
Wales West, Trains 

And Asthma Again 
 

 

 Although we had not planned another camping trip until Labor Day --- allowing time for 

the finances to recover from the others in the spring and summer ï we made an exception the 

first weekend in August. We learned from a friend about an unusual campground in Silverhill, 

AL called Wales West. Not only does this RV park have the usual amenities, it also has two 

railroads. I have mentioned before Atticusôs love for Thomas the Tank Engine and all things 

train. 

 Silverhill is in west Baldwin County, maybe 20 miles north of the Alabama Gulf Coast. 

Wales West resulted from a trip to the UK by Silverhill residents Ann and Ken Zanichek.  They 

rode trains all over England. In Wales they became enchanted with a narrow gauge railroad and 

decided that would be a great thing to have in Silverhill. The local bank wasnôt interested in 

railroads but said theyôd finance an RV park. Eventually, the Zadnicheks developed a 13-acre 

facility with a light railroad (two-foot track) and also a garden railroad (7.5-inch! track). Both are 

available for rides. 

 The garden railroad makes a short circuit through the park. The Narrow gauge loops the 

facility, running a full mile with lots of child-friendly attractions along the way. These are 

usually activated during the parkôs busy Halloween and Christmas programs. Needless to say, 

Atticus enjoyed the rides but talked most about the two Thomas tables available for kids to play 

with in the gift shop. Itôs not like some of the same stuff wasnôt waiting for him back at the 

camper! 

  The trip enabled me to catch up with a couple of friends, also. David Parker in Foley has 

developed a web page called the Alabama High School Football History Association. I am 

gradually passing on to him all of my notes and files accumulated over several decades. For 

many years I was about the only high school sports historian in the state. By getting everything 

digitalized, David has done wonders for preservation. We met him at a convenience store, visited 

for a few minutes and transferred a couple of boxes of material. 

 Then we went on down to the coast for lunch at one of our favorite places, The Gulf. This 

restaurant is built out of big blue shipping containers. Its seating is all outside on the Gulf of 

Mexico with major access to sand for kids. That means the little ones can play and the adults can 

eat in peace.  

 Coincidentally, that weekend was the 50
th
 anniversary celebration of the Flora-Bama, one 

of the internationally recognized great watering holes. Surviving deadly hurricanes and greedy 

developers on all sides, the Flora-Bama has been an enduring place to hang out and enjoy a wide 

variety of live music. The dedication of an historical marker and 50ðcent draft beer were part of 

the celebration.   

 After lunch we decided to drive the few miles further east to the Florida-Alabama state 

line and check out the festivities. Realistically though, I told Nancy we were not likely going to 

be able to park anywhere close to the FloraBama and wading through that crowd to get to one of  
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the various bars would be a nightmare. Sure enough, traffic was backed up on the highway for 

about a mile in each direction.  ñWell, we can say we were in the crowd,ò I said as we inched on 

through and across the Florida line. We drove on down a few miles to a Publix Supermarket, 

picked up some steaks to grill, then turned north. We were soon able to cross the Perdido Bay 

bridge and head back into Alabama through the little town of Lillian. 

 I wrote about our KOA stay at Lillian last summer in a previous issue. To our dismay the 

Lillian Cafe and the Sandy Hook Elementary tribute art exhibit were both gone. The café 

building was still there but quite abandoned. Perhaps it was destroyed by the excessive flooding 

that part of the state had in the spring. 

 Back at the campground, Atticus insisted on pool time. The only pool at Wales West is an 

indoor one. Nancy does not like indoor pools. She prefers being in the sun but also believes  

germs can congregate around indoor pools. This proved to be the case.  Atticus woke up feeling 

puny on Saturday when we were to meet friends Graham Timbes and Maggie Mosteller Timbes 

for lunch at Big Daddyôs Grille on the Fish River. Big Daddyôs is another coastal eatery with a 

huge sand pile. The fact that Atticus only played for a few minutes, then asked to lie down in his 

stroller is indicative of how he felt. 

 Graham and I were undergraduates at Alabama together. He is an actor with a number of 

TV and film credits as well as a lot of stage work. Maggie is director of the Marietta Johnson 

Museum in Fairhope, AL. Marietta Johnson was an educator who was ahead of her time, 

founding the Fairhope Organic School with non-traditional instruction methods. Graham has 

always said the Organic school gave him the background for later success. We had a good visit 

with them while Atticus kind of semi-napped. Then, we took him back to the campground. He 

had a slight fever so we gave him some Tylenol. Within an hour his temperature and energy level 

were back to normal.  

 He felt well enough to have another ride on the narrow gauge railroad when it made its 4 

p.m. run. Since he was better, I left him and Nancy for an hour to drive over to Fairhope for a 

quick visit to the Fairhope Brewing Co. Their flight glasses are a little larger than some so I 

limited myself to four samples. I had their SóWheat Home American-style wheat beer and I 

Drink Therefore Amber. I especially like the wheat, a crisp, refreshing beer for a summer day.  

They also had three tribute beers to the band Phish, which had played in the area the night 

before. They were out of Rye but had the Hopua session IPA and The IPA With available. The 

latter was interesting. Here is the description from the menu: The IPA With  ñis an ode to Phishôs 

classic, The Curtain. When the band breaks into the óWith,ô a beautiful instrumental that 

sometimes accompanies the end of the song, the crowd goes crazy. We expect youôll find this 
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IPA, brewed with fresh Baldwin County jalapenos, to get you just as giddy.ò It was quite 

drinkable with the peppers adding just a bit of spice not burn. 

 Despite his seeming recovery, over the next few days Atticus developed a cough, 

resulting in an eventual trip to the pediatrician, who said he had a mild case of strep throat but 

was already well past the contagion period with it. 

  He missed a couple of days of day care, but then was back in the swing of things. At this 

writing he is excited about tomorrow being his first day in the pre-K program at his school, 

University Baptist Child Development Center. 

 

Oh, Ensign Crusher,  

What Were You Thinking? 
 I was channel surfing when SyFy came up with a program concluding called The Wil 

Wheaton Project. Hey, this might be interesting, I said, settling in to watch another episode that 

was coming up shortly.  I know Wheaton (the former Ensign Welsey Crusher of the U.S.S. 

Enterprise) is a known west coast fan. Also, I featured him here a few issues back for his interest 

in craft beer and home brewing. Of course 

 The Wil Wheaton Project has the host watching video clips, then commenting on them in 

a Mystery Science Theater 3000 manner. Itôs all supposed to be very funny. First up on the 

episode was a segment called ñWhat Movies is He Talking About?ò Someone connected with the 

new Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles movie was babbling about the film in glowing intellectual 

terms. When he finished, the stentorian announcer said, ñThis man is full of shit.ò  

 Oh, he should have saved that for the next promo of The Wil Wheaton Project.  It is 

unequivocably the worst TV show I have ever seen. It makes My Mother the Car look like 

Masterpiece Theater. Some of the film clips are real, some have been FXed for laughs. Most of 

the latter are just silly. Wheatonôs ñhumorousò observations are embarrassingly lame and 

delivered in a smirky manner like the guy on The Comedy Channelôs tosh.o. He grins at the 

audience as if there is something really funny going on they are missing it.   

 Surely, Wheaton must know this show is absolute crap.  

 

Scientists 

And the Genre 
 I love lists. Joe Green on fictionmags. com posted one from Huffington Post featuring 15 

scientists commenting on their favorite science fiction books and movies. Most of the scientists 

were not known to me, nor were some of their selections. I found a couple of things interesting, 

though. Two scientists selected the classic film, The Day the Earth Stood Still (1951).One was 

Dr. Michael Shermer, science historian and founding publisher of Skeptic magazine. He sees the 

film as Christ allegory. The other was astrophysicist and pop culture science hero Neil deGrasse 

Tyson, who was quoted from an earlier interview as saying: ñThe story was so strong and 

compelling that the film did not require heavy special effects or monsters or violence to be 

simultaneously hopeful and terrifyingò   

 Tysonôs other  favorite films were 2001: A Space Odyssey (1968), Plant of the Apes 

(1968), The Terminator (1984), The Quiet Earth (1985) , Contact (1997), Deep Impact (1998), 

The Matrix (1999), The Island (2005) and Watchmen (2009).  

 The most interesting response, though, was from primatologist Dr. Jane Goodall. She 

cited three books that had an impact on her career. Not surprising, one from childhood was Hugh  
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Loftingôs The Story of Doctor Doolittle. Also, not too surprising was Edgar Rice Burroughsô 

Tarzan of the Apes. In tandem she said the two books ñinspired me to understand what animal 

were trying to tell us and instilled within me an equally strong determination to travel to Africa, 

live with animals, and write books about them.ò The other was The Miracle of Life, ña large  

book my grandmother got for free by saving coupons from cereal packets. It was by no means a 

book intended for children.ò 

 

 

 
 

My Two  

Favorite T-shirts 
 Those of you who have seen me at the recent DeepSouthCon gatherings or have noticed 

photos of me in Sporadic are aware of my penchant for wearing T-shirts from brewpubs and 

microbreweries that I have visited in my travels. But I do add to the rotation shirts from the cons 

or from a couple of sports teams. For example, on Saturdays in football season, I get up and 

shower and put on something promoting the Crimson Tide. 

 This mix, which had served me well for a number of years, now has two quite different 

additions ï science fiction shirts and they have become my favorites. Nancy gave me a Doctor 

Who shirt for Christmas, I believe. Oldest Girl Child Mary gave me a Firefly shirt for Fatherôs 

Day.  What I love about both of them is that they are so understated. No words. Either you get it 

or you donôt. The fun is seeing who does get it and the ages of those people. Given the fact that  
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Firefly has been off the air for about a dozen years, I am quite surprised at the number of young 

people in its cult following. Maybe with the Doctor itôs a little less surprising because of the 

wave of merchandising that exploded from the 50
th
 anniversary. 

  My most memorable moment was in a supermarket one days where a middle age sacker 

stared at it for a couple of minutes and said, ñWell, I donôt know what that it but it looks like an 

outhouse flying to the moon.ò I replied, ñThatôs close enoughò while a couple of his colleagues 

gently chided him for his ignorance. 

  

And Do You Do This 

In the Michigan Winter? 
 Once again we found ourselves somewhat astonished at what readers find to do in the 

syndicated Hints from Heloise column: 

 ñDear Heloise: We cook our bacon outside in an electric skillet to keep odor and splatters 

out of the house. 

 ñWe cook at least a pound at a time, and we put what we donôt use in a plastic freezer 

bag. It keeps great in the freezer, and whenever you want a couple of pieces, you pop them into 

the microwave for 10 seconds. Yum! ï Craig and Patti J. in Michigan.ò 

    

What Do 

They Eat? 
 Sitting on the patio with a beer and a snack, watching a lone bat chomp on flying bugs. 

Out across the yard are numerous lightning bugs (i.e., fireflies), not as many as there were years 

ago but still a goodly number. A question popped into my head: What do lightning bugs eat? Iôm 

sure I could Google it, but it would mean getting up and going in the houseé 

 And there it lay until a few days before putting this issue to bed. My morning coffee was 

suddenly joined by a county extension agentôs column in The Birmingham 

Whatpassesforanewspaperthesedays. Firefly larvae hibernate over the winter. While in the larval 

stage, they eat other larvae, snails and slugs. Adults feed on pollen and nectar. By the by, they 

donôt taste good so they have relatively few predators. I must say, though, Iôve never seen one 

scarfing down a snail or slug. Iôd offer the lightning bugs a round of applause for their help in the 

eradication of those garden pests. 

 

More Creepy Things: 
 1. Liza Minelliôs makeup. 

 2. Shoes with toes 

 3. Kayak.com commercials in which the Asian guy emerges from the black guyôs sweater. 

 4.Donald Trumpôs hair. 

  

Anything They Can Get 

They Have Earned 
 I read an article recently that indicated a number of veterans applying for PTSD benefits 

have been exaggerating their symptoms to get or increase benefits. While I donôt applaud or 

condone fraud, my mind went in a different direction on this particular issue. Most of these 

people were required to serve multiple deployments in combat zones, participating in an illegal 

war based on totally fabricated information. Not only that, but thousands of them have not even  
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been able to see doctors to plead their cases.  

 This puts me of the same mind set I have when businessmen who own casinos complain 

about an unlevel playing field with Native American casinos. I say the Indians are entitled ï by 

the blood of their ancestors ï to any damn thing they can get. And also with the veterans who put 

their boots on the ground so the rest of us wouldnôt have to do that. 

And Speaking  

Of Minoritiesé. 
 Several of you have expressed an interest in my opinion of the film 42, given my interest 

in baseball. I have finally seen the movie. I will discuss it here rather than attempting a formal 

review. Itôs roller-coaster ride of emotions between the opportunity and the racism facing Jackie 

Robinson. But in the end, there are more feel-good moments and some great lines such as when 

Jackie says heôs not a hero and someone says, ñTell that to all the little colored boys playing 

baseball in Florida. Youôre a hero.ò And Leo Durocherôs line about a negro in the major leagues, 

ñHeôs only the first, boys, only the first.ò The Ku Klux Klan sequence was well done, also. After 

a good play, there are handshakes, not anachronistic high-fives. 

 Things that were not so well done? Well, the run-down sequence was pretty hokey. And 

Iôm not sure the cop saying get-him-off-the-field was relevant to Robinson. I have heard of it 

happening a couple of times, just not sure Robinson was one of them. And the Robinsonsô 

babyéam I the only one who thought that newborn in the nursery was about the size of a 2-year-

old? 

 I was intrigued with the villification of Ben Chapman. I wasnôt sure how far they would 

go with that, and from all Iôve heard, Chapman was among the worst of the racists in uniform 

that year. Yet, when I knew him slightly in Birmingham years later he was a very nice, very 

approachable man.  I did not know about his relationship with Robinson at the time so the 

subject never came up. I find myself wondering if Chapman mellowed and made proper 

overtures to Robinson later. (What a surprise to see in the credits that he was played by Alan 

Tudyk from Firefly. Had to be tough to turn yourself into a total turd for that role.) Pee Wee 

Reese as the really good guy plays out accurately from all Iôve heard, also. 

 One thing that impressed me most as journalist was the portrayal of Pittsburgh Courier 

sportswriter Wendell Smith sitting in the stands because he was not allowed in the press box. 

Thatôs a well-presented underspoken little sidebar on the racism of the day.  Finally, I thought all 

of the acting was good. 

 Sid Vance, the good friend and English professor colleague at the University of  

Montevallo that I team-taught with, had a conversation one day about Robinson and the Dodgers. 

Given our liberal leanings, neither Sid nor I could figure out why we never became Dodger fans; 

it would seem to be so logical for that happen. I dunno. I donôt accord them the Antichrist status 

of the pinstripers, but I just never liked óem. 

  

I Need a Little  

More Information 
 As much as we enjoy USA Today, we occasionally find items on the ñState-by-Stateò 

page to be abbreviated just a little too much. For example, this item from Kansas: ñThe Topeka 

City Council will consider making public nudity a misdemeanor offense.ò Immediately, we want 

to know if nudity is being dropped from a felony to a misdemeanor or was it legal to just run 

around nekkid in Topeka whenever you felt like it? 
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 ñIôve never yet come out of a bookshop without purchasing somethingé 

 Sometimes I half-heartedly determine not to buy anymore books until I have  read 

 the ones I already have, but such madness soon passes.ò ï Al Andrews 

 

 Deep Shadow by Randy Wayne White (Putnam, 2010, $25.95/$3.00 on remaindered 

table, hc) 

 White, a former journalist who worked with my wife at the Fort Myers News-Press years 

ago, has created a marine biologist/detective named Doc Ford. As with other such characters like 

Elizabeth Petersô archeologist Amelia Peabody, the protagonist finds murder and intrigue 

frequently crossing over into his professional life. 

 In this tale, two recently released convicts, King and Perry, go to the Sanibel-Fort Myers 

area to rob an old man who supposedly has valuable coins. In the process they murder him, his 

housekeeper and her three children. Fleeing in her car they find themselves in an Everglades area 

where Doc Ford and three friends are about to scuba dive in an inland lake. Arlis Futch has 

bought the property because he believes he has found submerged in the lake an airplane that 

carried some of the wealth Dictator Batista stole as he fled Cub some 50 years earlier. Arlis says 

the owner had an abnormal fear of the lake, hinting that there was something living there that 

could take down cows.  

 Doc, his hipster pal Tomlinson and a teenager named Will Chaser dive into the lake. 

Meanwhile, the two murderers hit Arlis on the head, tie him up and wait on shore for the others 

to return, believing that one of the three in the lake has the keys to Arlisôs pickup truck.  

 An underwater limestone collapse traps Tomlinson and Will. Ford emerges to get a jet 

dredge and help in rescuing them. He persuades the killers that one of the trapped men has the 

keys to the truck. He also shows them some gold coins with a promise of sharing the fortune if 

they will help in the rescue. 

 All of the action takes place around the truck and in the lake. As we go back and forth on  

near misses with the rescue effort and with Arlisô managing to escape for a brief period, there are 

wildlife characters emerging. What appears to be three large monitor lizards, obviously the result 

of ñpetsò being turned loose in the swamps, create anxiety among the two killers. As it turns out, 

they are small players; indeed, the previous property owner was right, there is something much  
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bigger and more dangerous in the lake.  

 Itôs an engaging story, but I am surprised that I was able to stay with it, given how much 

of it takes place underwater where oxygen is getting scarce. Being claustrophobic, I find myself  

usually unable to stay with ñburied aliveò books or films. I can only assume in this case, I got 

past it simply because I know scuba diving will never be something I could attempt, thus giving 

me some breathing room, so to speak. 

 That notwithstanding, I must say that this is my least favorite of the few Doc Ford stories 

Iôve read. I like the character but the story line seemed stronger in other titles. 

 Quotables: 

 --ñJust like youôre sure about the cold front? VHF weather says it gets here tomorrow 

afternoon. You say tonight.  Usually, faith and fact donôt have much in common.ò 

 ñIôm right, youôll seeé.By sunset, the wind will start to gust. Four hours from now, itôll 

feel like Canadaôs pissing on us with a cold hose. Nothing to slow that north wind but the 

Georgia border and a couple of parking lots at Disney World.ò 

  --I stood and faced Perry, aware that everything hinged on what transpired in the next few 

seconds. If Perry sided with King, he would shoot me ï or use my own knife ï then make sure 

Arlis was dead, too, before the two of them tried to escape on foot. Perry would do the dirty 

work while King supervised. It was that kind of partnership. 

 --Perry took a step closer, the sunlight harsh on his face. The manôs history was there and 

it was not encouraging. Among the topography of long-gone acne were playground and battle 

scares and the unsound genetics of too many generations of dropouts, trailer parks and booze. 

The way his eyes glittered reminded me of glass from the shattered windshield. The sockets of 

his eyes were bright and empty.ò 

 

 City  by Clifford D. Simak (Macmillan,1952, renewed 1979, $5.25 used hc) 

 A program discussion at DSC52 centered on a dozen or so science fiction books that 

should be non-generational in their value to the genre. This classic by Simak was among them. I 

made a mental note to add it to my Get Around To it list, then found a copy recently in my 

favorite used book store.  

 Set in a future world where dogs, taught to speak by the Webster family and aided by 

loyal robots, are the dominant species on earth. Man has left the planet in massive numbers to 

seek an atavistic-type new life on Jupiter. Remnants of the Websters hang on, along with 

Mutants. These eight stories are connected by introductions postulating whether or not the tales 

are based on fact or are merely campfire stories that the dogs have perpetuated for thousands of 

years. Among the speculations is whether something called cities ever existed. 

 The dogs manage to accomplish what man never did. They eliminate killing. All animals 
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are fed via the work of the robots. Therefore there is no need to kill to survive. Even so, it will be 

seen that killing in some form will eventually return to any civilization.  

As I read these stories I kept having the feeling that I was crossing familiar ground. I  

think it is quite likely that I did read City in my previous fannish incarnation. Nevertheless, if this 

was a re-reading,o it was well worth it. Indeed, if one was designing a science fiction literature 

class, City should be on the reading list of absolute classics for any student or would-be fan.  

 This book, written largely in the late 1940s, stands the test of time extremely well, in no 

small measure because Simak was such a fine craftsman with words. 

 Thanks, Curt Phillips, or whoever mentioned this at Bristol. 

 Quotables: 

 --He stood and watched his friend hobble around the house, felt the cold claw of 

loneliness reach out and touch him with icy fingers. A terrible loneliness. The loneliness of age ï 

of age and the outdated. Fiercely, Gramp admitted it. He was outdated. He belonged to another 

age. He had outstripped his time, lived beyond his years. 

 --ñAnd why should I do something for someone who isnôt even born yet? Why should I 

look beyond the years of my own life? When I die, I die, and all the shouting and glory, all the 

banners and the bugles will be nothing or me. I will not know whether I lived a great life or a 

very poor one.ò 

 --The need of one human being for the approval of his fellow humans, the need for a 

certain cult of fellowship ï a psychological, almost physiological need for approval of oneôs 

thought and action. A force that kept men from going off at unsocial tangents, a force that made 

for social security and human solidarity, for the working together of the human family. 

 Men died for that approval, sacrificed for that approval, lived lives they loathed for that 

approval. For without it a man was on his own, an outcast, an animal that had been driven from 

the pack. 

 It had led to terrible things, of course ï to mob psychology, to racial persecution, to mass 

atrocities in the name of patriotism or religion. But likewise it had been the sizing that held the 

race together, the thing that from the very start had made human society possible.  

  

  Bimbos of the Death Sun by Sharyn McCrumb (TSR, Inc.,  1988, $1.50 in second hand 

store, pb) 

 We have long been fans of Sharon McCrumbôs mysteries, having read several of the 

Elizabeth MacPherson novels and St. Dale, her hilarious take on NASCAR. Nancy ran across 

this book in the library a few years ago, read it and passed it on to me because of the SF angle. I 

read a few chapters, then jettisoned it, complaining that the con and the characters were grossly 

exaggerated. 

 That was before I eased back into fandom and attended my first cons in nearly half a 

century. McCrumb picks up on all of the gaming and cosplay so common today, but those 

subsets were totally alien to me, so to speak, when I tried to read the book earlier. 

 To get to the point, I came across Bimbos and the sequel, Zombies of the Gene Pool, 

when Joe Moudry and I were making our monthly post-lunch pilgrimage to Second and Charles, 

the great second hand media store in Hoover, AL. I bought both and recently finished the first 

book with a totally different take on it. 

 It is set at Rubicon in an unnamed city. James Owens Mega, a college professor is among 

the guest authors for having written a novel called Bimbos of the Death Star. He originally wrote  
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it as a science treatise but his significant other and agent of sorts, English professor Dr. Marion 

Farley turned it into a novel. As author Jay Omega he attends Rubicon to promote the  

book, but hoping no one who knows him will make the connection. 

 The primary guest of honor is Appin Dungannon, creator of the Tratyn Runewind series, 

a sword and fantasy series of some two dozen books with the obligatory cult following. The only 

problem is Dungannon is a total A-hole, constantly berating his fans as imbeciles. Yet, they keep 

buying the books. 

 About halfway through the story, Dungannon is blown away in his hotel room where he 

is finishing the next book in the series. Enter Detective Lieutenant Ayhan, who becomes 

somewhat enthralled with the plethora of costumed attendees as he does with solving the murder 

mystery. Ultimately, Jay Omega agrees to serve as Dungeon Master in D&D competition, 

working from a script prepared by Marion. Although he doesnôt know diddley about Dungeons 

and Dragons, he has hit on a theory of who killed Appin Dungannon and how he can be exposed 

during the game. 

 I still think there is overkill on the cosplay and gaming as almost every character fills one 

of those two groups. Yet, the general flavor of the con is fun, the primary characters ï including 

con organizers Miles Perry and Dief Diefenbaker and Donnie McRory, a Scottish folksinger, 

who finds himself caught up in the conðare all engaging and McCrumbôs humor is off the 

charts, as usual.  The level of authenticity made me wonder if she was, at least, a borderline fan 

or just a good researcher? She acknowledges ñengineers and hobbyistsò who provided guidance 

 Bimbos won the 1988 Edger Award for Best Original Paperback Mystery. A huge bonus 

to this edition is the artwork of Jeff Easley. He does a cover reminiscent of great pulp mags and a 

number of full page illos of characters are scattered throughout. Iôm glad I gave this another shot. 

I look forward to the sequel a few months down the road. 

 Selecting quotes to share was quite difficult because McCrumb has so many funny lines 

but here are a few: 

 --Jay Omega smiled. ñI was just thinking how nice it would be to be famous enough to be 

difficult.ò  

 --Jay flipped through the pages of Apa-Lling, because it seemed preferable to actually 

talking to the crazed being in front of him.  

 --Taking a last swing of his vodka martini, he leered across the table at this fellow author. 

ñWell thatôs enough about me!ò He declared. ñNow letôs talk about you. Which one of my books 

did you like best?ò 

  --ñWhat do you think of getting married in costume,ò asked Jay Omega. 

 Marion shrugged. ñWhat do you call spending eight hundred dollars for a white satin  

gown youôll only wear once?ò 

 --Miles Perry was reflecting on how correct Einstein had been about time being relative. 

This con, for example, had managed to last for abut twenty years within the space of one 

weekend. He found himself actually looking forward to the real world, in which he could 

manage the grocery produce section with relatively little turmoil, without having to worry about 

hotel damage fees, elves who lost their room keys, and famous dead people. 

 

 A Dedicated Man by Peter Robinson (Avon Suspense, 1988, 1999 reissue,  thrift store 

purchase, pb) 

 Harry Steadman, well-liked scholar, historian and researcher is found with his head  
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bashed in and his body dumped in the Yorkshire countryside he loved. There are no enemies, 

according to his widow and his drinking buddies from the local pub.  In what might be called 

procedural detective fiction, Detective Chief Inspector Alan Banks begins the seemingly fruitless 

task of finding the killer of this popular fellow. 

 With the usual red herrings and false leads the story proceeds. Four high school friends 

who hang out the local coffee shop are intrigued with the crime, naturally. One of them, Sally 

Lumb, was having a tryst with her boy friend when they heard the car that likely transported the 

body.  Sally, a bright lass who hopes to work in theater, suggests to her friends that she knows or 

surmises something more than what she told the police about hearing the car. Hours later her 

battered body is founding floating in the nearby river. 

 Although there is no direct connection to Steadman, Banks has the gut feeling that there 

may be. He knows that often a throw-away line in an interview can later provide the missing 

link. And thus it is here, especially when his observant wife Sandra tells him about encountering 

one of the suspects in the dentistôs office. 

 

 Peter Robinson tells a good story with interesting observations of the countryside and the 

people of this rural English environment. This is the third or fourth one of the DCI Banks series 

that Iôve read and each has been intriguing. 

 Quotables: 

 --There was no chance of a roast beef dinner at home now. In fact, there would be few 

meals at home until the crime was solved. Banks knew from experience that once a murder 

investigation begins there is no stopping and little slowing down even for family life. The crime 

invades mealtimes, ablutions and sleep; it dominates conversation and puts up an invisible 

barrier between the investigator and his family. 

 --Banks wanted to argue, to defend the police, but he was too tired and he knew there 

would be no point anyway. Besides, he knew also that the police were just like everyone else; a 

lot were bastards and a few werenôt. He had known a high-ranking officer in the drug squad who 

routinely planted illegal substances on people he wanted out of the way, and that was by no 

means rare or unusual behavior. 

 --He didnôt want to get sidetracked into an argument, especially as he had many 

objections to the way the government seemed to look upon the police as a private army of well 

paid bully-boys to pit against people with genuine grievances and a constitutional right to air 

them. 

 --Brian had never really cared either way, except that an evening thunderstorm meant the 

television had to be unplugged sometimes in the middle of a favorite program. it was something 

Banksôs father had always done, and Banks followed suit without really knowing why. 

 --ñSomebody would have hurt you,ò Banks replied. ñYou wouldnôt find much comfort in 

being right about Ramsden while Emma was killing you. It wouldnôt matter to you who did then, 

would it?ò 

 ñOnly to the police, I suppose.ò 

 ñYouôre wrong about that,ò Banks said, leaning forward and looking straight into her 

eyes. ñIt matters to everyone except the corpse. Murder is the one crime that canôt be put right. It 

upsets the balance. The dead canôt be restored like stolen property; death doesnôt heal like 

physical or emotional scars left by assault or rape. Itôs final. The end. Sally Lump made a 

mistake and she died for it.ò  
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 Most of the time I am overwhelmed by the fictionmags.com forum. The postings are just 

endless and most are of, at best, marginal interest to me. Then, there is the jewel that makes 

wading through the postings completely worthwhile. 

 These little publications (5.5x8.5 inches, 24 and 32 pages plus covers) contain mostly 

short stories with libraries and librarians as sites and point of view characters. The genres are 

loosely mystery and fantasy with lots of humorous portrayals of librarians as near superheroes.. 

A taste of the writing from Irina Jevlakovaôs short story ñVictoria Dexter and the Mechanical 

Library:  ñInside the machine was all gears and levers, lights and valves. Victoria Dexter was no 

engineer, but by damn she was a librarian and that gave her power over all the knowledge of the 

world.ò 

 Matthew Murray, the apparent editor, is a little skimpy on information but we are told 

that the contributors are ñall students at the University of British Columbiaôs School of Library, 

Information, and Archival Studies.ò Given that, the bios in the back of the book appear to be as 

whimsical as the rest of the content. For example, Jevlakova is described as ñhard-bitten 

paranoid safe cracker descended from a line of powerful witches.òOther writers are Adena 

Brons, Anna Ferri and Murray. 

 Although there is no credit line, the cover of the first issue is obviously a tribute to EC 

comics. Two-Fisted Tales was an adventure book published from 1950-55. However, this 

particular cover was from Crime Suspense Stories #27, March 1955, the final issue of that title. 

Iôm not sure who the artist is. I found it on a comic web site but the cover art was unsigned and 

unidentified in the sale information. The cover of issue #2 is credited the great Steve Ditko from  
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ñThe Thing! #13, published by Charlton Comics in April 1954.   

 The contents of the second book include pieces by Brons, Jevlakoa, Ean Henninger and 

Murray. The latterôs story, ñHow to Steal a Book in 1930s Chicago,ò is a serial to be continued 

in issue #3. 

 Obviously, Murray and friends have had a ball putting these little volumes together and 

they are quite fun to read. The writing is good, the story lines are entertaining and engaging 

enough, and the subtle humor of the put-on is charming. Submissions are solicited and can be 

sent to twofistedlibrarians@gmail.com. Highly recommended. The books are available online by 

title from Etsy.   

 

 Jack of Eagles by James Blish (Avon, 1982, pb, thrift store purchase) 

 This is part of my getting reconnected with older writers after being away from regular 

SF reading for so long. From Robert A. W. Lowndesô introduction to this edition I learned that  

ñLet the Finder Beware,ò published in December 1949 issue of Thrilling Wonder Stories, was 

both Blishôs first  independent novel and also the first to deal with extra sensory perception from 

a scientific rather than an supernatural standpoint.ò This book, first published in 1952, is a 

reworking of the magazine piece. Danny Caiden keeps hearing voices inside his head, making 

him doubt his health if not his sanity. When he is fired from his job at  publishing house, he uses 

the down time to go to the library and try to research what may be happening to him. He  

eventually goes to a medium, which is farcical.  Then to a parapsychologist, which is more 

helpful. Finally he connects with the Psychic Research Society, which seems even more 

promising but turns desperately evil and disastrous. 

 

 While it was an enjoyable read to a point, it was also a tedious one, harking to the fact 

that I was always more likely to buy F&SF, Galaxy, etc. rather than Astounding/Analog. The 

science just left my left brain-deficient mind befuddled. Still, that is not intended to be a put-

down of Eagles. Blishôs exploration of the science of ESP is fascinating as far as I could follow 

it. His awareness of the tension between Danny and Marla, his new girl friend, over his psi 

powers is well handled. I think anyone would be wary of starting a relationship with a mind-

reader, so to speak. ñBut youôve got to realize, Danny, that Iôm dead serious about this psychic 

business. Itôs got to stop. I have just as many nasty thoughts as the next woman and I want them 

to be my own,ò Marla asserts. (See, my right brain can kick in there.) 

 

 Itôs not something that I would likely re-read but Iôm glad I read it once. 

 Quotables: 

 --The building knew about the FBI; gossip travels faster than light. 

 --He turned the truck off the thruway and found a one-arm joint. Inside, he ordered ham-

and-eggsé. (This was a term I had never encountered before although I felt like I could figure 

out the meaning. Sure enough in the Dictionary of American Slang I learned that it was a name 

for a cheap restaurant and dated to the early 1900s. The definition: ñA cheap restaurant, esp a 

small one with chairs having an enlarged right arm that serves as a table.ò I never heard of this 

school desk-type seating. Maybe itôs an Eastern thing. Anybody else familiar with it?) 
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 The Southerner/Gary  Another great cover. Congratulations on guiding  

      our historic No. 300 to delivery. 

 

 Feeding Tigers, Tossing Dwarves/Rich, George, et al So, while I was working my  

         way back home from Bristol 

on Sunday, you guys were putting together an ñunofficialò DSC52 one-shot. Well, itôs an 

interesting mix of material. No, I donôt know the lyrics to Green Slime, but I used to know all of 

the lyrics to the Super Chicken theme and could deliver them with a raucus ñBawk! Bawk! 

Bawk!ò to the delight of children. 

 

 The Noctuary #9/Joe   As always, your reading/review lists are   

      interesting, particularly since many of the authors 

are unknown to me previously. Well, not Martin Cruz Smith. Gorky Park owned me when I read 

it years ago. It is the mark of a good writer that he can set you down in a totally alien 

(generically, not stfnally) environment and culture and keep you enthralled and able to follow the 

action. Smith does that very well. While I really enjoyed Game of Thrones, I just donôt see 

myself reading the rest of the series. Iôm trying to figure out why I donôt have the same reaction 

to other series with repetitive characters. Maybe, itôs because Iôm not required to maintain so  
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much back story in, say, a detective series. 

 

 A Few Southern Ancestor Charts for SFPA 300/Larry It would have been   

         interesting if you had been 

able to annotate some of these characters as you have your own relatives in previous issues. It 

would be only fair to your fellow SFPAns to know if Ned or Guy is descended from a band of 

sheep herders and nesters, cominô in and tearinô up the rangeé As for my own tribe, I do wish I 

knew more about Hattie Berry as she is my connection to the short Native American line for me. 

 

 Northern Routes #4/Fred  I received two copies so which should I comment on? Oh  

     well, whatever. I liked the sanatorium photo on the cover. 

Those kinds of facilities were commonplace for many decades before medicine caught up with 

others ways for treating tuberculosis. It is sad to think of all of the people who died of 

consumption, as it was once called, just because our knowledge was so limited. The great blues 

singer, Jimmie Rodgers comes to mind. 

 Not surprising, I guess, Iôve not heard of Olivardil Prydwyn, but I appreciate your interest 

in obscure performers. Some years ago a buddy and I got into blues because of a local public 

radio station program. Chuck and I would frequent the really great used CD store in Hoover 

trying to ñscoopò each other by finding new artists. It was a lot of fun. Then, I ran across a copy 

of the late lamented magazine No Depression. There were hundreds of artists, blues and 

otherwise, that we had never heard of. It kind of took the edge off of the hunt but not from the 

enjoyment of what we did find. 

 I am totally out of the loop on the Yellow Submarine. Obviously, some of our cohorts are 

picking up on it, though. And also, obviously, you are having fun. Carry on. 

 

 The Typo King#26/Bob Of course, you are always right, Bob. Thatôs why the rest of 

     us get peeved. We want to always be right, too. Is that 

possible? Maybe you could share some tips on how to always be right. Boy, I could sure use that 

skill around the houseé.Manewhile, back to seriousness, I like Doug Bratton's cover. Our 

grandson is immersed in Thomas and Friends and all other things railroad-y. He's 4 and I'm 

interested in seeing if this Thomas thing is a fad of age or if it will transfer into electric 

railroading. Electric. Well, that's what we used to call it back in the day. I guess model 

railroading is the more acceptable term these days.  

 Burglaries are quite distressing. When we moved here from Montgomery in 1980, I was 

having to make multiple trips to pick up odds and ends. Our house in Montgomery was broken 

into twice during that time period. Obviously, someone in the neighborhood (which was 

marginal) knew we were essentially gone, but still had belongings in the house. The one loss that 

hit hard was a console Atwater-Kent radio. I really hated to lose that. After the second break-in 

All State summarily cancelled our homeowners policy. I guess I can understand their viewpoint, 

but it soured me on the company forever. 

 The sense of violation that you feel after a break-in is very painful if not a little 

frightening. A common practice around here is to hire a student to live in your house or 

apartment if you are going to be gone for any length of time. This is not a really high crime area, 

but it does have its complement of home and auto burglaries. 

Thanks for sharing Neurotica. It doesn't really grab me, but it does have an element of  
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cleverness. Glad to make Allison Garwood's acquaintance. 

As we all  lament the demise of the really fun, dusty to old bookstores, there is  a store here that 

offsets it a bit. 2nd and Charles is used multi-media store with a huge stock pf pb, hc, videos, 

comics, games, etc. There is not a lot of really old stuff but you can find SF from the '60s and 

'70s. Joe Moudry even stumbled across a Heinlein first edition. I am currently reading a James 

Blish novel from back-when that I picked up there. A visit to 2nd and Charles has become the 

dessert for our monthly luncheon get-togethers. I think it will be quite a while before the last 

book store is gone. Should at least last through my lifetime anyway. 

 Overall good group of cartoons throughout the zine; also, good collection of MCs. 

 

 DeepSouthCon4, Huntsville, AL August 22-24/1966/Larry  Between us, we  

          have shared some 

fannish photographic history in this momentous mailing. Your DeepsouthCon4 snapshots are 

much sharper than mine from Pittcon. One thing that is always interesting in pictures from that 

era is the presence of neckties. It was just commonplace for guys to strangle themselves back 

then. None of us could have envisioned ñmessageò t-shirts. My brief experience with cons today 

is that you will see possibly hundreds of SF and fantasy t-shirts and quite likely never the same 

one twice.  

 

 Challenger 37/Guy This is my first look at Challenger since I canôt make myself sit at  

    the computer and read 40 or 50 pages of any publication and this 

one is usually too long to print out. So, itôs a  good read. I like the cover, which is from some 

movie I have seen but, final preposition notwithstanding, I canôt recall the name of.  

 Hopalong Cassidy was a favorite in the days of my youth when every Saturday there was 

a double-feature accompanied by serial and cartoon. Did you ever wonder about his black outfit, 

though? Today, when black (Darth Vader) is the costume of the wicked, it seems a little odd. 

And he was not the only one. Lash LaRrue, one of the whip wielders, wore black and I think the 

Durango Kid did also. Canôt recall the attire of Whip Wilson. I feel pretty sure that Gene Autry, 

Roy Rogers, Sunset Carson, Rex Allen, and most other Saturday Heroes all wore standard 

western attire and probably white hats. 

 Iôm searching for the right words but canôt seem to find them. Suffice it to say, I really 

liked Mike Estabrookôs two poems on Vietnam veterans. They are spot on. And in a similar vein, 

Rosyôs walk with Harold was very nicely done. One of my favorite editors was a WWII tail 

gunner. Later, as I became more aware of my claustrophobic tendancy, Iôve wondered how those 

guys could sit in that confining space returning fire with  folks trying to kill them. I guess they 

simply did what had to be done because they were the Greatest Generation. The logistics of the 

war are mind-numbing. Can you really visualize 690 bombers and 890 fighters leaving 

simultaneously for missions on the same day? 

  Although I have not watched The Big Bang Theory ï tried once and couldnôt get into it ï 

I appreciate David B. Williamsô comparison with the Futurians. Although I vaguely recall the 

name from my distant fannish past, I didnôt really appreciate what The Futurians were. Itôs nice 

to have a handle on that important bit of fannish history. 

 Equally enjoyable were Jeff Copelandôs piece on Richard Feynman and yours on Lillian 

Hellman. 
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 All Along t he Watchtower Vol. 3 #105/Lar ry A little chance laying claim to  

        William the Conqueror, also known 

as William the Bastard. Some of your friends and colleagues are liable to say, ñAh ha, I 

knewé.ò Now Robert the Bruce is a little better. Of course, as I write this today, the Scots are 

going to the polls to decide whether or not to remain in the United Kingdom. Where do you 

stand on independence, Sir Larry? A genealogist who teaches at Wallace State-Hanceville told 

me how many thousand, or maybe million, people could claim Pocahantas as a relative. I think 

we were discussing the tendency for many people just getting into such research to believe (from 

family lore) that they had an Indian princess or a Confederate general in their background.  

 As noted elsewhere in these MCs, I have become a moderate soccer fan. I watched a lot 

of World Cup (not just USA games) and a few hours from now Atticus will play in his first game 

of magnet ball soccer on a 4-6-year-old team. Go (Montevallo) Real Madrid! 

 A final note, I do hope you have disavowed yourself of the notion of dropping out of 

SFPA. Weôve already lost two this mailing. 

  

 Behind I Am; Need Pages I Do/mike  Well, at least you preserved your  

        string, mike, and youôll kick page-

count butt in Mailing No. 301. I understand the financial crunch. Waiting for that fourth 

Wednesday Social Security deposit can be painful, especially when the calendar makes it a five-

week rather than a four-week wait. 

 

 MEA CULPA: Somehow I have misplaced copies of the four zines below from this 

mailing. I read them, put them down somewhere until I could get a moment to do the MCs. That 

moment has come and gone several times and I still have not unearthed them from whatever 

paper stack they are likely buried in. Hopefully, I will add them to 301ôs mailing comments. 

Meanwhile, I must say a fond and sad farewell to Kent.  You will be missed. I understand how 

interests change and what was once very important can become less so. Ironically, my interest in 

fandom, at least SFPA, seems to be growing while my sports and breweriana interests are 

slowing. 

 

 Dumbfounding Stories #9/Kent  

 

 The New Port News #276/Ned 

 

 Remembering Pittcon, 1960/me 

 

 Variations on a Theme #100/Rich 
 

 My Back Pages/Rich This is a fine addition to the mailing, Rich. It gives me a chance to  

    catch some of your fine writing from the years when I was out of 

fandom. Regarding the baseball piece I have been to 11 major league stadiums, Shea being 

among them. But as a lifelong Yankee Hater Iôd have mixed emotions about going to Yankee 

Stadium.  Iôm sure Iôd go if the opportunity arose, but it might be tough. I remember Don 

Larsenôs no-hitter because our coach/teacher in physical education had an early transistor radio  
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tuned in to the game. Class pretty well stopped the last couple of innings, as I recall. I share your 

disdain for cookie-cutter stadiums like Shea. Our seats were in the right field nose bleed section, 

not a fun way to watch a game. 

 The abbreviated history of fandom and its segue into Paradise were both good reads. 

Returning to fandom after such a long hiatus I am fascinated by those pioneers who created the 

world weôve all been part of to some extent. I think those guys were no more excited to discover 

another fan than those of us who made the same kind of discoveries in the ó50s. I drove through 

Muhlenburg County once and John Prine ran through my head for hours afterward.  I did not 

know a lot of the facts you presented about Paradise, though. When we were in Beckley, West. 

Va., some years ago we took a coal mine tour. I suddenly understood the lyrics from an old 

Tennessee Ernie Ford song that referred to the mines as ñdark as a dungeon, damp as the dew.ò 

We were forewarned that our guide was going to turn out the lights at one point in the tour. That 

is the darkest of all possible darks.  

 A few years ago a Birmingham area historical publication ran a photograph of some 

black miners working the 36-inch coal. I had heard the term before I thought it referred to the 

seam, not the height of the shaft those poor bastards were working in. 

 Tremendous contribution, Rich. 

 

 Diary Out Loud #2/Nicki  Thanks for participating in the 300
th
 mailing. It was good to 

     get to know a little more about you and your interests 

outside of fandom. There are a couple of groups in this area that do quilting for hospitals. The 

last time Atticus was in Childrenôs Hospital in Birmingham, he was given a beautiful little quilt 

with a dinosaur theme. 

 I like Smithsonian although we have not subscribed for several years now. I find it a 

magazine that is always interesting even if the copy happens to be three or four years old. I want 

to find the scrapbooking article. The comment about ñthe blogging of its dayò is interesting 

because I apply to Sporadic. When I sent out the first copies to family members and a few 

friends I included a cover letter that described a fanzine as a printed blog. 

 Come back again soon, Nicki. 

 

 PANdemic/Binker Hi there. Glad you decided to join us, if only briefly. You are  

    really Elizabeth M.B.G. Hughes? Iôve never known anyone with 

five names although two of our kids and one grandchild have four names each. Our last two 

daughters are Margaret Magadalene Wilstach Plott and Elbra Lillian Wilstach Plott. In both 

instances the extra name was keep ñWilstachò extant as Nancy is the last person in the world 

with that surname. Grandson No. 4, who lives with us is Atticus Judd Osborn Plott, incorporating 

a friend of his motherôs and my maternal family name. But you not only top that number you 

also throw in Ph.D. as a kicker. 

 Come back again soon, also, Binker. 

 

 Twydrasil and Treehouse Gazette #147/Rich  I do wonder what is going on  

         in the cover illo from 

Amazing Stories. Just who is good and who is bad. I assume itôs an image from ñCarbon-Copy 

Killerò by Alexander Blade. And on the back cover, another lovely female with a 

handgunéGeorge and Jill Wells have my sympathies. I detest Windows 8. Everyone time I get  
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one of their notices that I can update to Windows 8.1 or some such I want to shake them and say, 

ñWhy the hell would I want a more complicated version of what already sucks?ò Nancy gave me 

a copy of Windows 8 for Dummies and that gave me hope ï but only for a few minutes. Except 

for setting the weather to Montevallo, it has given me no useful information. Not one single 

question that I have had has been answered by the book and certainly not by the dam-ned online 

ownerôs manual. Rant over. God bless and good luck, George and Jill. 

 I have never cared for Woody Allen films. That is a feeling that far preceded his 

generally scummy behavior coming to light. I just have no interest in the Portnoy-like problems 

of a guy with hang-ups over his Jewishness. Now, that being said, I will make one exception. I 

enjoyed The Purple Rose of Cairo. I joined in midway through the credits and had no idea it was 

a Woody Allen film until it was over. Itôs a quirky, fantasy that sees a character in a film walking 

off the screen and into the lives of people in the theater. Fun to watch. Iôm glad I didnôt see the 

credits first because I likely would not have stayed with it. 

 On your cousin Jeffreyôs wife: ñCandy has long since proven her medal.ò If not a Purple 

Heart, then it must be mettle. How unlike you, Rich. 

 On your comment to Norm Metcalfe: I think the chances of a Worldcon centering on 

older authors and novels, i.e., us, is nil. Our fandom has been swamped not only by other 

fandoms but by mundane. Blame the fact the taboo against science fiction has been diluted into 

nothingness.ò Thatôs an interesting observation that sums up what Iôve observed since returning 

to fandom. Once SF became acceptable in the mainstream, our fandom was indeed swamped by 

the plethora of new fandoms ( i.e., gaming, cosplay, specific author cult-like followings, etc.). 

An old-type Worldcon would be financially unfeasible today.  

 Ct Schlosser and the Syrian situation, the arrival of ISIL has certainly changed the 

equation. Now, we are forced to be back door supporters of Assad in order to curtail the advance 

of absolute barbarians who definitely want to do us harm. Do you think folks who behead 

journalists and bury Christians alive would hesitate for one minute to nuke an American city or 

installation in another country? This is a serious situation that will play out in ways yet to be seen 

before our next mailing rolls around. 

 Ct Schlosser and Randomôs car and the license plates. In Alabama we used to get new 

plates with a purchase. Now we keep our plates for several years. On our sun porch we have a 

couple of dozen license plates mounted near the ceiling. Some are novelty items; for example, 

we bought a used Dominican Republic plate on our trip there. My objective, though, has been to 

post a plate from each state a family member has lived in. When son Charles moved from North 

Carolina to Pennsylvania some years ago, I asked him to save me one of the NC plates. NC 

officials hassled him for a while, demanding the return of the plates when he switched his 

vehicle over to PA registration. I think he finally told them they had been lost or destroyed or 

some such. I suppose all of that has something to do with thwarting car thieves. At any rate, NC 

is represented on the wall. 

 Ct Brown and old folks. I decided many years ago that I would try to maintain two 

approaches to my aging. One was to use my rear view mirror. If I saw that my slow driving had a 

half a dozen folks backed up, Iôd pull over and let them by. The other was to avoid boring other 

people with my ailments. This was brought home one day when I was serving as an usher at 

church. A guy about my age walked up and said, ñI had a colonoscopy last week and they took 

out 29 polyps.ò There was no reason for sharing that information with me except possibly one. I  
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think this is the defense mechanism we all use at times to avoid ñjinxingò something. For  

example, we donôt talk about a job interview because we donôt want to jinx it. I think for older 

people, talking about ailments may be an effort to minimize their severeness.  

 

 Uncle Lonôs Unofficial Box Scores/Gary As always, thanks for the effort. All of us  

       sports fans love statistics even if they are 

relatively meaningless or we donôt understand them. (Somewhere I have a cheat sheet I printed 

out with most of the new baseball terms, and I admit that I am totally befuddled by quarterback 

ratings in the NFL.) 

 

 CA and KC/ Janice  I like the cover, but I would eliminate the ñairò references.  

     As far as Iôm concerned itôs all magic. Airplanes are no 

different than bumble bees. By all logic they should not be able to do what they do. Your travel 

diaries are always so detailed. Do you keep daily running notes on your laptop or do you just 

reconstruct it later? Mine are pretty much crafted later, but they are not nearly as detailed as 

yours.  

 

 Trivial Pursuits #173/Janice  Great covers. I think there is a gradual  

       growing appreciation of soccer in the U.S. 

Having a competitive national team is a huge factor. Also, the continuous television coverage the 

social media explosion have contributed. Atticus is playing soccer as his first team sport this fall. 

Of course in that age group, 4-6 years old, it is what we call ñmagnet ball.ò All of the little 

savages chase the ball continuously with no regard for positions and plays. Our team is in a little 

city-sponsored league with three on a side and no scorekeeping. Thatôs the perfect way to 

introduce a child to a sport, just something fun to do with no  pressure about outcome. 

 Your DNQ regarding the Worldcon proofreading was interesting but also a bit peculiar. It 

reminds me of a city council meeting in which the mayor says, ñNow, this is off the record.ò The 

reporterôs response is, ñMayor, this is a public meeting. Anyone who hears what you say can 

walk out and tell it to whomever they please.ò And so it is with this. You have published the 

information and distributed it to a goodly number of people. Whoôs to say that eight or ten 

months from now one of those in the audience wonôt repeat it, having forgotten where the 

information came from? You have no problem with me because I donôt know any of the people 

involved except you. But I can speak for others. Just an odd request, to me. 

 Ct. Me on podcasts, I stand corrected. However, I had been led to believe that the request 

for such a category had been rejected to avoid growing the list of awards. I hope I am wrong, but  

             
      20 



my observation, as a relative newcomer, is that no print fanzine is likely to win a Hugo again. 

 We have always liked white noise machines. We had one that we used for ocean sound. 

When it died I bought another one and was found that it had been ñimprovedò by adding sea gull 

sounds to the sea. Of course, this house has one of the best white noise machines available ï an 

attic fan. It not only achieves that goal but also saves on electricity over air conditioning. 

Our use has been curtailed a bit, though, with Atticus, especially if he has one of his asthma 

problems. We have monitor in his bedroom and that stays on throughout the night so we can hear 

if he is coughing or struggling with his breath. 

 Ct. Sheila and seafood on Friday nights during Lentéalthough Opelika, Ala., did not 

have a huge Catholic population, I remember very well that fish was the meat on Friday in the 

school cafeteria. I have always thought the church relaxing that rule was not necessarily a good 

idea. No meat on Friday insured that a lot of kids ate some seafood at least once a week. That 

went out away with the rule change. Parenthetically, I guess there were occasions when maybe 

macaroni and cheese or peanut butter were substituted for fish. 

 

 Revenant #82/Sheila  Congratulations on the impending trip to New York! What  

     great fun that will be for you and your colleagues, plus the 

honor of performing in such an important venue. You are right that a couple of mornings and 

evening is ñnot nearly enoughò for New York. When we plan something like, Nancy frets over 

what we wonôt get to do. My feeling is that anything I see or do that I have never experienced 

before makes the effort worthwhile no matter whatever is missed. I suggest a prioritized list, 

though, to keep yourself from being pulled in too many directions at once.  

 Sorry about the accident and repair bill you are facing. The Alabama Legislature rarely 

does anything if value, but passing a mandatory insurance law was one of them. You have to 

show proof of liability insurance to get your license plate. Of course, that doesnôt keep people 

from cancelling their policy and taking a chance after they get the tag. But the penalties are 

severe enough to scare most people into obeying the law, I think.  

 Usually I start my next zine about the time the current one is being dispatched to the OE.  

I create a new file with three categories ï natter, reviews and MCs. As I finish a book or a 

fanzine from the mailing I do my writing then. Natter, of course, can pop up anytime. The MCs 

usually are at the end of the process because I arbitrarily cut off natter and reviews as the 

deadline begins to draw near. 

 I have enjoyed Peter Capaldiôs Doctor Who very much so far. I thought the relationships 

between the Doctor and the companions was a necessary tactic to appeal to a younger generation 

of viewers. However, like you, I think it was beginning to wear a little thin at times. Capaldi, as 

an older guy, offsets that a bit. And yes, the stories are somewhat darker. More important to me, 

they are somewhat simpler, too. Some of the Matt Smith stories were way too complicated. My 

favorite episode thus far is #3 when they visit Robin Hood. Itôs the kind of historical interlude 

that had always been so much for me. 

 Calamari, like gator tail, can be bit rubbery if overcooked. Weôve been fortunate to rarely 

have had that experience. Conk is similar. I like it frittered but not sure I would enjoy it raw 

unless it was part of a sushi dish. Medium is my preference for most meats. Nancy, on the other 

hands is unhappy if her steak or hamburger isnôt mooing on the plate. When Iôm grilling, I 

always start my first with enough lead time to get it cooked sufficiently before putting hers on.   
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 I would like to attend CONtraflow and meet Greg Benford, whom I know I passed in the  

hall at one of the DSC (now that Iôve actually read and enjoyed one of his books).  

Unfortunately, we are still recovering from the several trips we were lucky to have this year. 

There is a slim chance of a long weekend in November, but otherwise our heels will cool until 

the spring. The camper saves money on food and lodging, but the low mileage makes gasoline 

very expensive. I do have the 2015 DSC penciled in, though. Itôs been a long time since we were 

in the Easy and Iôm looking forward to a visit. 

  

 Oblio #211/Gary  I like your cover but I donôt really see Frank Frazetta or Jack  

    Davis, as I remember their work, in those characters. Maybe I was 

away from comics too long, also. I like that back cover but it immediately brings to mind the 

ongoing discussion about Moon Pies in these mailings. Marshmallows are just yucky and 

sômores do little to salvage them. 

 I second your comments: ñéhow good it is to hear from or 20 or so ófriendsô every 

second month. And a [sic] can say each time a walk out to my mail box and see the latest mailing 

has arrived, a big smile crosses my face.ò That has certainly been true for me since I returned to 

SFPA and a small segment of fandom.  Thank you all for the welcome home I received.  

 I donôt think Iôve ever read a sadder line than the one about P. L. Travers: ñShe died 

loving no one and with no one loving her.ò 

 And I second your comments on Hewlett Packard printers. In the interest of saving 

money over HPôs exorbitant prices, I bought some knock off cartridges online. Immediately 

upon installation, I got a ñwe canôt be responsibleò screen note from HP. The knock-offs worked 

okay for a while, then began to streak and show poor color quality. I gave in and bought a new 

set of HP issue and installed them. There was no change in the color quality. I went through the 

lengthy troubleshooting regimen with no improvement. At the end was one of those ñdid this 

help?ò messages. I checked no, but have had no response to that. 

 Enjoyed your comments on Floridaôs ñForgotten Coast,ò particularly since you like the 

area as much as we do.  I hope we might be able to squeeze one more long weekend there before 

the end of the year. I read all of the Travis McGee novels years ago, including The Empty 

Copper Sea. I did not recall it being set in the Perry/Cross City area; youôve got me thinking I 

ought to dig out for a re-read. 

 Yes, the developers whose cost-cutting measures resulted in the fatal landslide in 

Washington should be prosecuted. I donôt think you could get a grand jury to indict them for 

murder but manslaughter ought to work. Of course, it wonôt happen. And look at the General 

Motors situation. People died because the company deliberately withheld vital information for 

years. Iôm still waiting to see a GM executive arrested and charged appropriately. 

 Iôm very sorry to hear about your continuing foot problems. I had hoped that was all over 

for you. Good luck with the fourth surgery (which will be over and done with by the time this is 

read). Forget the field goals, just throw a Hail Mary. 

  

 Donôt Grow Up/Jeff  Nice cover. I enjoy Frazz because  the strips are funny and   

    because they turn stereotypes around. In fact, great collection of 

cartoons throughout this issue. I am particularly fond of Baby Blues and Arlo and Janice. In fact, 

the comics are one of the main reasons I continue to subscribe to the local dead tree. I have not  
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been able to figure out to put a comics page together online and have it delivered to me each day. 

If I master thaté 

 Ann Coulter is such an idiot. We watched the first World Cup game with our son and his 

two daughters, who were wildly cheering. The next two we watched in watering holes, full of 

young people chanting, ñUSA! USA!ò She is such a twit. Isnôt she the skinny one who looks like 

she died two weeks ago? I donôt watch Fox ñNewsò so I donôt always recognize those folks. 

 Thanks for the reviews of Where the Truth Lies and The Internôs Handbook. They both 

sound good. I looked for the latter at 2
nd

 and Charles when Joe Moudry and I made our post-

lunch pilgrimage but they didnôt have it. Iôll look online later. The Long Good Friday sounds like 

a fun movie, but it raised a point. I wish you would include the publication or release date in 

your reviews. Just a smidgen of information that would be useful useful to me.  

 

 Antlers on the Moon/George  Very sorry to hear about your ongoing  

       health problems. I hope the equally ongoing 

treatment will alleviate the situation and give you some relief. Iôm sure you are about as sick of 

doctors now as you are the ailment that takes you to them. 

 

 Frequent Flyer/Tom Thanks for the reviews of the Hugo nominees. I think I have asked  

    this before but maybe not. Is it possible to include the publication 

or broadcast outlet where the stories appeared? It just seems like it is pertinent information to 

me. Ct your comment to Jennings, we are in the process of refinancing our home. At present 

interest rates we can save close to $200 a month, money which can minimize the amount we may 

need to borrow to replace the roof. Indications are that option may change somewhat next year 

when the Fed raises interest rates. 

 YNGVI/Toni   Delightful to have you back in a mailing. Sadly, though, I know  

    this is just a one-time thing. I do hope this will be ña forever 

home.ò Moving to new place is a great adventure. Discovering goodies when you unpack boxes 

of uncertain content can be a lot of fun. But the overall experience is so stress-laden. I am so glad 

that we were able to hire movers for our last transition which was just a few miles. Even then, 

there were numerous back-and-forths in automobiles before it was over.  

 We like Chattanooga a lot. I think you will have fun discovering the artsy North Shore 

area if you havenôt already done so. Indeed, even as I type these words, my current novel is John 

Ringoôs Queen of Wands, which is set in that artsy-fartsy section of Chattanooga. I highly 

recommend the Terminal brewpub for good eats and good beer. Plus, you have the advantage of 

having fan friends who are no doubt excited about your joining them. 

 Feel free to throw in another Yngvi one-shot whenever time, energy and mood hit you. 

              
      23 



 

 Peter, Pan & Merry #116/David Ct Ned, imprisonment may not qualify as servitude  

      but our court system today is geared very much 

toward creating a debtorôs prison environment for thousands of people. It is not the fines for 

wrongdoing but the excessive ñcourt costsò that result in people being jailed for failure to pay 

their fines. If the individuals are arrested on drug charges, no matter how big or how little, they 

are required to pay for the regular drug screenings. Iôve heard of these screenings costing as 

much as $30 a pop. I do not believe the actual testing materials cost anywhere close to that kind 

of money. 

 

 Ct. Jennings and recruitment for SFPA. Maybe we should approach people who are 

already doing ezines. If they printed  the requisite number of copies and put those zines in a 

mailing, they would be needing nothing more than mailing comments added to what they were 

already doing. Of course, there would be the printing costs, but thatôs a sacrifice most of us find 

worthwhile. And I agree with your disagreement: ñMembers notice the deadline and then do 

their zines.ò  Sporadic is an ongoing work. I start on the next issue within days after I put the 

current one in the mail to the OE. I have usually just finished reading some book about that time 

and so the review is written very shortly afterward. 

 I saw the first three episodes of Fargo and enjoyed them very much. Then, things got in 

the way and I never saw another one. Maybe itôll be repeated and I can pick up on it or NetFlix 

ill offer it.  

 Trying to keep up with which businesses to boycott is a daunting task. For example, the 

Koch brothers have their fingers in pies too numerous to sort out. I guess the closest I come right 

now is simply making every effort to stay out of Wal-Mart, mostly because of the crappy way 

they treat their employees. With a little effort this is doable, especially if you have something 

like Target as an alternative. 

  

 Spiritus Mundi #262/Guy There is a much more cheerful, hopeful tone to SM. I know 

     the job and other issues are still unsettled, but you seem 

more like yourself. And I should think Keeping Up Appearances would bring you out of a funk. 

We loved that sow as well as The Vicar of Dibley, To the Manor Born, Are You Being Served?, 

et al. Somehow, Alabama Public Television has let them all slip away. I didnôt care how many 

times I had seen them, they were always fun to watch again.  

 Ct to you and Joe about your dental issues, I hope your Medicare supplement is better 

than ours. Blue Advantage, considered the best by some, has no dental coverage for people our 

age. The cheap bastards donôt seem to realize that the money save by doing away with 

preventive treatment can come back ten fold with infections triggered by dental problems. 

Fortunately, our family dentist has created a senior billing category that gives us some help. 

 Thanks for the Tim Dorsey reference. Iôll add him to the list of writers to be checked out. 

John D. McDonald was a wonderful writer, probably never given proper literary props because 

he wrote mysteries (and SF earlier). Condominium is staggering because you know that kind of 

cost-cutting, material-substitution  still goes on and peopleôs lives are at stake. My favorite, 

though , will always be The Girl, the Gold Watch and Everything. What a fun romp! Itôs what  

Donald Westlake did so well, blending a good mystery with hilarious scenes and  characters. 
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 In your 100
th
 Mailing saga, you place Al Andrews in Huntsville. He actually lived in 

Birmingham. Somewhere I think I still have the letter you wrote, entreating me to participate. 

Regretfully, I did not respond. An enjoyable retelling of that momentous event. 

  

 Fingertip Reality #87/Joe  Not sure where they are from, but a wonderful package of  

     illustrations, especially the one on page 9. As I have written 

in these pages before, I enjoyed my high school class reunions. Although I was kind of nerdy, I 

never felt picked on and enjoyed seeing everyone again. You and I still need to talk about your 

alma mater, Hueytown High School, and People We Know. Two good friends herein Montevallo 

attended HHS, also the home of the much troubled Jameis Winston of Florida State and Heisman 

fame. 

 Indeed, nothing is quite as boring as someoneôs recitation of their family history. A funny 

story, though. I used to have pretty much free access to the stacks at the Alabama Department of 

Archives and History. In the late ó70s they hired a young black man to head the Civil Archives  

section and I was no longer allowed to roam at will. I went to the director Milo Howard to plead 

my case.  He said, ñMr. Plott, I know you are a serious researcher and would not cut or damage 

anything. But I wish you would give us a little time to adjust. We have hired this young black 

man who must deal with all kinds of folks, including little old ladies trying to prove theyôre 

white.ò What an unexpected line. I acquiesced, chortling all the way home. 

 

 Tyndallite V.4, No.176/Norm  Nothing really grabs me for a comment, but  

       it is always interesting to read your 

incredibly knowledgeable comments and historical perspectives on so many things in science 

fiction literature. 

 

 IRRegular #6/Isaac Well, you did have an eventful and, from all appearances, most  

    excellent summer vacation. Congrats on the new bass and best 

wishes for next term at East Tennessee. Also, hope the UK trip was all you wanted it to be. 

 

 Tennessee Trash #120/Gary  Happy birthday, old codger. Actually, you are a  

      spring chicken compared to some of us. You 

seemed unperturbed about the power outage at Eastman, but it seemed kind of scary to me. 

Scores of people packed into a fourth floor cafeteria?  I keep thinking of fire and how do you get 

out of there. I donôt think Iôve encountered an industry that had its own power plant before. Is it 

coal-fired or what? 

 You gave me some more anxious moments with your automobile problems in the 

mountains. When we were headed to Maggie Valley last summer, I got concerned about going 

downhill in the camper with a car in tow. I try not to ride the brakes but itôs hard to resist that 

impulse. Either way, up hill or down hill, mountains can be a little dicey. 

 Iôm glad you and Isaac finally got to sample Arrogant Bastard Ale.  Itôs a good brew but 

reading the label is almost as much fun as drinking it. Stone Brewing Co. has a lot of products 

with similar names and admonitions. Although I like Jimmy Buffet, I donôt know that the 

marathon trip home would have made it worth my while. 
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