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A post - publication note:  
 

There are names from our lifetimes Iôm certain people will remember when homo sapiens attains the 

farthest stars.  Einstein is one, of course.  Yuri Gagarin.  Neil Armstrong. 

Armstrong, in the words of Tom Poston, was one of those quiet guys made of carbon steel who with little 

thought for themselves accomplish wonders thought beyond human capability.  In short, they do their 

thing, they do it well, and they move the race forward.  Armstrong was a frustrating figure in that he was 

so aggressively and insistently private.  I wanted to see him in person more than any other celebrity, and 

never got the chance.  Iôm told he had a good sense of humor, as shown by his tribute to James Doohan 

and some of the corny jokes heôd crack about the Moon.  When nobody laughed heôd say, ñI guess you 

had to have been there.ò 

 

The triteness goes ñIf we can land a man on the Moon, we should be able to [whatever]!ò  That was the 

point.  Moon landings were our cultureôs cathedrals, our symbolic celebrations of the fundaments of our 

civilization.  For the architects of Rheims and Notre Dame, that fundament was faith.  For the architects 

of Apollo, it was engineering.  By applying its principles ïknowing how things work, experimenting, 

learning, remembering, having nerve, exerting skill ï we are capable of wonders.  In the words of another 

great soul that left us this summer, we are the Idea Beasts.  There is nothing beyond us.  There is nothing 

we cannot do.   

 

After all, we walked on the Moon.   

.   
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I was in a long line at Samôs Superstore, 

Rosyôs Christmas gift in the basket, feeling 

annoyed at the poky cashier.  I was trying to 

buy Rosy an iPod dock with speakers, 

concerned that they didnôt have the Samsung 

depicted in the photo sheôd sent me, only a 

Sony.  As I watched the Samôs cashier dither 

and our line shuffle and moo, I gave la belle a 

call.  She too was out shopping, looking 

forward to our traditional Christmas jaunt to 

Florida. I asked if brand was important to her.  

She said no.  I leaned on the basket handle and 

watched the cashier do nothing.  The snack bar benches beyond her looked inviting.   

 It had been a rough few days.  One lunchtime Iôd eaten a Sonicôs greaseburger and had paid for it 

in more than money.  Iôll avoid graphic detail and simply say that I handled ñthingsò with Imodium.  I 

couldnôt wait to get out of that line.  I felt blah. Really blah.   

 In fact, I felt weird.  The world began to change.  My head felt light.  My hands and feet went 

totally numb.  And the strangest association came over me ï my 2009 tornado.  Back then I found myself 

and my Mini Cooper in the middle of a swirling white witlessness as the whirlwind whipped past.  No car 

in Samôs, of course, but the white whirlwind was back.  

 I stumbled to the register, blathered something about my cart and lurched towards the snack bar.  

A man appeared.  His face was vague.  ñSir, do you need ï?ò  My butt banged down hard on the bench.  I 

muttered something.    

 

(*)  

 

My legs were on the bench.  I was 

looking up past a circle of faces at the 

metal struts of Samôs ceiling.   I 

remember that the paint job seemed 

perfect.   

Iôd been unconscious for 45 

seconds. 

EMTs came out of nowhere.  

After they established that my heart 

was OK and Rosy had shown up (Iôd 

asked them to hide my unpurchased 

present from her), I acceded to caution 

and the medicsô advice. To the horse-

pistol!, I told them.  I waved to the 

curious as the gurney bounced me out, 

and spent the drive admiring my 

supine reflection on the ambulanceôs 

metal roof. 

 Looking straight upward was 

disconcerting.  It wasnôt until we were 

inside the hospital and I was being 

shifted onto an ER bed that I could see 

around me.  The Christmas stockings 

on the Emergency Room admit desk 

were a relief. 

 I was also relieved by what I 

heard.  As Rosy sat nearby, a doctor 
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dealt with a lady in the next cubicle.  Behind her curtain he told her that she had the bug that was ñgoing 

around,ò and that she should go home and relax the day away.  ñThatôs me,ò I nodded to la belle.  Then a 

female ER physician came in, having read my blood results.  She was very beautiful and very solemn.  

She asked me what had happened.  When I reached the description ñwine-colored,ò she nodded, knelt and 

took my hand.  Mr. Lillian, she said, they were admitting me (!), giving me a transfusion (!!), and be 

assured, she said, I would be repaired (???).  ñMr. Lillian,ò she said, ñyou are profoundly anemic.ò  

 I was profoundly gobsmacked.  It was December 18.  On the morning of the 23
rd
 Rosy and I 

planned on heading south for our usual Florida Christmas.  Iôd worked it out with my supervisor and all 

was set.  This couldnôt happen now.  Furthermore, except for a few slides through Emergency Rooms 

after car wrecks and suchlike, Iôd only worked in hospitals (see articles elsewhere) for all but one night of 

my 62 1/2 years. That one day Iôd sneezed wrong and popped an eardrum.  I spent the evening enduring 

my roommateôs Spanish language TV and went home the next day.  That was it.  I never got sick.  Still, 

there I lay.  And upstairs I went.   

 They parked me in a private (!) room, which, I was delighted to learn, would cost us nigh-onto 

diddly-squat.  (Iôm on Rosyôs health insurance from her teaching job at LSU-S and it is prime.)  They 

then scared me to death by telling me the procedures Iôd be undergoing in the next two days: endoscopies 

of my upper and lower G.I. tracts.  Vacuum cleaner hoses reaming me top and bottom?  Pain beyond 

measure!  Help!   But they assured me that Iôd be nicely doped for the procedures and hey, fool é 

ñprofound anemiaò?  As in ñlife-threateningò?  Take it!  

 In the meantime, have some blood.  A young man hooked me to an IV tower, which beeped and 

squeaked.  From it he fed me two units of whole O negative.  It felt strange that someone elseôs tissue was 

becoming part of my being. 

 Super-early the next morning they wrapped me up like Lionel Barrymore in Itôs a Wonderful Life 

and wheeled me off.  The hospital, Willis-Knighton, is the best in the area, and I was wowed by the 

technology the pretty nurses showed me é although the ñbite-maskò with the hole in the center struck me 

as suggestively B&D.  In came the gastroenterologist, a sharp, cocky little guy with a moonwalkerôs name 

and a tapdancerôs attitude.  I liked him.  Then a nurse stuck a needle into my IV and asked ñDoes this 

burn?ò  ñNo,ò said I, ñbut I can smell it.ò  ñPeople say that!  How about this one?ò  ñMaybe a lit- ñ 

 

((*))  

 

What was this black rectangle looming before me? A mini-monolith?   Was this A Space Odyssey?  I 

stretched forth my hand, expecting to be morphed into a glowing foetus.  Oh!  It was my TV.  I was back 

in my room.   

 They didnôt tell me much about the results of the upper G.I. ï just that I had reflux, which would 

not have caused my faint or my anemia. They handed me a gallon jug of what looked like ditto fluid and 

told me to down it all before midnight.  Golyghtly, it was (mis)named, and it was supposed to clear the 

path for tomorrowôs fun endoscope.  It, uhh, worked.   

The next morning, back I went to the same place, same doctor, same nurses, same exchange.   

 ñYou may feel a burning.ò  ñNot at all.ò ñHow about now?ò  ñN-ñ 

 

((*))  

 

That time I recall a flash of sitting in my wheelie, covered in blankets, before retreating again into 

unconsciousness.  Ver-Sed, they call that juice, and itôs good stuff.  No residual pain, either: the óscopes 

could have happened to someone else.    

 Once the little G.I. doctor came in and talked to me, I relaxed.  My colon was fine.  Heôd have me 

do another test after the holidays, a capsule endoscopy, where Iôd swallow a tiny pellet which would send 

a signal to a monitor ï thus telling them the source of the blood loss.  In the meantime, he said, enjoy 

Florida, and waving happily to the staff, out I went. 

 I felt well enough to finish my Christmas shopping ï Rosyôs iPhone dock, and at a swank-o 

jewelry store, her big gift: a Mont Blanc pen with a rose gold cap.  For dinner that night we had pizza, 
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pineapple and bacon, a new favorite.  We packed.  The next morning, we would load the car and be on 

our way to Florida.   

Sure we would.   

 

That Friday morning, December 23, I let Rosy sleep in.  Time enough to rouse her and load the car after 

one last check of the old gutty-wuts.  I went to the bathroom.  

I never want to be frightened like that again.   

I roused Rosy with my screeches and back we went to the ER.  The first thing they did was slip 

me a Valium.  I needed it.  I was seriously freaking out.   

 To give me credit, I was more upset over the prospect of a ruined Christmas trip than with the 

disaster in our commode.  Still, the explanation I conveyed to the Emergency Room was delivered with a 

bit of vindictiveness.  Dammit, Iôd thought this was over.  

This time they gave me the room next door to the first one ï and this time our cocky 

gastroenterologist met me there.  He seemed a little embarrassed.  Where was that blood coming from?  

ñIôve been up there,ò he said, speaking rather unfortunately of my colon, ñand there was nothing.ò  Forget 

the capsule, he said; weôll do another test ï with radioactivity.   

 Down I was trundled to Nuclear Medicine.  Cheery Nurse Allison wore Santa Claus earrings.  

She took some Guy-gore, injected it with an isotope and conveyed the concoction back to my veins.  She 

joked about turning me into Spider-man.  A great flat machine went clackety-clack over my recumbent 

bod.  I was invited to scan a monitor at bedside to see what it found. 

 Rosyôs stepfather Harold knew Joseph Heller during World War II.  (Haroldôs sister dated him.)  

The golden images on that green screen brought lines from Catch-22 to mind.   

 Man is matter.  ñThatôs your heart.  Thatôs your liver.ò  Drop him out of a window and heôll fall.  

ñThereôs your stomach é your large intestine éò Set him on fire and heôll burn.  ñAnd your small 

intestine éò  Bury him and heôll rot, like other kinds of garbage.  ñAnd é wait é look there é That 

spreading glow, on the right?ò  The spirit gone, man is garbage.  ñWe found it!ò  Ripeness is all. 

 They sent me two surgeons with confident smiles.  They seemed big.  (One turned out to be all of 

5ô4ò; I guess you want your surgeon to be big.)  I donôt remember much of what they said, just that I 

wasnôt scared.  My body, I figured, is no longer mine.  Into thy hands, I mentally told the physicians, I 

commend my corpus.  Into Thy hands, I told the God I wasnôt certain was there, I commend everything 

else. 

That night I sent my brother a ñjust-in-caseò e-mail and wrote some ñjust-in-caseò requests for 

Rosy.  Just in case, I said, visit Stonehenge for me, and in Paris, tell the Mona Lisa it all worked out.  (I 

was talking about her.)  That about exhausted my Bucket List.   

Before boarding my gurney the next morning, I insisted on shaving.  Waiting for the 

anesthesiologist, I allowed myself a few memories.  I remembered my first wife running down the 

concourse to me at Moussaint International in New Orleans, shooing old folks out of the way.  She 

deserved my smile.  I thought of Rosy.  I remembered finding her at the Nolacon II party in 1986 and the 

look that passed between us.  I remembered the 2000 Chicon, when Iôd proposed, and our flights to 

Australia, when sheôd held me together, and how moments ago sheôd been there when I left my hospital 

room, and how she promised sheôd be there when I returned.  I didnôt waste an instant on old feuds or 

angers or humiliations or self-doubts, and Iôm rather proud of that now. Without giving it a thought, I 

knew what mattered.  La belle, la belle, toujours, la b- 

 

(( (((*))) )) 

 

Tôwas the night before Christmas.  I remember wondering, in my stupefaction, if Iôd yet gone under the 

knife.  A touch on my belly bandage told me I had.   Rosy says I spoke normally after coming to, and that 

she had to tell me to punch the button for my pain meds.  I donôt remember that ï which I suppose was 

the point.  I do remember watching my Christmas movie ï Ben-Hur.  Jesus was in it.  And a lot of horses.  

My nephews called.  Rosy hung a wreath on my closet door. I kept expecting my surgeons to barge in 

dressed as Santa Claus.  Instead, they wore hospital greens, but they did provide a gift of knowledge ï 

like, what the matter was. 
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 The reason my Joel Grey-clone of a gastroenterologist hadnôt spotted my bleeding was that the 

site fell up inside my small intestine, above the reach of his colonoscope.  The source of the wound was a 

diverticulum , which I understood to be an age-related sag between the segments of my gut.  Everybody 

my age has them, but not everyone has the thrill and honor of having one seep.  Iôd been bleeding 

internally for some time.  Fainting had been the indication that I was on a fast track to rupture and a far 

worse disease, peritonitis. Peritonitis can kill.  No one would give me a time frame, but I gathered it was a 

matter of days.  What if the critical moment had come on the road to Florida?  I tried to count my 

blessings. 

 What theyôd done was excise two feet or so of my intestines.  My coecum, my appendix, my 

ileum, out they went.  I later read the pathologistôs report.  My appendix was normal ï still nice to be rid 

of it ï and theyôd found no cancer.  Mildly good news, that.  But some of the tissue theyôd cleft from my 

bod was necrotic.  That means dead.  Maybe I ended up a little more gutless than Iôd been before, but 

obviously, I was better off that way. 

 I entered recuperation riding a clothes dryer in the company of a hundred tin cans ï in other 

words, in a cramped and noisy hospital bed, unable to sleep except on my back.  Soon I was rid of the 

Foley ï ladies, you donôt want to know ï and fighting congenital high blood pressure for the right to go 

home.  I hated the requisite strolls about the floor, dragging my faithful robot companion ï the IV bag and 

tower.  My stomach staples pinched.  

 Alan Whiteôs brilliant cover to this issue notwithstanding, my nurses were magnificent.  Theirs 

must be the noblest profession.  Certainly it requires the most hardened stomachs.  La belle is a teacher, 

not a nurse, but she too was simply heroic.  She stayed with me almost the entire time, sleeping on a 

couch, listening to me re-learn digestion, seeing and hearing and smelling things no woman should ever 

see or hear or smell her husband doing.  Our Christmas packages sat in a corner, awaiting return of my 

wits and spirit.  Her wit and spirit never left.    

There came the day when they disconnected my IV drip, and on New Yearôs Eve, I was home.  

Goodbye, 2011, and fare thee effing well.  What a beast of a year.   

 

Over the next 3½ weeks my belly healed enough that I could drive ï and return to work.  They changed 

my job to a less taxing one: representing schizophrenics at legal commitment hearings.  Not as interesting 

but indeed, easier to sit through.  Fannishly, I quit my executive post with Chicon 7 but kept the editing 

job on the last progress report and the souvenir book for DeepSouthCon 50.  Rosy retained the editorship 

of the worldcon program book.    

 Iôm recovering, and my surgeon said that Iôm doing so in a nominal way.  Not fast enough for me, 

but heôs satisfied, and that has to suffice.  ñYour body is learning,ò he quipped, ñbut itôs not a speed 

reader.ò  After he snipped out the staples (ouchouchouch), he told me to expect to feel punk for months.  

(My scar no longer looks like a zipper.  Now it looks like a sloppy map of the Mississippi River.) 

 Months have passed.  Life is different. I tire easily. Though we made it to DeepSouthCon 50 ï a 

magnificent experience ï we had to pass on Mardi Gras; no way could I wander the French Quarter 

without a convenient commode at, uhh, hand.   If I have any real complaint about my post-op treatment, 

itôs that nobody took the time to tell me what I could or should not nosh.  I canôt eat.  Milk products 

trumpet through me like the Jonestown Flood.  As any sort of spice burns me like acid, so classic New 

Orleans cuisine is deadly.  I canôt have more than a sip or two of carbonated soft drinks.  Daily I mourn 

Coca-Cola. 

Rosy actually doesnôt mind the change in my eating habits; the operation took 30 pounds off the 

beached whale depicted earlier, and she likes that.  I think I look gaunt and old.  Iôve never looked my age 

before, but I do now, and that bugs me.   

 But I know whatôs really bothering me.  Itôs Old Man Mortality.  Iôve experienced it.  I feel it.   

Part of my body died, and almost hauled the rest ï and that inexpressible spirit I call me ï along.  And I 

think I know what death is like.  I think itôs just like that timeless, soundless, dreamless blackness that 

came over me when the Ver-Sed hit ï or the even emptier oblivion that came when they applied the 

serious stuff on Christmas Eve.  Death is an endless blank.  

Facing the operation, the prospect of death didnôt bother me, but, I admit, it bothers me now.  Itôs 

not that I find that I donôt believe in an afterlife.  I doubt I ever have.  Itôs just that I do believe in the 
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worth of living, and ï excuse me while I seek a cogent phrase ï I donôt think Iôve lived up to life.  Iôve 

seen how short my time might be.  How can I do right by whatôs left? 

 Well, for one thing I can try to be worthy of the person whoôs chosen to be my partner.  I still find 

it all but unbelievable that anyone ï let alone the most beautiful woman Iôve ever known ï would stick 

with me through such a nightmare.  But Rosy did.  In the weeks after, she broke her arm ï a stool 

collapsed beneath her ï and she also suffered the misery of healing.  I hope I was as supportive of her as 

she has been for me.  Sheôs been working steadily on the Chicon 7 program book ï sheôs the editor ï 

while Iôve been finishing up this Challenger, and her confidence, competence, conscientiousness and cool 

have put me to shame.  I couldnôt be more proud of her.   

 So ï hampered as weôve been, we keep on keepinô on.  Coming up for us, Worldcon, and in 

October, Archon 36, at which Iôm Fan Guest of Honor (thank you Rich & Michelle!). Ripeness, etc. 

 

**  

A medically-themed issue of any fanzine is going to feature a lot of war stories ï everybody likes to talk 

about their operations. John Purcell went through a trauma a lot like mine, as did Greg Benford.  Rich 

Lynch and Alan White trooped through other travails, as did Brit Chris Murphy.  Weôve got medical 

horror stories of different sorts from Mike Resnick and Steven Silver.  But not everything dealing with 

medicine is a nightmare: our Aussie pal Bill Wright contributes a sercon piece about James Whiteôs 

Hospital Station series ï that original pb cover really ignited my sensawunda back in the day ï and my 

tribute to a fannish doctor friend is heartfelt.  Missing, thanks to my illness and lethargy are tales of my 

first, grisly hospital job and a piece on abortion that Iôm sure you can live without.  Interwoven into the 

mix are non-medical articles and features by Martin Morse Wooster, Fred Lerner, Alan Stewart and my 

beloved la belle ï just to lighten the load.  Challenger #35 is GHLIII Press Publication #1128, July 2012.  

We hope you stay healthy and enjoy. 

 

**  

 

I always loved this irreverent ï but prideful ï B.C.  As we note 

and regret the passage of a great space and social pioneer, I hope 

we remember the humor it must have taken to handle the good-

natured ribbing ï ha, I made a funny -- Dr. Sally Ride endured 

when she became the first American woman in space.  She got a 

lot of teasing ï but that was entirely due to the incandescent 

pride this country had in her.   

 

And she lived up to it, a triumphant member of my generation 

who broke through the glass ceiling with grace, genius, good 

humor, and purpose.  She used her historic status not to 

proselytize but to inspire, a class act all the way.  Ride, Sally 

Ride.   
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Hearts and Hospitals:  
A Reflection, Three Years On 

Laura Haywood-Cory 

 
This weekend marks the third anniversary of my heart attack.  I like to try to do something every 

year to mark the occasion. 

That first anniversary, in 2010, was the most emotional. From listening to other women's 

experiences, I knew to expect something of an emotional roller coaster. My mother-in-law was in the final 

stages of the cancer that took her life, so my husband was down in Florida spending as much time as 

possible with her.  

I didnôt want to be alone, so I invited a very small group of friends to be with me to help me 

celebrate, and they stayed with me as I went from being thrilled to be alive one minute, to crying the 

next. I also got myself a manicure, under the rationale that Iôd never survived a heart attack before, and 

Iôd never had a manicure before, either. 

The second anniversary, in 2011, was more 

upbeat and was dinner out at my favorite restaurant 

with Paul and a few friends.  

This year, the third anniversary, the word 

seems to be "introspective." I woke up around 4am 

and my brain was going, thinking in particular about 

a recent news item from the UK, where a woman had 

shown up in the A&E (their equivalent to the ER), 

had three abnormal EKGs, but was discharged 

anyway, and died a few hours later.  

I wish I could say that her story is unusual, 

but itôs not. Go to any place ï online or real-world ï 

where female heart disease survivors hang out, and 

youôll hear endless horror stories about women with 

classic heart attack symptoms (pain in the center of 

the chest, nausea, shortness of breath, cold sweats), 

who are sent home from the doctor, told theyôre 

having acid reflux, or a panic attack, or that they need 

to get their gall bladder checked, because theyôre too 

young and too female, and it couldnôt possibly be 

their heart. Except when it is. The persistent ones 

eventually get treated. Some die.  

 Even without the stark reminder from across 

the pond, each year around this time, I tend to re-live my week in the hospital. Friday was the actual 

anniversary of my heart attack. Yesterday was the anniversary of my first catheterization, where theyôd 

discovered why a young woman with no cardiac risk factors had had a heart attack ï one of my coronary 

arteries had dissected (e.g., torn), and it had to be repaired ASAP. In my case, that means I now have six 

stents.  

 Yesterday was also the anniversary of one of those incidents that wasnôt funny at the time, but it 

is now.  

You see, that first night in the hospital, I had gotten zero sleep. A doctor had come to my room 

around 8pm and given my husband and me the news that despite the long odds, I had indeed had a heart 

attack. He told us that I was scheduled for a cardiac catheterization the next day, to look around and see 
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what had happened, and that someone would be by with consent forms for us to sign. He left while I 

melted into a pool of ñWhy me?ò and tears.  

I was in a semi-private room, so my husband couldnôt stay with me that night (even though I 

never did get a roommate). So I had several hours alone to stare at the ceiling and grapple with the new 

reality of me and a heart attack. 

To add to that major distraction, I had a bedsore-preventing bed that made a loud gronking, 

grinding RRRRRRR noise every few minutes as the bed readjusted itself.  

Then there was the blood pressure cuff that went off automatically every hour and damn near 

squeezed my arm in two. Around 2am, I got so frustrated that I ripped it off and wrapped it around the 

metal bedframe. What kind of blood pressure does an ancient institutional metal bedframe have, you 

might ask. I donôt know. I canôt remember if anyone ever noticed the strange readings. Once I was moved 

to the cardiac ICU, the staff was more observant. 

On top of the gronking, shifting bed, the blood pressure cuff, and my freaking out, there were the 

usual regular vital sign checks, and blood draws every few hours. 

Suffice to say, shut-eye that first night was not happening.  

Around 6am, a perky nurse bustled into my room and handed me a disposable razor and what 

under other circumstances would have been an adorably cute, tiny can of shaving cream.  

Remember, Iôd had no sleep; thus, I wasnôt quite sure what I was supposed to do with these 

objects. I blinked owlishly at the nurse, until she told me to go into the bathroom and shave myself.  

The light finally dawned ï the catheterization would be going in through the femoral artery and 

the medical team needed a clear field of view, as it were. I asked her how much I was supposed to shave ï 

a bikini trim, a full Brazilian, what. She indicated something between a bikini trim and a landing strip. 

Instructions delivered, she left the room and abandoned me to, on no sleep, mind, work out the 

logistics of getting myself, my attached heart monitor, and my tower of IVs and blinking, beeping things 

wedged into the bathroom. 

Did I mention that theyôd told me I couldnôt shower, either? I had to accomplish this miracle of 

grooming at the sink. 

 There I was, before sunrise on March 31
st
, 2009, in my Batman jammies and a hospital gown, 

heart monitor draped around my neck, attached to a metal tower of IVs and electronics, propping one foot 

on the toilet, balancing with one hand while running warm water in the sink, applying a washcloth, trying 

to put on shaving cream, and then shaving, and rinsing, all with the hand that didnôt have the oximeter 

attached to it, while having been awake for more than 24 hours straighté 

 Iôll say this: the logistics of the operation certainly distracted me from stewing about the heart 

attack. 

 Several hours later, I was finally wheeled into the cath lab. I kept being bumped for more 

emergent cases, but eventually things calmed down enough that they started my valium-morphine drip 

and took me down to the lab.  

 Where a big, burly nurse approached me, industrial-grade electric razor in hand. I weakly 

protested that Iôd already shaved. She peeked under the sheet, made a dissatisfied noise, and went at me 

with the electric razor. I donôt know what they were expecting, a perfect shamrock?  

At any other time, I mightôve bristled at having the competence of my body-care regimen called 

into questioné but I mentioned the morphine and valium, yes?  

Moral of the story: if youôre in the hospital and someone wants you to shave, have them do it for 

you, because they probably will anyway. 

 

 

ee  
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The novels of 

James White 
(1928ï 1999, Ireland) 

Bill Wright 
 

David Langford, peerless SF critic and unofficial 

guest of honor at Aussiecon Three (57
th
 Worldcon in 

Melbourne, Australia, in 1999) includes the late 

James White among the greatest 20
th
 century science 

fiction authors. He says of Whiteôs galactic hospital 

series, ñSector General is one of the few places in SF 

that one would really, really like to exist.ò  

 

White wrote twelve Sector General novels included 

in the annotated bibliography below. The first eight 

were anthologised in 2001-03 by Orbit Books in 

three omnibus volumes titled, respectively, Beginning 

Operations (2001), Alien Emergencies (2002) and 

General Practice (2003). [Please note that, in 2006, 

Orbit's parent company Little Brown was sold by 

Time Warner to the French publishing group Hachette Livre]. 

 

Three of the last four Sector General novels were anthologised by the Science Fiction Book Club in an 

omnibus volume titled Tales of Sector General (1999). To date, there would appear to be no leather 

bound collectorôs series of James Whiteôs Sector General novels in a standardised book format.   

 

Following is an annotated bibliography. Stories anthologised by Orbit have front covers of the omnibus 

volumes pictured opposite. Three of James Whiteôs last four Sector General novels were released in the 

three years before his death on 23
rd
 August 1999. óDouble Contactô was released posthumously.  

 

 

  

  

1957  The Secret Visitors   (Amazon - Alibris)  

1962  Hospital Station   a Sector General novel in Beginning Operations 

1962  Second Ending  a novella later anthologised in Monsters and Medics 

(1977) 

1963  Star Surgeon   a Sector General novel in Beginning Operations 

1964  The Aliens Among Usïincludes one Sector General short story, 

ñCountercharmò 

1964  Deadly Litter  

1964  Escape Orbit, The    

1964  Open Prison (alternative title: The Escape Orbit)  

1966  Watch Below, The    

1968  All Judgement Fled    

1971  Major Operation    a Sector General novel in Beginning Operations 

1971  Tomorrow is Too Far    

1972  Dark Inferno   

 
   

  

http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1957
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4530
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00005XV3D/ref=nosim/scifan2-20/
http://click.linksynergy.com/fs-bin/click?id=RNl7jwGkOWY&offerid=40643.10000005&type=3&tmpid=939&RD_PARM1=http%253A%252F%252Fwww.alibris.com/search/search.cfm%253FS%253DR%2526wauth%253DJames%2520White%2526wtit%253DSecret%2520Visitors,%2520The
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1962
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4516
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1962
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4531
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1963
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4517
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1964
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4518
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1964
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4570
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1964
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=47260
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1964
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4532
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1966
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4533
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1968
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4534
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1971
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4519
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1971
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4535
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1972
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4536
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0312875444/ref=nosim/scifan2-20/
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1974  Dream Millenium, The   

1977  Futures Past    

1977  Monsters and Medics ï including ñSecond Ending,ò the best short 

story ever!   

1979  Ambulance Ship   a Sector General novel in Alien Emergencies 

1979  Underkill                      

1983  Sector General   a Sector General novel in Alien Emergencies 

1984  Star Healer    a Sector General novel in Alien Emergencies  

1985  Interpreters, The   

1987  Code Blue - Emergency!   a Sector General novel in General Practice 

1988  Federation World   

1991  Silent Stars Go By, The   

1992  Genocidal Healer, The  a Sector General novel in General Practice 

1996  Galactic Gourmet, The a Sector General novel in Tales of Sector 

General       

1997  Final Diagnosis   a Sector General novel in Tales of Sector General 

1998  Mind Changer   a Sector General novel in Tales of Sector General 

1998  Double Contact   a Sector General novel not yet anthologised                            
 

 
   

 
  

Whilst I love all the Sector General novels and have read each of them several times, my favourite James 

White story is not part of that series at all, but the novella óSecond Endingô in the collection Monsters and 

Medics (Corgi Books, 1977). In the not too distant future, a plague wipes out the human race except for 

one hospital Intern cared for by robots whose raison dôêtre is to keep him alive, for eons if need be. 

Reading James White in the 1960s marked my transition via E  E  Smith and A E Van Vogt to literacy.   

 

I am indebted to Dave Langford for an insight into multiple level puns inherent in Whiteôs elegant four-

letter classification system characterising intra-galactic species. At the outset this was designed to pay 

homage to ñDocò Smithôs human-centred vision from Gray Lensman and Children of the Lens in which 

true Homo Sapiens is classed AAAAAA, whereas the evil Ploorans in their horrid cryogenic 

metamorphosis register as ñstraight Zôs to ten or twelve places.ò 

  

Perhaps the most obscure, and funniest, of Whiteôs classification puns concerns the unfortunate 

Gogleskan species from Star Healer, classification FOKT, who are almost unable to prevent themselves 

from coalescing into a mindlessly destructive gestalt. 

 

oo  
 

 

 

 

Next issue: Rosy suggests a PARTY theme, and of course, I 

consent.  Challenger #36 will have as its abiding concern the 

magical art of boogying down.  Of course and as usual, if 

youôre moved to write (or draw) about something else, feel 

free.  Deadline?  You must be joking.  (Contact me.) 

 
 

 

http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1974
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4537
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1977
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4520
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1977
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4571
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1979
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4521
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1979
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4538
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1983
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4522
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1984
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4523
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1985
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4539
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1987
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4524
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1988
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4540
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1991
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4541
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1992
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4525
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1996
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4526
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1997
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4527
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1998
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4528
http://www.scifan.com/titles/year.asp?ByYear=1998
http://www.scifan.com/titles/title.asp?TI_titleid=4529
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0312877706/ref=nosim/scifan2-20/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0765306638/ref=nosim/scifan2-20/
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Of all the people in all of fandom to write about 

barf, who would you least suspect?  Right! 

Thrilling 
Vomit 
Stories 

  Rich Lynch 

 

It's been quite a while, more than two 

decades actually since it last happened, but this 

morning something about breakfast disagreed 

with me enough that much of it came back up 

again. There I was, in the garage heading out to 

retrieve the garbage can after the week-end trash 

pick-up and then I was doubled over looking at a 

big puddle of pureed banana, cereal and milk on 

the concrete floor. 

I absolutely hate to vomit -- it's a phobia worse than almost anything else for me. Go ahead, 

confine me in some terrifying and claustrophobic dark and enclosed tunnel where I can't move forward or 

backward to escape, but do not make me so nauseous that I'll blow lunch all over the place! The last time 

before this that it happened was back about 1983 or so, on a business trip in California, when a 

combination of the flu and some awful Chinese food made me best friends with my hotel room's 

commode for about half an hour. 

My most memorable vomit story is from my college days, of course. It happened back in the 

early 1970s, while I was a graduate student at Clarkson University in northern New York State, after a 

particularly trying day when, as I recall, I hadn't been very successful at pushing back the boundaries of 

science. I and a few other grad students decided to stop by the college rathskeller for a quick beer before 

heading on out for the evening. But it was a Friday night and the NHL playoffs were on the TV. We 

stayed. Pizzas soon followed, many of them, along with pitchers of beer, many of them. By the time the 

third period of the game rolled around, somebody behind the bar decided that beer was now a dollar a 

pitcher. The Rangers were winning big and everybody was in a party mood for the weekend. 

You can see where this is leading. By the time the game ended I had consumed so much beer and 

pizza that my stomach had long since given up trying to get in touch with my brain to let it know that it 

was perhaps time to stop. And then... up it all came, all over the table in the middle of the place, where I 

was sitting. I don't remember too much after that, except that my roomies had to come for me, took me 

back to our apartment and dumped me under a cold shower. They told me afterwards that I'd succeeded in 

clearing the place out, no mean feat for the Clarkson rathskeller. 

I realize this is probably Too Much Information, and I hope you're not reading this after a filling 

meal. But I can tell you that I've gained more common sense since then, and nothing like that is likely to 

happen again to me. Well, at least not for another two decades, anyway.  

 

http://rwl.livejournal.com/31259.html
http://rwl.livejournal.com/31259.html
http://rwl.livejournal.com/31259.html
http://rwl.livejournal.com/31259.html
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MOZART 
ON 

MORPHINE    
-- memoir version, 1986 -- 

GREGORY BENFORD 

copyright 2012 by Gregory Benford 

In August of 1985 I went running on the beach in Laguna at about 5 o'clock in the afternoon. It 

felt good as the finish to a day of hard work. The Sun was low and red and I muzzily watched the 

crumbling, thumping waves. I enjoyed the feel of running barefoot on the sand.  

I paid no attention to the small crowd forming up ahead and so when the first shot came it took 

me completely by surprise. I saw the teenagers scattering and the long-haired man in his twenties poking 

the small silvery gun at them, yelling something I couldn't make out. I wondered if the gun was loaded 

with blanks because it wasn't very loud. The man started swearing at a kid near me who was moving to 

my right, and I was still automatically running the same way so when the second shot came I was just 

behind the kid and the round went tssiiip! by my head. 

Not blanks, no. I did the next hundred meters in about ten seconds, digging into the sand and 

turning to look back only once. A third thin splatting sound followed me up the beach but no screams, just 

more swearing from the man who was backing up the gray concrete stairs and trying to keep the pack of 

kids from following him. I stood a hundred meters away and watched him fire one last time, not trying to 

hit anyone now but just to keep them at bay. He swore loudly and then turned and ran up the remaining 

stairs and onto the street beyond. 

I ran back and asked the kids what had happened. A cacophony of conflicting stories. Then I ran 

back down the beach and at Main Beach saw a cop. I started to tell him what had happened and he said he 

had been sent down there to block this route, since the police were trying to track the man down in the 

streets. It was evidently a drug deal gone bust. The kids had started jazzing him around and he got mad. 

Walking home, I thought about Churchill's saying, that there was nothing as exhilarating as being 

shot at and missed.  I felt a touch of that, and remembered a similar time-compressing moment in June.  

 

I had been visiting my parents on their 50th wedding anniversary, and with my father was on the 

way to the reception after that morning's church service. It was a mild sunny day in Fairhope, Alabama, 

and I was lazily breathing in the pine scent as my father stopped at a stop sign. He started off and from the 

corner of my vision I saw a sudden movement. It was a car that a nearby telephone junction box had 

hidden from view, coming from the right at 40 miles per hour.  

I yelled, "Dad stop!" and he hit the brake and the other car smashed into our front end. Our seat 

belts restrained us but somehow coming forward I smacked my head into the roof of the car. Getting out, 

I realized dimly that if my father had not stomped down on the brake they would have come in on my side 

of the car and probably through the door. It was that close.  
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The other people were more shaken up than we were. The woman was driving without shoes, the 

car was borrowed, and she had broken her hand when their car went off the road and into a shallow ditch. 

My father took it all quite mildly and it seemed to me I could smell the pine trees even stronger now. The 

surge of mixed fear and elation came as I paced around, looking at the smashed cars. 

 

In late September I was making my final plans to go to India when I developed pains in my 

stomach, high up. My children had the same symptoms, a standard flu that was going around, so I stayed 

in bed a few days and expected it to go away. I had to fly to northern California for a conference on 

Friday.  

On Thursday I was doing pretty well, running a little fever, though the pain had moved down 

some. I was getting used to it and it didn't seem so bad. My plane tickets were ready and I picked them 

up. I went into the university and was sitting in my office at noon when the pain got a lot worse. I couldn't 

stand up.  

It was pretty bad for half an hour. I called a doctor near the university and made an appointment 

for two o'clock and waited out the pain. It subsided by one o'clock and I began to think things were going 

to be okay, that I could still travel. But in the doctors' office I showed an elevated white count and a fever 

and some dehydration. When she poked my right side it hurt more. She thought it might be appendicitis 

and that I should go to an emergency room nearby.  

I thought she was making too much of it and wanted some mild pain suppressors so I could fly 

the next day but on the other hand thought it might be good to check into matters. I wanted to go to the 

hospital in Laguna, where I knew a few doctors. She started to call an ambulance but I was pumped up by 

then and went out and got into my car and drove very fast into Laguna, skating fast down the canyon 

road. I stopped at home to tell Joan and she drove me into the emergency room. 

It was the real thing of course and soon enough I was watching the fluorescent lights glide by as 

the anesthetist pushed me into the operating room. He said I must have a high tolerance for pain because 

the appendix was obviously swollen and sensitive. I asked him how quickly the drugs took effect, he said, 

"well...," and then I was staring at the ceiling of my hospital room and it was several hours later. 

I had a good night, slept well. In the morning my doctor told me his suspicions had been right, 

that when the pain got bad in my office it had been my appendix bursting. By the time they opened me up 

the stuff had spread. I asked to see the appendix and they brought it up to me later, a red lumpy thing with 

white speckles all over the top of it. I asked what they were and the aide said casually, "Oh, that's 

gangrene. It's riddled with the stuff." 

The doctor said there was a 60% chance the antibiotics would not take out the gangrene that had 

spread throughout my lower abdomen so of course I figured I would be in the lucky 40%. By the early 

hours of the next morning, Saturday, I knew I was wrong. I became more and more feverish. I had stood 

up and walked around in the afternoon but when the night nurse tried it with me again I couldn't get to my 

feet. I was throwing up vile sour stuff and the orderly was talking to me about inserting some tubes and 

then the tube was going in my nose and down my throat and a bottle nearby was filling with brown bile, 

lots of it, a steady flow. 

I couldn't sleep, even with the drugs. There was talk about not giving me too many drugs for fear 

of suppressing my central nervous system too much, which didn't make much sense to me, but then, little 

did. Things began to run together. The doctor appeared around 6:30 and said the antibiotics weren't 

working, my white count was soaring. A man came by and reminded me to use the plastic tube with a ball 

in it that the nurse had given me the day before. You blew into it and kept a ball in the air and that was to 

exercise your general respiration. It seemed dumb to me, I could breathe fine, but I did it anyway and 

asked for some breakfast. I wasn't getting any, they were feeding me from the array of bottles going into 

my IV, and wouldn't give me more than ice chips to suck on. 

There were more people around by that time and I realized blearily that this was very much like 

the descriptions in a short story of mine written a decade before, "White Creatures," and what these 

quickly moving white-smocked beings were doing was just as incomprehensible to me as it had been to 

the character in that story.  

Time flowed. My fever was climbing a degree every two hours and Joan was patting my brow 

with a cool cloth and I wanted some food. I didn't see how they could expect a man to get better if they 
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didn't feed him. All they did was talk about stuff I couldn't follow very well, they spoke too fast, and 

added more bottles to the antibiotic array. They started oxygen but it didn't clear my head any. My IV 

closed off from vascular shock. A man kept punching my arms, trying to find a better way in and it hurt 

so I told him to knock it off if he couldn't do better. 

Then they were tilting me back so the doctor could put a subclavial tube in close to my heart. It 

would monitor the flow there and provide a big easy access for the IV. Then I was wheeling beneath the 

soft cool fluorescents again and was in a big quiet room that was in the Intensive Care Unit. I lay for a 

time absolutely calm and restful and realized I was in trouble. The guy with the breathing tube and the 

ball was gone but the nurses made me do it anyway, which still struck me as dumb because I wasn't going 

to stop breathing, was I? If they would just give me some food I would get better. 

But after the gusts of irritation passed I saw in a clear moment that I was enormously tired. I 

hadn't slept in the night and the tubes in my nose tugged at me when I moved. They had slipped a catheter 

into me, surprisingly painless, and I felt wired to the machines around me, no longer an independent 

entity but rather a collaboration. If I lay still with my hands curled on my chest I could maybe rest and if I 

could do that I could get through this and so I concentrated on that, on how blissful it felt after the nurse 

gave me another injection of morphine, how I could just forget about the world and let the world worry 

about me instead. 

I woke in the evening and then the next morning the doctor startled me awake by saying that I 

was better. They had called in more exotic antibiotics and those had stopped the fever's rise, leveling it off 

at 105 degrees, where it held steady for a day and then slowly eased off. The room was still prickly with 

light but Joan came and I found her presence calming.  

I listened to tapes on my Sony and every hour or so called for an injection. Within seconds it 

lifted me off the sheets and I spun through airy reaches, Mozart on morphine, skimming along the ceilings 

of rooms where well dressed people looked up at me with pleased expressions, interrupted as they dined 

on opulent plates of veal and cauliflower and rich pungent sauces, rooms where I would be again 

sometime, among people whom I knew but had no time for now, since I kept flying sedately along the 

softly lit yellow ceilings, above crimson couches and sparkling white tablecloths and smiles and mirth. 

Mozart had understood all of this and saw in this endless gavotte a way to loft and sweep and glide, 

going, to have ample ripe substance without weight. I was hungry but somehow here on the ceiling that 

did not matter. 

When the doctor took the stitches out a week later he said casually, "Y'know, you were the closest 

call I've had in a year. Another twelve hours and you would've been gone." 

 

In November I went to India anyway. I hadn't fully recovered but it seemed important to not let 

the calm acceptance of mortality I had now deflect me from life itself. My fear of death was largely gone. 

It wasn't any more a fabled place, but rather a dull zone beyond a gossamer-thin partition. Crossing that 

filmy divider would come in time but for me it no longer carried a gaudy, supercharged meaning. And for 

reasons I could not express a lot of things seemed less important now, little busynesses. People I knew 

were more vital to me and everything else seemed lesser, peripheral--including writing. 

In Agra I arose at dawn to see the Taj Mahal by the rosy first glow. It shimmered above the 

gardens, deceptively toylike until you realized how huge the pure curved white marble thing was. The 

ruler who built it to hold his dead wife's body had intended to build a black Taj also, across the river 

which lies behind. He would lie buried there, a long arcing bridge linking the two of them. But his son, 

seeing how much the first Taj cost, confined his father to a red sandstone fort a mile away for the last 

seven years of his life. There the old man lay on a bed and watched the Taj in a mirror in his last days. 

 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 19) 
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Change of pace. 

THE WIZARDING WORLD 

OF   
Martin Morse Wooster 
 

When I was last in Orlando in 2008 I learned that Disney was the theme park champion and 

Universal was firmly in second place.  Disney had the best rides, the most attractive parks, and as long as 

you didnôt do anything that would send you to the dungeons youôd have a good time. 

Universal seemed to me a bunch of character attractions looking for a theme that wasnôt there.  

You had the Terminator 3-D ride, which was authentic Cameron (and Schwarzenegger) but was also 14 

years old.  I couldnôt imagine any kid being excited by the E.T. ride.  And not being a fan of slime and 

glop I politely skipped the Fear Factor attraction. 

But then Universal decided to up the stakes with The Wizarding World of Harry Potter and they 

became not only #1, but also a global cash cow.  The Financial Times reported recently that Comcast 

bought the 20 percent of Universal Orlando it didnôt already own for a billion dollars. Twenty percent of 

NBCUniversalôs cash flow (i.e., the network and the movie studio) comes from people paying their $85 to 

get into Universal Orlandoðand most of those people are heading to see Harry Potter.  

So over the Presidentôs Day weekend I decided to go to Orlando and see what Harry Potterville 

was like.  Writers always need to explain their expertise, so I ought to establish my Harry Potter Street 

Cred. 

¶ I read the novels (once). 

¶ I saw all the movies (once). 

¶ Thanks to the Glasgow Worldcons, I have been to two 

places in the movies.  The Hogwarts Express is 

actually the Jacobite Steam Train, which runs between 

Fort William and Mallaig.  The aqueduct the train roars 

over is the Glenfinnan Aqueduct, I also believe I have 

visited the area where the Quidditch tournament in 

Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fire was held, which is 

in a very rugged area called Kinlochleven, about 15 

kilometers south of Fort William. 

¶ I read two books about Harry Potter: Dave Langfordôs 

entertaining The End of Harry Potter? and Melissa 

Anelliôs Harry:  A History, which tells you more about 

really really obsessed Harry Potter fans than anyone 

would want to know, except for guys like me who like 

reading books about fans. 

¶ I once donated $15 to the University of Maryland 

Quidditch team and bought a t-shirt.  The team had 

designed their own coat of arms, complete with a Latin 

motto that read something like ñDonôt wake a sleeping 

turtle.ò  (The University of Maryland mascot is the terrapin.)  For my money I also got an 

explanation of how Quidditch was played.  It seemed like field hockey played with brooms except 

dodgeballs were thrown at you.  The smallest and youngest member of the team offered to 

demonstrate the sport until the other members unanimously told her, ñNo! No demonstrations!ò 
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So I think I was more familiar with Harry Potter than 95 percent of the people there.  I also knew 

that all the details of the area were personally approved by J.K. Rowling, which could lead to some 

painful conversations. (ñJo?  Jo, baby, how ya doinô? Are you OK with those I SERVED TIME IN 

AZKABAN Tôs? I mean, Jo, Americans, weôre crazy!  We love prison t-shirts!ò) 

So here I am in Hogsmeade!  And even though itôs a sultry February day, itôs always December 

here, complete with glistening, ice-covered snow and a snowman with a carrot nose and a floppy black 

hat.  None of the buildings in Hogsmeade is straight; everything is at a cockeyed angle. 

   Music is everywhere, mostly from the movies. Entertainment while waiting is line was provided 

by the Hogwarts Chorus, a funny act that included croaking animated frogs that had good harmony. 

    And Potter characters even talk to you in the menôs rooms! No, Iôm not going to tell which 

character talks to you while youôre urinating.   But one definitely does. 

   Everything has been aged.  Even the tap handles at the Hogôs Head pub look like they were last 

cleaned in the previous century.  A friend of mine, a book dealer, sold Universal several thousand books 

of no value (mostly old law books).  The Universal staff then stripped them, scuffed them up, and 

turned them into premature relics strewing them everywhere. 

   Hogsmeade of course supplies one of the goals of theme parks, which is loading up with stuff.  

You start off with the candy store, where youôve got your exploding bonbons, your chocolate frogs, 

your salt-water taffyé 

éSalt water taffy?  What, you donôt remember the scene in Order of the Phoenix where Harry 

and the gang hotwire a car, bust out of Hogwarts and have a wild weekend in Atlantic City until they 

got caught sneaking into too many casinos? 

   Back to the cavalcade of stuff.  Youôve got your Quidditch balls, your Hogwarts rugby shirts, 

your Hogwarts Express railroad caps, your Ministry of Magic baseball caps, your Mad-Eye Moody 

goggles, your Sirius Black picture framesé 

   I bought some toy rats and a Dumbledore hat.  Iôm too old to pretend to be a student but 

DumbledoreéI mean, who wouldnôt want to be Dumbledore?  That guy had all the power!  Iôd much 

rather be Snape, but Snape didnôt have a hat, just a cloak.   

   Wands were actually sold at Ollivanderôs Wand Shop, which had a long line because it was 

preceded by a little show in which the Wand Master told people how to select the right wand.  I wonôt 

describe the show except to say it is worth standing in line for and actually was like being in a Potter 

movie for a couple of minutes.  The shop had 31 different kinds of character wands but I decided to get 

a well-made Gryffindor pillow in the houseôs colors of yellow and red.  The pillow has a place of honor 

on my couch, next to one showing another one of my favorite heroes, Snoopy. 

   As for food, the Three Broomsticks is an acceptable cafeteria.  My fish and chips werenôt that 

bad.  But whatôs a Potter experience without butterbeer? 

   I knew that Rowling personally approved the butterbeer recipe and that Orlando is the only place 

you can drink it.  Itôs only available on draft, served from what looks like a mottled red wooden cask.  

Think of it as cream soda with a butterscotch topping.  It was very tasty.  Also worth trying is the 

pumpkin juice, which is a pumpkin soda. 

   The second half of the Wizarding World is Hogwarts, and just looking at it was quite enjoyable.  

Imagine your favorite fantasy world, and then imagine what it would be like standing there and actually 

touching it.  Thatôs what itôs like with Hogwarts.  The structure is 40-50 stories high, and is brooding, 

majestic, and Gothic.  It really is a tremendous spectacle. 

   Hogwarts hosts the Harry Potter ride, in which participants are gobbled up like theyôre entering 

the mines of Moria only to be spit out several minutes later.  I wasnôt allowed to go on the ride because 

Iôm too fat.  I didnôt mind because I donôt like being on giant roller coasters.  I asked three people who 

had been on the ride and was told that you were mostly with Harry Potter, though Hermione Granger 

and Ron Weasley show up once.  Youôre on a broomstick, running away from a dragon and playing 

Quidditch.  After you land in Quidditch, dementors attack you.  Itôs five minutes of scary fun. 

 A few final points.  I only saw two people at the Wizarding World with British accents:  the 

Wand Master and the head of the Hogwarts Chorus.  I only saw two customers in the park wearing 

Hogwarts outfits.  Most everyone else was in Vacation T-Shirt mode. 
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   While waiting to get into the wand shop, I did chat with a teenage girl wearing a t-shirt with the 

call box used by our other favorite British superhero.    

    ñDoctor Who?ò  I asked.  ñArenôt you in the wrong park?ò 

ñI can like both!ò she said. 

Is the Wizarding World of Harry Potter worth $85?  I think so, particularly if you make sure to 

see the Eighth Voyage of Sinbad nearby, a highly entertaining spectacle in which Sinbad, his sidekick, 

and his girl friend fight an evil sorceress and monsters with swords in a giant 25-foot stage giving 

ample room for swinging on ropes and running away from explosions. 

   I think the Harry Potter phenomenon will gradually fade, since thereôs no new Potter material 

coming.  With no new books or movies, Harry Potter is now part of the past.  The novels will continue 

to be read and the movies seen, but I canôt imagine anyone being as excited about Potter in the future as 

we were five or ten years ago. 

   The Wizarding World of Harry Potter is the capstone of the Harry Potter experience.  And when 

Iôm down and blue, one look at my Gryffindor pillow will bring back fond memories of the great day I 

had in Florida. 
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HOSPITAL  

Joseph Major 
 Wikipedia says, ñA hospital is a health care institution providing patient treatment by specialized 

staff and equipment.ò 

 For someone who isnôt that unwell, I have spent far too much time this year in hospitals.  

 I havenôt been the sick one.  It began on our anniversary.  I got a call from church, where it 

seemed Lisa had fainted and been taken to the hospital.  Grant offered to drive her car to work and home 

again, and I went out there to clear things up. 

 She was in Baptist East Hospital and I went on there.  She had felt vertiginous ï or dizzy, for the 

rest of us ï and they had assumed the worst and sent her to medical care. 

 I spent some of the day there.  For the next two days, I spent evenings with her between working 

and trying to maintain a normal life.  Lisa had a test.  Then she had another test.  Then she had another 

test. 

 After two days they released her.  The diagnosis was ñthere must be something wrong but we 

canôt find it.ò 

 Then the bills started coming in for those tests.  When I had had the series of tests a few years ago 

ï the ones where I was getting up in the morning earlier than even when I go to work, and I was allegedly 

on vacation, and the man who took patients from the waiting room to the lab waiting room started 

recognizing me ï the only charge was for the hospital 

itself.  

 Nowadays, hospitals ñbundleò.  That is, they 

only charge for putting a roof over your head and the 

like.  All the tests and all the doctors send in individual 

bills.  And there is the old rule that a doctor will walk 

down the hall, poke his head in and say, ñOh, there you 

are,ò go off, and send in a bill for a consultation. 

 But that came later ... 

 In the middle of the month there came the news 

that Lisaôs father had a tumor on his duodenum.  The 

procedure to remove this is called 

pancreaticoduodenectomy.  (The spell checker exploded 

at that word.)  For those who like having their 

operations described in shorter terms, it is also called a 

Whipple procedure.  Charmin. 

 Mr. Thomas was told he might not survive the procedure; it might not be worth the while; and so 

on.  He figured it was worth a try.  He drove himself to the hospital.   (You understand, the time he had 

the stroke he also drove himself to the hospital.) 

 We followed and spent six very long and nerve wracking hours in the waiting room.  Nowadays 

they keep patients informed by icons on flat-screen televisions.  Having an up-to-date tracking keeps you 

better informed but less reassured. 

 The surgeon finally came in and informed us that the operation had gone well and the cancer was 

as best they could tell small and removed.  As Dr. Norma, Lisaôs oldest sister, was on hand, there was a 

professional interpreter who spoke a similar dialect. 

 In the morning Mr. Thomas was not talking.  He does not feel like conversation in the morning 

until he finishes his crossword puzzle. 

 Next weekend was Thanksgiving.  We were there for the adjacent days, too.  The hospital gave 

everyone free Thanksgiving meals, which was kind of them.  Oh yes, the cafeteria was open and 

directions to other places were not unduly complicated and did not require numerous detours. 
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 By Christmas, Mr. Thomas was well enough to drive to the grocery to get fried chicken for our 

family dinner.  I have a picture of him with his daughter Esther, Estherôs son, John, Johnôs stepdaughter 

and her son.  Thatôs right, five generations. 

 In January, Tim Laneôs condition was deteriorating even worse.  He finally was persuaded to go 

to the hospital, where he learned that his massive weight gain, lack of energy, and even the sinisterly 

shiny skin on his lower legs all had a common cause.  He had congestive heart failure.  

 He was out of the hospital fairly quickly, responding well to medication.  He has lost sixty 

pounds at least. 

 Then, on a day in February, Grant tried to go to the bathroom and fell over.  He was removed to 

Jewish Hospital here in town.  Iôve written about this in more detail other places, but again, we found 

ourselves going to the hospital two and three times a week. 

 The problem wasnôt getting into or through the hospital, the problem was parking.  The parking 

garage charges a good bit on weeknights.  Fortunately the streets are well lit so the muggers can see their 

targets coming a good distance off. 

 When Grant didnôt need quite such intensive care they moved him to a rehabilitation facility.  

One we happened to know; it was where our WWI-era vet cousin Robley Rex lived the last years of his 

long life.  Itôs a very nice place. 

 We visited him frequently, Carolyn Clowes did so too, Tim & Elizabeth did as well, and when R-

Laurraine Tutihasi and Mike Weasner of Feline Mewsings came through town we took them there.  So 

Grant had attention. 

 All these people agreed on some things.  You donôt get any sleep in hospitals.  The joke, ñWake 

up, itôs time for your sleeping pill!ò doesnôt apply because youôre never asleep to begin with.  The food is 

better than legend would have it.  They donôt want to keep you around any longer than absolutely 

necessary.  And everybody sends in bills. 

 I donôt want to go to hospitals again for a while. 
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BENFORD: CONTINUED FROM PAGE 14 

 

On the broad deck behind the Taj the river ran shallow since it was two months after the 

monsoon. On the right was a bathing spot for devotees. Some were splashing themselves with river water, 

others doing their meditation. To the left was a mortuary. The better off inhabitants of Agra had their 

bodies burned on pyres and then the lot was tossed into the river. If one could not afford the pyre, then 

after a simple ceremony the body was thrown off the sandstone quay and onto the mud flats or into the 

water if the river was high. This was usually done in early morning. 

By the glimmering dawn radiance I watched buzzards picking apart something on the flats. They 

made quick work of it, deftly tearing away the cloth, and in five minutes had picked matters clean. They 

lost interest and flapped away. The Taj coasted in serene eternity behind me, its color subtly changing as 

the sun rose above the trees, its cool perfect dome glowing, banishing the shadows below. Somehow it 

made me recall drifting along on the ceiling, looking down at the opulent world below, where people 

laughed and lived. 

Somehow in this worn alien place everything seemed to fit. Death just happened. From this 

simple fact came India's inertia. I thought of Mozart and heard a faint light rhythm, felt myself skimming 

effortlessly over a rumpled brown dusty world of endless sharp detail and unending fevered ferment, and 

watched the buzzards and the bathers and felt the slow sad sway of worlds apart.  
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A great Aussie fan-ed tosses us a unique quiz. 

Registration gets personal 
Alan Stewart 
Over the course of my trip to America I visited numerous fans who had personalised car number plates 

with a SFnal theme. See if you can match these fans with their number plates. 

 

A  ALTAIR 4   1  Mark Loney 

 

 

B  FIJAGDH   2  Bruce Pelz 

 

 

C  WASTREL 3   Alex and Phyllis Eisenstein 

 

 

D  WOMBAT  4  jan howard finder 

 

 

E  SMOF 2 5   Dick and Leah Smith 

 

 

 

(correct answers: A3, B5, C1, D4, E2) 
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Changing Doctors:   
Not Always a Choice 

Steven H Silver 
 

When I moved back to Chicago in the 1990s, I found I needed a new doctor.  I spoke to one of the 

managers at my office and received a recommendation for a doctor who was in practice not too amazingly 

far from where I lived.  I made an appointment to see him for an annual checkup. When he entered the 

room, he asked about the book I was reading.  When I showed him the cover of the SF novel, he 

commented that his father used to review science fiction for the Chicago Sun-Times. We hit it off quite 

well.   

 The last time I saw him was March 3, 2008.  I again went in for my annual checkup and we 

talked about the ongoing sleep tests I was taking and about his recent divorce, in which he overshared 

some information.  I really didnôt need to know (and only follow the footnote if you have strong prurient 

interest).
1
  He gave me a prescription and sent me on my way, asking me to make a follow up 

appointment for June, which I did on my way out. 

 The following week, I received a call from the doctorôs office.  They wanted to let me know that 

my doctor was on an extended leave and at my June appointment I would be seeing one of his associates 

instead of him.  It seemed an odd thing since he hadnôt said anything at my appointment.  My initial 

reaction was that there was some sort of malpractice situation, which didnôt make me feel great. 

 I mentioned that I was undergoing sleep tests to determine if I had sleep apnea. (big surprise, I 

did, just like everyone else who undergoes those tests).  Over the course of the tests, I had built up a 

rapport with one of the technicians. I asked if he knew anything about my doctorôs disappearance and he 

                                                      
1
 Are you sure you want to read this footnote? Does anyone really want to know that their Doctorôs wife 
couldnôt keep up with his sexual needs?  Does anyone need to know that about any acquaintance of 
theirs? Arenôt you sorry you followed the footnote? 


