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what FUTURE? 
Fifty years ago, as a blushing youth of 14, I read the first volume of The Hugo Winners ï a series I 

fervently wish some publisher would revive.  Within, no less an authority than Isaac Asimov heaped 

praise on a novel originally published in 1939, Sinister Barrier by Erik Frank Russell.  In subsequent 

years I never got around to reading the book until, aground in Florida in forced retirement, I thought to 

correct this lifelong lapse and ordered a cheap reading copy from eBay.   

 

Alas, I didnôt really enjoy the book.  I couldnôt find any characters worth believing in and the concept 

guiding the plot didnôt capture my interest.  One thing did tickle me, though: its setting in time.  The 

events in Sinister Barrier happen next May.  May 30, 2015 was the ridiculously far future when the book 

was written ï but in the real world, falls only a couple of seasons from now.  Also, the story mentions 

picture phones and, on page 68 of this particular pb edition, a commercial jet disappears without a trace.  

(Where is that Malaysian airliner?)   Cue TZ theme.   

 

Speaking of themes, I could have done much more with this ñfutureò theme.  I could have polled fan 

editors about the future of traditional zines in the coming age of blogs.  Asked writers of my acquaintance 

to name what they fear most about what is to be ï and what they hope the most to happen.  Iôm aghast that 

I have showed so little resolve, initiative and imagination. Perhaps itôs odd to theme a zine on ñDa Foo-

chureò when a man my age ï 65 last Moonday ï would only recently have been considered zany for even 

using the term.  However, with age less of a consideration in this enlightened era (bless you, EEOC; bless 

you, Viagra), the future is something I do consider é and, through wiser eyes, try to look on in this 

Challenger.  Those wiser eyes belong to our buddy Greg Benford, cinematic aficionado Jim Ivers ... and 

would have been Al Goreôs, had I done enough with Goreôs amazing ï and important ï volume by that 

name.  I am embarrassed to admit that though I have a superb illustration (by Randy Cleary) for a piece 

on Goreôs The Future, and have made substantial headway in wrestling its prose and its concepts to the 

turf, I have only the shallowest thoughts thereon to relay at this time.  Therefore I shall commit to The 

Future in just that: the future.   

 

As a result, this Challenger comes to you rather half-baked.  In a time in life as convoluted and 

complicated as this, Iôm lucky to have scraped together this much.   

 

Whatôs here, however, is very good fanzine stuff.  Al Siroisô whimsical cover to this Challenger is simply 

brilliant ï and on theme.  I love Jim Iversô article on the future as seen through movies, some of which are 

awesome (Metropolis, for an obvious instance), some of which are awful (Jim is forcing me to view 

Creation of the Humanoids through fresh eyes).  Joe Greenôs articles on our genreôs founders are reprints 

from earlier Challengers, but fit right in with our theme.  Mike Resnick, oh may his sales increase, 

doesnôt yap about times to come, but provides two pieces about times that were ï his marvelous Guest of 

Honor speech from Chicon 7 and a funny account of Baycon ô68.  (Special thanks to Kurt Erichsen for 

underscoring the humor of one of SFdomôs greatest moments of misery.)  Greg Benfordôs account of 

Loncon 3 is purposefully less amusing, and I look forward to printing responses thereto in Spartacus, my 

zine of opinion.   
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To Rosyôs great friend Frankie McDonald and her brother and nephew John and John Jr., our thanks for 

access to their Merritt Island FL home ï and the wonders therein.  Who spots my pun in the logo to ñA 

Most Marvelous Houseò?  Taral Wayne and his pal Wentz bring laughs aôplenty.  Laughter is the 

perverted point of Joe Majorôs continuing ï and deepening ï Joker series, featuring artwork by that most 

popular of fanzine artists, Robert Ripough.  Speaking of art, Southern stalwart Charlie Williams donates 

illos that charm and delight.  You know, I took the photo of JoAnn Montalbano (see ñThe Challenger 

Tributeò) Charlie used as model for his portrait of our ñSugar Magnoliaò (her SFPAzine title), but Charlie 

brought out something in it Iôd never much noted, despite knowing JoAnn for 35 years é 

 

I also want to thank Sandra Bond for letting me use the William Rotsler illo that adorns our contents page 

(originally in one of her pubs) é and, of course and forever, la belle Rose-Marie for making life bearable 

and rewarding minute to minute, day to day, week to week, month to month, year to year.  And for 

tweaking Alôs cover to maximum beauty and teaching me once again how to number my pages.   

 

So whatôs ñthe futureò of Challenger?  Seated behind me as I type, Rose-Marie goes through stacks of 

family photos ï which, for her family, consists not only of snapshots of the kids at Disney World, but the 

whole family of science fiction gathered at Apollo launches and at conventions.  Her article based on 

these pictures will be central to Challenger no. 39, themed on The Family of and in Science Fiction, and 

on that theme ï or anything else you want to write or draw about! ï I humbly solicit contributions.  With 

publications for Sasquan pending in the new year, I hope to put forth Challenger no. 39 by Christmas.   

 

 

 

Says cover artist Al Sirois, when asked for a paragraph about himself é ñSoitenly!  I live in Bucks 

County PA, with my gorgeous, talented wife and occasional collaborator, novelist Grace Marcus. I 

discovered fandom the same year I sold my first short story ï 1973. I gafiated sometime in the mid 1980s 

but am un-gafiating now, in the 2010s. Prize-winning author ï Decent drummer ï Paints pretty well ï Not 

a bad cook, either.   

www.alsirois.com / Friend me on Facebook - http://www.facebook.com/al.sirois / Twitter - 

http://twitter.com/alsiroisò  
 

And to find frequent Chall Pal and prolific fan writer and fan artist Taral Wayne, the e-dress is 

Taral@bell.net.  ñFor a gallery of my art:  -- http://www.furaffinity.net/user/saara/      

-- http://taralwayne.deviantart.com/ 
To download my fanzines: -- http://efanzines.com/Taral/index.htm 

-- http://fanac.org/fanzines/BrokenToys/ò. 

IN MEMORIAM  

Arlene Martel and Richard Kiel , who brought science fiction to life, and Frank Robinson and Jay 

Lake, two of the genreôs, and the worldôs, great men.   

http://www.alsirois.com/
http://twitter.com/alsirois


 

4 

 

Says Taral about the author of ñZeppelin Terrorò: ñA fan of the old pulp magazines, history, sci-fi, comic 

strips and cartoon art, Walt Wentz is a retired magazine editor. He still engages in proofreading, 

criticism, humorous writing, parody, poetry and various other literary offenses. He is 72 years old and not 

dead yet.ò  

 

I WAS AT CONTRAFLOW, 
an exceptional regional convention in Kenner, Louisiana, put on by the noble souls bidding for New 

Orleans in 2018.  I was 

righteously pleased to attend and 

boogie down with the krewe. 

 

My interview with Greg Benford 

was designed to introduce the 

Guest of Honor to newer SFers ï 

but was scheduled for the last 

morning of the con.  Fun time, 

though.  Thanks to Randy Cleary 

for the photo. 

 

Also fun, and fattening, our dinners out at signature New Orleans 

restaurants ï Jaegerôs for classic seafood and Liuzzaôs (here) for the 

best Italian in the city.  Here Greg chows down with Gracie Molloy to 

his left.  See the window beneath the clock?  The floodwaters of 

Katrina reached the top row of windowpanes.  Liuzzaôs owners cleaned 

the place up, replaced the gear ruined by the flood, and opened before 

any other restaurant in that part of the city.  Great people, great 

foodies. 

 

 

Cosplayers  abounded at 

Contraflow, many steampunk-

oriented, like the deepsea-

diving Hamlet to right.  At the 

far right, testing the tensile 

strength of her suspenders and 

outclassing Mira Jovovich from The Fifth Element, an orange-haired conventioneer returns the 

photographerôs favor.  Contraflow hosts DeepSouthCon in 2015!   Rosy and I will see you there!      
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Our time is not the end of history, just the end of 

old illusions about our journey through history. 

What we had thought of as our future did not 

arrive with the dawn of a new millennium. 

Whether religious, ideological, or merely 

pragmatic, all the old systems of futurist thought 

have become irrelevant, disposable, confusing 

more than helpful, Procrustean more than 

enlightening. 

Some have reacted with vicious negation 

to this loss of illusion, from Islamic radicals to 

Biblical fundamentalists to neo-Marxist 

academics. For such people, clinging to a 

fossilized set of beliefs is crucial to their 

psychological health. 

We can feel sorry for them, while fending off their 

assaults on our cities, our universities, and our 

culture with a steadfastness that should grow more 

obdurate as the obvious futility of their cause 

becomes clear. They are the cultural dinosaurs of 

our time, still destructive in their death throes, but 

as irrelevant to our future as Jove was in the early 

centuries of the first millennium A.D. Islamic 

radicals will be killing people by the thousands 

well into the 21st century. Our new future is too 

much for them. 

In OECD countries, most people have 

simply given up on ideology. They are bombarded 

with the fading rhetoric of the media, the edicts of 

bureaucrats, the spittle of Texas preachers, and the 

fulminations of antique radicals from Ralph Nader 

to Noam Chomsky. College students swim in the 

fetid sewage of political correctness during the 

day, but at night they will dance to misogynist 

hip-hop, play gratuitously violent video games, 

and get ripped on alcohol or drugs before 

fumbling toward ill-considered sex. They party to 

forget the day. 

Given the confusions and irrelevance of 

their professors, it is hard to criticize their 

opportunistic alternation between careerism and 

hedonism. Their parents have generally given up 

on all but the small satisfactions of middle-age, 

having lost the hormonal surges of youth and the 

need or ability to prove themselves in new 

careers. Their world is adrift. 

It wasnôt supposed to be like this, ñIn the 

future,ò as we always used to say. In the future, 

we would all wear the same clothes and have 

some mythic figure to lead us, whether benign or 

malign, a new Gandhi or another Big Brother. The 

future, as imagined from 1848 to 1989, was 

supposed to be some kind of collective 

transcendence. 

The paragon of the collectivist vision was 

the brief Khmer Rouge rule of Cambodia from 

1975 to 1980. In that brief spasm, Rousseau, 

Thoreau, and Marx received their ultimate 

homage in the creation of a society that lacked 

almost any trace of freedom, civilization, or 

humanity. The Khmer Rouge suppressed 

education, destroyed medical care, demolished 

transportation infrastructure, and banished 

currency. Instead, they sent everyone to 

countryside collectives to lead lives uncorrupted 

by capitalism ï lives of starvation, indoctrination, 

Gregôs latest fiction is his best-selling two-part collaboration with Larry Niven, Bowl of 

Heaven and Shipstar. 

Our Old Future   

A musing by  

Gregory Benfor d  
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malaria, torture, and dysentery. Everyone who 

could have contributed medical or technological 

expertise they killed outright. 

All to escape modernity, to escape from 

freedom. Soviet-style communism was thin gruel 

compared to this grand celebration of the 

pernicious ideologies that descended from 

Rousseau and Marx. So it was natural that another 

scorpion in the bottle of post-American southeast 

Asia, Vietnam, destroyed the 

Khmer Rouge. The Maoist 

killers of Cambodia were too 

perfect to last. As the French 

intellectuals (particularly Sartre) 

announced in 1975, the 

revolution supplied by the 

Khmer Rouge was the purest of 

all communist revolutions. 

The moral and 

intellectual bankruptcy of the 

Left is now complete. Only 

university faculty in Europe or 

the United States have the fatuity 

to believe in that ideological 

nightmare. 

While for many on the 

Right this collapse seems to 

make way for the triumph of the 

God-fearing faithful, their 

collective vision too is but an ugly echo of history. 

The most successful theocracy of modern times is 

that of Iran, where the mullahs wield ultimate 

power. There we have religious thought-police 

and dress codes. Yet the younger people, some of 

them now in middle-age, lead lives of sexual 

promiscuity and drug abuse. Once the great mass 

of the Iranian people was delighted with their 

religious leaders. Certainly they were in 1980. 

Now they are mostly weary and cynical. 

The only thing that keeps the Religious 

Right in the United States from the same fate is 

the fact that they donôt get to run the country in 

quite the manner that they want, George W. Bush, 

John Ashcroft, and the Patriot Act 

notwithstanding. We can all thank James 

Madisonôs Constitution for that. 

Ironically, even science fiction 

perpetuated the old myth of the future, the utopian 

vision. From Ursula K. LeGuinôs anarchist fantasy 

in The Dispossessed to Aldous Huxleyôs 

dystopian Brave New World, the future of science 

fiction often involved collectives of one kind or 

another. There might be a few renegades bravely 

fighting against the collective machinery of 

society, but that collective machinery was usually 

there. The shadows of Rousseau, Marx, Lenin, 

Hitler, and Mao have been too long, blocking out 

the vision even of the writers who were 

professional visionaries. 

 

Cracks in the Edifice 
 

No matter how many 

people the revolutionaries of 

the Left or the Right kill, no 

matter how mightily the 

politically correct universities 

and publishers suppress the 

news about the new world 

being born, the Old Future is 

dead. 

Life at the start of the 

21st Century is messy. People 

want the freedom to consume 

what they like, to sell their 

services at the highest price 

they can get, to say what they 

like in private, and to brandish 

their opinions on the internet. 

Regardless of the fascinations 

and fashions of religious fanatics, academics, 

journalists, or commercial writers, the lives of 

ordinary people have pursued similar goals 

throughout history. Most people want a happy 

family life, material comfort, and the opportunity 

to do what they like. 

These goals often conflict, most obviously for the 

indulged youth of the West and the Middle East. 

For them, choice and its conflicts often confuse. 

In turn this provokes the comforting abdication of 

freedom that political or religious zealotry 

provides. It feels so good to stop thinking, 

choosing, deciding! 

Notably, alienated youth often become 

pragmatic parents and retirees. An exception is 

university faculty ï among the most 

temperamentally youthful, not to say petulant and 

self-indulgent, of the middle-aged. 

None of the pragmatism of the ñsilent 

majorityò should be confused with virtue, civic or 

otherwise. The heroic and the altruistic appear in 

large human populations, but they are exceptional. 
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For every gentile who harbored Jews at the peak 

of the Third Reich, there were hundreds and 

thousands who did not. Many disapproved of 

Hitlerôs holocaust, but were unwilling to risk their 

lives, families, or position to save even a few of 

the millions destined for extermination. We do not 

wish to idealize everyday pragmatism; it can be 

frighteningly callous. 

But fierce ideologies and intemperate 

faiths do not purchase the loyalty of the great 

mass for very long. Perhaps the most obvious sign 

of the decay of ideology is that most people are 

now tired of it. They only want peace, affluence, 

and fun. 

While Marxism is still the state religion of the 

Peopleôs Republic of China, just as Shiite Islam is 

the monolithic doctrine of revolutionary Iran, the 

Shanghai apparatchiks and Tehran mullahs are 

cutting deals on the side. Not only do most 

Chinese and Iranians just want to be better off, the 

cynicism of their rulers is also palpable. 

Only North Korea remains as a 

monumental Inferno of ideology. If it weren't for 

the risks inherent in its acquisition of atomic 

weapons and the vast suffering of its victims, it 

might be worth preserving it as a museum exhibit 

of the follies of collectivism. Not the least of its 

charms lies in its conversion to monarchical 

despotism, with the son of the previous ruler 

inheriting absolute power. 

Journalists deplore the corrupt leaders of 

such regimes, missing the point that corruption is 

one of the most positive features of such societies. 

Violation of rigid ideals can mitigate the 

intimidation of the absolute state. The Khmer 

people of Cambodia knew that their rulers had 

feet of clay when the Khmer Rouge elite started to 

wear Rolex watches and fine silk scarves along 

with their revolutionary black garb. At that point, 

the fall of the Khmer Rouge from power was only 

months away. 

But now these small cracks have widened, 

bringing down (in the case of the Soviet Empire) 

or radically compromising (in the case of the 

PRC) most of the significant collectivist regimes. 

The sullen demeanor of ideologues, East and 

West, is now palpable. Perhaps the only 

substantial redoubt of insanely absolute faith is 

among Islamic terrorists. 

Ironically, their tradition of assassination 

and religious bloodshed is entirely authentic, 

dating back before the Christian Crusades. The 

term assassin itself is Arab in it origins, alluding 

to crazed fanatics who purportedly used hashish to 

fuel their deadly work. [A dubious notion, given 

the pacifying effects of hashish, but inappropriate 

derivation is common in etymology.] 

Whether modern nation-states will have 

to continue killing these people, or educational 

reform will cause them to wither away, is not 

decidable at present. Islamic terrorists seem to 

aspire to become the most rabid vermin of modern 

civilization, so perhaps they deserve little more 

than extermination. In any case, they hardly have 

the cachet that communists and anarchists had on 

the Left Bank or in faculty clubs, where morally 

bankrupt intellectuals used to sing the praises of 

one or another collectivist monster in order to 

impress, and often to bed, the young and 

impressionable. 

 

The Countervailing Tradition  
 

There is a thoughtful tradition that has 

long opposed the powerful and the ideological. It 

is associated with Socrates, although it should be 

remembered that Socrates accepted the judgment 

of an intolerant Athens. Then his foremost 

student, Plato, only perpetuated Greek tendencies 

to absolutism. Aristotle, Platoôs abandoned 

protégé, is perhaps a better candidate as a 

progenitor of the opposition to collectivism, 

though more in his generally empirical curiosity 

than his specific political proposals. 

George Orwell was the 20th Centuryôs 

most generally accepted intellectual opponent of 

totalitarianism, particularly in 1984 and Animal 

Farm. Still, he harbored some collectivist ideas. 

After all, Orwell was a man of the Left, and 

fought alongside the communists and anarchists in 

the Spanish civil war. 

Our view is that the clearest, and 

historically most important, expression of this 

tradition came out of the Scottish Enlightenment: 

David Hume, Adam Smith, Adam Ferguson, 

among others. This tradition emphasizes indirect 

effects, the futility of government attempts to 

control markets and international trade, the value 

of enterprise, and the limits to the benign effects 

of concerted action. 

This tradition had its most visible success 

with James Madisonôs Constitution for the new 
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American republic, the vastly successful state that 

replaced the loose confederation of colonies who 

started the American rebellion against the English 

Crown. Madison was perhaps the greatest 

practical student of the Scottish Enlightenment, 

and certainly the person who most effectively set 

about implementing its precepts. His design for 

the new state was one exquisitely, and indeed 

laboriously designed ï see his Notes on the 

Constitutional Convention, contrived to prevent 

the imposition of domestic despotism on the 

American people. [Of course George Washington 

preeminently guaranteed the American freedom 

from external despotism, but that is another story.] 

The United States of America has since shown 

both the value and the limitations of political and 

economic freedom for modern civilization. It 

certainly produces economic creativity and 

debate, with the crass and the tawdry as perhaps 

inevitable accompaniments. 

In the 20th Century, the themes of the 

Scottish Enlightenment were taken up again by 

such figures as Friedrich von Hayek, Karl Popper, 

and Michael Oakeshott, some of the most reviled 

authors in late 20th Century British and American 

universities. Their books, such as The Road to 

Serfdom, The Open Society and Its Enemies, and 

Rationalism in Politics, respectively, are among 

the foundation stones of an alternative tradition 

within the humanities and social sciences. Of 

course this tradition enjoys the marked hostility of 

the dominant traditions of contemporary critical 

theory, structuralism, deconstructionism, and the 

other nihilistic systems of thought in modern 

Western universities and colleges. For this reason, 

the very names of these titanic figures are often 

known among young people as little more than 

targets for passing abuse. Their names serve to 

wind up their professors in the advanced seminars 

that these pillars of mediocrity give to their 

benighted acolytes. 

In the natural sciences and related fields 

the thinking of Aristotle, Hume, and Popper has 

enjoyed the greatest influence. Indeed, one might 

point to the entire edifice of modern technology as 

the fruition of this tradition of thought. Its 

empiricism and cautious speculation provide the 

cultural matrix for much of Western science. 

Charles Darwin, for example, can be seen as a 

child of this tradition, and indeed much of his 

thinking is an overt use (in his use of Malthus) or 

implicit appropriation (employing Humeôs careful 

materialistic reasoning, for example) of themes 

and methods from the Scottish Enlightenment. 

From Darwin, 20th Century biology derived 

almost all of its intellectually cogent framework, 

which then enabled Anglo-American, reductionist, 

molecular and cell biologists to pursue the details 

of biological mechanism untrammeled by 

religious, idealist, or Hegelian clap-trap. 

 

What are we about here? 
 

We wish to recruit new adherents. Our 

agenda is simply the view that solutions to 

political and cultural difficulties can be found in 

the deliberate cultivation of the empirical, 

individualistic, skeptical Western tradition. 

Put another way: We wish to drive a stake through 

the heart of the dominant cultural traditions of 

piety, correctness, ideology, and faith. Then we 

would like to dance on their graves. 

Western civilization used to be palpably 

great. Now it is too often mediocre, with enclaves 

of greatness: the military, the computer business, 

and scientific research. Weôre sure that you have 

your favorites. But it is more notable that we have 

been failing regularly in areas we used to 

dominate: spying, making cars, education, 

economic growth ï pick your debacle. 

We want the West to have another 

resurgence of greatness, to be seen once again as 

the standard against which all other societies can 

be judged. We make no apology for 

ethnocentrism: ñthe Westò is a cultural ideal, not a 

form of genetic differentiation. 

The cellist Yo-yo Ma is a paragon of 

Western civilization as much as Mikhail 

Rostropovich, the great Japanese geneticist Motoo 

Kimura as much as Gregor Mendel. And by this 

standard, Adolf Hitler chose to be as much an 

enemy of the West as Cambodiaôs Pol Pot did. 

ñThe Westò is an idea, a cultural tradition, 

an aspiration. It has survived through good and 

bad times since Periclean Athens. It has been the 

best hope for the entire species in our known 

history. 

Let us hope that we do not lose it as we 

stumble out of the dark charnel house that was the 

20th Century, into the light of our new future. For 

we have a great future, if we will but seize it. 
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é A few minutes later Bonasera recognized the 

sound of a heavy ambulance coming through the 

narrow driveway.  Then Clemenza appeared in the 

doorway followed by two men carrying a 

stretcher.  And Amerigo Bonaseraôs worst fears 

were realized.  On the stretcher was a corpse 

swaddled in a gray blanket with bare yellow feet 

sticking out the end. 

  

          Clemenza motioned the stretcher bearers 

into the embalming room.  And then from the 

blackness of the yard another man stepped into the 

lighted office room.  It was Don Corleone. 

  

          The Don had lost weight during his illness 

and moved with a curious stiffness.  He was 

holding his hat in his hands and his hair seemed 

thin over his massive skull.  He looked older, 

more shrunken than when Bonasera had seen him 

at the wedding, but he still radiated power.  

Holding his hat against his chest, he said to 

Bonasera, ñWell, old friend, are you ready to do 

me this service?ò 

  

          Bonasera nodded.  The Don followed the 

stretcher into the embalming room and Bonasera 

trailed after him.  The corpse was on one of the 

guttered tables.  Don Corleone made a tiny 

gesture with his hat and the other men left the 

room. 

  

          Bonasera whispered, ñWhat do you wish 

me to do?ò 

  

          Don Corleone was staring at the table.  ñI 

want you to use all your powers, all your skill, as 

you love me,ò he said.  ñI do not wish his mother 

to see him like this.ò  He went to the table and 

òI Never 

Repeat a 

Joke ð 

Unless it 

Builds!ó 
An odd juxtaposition by 

Joseph T. Major 
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drew down the gray blanket.  Amerigo Bonasera 

against all his will, against all his years of training 

and experience, let out a gasp of horror.  On the 

embalming table was the bullet-smashed face of 

Sonny Corleone.  The left eye drowned in blood 

had a star fracture in its lens.  The bridge of the 

nose and left cheekbone were hammered into 

pulp. 

  

          For one fraction of a second the Don put out 

his hand to support himself against Bonaseraôs 

body.  ñSee how they have massacred my son,ò he 

said. 

  

          ñSome jokes just arenôt funny.ò 

  

          Bonasera turned at the sound of the voice, a 

light mocking sound with a darker undertone.  

The man who had spoken was silhouetted against 

the light from the office, a figure in a long coat 

and a broad-brimmed hat.  Then he stepped 

forward, removing the hat with one smooth 

motion. 

  

          He was more horrifying than the dead man.  

His face was riven with scars, drawing up his red-

rimmed mouth in a perpetual smile.  But it was 

the skin of his face that was most frightening, for 

it was an unnatural white, paler than that of a 

long-dead man.  His coat and hat were purple in 

the spotlight of the embalming room, and for a big 

man he moved silently, with a sinister fluidity 

about him. 

  

          The Don turned and looked at him.  ñWhy 

are you here?ò he said, his voice weak and yet 

surprised. 

  

          ñWhy Vito!  Mi cosa nostra es su cosa 

nostra.  Just paying respects to the dishonored 

dead.ò 

  

          ñWhy have you come here?  To boast?  Can 

you find the killers of my son?ò 

  

          For answer the sinister pale man laughed, a 

crazed, powerful laugh.  Then he said, ñHave I 

ever failed?  But it will cost you.  I always say, if 

youôre good at something, never do it for free.ò 

  

          ñFor what payment will you do this?ò 

  

          ñI donôt know!  I havenôt thought of it yet!ò 

  

          Don Corleone almost flinched at the words.  

If this man could strike fear into the Godfather . . . 

and then the man looked at Bonasera.  ñNow be 

sure and put a little grin on those ruby lips that all 

the girls kissed.  If you gotta go, go with a smile!ò 

  

          He turned away, laughing that bone-chilling 

laugh, put his hat back on, and was gone out the 

door, leaving a terrifying silence.  Bonasera 

forced himself to speak.  ñWho is that man?ò 

  

          Don Corleone gathered his strength.  ñThat 

is il Burlone.  No one knows his real name, or 

where he came from, or why he looks as he does.  

He has worked, a time or two, for the Falcone 

Family in Gotham. 

  

          ñThose who have killed my son will die, 

grotesquely, painfully.  That is how he is.ò 

  

* * *  

           ñMichaele.  Do you renounce the devil and 

all his works?ò 

  

          ñI do,ò Michael Corleone said. 

  

          A torrent of insane, unbridled laughter filled 

the church.  Kay turned to rebuke the interloper 

and gasped. 

  

          The man coming up between the pews drew 

off his great broad-brimmed purple hat and said, 

ñI hope thatôs not personal.  A man in your 

position canôt afford to alienate any friends.ò 

  

          Michael Corleone turned to see and a wave 

of terror filled his body.  Before he died, the 

Godfather had told him of the promise he had 

made to il Burlone, the man of terror.  After the 

Godfatherôs death, Michael had spoken to 

Amerigo Bonasera, the undertaker, who had 

confirmed that dreadful night when il Burlone had 

promised to kill the murderers of Sonny Corleone, 

and in return had received a gift from the 

Godfather, to be called for some day. 
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          Now il Burlone stood there, his unnaturally 

pale skin lit in the candles around the altar, his 

perpetual red-rimmed smile more lively than ever. 

  

          ñWhat are you doing interrupting a sacred 

rite of the church?ò the priest cried. 

  

          ñJust business.  Michaelôs dear departed 

father asked me for a favor.  It took too long for 

me to get it arranged ð I have ever so much 

trouble with bats.ò  He laughed again.  ñThis is the 

first chance I have to let him know itôs done.ò 

  

          Michael found some inner resource.  ñNow 

that youôve told us, please leave.  This is family 

business.ò 

  

          The man laughed.  ñWhy Michaele!  Mi 

cosa nostra es su cosa nostra.ò 

  

  

* * *  

          In a room in a little chalet-style motel out 

on Sunrise Highway, Philip Tattaglia, seventy 

years old and naked as a baby, stood over a bed on 

which lay a young girl.  She looked up into his 

face, then shrieked.  A moment later, Tattaglia fell 

on her, his face drawn up in a terrifying smile, 

dead.  She struggled to push the corpse off her. 

  

* * *  

          Don Barzini and his two bodyguards came 

down the steps of the Plaza Building.  ñWhat the 

hell is wrong now?ò 

  

          The driver of his limousine who was 

remonstrating with the cop about to write a ticket 

said, ñIôm getting a ticket, no sweat.  This guy 

must be new in the precinct.ò 

  

          But Albert Neri did not draw his pistol to 

shoot Barzini and his two men, as he had 

intended.  For Barzini had fallen curiously silent, 

shoulders shaking as if with laughter.  The driver 

shouted, ñMy God!ò, slammed the car into gear, 

and pulled away with a squeal of tires. 

  

          Neri turned and saw what had so terrified 

the driver.  Barzini toppled, not with a bullet in 

him, but a great smile on his dead face.  Thinking 

quickly he said to the bodyguards, ñLook after 

him, while I go call this in.ò  Then he quickly 

walked away, towards the getaway car.  When he 

had been a policeman, once, he had spoken with a 

fellow officer who had described the acts of a 

notorious criminal in Gotham.  Neri had known 

who il Burlone was, and was somewhat surprised 

that the officer called him by a name in English. 

  

* * *  

           ñHell, Iôll get the door!ò 

  

          Carlo Rizzi was at the family compound, 

getting ready to go on this trip to Vegas, but he 

had to go out make a call to his mistress.  But 

there was this knocking on the back door and he 

jerked the door open.  ñWhat the hell do you 

want!  Is this goddamn Halloween!ò he said to the 

lithe young woman in the tight red and black 

outfit, her face made up in white, with black rings 

around her eyes. 

  

          A moment later, she dragged him outside.  

ñSo youôre the guy who likes beatinô up women!ò 

she said.  And she hit him, with an amazingly 

large wooden mallet.  Carlo fell to his knees, 

hands up, moaning.  ñHow do you like it when the 

shoeôs on the other foot!ò  She hit him again, 

caving in the side of his face. 

  

          He screamed.  ñAinôt so funny now, is it!ò 

the woman said as she brought down her mallet in 

one final blow.  Blood spattered the ground and 

the wall. 

  

* * *  

           The christening had been upsetting, and 

Michael had returned to the mall to meet with 

Hagen.  ñAre Tessio and Clemenza on the mall?ò 

  

          Hagen nodded.  Michael finished the 

brandy in the glass.  ñSend Clemenza in to me.  

Iôll instruct him personally.  I donôt want to see 

Tessio at all.  Just tell him Iôll be ready to go to 

the Barzini meeting with him in about half an 

hour.  Clemenzaôs people will take care of him 

after that.ò 

  

          Hagen went to the door, then paused.  

ñThere was one thing.ò 

  

          ñWhat?ò 



 

12 

          ñSomething Lampone 

said.  A woman showed up 

about half an hour ago, said 

she had your permission.  He 

let her in.  He said she was 

dressed strangely.  She was 

wearing an overcoat and very 

tight red and black stockings.  

She went over to Carloôs 

house and when she got out of 

the car she was carrying 

something in a big box, and 

she went around back.ò 

   

          Tessio was waiting in 

the kitchen of the old Donôs 

house and was sipping at a cup 

of coffee when Tom Hagen 

came to him.  ñMike is ready 

for you now,ò Hagen said.  

ñYou better make your call to 

Barzini and tell him to start on 

the way.ò 

  

          Tessio rose and went out to the wall phone.  

He dialed Barziniôs office in New York and said 

curtly, ñWeôre on our way to Brooklyn.ò  He hung 

up and smiled at Hagen.  ñHope Mike can get us a 

good deal tonight.ò 

  

          Hagen said gravely, ñIôm sure he will.ò  He 

escorted Tessio out of the kitchen and onto the 

mall. 

  

          As they walked towards Michaelôs house, 

Tessio said, casually, ñI hear il Burlone invited 

himself to the christening.  I hadnôt known he had 

left Gotham.ò 

  

          ñMike was a little upset.ò 

  

          At the door they were stopped by one of the 

bodyguards.  ñThe boss says heôll come in a 

separate car.  He says for you two to go ahead.ò 

  

          Tessio frowned and 

turned to Hagen.  ñHell, that 

must have been upsetting.  I 

thought he was a big boy.  He 

canôt do that, it screws up all my 

arrangements.ò 

  

          At that moment three 

more bodyguards materialized 

around then.  Hagen said gently, 

ñI canôt go with you either.ò 

  

          Tessio looked from one to 

the other.  He began giggling, 

uncontrollably.  The giggles 

turned to wild laughter, and he 

fell over, laughing and 

convulsing.  His face drew up in 

a huge, ghastly smile as he 

laughed. 

   

          Inside the house, Michael 

was confronting Clemenza and Rocco Lampone.  

The older caporegime said, ñWhy the hell did you 

let la Arlecchina in?ò 

  

          ñI didnôt know what the hell the woman 

was.  I thought she was Carloôs latest cugette.  

That dumb-blonde look, that voice ðò 

  

          Michael said, ñStop.  Clemenza, what 

happened?ò 

  

          ñIt was a cugette all right, la Arlecchina, the 

cugette of il Burlone.  She beat Carlo to death 

with that big mallet she uses.ò 

  

          Michael stared from one to the other.  A 

woman had killed Carlo? 

  

          Then he saw a bigger problem.  Now that il 

Burlone had done him a favor, he would have to 

return the favor. 
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THE CHALLENGER TRIBUTE 

Joann Montalbano  
 

ñGreetings, fellow babies!ò 

 

Our Sugar Magnolia, the first female Official Editor of the Southern Fandom Press Alliance and founder 

and mistress of ñthe SFPA Pit,ò the tough guy who bawled at The Phantom of the Opera and tapped her 

feet from her seat at 42nd Street, teacher, actress, poet, spirit of the Mississippi and dahlinô of New 

Orleans fandom, hereôs to JoAnn!   
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Jules Verne and H.G. Wells are generally regarded as SFôs founders.  They got the spirit right é but how 

about specifics? 

 

The Predictions of  

Jules Verne 
     Joseph L. Green 

Several years ago I did a study on the 

accuracy of science-fiction predictions by 

four acknowledged masters of the field, 

two older (Verne and Wells) and two 

modern (Heinlein and Clarke).  That 

scholarly study appears elsewhere.  This is 

a condensed and abridged version of the 

article on Verne.  The fine detail in the 

numerous notes accompanying the original 

has been either omitted or incorporated 

within the text.  The articles on Clarke and 

Heinlein have already appeared in 

Challenger, and the one on Wells will 

follow. 

 Jules Verne is generally acknowledged 

to be one of the two major influences that 

shaped modern science fiction.  He published 

over fifty novels, as well as some non-fiction.  

Most, though popular in their day, have not fared 

well over time.  Dozens of movies were made 

from his works,   One of those, ñLe Voyage 

dans la Luneò (1902) was a very early 

feature film.  For modern viewers his novels 

often acquired a type of 'period charm' on the 

movie screen, partially accounting for their 

popularity. Several, including Twenty Thousand 

Leagues Under the Seaf,  Journey to the Center 

of the Earth, and Around the World in 80 Days 

(not science fiction), have been big financial 

successes. 
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Only four of Verneôs better known and enduring science fiction novels were   analyzed for this study.   

Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea is typical of Verne's best work. At one point the central protagonist, 

Captain Nemo, in a lengthy explanation to the book's viewpoint character, Professor Aronnax, explains the 

principles behind the operation of his marvelous submarine, the Nautilus.  The story is set in 1866. Verne has the 

vessel operating on electricity, a clear 'hit' in prediction ð early submarines were indeed powered by batteries 

and diesel/electric generators. The Nautilus is so large and powerful, however, that in operation it more nearly 

resembles a modern atomic-powered vessel. 

Captain Nemo quotes real scientists and real new discoveries to make his claims of superior technology more 

believable.  Several of the ways in which he uses electricity, for heat, light, and engine power, have come true.  

But he also describes an electrically-charged bullet that still cannot be produced today. And while he correctly 

uses electricity to provide heat, the idea of air conditioning never seems to have occurred to him.  The crew suffers 

when moving through the (in the story) volcano-heated waters around the Greek island of Santorini. 

On another occasion Captain Nemo speculates on the future of mankind in the sea.  He foresees the day when 

whole towns will exist on the ocean floor, in clusters of submarine houses that rise to the surface once a day to 

change their air. The idea of extracting oxygen by breaking apart water molecules, actually a much more 

practical idea, was apparently not considered a future possibility. 

  In a prediction of his own, Professor Aronnax foresees the day when the great whales will have been hunted 

to extinction, due to the greed of professional whalers ð a forecast that very nearly came true before recent 

preservation efforts began to have an effect. 

Overall, perhaps the most important predictions found in this book are in the concepts of electricity as a 

powerful, versatile, and useful servant, and of massive armed submarines capable of ranging widely over the seas of 

the world without surface support. Both have come true, though not in the fashions Verne envisioned. 

A Journey to the Center of the Earth contains an unbelievable premise, namely, that a vast hollow space 

exists below the surface of our planet.  This book contains a host of scientific errors.  It is, in fact, basically 

unbelievable. But it does have one outstanding example of shrewd speculation.   Verne describes the appearance of 

ball lightning, a phenomenon stoutly proclaimed by reputable scientists as impossible until a few decades ago ð 

despite the fact the physical presence of ball lightning had been recorded many times by reliable witnesses. 

This was a good action-adventure novel, filled with Verne's usual scientific facts (including some then 

believed to be true which in fact are not) and interesting geographical data.  As science fiction, including 

predictions for the future, it is rather bad. 

From the Earth to The Moon and A Trip Around It are two short novels combined within a single volume.  

These books are noteworthy because Verne, for unknown reasons, had his fictional characters build the gigantic gun 

that was to shoot a manned capsule to the Moon in Florida.  It was located very close to the same latitude as the 

actual launch site of the Apollo/Saturn vehicles that did indeed carry men to the Moon.  Itôs difficult to credit this 

to anything but the wildest of coincidences. 

Some of the premises in this book are so ridiculous it is difficult to take them seriously. But Verne did 

do his math, calculating that an initial velocity of 12,000 meters per second would provide adequate speed. This 

translates to about 22,500 miles per hour, and the actual figure for an Earth escape velocity is roughly 24,600 miles 

per hour (less to reach the Moon, because of the attraction of its gravity). But then, once the decision is made to 

launch a conical shell with humans inside, Verne has his three adventurers shield themselves from acceleration 

forces by water cushions. In actual fact they would have been squashed into jelly by such G forces, with the water 

cushions beneath them becoming as hard as concrete. 

In essence, Verne wrote action-adventure books, strongly leavened with scientific fact and conjecture.  But 

regardless of his shortcomings as a writer ~- and they were many ð Verne had the great virtue of originality of 

concept.  Many of his ideas were apparently original with him.  In other cases, he was the first to take little-

used or explored ideas and work them out in full-length novels. He crossed easily from the realm of then 

physically possible adventures, such as balloon flights or trips around the world, to marvelous scientific 

discoveries not yet made. Verne could make one seem almost as believable as the other to the reader of his day. 

Verne also suffered from a major shortcoming, one evident in the work of many of his imitators down 

through the years.  He tended to project into the future in a straight linear fashion, with little allowance for 
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side turns or totally new discoveries.  Hence his idea of a flying battleship consisted of balloons providing lift 

to a regular ship equipped with several propellers.  He sent people to the moon by building the largest and longest 

cannon then imaginable.  Verne paid no attention to the concept of the fixed wing aircraft, or the possibility of 

equipping a passenger capsule with its own propulsion capability instead of firing it from a cannon. 

This tendency toward linear extrapolation is one of the worst traps awaiting the science fiction writer, 

of any time period.  Totally new discoveries, by their very nature, are extremely difficult to predict.  

Sometimes wild imagination can be more accurate than a reasoned forecast, if the subject area is little unexplored.   

It was logical, in the 1850s, to project faster or larger horses, not the automobile and the truck.  To look at an 

abacus and predict the adding machine would have been an act of creative imagination; to foresee the computer 

would have been sheer genius. The last is a very rare quality. 

The unfortunate result of linear extrapolation was that Verne made far more 'misses' than 'hits' in his 

fictional predictions.  Some projections were insightful and astute; for each of these, there were twenty that 

were simply wrong.  But the readers of his day, even the scientifically educated ones, would have found it 

very difficult to determine which of his projections were likely to be accurate.  Scientists, in fact, suffered 

from the extra handicap of 'knowing to be true' many things which were in fact wrong.  Not infrequently they held 

strongly conservative views, these severely limited by the amount of knowledge then available in a given field. 

Overall, it seems clear that Verne used scientific projection as an adjunct to the main task of telling a good 

story. Some were insightful, and later became a part of modern life.  These are also the ones best remembered; 

inaccurate predictions seem to fairly quickly fade from public consciousness. 

Overall, it seems fair to conclude Verne fully earned his place in science fiction as the acknowledged first 

master of the scientific adventure.  His shortcomings pale before this achievement. 

Verne and Wells ï A Short Comparison 

 Verne far exceeded H. G. Wells, a contemporary after the publication of the latter's first science fiction 

novel in 1895, in his grasp of basic physics.  Apparently he chose to avoid the subject of speculative biology, a 

favorite of Wells. His books were far more educational than those of Wells, and often more entertaining, despite 

the noticeably lower quality of the writing.   

Verne wrote essentially action-adventure books strongly leavened with scientific fact or conjecture. He 

fed the reader long lectures or needed background in much too obvious a fashion.  He strived to be entertaining, often 

overwhelming the reader with 'sense of wonderô ideas to the detriment of believability. One can understand, after 

comparing the two, why Wells is often considered the superior and more influential writer ð despite the fact his 

science is even less believable than that of Verne! 

Regardless of his shortcomings, Verne had the great virtue of originality of concept. But so did Wells, so 

comparing one set of speculative predictions to the other is probably a fruitless task.  Verne also resembled 

many early science fiction writers of the modern era in one respect, in that the stories he told were often far 

superior to the characters in them. The story, the adventure, dominated, and the people involved were frequently 

stock figures cut from whole cloth.  Also, many of his characters tended to repeat themselves from book to book, 

under new names. 

Verne never received the respect accorded to Wells, either in his day or the history books. Wells became a 

recognized scholar, a savant, who wrote acclaimed books such as his The Outline of History and The Shape of 

Things to Come.  He consorted with presidents and kings, had a notorious affair with a grand dame of letters, and 

lived to see some of his works made into influential movies.  Verne lived the quiet life of the country 

gentleman, apparently desiring no more than to entertain his readers and make lots of money.  He did both.  Overall, 

he fully earned his place in science fiction as the acknowledged first master of the scientific adventure, one of 

the basic categories the genre is usually divided into today. A second, the detailed examination of the possible 

effects of new technology or discoveries on society, acknowledges Wells as the founding father and guiding spirit.  

Both have a secure place in history.
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The  

Predictions of  

H.G. Wells  
H. G. Wells has been, and remains, one of 

the two seminal figures in modern science 

fiction.  He achieved this distinction by being 

the first major science fiction writer to 

explore, in fictional extrapolations, the effects 

of scientific discovery and technological 

innovation on society; a mainstay of the genre in 

the 20th century. His means sometimes seemed 

unlikely, but the ends he achieved were penetrating 

and insightful comments on Man and society (more 

specifically, the English society of his day). 

Wells was a very different writer from 

Jules Verne, who produced wonderful imaginary 

inventions but seldom attempted to explore in 

any detail the social changes these would engender. Wells was fully aware that his society was in a state of flux, 

inspired by recurring technological breakthroughs. He wanted to help shape and form the new social order he saw 

emerging from the ferment.   

The MacMillan edition of The Shape of Things to Come specifically separates the ñBooks by H.G. Wellsò 

front-matter page into ñNovelsò, ñFantastic and Imaginative Romancesò, "Short Stories Collected Under the 

Following Titlesò, and ñBooks on Social, Religious and Political Questionsò.   It was customary, when this book 

was published in 1933, to separate so-called ñserious worksò from lightweight fancies such as science fiction or 

fantasy novels. Yet today it is clear that Wellsô lasting works were the so-called romances, while the novels 

thought of as serious works have been largely forgotten.  Itôs ironic that his attempts to be influential through 

semi-factual books were generally ineffective, while his fictional romances influenced untold millions of 

people; though perhaps in subtle and not easily provable ways.  An examination of the accuracy of the fictional 

predictions in seven of his ñscientific romancesò follows. 

The Time Machine, Wells' first full-length science fiction novel, is an excellent work of speculative 

fiction, but not very scientific in either its presentation or conclusions. Wells provides no actual explanation 

of the principles underlying time travel. None of its projections have come true, or are likely to do so in the 

foreseeable future. It has the virtue of mental stimulation, of opening up the mind to new possibilities, but has 

little to offer in the way of future predictions that can be checked for accuracy today. 

Wells' second scientific romance, The Island of Dr. Moreau, is equally unscientific, but interesting for 

its concepts. The essence of the story is that the title character sets out to change animals into human analogues 

by means of drugs (unspecified) and surgery. He succeeds to a remarkable degree, including having most animals 

develop the ability to speak. After he is eventually killed by one of his creations, the numerous animals he 

changed start reverting to their original state, including surgically altered bones returning to their pre-operation 

configuration (an unlikely prospect). 
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This novel has just a touch of scientific underpinning, not enough to convince a high school student of its 

credibility. The idea of selective breeding obviously occurred to Wells, but must have been discarded due to the 

lengths of time involved. He did not foresee genetic manipulation, which would have been a good intuitive leap 

forward and much more convincing. 

Still, The Island of Dr. Moreau has the virtue of an important concept, the idea that scientific intervention 

can quickly change the basic characteristics of an animal's form (including the human one). The beneficial aspects 

of such a capability are only beginning to emerge today. Despite its scientific implausibility this book has had, and 

continues to have, an impact on the public. It has been made into a movie several times.  The prejudice this book, 

the movies, and their many imitators have created in the mind of the public is an unmeasured but very real handicap 

to serious biological researchers who must use 

animals in their work 

In The Invisible Man, Wells again shirks the 

scientific discovery needed to explain his invention, 

and instead substitutes an examination of how such a 

person might actually function in the society of 

Wells' day. There are no predictions worth 

mentioning, and the reactions of the English public 

to an invisible man roaming around are fairly 

obvious. This novel is far better as literature than 

as science fiction. 

The War of the Worlds follows Wellsô usual 

pattern, with interesting concepts and little real 

science. The Martians reach Earth riding inside 

huge shells fired from guns on Mars, a ridiculous 

idea perhaps stolen from Verne. Once here the 

Martians use miraculous weapons which are deadly 

against English armies circa 1900. One of these bears 

a strong resemblance to the modern laser, a good hit. 

But the book contains few other predictions that 

have come true. As a novel it is quite well done, 

and very effective as a work of literature.  It too 

has had several movie incarnations, one fairly 

recently. 

The First Hen in the Moon features an 

interesting science fiction concept which has been 

used many times since, the discovery of a material 

called Cavorite which is impervious to gravity. Unfortunately, this idea has yet to be translated into reality, and 

there seems no prospect of a breakthrough in this region of physics for the foreseeable future. The exact means by 

which the material is made opaque to gravity is not, of course, explained in detail. 

Wells provided several speculations in this book which time has proven fairly accurate. One was that the 

stars would shine with supernal brightness if seen from above the atmosphere. Another was that the one-sixth 

gravity of the moon's surface would make humans extremely strong there, able to leap high, carry immense weights, 

etc. But he also predicted lunar craters filled with air which could grow plants during the sunlit hours, 

underground caverns where Selenites lived and were well supplied with air, a lunar civilization, etc., all of 

which were never plausible. In smaller details, he thought that being in zero gravity would decrease appetite, 

causing people to eat much less. We now know it takes as many if not more calories to sustain a person in zero G as on 

the ground. 
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The Food of the Gods is one of the most interesting of Wells' 

books, in addition to speculating in areas where real science has now 

made some major advances. The essential idea is that two scientists 

discover a food which makes any creature that eats it grow to a 

tremendous size. We now have growth hormones which can increase 

the size of livestock, and others which can correct genetic deficiencies 

and make (some) stunted human children grow to the normal expected 

size. 

This novel is told in two parts, each essentially complete 

within itself. In the first the new discovery, Boomfood, is invented 

and through carelessness allowed to reach animals. Three types, rats, 

chickens, and hornets, are affected. All three grow to eight or ten 

times normal size. (Wells makes no allowance for the fact a hornet 

could not fly with that much weight and the same proportional 

wingspan.) The first book ends when all the animals have been 

captured or killed. This part of the novel has since inspired a thousand 

imitations, most of which appeared before the public as very poor 

movies. 

In Books Two and Three the reader learns that Boomfood has been fed to a few human children as well, and this 

causes social complications. Children cannot simply be killed and forgotten. Wells does a very effective job of 

comparing the raising of such children to the human norm. (One idea, of more literary than scientific merit, is 

that any creature which eats Boomfood while young will die if the food is later taken away. Some such literary 

device is needed to make the story logic hang together.) He provides a fairly detailed description of how to raise a 

child to maximize its intelligence, one that sounds as if it came from modern child psychology books. For 

example, the affected babies were provided a stimulating environment, including educational toys, picture 

frames designed to have their contents changed at regular intervals, structural toys to be assembled, etc. 

This book ends with the giant, highly intelligent children having reached young adulthood and come into 

serious conflict with the normal humans around them -- as one would expect. The issue of who will conquer is not 

resolved. The details of the growth of the children, their development into competent adults, and the final break 

with normal humans are convincingly worked out. Great physical growth without compensating structural change is 

poor biology, but as usual with Wells, the reader has no difficulty suspending disbelief for the sake of the story. 

The social interaction between the giant children and the society around them are the heart of the novel, and this 

is very well handled. 

In the Days of the Comet is a very bad book indeed. The essential idea is that a comet passes near the Earth, 

immersing our planet in a gas which changes everybody into creatures of sweetness and light. The novel is long, 

boring, scientifically unbelievable, and with endless discursions on the evils of English society of the early 

1900s. This book is best forgotten, if you like Wells. 

Most of Wellsô nonfiction works dealt with current social problems that have since passed from the scene. 

The Shape of Things to Come was his last major work; science fiction with most of the trappings of fiction 

removed. The book was published in 1933, and in it Wells accurately predicted World War II. He even had Japan 

enter the war on the Axis side. But after those two ñhitsò the ñmissesò dominate, and when the book moves into 

developments after the war it is far, far off from what actually happened. 

Wells was best at opening up the mind to new possibilities, inspiring optimism toward the process of change, 

and creating an acceptance of science as a means of improving the world. He had one of the most fertile imaginations 

of his day, and a writing skill that usually exceeded that of his contemporaries.  Most important of all, he was 

first! He explored most of the major concepts of modern science fiction, with the exception of interstellar travel, 

moving between dimensions, and a few others. He is justly called the father of sociological science fiction, the 

dominant preoccupation of most practicing writers in the genre today. His place in literature in general, and 

science fiction in particular, is secure. 

 

CHALLENGER  
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The Infamous Baycon 

A fond reminiscence by Mike Resnick 
 

 
The 1968 Worldcon, known as Baycon, was held 

the same week as the Democratic National 

Convention ï the one where the original Mayor 

Daley, who in a prior act of compassion had 

ordered the police to shoot to main, not to kill, 

now assured the public on national television that 

ñThe police arenôt here to create disorder; the 

police are here to preserve disorder.ò 

 So what does that have to do with 

Baycon? 

 Bear with me. 

 Worldcon was in the process of getting 

larger each year. In 1967 the Trekkies discovered 

us during the New York Worldcon. This year, 

since we were in the Bay area, the hippies and the 

druggies discovered us. We were booked into the 




