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 Another Mo Starkey Cover! This one is 
of my favorite Doctor of the original set.  Mo 
also provided a bunch of the art for this issue! 
All of the ones that went with the LoCs, at least! 
And Steve Stiles sent a great piece that I am so 
happy to get to run!
 Issue 250 took it out of me. It took for-
ever to put it together in the middle of every-
thing, and itõs been a rough grind with work the 
way it is. Not that work sucks, itõs at least been 
interesting, especially getting to do oral histo-
ries and talking with some really good people 
for content, but mostly Iõve been slowly driven 
insane by writing labels. Itõs a shame. 
 CorFlu 28õs Website is ofþcially up and 
you can get all your needed info there! Thereõs 
a link to register via PayPal now, too! Send to 
garcia@computerhistory.org and you can reg-
ister like that (just remember to include you 
name and contact info). Thereõs also a link to 
making your hotel reservations! The Domainõs 
a great hotel, and I actually enjoy going down to 
talk with our hotel contract! Itõs going to be a 
very good time. 
 And tonight, thereõs the World Premiere 
of my documentary Rock The Block: The Story 
of the Cactus Club. Itõs been þve years in the 
making and itõs nice to þnally be able to put her 
on the big screen. Itõs the story of one of my 
favorite clubs of all-time, the one where I saw 
bands liek Skankinõ Pickle, Statueman, Letõs Go 
Bowling, The Red Elvises and so many others. It 
was a San Jose Institution. 
 So, this issue is more of what weõve been 
seeing in the Drink Tank. Iõve got a look at what 
I consider to be one of the most interesting 
Books Iõve read in years. 

Letter Graded Mail
sent to garcia@computerhistory.org
by my gentle readers

Let us start with our pal John Purcell!

 Good to see another Drink Tank out, 
Chris. I was getting a bit worried; the last DT 
was posted over two weeks ago! For you, thatõs 
an unseemly gap. You must have been busy 
at work, or something like that. At least the 
newest issue has yet another þne Mo Starkey 
cover; itõs very Afrikaners, I think, but repeated 
looks give me the impression of Mayan totems. 
Oh, I suppose theyõre both possible. Either way, 
itõs þne cover art. Keep ôem coming, young ôun.
Well, it was more like a month, 
but Iõm back! Things areweird, 
but as always, Moõs good people!
 You know, 250 issues of a single title 
general distribution fanzine is a pretty good 
track record. It is quite an achievement, and I 
am honored to be a part of your experiment. 
So far itõs been a fun ride, hasnõt it? Thanks 
to Drink Tankõs frenetic publishing schedule 
(what has it been, þve, six years now? Thatõs 
somewhere between 40-50 issues a year on 
average!) you have certainly made a name for 
yourself, resulting in Fan GoH-ships, a TAFF trip, 
even having rapid-þre e-zines nicknamed after 
you. You probably didnõt intend for it to happen 
this way, Chris, but you have deþnitely made a 
name for yourself in the fanzine universe, and 
infused energy back into the þeld. I, for one, 
thank you, and to a certain extent, it was Drink 
Tank - and all the other e-zines on Bill Burnsõ 
fantabulous website www.efanzines.com - that 
encouraged me to give e-pubbing a crack. No 

http://www.efanzines.com


matter how you pub yer ish, paper or electronic, 
it is always a lot of fun. Thatõs why I do it, and 
it certainly sounds like thatõs your reason, too.
Why, Thank you, John! it has been such a 
blast doinõ this thing since January 31st, 
2005. I started thinking about The Drink 
Tank back while reading Arnieõs zines, which 
I think will be long thought-of as hte starting 
point for weõve been doing these last few 
years. Or at least the point where we 
point to. Iõve been catching up on Askance. 
I really do need to LoC again shortly!
 I havenõt any real comments to make about 
your BayCon newsletter report except that, as 
usual, it sounds like a lot of fun. Your ruminations 
on running a con-newsletter are most cogent, 
and a reason why I wouldnõt do it. Still, they are a 
great way to disseminate information and make 
contact with folks. Convention daily sheets have 

been around for ages; I sure wish I still had 
the ones from my conning days of the 70s and 
80s. As documents particular to an event, they 
serve as an excellent primary research source 
for those inclined to write fan histories or just 
wanting to know what was going on at a certain 
convention. I still remember one lino in the daily 
newsletter from ByobCon 5 (July, 1975) at which 
Robert Bloch was the main GoH: òThe author 
of Psycho is in this hotel. Shower with a friend.ó 
You have to love the fannish sense of humor.
I loved getting to put random quotes in. 
One of mine was òI give credit where credit 
is due, while you take credit where credit 
exists!ó which seem to be the battle cry 
of those who hang in the fanzine lounge!
 Which reminds me: love the 
illo on page 4. Looks like a con to me.
 Taral Wayneõs article was interesting, as 

is usual for what he has been producing these 
past few years. Val and I still acquire plastic 
grocery bags mainly because they come in 
very handy when itõs time for me to scoop 
the cat litter boxes and the back yard where 
our dogs defecate (thank the Lord, for that!). 
But we do have a half-dozen re-useable canvas 
Kroger (our local grocery store) shopping 
bags; I think we also own two Wal-Mart canvas 
shopping bags. They do help, but I wouldnõt put 
cat or dog shit in them! So itõs A Good Thing 
to get as many of the plastic bags as we can. 
Dang cats and dogs shit a lot! And frequently.
I much prefer the paper bags that we can no 
longer get at Safeway. I use them for garbage 
bags since theyõre sturdier than plastics. 
Plastics are perfect for bathroom garbage, 
though. Still, I think paper is a far superior, 
though people always asume I want plastic...



 Christopher, you really must come out 
sometime for a visit and Iõll have Valerie whip up 
a batch of her white chili (made with chicken 
and navy beans, plus other yummies) and salsa 
verde for topping your chili bowl with. Most 
delectable and with a bite that will make you 
break a sweat. Thanks for the recipes, though. 
I love spicy chilis! I made a very spicy Texas-
style this weekend. I then served some over 
spaghetti. It felt like sacrilege! Then again, I was 
watching St. Trinianõs, which is a great movie. 
 Best Album of the 1980õs? I agree with 
Daniel Spector: fuggheadaboutit. Thriller was 
deþnitely the dominant, deþning best-seller of that 
decade and all time, but too many good albums 
were produced during that decade to single out 
just one as the òbest.ó Everybody has their own 
idea about this. My top þve 80õs albums would 
include George Harrisonõs comeback album of 
1989, Cloud Nine. Damn þne recording. The man 
sounded great on it, and not a weak tune in the 
bunch. Sure, it was deþnitely a pop album, but 
Harrison basically showed the young pups how 
it was done. Jeff Lynne co-produced it with him, 
and eventually the Traveling Willburies evolved 
out the recording sessions of Cloud Nine and 
Tom Pettyõs Full Moon Fever, which also came 
out about that time. All of it was great music. 
Loved the Willburies, especially the liner notes 
written by Michael Palin. Do the Willbury Twist!
I can see the Willburries getting in at some 
point. They were certainly a supergroup, as 
it were, and one of the best-selling albums 
of the 1980s. We once had a long talk 
about who the ôotherõ one was. You know, 
the guy whose name no one remembers...
 Hey, I gotta hand it to Steve Green. 

The truth has now been revealed about Chris 
Garcia and the Garcia Publishing Empire. 
Thank you, Steve, for this expose. As has been 
written: All Knowledge Is Contained In Fanzines. 
That applies to frightening knowledge, too. 
 Like Garciaõs beard. It is not only frightening, 
but demonic. No wonder it caught on þre.
Shhhhh... You want everyone to know?

All the best.

John Purcell

connected with it. They try most years to prise 
the money out of local fans here, but many read-
ing fans feel they have no say as to the winner 
of the award, so why should they donate? There 
are many serious readers of SF here, but money 
is always tight, and not everyone agrees with the 
Sunburst committeeõs opinions or methods. The 
Sunbursts, probably through some of their initial 
organizers, have demanded fandomõs money and 
distance, so few people have opinions about the 
direction of the Sunbursts and their importance 
in SF prodom and Canadian literature. If the 
Sunbursts could follow the Clarkes and have a 
public ceremony instead of a press release, they 
might have more public visibility.
Does this mean we should do a special issue 
dedicated to the Sunburstrs?
 I have not read any of this yearõs Clarke 
nominees, nor have I read any of the Hugo 
novel nominees, either. Thereõs never enough 
money or time, and I know that our local library 
wouldnõt have any of them in stock. Hardcovers 
cost about $35 to $45 these days. I do wish for 
more time to read SF, but I never get to it. I read 
what I can afford, and right now, I am reading 
Where the Evil Dwells by Cliff Simak.
Iõve been reading a lot, mostly stuff to review 
for Exhibition Hall and the stuff for the Bax-
ter issue. Iõm on Titan right now, and there 
are 30 pages of the most engaging prose ever 
dealing with the landing of a space shuttle. 
Itõs amazing stuff!
 When Margaret Atwood won the initial 
Clarke, I can imagine this is where her attitudes 
towards science þction came from. However, I 
do like cautionary tales. She doesnõt make many 
local appearances, although she inexplicably 

And now...Lloyd Penney on issues 248 and 
249!!!
Dear Chris (and James!):
 A little more catch up, and a little clean 
up before we have the big Victorian Day long 
weekend here. Iõve got The Drink Tank 248 and 
249 hereéanything big planned for 250?
I think it turned out pretty darn good, thank 
you!
 248éThe Canadian equivalent to the 
Clarkes is the Sunburst Award. The Sunburst is 
a juried prize, and the folks who stage it try to 
raise the prize money, and there is also a medal 



shows up on stage from time to timeéshe has 
some experience as an actress. A look at her 
website, and you can see she had had her way 
with Canadian literature and most other arts as 
well. She lives in Toronto these days.
Iõve heard her on NPR and sometimes sheõs 
in favor of SF, but most of the time not. 
 What have I read? China Mi®villeõs Per-
dido Street Station (fell vaguely dirty after read-
ing it), so I am not surprised (no spoilers) that he 
won his third Clarke for The City and the City.
I have raved about Perdido since 2001, and 
I still do from time to time. I think The City 
& The City is his 2nd best book, though itõs 
far from perfect. Itõs only an OK detective 
story, but the mental constructs of the 
thing are so great. I sometimes found my-
self thinking of what else it all meant. I just 
canõt stop talking about it!
 Chris, gotta watch those typos. I did see 
Roz Kaveneyõs name misspelled, and Louis Savvy 
does not ruin, but run a festival. Sorry, proof-
reader in me, and Iõm not even getting paid for 
it. 
Spelling errors? I donõt believe in them. 
Theyõre just natural spelling evolutionary 
steps...
 May I ask why there were stormtroopers 
in front of the Apollo? Was this a way to trick 
those on the street to come in and see literary 
goings-on instead? Picky meéa great cartoon 
on the bacover, thoughéit is hard to believe in 
the year 2010, Sir Arthur is no longer here.
I got a feeling they were there as a part of 
the event, though perhaps this is when the 
Empire starts. I didnõt see them when I was 
out there, but hey, there could be Stormtrop-

pers roaming the streets of London. Some-
one with a London phone book, look up 
Moff-Tarkin!
249éI remember the Nylons, perhaps the best 
a capella group ever. They are still around, check 
out their website, and they have just released 
their 16th album and celebrated their 25th an-
niversary as a group. Thereõs only one original 
member left.
I liked the Nylons a lot, though I sort of grew 
out of them in a way I never did The Flips 
(or The Bobs, though I certainly did get over 
Rockapella). I have to admit their version of 
Under The Boardwalk was an all-time clas-
sic!
 Hey, my þrst catch-up loc! May 4 is Star 
Wars DayéMay the fourth be with you? Ah, you 
had to be thereé Yvonne and I will be work-
ing with Spike Parsons on the London in 2014 
Worldcon bid, same as you, I believe. Spike and 
ex-pat Kim Kofmel are the North American 
agents, and we will be assisting with Canadian 
convention information, and presumably ÿyer 
disty and accepting pre-supports. James Bacon 
seems to be in charge of the foreign agents.
The CorFlu/London table at BayCon wasnõt 
a huge success, though we did have two folks 
buy Supporting memberships for London us-
ing my computer! 
 Alice in Wonderland comes out on DVD 
on June 1. Itõs available on DVD and BluRay, and 
a three-disk version comes out in BluRay only, 
but thatõs not enough to force me to buy a Blu-
Ray player. Toronto still has an amusement park, 
Canadaõs Wonderland just north of the city. It 
used to be owned by Paramount, and then by Six 
Flags, but I think itõs independent again.

I þnally saw Alice last week and it was really 
good stuff. The best parts had to be Depp 
and the deliciousness of Alice. I love that Mia 
girl. She only gets dreamier the paler she 
gets. I really want to see the new Julianne 
Moore/Annette Benning/Mark Ruffalo þlm 
that sheõs in. It looks great. 
 Have a great weekend, and now that 
summer weather has þnally arrived, we plan to 
head to the lakeshore and have a picnic some-
time this weekend. The big Drink Tank 250 next 
time!
 Yours, Lloyd Penney.
And thank you much, Lloyd!!!



Play in Two Acts
Taral Wayne
 I live a life that sometimes stretches 
too long between signiþcant developments, 
but occasionaly there is minor news to break 
the tedium.  Alan Rosenthal ð who moved from 
Toronto to Seattle far too many years ago 
ð was in town again recently.  He ÿew in for 
a family funeral, but even when the occasion is 
less sombre, he has a number of friends he sees 
whenever he can.  Alan suggested we meet for 
lunch in the usual place ð a breakfast franchise 
called the Golden Griddle.  Several times Iõve 
asked why the Goldurn Grittle, and gotten 
the same answer every time.  Itõs conveniently 
central.  To be perfectly honest, I think Alan just 
loves pancakes, but lacks the consumate skill 
it takes to make them out of a box.  As much 
as I might prefer a þrst-rate steak house or a 
restaurant with an extensive Szechuan menu, I 
donõt really mind the Gelded Curdle.  Alan picks 
up the check and I stuff my face with about two 
pounds of bacon, plus scrambled eggs, fresh fruit 
and dessert pastry.  Bacon isnõt cheap any more, 
alas, but the buffet at the Guilty Girdle serves all 
you can eat.   
 I arrived at the Gory Kittle about thirty 
seconds early.  Alan was perfectly punctual, as 
usual, and arrived with Jeanne Bowman thirty 
seconds later.  Alas, it was the Golden Gibbet 
that wasnõt there on time.  I have rarely seen 
a place more closed for alterations that hadnõt 
been the site of a major þre.  We didnõt have to 
look far for another place, but much as I like the 
Swish Shalom ð  I mean Swiss Chalet ð I missed 
those two pounds of bacon.  Thereõs always next 

Should anyone be wondering why Alan and 
Jeanne were not in that photo, now you know. 
 Their absence was in a good cause, you 
have to admit.  
 Of the two Roman coins, one was 
by Gallienus and the other by Aurelian.  
The Gallienus was in pretty rough shape, 
unfortunately, but it was an unusual type of 
bronze Antoninianus depicting a centaur on 
the reverse side.  Galienus was the only roman 
emperor I know of who ever issued a centaur 
on the reverse or any other side of a coin.  
One wonders why, but in general the Romans 
didnõt seem to go in for mythological þgures on 
their coins.  They preferred òpersoniþcationsó 

-- þgures that represent the City of Rome, or 
Liberty, or Victory, or Plenty, or Security.  Back 
in the days of the Republic, coins often showed 
the gods ð Janus, Apollo, Juno, Herculesé but 
not Imperial coinage.  Now and then there is 
a nod to the Olympian gods, when Hercules is 
permitted to present a victory wreath to the 
Emperor, but that is about all.
 In the case of Gallienus, he was clearly 
resorting to desperate measures when he 
reverted to that good old-time religion.
 During his long reign, Galienus had just 
about the toughest job of any emperor.  His 
father was captured in a war with the Persians, 
and either remained an involuntary guest of the 

year, I suppose.
 Over my chicken quesedillas, 
I learned that Alan and Jeanne will 
be getting married.  We discussed 
whether they should become the 
Rosenmans or the Bomanthals, but 
they had already made up their minds 
to remain who they were.

 Before our orders arrived, Alan 
brought out a couple of Roman coins 
that heõd bought for me in England.  
Alan was supposed to have been on 
hand for Corÿuõs group photo, but 
explained that he had been distracted.  
He and Jeanne were staying at a friendõs 
ÿat across the street.  Next to the con 
hotel was a parking lot, and on the 
way to the photo shoot Alan noticed 
a ÿea market had occupied the space.  
Curiosity got the better of him, and he 
turned away from the hotel entrance.  



Great Kingé  or he was skinned, his pelt stuffed 
with straw and the þnished cushion put to use 
as a resting place for the Royal Persian sandals 
thereafter.  Historians disagree.  You have the 
liberty of believing whichever story seems most 
likely to you.  
 As if this disgrace werenõt enough, one 
of Gallienusõs sons was killed in battle with an 
usurper with the implausible name Postumus.  
His other son died with Gallienus when the 
emperor was killed my his own ofþcers, in 268 
AD.
 Gallienus dealt with about a dozen 
major rebellions in his reign.  After nearly 250 
years of  more or less unbroken Roman glory, 
the empire was near the point of dissolution ð 
entire provinces broke away on this unfortunate 
emperorõs watch.  The last was by far the most 
serious of the lot.  A successful general on the 
German border grew tired of muddled orders 
from distant Rome and the lack of substantial 
help in keeping Jerry on his own side of the 
Rhine.  Postumus declared himself òAugustusó 
ð it was only òCaesaró in Hollywood movies 
ð and led Gaul, Britain and Hispania out of the 
Roman empire.  (One wonders what he called 
his splinter state ð the EU?)   At the worst of the 
crisis, another trusted general, named Aureolus, 
joined the enemy.  Aureolus was decisively 
defeated by the legitimate emperor, but not 
quite destroyed.  
 Hoping to enlist divine help, Gallienus 
had coins struck with a vow to Apollo.  On the 
reverse side was a depiction of a centaur, being 
long associated with the god.  The emperorõs 
entreaties went to waste, though.  The rebel 
general had friends in Gallienusõs own tent, so 

to speak.  They caught him and his remaining son 
by surprise, and, after many years of usurpers, 
false emperors, upstart emperors, would-be 
emperors and general rebellion, murder and 
mayhem, it it remained to a stronger  emperors 
to clean up the mess that Gallienus had left 
behind.
 That emperor was Aurelian.  
 The second small bronze coin Alan 
brought back was Aurelianõs.  It was in much 
better shape, though a much more common type.  
No fancies such as centaurs or gryphons on this 
emperorõs hard cash.  Aurelian was a tough egg, 
one of a generation of hard-nosed generals who 
had spent a life on the border, not in Rome, and 
he managed to bring order to the empire after 
decades of chaos.  His coins commonly bore 
the motto òRestitut Orbis,ó or òRestorer of the 
World.ó  He also demanded to be addressed as 
òdeus et dominus,ó so itõs obvious this Emperor 
had a more than healthy ego.  
 Not that the empire didnõt need another 
25 years of brutal, grinding òrestorationó before 
the job was done.  After years of war to restore 
the peace, the breakaway Gallic and Palmyran 
empires were brought to heel.  Then, in 275 
AD, Aurelian himself fell victim to a murder 
plot ð  as did Probus, and Florian, and Carus, 
and Carinus, and Numerian and ad nauseam. 
Claudius Gothicus had the dubiously better 
luck to merely die of the plague.  But, þnally, the 
empire was òrestored.ó  Unfortunately, it was 
only just in time for the þnal, irreversible decline 
of the Western empire to begin.
 After lunch, the three of us walked 
down Yonge Street, the main drag, to perform 
our traditional, ceremonial checking-out of 

The Worldõs Biggest Book Store, which self-
proclaims itslef the worldõs biggest book store.  
Alan was looking at Jack London for a nephew.  
I looked mournfully at two boxed sets of DVDs 
ð òYes, Ministeró and òYes, Prime Minister.ó  $70 
for one, and $80 for the other.  I settled for two 
trade paperback pastiches of Sherlock Holmes 
instead.  $12 each was a sight more affordable.  
And, as luck would have it, Alan generously 
added them to his own tab.
 Lunch with friends, two interesting 
Roman coins, and a couple of good reads ð and 
þne, sunny weather on top of it all.  I should 
spend more time out of my apartment, I guess.

 Iõve also published a fanzine ð the þrst one 
in more than 20 years.  The last time I published, 
just for the fannishness of it, was in 1987, when 
I edited the paper version of òToronto the 
Ghoodó for Ditto.  Since then, Iõve produced 
mail-order booklets, folios for furry cons, and a 
couple of CDs, but no honest-to-gawd fanzines.
 It was not by mere happenstance that I 
þnally broke radio silence.  You should recall that 
my long Worldcon report appeared in File 770 
#157, late last year.  I knew as far back as then 
that I would sooner or later publish the report 
separately.  It demanded new material, more 
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