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No Wonder It Took So Damn Long  

To Finish: An Update on the Book 

 
 ñThatôs a might meaty manuscript,ò read the email from Gary Mitchem, my editor at 

McFarland & Co. His comment was on my history of the Birmingham Black Barons.  

 Indeed. Iôve spent years doing my research and merrily submitting my prose to Word, 

giving no thought to logistics. A contract was eminent. Now, we were dealing with loose ends 

like photo permissions, possible manuscript delivery date, and, by the way, how long is the 

book? 

 No idea, but I could do a quick word count. Many years ago, on some newspaper 

assignment, I ran into an old boy who expressed consternation at something he had just 

encountered. He said, ñBill, when I saw that, I like to have shit.ò 

 There can be no better description for my consternation when I saw that my peerless 

prose was something over 216,000 words ï plus an appendix. 

 At this writing, I am in the middle of the daunting task and whacking that manuscript by 

about 40%. Stay tuned. 

 Consequently, there will be no Mailing Comments this time. Nor will there be a first 

publishing experiment with my new Brother 5830 printer. Fortunately, the reviews and all of the 

natter except this item were already written when the bomb dropped. Joe has generously agreed 

to print for me yet again. 

 

Cruise Report 

 
 My wife, Nancy Wilstach, decided that we needed to do something special with Atticus 

this year for Spring Break. After all, his other grandmother had engineered the cruise to Alaska 

last June, and he had done Cozumel with his dad, Adam Stermer, just before Christmas.  

 After much consideration of campgrounds and attractions, she said, ñWhy donôt we take 

him on a cruise to The Bahamas? That will give him three foreign countries before he is 8 years 

old!ò  

 Oddly, for all of travels to Canada, Mexico and Europe, we had never been on a cruise. 

Atticus was quite pleased with the idea that he would be our tour director and show us the ropes 

of cruise ship travel.    

 Nancy selected a four-night jaunt on Carnival Liberty. We would leave Cape Canaveral 

at 4 p.m. on Sunday, March 25 and return at 8 a.m. on Thursday, March 29. This trip included 

stops in Freeport and Nassau before concluding with a ñFun Day at Sea.ò The embarkation from 

Port Canaveral obviously opened the way for a fan visit with the Lillians. Indeed I was quickly 

on the phone with Guy and Rosy, nailing down plans for either lunch or dinner at some point. 

 I had one requirement up front on the cruise, though. I am claustrophobic, and I made it 

clear that I would not accept a cabin below the waterline. In fact, I was willing to pay whatever 

additional dollars were necessary for a stateroom with a balcony. Nancy book us one with a  
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verandah. It had two chairs and small table, making it perfect for chilling with a cup of coffee or 

Adult Beverage.  

 Another codicil for me included a visit to our family practice physician a few days before 

we left. Open water and I do not get along. I got him to prescribe Transderm Scop, the patch that 

is placed behind the ear as a motion sickness preventative. I have rarely been at sea when I didnôt 

get sick. Iôve been through Dramamine, ginger, pressure point wrist bands, everything. Only the 

patch is effective. Of course my insurance wouldnôt cover it, so the tab was $80 ï worth every 

penny of it not to be throwing up continuously. 

 Knowing that little was going to be accomplished at school on a Friday before Spring 

Break, we decided to keep Atty out of school that day and give ourselves a two-day trip to the 

coast rather than a long exhausting day in which we would lose another hour going from central 

to eastern time. 

 Herewith is the adventure. 

 

Friday, March 23 

 Having successfully done most of the packing the night before, we were able to get on 

the road about 10:30 a.m. I had made a motel reservation Lake City, which would have us only 

three hours or so away from Canaveral the following day. Also, it was in Lake City that we had a 

memorable restaurant experience several years ago. We ate at a Chinese eatery called Fu King 

Restaurant. A hand-lettered sign by the cash register said, ñYes, we have T-shirt.ò You know 

every teenager for miles around has one of those shirts, perhaps slightly altered. Nancy had a T-

shirt in her plans this time. 

 After checking into a kind of rundown Rodeway Inn, we went downtown and found Fu 

King. We had found the food excellent on our previous visit. This time it was not nearly as good. 

Somewhat bummed out by that, Nancy lost interest in the T-shirt. 

                                                                                      

Saturday, March 24 

 An uneventful drive down I-75 and Floridaôs Turnpike had us at 

the Dayôs Inn in west Cocoa around lunch time. We were able to get 

early check-in, so we unloaded our bags and set off to d lunch.  

Normanôs Raw Bar & Grill in the downtown historical area looked liked 

our kind of place, and it was. We each had a dozen raws and shared an 

order of conch fritters while Atticus got a hot hot dog. The beers were 

pedestrian, but next door was the serendipitous discovery of the Dirty 

Beer Co.   

 They had been open about eight months. They had a dozen or 

more beers on tap. I selected  five five for my flight: Hey Buddy Golden 

Ale (5.7%), Porcher House Kolsch (5.5%), Hue Hefeweizen (4.0%), 

Faux Show Amber (5.5%) and Kogal Chai Latte Brown (5.3%).          

The next Mandrake enjoyed all except the Kogal Chai Latte Brown. 

                                        I tracked Atty and Nancy down at the Magic Dove Magic Shop. 

Of course, the store had all manner of tricks that could be purchased for your own magic act. 

Atticus came with a magicianôs outfit, complete with red vest, cape, and collapsible top hat. We  
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anticipate that this will be his Halloween costume in the fall. The cool thing, though, was the 

storeôs magic club for kids. Each Saturday at 4 p.m., one of the kids puts on his or her half-hour 

magic show. We were quite impressed with 15-year-old Justin Cowgillôs performance. Atty paid 

a dollar to get an autographed photo of Justin in hope that somewhere down the road he will be 

David Blaine-type famous. 

 We really enjoyed the shops and galleries and such in the Cocoa Village downtown area. 

 Back at the motel, we talked with Guy and Rosy who suggested we all meet for dinner 

the Pelican Bar and Grill on Cocoa Beach. The trip 

carried us across Merritt Island where they  

live with Joe and Patty Green. We ran a little late, 

but Guy and Rosy had already commandeered a 

table. Rosy apologized for the pricey entrees, 

explaining that prior to Hurricane Irma, the 

Pelicanôs prices had been much more moderate. 

 It was no big deal because we frequently just 

get two or three appetizers to share rather than an 

entr®e. Itôs cheaper and allows you to sample a lot 

of different dishes. Atticus got a hamburger. The 

rest of us worked through Seared Scallops, Seared 

Guy and Rose-Marie at dinner                        Tuna Pops, Lobster Bruschetta and a terrific 

                                                                        Avocado, Crab and Mango Salad. They had a 

decent beer list but they were out of the first two I asked for. I finally settled for Islamorada Ale 

from a Ft. Pierce brewery. 

 It was a very nice visit with the Lillians. They invited us to follow them to Merritt Island 

to meet the Greens. However, we had run close to 45 minutes late getting to dinner, and Atticus 

was showing signs of big time tiring. We took a rain check. I had hoped to meet the Greens 

because my novel on this trip was his The Mind Behind the Eye.  A review should appear 

elsewhere in this issue. 

 

Sunday, March 25 

 The Days Inn was very nice with 50% off breakfast in its Ballpark Café. Days Inn used to 

be a reliable motel, but we had had some bad experiences with them in recent years. It was good 

to find one that was not rundown. Parked outside on Sunday morning was a big bus with dozens 

of bats and other baseball equipment being loaded. Atticus was impressed with the size of the bat 

collection. Chatting with a couple of guys we learned that it was a Quebec travel team. The 17-

20-year-olds were winding up a two-week trip, playing junior college teams in Florida. 

 Having never done a cruise before, we were nervous about parking and boarding. Our 

stateroom would not be available until 1:30 once were on board, but we did not know what kind 

of mob scene might be in play with thousands of people attempting to board. As it turned out, 

our fears were groundless. We arrived at 10:30, unloaded our checked bags, parked the truck and 

were on board an hour later.  We went to deck 9, The Lido, with our carry-on bags and found a 

table. Atticus ï the veteran cruise traveler ï immediately spotted the free ice cream set-up and 

helped himself. I went to one of the many bars and ordered a Margarita for Nancy and a Bloody 

Mary for myself.  
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 Most of the food on the Lido deck is inclusive. You pay extra for certain items such as 

sushi and raw oysters. The variety is quite impressive. Drinks are pricey but include a 15% 

gratuity. You could add an extra gratuity if you wished, but I noticed that most people went with 

the 15%, and I soon followed that practice. Most of the draft beer was ordinary supermarket 

variety, but at the Red Frog Rum Bar, they had a house beer ï Thirsty Frog Red Ale. It was 

decent, so I had helped drain the keg by the time the cruise was over. 

 

 We ate turkey sandwiches from the deli for lunch. Afterward I discovered that there were 

a few craft beers available at the different bars. Over the cruise I added Sea Cow Milk Stout 

(Saltwater Brewing), Mermaid Pilsner (Coney Island Brewing), Stiltsville Pilsner (Concrete 

Beach Brewing Co.),  and Angel City IPA (Angel City Brewing) to my list.     

  

Monday, March 26 

 We awoke to find ourselves in the harbor at Freeport, The Bahamas. Our view from the 

verandah was mostly shipping container and industrial sites.  We had signed up for the See & 

Sea excursion. Our tour guide, Veronica, loaded us into the standard bus and off we went to the 

Rand Nature Center, a nature reserve in a national park. The bus driver, who identified himself 

as Captain Dwayne, was very witty and engaged in a lot of interactive fun with his passengers. 

He caught a number of us when he asked how many believed we were in the Caribbean. In fact, 

The Bahamas are actually in the Atlantic Ocean. He insisted that Bahamians drive on the correct 

(left) side of the road while the rest of the world is in error. 

 The reserve focused mainly on local plant life and included a small museum with shells, 

etc. 

 

 The second half of the tour was a ride in a glass bottom boat to see coral reefs, fish, sea 

turtles and sharks. The turtles were a no-show in their normal habitat, but the sharks were 

plentiful, much to the delight of Atticus and several other adolescent boys. What could be more 

fun to that age group? 

 

 We stopped for lunch at the Bahamas Adventures Beach Club, beach hangout, giving us 

our first taste of local cuisine. Nancy has long been a conch lover and was anxious to have some 

again. We shared a conch salad that was very vinegary but good, also conch fritters that passed 

her discriminating taste test. I was able to sample small cups of Sands and Sands Light Beer, 

which is brewed in Freeport. 

  

 Back on the Liberty that night, Atticus insisted on dressing up and eating in the dining 

room where we had, as part of our accommodations, an assigned table for late dinner (8:15 p.m.). 

He wore nice slacks, a white shirt and a bow tie. He is very much into bow ties. Unhappily I put 

on a tie and jacket for the occasions although I would have preferred the more informal Lido 

setting. Still, the food was good and the servers interesting to talk with.  Atticus had something 

called Flatiron Steak that he had had on the cruise with his dad. Nancy and I had salmon filets 

that were very good. 

 During dinner, there was some boat motion that was rather uncomfortable, but the patch 

apparently did its job. 
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Tuesday, March 27 

 

 Nancy is very good at scoping out interesting things to do on our trips. Her online 

explorations led to Cindy Fox-Ferguson, who owns a private taxi company that caters to tours for 

tourists. For $50 an hour, you have at your disposal a local driver and guide. It is a pleasant 

alternative to sitting on a tour bus and having someone describe buildings you are passing by. 

 Sheila (failed to get her last name) was the sister of Cindy Fox-Ferguson and quite 

delightful. She handled the car like she was an experienced demolition derby driver, a not out-of-

pace description of traffic in Nassau. But as Nancy noted, the incessant horn blowing in Nassau 

was not so much angry ñget out of my wayò blowing as it was friendly ñbeep-beep-please let me 

through.ò  

 In a funny way, Sheila was almost a stereotypical character from an old black-and-white 

movie set in the tropics. Her constant phrases were, óYes maôam! Yes maôam!ò and ñOkay! 

Okay! Okay!ò, a kind of bow to bwana. But she was quite knowledgeable and informative. She 

pointed out notable buildings and made sure she was providing the activities we wanted as well 

as things she thought we would like. She told us that there are something like 760 islands in The 

Bahamas, a little over two dozens that are inhabited. Those are referred to as ñfamily islands,ò 

each with its own distinct cultural features. She said language accents make it easy to identify 

which island a person came from. 

 

 First stop was a conch shop, which almost entirely on tables beside the water. There were 

hundreds of empty conch shells as well as live ones where the white meat was being extracted. 

The patriarch of the apparent family operation would pick up a conch shell that had been 

perforated on the top rear and blow foghorn-like notes. Atticus had to have one of those shells. 

We also got one for his friend Henry Rochester. The two of them sat on porch back home and 

practiced. Atticus can do it better than I can.  

 Sheila then took us to Fort Montagu, one of several small forts that guarded Grand 

Bahama Island at various times in history. We also visited the somewhat larger Fort Fincastle, 

which offered views overlooking much of the city.  

 By now we were getting hungry, so we stopped at a strip mall of ñfish fryò eateries. 

Recommended was one called Twin Brothers, and we invited Sheila to join us for lunch of conch 

salad and conch fritters. Both were very good although the salad was less vinegary than the one 

we had in Freeport. My bottle of beer was Ragged Island by Kalik, a Nassau brewery.     

 After lunch we visited The Caves. Who would have thought there were caves on such a 

small island, but they were there. Rather shallow, but someone indicated that they extended quite 

some distance beyond the entrance.  

 

 Atticus had been promised a pirate adventure, and it was time to deliver. A museum 

called Pirates of Nassau turned out to be a well done presentation. There was a ship replica and a 

number of displays with manikins represented pirate history. In the Caribbean, the heyday of 

piracy played out in the early 1700s.   

 I had hoped we would have time after the museum for me to have a quick visit at Pirate 

Republic Brewing Co., a brewpub near the pier. Alas, it was not to be. We were too close to the 

ridiculous 3:30 boarding mandate. More on that below. We were nearing our boarding spot when  
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we were hailed from behind. It was Sheila. She had hitched a ride on a golf cart and was rushing 

to give us the bag with the conch shells. We had left it in her car. Just another reason why she 

was a delight to be with.  

 Back on the Liberty, we had dinner in the Lido area, then took Atticus to Camp Ocean, 

the neat childrenôs program that allowed parents and grandparents an opportunity to take a break. 

The camp was free up until 10 p.m., with an extension to 1 a.m. for a fee. The free period was 

fine with us. We explored various levels of the ship and enjoyed music on the Venetian Room. 

The performers were the Emerald Trio, three violinists from Spain. They played extraordinarily 

fine versions of popular songs from all genres.  

 

Wednesday, March 28 

 This was so-called ñFun At Sea Dayò on the Liberty. Essentially, it meant the ship sailed 

around in circles in order to keep the guests spending money for food and drink on board rather 

than in a port city.  

 It did have some pluses, though. There was an outstanding brunch to start the day. The 

breakfast menu was quite elaborate, starting with appetizers that would normally constitute a 

regular breakfast for me at home. I started with a bagel with cream cheese and tons of salmon, 

more than enough to share with Atticus and Nancy, who had opted for other appetizers that I 

failed to note. 

 Then came the entrees. I had an omelette with cheese, bacon and black olives. Nancy had 

two poached eggs and a fruit plate. Atticus at the òFunnest French Toast,ò which was traditional 

French coast crusted with the cereal of his choice. He picked Fruit Loops. Nancy and I also had 

excellent Blood Marys and coffee. While this one was exceptional, we felt that breakfast was the 

best meal throughout the trip. 

 After breakfast, Nancy wanted some pool and sun time, so I took Atticus to the Arcade. 

We frittered away about 30 bucks divided equally in fun games and accumulating tickets that 

could be redeemed for cheap plastic crap made in China. Adjacent to the Arcade was the Casino, 

apparently one of three smoking areas ï the other two were on outside decks. Whatever 

ventilation system was used to keep the vapors confined, it was inefficient. I hurried Atticus 

passed the Casino because cigarette smoke is one of his asthma triggers. 

 Nancy and Atticus spent a fair amount of time using the pools and hot tubs on the central 

deck. I found an occasional spot to have a beer and read the latest and final East Coast Mad 

Magazine. They still run some funny stuff, but a lot of it seems more crude and juvenile than I 

remember. 

 After dinner, Atticus made a final visit to Camp Ocean while we listened to music. Then, 

we packed our heaviest bags and set them outside the stateroom door for pick up and shore 

delivery. 

 

Thursday, March 29 

 Disembarkation was easier and faster than we expected. In fact, we were leaving the 

parking deck at 9:45 a.m. Our plan was drive until we got tired, then stop for the night. Instead, 

we just pushed it, driving 11 hours and getting home about 8:30 p.m. We were dog tired, but it 

was good to have all day Friday and Saturday to recover, do laundry and plan for the traditional 

family Easter dinner at daughter Maggieôs house after church on Sunday. 
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 Some take-aways from our first cruise. 

 Positive: 

 --There was a decent variety of inclusive food on the Lido deck.  

 --The shipboard personnel were extremely friendly and accommodating. Our room 

steward, Adi, was quite personable and attentive. 

 --A 15% gratuity was added automatically to every food and drink purchase. Using the 

pre-approved sign and sail card made such transactions much easier. You could add an extra 

gratuity if you wished, but the basic tab was covered. 

 

 Negatives:  

 --Shore time was too limited, especially in Nassau where we debarked about 9 a.m. and 

had to be back on board by 3:30 p.m. That left a pitiful amount of time to explore the city. And 

the departure was quite contrived. We had nowhere to be. The ship simply sailed around in 

circles for 24 hours or so to create the ñFun Day at Sea.ò 

 --The help are treated rather poorly. I asked our breakfast waiter one morning how much 

down time they got. He said two or three hours before starting the next shift. One of them told 

Nancy they got something like every eighth day off. One man said his contract was for seven 

months. Then, he got to go home to Indonesia for two months to see his wife and kids. 

Occasionally, I added an extra gratuity because you know that wages are low and tips are 

important.  

 All of the help were ñforeign,ò a loose term since the ship is registered in Panama. But 

we did not see a single American serving or bartending. They were from Indonesia, The 

Philippines, the Balkans, etc.  

 --Drink prices were probably standard resort fare, about six or seven dollars for a beer, 

10-12 dollars for mixed drinks. You were not allowed to bring any kind of beverage aboard 

except one 12-pack of soft drinks and one bottle of wine per person. Not even bottled water. You 

could, however, place a pre-boarding order for Carnival water and alcohol. I ordered a 12-pack 

of bottled water, which was waiting when we arrived.  I also ordered beer, delivered in four-

packs at a price of $21 and up. Only two four-packs were permitted per booking. Therefore, two 

adults could have one beer each in their room each night.  

 It goes without saying that I found a way around that. I would go to one of the bars and 

order two beers, requesting that the second one not be opened. This enabled me to stock the 

fridge so I could have two or three beers while reading after we retired for the night. That was  

always quite sufficient. 
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Our Philadelphia 

Family Trifecta  
 Iôve related before that our happy hour crowd, better known as the Old menôs Club, has 

an abbreviated version of March Madness. No way that group is going to painstakingly put 

brackets together. Instead, we put all 64 teams in a hat and drew them out at a dollar apiece. 

Most participants will settle for five draws.  I pulled out four Seed 12 and under dogs. Then came 

the prize ï Villanova. 

 Part 2 of this tale involves son Charles Naivar who lives in Philly. There is no bigger 

Crimson Tide fan than Charles. He is also a die-hard Philadelphia Eagles fan.  In the space of a 

few weeks he basked in the glory of collegiate and professional championships. I did not know 

until the semifinals that daughter-in-law Marcy is a Villanova graduate. But wait hereôs more. 

Marcyôs daughter Reggie is a freshman at Penn State. Guess who won the NIT this year? 

 We felt they deserved a proper celebration so we shipped them a slab of Dreamland 

ñAinôt  Nothinô Like óem Nowhereò ribs. If you come to Alabama and donôt have some of Big 

Daddyôs ribs, youôve missed a bigger treat than Nick Sabanôs scowl. 

 

Baseball season 
 While I watch apprehensively to see if my St. Louis Cardinals will be contenders this 

year, I am distracted by Atticusôs second year of Dizzy Dean Farm League baseball. Once again 

this is a coach-pitch format so the balls are sort of lobs rather than even mild heat. Atticus missed 

the first game because of the trip reported on above, but his team won, 18-10.  

 In the second game we blew a 5-2 lead, giving up seven runs, mostly on errors, in the 

fourth inning. But it was a good evening for Atty. He had two hits in three at-bats. Batting lefty 

and swinging a tad late, his hits went down the third base side, giving him a little extra time to 

get to first base. 

  Last night we played our third game, winning 11-10 in spite of another disastrous fourth 

inning, again giving away runs on silly fielding errors. Atticus was again 2-for-three, also 

scoring two runs. He makes good contact at the plate, but fielding is an adventure. Iôve not been 

able to persuade him to catch the ball with his glove top side up instead of an underhanded 

scoop. 

 Heôs having fun, but I suspect that he may decide he doesnôt want to continue playing 

next year when he is elevated to kids pitching. Iôm not sure he can handle the transition from 

lobs by a coach to speed from a contemporary. It will be his call. If he decides to forego baseball, 

it will enable him to play soccer both fall and spring, a sport he declares to be his favorite. 

  

Ainôt Nobody Here 

But Us Chickens 
 A line in Dawn Lee McKennaôs Dead Wake, reviewed elsewhere in this issue, reminded 

me that I hadnôt report on our backyard flock in a while. The comment by the character in the 

novel is, ñI donôt eat my chickens. I raise them for manure and eggs. And company.ò  

 Weôve come a long way from the $45 an egg to the current brood. A year or so ago I 

failed to lock up the coop one night and we lost one of our two hens to some night creature. We 

have since added three more to the flock. We have a Rhode Island Red, a Dominecker, a 

Lohmann Brown, and an Americauna, which lays pale blue eggs. The last two are hybrid breeds. 
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 We are getting one to four eggs every day. We are giving as many to neighbors as we are 

eating ourselves. Neighbors say the eggs are quite flavorful. We buy layer pellets and scratch 

feed from the local Tractor Supply, but their diet is supplemented by vegetable and fruit scraps 

from our meals. Also, I release them for free range most afternoons that we are home, so they 

have a pretty healthy diet without a lot of chemical additives. 

 They all have names ï Rhoda, Oreo, Molly, and La Muchacha. Rhoda lays large brown 

eggs, Oreo and Molly lay brown eggs that are usually slightly smaller and lighter in color. And I 

do enjoy their company. I like to sit back and watch m them scratch around for bugs in the yard. 

Sometimes they all wander in different directions. Other times one will make a move to a certain 

spot in the yard and the others come waddling after her. Oreo has the most distinctive 

personality. She appears to have a natural curiosity. If I open the door to Billôs Beer Barn or the 

storage building, she runs over and tries to go inside.  

 I donôt know what the cost factor is on the eggs. I suspect we could buy them cheaper, 

but I think ours are healthier. And I do enjoy their company. 

 

Harper Lee 

Reflections  

 There was an article in the papers recently bout a California book collector donating six 

original Harper Lee letters to Emory University. They were typed missives to friends. Excerpts 

from them were quite interesting. In one of them, from 1961, she complained about Esquire 

magazine rejecting a piece they had asked her to write. She told her friend, ñI didnôt confirm 

[conform?] to their Image (or the one they wish to project) of the South. My pastiche had some 

white people who were segregationist & and at the same time loathed & hated the K.K.K. This 

was an axiomatic Impossibility, according to Esquire! I wanted to say that according to those 

lights nine-tenths of the South is an axiomatic impossibility.ò Indeed, it is, Miss Lee. 

 That reminded me of a similar experience with an Esquire vision of the South that I 

experienced in the late 1960s. When George Wallace was prohibited by the two-term limitation 

from running for re-election, he cooked up the scheme of running his wife, Lurleen Wallace, in 

his place. Of course, she won in a landslide and George continued to run the State of Alabama. 

This was also about the time that Wallace had entertained presidential ambitions, appearing on 

the primary ballot in several states. 

 I was covering the governorôs race for The Anniston Star at the time. One afternoon, a 

sizeable media contingent was following the Wallaces on a campaign swing through Talladega 

and Clay counties on the eastern side of the state. Mid afternoon they stopped at Floyd & 

Beasley Trucking Co. in Sycamore, a small village near the town of Sylacauga. George and 

Lurleen were ushered back into the cool inner offices for a glass of sweet tea. All of us reporters 

and a couple of Wallace aides sat out in the lobby. Among the group was a writer from Esquire. 

Red-faced and sweaty from the Alabama heat and humidity, he sprawled in a chair in his now 

rumpled Brooks Brothers suit, and opined: ñYou know, we havenôt had any violence.ò 

 We all looked at  him like he had stepped out of a spaceship, wondering just what the hell 

he was expecting on a routine campaign swing. Then, one of Wallaceôs aides said, ñNo, we  

havenôt had any violence since we were in Indiana, and someone hit me over the head with a 

God is Love sign.ò 

 Another interesting excerpt was from 1956 and touched on the only romantic interest I 

have ever heard of regarding Lee. She wrote that a Presbyterian minister had shown a romantic  
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interest in her, but she wrote that she was ñjust not up to itò and quickly stepped away from it. 

She wrote, ñBesides, Presbyterian theology is about the gloomiest Protestant dogma I know of, 

and I donôt trust myself to keep my mouth shut: if I feel moved to express myself theron, it will 

get out all over Monroeville that I am a member of the NAACP, which god forbid, They already 

suspect this to be the fact anyway, because I said some strong words to one of our good 

Methodist brethern about my views on picture shows, dancing, dining, etc, -- in short 

EVERYTHING but worshipping ï in a Methodist church. I also told him it would be a good 

thing if the Methodists secede again, which damns me.ò 

 The letters suggest to me that Harper Lee would have been an enjoyable dining or 

drinking companion. 

 

Bad blood? 

Really bad blood! 
 The death of a longtime friend from the sports collecting community a few weeks ago 

produced one of the strangest things I have ever experienced.. 

 Around mid-February Clarence Watkins, interim executive director of the  

Friends of Rickwood support group for Rickwood Field, Americaôs oldest ballpark still in use, 

sent out an email saying that a mutual friend, Chris Drago had died in January. I immediately 

Googled the obituary and found the following: 

 

 ñChristopher Frank Drago 

 ñChristopher was born on February 11, 1941 and passed away on Friday, January 12, 

2018.  

 ñChristopher was a resident of Alabama.ò 

 

 That was it. No funeral service, no memorial service, no survivors. There were no 

survivors. There was nothing about his love of Alabama Crimson Tide football and sports in 

general. Nothing about his collecting. Nothing about his support for the Memphis Symphony 

Orchestra. Nothing about him being a graduate of Southwestern (now Rhodes College) in 

Memphis.  It was like his life was a vacuum from birth to death. 

 There were only two postings on the Legacy obituary guestbook, both from Wayne 

Hataway, Probably Chrisôs best friend and a former clubhouse man for the Minnesota Twins. I 

called Wayne, who said he had little additional information. He understood that Chris had a 

brother in California. Wayne has seriously impaired vision and does not drive. Somehow he 

learned that Chris apparently had a stroke and died in his home. 

 I called the funeral home to find out who had taken care of the arrangements, to find a 

next of kin. I was told that HIPA privacy laws prevented the funeral home from sharing that 

information. They said they would give my name and phone number to the next of kin, telling 

him that I would appreciate a phone call. I heard nothing over the next few days.  

 Another mutual friend, Gary Higginbotham of Biloxi, Miss., drove over to Chrisôs house, 

met a neighbor who said the remains had been cremated. He had a cell phone number for the 

brother, Joe Drago, which he shared with Gary. I left several voice mails over a week or so, but 

got no response. 

 My view ï purely speculative ï is this. Even though Chris had been the one who looked  
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after the mother for many years, there was a strained relationship with the brother in California. 

Iôm guessing that he found Chrisôs lifestyle offensive and their contact was minimal. He flew in, 

made the arrangements and flew out again. He did not even want his name in the obituary as a 

survivor.     

 

 This brings us to a serious dilemma regarding the estate. Chris would be called a hoarder 

except that the boxes and file cabinets in his house were there with a purpose. He was a serious 

sports memorabilia collector, having donated scores of football programs and other items to the 

Bear Bryant museum at the University of Alabama. We all know that there is a ton of valuable 

stuff in Chrisô house in Mobile. In fact, I have two or three boxes of material there that I would 

not mind retrieving. In two of my messages to the brother, I offered to discuss the estate with the 

attorney  handling it, but still no response. 

 I check real estate  listings from time to time to see if they property has been put on the 

market. I figure if that happens, I may be able to gain some traction with the Realtor. Otherwise, 

itôs a dead end to a most puzzling situation. 

 My view ï purely speculative ï is this. Even though Chris had been the one who looked 

after the mother for many years, there was a strained relationship with the brother in California. 

Iôm guessing that he found Chrisôs lifestyle offensive and their contact was minimal. He flew in, 

made the arrangements and flew out again. He did not even want his name in the obituary as a 

survivor.     

 

 Chris was a strange duck.  His ability to ferret out collectibles as often amazing. For one 

thing, he suffered no embarrassment in dumpster diving if it produced a tough item.  He sold 

programs at Alabama football games in order to get in free and make a little spending money. 

After the game, he scoured the stands for discarded programs, ticket stubs or logoôd  plastic drink 

cups.  

 One memorable example of this kind of excavating came around 1987. The Topps 

company and Surf laundry detergent teamed up to produced a series of books for each major 

league team. The books featured reproductions of the each Topp card from 1952-86. They were 

basically available only at ball parks, as I understand it, but it was possible to order them by mail 

with a certain number of Surf  box tops. I remember Chris recounting how he would scope out 

Laundromats as he rode around, stopping and rummaging through the trashcans for Surf box 

tops.  

 

 Chris was always doing something for somebody else. He lived in a house that Iôm told 

was a borderline hoarderôs abode and drove clunker cars, but he always had a helping hand for 

others.  I know he looked after his mother until she passed away.  He drove elderly neighbors to 

doctorôs appointments and helped them shop. He was the main transportation for visually 

impaired Wayne Hattaway.  

  

 If Chris knew you had a particular collecting interest, he was always on the lookout for  

things. Sooner or later he was going to show up, saying, ñIôve got something for you.ò Whether  

it was a football program, a baseball scorecard, a Surf book, it was gift. Chris never wanted a  

dime for any of his finds. 

 

      11 



 

 There were very few postings on the Legacy obituary guestbook, some of which can be 

attributed to what I related earlier. One of those postings, though, was from a lady in 

Germantown, Tenn. She wrote: 

 ñChris was one of a kind The first word that comes to mind is eccentric, but the next 

words are thoughtful and kind. If you needed a friend or help ïfor whatever reason ïChris was 

your man. I remember telling him that I collected by a New Orleans author, Harnett Kane. Chris 

proceeded to go through what I had and then systematically search until he found all the ones I 

was lacking. It made me a little angry because part of the fun of collecting is finding the stuff, 

but that was just Chris. He haunted book stores and flea markets, so it was easy for him to do. 

That was Chris.ò  

 He was an interesting guy. He could make your eyes glaze over sometimes with long, 

detailed stories of how he acquired certain tough items, but he was a decent, caring human being. 

I only learned recently that he had participated in the Memphis garbage workers march shortly 

before Martin Luther king was assassinated there. 
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Letters               

                                                                                           March 13, 2018 

Dear Bill: 
  

LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǇŀȊƛƴŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǳǇ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ you. I have here 
{ǇƻǊŀŘƛŎ ппΣ пр ŀƴŘ псΣ Ǉƭǳǎ άL ²ŀƴǘ ǘƻ /ƻƳŜ .ŀŎƪ IŜǊŜ bŜȄǘ ¸ŜŀǊΗέ ŀƴŘ ά!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ DƘƻǎǘ CǊƻƳ {ƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ 
CŀƴŘƻƳ tŀǎǘέΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅΧ 
  

{ǇƻǊŀŘƛŎ ппΧ!ƭƭ ƻŦ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴŀƭΣ ŀǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǉǳŀƭƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ¢ǊǳƳǇΩǎ 
ŀŘǾƛǎƻǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ Ŝǉǳŀƭƭȅ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǉǳŀƭƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎΧ ²Ƙƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ hǊŀƴƎŜ Cƻƻƭ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǿŜŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΚ bƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪƳŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ƻƴ ƛƳǇƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǎǘŜŜƭ 
and aluminum, which are vital to not only our economy, but to the American economy, as well. (Perhaps 
one of the few department secretaries who tried to do their job well was Rex Tillerson, and he was fired 
ǘƻŘŀȅΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅΧƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳƴŘǳŜ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ Russia, and he was 
out the door almost immediately.) 
  

I wish I could travel the way you do! Sometimes, I am lucky to be able to go for a ride down the 
highway.  IƻǇŜ !ǘǘƛŎǳǎ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ±ŀƴŎƻǳǾŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƻƴ ±ŀƴŎƻǳǾŜǊ LǎƭŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ƭŀǘŜ тлǎΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ 
  

²ƘƻΩǎ ²Ƙƻ ƛƴ .ŀǎŜōŀƭƭΧL Ŏŀƴ ǿŀǘŎƘ ōŀǎŜōŀƭƭ ƎŀƳŜǎ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǘŜŀƳ L 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ƻƴ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻǊƻƴǘƻ .ƭǳŜ WŀȅǎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ōŀǎŜōŀƭƭ Ŧŀƴ 
to see that team? No forgiveness since the Jays won two World Series in a row 1992 and 1993? 
  

I certainly agree with you on manners. I recently put in a 12-hour day at a convocation for local 
newly-minted chartered accountants, and few of these kids had any manners when it came to dealing  
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With ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǎǘŀŦŦΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ƳŀƴƴŜǊs when 
ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳŀƴƴŜǊǎ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ ό¢ƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Cǳƴƪȅ ²ƛƴƪŜǊōŜŀƴ ŎƻƳƛŎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 
at least a dozen graduates who arrived upwards of an hour late for their own graduation.) 
  LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ {ǘŀƴ [ŜŜ ƛǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀƎŜΦ L 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƛŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ¦Ǌǎǳƭŀ YΦ [Ŝ Dǳƛƴ ŀƴŘ YŀǘŜ ²ƛƭƘŜƭƳΣ ǎƻ L ƘƻǇŜ {ǘŀƴ ǎǘŀȅǎ 
with us. 
  

прΧ ²ƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƻƳƛŎ ŎƻƴǎΦ 
Cons seem to be everywhere now, but given the function space costs, only corporations can do it now, 
and few fans can put on such a show given limited resources. Perhaps the same goes for coffee shops 
and pubs. Everything is becoming part of chain. 
  

²ŜΩǊŜ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ǘƻƻΦ ¦Ǉ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ {ŜŀǊǎΦ {ŜŀǊǎ /ŀƴŀŘŀ ǿŀǎ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǎƘǳǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ 
most of the money going to stockholders, and many long-term employees screwed out of their 
pensions. I worked for Sears for 9 years, and I was an editor of the catalogue. 
  

We tried to watch The MagiciansΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ōƻǘƘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ [ŜǾ DǊƻǎǎƳŀƴΩǎ ōƻƻƪǎΣ 
and we got to meet him at the Reno Worldcon, our last Worldcon. He is the books editor for Time 
magazine, so he had certainly learned what all sides of the publishing industry are all about. 
  

aȅ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΧǇŜŀƴǳǘǎ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŦƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƭƛƳƛǘŜŘ ǎŀƭǘΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ 
do need some. The protein in the nuts keeps you going, and the fabre helps a lot, too. We have ditched 
about 20% of our book collection, and finally, we have an away to put things to. The new Trek series was 
DiscoveryΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ ǎƘƻǘ ƛƴ ¢ƻǊƻƴǘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ƛǘΦ ¸ǾƻƴƴŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ IŜǊ 
Majesty from me, but I do try to find more opportunities for her to don her Queen Victoria costume. 
  

псΧ L ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎŀǊǘƻƻƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ 
one strip invade another. I have seen a few Tijuana Bibles, and they sure can be fun. When the funnies 
ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ǎŜȄΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ Ŝƴƻugh of it. I am sure Google can provide me with some illustrations. 
Several of the local TV stations, when they first started broadcasting, usually showed what we called the 
baby blue movies in order to get a few people tuning in. Each time, it worked. 
  

Sometimes, I think the Jays need to win the World Series again just so they can unite all 
!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ōŀǎŜōŀƭƭ Ŧŀƴǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΦ 
  

I know so many people who have a television set in nearly every room or their house or 
apartment. In some ways, the computer screen is enough. We have a TV in our living room, and for most 
of the day, it stays off. While I am on the computer, I look for downloadable programmes we can load 
onto a USB drive to plug into our TV, and watch something we want to see, at the time we want to see 
it. 
  

LΩǾŜ Ƙƛǘ пл ȅŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ŦŀƴŘƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴΣ ƻǊ ǊŜŘǳŎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘΣ 
ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǊŜŀǎ ƛƴ ŦŀƴŘƻƳ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǳƴΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ 
steampunk, and we have new friends to supplement the ones we have in SF fandom. I think that as you 
ƎŜǘ ƻƭŘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǾŜƭ ƻŦ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƴ ŦŀƴŘƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƭƻŀǘƘŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘ 
from that. 
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Not all Ontarians are snobs. Most need to see more of the world. I lived in British Columbia for a 
ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ aŀǊƛǘƛƳŜ ǇǊƻǾƛƴŎŜǎΦ tŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ 
ŀǊŜ ǊƛŎƘΣ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǇƻƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ /ŀƴŀŘƛŀƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Řƻ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ 
good. 
  

ΨL ²ŀƴǘ ǘƻ /ƻƳŜ .ŀŎƪ IŜǊŜ bŜȄǘ ¸ŜŀǊΗΩΧ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ŘǊƻƛŘΦ L ŀƳ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ 
took your grandson to DSC. Going to a con helps to socialize people, I find. Or, we certainly find out how 
social people are. We did that with our niece many years ago. 
  

Another GƘƻǎǘ CǊƻƳ {ƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ CŀƴŘƻƳ tŀǎǘΧ ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ŦŀƴŘƻƳ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ 
remember old friends from long ago, who are long gone, or are still with us, but are largely gafiated 
because of ill health, or just long years into retirement. Some of those people are moved away from the 
Toronto area. 
  

I am hoping to have some work to take me away from home tomorrow. I did have a great part-
time job with full-ǘƛƳŜ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ǇŀǊǘ-time, and I must find more hours somewhere. 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƪŜŜǇǎ ƳŜ busy. Many thanks for these zines, and please do keep them coming. 
  
                                                                                                Yours, Lloyd Penney. 

               1706-24 Eva Rd. 
                                                                                                Etobicoke, ON 
                                                                                                CANADA M9C 2B2 
 

 

 Actually, I do see the Blue Jayson television occasionally. There are two options on our 

DirecTV service, one of the ESPN channels and MLB (Major League Baseball). I have some 

affinity for the Blue Jays, but I would really like to see if a Canadian team winning the Stanley 

Cup. Itôs been a long, long time since that happened. 

 

 Yes, it seems like there is a con every weekend somewhere. DeepSouthCon has to 

piggyback 

 Speaking of your interest in steampunk, there is a woman here in Montevallo who is 

really into and makes fantastic costumes from all manner of found material. Nancy wrote a piece 

on her for Shelby Living, a quarterly magazine put out by the local weekly newspaper. I am 

going to try to share it in a future mailing. 
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 ñIôve never yet come out of a bookshop without purchasing somethingé 

 Sometimes I half-heartedly determine not to buy any more books until I have 

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

 

Reviews  
 

 

 Free Fire by C. J. Box (Berkley Prime Crime, 2008, pb) 

 This is the seventh title in Boxôs series featuring Wyoming game warden Joe Pickett. As 

always, trouble (almost always a homicide) seems to find and his family. As this one opens, he is 

working as foreman at his father-in-lawôs ranch because he has been fired from his public service  

 

job. He was victimized by a vendetta at the hands of departmental boss Randy 

Pope, and the likely of finding comparable work is unlikely.  

 Then, up shows flamboyant Gov. Spencer Rulon and his chief of staff 

Chuck Ward. The governor wants Joe to do a private investigation of four 

homicides in Yellowstone. The killer, attorney Clay McCann, turned himself, 

fully aware of a jurisdictional glitch that would insure his walking away scot-

free. Rulon wants McCann nailed, but Joe will have to pursue him ñwithout 

portfolio.ò He will be returned to the state payroll with back pay and benefits. 

ñYou are not my official representative, although you areé.And that means if you screw up and 

get yourself in trouble, as you are fully capable of doing based on your history, Iôll deny to my 

grave this meeting took place.ò 

 Not exactly an ideal situation, but Joe wants to be doing what he loves. As the story 

unfolds, it becomes obvious that there is an underlying, hidden motive connected to slaughter of 

four park employees by McCann. It involves a variation of mineral rights and really big bucks, 

always a deadly combination. When wife Marybeth and the two Pickett daughters, Sheridan and  
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Lucy, come to Yellowstone to enjoy a little vacation time with Joe, they narrowly escape a 

potential gas explosion death. 

 Box is magnificent story teller. He has created engaging characters in the Pickett family 

and in Nate Romanowski, Joeôs renegade mountain man friend who has helped out on more than 

investigation. Itôs a series worth getting to know. 

 

 The Mind Behind the Eye by Joseph Green (DAW, 1979, pb)  

 During my long hiatus from fandom, I also took one of sorts from science fiction. I did 

not give up the genre altogether, but I didnôt buy magazines anymore and the novels were 

interspersed occasionally with other kinds of writing. I do recall reading two of the Niven and  

 

Pournelle sagas and Silverbergôs Romney Galaxy, in particular. Also, I got a 

nice note from Michael Morecock for a review I wrote of one of his books. 

The point of all this is to say there are many authors I missed during those 

years. 

 Joe Green being one of them. In anticipation of the meeting, which 

did not work out, I decided I ought to get familiar with his writing. Hence, 

this book which was originally titled Gold the Man. 

 In the future, earth is under mysterious attack from aliens. Their 

weaponry consists mainly of introducing biological agents designed to 

decimate the human population. During one of the alien incursions a 

spaceship crashes and its occupant is taken prison. The 300-foot humanoid 

has suffered severe brain damage, though. A plan develops to build a control room behind the 

creatures damaged eye. From this control room, humans can spy on the Hilt -Sil, as they come to 

be called. The spy can ascertain why the aliens are attacking earth and what might be done to 

stop them. 

 Selected for the job is Albert Aaron Golderson, a genetically engineered super intelligent 

human. He is paired with Petrovna, a Soviet produced super being and his assistant, Marina. 

When Petrovna is accidentally killed, it becomes the task of Gold and Marina to carry out the 

mission. 

 On the Hilt -Sil planet, efforts are made to rehabilitate Soam-A-Tane. They cannot know 

that his responses are coming from the earthling behind the eye.  As  Gold learns the language 

and the culture of his  host, he develops an affinity for both, a variation perhaps of the Stockholm 

Syndrome.  

 The whole story is a fascinating and quite different concept. Green does a fine job of 

telling the story, drawing from his experience at NASA of producing science documentation in 

understandable terms for laymen. A fascinating twist is the relationship Soam-a-Tane/Gold 

develops with Ru-A-Lin, the  creature in charge of the rehabilitation process. That relationship 

and Goldôs affinity for the host culture lead to an unexpected conclusion. 

 Itôs darn good read. Iôm glad to have finally discovered Joe Green. 

 Quotables: 

 -- éif the giantsô cultural conditioning did not require them to return injured brothers to 

the home planet the venture would fail at the first contact. 
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 --He cancelled the entire story off the memory banks and tried again, this time drawing 

heavily on his limited knowledge of literary form. Decent creative writing was a more complex 

task than he had realized. 

   

 Dead Wake by Dawn Lee McKenna (A Sweet Tea Press Publication, 2015, trade pb) 

 This is book 5 of McKennaôs highly readable series of crime novels set on Floridaôs 

Forgotten Coast. As noted in previous reviews of the series, the Forgotten Coast ï that largely 

undeveloped and un-plastic-ized stretch from the white beaches of the Emerald Coast to The 

Bend below Tallahassee ï is one of our favorite parts of Florida. It is fun to see the names of 

familiar towns, restaurants and such intertwined with the narrative e. 

 

 But the narrative and the characters are driving the train. When Robert 

Manetti and William Overton are modeling their flower shop and find a 

mummified body in the wall, Sheriffôs Office Investigator Maggie Redmond 

steps into another intriguing mystery. And adding to the intrigue is the ongoing 

thread of familial relationships that have been a back story for Maggie from the 

first book. Although we the readers know the role local crime boss Bennett 

Boudreaux has played in her life, there are elements that Maggie does not know. 

Will this be the book the opens that door for her? And will the delicate personal 

relationship with her boss Sheriff Wyatt Hamilton mature into something more? Read it and see. 

 McKenna not only tells a good story, but she creates ongoing characters that the reader 

develops a relationship with. Robert and William are partners in life as well as business. 

McKenna plays very lightly off of stereotypes, creating funny scenes but never demeaning the 

two men.  

 When the man in the wall, identified as Holden Crawford, disappeared 40 years earlier, 

the primary suspect was Boudreaux. Yet, he declined to share the alibi that he had then. Was he 

involved or is he still shielding someone else? In either case, why? 

 Lots of good red herrings and plot twists.  Itôs great series. This is the first one Iôve read 

in hard copy. All of the others were on my Kindle, where they are readily available for a modest 

price. The hard copy allows for sharing that I find tedious to do on the e-reader. 

 Quotables: 

 --ñI got called out on a case.ò 

 ñThe mummy in the flower shop?ò (daughter Sky asked. 

 ñHow do you know about that?ò 

 ñDude. Twitter.ò 

 --óI think sheôs one of those veneer women.ò 

 ñWhat does that mean exactly?ò He stared at the sandwich in his hand as though gauging 

its temperature. 

 ñOne of those women who focus on appearing to be what they want other people to think 

they are.ò 

 --Coco (the dog) was content to sit at Wyattôs feet, gazing up at him like he was the 

inventor of the tennis ball. 

 --One insignificant night out of thousands. One carless, thoughtless act. Such an 

unimpressive beginning to what would probably be his undoing, one way or another. 
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 --ñWe tend to look for complicated scenarios. I blame the cop shows on television.  We 

bypass the simple solutions, and look for something more clever, more interesting. Then after all 

of the tail-chasing, we usually end up finding out that the simple solution was the right one all 

along. They didnôt call Einstein Einstein  for nothing. 

 ñTake away everything you think, everything everyone else thinks ï or thought back then 

ï and pare it all down to the only known facts. The absolute solids. Throw out half the 

eyewitness testimony if you have any. Then look at what you have left and youôll usually have 

the bare bones solution.ò  

 

 The Shadow, March 1, 1939, (Street & Smithôs, pulp magazine). 

 Although disappointed with my first exposure to The Shadow magazine last year, he 

remains one of my favorite fictional heroes and deserved another look. This one was more 

rewarding. 

 ñRiver of Deathò features a supecriminal who styles himself as Davy 

Jones. Thievery and kidnapping on the Hudson River are the hallmarks of this 

tale.  A shootout between Davy Jones henchmen and a regular riverfront mob 

boss named Sailor Marco has New York police inspector Joe Cardona and 

Police Commissioner Weston puzzled. The cargo that was disputed between 

the gangs on the ship Equator was just òboxes of cheap merchandise, not a 

valuable cargo. Some rival criminals are drowned and their foreheads marked 

with a trident. 

 Without getting into a lengthy plot summary, I will simply say that this was a much 

better, more cohesive story than the previous one. It was nicely paced with interesting red 

herrings. It held my interest to the end.  Yes, Bob Jennings, I am still adjusting to  a Shadow with 

blazing .45s instead of ñthe power to cloud menôs minds.ò (And without ñthe lovely Margo 

Lane.ò) I found the writing better in general.  

 A couple of phrasings caught my attention. One was ña hail of bullets.ò Just when and 

where did that collective noun come from? It has become a common part of the language or a 

common clich®. Iôm not sure which. A very good police reporter than Nancy and I worked with 

for years uses every time she writes a story with multiple bullets flying around. Another one that 

caught my attention was this bit of dialogue, ñYou fool! ....What the hellôs the matter with you? 

Coked up or something?ò I was a little surprised that the cocaine reference seemed almost 

common place in1939. 

 The cover artist is not identified, but I found Edd Cartierôs signature on the first interior 

illo. I found his work quite enjoyable and supportive of the narrative. One that I particularly 

enjoyed was the three-part scene summary on page 19. I was so taken with it, that I am sharing it 

here. 

 An interesting sidelight was found in ñHighlights on The Shadow,ò the editorôs column. 

He wrote, ñWe hear quite frequently from many of our readers who are pursuing higher 

education, and who tell us that The Shadow gives them the best form of entertainment and 

educational reading.ò He says he will someday compile a list of all of the colleges where The 

Shadow is popular. Meanwhile, he cites Gulf Coast Military Academy  in Gulfport, Miss. 

In a letter one of the officials reported that The Shadow Magazine is one of the very few 

publications which the cadets at the school are permitted to read, because the school carefully  
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selects the proper reading matter for the lads, and that about half of the students are strong 

Shadow fans.ò 

 This particular issue of The Shadow introduced me to another pulp fiction detective, a 

character called The Whisperer. According to Jess Nevinsô The Encyclopedia of Pulp Detectives, 

the character was ñcreatedò by Clifford Goodrich, a Street  & Smith house pseudonym used in 

this case by Alan Hathway, who also wrote Secret Agent F-8 stories. The Whisperer is in reality 

New York Police Commissioner James ñWildcatò Gordon. He dresses in gray and wears special 

plates that alter the shape of his face so he can travel through the underworld  without being 

recognized. The plates reduce his voice to the whispery sound. Gordon needs this alter ego to 

penetrate situations not available through normal, above-board police investigations. 

 Gordon also has a nemesis within his own ranks. Henry Bolton has long coveted the 

commissionerôs post and is always trying to one-up Gordon and get his job. 

 Iôm not sure what the general tone of The Whisperer stories was but this one, involving a 

fake kidnapping, seemed far too complex for a story that ran only 18 pages in the magazine.  

 Quotables: 

 --Out of the corner of his eye he had seen a ferry passenger whose face interested him. 

The man was Sailor Marco. Cranston did not know that, but he divined that the fellow was a 

crook. His whole appearance indicated that to the trained observation of The Shadow.  Furtive 

terror seemed to flick in his beady, unpleasant eyes. 

 --ñIôve heard of you,ò Hollister murmured. There was a cool irony in his voice. ñYou 

shoot tigers and things, donôt you? A sportsman?ò 

 ñA hunter,ò Cranston corrected, softly. He didnôt explain the difference. 

 

 The Songs of Leonard Cohen (Columbia, 2007, compact disk) 

 The selection of Bob Dylan for the Nobel Prize in literature raised some eyebrows and 

drew a variety of opinion, pro and con. While many espoused Dylanôs body of work as worthy, 

others dismissed him as merely a pop arts with little depth. Also playing into the discussion was 

the work of Leonard Cohen, who has many adherents who feel his work is better than Dylanôs. I  

 

have no particular opinion. However, except for that 

magnificent song, ñHallelujah,ò I realized that I really 

was not very familiar with Cohenôs music. To change 

that I picked up this disk. 

 Iôm sure Brother Head and others will set me 

straight, but I must say that I found these dozen tunes 

extremely disappointing. Indeed, I found myself 

unable to make sense of most of them. There appear to be a number of unrelated stanzas popping 

up in all of them, something not unlike John Prineôs nonsensical phrasing at times. Yet, with 

Prine there is an element of humor to help carry the theme. Just when I think Iôm picking up the 

message, there comes a verse out of left field. Help me, Gilbert. There must be subtleties flying 

right past me.  

 The tracks here are Suzanne; Master Song; Winter Lady; The Stranger Song; Sisters of 

Mercy; So Long, Marianne; Hey , Thatôs No Way to Say Goodbye; Stories of the Street; One of 

Us Cannot Be Wrong; Store Room; and Blessed is the Memory. 
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 Death on a Deadline by Robert Goldsborough (Fontana/Collins Crime Club, 1989, 

pb, British edition) 

 This was my third venture into Goldsboroughôs recreation of Nero Wolfe of West 35th 

Street. I first learned of the series when I saw an online reference to Archie Meets Nero Wolfe, a 

2012 prequel to a series that now has seen nine books published. I was absolutely delighted to 

shake hands again with Wolfe, Archie, Saul Panzer, Frits, even Inspector Cramer, and the rest of 

the gang. I followed that up with Murder in E Minor, first in the series and was not disappointed. 

This book two and was equally pleasing. 

 Ian McLaren, a sleazy Scotchman newspaper publisher is seeking control 

of the Gazette, the respected New York newspaper that is our not exactly 

dynamic duoôs favorite read. Also, columnist Lon Cohen is a friend. McLaren, 

obviously patterned after Rupert Murdock, wants to have the biggest newspaper 

in every major city. 

 With the Gazette, he is attempting to manipulate stock purchases, largely 

from among the Haverhill family. Harriett Haverhill, widow of the paperôs 

founder, is determined to keep the Gazette out of such hands but her stepchildren 

have no such loyalty. Without a client, Wolfe injects himself into the business of saving the 

Gazette. It looks grim for the newspaper. Then that which must happen occurs ï a killing. 

Harriett Haverhill is found at her desk, dead from a single bullet wound to the head. Suicide say 

the cops, case closed. Not so fast, says Wolfe, stating emphatically that the lady was murdered. 

 And thus unfolds a tale with the usual assortment of good guy and bad guy suspects. And, 

as usual, all is unveiled in one of Wolfeôs theatrical performances with cops, suspects and all 

gathered in his office. If you love Wolfe and the other characters, itôs another good read. 

 This British edition, which I bought online, includes an introduction by John J. McAleer, 

an Edgar-winning-author of Rex Stout: A Biography (Little Brown, 1971). As a longtime friend 

of Stoutôs he brings a lot of interesting information to the table.    

 Quotables: 

 --Iôve always preferred getting my news from papers rather than television. Itôs a little 

like favouring meat and potatoes over crepes. 

 --He came in pale and stayed pale. 

 --Neither one of them was fully equipped in brainpower or in manners, but that hardly 

qualified either of them as a trigger-puller. 

 --  ... even television journalists are known to practice some semblance of thoroughness. 

 --For the next two days I was jumpy., although weeks later, when I told Wolfe about my 

uneasiness, she shrugged. óItôs only in retrospect that you think you sensed tragedy,ô he said. 

óYou are much too impulsive and spontaneous to possess anything that could be termed 

prescience. Intuition is the partner of introspection, and you certainly are not blessed with the 

latter.ô 
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