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Wasted Days and Wasted Nights 
 
 Properly, I should have gotten this issue out in September, but 
Things Happened. Not just financial ones, either. 
 
Fall 2004 
 
 The summer of 2004, like at least the one before it, was 
unseasonably hot for Vancouver; for the first time in my life I got 
my hair crew-cut. 
 The trademark agents� firm where I worked was reorganized 
recently, and for financial reasons they let me go. That was August 
10th.  I wasn�t very broken up about it, partly because I knew some 
fundamental changes had to be made, and partly because I was 
getting ready to move on.   
 I had gained a certain perception over the previous few years, 
and was reminded of it while clearing the backlog of word 
processing and file maintenance: mainly, I�ve got to pick some 
direction, pursue retraining and skills upgrading, and pretty soon. 
The market in Vancouver for general office temp. personnel, with 
mostly word processing skills, is apparently reduced from previous 
years. 
 
 My mind has actually been more occupied with more fannish, 
and more personal matters. I continue editing the monthly 
newsletter/fanzine of the B.C. SF Association.  Although I 
maintained the ads, editorial and letter columns, con calendar and 
reviews, BCSFAzine now doesn�t much resemble the same 
clubzine of even five years ago.  As well as local and national and 
distant fan news, I have featured some SF market news, and even 
started to feature some fiction. 

 Of course only the same few correspondents and members 
show up in the pages.  I seem to rely mostly on print to interact 
with members, and that seems to be the least favoured mode of 
interaction. 
 
 Again, outside of work and a few regular fan gatherings, I 
seem to rely on email more than face-to-face meetings to interact 
with friends.  This appears to be a bad habit.  
 
GARTHSPENCER.COM! 
 
 Just before going � on liberty� I followed Colin Newell�s 
suggestion and claimed my own domain name. Now I just have to 
master a Web editing program, Mambo, and update it. 
 Well, for that matter, I have to start updating all my websites 
regularly. People have complained. I am recovering my Classic 
Articles from past BCSFAzines for reformatting and posting. 
 
VCon 29 
 One of the features of Vancouver, B.C. is the annual VCon. 
VCon has been running for about 30 years, with various different 
concoms, and is forever getting back on track with a new gang. 
This year it was held on October 8-10, 2004 at the Hilton 
Metrotown, in the suburb of Burnaby. Fran Skene, a Well-Known 
Fan from decades past, ran programming and asked me to do a 
couple of fanzine panels.  
 VCon has been carrying on since 1971, with a few breaks, and 
with ups and downs in membership. This VCon appears to have 
drawn over 360 members. A good time appears to have been had 
by all, and the hotel is reported to want the con back, although the 
committee appears to have needed twice the volunteers it had, and 
they may have lost rather than made money.  
 I�ve been attending these events since 1984. In 1987 I moved 
to Vancouver and started participating, in some limited roles. This 
year, rather than a fanzine lounge, we featured a couple of fanzine 
panels, and I served as one of the panellists; our listed topics were 
the history of fanzines (� Fanzines 101� ) and the contrasting worlds 
of contemporary fanzines, mediafictionzines, post-80s � zines� a nd 
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e-zines. The rest of the con was a fairly quiet affair for me, as I 
was mostly manning a club table.  
 (Having received a number of trade zines for BCSFAzine and 
for RSNG, most of which trades review a number of fanzines I 
don�t get (especially Opuntia and Challenger), I got it into my 
head to turn my panel handouts into a comprehensive article and 
list of current fanzines. I�ve been running a draft of this list past the 
members of Timebinders and getting more data.) 
 In the past few years there have been rather fewer room parties 
at VCon than in previous years; only CascadiaCon (NASFiC, 
Seattle) and Westercon 58 (Calgary) parties, to my knowledge. 
Filkers and concom may have had more on the go. 
 One of my other agendas was to flog as many fanzines and 
books as I could, not only for BCSFA but also on my own behalf. 
When my funds are so reduced that I have to sell books and zines 
in order to buy groceries, I obviously don�t have the budget to 
entertain someone anyway. 
 
 I finally got back in touch with the Kingdom � no w, the 
Republic � o f Talossa, the invented country that claims 
Milwaukee, an island off France, and until recently a chunk of 
Antarctica, and which mostly exists online. Apparently the 
founder�s tendency to � well, to start fanfeuds � got to be a bit 
much, for quite a number of people. (In January 2005 I finally 
became a Talossan citizen.) 
 
 On October 24th I had some fun: I went downtown and joined 
the Work Less Party (honest, that’s what this gang call themselves) 
in a sort of street-theatre performance they called "The Rat Race". 
This consisted of a bunch of people in business suits, plus costume 
ears and noses and whiskers and tails, running an obstacle course 
where the obstacles had a corporate-office theme. One was a 
Supervisor bawling out everyone, another was a PowerPoint 
presentation on the theme "Power corrupts. PowerPoint corrupts 
absolutely", and so it went. This was probably the best-publicized 
Work Less Party event out of the three or four held so far this year. 
I gave them my Royal Swiss Navy card and they put me on their 
email list.  

 With any luck I can find other fellow travelers for the RSN, 
pranksters like the Discordians or the local Cacophony Society of 
Vancouver. 
 

 
November 2004 
 
 Nobody stated right out in my 
hearing what Remembrance Day 
was about � that�s Veterans� Day, to 
Americans � un til my late teens. 
Odd, really, since on the one hand, 
my family�s culture was profoundly 
affected by my maternal 

grandfather�s Second World War traumas. Now, I find myself 
conflicted every November 11th, because on the other hand, my 
father was a conscientious objector in that war � in London, 
during the Blitz. This makes more sense in view of the fact that his 
father died from inhaling mustard gas in the Great War, which was 
arguably one of the most pointless military exercises in European 
history; and furthermore, the grandfather I never knew took so 
many years to die, his family received no benefits for his disability. 
 I didn�t wear the symbolic plastic poppy other people sported, 
and I spent November 11th cleaning house a bit, and not watching 
the televised Remembrance Day ceremonies. 
 
 As Dr. Gwynne Dyer once wrote, � We�re stuck in a time warp, 
waiting for the next big war to happen.� Maybe the current 
performance in the Middle East will be that war. Maybe I should 
read Dyer�s next book, Future Tense, to get a sense of the future 
outcomes we should expect. 
 
December 2004 
 
 The Work Less Party held another event on December 3rd, a 
benefit party for the Indymedia network in Vancouver. The B.C. 
SF Association held a Christmas dinner and modest gift exchange 
on December 11th.  
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January 2005 
 
 It�s been a very wet winter in Vancouver. First we had a 
sudden snowfall after Christmas, just six inches or so but of course 
it brought the city to a halt; then we had torrential rainfall, which 
we usually call � self-shoveling snow� but, in this volume, led to 
flood conditions in the B.C. Interior and the southwestern Lower 
Mainland. In fact mudslides demolished some houses in North 
Vancouver, which is a relatively upscale municipality, and yet the 
city somehow neglected to warn residents that the last deluge, 
about 1979, led to professional warnings that mudslides were 
likely. 
 
 I should have invented a new power source: RAINPOWER 
generators � sort of miniature watermills, that you can mount on 
your eaves or windowsills. 
 
 Much of what I have done recently is to prepare material for 
Web posting. I have a number of websites, as indicated way above, 
and a whole lot of broken links to fix. For two or three years I have 
put off posting some feature articles, which first appeared in 
BCSFAzine or The Royal Swiss Navy Gazette: how to invent 
languages (hence the headings which should appear in Shavian 
phonetic this issue), or planets, or fictitious countries; what kind of 
crank theories and conspiracy theories to watch out for; just the 
usual sort of thing. 
 Then the Aurora thing happened. 
 The Aurora Awards, as I explained before, are the national fan-
voted SF and fantasy awards in Canada. Since they are hosted in 
July at this year�s Westercon in Calgary, I realized one day that 
there are only six months for people even to hear of the awards, let 
alone to hear of the works eligible for nomination. So I started 
volunteering some effort to collect and collate titles of works 
published in 2004. The editor-in-chief of the French-language SF 
revue, Solaris, pitched in too by sending me last year�s issues. I�ll 
be sending a big list to the Aurora webmaster. 

 
 Rationally I should be documenting my jobhunting efforts 
since August, and the local schools and courses which are my 
skills-upgrading options, but for some reason I�ve been avoiding 
that. 
 
 Maybe it�s time to start an independent online news organ! 
 
 
Features of Interest (Freestyle comedy) 
 
 RSN Member Ray Seredin recommended that, instead of 
writing off all sports (and designating the Olympics as an Evil 
Sinister Mind Control Plot like I said), we should designate an 
Official Sport of the Royal Swiss Navy: 43-MAN SQUAMISH. This, 
if you recall, was a gag that ran in Mad Magazine a good many 
years ago. 
 At the risk of committing a copyright violation, I downloaded 
the rules and reprint them here (without illustrations). 
 

Mad Magazine introduces 43-MAN SQUAMISH 
Writer: Tom Koch 

 
 � For years, the nation�s educators have been howling about the 
evils inherent in such big time college sports as football and 
basketball � But no one really lifted a finger to correct the 
situation until MAD�s Athletic Council went to work � and he�s 
come up with a brand new sport that promises to provide good, 
clean amateur fun for all. Here, then, are the rules for this great 
new national pastime of the future. Digest them carefully and be 
the last person in your neighbourhood to play �  
 � A Squamish team consists of 43 players: the left & right 
Inside Grouches, the left & right Outside Grouches, four Deep 
Brooders, four Shallow Brooders, five Wicket Men, three 
Offensive Niblings, four Quarter-Frummerts, two Half-Frummerts, 
one Full-Frummert, two Overblats, two Underblats, nine Back-Up 
Finks, two Leapers and a Dummy. 
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 � Each player is equipped with a long hooked stick known as a 
Frullip. The Frullip is used to halt opposing players attempting to 
cross your goal line with the Pritz (ball). The Official Pritz is 3 … 
inches in diameter and is made of untreated ibex hide stuffed with  
Blue Jay feathers. 
 � Play begins with the Probate Judge flipping a new Spanish 
peseta. If the Visiting Captain calls the toss correctly, the game is 
immediately cancelled. If he fails to call it correctly, then the 
Home Team Captain is given his choice of either carrying the Pritz 
� o r defending against it. 
 � The game of Squamish is played on a 5-sided field known as a 
Flutney. The two teams line up at opposite sides of the Flutney and 
play seven Ogres of fifteen minutes each � un less it rains, in which 
case they play eight Ogres.  
 � The defending right Outside Grouch signifies that he is ready 
to hurl the Pritz by shouting, �Mi Tio es infermo, pero la carretera 
es verde!� � a wise old Chilean proverb that means, �My Uncle is 
sick, but the highway is green!� 
 � The offensive team, upon receiving the Pritz, has five Snivels 
in which to advance to the enemy goal. If they do it on the ground, 
it�s a Woomik and counts 17 points. If they hit it across with their 
Frullips, it�s a Durmish which only counts 11 points. Only the 
offensive Niblings and Overblats are allowed to score in the first 6 
Ogres. 
 � Special rules, applicable only during the seventh Ogre, turn 
the game into something very akin to Buck Euchre. During this 
final Ogre (and the eighth, if it rains), the four Quarter-Frummerts 
are permitted to either kick or throw the Pritz, and the nine Finks 
are allowed to heckle the opposition by doing imitations of Barry 
Goldwater. 
 � A typical seventh Ogre play is shown below. Team �A� � 
trailing 516-209, is in possession of the Pritz with fourth Snivel 
and half the Flutney to go. Suddenly, the left Underblat, going for 
the big one, sends two Shallow Brooders and the Full-Frummert 
downfield. Obviously, he is going to try for a Woomik when the 
opposition expects a Durmish. A daring play of this type invariably 
brings the crowd rising to its feet and heading for the exits. 

 � A variety of penalties keep play from getting out of hand. 
Walling the Pritz, Frullip-gouging, icing on fifth Snivel, running 
with the mob and raunching are all minor infractions subject to a 
ten-yard penalty. Major infractions (sending the Dummy home 
early, interfering with Wicket Men, rushing the season, bowing to 
the inevitable and inability to face facts) are punishable by loss of 
half the Flutney, except when the Yellow Caution Flag is out. 
 � Squamish rules provide for 4 officials: a Probate Judge, a 
Field Representative, a Head Cockswain and a Baggage Smasher. 
None has any authority after play has begun. In the event of a 
disagreement between the officials, a final decision is left up to the 
spectator who left his car in the parking lot with the lights on and 
the motor running. 
 � In the event of a tie score, the teams play a sudden-death 
overtime. The exception to this rule occurs when opposing Left 
Overblats are both out of the game on personal fouls. When such is 
the case, the two teams line up on opposite sides of the Flutney and 
settle the tie by shouting dirty limericks at each other until one 
team breaks up laughing. 
 Amateur Squamish players are strictly forbidden to accept 
subsidies, endorse products, make collect phone calls or eat garlic. 
Otherwise, they lose their amateur standing. A player may turn 
Pro, however, merely by throwing a game. 
 � Schools with small enrolments which preclude participation in 
43-Man Squamish may play a simplified version of the game: 2-
Man Squamish. The rules are identical, except that in 2-Man 
Squamish, the object of the game is to lose. 
 � The original charter calls for an annual meeting of the 
National Squamish Rules Committee. At its inaugural meeting, the 
committee approved a re-wording of Article XVI, Paragraph 77, 
Section J of the rules. This section, which formerly read: �The 
offensive left Underblat, in all even-numbered Ogres, must touch 
down his Frullip at the edge of the Flutney and signal to the Head 
Cockswain that he is ready for play to continue�, has now been 
simplified to read: �The offensive left Underblat, in all even-
numbered Ogres, must touch down his Frullip at the edge of the 
Flutney and signal to either the Head Cockswain, or to any other 
official to whom the Head Cockswain may have delegated this 
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authority in writing and in the presence of two witnesses, both of 
whom shall have been approved and found to be of high moral 
character by the Office of the Commissioner, that he is ready to 
continue.�  
 
 That�s all I�ve got. 43-man Squamish rules seem as obscure to 
me as parliamentary procedure, which may be why I think of 
politics, sports, business and entertainment as equivalent 
competitive team sports.  
 
Anarcho-Surrealist Party 
 If I thought it would be understood, I would print up and 
distribute flyers articulating the � Anarcho-Surrealist Party� 
platform. If Vancouver can produce the Dance Party Party and the 
Work Less Party, why not the Anarcho-Surrealist Party? But I 
don�t suppose everybody would get the idea. 
 The previous version of this platform, which I made up in order 
to put off Conservative Party recruiters, was a sort of deadpan put-
on based on political and religious ideology. The gist of it was that 
any official form of organization can function, or fail to function, 
what makes a society work is apparently something called 
� solidarity� , and that seems to be sign of the presence of the Holy 
Ghost. So we might as well do without a redundant social 
organization, and depend on solidarity to hold us together. 
 Obviously this needs some work. I am open to suggestions. 
 
Licensing People to Be Adults 
 From time to time I wonder if we would be better off if 
Canadian schools had citizenship courses. Well, they didn�t have, 
when I was in school. A course that actually taught people how to 
be citizens � informed voters, and prepared taxpayers � would 
include the required research skills for voters, some basic 
economics, critical reading and clear thinking skills � you get the 
idea. 
 Only why stop there? I�m more than half-serious when I 
suggest formally teaching interpersonal skills:  how to act like an 
adult; what kind of tasks a marriage requires � and how to fight 
fair; how to raise and child, and give enough time to your family. 

 Half the reason I suggest this is that some people obviously 
need this instruction, as early as grade school. The other half is that 
some people obviously shouldn�t have kids, they shouldn�t even 
marry � at least, not until they�ve taken courses and gotten a 
license! 
 
Vanspeak 
 I ride Vancouver buses a lot, and one of the things I see 
frequently is drivers telling riders on a crowded bus to move to the 
back � with no noticeable response. It seems obvious that a lot of 
riders don�t entirely understand English. 
 In a way this isn�t surprising; one Statistics Canada report that I 
saw claimed that English is still the largest language group in 
Vancouver, but it is rivalled by Cantonese, followed by Punjabi. 
(French barely places in the top 11 languages, and is spoken by 
about as many people as there are Japanese-speakers.) 
 In circumstances like these, people will naturally work up a 
� pidgin� , a sort of lingua franca borrowing commonly-understood 
words from each language, and using a really simplified grammar. 
(In fact something like this happened before in the Pacific 
Northwest, producing � Chinook Jargon� , in the days when 
European traders were first starting to appear.) One of my long-
term projects now is to work up such a pidgin � Vanspeak� 
deliberately. 
 Of course all of this ignores the fact that people in different 
language groups tend not to speak to each other, and a good half of 
the people on the bus don�t care what the driver is telling them. 
 
The Book of the Frong 
(this is a second draft) 
 
 As a gesture toward intercultural solidarity, and in an attempt 
to annoy racist groups, I propose that some of us start an artificial 
ethnic group, one that members choose to belong to, where values 
and customs are chosen by design. 
 One reason for this proposal is to lampoon the foibles of every 
ethnic group we know. We inherit traditions, or reject them, 
without any apparent judgment in the matter, no matter what works 
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for us, what really serves our lives. We are supposed to belong 
with people whom we also don�t choose, when geographic origin 
or language or religion or skin colour or even family descent may 
give us nothing in common with them, and they may even be toxic 
for us. (Would you want to be related to members of the Ku Klux 
Klan?) 
 Another reason is to send up the rather stereotyped, 
unimaginative way that ethnic groups and national identity and 
�c ulture� a re generally conceived. Drumming, salmon fishing, 
traditional art and whaling are as unsuccessful a means for 
preserving cultures as are consumerism and conformism, or 
legislating bilingualism, or instituting a ministry of 
multiculturalism.  
 Ethnic groups, or societies, or cultures are characterized not 
simply by specific things they do, but by their own way of doing 
things. 
 For the Frong, I propose the following values and practices: 
 

• Ask ourselves questions, before decreeing conclusions; 
• Ask what works for people, before assigning responsibility 

or blame; 
• Ask ourselves what practices help us to live, to live with 

each other, and to live well; 
• Value co-operation over competition; 
• Reassess people regularly for their temperaments, e.g. 

whether they�re liable to be threats or allies; 
• Reassess situations regularly for both risks and 

opportunities; 
• Review customs and practices regularly for their practical 

benefit; 
• Look in a new ethnic group each generation for people to 

mate with. 
 
 More ideas can be added as they seem appropriate.  
 The last point is another joke. Regardless of what some people 
want to believe, humans are always finding mates outside of their 

region, their religion, their speech community or their colour 
range. We might as well make an institution of it in the Frong! 
 In the B.C. Science Fiction Association I started a running gag 
about fictitious members called the Witherspoon-Li�s, a clan that 
put the last listed custom into effect; they became the only 
Vancouver family with members in almost every ethnic group in 
the city. This, of course, has not happened.  
 You may be wondering where the name � Frong� ca me from. I 
made it up. 
 The question is, can an ethnic group be invented by registering 
a non-profit society? This remains to be established. 
 
The Royal Swiss Navy Home Guard 
 
 The Home Guard is principally tasked to defend our home and 
native lands against domestic threats to peace, order and good 
government, in whichever country our members live in. Such 
threats include but are not limited to foreign entanglements, 
neoconservative political campaigns, globalist labour outsourcing, 
leveraged takeovers, car exhaust, industrial effluent, real estate 
development, three-alarm fires, and terrorists. In that order. 
 The first line of defence, obviously, is constant in-depth 
research and publication on the foregoing threats. Equally 
obviously the principal qualification for recruitment into the Home 
Guard is your willingness and ability to research these threats, and 
to publish your research.  
 As you can see, the subject matter and methods of the Home 
Guard are not entirely distinct from those of the Intelligence 
Branch, and in several respects they will have to work together. 
 
The Royal Swiss Navy Intelligence Branch 
 
 The Intelligence Branch is principally tasked to defend our 
home and native lands against foreign threats to peace, order and 
good government, in whichever country our members live in. Such 
threats include but are not limited to asteroid strikes, climate 
changes, earthquakes, floods, tsunamis, tornadoes, hurricanes, 
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foreign entanglements, neoconservative political campaigns, 
globalist labour outsourcing, and terrorists. In that order. 
 The first line of defence, obviously, is constant in-depth 
research and publication on the foregoing threats. Equally 
obviously the principal qualification for recruitment into the 
Intelligence Branch is your willingness and ability to research 
these threats, and to publish your research.  
 As you can see, the subject matter and methods of the Home 
Guard are not entirely distinct from those of the Intelligence 
Branch, and in several respects they will have to work together. 
 
Applied Mad Science 
 
 One of the various things I wish local fans did is to hold Mad 
Science weekends, and try to invent crazy gadgets. 
 I�m typing this while looking at � Mythbusters� , a show on a 
science/education channel in which some cheerful 
construction/mechanics teams put urban legends to the test. I 
would like to see fans do something similar, if only we had access 
to enough junk, and enough time, and enough energy. 
 Vancouver fandom used to have a local institution, a gentleman 
known only to subscribers and congoers as � Mr. Science� , who 
write demented answers to science questions in BCSFAzine and 
conducted mad-science experiments at VCon. His health hasn�t 
been up to the challenge in recent years. People miss his ice cream 
made with dry ice. (Or was it liquid nitrogen? I keep mixing them 
up.)  But he was just the one guy. 
 Somewhere in the American Midwest, or so a correspondent in 
e-APA tells me, is a club known as General Technics, which 
brings to conventions such Neat Things as Van de Graaf generators 
and Wimshurst machines. Sometimes I wish we Vancouverites 
were on that wavelength. 
 There are two things I would particularly like to attempt. One 
is an airborne bicycle, or aerostat, basically a balloon-suspended 
bicycle with a propeller and rudders sufficient to follow the rules 
of the road, even at 20 stories above the road. The only problem 
with this concept is that the balloon would probably be too big to 
fit in a traffic lane, it could run into trouble with power lines and 

telephone poles, and even provide enough surface to get into 
serious trouble, in a high wind. The benefit of increased buoyancy 
lent by inflation with hydrogen, instead of helium, would almost 
certainly be outweighed by the hazard of inflammability. The time 
and dollar cost for constructing one such unit is unknown. 
 The other thing I want to try is a balloon-suspended, 
paddlewheel-driven, jet-assisted hot tub, to enter in the Nanaimo 
Bathtub Race. Probably this would be disbarred by the current 
rules, which pretty much dictate putting a fibreglass single-
capacity bathtub and an outboard motor on a platform that looks 
like a snowboard on steroids. (There was a time when the Bathtub 
Race went across the strait between Vancouver Island and the 
mainland, instead of just across Nanaimo harbour.) Again, there 
are several practical drawbacks presented by the necessary balloon 
size, and the time and dollar cost of construction are unknown. 
 Once I was going to write stories about overgrown kids 
building robot helicopters with miniature cameras and 
microphones; now they�re military or commercial toys. C�est la 
vie. 
 
My Theory Which Is Mine and Belongs to Me 
 
 Friends and other members of BCSFA have pretty thoroughly 
convinced me that I have Asperger�s Syndrome. Asperger�s means 
mostly a communication and perception disability. My family and 
friends will attest I have had problems getting what people mean, 
or conveying what I mean; other acquaintances, such as Palle 
Hoffstein, will attest I have problems perceiving what people feel, 
or what is appropriate to do and say in a given setting. For a while 
I even entertained the belief that there were two species on the 
planet: on the one hand there were all you real humans, who don�t 
make social mistakes, and then on the other hand there was me. 
 I still maintain that it doesn�t take much, to give someone a 
clue and a bit of cultural direction.  Palle Hoffstein was at least 
direct with me at VCon, about why I am not on some people�s 
invitation lists. But the little effort it takes to communicate with 
social retards still seems to be too much, for most of you humans. 
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Come on, explaining your ground rules for behaviour isn�t rocket 
science, is it? 
 Or maybe it is rocket science, maybe it really is that hard for 
people to see the cultural assumptions they take for granted. 
 
 So on even-numbered months, I think my family, and 
Jacqueline Passey, and other friends are right. I�ve got Asperger�s 
syndrome. I�ve got to dig into the relevant remedial, compensatory 
skills programs. Failing that, there�s only one thing to do: continue 
to collect notes toward a remedial-life-skills manual. (It is 
curiously difficult to find materials suitable for adult high-
functioning autistics.) 
 What the hell. I plan to formulate a mock crank theory to 
explain how to spot freaks, or tell what culture/neurosis someone is 
suffering from, or whatever it is that I don�t understand about 
people. In fact I�m drafting an article � slowly � for Henry 
Welch�s fanzine The Knarley Knews. Slowly, because I keep 
losing my sense of humour somewhere.  I must remember how 
ridiculous my subjects of study can be. 
 I call this a crank theory, because it’s sort of like a colour-blind 
person trying to design experiments to discover colour. (My 
abortive linguistics program was an early attempt to conquer 
whatever The Problem is; but at that time I decided it wasn’t really 
a problem with me, as well as deciding a linguistic approach 
wouldn’t conquer it.) 
 There are just a few missing critical pieces � Got any 
suggestions? 
 
 

 

 
They Appeared in My Mailbox 
 
Eric Lindsay, June 30th, 2004  
 
 At the moment, a short advice of a web posting is really 
convenient.  We are driving around Australia (now in Derby), and 
are mostly in towns so small that we have no chance of an Internet 
connection.  The cabins or hotel rooms don’t run to a phone line.  
Our last motel with a (working) phone line was 2180 kilometres 
and 12 days ago in Katherine.  Oops, no it wasn’t, we had a 
connection 1300 km and 7 days ago in Kununurra.  If we are in a 
larger town, and it has a Telecentre, we can sometimes score a 
laptop connection to their network (that was available at 
Kununurra).  At Halls Creek they were moving the Telecentre, so 
their phone lines were bare wires (they wouldn’t let us connect to 
their network - policy varies from place to place).  
 If I ever get a fast connection, I’ll post a travel document (to 
date) at  http://www.ericlindsay.com/sf/geg103.htm  
but it may be a while before I get a decent connection.  The phones 
in this hotel (the most luxurious resort in Derby) only allow slow 
modem speeds, and the hotel only has a few phone lines, so they 
don’t like them tied up by data traffic for very long. 
 
John Purcell (jpurcell54@earthlink.net), July 9, 2004 
 
 Gee, it sounds like you’ve hit a midlife crisis, or at least you’ve 
collided head-on with a whole bunch of things that we all smack 
into at various points in life. The unfortunate thing about arriving 
at middle age - I’ve been 47 years old once before - is that we’re 
not given any road signs that signal dangerous curves, rough roads, 
bumps, dips, or, my favorite, slippery when wet. All I can suggest 
is that you maintain your cool, use your fanzine and loccing to give 
you a place to vent creatively, and keep repeating to yourself this 
mantra:  




