 978-0-76532-388-0; $17.99)

The most revealing part of the title, though,
is that this is “Heavy Metal Pulp”.  Pulp stories
developed their own world and set of rules.  The
protagonist was the only honest person in the
society; authority and “criminality” were
basically undifferentiated.  The protagonist was
of course highly skilled with his weapons, an
embittered part of what he had thought were the
forces of order until he discovered the hard way
that, as I said, the cops were no different than
the thugs.

As a result, he battled alone against an all
powerful all corrupt society until he won a small
victory, meaningless in the greater order of
things, but leaving him surviving to go the next
round.  While this is comforting to the alienated
youth who sees himself as the sole fighter
taking on MegaCosmoCorp and Big City, both
of which are in each others’ pockets, there just
might be a few problems.

Literary genres often develop their own
stories of how the world works.  As descriptions
of the real world, they often go off on a tangent. 
For example, I’ve read a good bit of true crime
and can’t remember any cases where a beautiful
woman was caught up in a murder case and it
looked as if every clue only incriminated her all
the more until a bold private detective that she’d
hired discovered the real frame up, only for
them to go their separate ways afterwards.

In more recent times, this genre has been
revived by the “cyberpunk” theme.  The tough
guy is now a computer hacker, cracking the ice
that surrounds the system and uncovering the
dire secrets the corrupt government/company
wants kept hidden.  In real life, the cyberpunk
kid would be languishing in a Nigerian prison,
having gone there to help a bank clerk transfer
$27 MILLION USD to an overseas bank
account . . . or dead in a Russian forest,
disposed of by the mafiya.

The typical world of a cyberpunk tale is
profoundly ugly; there is not only no decency,
there is no concept of decency.  This one for
example.

Detective Rook is assigned to a curious
murder case, where a former high-ranking army
commander is found dead, his head blown off,
and whip-wheals all over his body.  The latter
were inflicted by dominatrix Mistress Julia,

actually Angela Bricken, in hiding out of fear
for her life and now even more so, she being
witness to the murder.  Not to mention artificial
person and sex toy Plesur.  (“Hiroto Jobs gene-
engineered the first live pleasure mod, called
Cherry, in 2020,” [Page 72] — perhaps a
reference to the movie Cherry 2000 (1987)
where after great effort and trouble a guy
discovers that Melanie Griffith in a red fright
wig is preferable to a rubber doll.)

As supporting characters get blown away
with callous unconcern and overwhelming
frequency, Rook becomes totally separated from
the government, taking Plesur and finding
Julia/Angela, whereupon they flee to the grim
underworld where the resources for solving the
puzzle obviously exist when this heavy metal
pulp cyberpunk saga is . . . [To Be Continued]

In 1957 Robert Bloch wrote a despairing
essay on the lack of “Imagination and Social
Criticism” in science fiction.  In bitingly
insightful phrases as cutting as Norman Bates’s
knifings, as horrific as the Things that took
Robert Blake’s sanity and life, Bloch limned the
clichés and stereotypes that hobbled portrayals
and critiques of society in science fiction. [See
The Science Fiction Novel: Imagination and
Social Criticism , edited by Basil Davenport
(1959; Advent:Publishers)]

If the technology to create artificial persons,
not fully human and so disposable (one scene
has a selection of aging pleasure mods, near
their expiration dates, their bodies breaking
down, being selected for disposal by torture)
existed it would probably be used.  There would
also be an equal and opposite, or opposing
anyway, effort.  In real life, that is; as in The
Windup Girl (2009) this doesn’t seem to be the
case here.

Larry Niven predicted in his Dangerous
Visions story “The Jigsaw Man” (1967) that we
could see a world where executed prisoners
served as sources for transplant organs.  And we
do; there are apparent cases of this being done
in China.  In Niven’s world, the reaction to this
is a thoroughgoing approval and a massive
expansion of capital crimes to augment the
resource base.  In our world, the reaction to this
has been a vast revulsion against the concept.

The surface — the tools of the people, the
roles of the players — has changed, but the
core, the structure of how society is presented,
hasn’t.  And people wonder why I don’t use all
the new criticism (not to mention that so much
of it is fanboy hagiography).

For what it’s worth, the second book of the
series, The Bloodstained Man, is now out (Tor;
2010; $14.99).  The third book will apparently
be titled Money Shot.  At least they’re, er, up
front and in your face about it.

LITTLE WARS
Review by Joseph T Major of

WAR GAMES
by “Christopher Anvil” [Harry C. Crosby]

Edited by Eric Flint
(Baen; 2010;

ISBN 978-1-4391-3350-7; $7.99)
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It turned out to be somewhat surprising that
the most prolific contributor to Astounding and
Analog was not Randall Garrett and his many
pseudonyms, but Harry C. “Christopher Anvil”
Crosby.  In recent years, Garrett’s reputation has
recovered from the ignominy of being a
“Campbell Writer”; one hopes that the
republication of so much of Anvil’s pointed
satire of the human condition would do as much
for him.

Interstellar Patrol (2003; reviewed in
Alexiad V. 2 #3) focused more on far-future
space-opera topics.  The stories here are more
earth-bound and closer to the present.  They
retain that sardonic insight on the follies and
foibles of humanity that the stories in that
collection were noted for.

The Peacekeepers’ Problems
The recurring theme here is the lateral,

outside-the-box solution to a crisis.  Sometimes
it’s plausible, sometimes it’s wishful.

“Truce By Boomerang”
Peacekeepers come to realize (a rare thing

for peacekeepers these days) who actually wants
a war.  Hint: It’s not the grunts who have to do
the dirty work.  And when technology makes it
possible to make it real for the warmakers . . .
(Astounding, December 1957)

“A Rose By Any Other Name”
Or defusing an international crisis by

scrambling everyone’s language.  This
somehow seems more naive than anything else.
(Astounding, January 1960)

“The New Member”
A Third World potentate manages to

alienate not only both sides of the Cold War but
even the rest of the Third World by his active
victim-status mythologizing.  What’s really
disturbing about this story is that it’s so close to
reality in so many places.
(Galaxy, April 1967)

Washington’s Headaches
Here we have more lateral thinking, focused

on specific crises; social or scientific, with
consequences ranging from devastating on up.

“Babel II”
What happens when the knowledge needed

to run a technical civilization is greater and
more diverse than any single individual can
absorb?  It’s a troubling thought . . . and in the
real world, we are already seeing it.
(Analog, August 1967)

“The Trojan Bombardment”
Though no Trojans were harmed in this

particular effort.  Rather, the U.S. tried to settle
a revolution by bribing the rebels with small
luxuries.  This is perhaps a bit too optimistic
about nature, not to mention what happens when
the high command makes charges of poisoning.
(Galaxy, February 1967)

“Problem of Command”

A problem of promotion, also.  That this is
a fiction is demonstrated by the problem
involving not being in alignment with the
desires of senior officers and those higher up,
but a decision about a technical problem that
also involves a willingness to go against the
apparent desires of those superiors.
(Analog, November 1963)

“Uncalculated Risk”
The technical problem now has to do with a

chemical solution that if used improperly turns
into a serious hazard.  And how to demonstrate
that it has serious problems before the pressure
to use it becomes too great?
(Analog, March 1962)

Moscow’s Dilemmas
So many of these stories highlighted the lack

of technological development in the Soviet
Union.  Considering that this was the era of
concern regarding Soviet development
outpacing that of the West, for whatever reason,
Anvil seems to have had a perception others
(including many of importance) lacked.

Nevertheless, for the more recent reader, the
stories may seem a bit weakened by their
presentation of Russians according to
contemporary attitudes.  Rather like the
commissars abroad in Ninotchka (1939) who
gleefully received a procession of capitalist
luxuries; the film people then probably thought
it was poor guys finally getting rich stuff, but
nowadays we know it was nomenklaturists
getting the standard of living to which they had
become accustomed.

“Torch”
The technical dilemma of this was already

known, as it were; there was “The Year Without
a Summer” after the explosion of Tambura, and
the aftermath of the explosion of Krakatau.  Add
to that the ideological conflict, with its
concomitant problems of security and self
image, and some genuine second thought
becomes mandatory.
(Astounding, April 1957)

“Divide and Conquer”
Or unite and have peace.  A simple technical

solution to cosmetic matters puts the Soviet
state security in a bind.  (Too simple, it seems,
but you won’t see Bat Durston in Galaxy!)
(Galaxy, April 1966)

“War Games”
In Little Wars (1913) H. G. Wells argued

that playing miniatures might divert aggressive
leaders from going to very real war.  Anvil took
up Wells’s proposal — and anticipated the
computerized war game!  Which defuses a
pointless, but potentially destructive war.
(Analog, October 1963)

“Sorcerer’s Apprentice”
Two Soviet agents investigate a Third World

country that, strangely, seems to be pro-
American.  Their report, as opposed to what
they get along the way, is not going to be acted
on; the place has eliminated the complex post-

colonial regulations that so often block
economic development in post-colonial nations.
(Analog, September 1962)

Free Enterprise At Work

“The Spy in the Maze”
This is some lateral thinking at work.  A

secret project is being carried out in a cave
network for security.  A spy working there has
bolted.  How to catch the man in the maze? 
Well, they know he has allergies.  So gather
some ragweed and . . .
(Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine, December
1965, as “The Problem Solver and the Spy”)

“The Murder Trap”
The old, but always reliable, “locked room

murder” puzzle — one of those that happens so
often in mysteries but almost never in real life. 
The investigation, however, is one of those that
happens not very often in mysteries and sadly,
even less in real life; it involves deduction,
planning, and a clever bit of psychological
manipulation.
(The Man From U.N.C.L.E. Magazine, January
1967)

“Gadget vs. Trend”
Can society handle those who can place

themselves outside its capacity to control?  A
technological solution (think Vernor Vinge’s
“bobbles” from The Peace War (1984) and
remember that that society had collapsed) that
has its own problems.   Also, a nice touch of
professional pandering to the here-and-now.
(Analog, October 1962)

“Top-Line”
And he predicted the rise of Japanese

automakers.  When this came out, “Made in
Japan” cars were jokes, understand.  The answer
to outperforming quality isn’t to compete head-
on, but rather to make a technological leap. 
(Like many of the stories here, this one is told as
a selection of short news items; presenting
concept at the expense of characterizing.)
(Analog, February 1962)

War . . .
The “Red Dawn” scenario of a Soviet-

conquered America goes back, well, to Edgar
Rice Burroughs in a way (Under the Red Flag
(1919), the unpublished first draft of The Moon
Men (1926)).  The aftermath would be about as
bad . . .

“Ideological Defeat”
And a social collapse would well cause a

change in the meanings of things.  As the King
of the O’Cracys found out when he learned the
derivation of the term.

The Soviet invaders prided themselves on
the preservation of their technology, made
possible by their superior ideology.  Having
won and saved it, they became stagnant.  Their
enemies had the concept of development, and
the reality of things that had been before them. 
This was a different idea . . .
(Analog, September 1972)
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The Steel, the Mist, and the Blazing Sun
The sequel, where the O’Cracys set out to

liberate their ancestral homelands, only to find
out the, er, astounding truth about how they got
into the predicament they were in.  The old
O’Cracys had had to make a terrible decision,
you see, so that some remnant of humanity
might survive.  In the aftermath, it turned out
that one of those technologies that the Soviets
had preserved was that of deception . . .
(Ace Books, 1980)

Or Peace

“Philosopher’s Stone”
John Campbell was not an editor for

Scholastic Press, obviously.  A courier on
interstellar relativistic ships finds that his
stretched-out perspective enables him to observe
some serious social changes.  One being how a
society can spur innovation by tying rewards for
promoting new things to its established means
of doing things . . .
(Analog, January 1963)

Again, what surprises one is the continued
relevance of these stories, of Anvil addressing
issues that would be relevant in the future, our
present.  If his means were not always what
later writers would find proper, his ends had a
deeper insight than, say, images of a dead
airman on an island, or an endless horde of
mooks being gunned down by valiant warrior
women.  Though something has been gained, all
too much has been lost, and we are a little
poorer for this shift.

TRAMP ROYALE
Review by Joseph T Major of
THIS IS ME, JACK VANCE!

(Or, More Properly, This is “I”)
by Jack Vance

(Subterranean Press; 2009;
ISBN 978-1-59606-245-0)

Best Related Work Hugo Nominee

Or available from Aussiecon through their
Hugo Nominees Package.  See, joining was
worth it.

In some ways Vance has had a mundane life. 
He worked at various itinerant jobs, picking up
ordinary life experience along the way, met a
good woman, married her, had a son, and
eventually grandchildren, mourned his wife
when she died, and is now being looked after by
his son because his vision has gone.

In some ways it’s not so mundane.  The
Vances were free to roam, and one thing that
strikes the reader will be the casualness with
which Vance mentions that they packed up and
took off for a world tour.  Moreover, unlike the
Heinleins, they didn’t seem to go out of their
way to antagonize people.

(After reading Heinlein’s articles about their
trip to Russia (“‘Pravda’ Means ‘Truth’”
(American Mercury, October 1960; NHOL
G.144) and “Inside Intourist” (Expanded
Universe (1980); NHOL G.145) it is interesting
to read Sir Fitzroy Maclean’s Back to Bokhara
(1959).  He visited many of the same places not
long before the Heinleins did but hardly had the
same experiences or conclusions.  And too, by
1960 The American Mercury had gone well
down the path to becoming an anti-Semitic
Right publication.)

In some ways this just doesn’t seem
Vancian; the language lacks that particular lilt
and lightness that was the hallmark of his
fiction.  There may be an oral/written issue here,
since this book was dictated; Vance can’t even
use the word processor any more, and tragically
he admits that Lurulu (2004; reviewed in
Alexiad V. 4 #1) was his last work of fiction.

Some of the parts of this life are stranger
than normal.  Like the bit about Poul Anderson,
Frank Herbert, and the houseboat.  At least the
passengers didn’t have to wear Moon Moth
masks.  Or others; I understand now why Chap
Foey Rider vacationed in Tahiti; his creator
Hayford Peirce had lived there!  (Peirce was one
of those writers who sold to Bova but not to
Schmidt, much to the detriment of Analog.)

This is an interesting life, yet it somehow
leaves the matter of creation behind a wall, as it
were.  Vance speaks of the characters and
places of his creation that he particularly liked,
and yet leaves no idea of how they were created. 
The world he sees in such a prosaic fashion, and
the connection between that and the worlds of
the Alastor Cluster, the Planet of Adventure, the
Gaean Reach, is only faintly limned.

It’s a honest straightforward tale of a life, a
life of a man who lived the way he wanted to
live, and perhaps more importantly, didn’t live
at the expense of others.

WE’LL ALWAYS HAVE PARIS
Review by Joseph T Major of

HOPE-IN-THE-MIST:
The Extraordinary Career and Mysterious

Life of Hope Mirrlees
by Michael Swanwick

(Henry Wessells; 2003, 2009;
ISBN 978-0-9764660-5-5)

Best Related Work Hugo Nominee

Or available from Aussiecon through their
Hugo Nominees Package.  See, joining was
worth it.  (Haven’t I heard that somewhere?)

The original hardcopy was a very very very
limited edition. I think that almost everyone
who bought a copy and was a member of
Aussiecon must have nominated it. 

“Helen Hope Mirrlees (dropping first names
in favor of the middle was something of a
tradition in her family) was born in Chiselhurst,

Kent on April 8, 1887, the daughter of Emily
Lina Mincireff and William Julius Mirrlees, a
wealthy industrialist” [Page 1], this book says of
its topic.  One can take a less than so admiring
view of its topic and say that she was a woman
who hung around with big shot writers (she was
a fringe member of the Bloomsbury Group) and
dabbled in literature herself, before retiring to a
life of genial lassitude.

Swanwick describes here the what, but
somehow he fails to penetrate to the how. 
Mirrlees lived long enough to see her one great
work of fantasy, Lud-In-the-Mist (1926) fall out
of copyright, as books could do in the elder
days.

She lived amid the literary and the
noteworthy, and yet seems to have been self-
effacing.  And to some extent that’s the
problem; this book is about the doings of
Mirrlees, but she was a bright, well-to-do idler
who flitted from place to place, never doing
much — except for her brief ventures into
writing.

This is an interesting portrayal of a past that
is another country, and in the end, while it has
interesting settings, there is so little about the
center of the center.

FLEDWICK
Review by Joseph T Major of

C. M. KORNBLUTH:
The Life and Works of a Science Fiction

Visionary
by Mark Rich

(McFarland; 2009;
ISBN 978-0-7864-4393-2; $39.99)

Let’s get the first item on the table.  Rich
does not present a very favorable picture of Pohl
in spite of having had his input.  He minimizes
not only Pohl’s contributions to their
collaborative works but even his business and
personal relationships with Kornbluth.  In short,
he seems to think that the less than pleasant
picture of “Fledwick”, the unpleasant character
in Gunner Cade named in (dis)honor of what
Pohl’s daughter called him, is an apposite
tribute to the man it was based on.

That said, a biography of this fascinating
character is long overdue.  There are some
items, to be sure, including The Way the Future
Was (1979) by “Fledwick”,  In Memory Yet
Green (1979) by Isaac Asimov (as well as his I.
Asimov (1994) particularly Chapter 20), The
Futurians (1977) by Damon Knight, and even
The Immortal Storm  (1954) by Sam Moskowitz,
but so far there has been no work discussing
Kornbluth all to himself.

Cyril Kornbluth was born July 2, 1923.  (As
the notorious incident of his having ordered
bacon and eggs at a Jewish resort indicated, he
was probably unaware that it was also Tammuz
18, 5683.)  His parents, Samuel Kornbluth and
Deborah Ungar Kornbluth, were both of Polish
Jewish background; Samuel was born to
immigrants from Lemberg/Lvov/Lviv, while
Deborah was born in Kalisz and came to the
U.S. by way of Britain.  Samuel was a wounded
World War veteran who became an accountant,
then after the Depression hit, a court clerk;
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providing a solidly if not stolidly middle-class
family upbringing for his sons Cyril and Lewis.

Rich describes Fandom correctly, much to
the benefit of the reader.  Yet he never quite
seems to make it clear how Kornbluth came into
this group; he merely showed up at the first
meeting of the Futurians, one of the youngest
there (he was only fifteen), somehow having
learned of it.

Then he started writing, and more to the
point selling, fiction.  If it’s not all that good, it
isn’t the slacker emo work that is about all most
people of that age seem able to do.  Since all of
Kornbluth’s short fiction has been conveniently
collected in NESFA Press’s anthology His
Share of Glory (1997), it’s possible for the
reader to make an independent judgment on this
matter.

When the war came, Kornbluth signed up,
first getting machinist training with the National
Youth Administration, then in the Army.  He
went into the ASTP program to get officer’s
training and a college education, only to get
drafted into the ranks when the need for
riflemen became more apparent.  Unfortunately,
here Rich’s research falters, as his description of
the commands under which the 69th Infantry
Division served is incoherent.  The division
contained in its 271st Infantry Regiment one
Kornbluth, C., assigned to a heavy-weapons
unit.  It’s generally accepted that carrying
around machine guns and mortar base plates
contributed to the blood-pressure problems that
brought about his early death.

From there, Rich goes on to describe
Kornbluth’s literary career and personal life.  If
so many of his works depict work in news
services, well that was his life; Kornbluth found
paying work with the Transradio Press wire
service.  This did not stop his writing fiction;
indeed, his first noteworthy works were
composed while he was workint for Transradio.

Rich is highly critical of one person that we
would think was important in Kornbluth’s
personal history.  He finds Fred Pohl to have
been financially neglectful and a poor co-writer.
He criticizes the revision of “Gravy Planet”
(Galaxy, June-August 1952) into The Space
Merchants (1953), for example.  In the other
field, he highlights some of Kornbluth’s income
tax problems in which Pohl seems to have been 
deeply involved.

And then, on March 22, 1958, Kornbluth
had to go in to town.  There had been a record
snowstorm two days before, and after chopping
wood, he had to shovel off the driveway. 
(Ironically for readers of Gladiator-at-Law
(1955), with its chilling portrait of a suburb
gone deeply deeply wrong, the Kornbluths lived
in Levittown.)  It was for a good purpose,
though; he was finalizing the preparations for
becoming consulting editor of The Magazine of
Fantasy and Science Fiction.  Since the
Kornbluths had been preparing to have
Christmas on nothing just three months ago, this
was a welcome event.

Kornbluth had been getting help from H. L.
Gold, who showed him how bad most submitted
manuscripts were and told him how to work a
writer through to effecriveness.  He was

bragging to fellow writer James Blish (the story
of the Five and how they worked off each other
has already been recounted in Damon Knight’s
The Futurians (1977)) about losing his editing
virginity.

Waiting for the train, he collapsed on the
platform.  He died two hours later without
regaining consciousness.

Rich has been more than through in his
research; he cites comments by Kornbluth’s
father(!) and brother, as well as from many of
the other people of SF such as Philip “William
Tenn” Klass.  And yet, there are lacunae.  A
discussion of Philip Klass’s war experience, as
generally enlightening as it is, still has less
relevance to Kornbluth’s.

Such a substantial and informative work on
a writer who was extremely significant and
should be remembered is to be noted.  It’s a pity
it came out too late in the year, and from a more
academic publisher, to be properly recognized
for awards.

PORTAGO
Review by Joseph T Major of

BRUTAL JOURNEY:
Cabeza de Vaca and the Epic First Crossing

of North America
by Paul Schneider
(Henry Holt; 2007;

ISBN 978-0-8050-8320-0; $16.00)

The Italian automobile racing industry
survived the Duce and the war alike, and in
1947 revived the Mille Miglia, a race of a
thousand (Roman) miles.  (Today, thanks to
European Union regulations, it would have to be
the Quindici Cento Chilometri.)  But in 1957 the
flamboyant Spanish driver Alfonso de Portago
was killed in a spectacular crash, along with his
assistant driver Edmund Nelson, and nine
spectators, and the race was discontinued.

As you know, the Point of Departure for
Harry Harrison’s good Alternate History novel,
A Transatlantic Tunnel, Hurrah! (Analog,
April-June 1972; 1972), was a change in the
result of the battle of Los Navas de Tolosa on
June 16, 1212.  In our timeline, the Castilian
shepherd Martín Alhaja had led the combined
Christian armies around the flank of the
Cordobans, enabling them to carry out a
devastating victory, while in theirs, well, uh, he
hadn’t been so fortunate.

Now what’s the connection between Martín
Alhaja and Alfonso de Portago?  Descent.  And
in between is Álvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca, the
central figure of this story.  Martín Alhaja had
marked his path with a cow’s skull, and so he
was given the name Cabeza de Vaca (“Cow
Head”).  His descendant Alfonso Antonio
Vicente Eduardo Angel Blas Francisco José de
Borja Cabeza de Vaca y Leighton Carvajal y
Are, Marqués de Portago was something of a
wild sort, having flown under a bridge to win a
bet when he was seventeen.  (I once ran across
a comment from a British barnstorming pilot
explaining why he did that: “You meet a better
class of people there.”)

Álvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca (incidentally,

it was his mother who was the descendant of
Martín Alhaja) was born into an era where
fortunes were out there for a daring man with
skill and a gun.  However, his boss was sort of
consumed with envy.  Pánfilo de Narváez had
already been humiliated once in the
conquistador business, having lost his army to
Cortez during the conquest of the Aztecs, not to
mention an eye.

Hope springs eternal, and there was always
the potential of more rich pagan kingdoms in the
north.  Thus Narváez set out again, being named
governor of Florida, followed by six hundred
men (and about ten or eleven women) to
conquer the rich lands of the north.  One of the
more important ones was the expedition’s
treasurer, Álvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca.

In April of 1528, the survivors arrived on the
coast of Florida.  A large land party of about
350 began to march north, seeking the fabled
Apalachee, a large and wealthy pagan city.  The
locals had told them about it.  You will recall
how in Poul Anderson’s “The Longest Voyage”
(Analog, December 1960) the natives always
told the explorers that the Aureate Cities were
somewhere further along.  Narváez might have
wanted to run into a stranded astronaut, at least
it would have been more interesting than what
actually happened to him.

An interesting point that can be discussed in
detail is the requerimiento.  Schneider says,
“[Beginning] in 1513, Spanish expeditions to
the New World were required to inform the
Indians of their rights and duties under the new
regime and of the consequences if they
resisted.” [Page 82] Narváez read out the
requirimiento to the locals as per protocol, not
that they could understand what he was saying. 
If you had told him he was copying the Islamic
protocol of inviting a nation to submit to Islam
before they were invaded and conquered, he
probably would have killed you on the spot for
being a blasphemer.  The Spanish learned many
things from their Islamic overlords in the days
of the Paradise of Three Abrahamic Religions
Dwelling Together in Harmony (as long as the
worshipers of the other faiths admitted that
Islam was more equal than others).

One thing they didn’t have to teach the
Indians was cruelty.  They just handed it out. 
Narváez had a chief’s nose cut off just to make
an example.  The guy learned his lesson, too;
when he captured some of the Spaniards,
sometime later, they had to run naked through
the village while the warriors shot arrows at
them, but not too many.  They didn’t want them
to die slowly.

But the Aureate Cities were out there, and so
Narváez and his gallant band set out looking for
them.  What they found was a neverending
swamp.  Starving, exhausted, weary, and
nowhere near any gold, the expedition marched 
along the coast, well along the swamps.  After
several hundred miles of plodding and no cities
of gold, Narváez decided or had it decided for
him that it might be a better idea to sail along
the coast to someplace closer to Mexico. 
However, there was no sign of the ships.

What they did next might be called a miracle
of improvisation.  The expeditionaries beat their
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swords into plowshares, well, tools, and with
these improvised tools sawed planks and made
five flatboats.  Not the best for traveling the
open Gulf of Mexico, but the best they could
launch.  However, when they did put to sea,
after thrashing through coastal swamps they
found that they weren’t strong enough.  Two of
the boats vanished, then the boats commanded
by Narváez and by Cabeza de Vaca reached an
island off the coast near where the third boat
had capsized.

Narváez slept on his boat, which one
morning was just . . . gone.  Cabeza de Vaca’s
boat wrecked.  And the surviving expedition
members started dying.  Finally, when there
were only a dozen or so left, the others went off
and left Cabeza de Vaca to die.  And yet,
somehow, he recovered.

For the next few years Cabeza de Vaca lived
on a scale that would have made Martín Alhaja
look profoundly wealthy; he was naked, he was
a slave, and he had to work like one.  But they
let him go out to gather prickly pear fruits.

And one day he kept going, until he found
the last three other survivors of the Narváez
expedition.  By now it was 1535.

One of them was a slave, a man known only
as Esteban.  He was from Africa, and apparently
Moorish, but they keep on referring to him as
“el Negro”, the black one.  Schneider keeps on
trying to argue that the ship captain Alonso del
Castillo, another of the survivors, was a
converso — descended from Jews — which
seems to be straining for it.  The third one,
Andrés Dorantes, was a minor gentleman who
owned Esteban.

After Cabeza de Vaca joined them, they
decided to head south.  Which they did, until
they got near to where there were reports of
Spaniards.  At which point they decided — to
head west and see what the country was like!

Which they did, gathering a reputation as
traveling wonder-workers.  It does somewhat
put into question the wonders of Indigenous
Person Culture when reading of how Cabeza de
Vaca was hailed as a minor god for cutting open
a man’s wound and removing an embedded flint
arrowhead.  (Scene from Avatar II: This Time
It’s Personal!: “This is my friend Cow Head. 
He can cut your wounds open and take out
arrow heads.”  “We’ve never had anything like
this before, ever!  He must be supernatural!”)

They reached the Pacific, headed south
again and finally found some other Spaniards. 
Their trip to Mexico City was something of a
triumphal procession.  Maybe not for Esteban,
who was going back to be a slave again.  They
were received by the Marqués del Valle, who
politely ignored their connection with Narváez. 
Oh, this Marqués was better known as Hérnan
Cortez, mentioned previously tormenting
Narváez in various ways.

After that, Cabeza de Vaca went back to
Spain, to try to get the rights to conquer Florida,
but they had already been given to Hernando de
Soto.  He was sent to the Rio de la Plata as
governor, but was removed because his
subordinates thought he was soft on the Indios. 
He didn’t object to conquering them, it was the
traditional brutality that he was against.

Esteban had been bought to be a guide and
herald for an expedition heading north for the
Seven Cities of Gold.  He disappeared after a bit
of a disagreement in one.  Strangely enough,
nobody ever saw the Seven Cities again.

The old portrait, of conquistadores bringing
the light of civilization and knowledge to an
ignorant and empty land, no longer has any
claim to recognition.  The new portrait, of
sensitive indigenous persons being crushed by
unfeeling bestial conquerors, is not supported by
the record.  Schneider depicts people, none
better or worse as a group, some good, some
less so, without any distinction of origin.

THE INITIATE BROTHER
Review by Joseph T Major of
UNDER ENEMY COLORS

by S. Thomas Russell [Sean Russell]
(Putnam Adult; 2007;

ISBN 978-0-399-15443-0; $25.95)

A staggeringly large number of the reviews
of this book hailed it as a first novel.  Well, no. 
The author of The Initiate Brother (1991) and
many other fantasy works apparently listened to
advice from H. N. Turtletaub and chose to write
in a different genre under a different version of
his name.  Yes, this author is Sean Thomas
Russell, who parses his name to suit his topic.

Lieutenant Charles Hayden, R.N. might well
wish he could parse his name differently.  I
rather suspect it’s not so much that his mother is
French, or even that he was raised there and
speaks not only the language, but the dialects,
but that she married again and moved to Boston
that makes him less than prime material for
promotion.  It’s 1793 and Sir Percy Blakeney,
Bt. is still ambling inanely down the channel in
the Day Dream  while the Scarlet Pimpernel is
daringly snatching the unjustly condemned from
beneath the blade of the guillotine.  Meanwhile,
Lieutenant Hayden’s old buddies from the orlop
have now made post.

Lieutenant Hayden now finds himself given
a job at which he might envy the task of, say,
being told to stay at the helm of the fireship
sailing into the dockyard of Saint-Nazaire until
he crashes it into the drydock; he is assigned as
First Lieutenant to the somewhat unfortunate
frigate HMS Themis.  As a sideline, he is
supposed to report to the Admiralty, covertly,
on her captain’s fitness.  Not all is well amid the
jolly jack tars on this stave in the wooden wall
of England.

As Hayden finds out when he reports on
board to discover the ship is in somewhat less
than combat-capable condition.  With one thing
and another he manages to get her into
something approaching combat readiness, only
to be confronted by the reason onboard matters
are in such a perilous state.  Captain Josiah Hart
returns from his excursion to London, and
demonstrates the meaning of the term “interest”.

Hart seems all too lacking in depth, and yet
he has actual historical progenitors.  Reading
Dudley Pope’s The Black Ship (1963) will lead
the reader to the most notorious one, Hugh
Pigot, a coward, bully, and incompetent sailor. 
Hart is like that; nothing that goes wrong (and a

lot goes wrong on the good ship Themis) is his
fault.  By now you’re thinking of Norman
Dixon’s On the Psychology of Military
Incompetence (1976).

In spite of everything the Themis puts to sea. 
Whereupon Hart shows his true colours,
refusing to engage a superior force of two
French frigates though everybody else who sees
them concludes that they’re transports. 
Obviously they didn’t have fresh strawberries,
yellow dye markers, or even ball bearings then. 
What they did have was prize money, which 
the crew has now lost.

Oh, the crew.  It’s divided into factions. 
Sailors are circulating petitions asking for the
captain’s dismissal.  And reading Tom Paine’s
works.  These hearts of oak have dry rot.

Then Hayden discovers what Captain Hart
really thinks of him; he gets sent ashore to do a
reconnaissance and after a number of incredibly
perilous adventures discovers that the captain
had been just a little bit misleading about where
he and his associates were supposed to have
been picked up.  Fortunately they could
“borrow” somebody’s fishing boat.

When the Themis encounters another frigate,
commanded by an old acquaintance with a
rather higher opinion of Hayden, the guy
manages to borrow him to take charge of yet
another ship that needs a captain.  Which, after
some rather innovative effort, becomes useful
when they encounter about half the crew of the
Themis sailing along in small boats.  It seems
there was this mutiny . . .

And from there the plot gets wilder and
more perilous, from both sides.  Particularly
when Captain Hart — oops, Captain Sir Joshua
Hart continues his policy of blame-shifting. 
He’s not going to be blamed for the mutiny, but
he really wants to blame this convenient fall guy
and Hayden has trouble enough . . .

In a subplot, Hayden begins to fall in love. 
But, as I said, he has no interest, and without
any interest, a Georgian swain has little chance
of making capital gains in the romance market. 
The lady seems quite the proto-Regency (real
Regency, not “Regency Romance” Regency)
salon mistress, speaking all those languages for
example, and he could get along very well with
her if only he could make it.

Russell conveys the nature of handling such
a ship without the need of infodumps.  That
alone is noteworthy.  There are nevertheless a
number of niggling errors of terminology and
situations in the text.  (Hayden asks a lieutenant
if he has had his epaulets long; lieutenants
didn’t have epaulets.   A subordinate character
is the younger son of an earl; he is referred to as
“Lord Arthur” when he should be “the
Honourable Arthur”.  Another says she is the
widow of a “Grand Commander of the Order of
the Bath”; the Order of the Bath was not divided
into grades until 1815.)

The reader who noted the meticulous
presentation of diving protocol on Run Silent
Run Deep (1955; discussed in Alexiad V. 7 #6)
may also note the discussion of sailing
maneuvers here.  Russell has noted that when a
ship turns, her sails have to be retrimmed also,
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and as Rich Richardson’s crew made sure the
Eel was rigged for diving, so Hayden’s (and
Hart’s, though less efficiently) crew trims the
sails of the Themis for the new course.

While Hayden has evaded some problems,
others have not vanished (helping the guy
unjustly accused of mutiny not only desert but
flee to the States just might come back to bite
him), and it looks as if he’ll be sailing into more
danger for King and Country, and some from
the Froggies too, when with A Battle Won
(August 12, 2010) this story is . . . [To Be
Continued]

And as year follows year,
More old men disappear,

Someday no one will march there
at all.

Report by Joseph T Major

Remaining are:
Australia

Claude Stanley Choules (109) Royal Navy
Poland

Józef Kowalski* (110) 22 Pulk U³anów
United Kingdom

Florence Beatrice Patterson Green (109),
Women’s Royal Air Force

United States
Frank Woodruff Buckles (109) United

States Army

* “WWI-era” veteran, enlisted between the
Armistice and the Treaty of Versailles

National totals: U.K. 2, U.S. 1; Poland 1
WWI-era.  2+1 men, 1 woman.

ON THE PASSING OF A HERO
by Lisa Major

We attended the Garrott reunion. There had
been a sudden change of plans regarding which
building we would be in. A longtime church
member had died and his funeral was held in the
building we had planned to use. It turned out he
was career military and a Bronze Star recipient. 
I went over to pay my respects and felt bad
when his widow actually apologized to me. She
had just lost her husband hero and she was
apologizing to me for a minor inconvenience! I
hope none of the family think I went over there
looking for an apology. But I could not let a
hero’s funeral pass without paying my respects. 

JOCKWORLD
by Lisa

I am a fan. We are couch potatoes. We sit in
front of our computers doing our fanac for
whatever branch of fandom we belong, literary
folks doing fanzines or reading, media folk
securely ensconced with their favorite movie or
series. We do not haul our butts out of bed
before seven a.m. to exercise.

Yet that is exactly what I have been doing.
It is too hot to walk if you are not out of the
house by that hour. And a proper walk requires
preparation. Feet must be lotioned. Blisters must
be taped up if necessary.

Yes, friends and neighbors, I have become a
jock. I feel like I have grown fangs and claws in
this strange new world of Jockworld. As a
brand-new citizen of Jockworld I have
discovered that exercise is addictive. You find
yourself buying expensive athletic socks and
shoes. Nurse Hoffman and the doctor didn’t
warn me how addictive exercise is. Nor did they
warn me that I would have to rebuild my
collection of pants when I lost eighteen pounds
and continue to constantly acquire and cull as
the weight loss progressed to 28 pounds. 

The positive side of this is that I feel better
than I have in years. I look better. I am actually
beginning to look a little like my high school
photo.  It has been nine months of no sodas,
sugar-laden cookies, etc. and long hours
walking down Bardstown Road. But my body
now shows enough tell-tale markers of exercise
that sports store staff recognize me as a lesser
one of their own kind. I have learned that my
cotton shirts and socks were probably the worst
thing I could have acquired for exercise. I have
had therefore to set about slowly assembling a
collection of proper exercise clothing,
necessities given the scorching heat we have
been suffering from. 

I have also learned that cheap shoes fall
apart in less than two weeks if you walk four
miles a day. Expensive walking shoes cost
much less in the long run. The pair I have now
retailed for $130 and are guaranteed to last just
under a year. Cheap shoes cost $12 a pair. Two
or three pairs a month, plus the time and trouble
of replacing them constantly. Say perhaps $30
a month and in five months the better shoes will
pay for themselves. 

This much I have learned in the nine months
since being diagnosed as diabetic. So far, the
diabetes has actually improved my life. It may
be a little like the man falling from a skyscraper
who calls out at every story so far so good.

I have, I fear, gained back six pounds on
vacation but I have set to work on diet and
exercise again. One of the extra pounds is
already gone. Hopefully the others will soon
follow.

HORSE NEWS
by Lisa

Bernardini has his first winner. Her name is
A Z Warrior.  She won at Hollywood Park in
California. Now the next step is for her to move
up into stakes competition. 

One More Laugh equaled the world record
in winning the Meadowlands Pace, the first leg
of the pacing Triple Crown.

Breyer Fest was interesting as always. I
found some models like ones I used to have.
Some were Breyers, some were made by a
company called Hartland. Breyer is the more
fashionable maker but Hartlands are nice and
often sell for less than Breyer models. It has
taken some time but I have replaced most of the
models I had when I was a child. My collection
has actually expanded beyond what I had as a
child. Breyer comes out with new models

regularly. Unless you’ve won the lottery, budget
concerns would prevent you from owning every
model they make. 

The Hambletonian, the first leg of the
trotting Triple Crown, went to Muscle Massive.
His sire, Muscles Yankee, won the 1998
Hambletonian and also sired the 2008 winner,
Deweycheatumnhowe, and the 2009 winner
Muscle Hill. If he were a Thoroughbred stallion,
his name would be known everywhere in
Kentucky.

GLIDEMASTER
by Lisa Major

This day I have petted both a Triple Crown
winner and his sire. I fear we were a few
minutes late but the staff at the equine clinic
where Glidemaster stands still made us
thoroughly welcome. They showed us all over
the farm. Glidemaster’s sire, Yankee Glide, is
also there. I petted him despite the warning that
he might nip although I did so very cautiously.
Even a play nip  from a thousand-pound stallion
can be really bad news.  I had previously only
seen Glidemaster at a distance in Lexington.
Understandably, the racing authorities do not
want crowds mingling  with the horses. Too
much risk to both. Up close he is big and
impressive. He permitted me to touch him. I got
some good shots.

On the way back to the car my gaze fell on
a very young filly and something about her
made me stop. I asked about her breeding and
was told she was by noted sire The Panderosa
out of a mare named Who Dat. I snapped a
quick picture of her. She may be an absolute
flop on the track or I may have been lucky
enough to get a photograph of a future
champion. I won’t know for at least two years.

AS GOD IS MY WITNESS — Part 1
ReConStruction, the 10th North American

Science Fiction Interim Convention
Raleigh, North Carolina, August 5-8, 2010

Trip report by Joe and Lisa

Every trip takes a lot of preparation.  Some
was taken care of automatically; since Grant is
on the sofa, he can feed the cats, take in the mail
& paper, and generally assure that the house
looks occupied.  Others required more effort and
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foresight.
Friday I had my doctor’s appointment.  I got

off work early, but then there didn’t seem to be
much to do that week.  The engineers were off
at training.  I had the usual blood tests and a B-
12 shot , then went and bought some shoes and
other supplies.  We had dinner with Tim and
Elizabeth, went by Wal-Mart to get various
supplies; water, socks, and a toenail clipper that
promptly disappeared, and got to bed . . . well,
later than I would have liked.

Saturday we got up early and had breakfast,
then I took Lisa to work, started the laundry,
and  went to get the oil in the car changed.  Dr
H. called and said my bloodwork had reported
no problems.  And the car had no problems,
either.  We went out to Chili’s for dinner.

Sunday, August 1, 2010
Louisville, KY — Nashville, TN

Got up early, finished loading the car, said
goodbye to Grant, C’Mell, and Delenn.  Traffic
was light and we got to Elizabethtown, had
breakfast at Cracker Barrel, and drove on to
Nashville.  There is a dinosaur park between
Elizabethtown and Bowling Green, shown by a
large T-Rex (in the currently favored theory,
brightly colored), which we expect my great-
nephew Will will enjoy when he is old enough.

However, we did also pass a police car and
a fire truck by the road, and if you looked at the
right moment you could see the burned-out car
that had gone off the road and was in the ditch. 
No ambulance; but it may have left.

In Nashville, we went to the Borders and
The Great Escape, then had lunch with my
cousins Joe and Jim Lester, and Jim Lester’s
wife Gail.  It turned out that Joe had grown up
in Jim Lester’s hometown, and been taught by
Jim Lester’s grandfather.  We all enjoyed the
visit.

Managed to check into the motel okay, took
a nap, and went out to dinner and Davis-Kidd
bookstore.  The bookstore had Scott Walker’s
The Edge of Terror, a book with some
information on a cousin of mine who was killed
in the Philippines.  This was under the category
of things you don’t want to know but have to.

Unlike the Red Roof Inn in Dayton, the air
conditioning was quiet.  Also efficient,
something very welcome on a hot day.  It was
Shark Week on the Discovery Channel and
everything was about sharks.  They hadn’t
jumped yet.

Actually, they did show footage of great
whites leaping out of the ocean.

— Lisa

And so to bed.

Miles driven: 198.0
Books read: Bones in the Desert by Jana

Bommersbach

Monday, August 2, 2010
Nashville – Huntsville, AL — Madison, AL

Lisa went out walking before I was fully
awake.  When she got back we washed up, got
dressed, and walked down the street to the

Cracker Barrel for breakfast, then packed and
set out for Alabama.  We stopped at the
Welcome Center, which also has a Vietnam
War and Korean War memorial, along with a
full-scale model of a Saturn 1B, before
proceeding to Huntsville.

National Space and Aviation Center
Which was having a Star Wars™ exhibition,

along with the real-world spacecraft.  For
example, the Apollo 16 Command Module.  The
Saturn V has been moved indoors; it was
deteriorating, and would have collapsed, which
indicates that using it to launch a mission to
Titan is sort of out of the question.

Space Camp was in full blast and everyplace
was full of kids in Space Camp T-shirts.  There
were a few older tourists as well.  I got a picture
of Lisa at the Energy Depletion Zone.

The new main building had a number of
exhibits on the Orion spacecraft (not to be
confused with the Orion propulsion project) and
the Ares space capsule it would launch.  It takes
a while to update those things.

Somewhat roasted, we left for my cousin
Jim’s, and after some issues (he’d moved and
we went to the old address) we got there,
meeting his wife Ginni, who was bubbling over
with information about her family.  Most of
which came from Bessemer, Mississippi, a
suburb of Birmingham.  (There’s always the
story about the “Bessemer Process” and the
“Kelly Process” . . .)  She fed us a small but
tasty dinner, and we had a very good time.  (P.S.
She is a Facebook friend of mine.)

Jim arrived about 9:20 and we proceeded to
discuss the old family times.  His great-
grandfather, my Great-Uncle John, had once
resolved a cockfighting dispute in a very
summary fashion, according to Jim’s father Ed. 
John had then died of tuberculosis.  Eventually
we all got too exhausted to go on any further.

And so to bed.

Miles driven: 135.1

Tuesday, August 3, 2010
Huntsville — Chattanooga, TN

Jim had to go to work early, but we had a
few minutes before he left, and I got a picture of
him and Ginni.  I had bought some more socks
yesterday, at the Dollar General Store while
looking for where to find them, and tried them
on this morning.  They worked!

It turned out the high yesterday had been
101 degrees.  And I thought July had been bad. 
There was more in the offing today.  I had
wanted to get salt tablets, remembering last year
when I had sweated copiously at Gettysburg and
had stomach cramps the next day due to low
electrolytes, but apparently salt tablets are no
longer In.  Instead they have sports drinks —
almost all of which have sugar, and the ones
that don’t taste too syrupy.

We drove through the confused roads of
Huntsville and got out into the Alabama
countryside.  There were some very pretty
scenes in the foothills of the Appalachians,
which Lisa observed would be merely hills in
Colorado, to which I said that there, they would

be brown.

Sentry Peak Royal Wager-of-Arms Park
er . . .
Chickamauga-Chattanooga National Military
Park

We went up the Inclined Railway, which it
turned out was the second time for us both.  The
last part of the ascent is pretty steep (73% grade,
for what it’s worth), and while impressive, is
surrounded by houses and commercial
buildings.  And once you get out of the upper
terminal and go for a walk, you find yourself in
a very well-to-do neighborhood.  Which makes
for interesting times when it snows . . . oh,
snow, cold, heating bills . . . and the only way
up or down is on the railway.

The Point Park is about three blocks from
the upper terminal.  Not a bad walk.  It has some
very impressive views of the city below, and I
called Tim Lane to tell him where I was.  For
what it’s worth, the book stores, both official
and unofficial, have copies of The Guns of the
South . . . but not Sentry Peak.

There is a memorial in the park built by a
New York group.  It’s said to be the only war
memorial in the country that commemorates
both sides.

Having gone over the point, we returned to
the terminal, boarded the train, and went down
again to go to our next stop.

Red Barn With Black Roof With White
Lettering

If you were born in the South, this item was
commonplace, except where it was ubiquitous. 
The letters said:

And so here we were, Rock City in Georgia. 
The Rock City garden is a series of paths
through some severely eroded terrain.  It looks
rather like a cave with the roof off.  A damp —
that is, still “live” cave, like Kentucky Caverns
at Kentucky Down Under — with moss and
drip.  The passages wind like cave passages and
some are exceedingly narrow.  This does limit
the potentials for some people.  If one gets
through the passages there is an overlook from
which one can supposedly see seven states, if
the air was clear, which it wasn’t that day.

In spite of being such a tourist trap, the place
is well worth viewing.  The overlook is very
impressive, the passages are beautiful, and the
owners (it’s privately owned) have followed a
policy of preserving the natural environment
and exhibiting the wonders of nature.

However, for old Southrons like ourselves,
there was one startling shock that greeted us

SEE

ROCK

CITY
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when we arrived.  There is a Starbucks™ .
From there, we descended into the valley to

see:

Delta Queen
Part of the Kentucky Derby Festival was the

Great Steamboat Race, a return to the wild and
adventurous nineteenth-century days on the
river.  Louisville’s excursion boat Belle of
Louisville would match wits and engines with
the Greene Line’s passenger boat Delta Queen.

Federal legislation restricts the passenger
service of vessels with wooden upperworks. 
The Delta Queen operated under an exemption
for many years, but in 2008 this came to an end,
and 1672 Bruce Street, Henderson would
nevermore thrill to the sound of her calliope
(See Lisa’s editorial, Alexiad V. 7 #6).  Thus,
Lisa went to the boat, instead of the boat going
by Lisa.

The texas deck is still accessible without
registering at the hotel — the boat is a hotel
now — and the visitor can see the lavish
nineteenth-century decor.  With all the
appurtenances of riverboat days.  It’s easy to
imagine sharp-featured gamblers with dark
cravats and thin moustaches appreciating the
natural beauties of the hard-eyed women in low-
cut red dresses . . . er, the plains of the
Mississippi delta or the hills of the Ohio.

Staff on the Delta Queen said their hotel
prices were not bad. Internet research revealed
Sun-Thur price for a standard cabin was $99,
$129 for  the weekend. Not really competitive
with Super 8 and Red Roof but more than
competitive with places like the Sheraton.
Perhaps if we are ever at a Chattanooga con we
could spend a night on the Queen. 

— Lisa

Our day was done, and so we departed to
our night’s stay, with Elizabeth’s (and my)
cousin Max and his wife Sara.  (His mother was
the sister of Elizabeth’s father, which is about as
far as some people count “cousin”; we spread
the connection farther.)

To say Max and Sara are hospitable is like
saying water is wet.  They have a nice estate
with a splendid guest house (it has a jacuzzi
tub), which we crept around in like humble mice
trying not to make a mess.   It’s quiet, peaceful,
and if the roads weren’t a nightmare to go up
would be perfect, but I guess that the
inaccessability is what makes it so good.  (Max
pointed out that that part of Lookout Mountain
the Inclined Railway goes up to is one of the
better neighborhoods of Chattanooga, and
indeed, one of the partners in his firm had used
that to go down to take a bus to work.)

Max drives, I hate to say this, very
adventurously.  They took us out to dinner,
which we liked, and dropped us off, because
they had to leave for the airport at six the next
morning for a flight that took off at eight.  This
seemed a little optimistic, but Max didn’t appear
to be concerned.

And so to bed.

Miles driven: 135.2
Books read: Admiral “Bull” Halsey by John

Wukovits
I’d been concerned this would be a

hagiographical work, given that it relied so
heavily on Halsey’s own memoirs, but
Wukovits did deal honestly and unflinchingly
with the problems of the Battle of Leyte Gulf
and of the two typhoons.  As Lincoln said of
Grant, “I cannot spare this man.  He fights.”

Wednesday, August 4, 2010
Chattanooga – Greensboro, NC

Max and Sara had already left by the time
we finally woke up.  So we cleaned up, first
ourselves, then the guest house, and left.  (It
turns out I had left my package of pictures of
Sarah in their car, thus leaving me a bit out of
gifts when it came time to speak to relatives. 
But I managed.)

This was just a long drive, though we did eat
breakfast at a Cracker Barrel again.  As Lisa
observed, Fat Billy’s Sizzlin’ Breakfast Skillet
may have the best breakfast ever, but we don’t
have the time to go find it, and then, it might
have a menu built around rancid grease.  The
Cracker Barrel had a sign explaining Max’s
partner’s commute; it advertised the Inclined
Railway and gave the price for a trip: 65¢.  It
costs somewhat more these days.

Lisa did get a lot of pictures of the Great
Smoky Mountains.  In Colorado, these would be
mountains, albeit small ones.  And they are
green.

We stopped in Greensboro because it was
about as far as we felt we could drive that day. 
I could not get the motel’s internet, so had to
use my own.  We drove down to an Applebee’s
to have dinner.

And so to bed.

Miles driven: 419.5
. . . To Be Continued

HOW IT WORKS
Magazine Review

by Johnny Carruthers
http://purpleranger.livejournal.com/

When I reviewed Science Illustrated a little
over two years ago, I described it as quite
possibly embodying the same kind of sense of
wonder that I once found in the pages of the
much-missed Omni. And while Science
Illustrated has indeed lived up to my hopes (and

continues to do so every other month), I found
another magazine a few months ago that has
managed to engage my sense of wonder in much
the same way.

This time, the magazine is a British
publication called How It Works. The line across
the top of each issue’s cover proclaims it to be
“The Magazine That Feeds Minds,” and in the
inaugural issue, editor-in-chief Dave Harfield
describes it as “the magazine that explains
everything you never knew you wanted to know
about the world we live in.” In short, How It
Works tells you about . . . well, how things
work.

Each issue of How It Works is divided into
six general sections. As the quick guide on page
3 of every issue describes them, those sections
are:

Environment — The natural world explained.
Science — Explaining the applications of

science in the contemporary world.
Transport — Be it road, rail, air, or sea, you’ll

find out about it here.
History — Questions answered about how

things worked in the past.
Technology — The wonders of modern

gadgetry and engineering explained.
Space — From exploration to the solar system

to deep space.

Within each section, each issue runs several
articles of varying lengths. Some may run only
a few paragraphs, while others cover several
pages. Just to give you an idea of the variety of
subjects covered in How It Works, here is a
sampling from just the first issue:

Environment — The anatomy of a volcano,
How bees make honey, the formation of
diamonds, and great white sharks.

Science —How the eye works, how fireworks
burst into action, why we get drunk, how the
human heart works, and a look inside the
Large Hadron Collider.

Transport — Looks inside the Eurofighter
Typhoon, the Bugatti Veryon, and HMS
Astute, how cat’s eye reflectors and ejection
seats work, and a quick explanation of the
sound barrier (and what it means when said
barrier is broken).

Space — A look at the sun, an explanation of
gravity, and how tides and spacesuits work.

Technology — how bionic eye implants work,
how radar finds objects, keyless car
ignitions, Geiger counters, digital SLR
cameras, and 3D movies.

History — A look at medieval castles, how the
guillotine works, a quick introductory
description of heraldry, and how the
flintlock pistol worked.

And please, keep in mind that this is only a
partial listing of the first issue’s contents. The
cover stated that there were “831 facts and
answers inside.” The number of facts and
answers varies from issue to issue, of course,
but of the seven issues that have appeared in the
US so far, each issue has had at least 800. They
haven’t reached 1000 yet, but I’m guessing that
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the magazine is saving that for a special issue.
(The first anniversary issue, perhaps?)

There are also three departments that run in
each issue of How It Works. “Global Eye” is the
news section, similar to Omni’s “Continuum”
section. One feature of this section is “This Day
In History;” a timeline of historical events that
happened on that issue’s on-sale date in the UK.
For instance, the first issue hit British
newsstands on October 29, 2009. That was also
the date that Cassius Clay won his first
professional boxing match (in 1960), and the
date that John Glenn returned to space on the
space shuttle Discovery (in 1988).

“Brain Dump” is similar to Science
Illustrated’s “World Of Science” department.
Curators and staff from the National Science
Museum answer questions submitted by readers.
And “The Knowledge” is the review
department, reviewing both books and gadgets.

How It Works is written in a concise,
straightforward style. I could give an issue to
my 11-year-old nephew, and I feel quite certain
that he would have no difficulty reading it. I
suspect that my almost-8-year-old niece
(birthday in a little over a month as I write this)
might have just a little difficulty with some of
the text, but I am also certain that if she ran into
any difficulty, she would avail herself of the
assistance of either parent (or a Certain Uncle)
for any necessary clarifications.

Like Science Illustrated, How It Works is
lavishly illustrated, both with photos and
d ia g r a m s .  T h e  m a g a z i n e  r e g u l a r ly
acknowledges the assistance of book publisher
DK, and that assistance can easily be seen in
illustrations such as the castle diagram that
accompanied the article on castles in issue #1.
(Other acknowledgments have included NASA,
Reuters, and the National Science Museum.)

The one little drawback to How It Works is
that it is a little pricier than Science Illustrated.
Each issue that has appeared in the US so far
costs $9.50. But this is not an American edition.
It is the same edition that appears in the UK,
and it is printed there, so I’m guessing that at
least part of the cost has to do with shipping the
magazine from the UK to the US. It also
appears in the US a month after it does in the
UK. (The most recent issue to make an
appearance at my local Borders is #7, while #8
is on sale in the UK as I write this.)

How It Works has a website, which can be
found at:

http://www.howitworksdaily.com

As you might suspect, it has a link for
purchasing subscriptions online. But the website
contains much more than its counterpart for
Science Illustrated does. The How It Works
website contains online versions of the
magazine’s articles, video clips, and links to
websites of other magazines published by
Imagine Publishing. (And of course, a link to
Imagine’s main website.)

I really like How It Works. I’m still looking
for a science magazine that will run the
occasional SF story, though.

GODIVA PEACH TRUFFLES
Candy Review by Johnny Carruthers
http://chocolatescifi.livejournal.com/

This has not been a pleasant June.
What else can you say when you have to put

your chocolate in the refrigerator (or freezer) for
a few hours before you can unwrap a solid
candy bar, and not a molten blob?

Louisville has been experiencing a rather
nasty heat wave this month, and that heat wave
is the main reason it took me so long to get to
Godiva to pick up my monthly freebie. Time
was another consideration. I’ve been to Mall St.
Matthews several times this month, but most of
the time it was a quick stop at Subway in the
food court — with rarely enough time to make
the trek to Godiva on the other end of the mall.

Yesterday, though, I made the time to bike
around to the rear of the mall. (Quicker access
to Godiva.) I had already made my selection for
this month during last month’s visit, so it was
just a matter of showing them my card, and
acquiring my monthly freebie.

This month, my choice was the Peach
Truffle. It’s one of the seasonal truffles for
summer. More importantly, it’s milk chocolate
— something I promised myself I would get this
time around.

The chocolate menu describes the Peach
Truffle as “sweet peach in milk chocolate.”
Hmmmmmm. You know, that doesn’t help me
all that much.

The milk chocolate shell is covered with a
faint dusting of granulated sugar. It’s more
decorative than anything else. It does give the
truffle a nice sparkly appearance.

The milk chocolate seems to make a thicker,
firmer shell than some of the other truffles I
have sampled.(Of course, this could be just a
variation in batches of truffles.) As I expected,
the chocolate itself has a deeper, richer flavor
than most milk chocolates I have tasted. I would
definitely say that it contains more cocoa solids,
but at the moment, I have no way of knowing
how much more. (Hey, there is only so much
information that I can get from using my tongue
alone.)

Inside the shell was a peach ganache. It too
seemed to be firmer than some of Godiva’s
other ganaches. Of course, since I went from the
store directly to a nearby table to indulge myself
in the truffle, it stayed nice and cool, and didn’t
have a chance to soften in the outside heat.
(Remember the whole molten blob thing? It
applies even more to truffles.) The color and
flavor was just like biting into a freshly picked
peach — minus all the pulp.

I don’t think I have ever encountered the
flavor combination of peach and chocolate
before. I already had an idea that it would be
good; chocolate goes well with just about any
fruit. (At least, I don’t think I have found a fruit
that doesn’t go well with chocolate yet.) With
the Peach Truffle, the flavors remain distinct,
but there is just the slightest bit of an agreeable
blending near the end of the bite.

As always, I am trying to squeeze as much
analysis as I can in to only two or three bites.
(And I am taking very small bites, to make last

as long as possible.) Of course, that is part of
the fun of analyzing these monthly freebies —
getting as much analysis from an oh so brief
impression.

GODIVA KEY LIME TRUFFLES
Candy Review by Johnny Carruthers
http://chocolatescifi.livejournal.com/

I don’t know how this happened, but I
almost let the merry month of May slip away
without picking up my monthly free chocolate
at Godiva. Note that I said almost. A day or two
ago, I realized that the end of the month was fast
approaching, and as it turns out, today was
probably going to be the best chance for me to
pick up my freebie.

As always, when I walked into the Godiva
store, the overwhelming thought was, “Okay,
what do I want to try this time?” They had a
new chocolate menu for summer, so I quickly
looked through it, and decided upon the Key
Lime Truffle. As described in the menu, it is
“Key lime ganache in dark chocolate.”

[SIDEBAR: I really need to remember to try
something in milk chocolate for June. I’m not
intentionally choosing dark chocolate truffles
everytime; it’s just turning out that way.]

The key lime ganache seemed to be a little
firmer than the fillings of some of the other
truffles I sampled. Of course, this time, I found
a table near the store, sat down, took out my
notepad, and began jotting down notes as I bit
into the truffle. The ganache is delightfully tart.
It isn’t mouth-puckeringly sour, but it also isn’t
too sweet. I guess I’m going to borrow a line
from Goldilocks, and say that it’s “just right.”

The dark chocolate, of course, is the same
dark chocolate that I have been encountering in
several other Godiva products over the past few
months. I’m not sure that there is too much else
that I can add at this point.

When you bite into the Key Lime Truffle,
the two flavors don’t blend together. Instead,
they stay quite distinct the entire time it stays on
your tongue. The tartness of the key lime
ganache takes the initial dominance over your
tastebuds. Slowly, though, the tartness slowly
fades away, leaving the rich smoothness of the
dark chocolate coating your tastebuds.

And there is something of an interplay
between the two flavors as they roll over your
tongue. They play off one another, each
contrasting the other.

As usual, I can only squeeze only so much
analysis from one little truffle. But I will have to
try a few more truffles during the next couple of
months. More than a few of Godiva’s
summer-themed truffles have caught my eye.
And I think I want them to catch my tongue as
well.

MARS CHOCOLATE ALMOND BAR
Candy Review by Johnny Carruthers
http://chocolatescifi.livejournal.com/

A few years ago, Mars decided to rename
the Mars Bar (or Mars Almond Bar, to use the
full name) the Snickers Almond Bar, for reasons
I have only vaguely understood. Same bar, same
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taste — just a name change. (Well, they did put
peanuts in it for a while, but they’re gone.) As I
remember, when I wrote my review of the
Snickers Almond Bar, I invoked Shakespeare’s
“by any other name” line from Romeo And
Juliet.

A day or two ago, I was in Wal-Mart. At the
checkout lanes, I perused the selection of candy
bars, and one of them caught my eye. The Mars
Bar. Well, this time, the full name is “Mars
Chocolate Almond Bar.”

I think I will steer clear of referencing Mr.
Shakespeare this time. While his line is
certainly applicable once again, there are lines
from a couple of songs (or slightly mangled
versions thereof) that might work a little better
this time:

“Mars Bar swings like a pendulum do . . . “
or

“Everything old is new again.”

For reasons that are probably as
incomprehensible as they were a few years ago,
Mars has to decided to change the name of the
candy bar once again. This time, Mars is
bringing back the older name.

And make no mistake, it is the same candy
bar. A box of Mars Bars and a box of Snickers
Almond Bars sat next to each other on the shelf.
I picked up one of each for comparison
purposes.

Inside, both bars have the same composition
— vanilla nougat, caramel, and almonds. Both
bars are covered in milk chocolate. And both
bars taste the same.

I suppose you could say that I did that test
the old-fashioned way. I took a bit from the
Mars Bar, chewed, and swallowed —
thoroughly enjoying every single moment of the
process. (What would be the point of these
reviews if I didn’t enjoy the research process?)
Then, after a quick swallow of water to clear the
tastebuds, I did the same with the Snickers
Almond Bar. Trust me, whatever the name, this
is the same candy bar, irrespective of what name
is on the wrapper.

As I have mentioned, I have no clear idea of
why Mars made this name change. (I don’t even
have any theories at the moment.) But I am
more than a little certain of one thing. While I
did see Mars Bars and Snickers Almond Bars
side by side on the shelves a day or two ago,
you won’t be seeing them sharing shelf space
for too long. I’m guessing that Mars is in the
process of phasing out the Snickers Almond Bar
(at least the name and wrapper), and you will
gradually see them disappearing from the
shelves.

THE (ANGLO-SAXON) LANGUAGE
OF MARS

By Sue Burke

The Spanish National Library is constantly
rummaging through its collections, which are of
staggering breadth and depth, and it posts news
about surprising items on its Facebook page.
That’s how I learned about the August 28, 1924,
issue of El Sol newspaper.

That issue included the latest news about
peace projects in Paris, the Rif War (redacted by
military censors), tumult in the Reichstag over
reparation payments, the serious illness of
Anatole France, an outbreak of smallpox in
Madrid – and an editorial about “The Language
of Mars.” The library called the editorial
“extravagant”: “Imagine the reaction this news
could have created in the Spanish population of
the ‘20s.”

The issue of the newspaper has been posted
online as a PDF as part of the library’s ongoing
project to digitalize its holdings, and I’ve
translated the editorial for your wonderment and
edification. Remember, this was a respectable
newspaper.

THE LANGUAGE OF MARS
It’s very curious that only observatories in

Anglo-Saxon countries believe they’ve received
signals from the planet Mars in response to our
own signals. Anglo-Saxon countries are
characterized by being more developed in
spiritualism and theosophism, which doesn’t
mean that its peoples are more spiritualist than
others. It might even mean the complete
opposite. What a spiritualist hopes for is a spirit
who can lift up a table so it spells out letters in
Morse code with its movements; that is, what an
Anglo-Saxon hopes for is a spirit who can
create movements, acts of power, which we in
Latin countries believe more proper to matter
than to spirit. We’re not saying that we Latins
are more logical than Anglo-Saxons. Being
logical doesn’t say much, in fact. We could be
if we made a somewhat inglorious concession
and tried to explain the relationship between the
soul and the body, since some kinds of signals
require the involvement of the soul to make the
brain and nervous system understand what they
want to make the muscles do.

In this case, since Anglo-Saxons tend to
believe that spirits can make signals in Morse
Code, they now also suppose the inhabitants of
the planet Mars can do so, too. The word that
the Anglo-Saxon observatories have deduced
from these signals they believe they’ve received
is something like “jopp” in our alphabet. “Jopp”
is no great thing. And, besides, we must
remember that the Martians haven’t said “jopp”
to us. They’ve only made a number of short and
long signals at us. The supposition that they
know Morse code or any other is purely
arbitrary. The law of probabilities is against it.
In reality, it’s possible to attribute a much
higher level of culture than ours to the Martians
without them needing to invent language, much
less to break it down into letters.

Our imagination was born and has
developed in accordance with our civilization,
so it’s very difficult for us to conceive of a
world of a different nature from our own. But
it’s possible, for example, that the Martians are
blind and instead have the gift to perceive the
flow of others’ energy and even their future. It’s
possible, for example, that the Martians have
sensed the signals we’ve sent them without
needing to have seen them. It’s also possible
that the Martians know our future perfectly,
something that we don’t know. The mystery of

“where do we come from” and “where are we
going” may be an open book for them. The
difficulty we have conceiving of these things is
due to man’s deep connection to visual
representations. The fact that we have three
semicircular conduits in our ears is a sign of
how hearing is also a visual sense for us — or
spatial, to be more precise. The spatial and
architectural character of music emphasizes this
idea. For us, the world is, above all, a
procession of shadows that come and go. Our
language is only a series of signals that recount
the movements of these shadows, which
themselves are signals from a different,
unknown reality.

It’s possible that the Martians don’t see
these shadows but they perceive the substance
that moves them. They may also know where
they’ve come from and where they’re going. It’s
possible, in other words, that while the sons of
Earth are essentially accidental beings, the
Martians are essentially substantial beings. In
this case it wouldn’t be difficult for the signals
from which the observatories have taken the
word “jopp” to be the key to all the secrets that
we can’t unlock. Perhaps the signals translated
as “jopp” mean “God,” and the Martians are
telling us that we come from God and we go to
God. Perhaps “jopp” means “nothing” and they
want to say that they already know that we’re
going nowhere. . . .

ANNOUNCING THE BEYOND BREE
2011 30TH ANNIVERSARY

CALENDAR

Beyond Bree is pleased to announce its 30th
Anniversary with a special 2011 Calendar
featuring art focused on the Istari, the wizards of
Tolkien’s Middle-earth.

The Calendar will feature classic art from
Beyond Bree’s past as well as new works by a
host of artists from around the globe, including:

*  Sylvia Hunnewell
*  Nancy Martsch
*  Jef Murray
*  Ted Nasmith
*  Cecile can Zon
*  Maciej Wignanski
     and more!

The colour and black-and-white calendar has
both Middle-earth dates and real world holidays.
It is 11 x 8 1/2 inches, opening to 11 x 17
inches.

Price: $20 plus shipping — USA $2,
rest-of-world $5.

PayPal orders will also be taken with a $1.00
surcharge. Send PayPal payments (in USD) to:
beyondbree@yahoo.com

Send check or money order (in USD, drawn
on a US bank) to: Nancy Martsch, PO Box
55372, Sherman Oaks, CA 91413, USA; or send
currency (at your own risk, use a sturdy
envelope).

For more details, contact: Nancy Martsch at
beyondbree@yahoo.com

ABOUT BEYOND BREE
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  “Beyond Bree” is the newsletter of the JRR
Tolkien Special Interest Group of American
Mensa (Mensa is a high-IQ society).
Subscriptions are open to all lovers of Tolkien’s
Middle-earth, Mensan and non-Mensan alike.
Beyond Bree is published monthly, in both
paper and electronic format. 

Subscriptions cost $15 per year USA
(paper), $20 foreign; $10 per year electronic. A
sample issue (paper) costs $1.00 USA, $1.50
foreign. Make checks (in US dollars, drawn on
a US bank) payable to Nancy Martsch, PO Box
55372, Sherman Oaks, CA 91413, USA. Back
issues are also available.

A typical issue of Beyond Bree is 12 pages
long, contains short articles on JRR Tolkien and
his works; reviews of books, games, films,
events by, about, or inspired by JRR Tolkien
and his works, and general fantasy which might
be of interest to the Tolkien fan. Also readers’
views; fan publications, news, art, occasional
poetry & puzzles. We seldom publish fiction.
Since we are too widely scattered to meet in
person, Beyond Bree carries news of
conventions and gatherings where the Tolkien
fan might find others of similar interests. And,
if readers have questions about Tolkien or his
works, we try to answer them.

You can learn more about us at our website
http://www.cep.unt.edu/bree.html

FANZINES

Askance #20
John Purcell, 3744 Marielene Circle,
College Station, TX 77845-3926 USA

j_purcell54@yahoo.com
http://www.efanzines.com

Banana Wings #42 May 2010
Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer, 59
Shirley Road, Croydon, Surrey, CR0 7ES,
UK
fishlifter@googlemail.com
Best Fanzine Hugo Nominee

Beyond Bree June 2010, July 2010
Nancy Martsch, Post Office Box 55372,
Sherman Oaks, CA 91413-5372 USA
beyondbree@yahoo.com
Not available for The Usual; $15/year, $20
foreign, $10/year electronic.

The Drink Tank #250, #251, #252, #253, #254
Christopher J. Garcia
garcia@computerhistory.org
http://www.efanzines.com
Best Fanzine Hugo Nominee

Fish Out of Water #383, #384, #385, #386,
#387, #388, #389, #390, #391
Marty Helgesen, 11 Lawrence Avenue,
Malverne, New York 11565-1406 USA

Fortnightly Fix #13, #14
Steve Green
stevegreen@livejournal.com
http://www.efanzines.com

Journal of Mind Pollution #35 May 2010
Richard A. Dengrove, 2651 Arlington
Drive, #302, Alexandria, VA 22306-3626
USA
RichD22426@aol.com

MT Void  V. 28 #50 June 11, 2010 — V. 29 #6
August 6, 2010
Mark and Evelyn Leeper, 80 Lakeridge
Drive, Matawan, NJ 07747-3839 USA
eleeper@optonline.net
mleeper@optonline.net
http://leepers.us/mtvoid

Nice Distinctions #19 August 2010
Arthur Hlavaty & Co., 206 Valentine Street,
Yonkers, NY 10704-1814 USA
hlavaty@panix.com
http://www.livejournal.com/users/supergee/
http://www.maroney.org/hlavaty/
http://www.efanzines.com

Opuntia #69.1C June 2010, #69.1D July 2010
Dale Speirs, Box 6830, Calgary, Alberta
T2P 2E7 CANADA

The Reluctant Famulus #75 May 2010
Thomas D. Sadler, 305 Gill Branch Road,
Owenton, KY 40359-8611 USA
tomfamulus@hughes.net

Royal Swiss Navy Gazette #21 June 2010
Garth Spencer, 82 East 40th Avenue,
Vancouver, BC V5W 1L4 CANADA
garthspencer@shaw.ca

SF Commentary #80 & #80A August 2010

Bruce Gillespie, 5 Howard Street,
Greensborough VIC 3088 AUSTRALIA
http://www.efanzines.com

Visions of Paradise #154
Robert Sabella, 24 Cedar Manor Court,
Budd Lake, NJ 07828-1023 USA
bsabella@optonline.net
http://www.efanzines.com

ERG
Review by Joseph T Major of

WARTIME DAZE
(or How I Won the War)

and Other Bits
by Terry Jeeves

Edited by Thomas D. Sadler
(Strange Dwarf Press; 2010)

305 Gill Branch Road
Owenton, KY 40359-8611 USA

One of the highlights of Terry’s Erg or
Tom’s The Reluctant Famulus was Terry’s
stories of the general muddle of being in service
during the War, his tales of “Dad’s Air Force”,
so to speak.  In tribute to this unjustly
unheralded fan writer, Tom has collected all the
various articles from those two zines between
one set of covers.

Part of it is a view into that different world
that is the past; who knocked up the knocker-up,
for example?  Other incidents evoke the old
Gernsbackian days, when every reader of
scientifiction had a shop and a lab in his
basement, and longed to be a scientist, if not an
engineer.  And the experiments they did do
often filled the Heinleinian dream of making (or
not making) explosives in a frame building.

Once he became Aircraftman Jeeves, he
discovered that nine-tenths of war is “friction”,
or doing nothing in a very confused world.  My
own father was in an adjacent theater, or theatre,
in Australia, and Grant’s was even closer, in the
CBI, while Terry went from India to Cocos
Island, so they might have had something to talk
about if they had ever met.

And then there was the problem of after the
war, or how Goodbye Mr Chips wasn’t the half
of it, not by a long shot.  At least Mr Jeeves the
schoolteacher could escape into fandom.

The stories are illustrated with Terry’s own
art, showing weary RAF squaddies, or the
shapeless Everybeings of alien worlds,
including our own.

The book also includes introductory essays
by Terry’s children, recounting his marriage and
what happened when Mum passed on.  We have
a rounded picture of the man or fan to
understand his own words better.

We forget the fans who went on pubbing
their ishes, reading and commenting, doing the
fannish thing to do.  Except when someone like
Tom remembers.

NEW WORLDCON BIDS

2015 Boston, San Diego
2016 Kansas City
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Letters, we get letters

From: Christopher J. Garcia June 13, 2010
1401 N. Shoreline Boulevard, Mountain
View, CA 94043-1311 USA
garcia@computerhistory.org
Best Fan Writer Hugo Nominee

You look at the nominees for Best Novel. I
loved The City & The City, though I think it was
not a very good Detective Story, the thought
experiment that it was wrapped in was so good
I could over look it. Every time there was talk
about the two cities, I found myself elsewhere,
thinking of the possibilities, the problems, the
difficulties and the psychology of it all. It was a
great read, but a weak detective story. Sort of
the opposite of The Yiddish Policeman’s Union. 

I’ve still not finished The Windup Girl.
Paolo is just so dense, like syrup straight out of
the fridge, but once you conform to his style,
you understand and it becomes so much more.
Still, I’m slow on Paolo, who I consider one of
the two best short form writers in the world
(along with Ted Chiang). 

I liked Boneshaker, though I had a few
problems with it. It wasn’t even one of my top
ten for the year (which was The City & The
City, Yellow Blue Tibia, Mind Over Murder (a
Psych novel), Enclave, Flood, The Girl Who
Circumnavigated Fairyland in a Boat of Her
O wn M aking ,  Retrom ancer ,  Soulless ,
Palimpsest and The Windup Girl, even though
I haven’t finished it) and you can see what I
think of most of the other nominees. Julian
Comstock suffers from the fact that it’s written
by an author who makes the bile raise to the
back of my throat once in a while (as with the
novel Spin). I liked Palimpsest quite a bit. The
less I say about the Sawyer, the better.  I
HATED Wake. I mean I just hated it. I usually
like Sawyer until he gets to what he leaves as
the endings, but this one just made me angry. It
was the one thing we agree on in our Hugos
Considered panel at BayCon. Well, that and that
Sheila Williams is no Gardner Dozois. 

Dixieland Band deserves a place in the Hall
of Fame, though some point to injuries among
his progeny as evidence of the disconnect
between modern breeding concepts and the
injury-prone ways of modern horses. I
remember hearing about Dixieland Band as a
Northern Dancer-level stud. Well, so was Mr.
Prospector, if you look at it. 

That reminds me; we really need another
Triple Crown winner, prefereably one that runs

as a serious underdog that I latch on to in the
weeks prior to the Derby so I can clean up. I did
not do well this year . . .

Kick Ass was quite likely the most fun I’ve
had in a theatre all year. It was just an absolute
blast. Mark Strong was great (as he had been in
Sherlock Holmes) and a Bazooka plays a major
role. Gotta love that!

And Thanks for 3rd place in Fanwriter
listing. I’ll be very happy with 3rd! I’ll be even
happier if Starship Sofa ends up in any position
other than winning. 

You mean like last year, when
after the Best Fanzine Hugo
presentation the other faneds had
a little talk and discovered that
NONE of them had ever even seen
Electric Velocipede?

— JTM

OK, that’s my little LoC!
Will we be seeing each other at

Reconstruction? Perhaps a FanEds lunch?

From: Steve Green June 15, 2010
33 Scott Road, Solihull B92 7LQ, UK
ghostwords@yahoo.co.uk

Unlike yourself and R-Laurraine Tutihasi, I
actually have seen Spartacus: Blood and Sand,
described by the British tv critic Charlie
Brooker as “possibly the lustiest, goriest, most
wilfully red-blooded drama series the law and
human decency will allow”, which is if anything
a n  u n d e r s t a t e m e n t .  T h e  e n h a n c e d
cinematography is straight out of 300, with teeth
and blood sprayed into the air at every
opportunity, and when male flesh isn’t being
hacked to pieces, copious amounts of female
flesh is being paraded to complete the equation.
I wouldn’t pretend it exhibits any narrative
structure resembling a story arc, but I confess its
visceral energy can be quite distracting.

And some of those copious
amounts of female flesh are on
Lucy Lawless.  Which we will all be
able to see on September 21, when
the first season is released on
DVD and Blu-Ray.

— JTM

From: Rod E. Smith   June 16, 2010
730 Cline Street, Frankfort, KY 40601-
1034  USA
stickmaker@usa.net

Conglomeration: You didn’t mention that
the WiFi was nonexistent, probably because you
weren’t staying at the hotel. :-) I’d occasionally
get a signal, but never an actual connection.
Front desk stated, sympathetically, that I would
get one in the business rooms, in the main part
of the hotel, near the end of the pool chamber. I
did find a few secured wireless connections,
including one which seemed to be Grant’s
laptop. Hopefully, better WiFi for next year will
be one result of the ongoing remodeling.

Leigh Kimmel had that problem
in ‘08.  They’re moving.  Let’s hope
the new place has decent WiFi.

— JTM

AussieCon News: Remember the problems
some US hucksters had getting their wares
across the border for TorCon 3?

In answer to John Purcell’s question about
Robinson Crusoe on Mars, there are superoxide
compounds which release surplus oxygen when
burned. These are actually used in some rescue
breathers. Whether there are natural compounds
with enough extra to let your breathe it I don’t
know. I do note the odd behavior of the fireballs
after the crash, which could be due to the
lander’s propellants igniting some of that rock
which then released bursts of oxygen. 

Taras Wolansky speculates on Neanderthals
interbreeding with other human types. Joe (I
think) speculates the women of other species
might have wanted big, strong, silent, rugged
hunks. While the rest is probably true,
examination of surviving Neanderthal hyoids
(there are a few, despite the fragility) suggests
that they could have spoken almost as well as
modern humans, but that their voices would
have been high and squeaky. (Now I’m hearing
moose calls.)

I will be going to ReConStruction.
I am at just over a hundred thousand words

on a fantasy novel, with maybe a thousand to
go. However, I keep getting distracted by petty,
Earthly concerns.  Like replacing my broken
basement windows. :-)
 
 From: Darrell Schweitzer June 21, 2010

66445 Rutland Street, Philadelphia, PA
19149-2128 USA
darrells@comcast.net

You are incorrect on page 2 of the June issue
when you say that the late George Scithers lost
two editorial jobs because he was too stubborn
to move. His not living in New York was not
the issue with Isaac Asimov’s SF Magazine
(which George abbreviated as IA’sfm , but
everyone since has called simply Asimov’s).
You will note that the longest-lasting of his
successors, Gardner Dozois, was also a
Philadelphian, who commuted to New York
about once a week. In fact, as the resources for
the magazine shrank (I am told) there was only
one office there, which was used alternately by
the editors of Asimov’s and by Stan Schmidt for
Analog, so the editors were encouraged to work
from home.

As for why George and Asimov’s SF parted
company, there were some conflicts,
particularly with the art department. You will
recall that in 1981 there was a radical attempt to
“modernize” the look of both Asimov’s and
Analog. This was done over considerable
resistance by the editors of both. The not only
did the new art director deliberately eschew any
actual science fictional imagery, but there were
also such rudimentary blunders as five covers of
Asimov’s in a row which were mostly blue.
Someone even wrote in to ask snidely, “Did you
guys get a special bargain on blue ink?”
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Joel Davis, the publisher, was made to
believe that fans approved of the changes, being
shown only the letters that supported this. In
fact they overwhelmingly disapproved of it. Go
back and look. You will find several covers
which can easily be nominated for the worst SF
prozine cover of all time. My choice would be
the “Pueblo Indian pissing over a ledge” cover
on Analog for Dean McLaughlin’s “Dawn”
(June 1981), although there are many serious
contenders. This was the second of two covers
given to the McLaughlin serial. The first, April
1981, is jawdroppingly awful too. I once heard
David Bischoff describe how he had always
wanted to get the cover on Analog, but when he
did, he couldn’t show it off because people
would laugh. The cover for his and Tom
Monteleone’s serial “The Day of the
Dragonstar” looked like a giant cigarette filter
floating in space. I described most of the
Asimov’s covers of the time as “first-year art
student’s imitations of Magritte.”

I would suggest that the only reason
Asimov’s and Analog are still being published at
all is that this effort to make them more
“modern” and “relevant” was ultimately
defeated. Geroge didn’t win the fight, though.
Stanley Schmidt did, and so did Gardner
Dozois. I recall Gardner describing how he used
to argue with the publisher, “It’s supposed to
have science fiction imagery on the covers.
That’s why people buy it.” You will note that by
about 1985, the covers have returned to normal.
The bad Magritte was gone. Vincent di Fate and
Kelly Freas and people like that returned.

George also edited Amazing Stories for two
years. No problem with the artwork there. He
started off (November 1982) with a Michael
Whelan dragon cover. That issue sold more
copies on the newstand than anything else in the
field, although, alas, Amazing’s subscription list
was in three digits at that time, and TSR never
bothered to do much about it, having been
convinced by the success of The Dragon (which
they clearly did not understand, but took for
granted) that magazines sell themselves. George
could not even get TSR to send out renewal
notices, and was told “People will miss it and
auotmatically resubscribe.” George’s parting
from TSR was on very friendly terms. This
WAS a case of his refusing to move from
Philadelphia to Lake Geneva to keep the job. He
was succeeded by the in-house editor, Patrick
Price.

In the case of Weird Tales, George remained
co-editor until about the end of 2007. He DID
move for that one, from the Philadelphia area to
Rockville Maryland, where he was within
walking distance of the Wildside Press office,
and continued to do some work for Wildside to
the end. His last anthology, published
posthumously, was Cat Tales 2. In this case I
was the one who was in no position to move.
We were both taken off the magazine when the
publisher John Betancourt (whose money was
being spent, after all, so he got to decide these
things) decided to turn the magazine into
something entirely different, in both content and
appearance.

George was indeed the fan who did it all. He

also was proud of the fact that he had sold
stories to three of the greatest editors in the
history of science fiction, John W. Campbell,
Frederik Pohl, and Ben Bova. Yes, he did, but
only one each. George wrote fiction only very
occasionally. He had to win a Hugo to make his
first sale. He won the Fanzine Hugo for Amra.
Pohl had the idea of doing an issue of IF (which
had won its second Hugo) featuring, as far as
possible, all the Hugo winners. But IF had a
“first story” feature, showcasing a new writer
every issue. George was in the unique position
of being a Hugo winner who had never sold a
story before. The result was “The Faithful
Messenger” (IF, March 1969).

George even drew the cover for the first
issue of Amra. (I mean Vol 2 No 1. Vol 1 No 1
was just a flyer announcing the formation of the
Hyborian Legion.) He was not particularly
distinguished as a fan artist, but he did do that
too.

Thanks for the information. 
Everyone else, that’s from One
Who Knows.

Alexis Gilliland’s remarks led me to go
reread Suetonius’s Life of Domitian. There is no
mention of the emperor personally racing
chariots or competing in the arena. In fact we
are told that he wasn’t very athletic, except in
bed. (Sex he referred to as “bed-wrestling.”) He
did like to kill animals in private, showing off
his skill with a bow, so that he could shoot an
animal in the head twice before it dropped,
giving it the appearance of horns. He also
performed a stunt where he would shoot at the
outstretched hand of a slave boy, and place the
arrows between the fingers. 

I was surprised that Suetonius did not tell
the Ghastly Dinner Party Joke story, which I
remembered so vividly from when I first read it
many years ago that I swiped it for a story of my
own. Domitian was an off-with-their-heads
type, who could be at his most terrifying when
he was being obviously nice. He could speak to
someone in the fondest terms and even invite
him to ride in his litter with him, then have the
fellow crucified the next day. He enjoyed doing
this. Once he summoned a couple senators to
the palace late at night. They went, trembling,
and were ushered into a room draped all in
black, decorated with funerary motifs, where
they dined with the emperor who discoursed on
death, suffering, torture, etc. The waiters were
all painted black and clad in black. (Remember
that the Roman idea of a ghost was like an
animate shadow, a black outline.) The “guests”
went home, certain that they would be soon
ordered to kill themselves, but the next morning
they were told it was all a gag, and the emperor
sent them presents and even some of the slaves
who had waited on them, now cleaned up.

That dinner party sounds like
something from H. Allen Smith’s
The Compleat Practical Joker
(1953).

I read that story in Michael Grant’s The

Twelve Caesars, which is a study of Suetonius
and an attempt to determine how much of his
gossip is actually true. Grant got the story not
from Suetonius, though, but from Cassius Dio,
who was a contemporary of the Severans (early
3rd century) and who sometimes elaborates on
the stories of the early emperors. It is in Dio, not
Suetonius, that we read about Livia painting
poison onto the figs while they still grew on the
tree, which made such a memorable scene in I,
Claudius. Dio was of course writing about
people as far removed from himself as we are
from George Washington. Suetonius was at
least a younger contemporary of Domitian. He
tells us that he was present when, after Domitian
had begun to persecute Jews and people who
“lived in the Jewish manner” (whether this
meant Christians or Jews who tried to keep their
Jewishness secret to evade extra taxes is not
clear), an old man of 90-something was stripped
in court in front of a gawking crowd to
determine whether he was circumcised. It’s not
clear that Suetonius ever met Domitian, though
he must have seen him in public, and if he does
not describe Domitian as a sports fan on the
order of Nero or Commodus, then I suppose we
should believe him.

Sadism and paranoia were the keys to
Domitian’s character. He also had a “Daddy
liked you best” complex, trying to get some
attention and glory in the shadow of his brother
Titus. But he wasn’t the kind of insane show-off
that Nero and Commodus were.

By way of further Roman matters, I have a
movie to recommend: See Agora (2009). This is
a Spanish film, directed by Alejandro
Amenabar, starring Rachel Weisz. It won an
award at Cannes and seems to have been the
top-grossing film in Spain last year. It seems to
have actually been filmed in English and aimed
at an international market. It won’t get much
play in the US, I am sure, because of pressure
from the religious right, because it is, you see, a
film about a noted martyr for freedom of
thought, Hypatia of Alexandria, who was
brutally murdered by Christian monks in A.D.
415, very likely at the behest of the patriarch
Cyril (a noted Saint and Doctor of the Church)
and certainly to further his political ambitions.

In other words it is just about the only
cinematic depiction ever of the real world of
Late Antiquity, when the ferocity of Christians
amazed the surviving pagans and caused
Ammianus Marcellinus to remark that not even
the beasts of the arena fight one another (or
anyone else) so fiercely as do these Christians.
Our own L. Sprague de Camp once referred to
the patriarch Theophilus (uncle and predecessor
of Cyril; we Theophilus see in the film inciting
a mob to burn the Library of Alexandria) as “a
bloodthirsty fanatic of the Hitlerian type.”

The film is fair enough to spread the guilt
around. First we see pagans rioting against
Christians, then being overwhelmed when they
find themselves outnumbered. Jews riot against
Christians. Christians riot against both.
(“Rioting” largely consists of taking swords and
clubs and slaughtering as many of the foe as one
can, before the soldiers arrive to break it up.)
Theophilus expels the Jews from Alexandria,




