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The Reluctant Famulus
Introduction: Placid Times & Twain

Now that my computer problem has been
solved satisfactorily and, so far, things are running
smoothly | feel relatively cam and almost serene
and, best of all, panic free. At least until some
other unpleasant event occurs;, something | hope
won't happen for along time—if ever.

Here we are in a new year which, to me
personaly, doesn't seem any different from the
previous one and so far mostly no Dbetter.
Although, judging from the news, the crazy factor
among humans has continued on its path toward
increased human insanity.

Take, for example, certain so-called terrorist
groups such as Al Qaeda Boko Haram and ISIS.
The terrorist attacks in Canada and, more recently,
France and of course the one during the Boston
Marathon.

Then too, here in the U.S., we have people
like Cliven Bundy and nutcases such as Ted
Nugent, organizations such asthe NRA, Westboro
Church, advocates of open-carry firearms, white
supremacy groups, neo-Nazis, and so on.

Then there are a few whackos in the
Republican Party who scare the hell out of me
with some of the things they say and the ideas
hatched in their seemingly deranged minds. Even
more disturbing is the fact that some of them are
thinking of running for the presidency in 2016.
Not that I'm picking on Republicans only. I'm
sure there are some Democrats who come close.

Oh well. Since | have no control over the
preceding, the less said the better. 1 can't help
wondering, though, if these have become Robert
A. Henlein's “crazy years’ in his future history
timeline.

It stime to change subjects.

My reading choices the past few months seem
to have focused on older works, particularly in
regard to science fiction. Four of the novels, by
authors with whom | was familiar, were ones | had
never heard of before which was surprising to me.
They were by A. E. Van Vogt, Arthur C. Clarke,
Poul Anderson, and Jack Williamson.

The Clarke novel, which was recently
mentioned somewhere in TRF, was A Fall of

Moondust. | had read a lot by Clarke but didn’'t
recall ever seeing or hearing about A Fall of
Moondust but then my memory can be somewhat
faulty sometimes. | won't go into any detail about
the book and only say | enjoyed it very much; but
then Clarke was one of my favorite authors, so
that was no surprise.

The Van Vogt book was Transgalactic, a
collection of loosely related stories afew of which
were written before | was born and three the year
of my birth. Not much to say about them other
than | enjoyed reading them and being reminded
of the sort of SF written during the “golden age of
SF”.

One of the last two novels was Poul
Anderson’s Tau Zero about a runaway starship
that exceeds the speed of light by a fantastically
large margin and which ends with the starship’s
crew unable to return to Earth. Last was Jack
Williamson's Manseed about a distant future that
involves populating distant planets with what is
essentially people made part human and part
robot.

Thanks to Project Gutenberg, | have
downloaded and read two time travel stories by
Andre Norton (Alice Mary Norton): The Time
Traders and The Defiant Agents. | Finally read
Murray  Leinster’'s Runaway  SKkyscraper,
something | had long intended to read.

There are ill several SF downloads via
Project Gutenberg | have yet to read and which
are stored as PDFs on the tablet | wrote about in
the last issue. | have also backed them up on my
USB portable hard drive with a 1 terabyte
capacity and of which | still have 864 GB of free
memory. With the price of those things going
down, | might invest in a2 TB or maybe a3 TB
portable drive. That’salot of storage space.).

I’ve been having an enjoyable time searching
through Project Gutenberg for public domain SF
and mystery/detective stories and novels and
should have a nice backlog that will keep me in
reading material for a long time. And that’s in
addition to more current books for which |
necessarily have to pay. It's comforting to know



that |1 have plenty of reading material, including
several magazine subscriptions, to last me a long
time and—I very much hope—keep me from
being bored. So much for that.

| know | made a sort of promise there would
be nothing about my seemingly favorite obsession
but thanks to Google for its obsessive intent to
digitize every single document it can get it
[metaphorical] hands on, including newspapers, |
stumbled upon the following item which | just had
to include. Thank your lucky stars—or what-
ever—it’smercifully brief.

From THE DAY (New London Connecticut)
Monday Afternoon, December 28, 1908

MARK TWAIN THE
VICTIM OF A JOKE

Robert J. Collier Sent Elephant and Hay
But Animal Wasa Big Toy.
REDDING, Dec. 28.

—Samuel L. Clemens (Mark Twain) received
on Christmas day, among other presents.
an elephant. The gift was from his
friend. Robert J. Collier of New Y ork,
and came as a compl ete surprise to

the humorist. A short time before
Christmas, however, aletter had been
received at the Clemens home from
Mr. Collier, acquainting certain mem-
bers of the household with his Inten-
tion of sending such a gift to the au-
thor. On the day before Christmas a
large quantity of hay was shipped

from South Norwalk to Redding for
feeding the elephant and on that day
there called at the Clemens home a
man who presented a letter of Intro-
duction stating that he was Samuel
May, assistant chief trainer of a circus
with winter quarters at Bridgeport,

and that he had come to see that

proper arrangements were made for
the reception of the animal and to
giveinstructionsin regard to feeding it.
The questions of how to care for

the animal properly and what to do
with it were important onesin the
minds of those who knew of its com-
ing, and it was finally decided that

the garage, the most suitable place on

the premises, should be prepared for
its occupation, The elephant arrived
Christmas morning It was atoy ele-
phant about as large as a good sized
calf, and moved about on wheels. The
humorist and his household are till
laughing over the practical joke.

It's not exactly THE STOLEN WHITE
ELEPHANT and not as sensational but what the
heck, it was newsworthy at the time.

The latest installment of Eugene Stewart’ s Rat
Stew, which follows my introduction, got me to
thinking and wondering about some things 1I'd
never thought of before and asking myself
guestions which had never occurred to me during
the more than half a century that I've been a
reader. With your indulgence, 1’d like to ask those
guestions of those who read this fanzine. No one,
or course, needs to feel obligated to answer
them?and some of you most likely won't and that
| understand. After I’ve asked my questions, |
hope some of you at least will take the time to
read Rat Stew at least out of curiosity.

Now, my questions. What do we, as readers,
expect from the fiction we read, SF and other
genres? Why do we read fiction? Does fiction
have any purpose other than that of entertaining
readers or providing escape from everyday life?
Why, out of the millions of people on this planet,
does a relatively small number of them write
fiction—of any kind—One rather obvious answer
to that last question is, to make money. (Though
with the way the publishing industry is these days
and the large number of novels and writers there
is, only a fraction of the writers will make even a
comfortable income from their writing.)

There are two other possible reasons. They
feel they have something important to say and
they want to share it with as many readers as they
can. Or they simply want to entertain potential
readers with their stories. Yet, even considering
those as valid reasons, the factor of money lurks
in the background. Which is understandable, all
things considered. Even the most dedicated writer
needs money to pay bills, provide shelter and
food, and so on. But I'm getting off track and
wandering away from the subject..

A quick side note here. There is a small
number of anomalous people who write fiction
seemingly with no thought of making money from
their work, essentially giving it away.



I’'m asking myself the same questions | posed
above and finding it isn't easy to come up with
answers with any substance to them. Eventually?
very much hope?’ll think of some sort of sensible
and and possibly rational reasons. On the other hand,
| also have the question of why | keep writing stuff.
Maybe it’ s because I’ m too crazy to stop.

On the third hand [7], there is at least one reason
for why | read fiction, an almost superficial one: that
| want to be entertained. There is also what | expect
from the fiction | read and those are the purely
personal ones. that the story be interesting and
satisfying. As far as what the other expectations or
reasons may be, I’ll leave that for awhile so | can go
onto other subjects and the rest of thisissue.

It has been observed by Ray Nelson (See his loc
in the letters column) that The Reluctant Famulus is
more backward looking than fanzines of the past
rather than a forward-looking one with its articles on
subjects such as the American Civil War battles and
so on. | can't dispute that since I've written about
Mark Twain and and certain other articles dealing
with the past. I'd prefer TRF be forward-looking but
when it comes to the sorts of subjects with which SF
fans are interested that doesn’t seem very likely to
happen.

If what | hear and read in the news these daysis
truthful and accurate and not hyperbole 'the former
seems less likely and the latter more prevalent ‘we're
not likely to see much if anything relating to the
future. America’ s space program seems amost a a
standstill. The International Space Station seems to
be muddling aong but we don’t seem to hear much
about what’s going on up there. That is, except for
when some sort of accident, magor or minor,
occurs'hot that such news isn't important; it
certainly is and should be reported. And occasionally
there are stories about what the Mars rover is up to
and the landing of a probe on an asteroid. It's just
that we don't hear anything about NASA’s future
plans, if any. What about returning to the Moon and
possibly establishing a scientific base or two there,
one on the bright side and one on the dark side since
we till don’t know much about that? What about a
manned mission to Mars, other than SpaceX,
founded by Elon Musk' and Mars One co-founded by
Bas Lansdorp, and Arno Wielders involving
volunteers" $nd any plans NASA might have had
regarding setting up a scientific base there? Have the
Moon and Mars missions falen into limbo? What
about the widespread applications of solar and wind
energy production and somehow controlling global
warming and air pollution? Or space habitats circling

the Earth and space elevators? Unfortunately,
considering the unfavorable attitudes of the now
Republican dominated congress toward science and
anything in general which might produce a brighter
future for all, none of those things seem likely to
become real. At least a portion of those politicians
seems to be intent on returning Americato an earlier,
simpler, amost imaginary, state that by now we
should have outgrown and left behind . This
country 'and the world a large'should be
progressing, not regressing or remaining static. But |
suspect that’s expecting too much of us human
beings.

Well, now having written the preceding two
paragraphs, it may be difficult for me to justify
publishing historical articles about some of those
earlier times.

| TRIED
TO Be

GO0

BUT | GOT~
RORED.




Rat Stew

“Out & About with The Thief”

acolumn by Gene Stewart

Lately | have read, enjoyed, and reviewed a
couple of Japanese novels published as mysteries or
crime fiction but actually more on the literary end
of the spectrum. One was Out by Natsuo Kirino, the
other was The Thief by Fuminori Nakamura. Both
are bleak. Realism and naturalism inform Out,
while a kind of surreal, gritty noir aesthetic slices
through The Thief. What's striking is the emptiness
of the lives depicted.

Out focuses on a handful of women who work
at a box lunch factory. They choose night shift for
the dlight bump in pay and are work acquaintances
rather than friends. Each is saddled by a macho,
useless male. Some have kids, too, while one takes
care of adependent elderly mother. It isthe low end
of red life.

When one of the women kills her husband and
asks for help, one of the work acquaintances leaps
at the chance for reasons she cannot quite fathom
herself. She rallies the others and they chop up the
body, distribute it around town, and try to forget it.
It'sparallel to the cutting, slicing, and dividing they
do at work all night so it seems at first not to be all
that big a deal. Implications and ramifications rise
like aslow tide.

What is striking is not so much the plot but the
depictions of the women and their milieu. They lead
plodding, desperate lives in a society with no more
room for them. Women are disrespected, kept
down, and abused. They are worked like chattel.
They are paid next to nothing compared to men.
That's just how it is in this world, depicted with
photographic clarity and angry intensity.

Some have made the Feminism noises about
Out but that's an attempt to lessen the book’s
impact by categorizing it. It fits no category. It's as
much crime novel as existential examination of
squalor and desperation. It is very much a novel
about coping. It's what we mean when we say
stoicism, even though, in our pampered state, we
haven't a genuine clue what it could mean to
ourselves.

In The Thief the common, ground-level world is
depicted more succinctly, with selected details
instead of in minutiae. Shadow, suggestion, and
chiaroscuro are used here. The Thief himself nar-
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rates. He is remarkably skilled, a pickpocket so deft
he often finds stolen items in his pocket he has no
memory of having filched. This marks him as an
unreliable narrator, as does his eerie mentioning of
The Tower that lingers always on the horizon of his
vision, seeming to “watch” him.

His skills mean he can have huge sums of
money, which he often does, yet he chooses to live
in a smal, unfurnished apartment, where he goes
only to sleep. He does what he does because it's
what he is, not for any goal or gain. His life is
meaningless and, worse, he knows it. His skills
gain him notice, unsought, from a crime boss,
however, and The Thief is forced to go along on a
burglary that, later, proves to have been political
murder.

Seems the crime boss has machinations all over
the city, country, and world. He kills here, steals
there, and blackmails and bribes when that will
help. He is like a Moriarty without a nemesis
Holmes. Worse, he is a narcissistic and sadistic
control freak who likes nothing better than to take
hold of others lives and plan them out in minute
detail. He hints and sometimes says aloud that he
may be god, or a god, for al anyone knows. The
distinction, he asserts, matters nil.

The Thief is set three nearly-impossible tasks,
al with a time limit. Do them or die. It's that
simply. Worse, the woman and child he's grown
attached to, inadvertently, may or may not be
killed, too. Responsibility dlithers into his cellar
thoughts to coil around the hollow, cold furnace
that drives him.

Well-observed, brilliantly  planned, and
trandated by a tag-team that renders aterse, stylish
prose, The Thief is abook that disturbs by being so
unflinching and uncompromising. In this way it's
akin to Out.

What these two books have me thinking about
is exigtential crigs, largely unrecognized, as a
factor in our loss of both literary pertinence and a
will to live. Capitalism reduces us to consumer
units and profit points. Our reason to exist seems to
be buying, keeping the money moving upward.
Money itself, which once had meaning as a
promissory note that could he handed in for gold or
slver, both representing areal-world vaue pit on



our labor, is now a cynical abstract existing in
digital storage farms.

Meaning is made, not found. It is not inherent
in life. Art is one of the prime ways we create
meaning. Involvement with others, with projects
that benefit future generations, are other proven
ways to cull meaning from the fluff of merely being
alive. Elevating the plight of those less fortunate is
a standard way of creating a meaningful life. Love,
compassion, and empathy; all the things rejected so
harshly by capitalism, consumerism, and,
increasingly, even the religion scams. Control,
conformity, and profit rule us now; greed is the
only good recognized by a psychopathic corporate
fascist oligarchy.

In such a world lurks the lone anti-hero, shady
himself as he tries to get along, clinging to at least
the shreds of a code of honor, trying to behave in a
way that lets him at least respect himself a little
when dark comes. This iswhere post-war cynicism,
with its shattered illusions and refusal to play along
anymore, went from hard-boiled to noir in our pulp
fiction. No bullshit writing and no hope plotting
showed things not as they were in photographs but
as they were in the ruined cities of our minds,
hearts, and lives.

A resurgence of this hard-bitten view is
inevitable given the new gilded age we are forced
to inhabit. It astounds me that Japanese writers get
it and state it more clearly than American writers.
Are we lost in genre cartoonery? Is there no venue
that will publish our more nightmarish truths, those
presented with no gloss of happy ending or cookie-
cutter tropes and topoi ?

Georges Simenon’s work was straightforward
procedura realism. Dashiell Hammett's writing
showed how to mix fact and fancy in a no-bullshit
tone. Ernest Hemingway left out the right things.
Chandler gave us tone over substance. All of them
offered an advance, both literary and in life's
existential viewpoint, over Max Brand's Shadow
novels or other garish action pulp, where distraction
from your hardscrabble life was the only goal.
These so-caled modern and postmodern writers
gave us the cough that goes with smoking, the
broken knuckles that go with punchesin the face.

The last phase of this kind of adult approach
was probably Steinbeck, who spoke for the masses
and understood their plights.

In music, the British Invasion blew away the
fluff of doo wop and over-produced Tin Pan Alley
and Brill Building extruded music-like product
Authentic noise like The Beatles and The Stones

woke us from Lawrence Welk slumbers. Gradually,
producers once again asserted control and schlock
became kind, with complex, layered over-
production hiding any honesty in music. Punk
arose, only to be subsumed by boy bands and other
fakery.

Nirvana detonated.

Since Cobain's death most music has once
again subsided into the sediment of murky
production and TV show contest winners with
“talent” instead of ability or honesty. You can no
longer sell out since you start life as a product in
the first place. Bland, interchangeable noises
compete with bland, interchangeable escapism.
Extruded product defines our arts. We're in
senescence, dozing toward death.

Now we see a new need for a haze-clearing,
clutter-clearing, head-clearing approach. Escapism
goes only so far before saling right off into the
vastness of up your ass. We need once again to
escape to something. Making meaning out of what
has been systematically reduced to the meaningless
is key if we are to keep going even another
generation. The head nodding in bored numb
exhaustion is not affirming anything. It is not
nodding yes. It sabout to fall off, in fact.

Out and The Thief remind us that Japan has
followed America's arc of technological success
and socia falure in a kind of compressed
experiment of everyone. As we see China explode
into an industria revolution all those dire warnings
from the 1960s rise like wraiths to shake fingers at
us. Didn’t we warn you? Didn’'t we tell you way
back then that, if ever China had an industrial
revolution, the pollution alone would kill us all?

It was of course not that linear a link. Our own
polluting is suicidal too. Industrialized nations
make life less likely by the instant. We seem to be
the walking extinct. Zombie Apocaypse was
yesterdays' news. All is broken, no repair possible.
There never were replacements, not even
replacement parts. We had one shot and one habitat
and we destroyed it as fast as possible in pursuit of
profit for about 500 people-shaped things.

Can there be a more dramatic backdrop for
good art, good fiction, than the literal end of the
world as we know it? Do we fedl fine?

Out and The Thief tell us we feel anything but
fine about it, but we keep going. We keep going.
We keep going as far as we can and we fall
forward.

Toward what? Answer that and you’ ve got your

5 advancement of art and artistry.



Aproposof Nothing

Adam Medenwald

Mike Nichols' death in November had
myriads of obituary writers singing his
praises. After all he was about the only
person to have won an Emmy, a Grammy,
a Tony and an Oscar. The Emmy for
HBO's Angels in America, a Grammy for
An Bvening With Mike Nichols and Haine
May, six Tonys including Barefoot in the
Park, Spamalot, and Death of a Salesman,
and an Oscar for The Graduate. He also
directed Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf?,
Slkwood and Charlie Wilson's War etc.,
etc,,

But there was one achievement that
was missing from many of those
obituaries, if not most.

In 1953 he started a radio show on
one of Chicago's public radio stations.
Sixty-two years later it's still going.

It's called Midnight Special. Three
hours of comedy tracks, folk songs and
show tunes.

NPRs Weekend Radio with Robert
Conrad has a very similar format.

The odd thing is that during his
lifetime the reference to Midnight Special,
in his Wikipedia entry, was removed. The
show's current presenter, Rich Warren,
reinstated it when Nichols died. It'll be
interesting to see if it's still there now.

On some  university  stations
nationwide there is also a cut-down two-
hour version that plays about a month
after the original broadcast, and this has
some ex-residents of Chicago waxing
lyrical and informing you it's nothing like

the full version. Or alternately, nothing like it
used to be.

Nonsense! Whether the show is full or
shortened it's still well worth listening to.
There are pertinent and hilarious songs and
tracks there you will hardly ever hear
anywhere else on the radio and some that
you won't hear anywhere else on the radio.

The fly in the ointment is that it isn't
podcast. If you want to catch it, you've got to
catch it live on-line. The station is WRMT
98.7 Chicago, it's on streaming audio, every
Saturday 9 p.m. Central Time. Hus there's a
one hour Folkstage that comes on at 8pm.

Which means if fellow folk-fan FEic
Barraclough wants to listen to the shows in
Britain, he's going to have to be up from 2am
to 6am GMT. Sorry, Hic.

] LAY RN LR




KENTUCKIANA:

THE STRANGE, BRIEF WAR OF FELIX ZOLLICOFFER
by Alfred D. Byrd

In September 1861, |
after Kentucky had been
neutra in the great
sectional war for months,
the South invaded the
Commonwealth. Likely,
if the South hadn't
invaded it, the North
would have, but, in the
game of Neutradlity,
whoever moves first
loses. One Southern
“amy” (by the war's
later standards, at most a division) got the task of
securing the Wilderness Road (the present US 25E
and US 25 from Cumberland Gap to the
Bluegrass) and of advancing, if possible, into
Kentucky’s heart.

This army was led by Brigadier General Felix
Zollicoffer, an unlikely soldier. Although he'd
briefly served in the Second Seminole War (which
Seminoles, not without justification, claim to have
won), he'd spent most of his life as a
newspaperman (first a reporter and then an editor)
and then as a Whig politician (and aren’t those
professions supposed to be mutually exclusive?).

As a Whig, Felix was a progressive. Before
Fort Sumter, he opposed secession and was open
to gradual, compensated emancipation of slaves,
but when Tennessee followed the Deep South into
the Confederacy he followed Tennessee out of the
belief that President Lincoln was not, as he'd
clamed to be, a free-soil man, but a radical
abolitionist. In the Civil War, issues may have
been smple, but an individual’s motives seldom
were.

Felix was at first a brigadier genera in
Tennessee’'s military and then, when this joined
the Confederate Army, received the same rank in
that army. Under both commands, he had to raise
a Confederate army in eastern Tennessee. He had
no easy task, as that region was strongly Unionist.
Few in the rugged Appalachian highlands held
daves, and most there resented political
domination by plantation-owners from the
lowlands.

Kentuckys first taste
of civil war

Battle of Camp Wildcat

With his handsome
appearance, political
connections, and

R PIERRBY | .-"."‘l‘??'\\., easygoing charm, the

popular Felix assembled a
force, but couldn’t arm it.
The Civil War was the era
of the rifled musket firing
the deadly Minié ball, but
eastern Tennessee hadn’t
reached that era. Felix’s
soldiers shouldered
shotguns, squirrel rifles,
and flintlock muskets and were lucky to get ammo
for any of them.

Felix’ s next duty wasto keep the hills and hol-
lows from seceding from Nashville or being
liberated by a Northern army coming through
Cumberland Gap—an army being raised in
Kentucky’'s Inner Bluegrass a Camp Dick
Robinson, south of Lexington. His theater
commander, fearful that army’s striking first,
chose to forestall it. It's aimost always easier to
defend your home on the enemy’ s ground than on
your own. Thus, when the ever headstrong Mgjor
Genera Leonidas K. Polk, “the Fighting Bishop
of the Confederacy,” led the South north, Felix
went there too.

Felix shone at first in Kentucky. Cumberland
Gap’'s steep dopes and beetling cliffs were
impregnable to assault, but child’'s play to flank,
as invaders northbound or southbound would
show throughout the war. Felix led the way for the
rest of them. Bypassing the gap, he drove Union
recruits from a camp in the south-central
Kentucky town of Barboursville and then seized
vital salt works at nearby Manchester.

(You can learn more of the Battle of
Barboursville, Kentucky's first Civil War
engagement, at its battlefield park and at the Knox
County Museum, which you can reach by taking
U. S. 25E south from Corbin, the home of
Kentucky Fried Chicken. The docent at the
museum was one of the most helpful docents
whom |’ ve met.)

Hearing that Union Brigadier General Albin



Schoepf (a naturalized
Polish-American) had set
up a larger recruiting
camp, Camp Wildcat, on
Wildcat Mountain, just
north of London, Felix
wanted to break up that
camp, too. If victorious
there, he meant to head on
towards Lexington, even
then “The Horse Capitd
of the World” From
Barboursville, he advanced north aong the
Wilderness Road. ..

Sadly for the South, Zollie's expedition to
Camp Wildcat was snake bit, as we say in the
hills. It speaks of the camp’ s defensibility that you
can get there nowadays only after driving over
two miles on what must once have been alogging
road. If you take it, pay heed to turnouts. You'll
need to back up to one of these if you meet an
oncoming car. It won't back up for you.

The battlefield park is outstanding, a clear
work of love by the conservancy that runs it. A
rustic, but graceful pavilion tells the battle’ s story,
and the park’s trails are well kept up and bear
signage that makes the battle come alive for you.
The monument to those who took part in battle is
especidly lovely inits clearing high on ahillside.

The terrain itself tells the battle's tale,
however. Through deep woods over sharp rises,
you climb, as Zollicoffer’'s Tenneseeans climbed,
to the fastness of Hoosiers' Knab.

This would be named for Indianan recruits
who held it, a castle’s turret made of sandstone.
They had an easy job: winded Confederates
charged uphill; rested Federals drove them off,
repeat as needed. Even | could manage an
operation like that.

The battle would have been a one-sided
bloodbath had the Hoos ers borne decent muskets
of their own. Poor provisioning had saddled the
Indianans with Belgian muskets that could barely
push a round out of their barrels and would then
send it anywhere within a thirty-degree cone.
Although firing went on for hours, not even the
most generous estimate of combined Northern and
Southern dead exceeds fifty.

Still, the battle (known varioudly as the Battle
of Camp Wildcat, the Battle of Wildcat Mountain,
or the Battle of Rockcastle Hills) was a Union
victory, sending Felix back to Tennessee. There,
he rested and refitted his troops for a second

invasion of Kentucky, this
one aong the line of
what's now US 27, some
fifty to sixty miles west of
the Wilderness Road. He
reached the Cumberland
River, which flows from
east to west, at a hamlet
called Mill Springs.
Genera Albert Sidney
Johnston, Bishop Polk’s
successor as commander of
the Confederate department including Tennessee
and Kentucky, wanted Felix to set up a fortified
camp on the river's more defensible southern
bank. Felix, however, ever dreaming of a
campaign into the heart of the Bluegrass, set up
his camp in a narrow bend of the northern bank
and went into winter quarters to await a decisive
engagement with Federal troops advancing from
Camp Dick Robinson under Major Genera
George H. Thomas.

“Advancing” is a relative term. Thomas, a na-
tive Virginian who had stayed loyal to the Union,
had earned for his methodical approach to warfare
histroops’ nickname “Old Slow Trot.” Camp Dick
Robinson and Mill Springs may not be far apart
on amap, but they were far apart in the experience
of Federal troops slogging their way from one
place to another.

Some (even President Abraham Lincoln in far-
off Washington, D. C.) came to doubt Thomas's
loyalty to the Union; some even whispered that his
dilatory strategy was advancing Southern
interests. In Thomas's defense, much of his
advance' s sowness was due to mud that reached
epic depths as continual cold rain in late
December of 1861 and early January of 1862
drenched dirt paths that some had the cheek to call
“roads.” On a good day, his infantry could do at
most five miles. Artillery floundered far behind
the infantry.

In his camp at Mill Springs, Felix learned that
units of Thomas's command had strayed beyond
supporting distance for one another. Felix
dreamed of heading up what’s now Kentucky 235
to defeat the Federa troops in detail and open the
way for his own glorious invasion. Felix sent both
Genera Johnston and the Confederate Department
of War in far-off Richmond, Virginia, urgent re-
guests for more men and weapons for an advance.
In his camp’s rear, the Cumberland, swollen by
cold rain on hillsidesto the east, kept rising . . .



In January, men and weapons reached Zollie
along with, to his chagrin, a new superior. In far-
off Richmond, President Jefferson Davis, to curry
favor with Kentuckians by putting a homeboy in
charge of the troops at Mill Springs, had raised
Brigadier General George B. Crittenden, a son of
one of Kentucky’s Union
senators, John Crittenden,
over Zollie's head.

Zollie became merely
the commander of the

origind brigade of
Tennesseans  that he
himself had raised.

Crittenden’s  appointment

would have been a prime

example of the promotion

of a political general over

a qualified soldier's head

if only Zollie had been a qualified soldier instead
of apolitical general himself.

It distressed Crittenden to learn that Zollie's
camp was dtill, against orders, on the
Cumberland’s northern bank. Despite the river’'s
flooding, Crittenden pondered moving the camp
to the southern bank, but, in a council of war, he
let himself come around to Zollie's plan for an
attack on Thomas's troops. The council’s latest
intelligence put those troops till far apart on
muddy roads.

Unbeknownst to Crittenden and Zollie,
Thomas had, by a miracle of skill and
determination, concentrated his troops at a hamlet
then called Logan's Crossroads (now called
Nancy), where the north-south route of what's
now KY 235 meets the east-west route of what’'s
now KY 80. In the predawn darkness of ran-
drenched January 19, 1862, Crittenden’'s
command marched north.

The battle that I’m about to describe appears
in Civil War literature by three names. (Why can
nothing in history ever be smple?) To the
Confederates, who named battles after the town
nearest to the battlefield, the battle was the Battle
of Mill Springs. To the Federas, who named
battles after the geological feature nearest to the
battlefield, the battle has been the Battle of
Fishing Creek, as a creek by this name flowed
from the battlefield’'s eastern edge south to the
Cumberland.

Southern purists, pointing out that the
battlefield is closer to Logan’s Crossroads than it
isto Mill Springs, speak of the Battle of Logan’s
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Crossroads. If the battle were held today, they’d
call it the Battle of Nancy, but no such luck.
Sometimes, | wonder what Logan did to get his
town’s name changed to Nancy. . .

Back to rain-drenched January 19.
Crittenden’s and Thomas's troops ran into each

other on rolling fields
between the north-south
road and Fishing Creek.
(Partisan history paints
Civil War battles as well
planned and executed,
but many of them were
technicaly “meeting
engagements’ in which
troops moving through
unknown terrain ran into
other troops, not always
enemy, and began to
shoot at them.) These fields were then mostly
heavily wooded. In dawn’s gloom under |eaden,
drizzly skies, mist lay heavily on whatever
clearings there were.

In the Battle of Camp Wildcat, Zollie had led
his troops in a hopeless assault on impregnable
heights held by better-armed Federals. Now, on
the Confederates right (eastern) flank, Zollie,
showing a genius for finding bad terrain, led his
troops into a deep ravine. When | first saw this,
one hundred and fifty-two years after the battle,
the ravine seemed to me a deep, forbidding gash
in the landscape. It wouldn’t have surprised me to
see in the ravine's depths a Greek prophet
pointing out the way to the Underworld.

To make things worse for Zollie's men, they
were till, as they’d been at Camp Wildcat, armed
largely with flintlock muskets, which require their
users to pour powder into an open pan to be
ignited by a flint. In continual cold drizzle,
powder burns poorly, if at all. The Confederates,
charging from a deep ravine uphill with
nonfunctional weapons, should have been cut to
ribbons...

Y eah, well, but the terrain that worked against
Confederates worked also against Federals. On
rolling, woody landscape in misty gloom
deepened by gunpowder smoke trapped under
trees, the Federals could hardly see charging
Confederates until they were upon them. Hand-to-
hand fighting that ensued aong a split-rail fence
went at first in the South’ sfavor. To improve odds
for hisside, Zollie got artillery into action.

Just as fortune seemed to be favoring the



Southrons, it turned against them. Riding on
horseback through the mist, near-sighted Zollie,
learning of volleys of musket-fire from his right,
convinced himself of the fire's being friendly fire
and rode off to stop it. Finding an officer whose
rain-drenched uniform matched Zollie's own in
hue, he told him to cease firing on his own men.

Unbeknownst to Zollie, he was speaking to
Federal Colonel Speed Fry (also spelled Frye). As
Fry was at first as confused as Zollie was, the
incident might have ended as favorably for the
South as would a later case of mistaken identity
by Bishop Polk at Perryville, but no such luck for
Zollie. An adjutant of his, Mgor Henry Fogg,
learning of the mistake, showed more zeal than
wisdom by calling out, “General, those are
Y ankees!” The Federals, experiencing
enlightenment, opened fire.

Contemporary legend says that Speed Fry’s
pistol emptied Zollie's
saddle. Recent
scholarship has
established that, most
likely, a lowly private
with a Sharps rifle took
Zollie down. In any
event, he fell dead from
his horse (the helpful
Mgor Fogg died at
Zollies sde) and was
carried to the base of a
white oak tree.

Zollie was laid in a seated position against its
trunk. Over the years, the tree became the Zollie
Tree, which a local girl, Dorothea Burton,
decorated yearly on his death’s anniversary. The
tree’s decoration went on after her death until
lightning destroyed the now hollow tree in our
lifetime. A shoot of the tree, planted on its
origina site, has flourished into a sapling, and a
Zollie Tree' s decoration goes on.

While Zollie leaned in death against the white
oak, the battle that he had begun went on, badly
for his troops. Dispirited by news of his death,
they fell back. They rallied for another charge, but
this, with rained-soaked flintlocks, was hopeless.
In despair, many Confederates beat their useless
weapons to pieces against tree-trunks.

The action by Fishing Creek ended with atrue
rarity in the Civil War: a bayonet charge. Soldiers
in the Civil War generaly deemed government-
issue bayonets good only as candle-holders. If A
Civil War movie shows bayonets being used in

combat, you can generally assume that the
movie's director put choreography ahead of
historical accuracy. (The bayonet charge in Glory
is authentic.) At Mill Springs, however, an Ohio
regiment fixed bayonets and charged, and the foe
fell back before them.

The Confederates rallied briefly on a hilltop
south of the battlefield, but then broke and ran, not
stopping until they reached their camp on the
Cumberland’s north bank. Thomas, his natural
methodicalness reinforced by rainfal, advanced
his artillery until it was in position to shell the
camp at dawn of the day after battle. Before dawn
came, the Confederates had deserted the camp.
Some had reached the south bank on the sole boat
at Crittenden's disposa—a creaky sternwheeler
grandiosely named The Noble Ellis. Most of the
Confederates, however, had to swim the icy river
in flood.

It's perhaps a miracle
that only one of the
swimmers drowned, as far
as we can tell. If you
believe casualty statistics
from the Civil War, | can
sell you a Derby-winning
thoroughbred cheap. We
can be sure only of the
statistics being
systematically low.

The Confederate
retreat went on deep into

Tennessee. This retreat was part of a generd
retreat of Confederates from Kentucky. This
retreat had begun with the defeat of Brigadier
General Humphrey Marshall’s Confederates at
Middle Creek in eastern Kentucky and was
pushed to completion by Union Maor General
Ulysses S. Grant’s victories at Fort Henry and
Fort Donelson in Tennessee. The first Confederate
occupation of Kentucky was over.

So is the war now, but the Battle of Mill
Springs lives on in the Mill Springs National
Historical Landmark. You can reach this from
Lexington, Kentucky, by taking Nicholasville
Road (US 27) out of town and following the road
for about two hours to KY 80, where you turn
right. You'll find the visitor's center on your right
just as you reach Nancy, known in historical times
asLogan’' s Crossroads.

The visitor's center, set on a hilltop across a
dip from the Mill Springs National Cemetery,

10 wherethebattle’'s Union dead lig, isadramatic



and lovely setting for what it holds. There, you get to
watch a 20-minute film on the battle and then tour
the center’s museum, a well laid-out and thorough
display of the battle. The museum’s centerpiece is a
diorama in which an effigy of General Zollicoffer
reclines against an actual remnant of the first Zollie
Tree— the stump left after the unfortunate lightning
strike.

From the visitor’s center, you can set out on a
self-guided driving tour of the battlefield. Thistour is
easy, as al of its stops lie dong KY 235 from the
crossroads at Nancy to the Cumberland River. The
tour's centerpiece is the battlefield proper and the
Confederate cemetery. The battlefield trail is one of
the best laid out trails that I've seen. As the
battlefield proper is an active archaeological site, the
trail takes you around, not through, it. Also, as the
trail winds through pastures still used for grazing
cattle, you'll have to let yourself at three points
through gates in the fences around these fields.

Still, the effort of taking the trail iswell worth it,
not just to see a ravine from which | expected
Orpheus to emerge, mourning his lost Eurydice.
Descendants of Confederate veterans can mourn their
their lost Zollie.

If you can, please support the park conservancy’s
effort to get the park made into a Nationa
Battlefield. It commemorates, in one sense, the first
significant Federal victory of the Civil War, but, in a
greater sense, the sacrifice of al of the soldiers,
Federal and Confederate, who bled there for what
they believed.

11

BONJOUR.
by Ray Nelson.

I'm warm and dry,
Thesunis high,
And blazingin
A cloudless sky.

If I worked hard,
And saved my pay,
| couldn't buy
A better day.
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Publishers and cover designers have a bad habit
of suffering from alack of diligence as soon as they
come to the redlization that the volume they are
designing is only being published for a “small
cligue’ and the book will
never obtain the status of a
best seller. Such is the case
with Snging from the Floor
by J. P. Bean but behind its
unprepossessing and oddly
cropped cover-photo is a
treasure trove of stories from
the folk-revival days of the
fifties and sixties through to
today.

In the past J. P. Bean has
written  extensively  about
criminals and Joe Cocker so
who else would be better
Situated to write about folk
fans and artists? That and the
plain fact he's been attending
folk clubsfor nearly 50 years.

J. P. Bean: “. .. | have arranged the material as
far as possible so that each section flows like a
conversation.” And it does. And as in a
conversation there is some repetition. There is some
inarticulateness and there are some perfunctory
guotes. There are even times when you will wish for
more detail (which he really should have spliced in)
BUT the sum of the whole works wonderfully well
and J. P. Bean's brilliant editing presents a whole
that flows just like aroom party conversation. . .

Martin Carthy will be talking about the Princess
Louise folk club when John Forman adds his
memories, at which point Bob Davenport brings up
the nearby Bedford club and ends with a mention of
Ewan McColl which causes Wizz Jones to add an
uncomplimentary comment and McColl’s wife,
Peggy Seeger, to come to her husband's defense.

He edited the folk fanzine The Rambler before he
became a professional editor at the age of sixteen.
By the way, Dave Van Ronk’s biography, The
Mayor of McDougall Street (which inspired the
Coen Brothers to make Inside Llewyn Davis) has
several mentions of Lee Hoffman who (apart from
her many fannish and pro-activities) edited the folk
fanzines Caravan and Gardyloo.

With regard to some of the conversations
missing details, here is a case
in point. The standard telling
of this piece of folklore is that
Peggy Seeger came to Britain
from the U.S.A. and in fairly
short order married Ewan
McColl but the truth as
Snging from the Floor tells it
isthat Peggy was pregnant, by
Ewan (not that the book says
as much) but he didn’t marry
her atho she needed that to
legally stay in Britain.
Presumably because Ewan’'s
divorce from Jean Newlove
had not been finalized but
again Snging from the Floor
does not say as much. Thisis

what it doessay . . .

Martin Carthy (guitarist, singer, mainstay of
British folk): “Alex Campbell and Ewan—you got
the impression they were at daggers drawn, but
never in print did | ever see Ewan bad-mouth Alex.
The reason was because he married Peggy so that
she could stay in the country. | think it was a sense
of honour, and it'sanice thing isn’'t it? | mean, there
Pegay is, hugely pregnant, about to be sent to the
United States and have her passport taken
away—'cos she's a dirty commie— and Alex said
“I'll marry you so you can stay in the country. It
won’t cost you anything, I’ll just marry you.”

Peggy Seeger (multi-instrumentalist & singer ):
“We got married on 23 January 1959. There was
just three of us—Alex Campbell, Derroll Adams and
me. That was it. Derroll was the best man and the
person who performed the ceremony was in sneakers

Michael Moorcock even puts in an appearance. 12 and surplice. Afterward he took Alex into the vestry



and proceeded to dress him down for half an hour,
for getting me in such trouble. Alex came out of the
room very serious and the minute we got out of the
place he just howled with laughter and we went to a
French drinking joint and proceeded to get stocious.

“...The next day after the ceremony we got on
the train and went to London and Ewan met us at
Waterloo. ‘Here' s your woman,” Alex says. It was a
wonderful thing to do. | never repaid him properly; |
should have. I'm sorry we didn’t stay friends with
him. We weren't enemies.”

There are other items missing but J. P. Bean
does make the disclamer “It is unlikely that any
comprehensive list of al known folk clubs could
ever be compiled.” With that in mind it’s fair to ask
what is missing from Singing from the Floor?

It makes the mistake of only accounting for one
representative folk club per city (outsde of
London), giving the false impression there was only
one folk club per city. One unmentioned, that
immediately springs to mind, is Jacqui & Bridie'sin
Liverpool which lasted for fifty years despite
Bridie' s untimely death back in 1992. It was slightly
unusual because the organizers/resident artists were
afemale duo and it was held in an arched room, that
is to say the walls were curved and became the
celling. And it was al wallpapered. A paper-
hanger’s nightmare! An- other memory of that club
was that towards the end of the sixties ‘portable
tape recorders drastically shrunk from the size and
weight of a foundation stone to that of a lunch-box
which meant some people were recording
performances at folk clubs (something else that
Bean missed). When Jacqui and Bridie were about
to sing a yet-to-be-copyrighted song they would
actually tell people to switch off their recorders, to
prevent pirating. They also championed a lot of the
songs of Canadian Vera Johnson who wrote the
‘campaign song' for Britain's successful 1979 SF
Worldcon bid. Yet, in Snging from the Floor Jacqui
& Bridie are only mentioned in passing and that
doesn’'t even earn them a place in the index.

Missing, of course, are the tales that would have
been told by those who have died, such as Alex
Campbell, Hamish Imlach and Tony Capstick who
many consider as the funniest man they have ever
met and one of the people the book is dedicated to.

So be thankful for those J. P. Bean did interview
before they died, such as lan Campbell, Bert Jansch
and Mike Waterson.

It would almost certainly have been beneficia if
Bean had tracked down Ann Briggs who was one of
the two maor female singersin the early sixties.

The other being Shirley Collins who is extensively
interviewed.

And there is an amost total lack of historical
context. The fifties/sixties Ban the Bomb marches
are mentioned, as is the eighties Miners Strike but
little else. Pubs were often the clubs venues and
there is no mention of the recent deaths of British
pubs due to supermarkets' low beer prices. There
are now fewer pubs in England than there were in
1086! Plus the Live Music Act of2012 (which
placed many pubs out-of-bounds for clubs and
performances) is totally ignored. As Mike Harding
recently observed, that Act was responsible for
closing more venues than anything since the black
plague.

But in Snging from the Floor you will find a
joyous recounting of the clubs and singers, how
some of the most famous modern folk songs came
to be written as well as one or two myths being
dispelled such as the old chestnut about Paul Simon
writing Homeward Bound while waiting at
Farnsworth Station.

The book starts with the molecular cloud of the
early fifties, the few dedicated folk clubs, the
nebular of the small record labels, the protostar of
skiffle, the star of the sixties when folk clubs were
so ubiquitous even the Edinburgh Police had their
own and the supernova of the seventies with the
folk-rock groups, leaving a white dwarf in the
eighties as the remaining folk clubs returned to
traditional folk songs and sing arounds. But if the
clubs retracted, British folk music did the opposite.
Over the decades it has constantly kept rejuvenating
itself with wave after wave of innovative talent.

So what was it like back in the fifties and
Sixties?

Martin Carthy:  “It was magic. It was
fantastic—very, very exciting. You were part of this
huge community. It was an astonishing moment.
We had this totally anarchic thing, this network of
human beings who managed to co-operate with each
other because they al had one thing in
common—the love of thismusic.”

Billy Connolly (singer, comedian and actor): “I
was hooked from day one. Matt McGinn was the
guest. He was a Scottish songwriter but the music
all mixed very comfortably, that’s what | loved
about it. You could have the Incredible String Band
and Diz Disley and a Scottish guy singing
traditional English songs, ‘Chicken on a Raft’ or
something. There was total acceptance—Diz doing
those ridiculous poems, ‘ The Lion Ate Our Albert’.



We even had a guy Morris Dancing in the Glasgow
club—the bravest guy | ever saw!”

Tom Paxton (U.S. singer/songwriter): “1 found
the British folk clubs to be fabulous. As | explained
to my colleagues at home, every night was Saturday
nightt. A Monday night at the Gas light in
Greenwich Village you could have fifteen people,
but Monday night in Bristol, it was packed. Every
night, everywhere | went, it was packed because that
was club night. It was like Saturday night seven
nights aweek.”

Joe Boyd (record producer): “The clubs in
England were completely different to folk venues in
America—pub assembly rooms rather than coffee
houses. They were not run on a professiona basis,
there were no PA at al and no stages in most rooms.
That was like Britain in general.” Joe Boyd is an
American. “...It was probably responsible in part for
the huge creativity of Britain in the early sixties.”

Some of the few folk recordings were made in
bedrooms, yet these would later become seminal to
the folk inventory. Odd because the post-war tax
was so horrendous that some labels would only
press ninety-nine copies which alowed them to
avoid adding large taxes to the price.

Dave Burland (of Hedgehog Pie): “But one of
the joys of the early folk scene was that all these''
starsto us, were so accessible. They’d talk to you.”

Harvey Andrews (singer/songwriter): “All the
clubs were run by amateurs, for pleasure. No one
was really making a profit in the sixties. No one was
in control, no one running anything, everybody was
piling in, as an organiser, as a floor singer,
attempting to be a professional, whatever. It was a
huge melting pot of talent and people who wanted to
get involved. Then over the years, what happens is,
people start to take a little control. Then they
amalgamate, then suddenly you find the control has
gone from where it started, the revolutionary period,
and it's end up with the committee. Then, if you're
not careful, from committee to the dictator.”

Mike Waterson (of the Watersons): “Y ou’ ve got
to remember there were no motorways (I nterstates).
We had a battered old Transit van. It wasn't our
scene. We weren't entertainers. It was bloody hard
work. What we forgot was the agent took his 10 per
cent, the van took another 10 per cent, then you got
to stay somewhere. We'd got a mattress in the back
of the van, and blankets in desperation. It was a hard
way to make aliving, a damned hard way. The only
joy was the song. You did it—and it entitled you to
nothing.”

lan Campbell (of the lan Campbell Folk Group 14

and Jug of Punch Club): “One of the things it was
difficult for people to understand is that we never
made a lot of money. We were under constant
pressure to turn pro, to take bookings—a week’s
tour or whatever. 1I'd say, | can't do that, I’ve got a
job! The fact that we were reclining to our jobs
meant it limited our potential as a group.”

Clive Palmer (of the Incredible String Band):
“Club organisers would send you a postcard and say
‘Can you do this date? You sent one back
confirming it and that was it. There were no agents.
When agents started getting involved, that killed the
folk clubs.”

Mike Waterson: “I cringe when | think back on
it, because we had no persondlity in the showbiz
sense of the word. We believed if you talked too
much in between songs, you didn't sing as many
songs . . . For years we just sang song after song
after song without saying much at all, without
introductions even.”

Paul Snow (singer): “Martin (Carthy) and Redd
(Sullivan) would very often put somebody on (at
The Troubadour), then nip back into the little room
behind the stage. If it was someone who Martin
didn’t know who'd come aong and asked if they
could sing, he never refused. But if he put
somebody on and they were **** he'd let them do
like one verse and then he' d come out.

“He was a big man, a big voice. ‘ Thank you so
much, thank you so much, so good for you to come
and sing for us . . ." pushing them off the stage. The
guy’s going "Bbbbut . . .” and Martin saying ‘ Take
the applause, take the applause.. . ."”

But if one or two singers stunk there were those
that achieved the sublime. . .

Trevor Charnock (of Bradford Topic folk club):
“June Tabor—what a voice! | saw her at Keele
Festival, she finished with (Eric Bogle' s) 'And the
Band Played Waltzing Matilda. When it ended you
could hear a gnat break wind, then the applause
came. It was a good job that she was the last act.
Nobody could have followed that.”

Not that everybody comes across so
praiseworthy. Ewan McColl (who was one of the
greatest and most highly regarded folk singers, an
excellent songwriter and a much sought after
teacher in the folk realm) comes across as a my-way-
or-the-highway Maoist who held the dictum that
people at his club could only sing songs from their
own region. This rule was held with such rigidity
that after a trio sang American songs McColl
immediately had one of them thrown out because

that one was British!



On the other side of the coin, Peggy Seeger
gives a short, eloquent and reasoned justification for
‘own region singing' though not for throwing out
musicians.

Again and again, the singers and organizers
interviewed show astounding clearsightedness and a
ready ability to distinguish
talent from personality.

lan Campbell (on Dave
Swarbrick): “We threw him
out! Muscdly, Dave was a
genius. He stood out head and
shoulders above anybody else
on the folk scene. But he was
unaccountable.  Occasionally
we'd go pick him up and he'd
say, 'Sorry can’'t come, got no
fiddle.' Hed pawned it
because he needed some
money, so we'd go to the
pawnshop and buy it back. We
accepted it because that was
what he waslike.”

Dave Swarbrick (demon fiddler): “The (London
Daily) Telegraph printed an obituary of mein 1999,
said I'd died. So | had copies made and sold ‘em at
gigs. | sold them as long as | could. | used to sign
‘em 'RIP Dave Swarbrick'. Then Jill, my wife, got
the heebie-jeebies. She thought it was tempting fate.
It's pretty rare for people to get an autographed
obituary.”

lan Campbell: “We were al standing round
chatting and suddenly | hear this, 'lan.’ | turn round
and it’s Princess Margaret. She was president of the
English Folk Dance and Song Society.

“I'm alifelong socialist. | was embarrassed that
| didn’'t find her objectionable, but we chatted for
about half an hour, al about folk music. She said,
"You appear to live in England.’ | said, 'Yes, | do.’
She said, 'Where? 'Birmingham.’ 'How
unfortunate,’ she said.”

Mike Harding (radio presenter, author, rambler,
polygon): “Folk on Wheels was something | started
... We hired a Manchester Corporation bus, nearly
eighty people, and we al went (to a pub in
Holmfirth).”

“Another time we went to Halifax. We'd got
three buses by now, the old back-loaders, and we
pulled up at these traffic lights and this feller jumps
on. | said, 'We're going to Manchester you know . .
! He says, 'You can't bloody fool me. I've had a
bellyful of ale but I’'m not bloody daft’, and sat
down on the back seat. We're all singing away and

he's listening. | said, 'Honest mate, we're going to
Manchester.' 'Nay, get singing, it's a bloody real do
this,' he says.

“We got to the traffic lights in Victoria Avenue
in Manchester and says, 'Where the ****in’ ‘ell am
|7 | said, 'You're in Manchester." The lights were

still red. He got off. | can still
see it. He says, 'The wifell
****in’ kill me!" | don’t know
to this day how he got home, or
if he got home, or what. He
probably settled down in
Manchester and married again.”

J P. Bean, being a
journalist, devotes a whole
chapter to Bob Dylan despite
the fact that Dylan contributed
little or nothing to British folk
clubs beyond the songs he
wrote and the few mentions of
Dylan before that chapter
aready portrayed him as
nothing more than a priggish

pot-head.

One interesting infamy does emerge, however.
About the time of the ailmost unnoticed release of
Dylan's first album, when he was a complete
unknown, a BBC TV director, Phillip Saville, heard
Dylan is Greenwich Village and brought him across
to Britain to act in a TV play entitled Madhouse on
Castle Street.

Phillip Saville: “The Beeb (BBC) was rather like
Alice in Wonderland then.”

Dylan couldn’'t act and showed no intention of
acting so he was left to just sing instead. Two songs,
‘Blowin' in the Wind' and 'Ballad of the Gliding
Swan'. Hisfirst TV appearance anywhere.

In true Beeb tradition, the video-tape of that play
has been destroyed.

Of the clubs themselves. J. P. Bean briefly charts
their rapid expansion. In 1961 Britain had thirty-six
folk clubs, in 1962, seventy-eight. By 1965 the
estimate was “several hundred” and in 1970 London
alone had 400.

But by the early seventies Folk Rock had arrived.
In America folk rock was The Byrds and The
Grateful Dead et a.. Whereas in Britain folk rock
was just that, traditional folk music set to a rock
arrangement. It gave folk L.P. Sales and folk
festivals the shot in the arm they so badly needed.
Not that Snging from the Floor says as much.

However, the folk rock bands didn’t play the clubs,
they played theaters and festivals. Also at that



time agents and contracts were making incursions
and the clubs began to decline.

Martin Simpson (guitar virtuoso & singer/
songwriter): “The rarest of all creatures was a good
agent.” Simpson, one of the best guitarists in the
business, also recalls spending hours on the phone
trying to get a booking whereas the lesser known
Noel Murphy played the clubs continually for forty-
two years on word of mouth alone and never had to
ask for agig.

Another topic not covered was that an artist
could be well known in one county but totally
unknown in another. Even repeat appearances on one
of the BBC's nationwide broadcast folk programs
would not guarantee universal recognition but (asthe
book establishes) folk singers are adapt at
overcoming adversity . . .

Vin Garbutt (singer/songwriter): “Folk Roots or
fRoots (magazine) never wrote anything about me
and about 1996 | sort of realised | was in a media
shadow. My diary was full but my new CD of the
time, the live one—I thought it was in the shops but
when | looked in shops all over the country there
was no sign of it. | phoned up Topic and the feller |
was talking to had never heard of me. This is the
biggest folk music distributor, my distributor, and he
doesn’t know who | am.

“fRoots had had nothing to do with me and in
1999 | did a round-the-world tour. It was called The
Take It Easy after 30 Years on the Road Tour. Me
and my agent, Phil McPhie, decided between us to
put a full-page advert in fRoots. It might still have
been Folk Roots then. It cost me £750.”

There was some culling of the clubs for more
than one factor in the later seventies. It came at the
time of the rise of the 'Entertainers. Folk comedians
who quickly dropped the songs and relied on their
personality and banter. Certainly Jim Irvine
(Marsden folk club resident) and Jasper Carrott (folk
comedian & M.B.E.) said it atered what was
expected of the clubs and killed a few. Phil Beer (of
Show of Hands) said the opposite. Chris Euesden
(singer & club organizer) noted that the clubs were
losing their “political side” and “hipness’ which
punk took over. All agreed the folk clubs started to
return to traditional folk music and Martin Carthy
added: “Ultimately, it was a good thing. It did
separate the wheat from the chaff.”

Dave Burland; “The gigs fell off, coming up to
the eighties. They were becoming harder to come by
and clubs started closing. It had run its popular
course in away, but it never really died out and now

that first rush when there were few guests and a lot
of local performers—that was a golden age.”

Luckily the eighties saw a resurgence of young
talent which included the sons and daughters of
established performers. Snging from the Floor
concentrates amost exclusively on the latter which
does include Eliza Carthy (the phenomena daughter
of Martin Carthy and Norma Waterson) who was
recently awarded an M.B.E. (Member of the British
Empire) for her servicesto British folk music.

Asfor the nineties. . .

Johnny Handle (of The High Level Ranters &
Geordie folk tale teller): “I was teaching at a
resdential school for maladjusted kids and they
burnt the school down. | was made redundant so |
came back to performing in the nineties. There were
more sing-around clubs, very few clubs booking
artists more than perhaps once every six weeks, so
the scene had changed, but there was till the same
enthusiasm for the music.”

As folk clubs were taking in fewer artists, the
folk festivals were expanding both in the number of
artists and attendees and aso in the number of
festivals themselves.

J. P. Bean: “In July 1965 the (Manchester)
Guardian reported 'the biggest folk festival ever held
in Britain', attended by 500 people a Keee
University. Later the same month, 1,400 tickets at £1
each were sold for the first Cambridge Folk Festival,
with a line-up that included Paul Simon, Peggy
Seeger, the Clancy Brothers and the Watersons. At
Cambridge 2013, 10,000 tickets were sold at £126
each within hours of going on sale, with the
Mavericks, the Waterboys and Bellowhead topping
the bill.” He aso notes that in 2013 the U.K. Saw
350 folk festivals with atotal attendance of 350,000.

Lucy Ward (singer/songwriter, won the 2012
Horizon Folk Award for Best Newcomer): “Folk
clubs are the point really. That's where people want
to hear me and that’s where | want to play, but when
you go to any of the folk festivals the mix of agesis
opened out, kids right through to grandparents. At
clubs, generdly, you' relooking at audiences who are
fifty plus.”

Fay Hield (of Witches of Elswick, club & event
organizer) “A lot of the early folk clubs were started
by professonal musicians or semi-professional
musicians in groups, so they were the residents. That
whole resident culture seems to have dropped off.
It’s rare around the country for that to happen now.”

Jon Boden (of Bellowhead): “I think alot of the
neople who get into performing by straight away

it'sreinvented itself. To me, whatever happensnow 16  going on to big stages with lights and PA probably



find playing folk clubs intimidating. You're so
close to the audience and you're not put on a
pedestal in quite the same way. There' sno having a
backstage and walk on. And people tell you what
you're doing wrong. You pick up immediately the
response from the audience.”

And that is the wonderful, informa world of
British folk clubs which Snging from the Floor
recounts so well by including not just the how and
why but also some really outrageous stories.

Harvey Andrews. “The daftest night | ever
had, | stood in for someone who couldn’t make it. |
think it was Martin Carthy. It was a club just
outside Wolverhampton, a traditiona club. |
getthere and the room’s packed. It was about 1965,
very early on in my career and the guy who ran the
club didn’t know anything about me so we had a
quick chat.

“He introduces me . . . ‘The thing is—he does
write his own songs. Ladies and gentlemen—
Harry Andrews.’” So | start this song ‘ Death come
easy, to ayoung man in hisprime. ..’ Theresa
sigh and a thud at the back of the room and there’'s
a huge guy there, long hair, beard and duffle coat,
he says, ‘It's all right, it's Elsie. She's fainted
again.” And he bends down and picks up this inert
woman, carries her down the side of the room out
the door and lays here there on this wide landing,
calls down for the landlady.

“He comes back in the room, looks at me and
says, ‘Carry on *Arry’ and goes back to his place.

“‘Death come easy, if you come before your
time. Death come easy, to a young man in his
prime. They put agun ... and there's aterific
explosion of noise right in front of me—people
jumping up, tables going over, glasses everywhere,
a guy on the floor having an epileptic fit. Then he
goesrigid.

“Beard and duffle coat comes down, picks him
up and carries him out, puts him on the landing
next to Elsie. The poor landlady’s got two of them
now.

“He comes back in, looks at me and says,
‘Try again ‘Arry.’

“I'm not going to give up on this song. |
haven't got through the first verse yet and I'm
determined to. The room had a wagon wheel with
little bulbs on, hanging from a chain. So ‘Death
comeeasy ...

“I'm affecting the upward gaze of the serious
social commentator and | notice little bits of white
stuff floating down from the celling. | get to about
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the third line and there's a big bang, a flash of blue
lights and the wagon wheel and chain come crashing
down on this poor soul in the audience. It sort of
wedges on his head. Everybody screams and he
pushes himself up, he looked at me direct and says,
‘Bloody ‘ell.” He levered this thing off, his eyes
rolled into his head and he crashed down
unconscious on the floor.

“Beard and duffle coat comes along, picks him
up and takes him outside. Now there’ s three of them.

“He comes back in. There's chaos everywhere.
He walks up to me, gets me by the lapels and says,
‘Listen ‘Arry. If you don’t change the ****in’ song,
there'll be none of usleft ‘eresoon.’”

Snging from the Floor is not as readily
accessible as a Studs Terkel verbal history. It has an
unwritten prerequisite that you should be acquainted
with some of the music and know of some of the
artists. If not, it may make you nostalgic for times
and places you have never known.

Times when and places where a network of folk
fans and folk artists managed to co-operate with each
other because they all had one thing in common—the
love of the music

Not that every participant shared exactly the
same sentiment . . .

Heather Wood (of Y oung Tradition): “1 went to a
folklore conference afew years ago and there was an
incredibly serious German guy there saying he had
interviewed singers from the sixties ‘and they were
preserving the tradition’. | said, ‘Look love, I'm
sorry—it was about free beer and getting laid. We
were stoned out of our gourds."”



T he Crotchety Critic
M ichaele Jordan

The Final Solution: A Sory of Detection by
Michael Chabon

Perhaps | should apologize. The Final
Solution: A Story of Detection by Michael Chabon
is not as current as most of the books | discuss
here. It was published by Harper Collins in 2004,
having been adapted from a shorter piece that
appeared in “The Paris Review” in 2003. It’'s not
even a novel realy, but a novella, athough it
appeared as an independent volume. In my
defense, let me point out that, while
Sherlock Holmes is not SF/F, he
remains well within the purview of
fannish interest, and Mr. Chabon
certainly commands fannish attention,
as a former “Triple Crown” winner.

(Some prefer to cal it the Trifecta:
the Hugo, the Nebula and the Edgar.)

As you can guess from the title,
The Final Solution is a Sherlock
Holmes mystery. Sherlock Holmes
pastiches are common, but this book
is not one of them. Most pastiches
attempt to emulate (with more or less
success, depending on the author) the
tone and style of an original Sherlock
Holmes story. Mr. Chabon has done
nothing of the kind. It is a mystery. It
features Sherlock Holmes. But it is
nothing like a Sherlock Holmes
mystery.

The dissimilarity starts with the voice. Chabon
himself remarked, “I just copied the writers whose
voices | was responding to, and | think that’s
probably the best way to learn.” His mgjor literary
influences included Donald Barthelme, Jorge Luis
Borges, Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Raymond
Chandler, John Updike, Philip Roth and F. Scott
Fitzgerald. All these voices show up in Mr.
Chabon’ s writing.

He did not mention that his voice was also
shaped by growing up in a Yiddish speaking
home. But it obvioudy was. Mr. Chabon (“Shea
asin Shea Stadium, Bon asin Bon Jovi,” hetells
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us) is not an East European Jew. The name is
French, and he was born in Washington, D.C. And
yet he speaks (or writes) like an East European
intellectual. Reading his prose, you can amost
picture him debating communism vs. socialism in
a dark, basement café where the coffee is always
black, the air smoky and the voices low but
intense.

It did not surprise anyone that his amazing
Yiddish Policemen’s Union was told in a Jewish-
sounding voice. After al it was about Jews—be

they fanatic or secular—Iiving in a

Jewish state, searching for a

permanent  Jewish  homeland.

Similarly, the Pulitzer Prize

winning Amazing Adventures of

Kavalier & Clay tells of two

Jewish boys, who live in the

shadow of the Holocaust, and one

of whom only narrowly escaped it.

Of course, the book sounds Jewish.

But The Final Solutionissetin

the Sussex countryside, where a

Watsonian tone would have con-

formed perfectly. Instead, we hear

the voice of an outsider: wry and

dark—sardonic, even, and not

without humor—and given to bi-

zarre metaphors and imagery. Mr.

Chabon’s natural impulses aside,

there is areason for that. The “Old

Man” as heiscaled (we are never given his name,

but are expected to deduce it) is something of an

alien in Sussex, a brilliant but misanthropic

Londoner living among people who are less than

clever and measure their relationships in gene-
rations. They are not impressed by him.

The year is 1944, and the actual mystery starts
with arefugee child. He is mute, leading the locals
to assume he is retarded. Even his caretakers
doubt he understands English. His only friend is
his parrot, and the parrot mysterioudly disappears.
There’'s a murder, too, but Holmes is not much
interested in that, as it is a very plebeian, blunt-
instrument affair. What interests Holmes is that



very remarkable bird.

Holmes could not be accused of bonding with
the boy. He is not a sentimental, or even forth-
coming, man. But the boy helps him with his
bees—which are more work than you might
think—and he is very curious about the fate of the
parrot, plus he is hungry (amost starved) for
something to be curious about. They both benefit
from their short time together.

If there is one factor that overwhelmingly
divorces this book from a Sherlock Holmes story,
it is the portrait of Holmes. We are accustomed to
the portrait of Holmes as a vigorous, independent
man. He is strong: self-sufficient and self-willed,
and aways on top of the situation. If he is
isolated, the isolation is self-imposed, and he is
comfortable within it. He prefers the world of the
intellect, but he is not limited to it. He can and
does chase villains at high speed, and box them
into submission when he catches them.

London is his element. He nestles into its din,
perusing the agony columns and analyzing every
passing stranger. He has a hundred esoteric pro-
jects underway, from exhaustive studies of to-
bacco ash to the properties of obscure poisons. If
he occasionally grows bored it is because even a
city of ten million cannot offer enough stimulation
to satisfy his questing mind.

The stories have been rehashed, remixed and
retold, but the image of Holmes remains con-
sistent. We see it in the Basil Rathbone movies.
We see it in BBC's modern day Sherlock, or the
CBS Elementary. Nicholas Meyer's 1975 Seven
Percent Solution initially addressed Holme's
cocaine addiction but had to return to the image of
a clever, swashbuckling Holmes to make the story
work. Even Gene Wilder's 1975 madcap The
Adventure of Sherlock Holmes Smarter Brother
kept the Holmes archetype intact.

But not Michael Chabon. The Holmes in his
book is old—89—and friendless—Watson is long
dead. He is a virtual recluse, partly because he is
not well enough to get out much and partly be-
cause there is nobody interesting in a hundred
mile radius. This is Sussex, not London. Nothing
interesting happens here. His health has deterio-
rated badly; he couldn't chase a villain if they
walked. He lives in relative squalor. Because of
poverty? Maybe. Or maybe it is simply adisinclin-
ation for housework. This is, after all, a man who
kept his tobacco in a shoe, and shot holes in his
apartment wall.

Do you remember the 1984 movie Greystoke:
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The Legend of Tarzan? It was an upscale remake
of the Tarzan story. Production spared no ex-
pense. The cast list was stellar. It was lavishly
mounted. Every detail was accounted for. They
hired primate experts to educate their actors in
primate social behavior. The critics all admitted it
was beautiful. But it didn’t do very well—espe-
cially with died-in-the-wool Tarzan fans.

Why? At the end of the movie, Tarzan
returned to Africa. But he did not go victorioudly,
having righteously spurned a corrupt society he
had weighed and found wanting. He went because
he was beaten. He could not master the modern
world, and he dunk away with his tail between his
legs. Fans did not want to hear that.

I’'m not entirely sure that fans want to hear
that Holmes grew old, and ached in every joint,
that he lived all alone, with no heat and bad food
and nothing to keep his great mind occupied. Not
everyone wants to know that he ended his days
covered in bee stings, grieving in solitude for the
only friend he'd ever had, and waiting—watch-
ing—for the work of tending his hives to grow
inevitably too much for him. The mystery is
solved at the end, but The Final Solution is not a
happy story.

| am not declining to recommend this book.
It's good—in its way. Those with a taste for the
literary will enjoy it, as will those who like their
mysteries subtle, dark and low key. But devoted
Holmes fans may not. It definitely requires a
specialized taste.

CLOWN.
By Ray Nelson.

| don’t want to swim in the mainstream.
I'd rather be aclown,

And set up abeach chair,

On the shore,

And watch the swimmers drown
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L etters of Comment

...atasty tidbit from... Sheryl
Birkhead

25509 Jonnie Court
Gaithersburg, MD

20882 USA
November 8-26!!!!, 2014
Dear Sadler-ites (well ya gotta
admit Famulusites just doesn’t
have that ring),

Since this is, obvioudy,
looking at the date above, going to
arrive after thanksgiving—hope all
(and sundry?) had an enjoyable
day. Already the stores are filled
with Christmas carols. Ah well, |
used to feel the music only got to
be enjoyed for such a short time.

Seeing #101 reminds me | have
been remiss. I'll try to make this
changes and get the cover(s) to you Just an FY: in
its infinite wisdom, my printer has decided it is
time to knock colors out of alignment. As far as |
can tell there is no way to truly remedy this. To
make matters worse- this printer is a replacement
for the previous one that needed repairs but was
considered obsolete before it was even out of
warranty and HP would not repair it. So, they
replaced it with this one and made the warranty
what it would have been (i.e. | got no added
time—I| had bought the extended warranty and
that total ran out in April). For the first time |
replaced the tonersand . . . sigh now enough self
pity and moving right along!

| don’'t watch The Smpson (et. al. Know the
cover characters aren’t from that show, but you
know what | mean), but | can appreciate Seve's
cover!

At some point in time, | made a reduced sheet
with quite afew of the covers| had done. It turned
out surprisingly well. Unfortunately, with the
“registration” issue anything that is multicolor and
larger than one corner is going to print out like a
train wreck unless | make changes (like moving
the image to the upper left from lower right and
flipping it ,some areas are more affected than
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othersl That is far too much like
real work! Just go ahead and be
competelet your readers worry
about (and yes, your covers should
be in there with all the others; you
did aghood job!).

Demolition Disposal
Service??? | didn't redlize TRF
wasthat hot!

I’'m on board with Rich Lynch
with hopes for Interstellar; it
sounds s00000ghood. WeE'll  see
(Really. WE'll see).

Reading Michaele Jordan's
columns reminds me that, while the
Hugos were just a blink of an eye
ago, the Hugo season startsagainin
abit over amonth.

Yet another update on the
clipnosis kitten. lronically the

Rabies vaccination visit went well, but that is
exactly al the happened. She went in for her
surgery (and they had to vaccinate etc...). Thefind
visit was for a surgical re-check and release for
(hah!) adoption. Clipnosis worked until it didn't,
only a split second but that is all it took. It
appeared | was going to get through a physica
exam, dowly and gently, but through it. | ranked
the importance of poking and prodding and was
down to the last on the list, get alook at her teeth
(yeah, you are ahead of me. You know exactly
where this is going), to double check her
development and age. | oh so gently said, please
don’'t bite me. I moved my left thumb toward the
corner of her mouth, only intending to raise her lip
a teensy weensy bit (uh, er, bite?). Man she was
fast. She bit the crap out of my thumb, but she
could have done a lot worse. You cannot out
stubborn a cat and you can easily terrify one who
is already scared. So, like it or not, dowly move
away out of her line of sight. | told the foster to
just put her back into her carrier—oh, and by the
way, did she happen to have some Band Aids in
her car. Our fosters are always prepared. After a
few minutes under running water to have the
flowing blood carry away any bacteria that have



set up housekeeping in Claudette’s mouth, | put
on a Band Aid and went back to work. Chalk up
another one for the kitten.

This is apropos of absolutely nothing. 1 am
currently listening to the Jim Butcher series, The
Dresden Files. | had watched the cds of the TV
show, but never went beyond that to the series
behind it. The TV series lasted only one year. My
reading indicated that the show was cancelled-
then suddenly the audience caught up with their
watching ... but it wastoo late.... For the Buffyfans
out there, the reader Spike is the name of the
character Marsters played in Buffy. Interestingly,
Spoike on Buffy has a British accent; Marsters does
not. He aso has some, ahem, interesting pro-
nunciations. runes becomes ruins, writhing be-
comes wreathing, dais becomes die-is and . . .
There are a few others. These just took me a
moment to figure out then hope they would be
changed on the next “appearance” No. These
words have gone on to other episodes and | can
see-hear them coming .

Anyone interested, look a the updated
information on Su Shiffman — http://file770.com
to see the most recent news.

(Ah, how soon our vocabulary can change.
Scanned my own loc and when | read about the
apparent link, looked around . . . Hunting for the
internet link rather than the direct link between
Sasquan and Brad Foster)

| got sidetracked in some of the scenes with
the new Doctor Who due to the ring he was
wearing that seemed to be a wedding ring
someone forgot to . . . Had to go to the Internet
(ah yes, at one point al information was found in
fanzines. Now . . .) to find out it was a conscious
decison and not a wedding. I'll leave it to any
interested to take the same path | did in finding
out about it.

The fanzine response (apparent?) reasoning
between a paper copy and an electronic copy
interesting. Since paper copies pretty much “grew
up” relying on feedback, such a poor showing
would probably have killed off must zines before
they even got really started. It would make sense
(at least to me) that an electronic zine does not
require the same level of pubbing commitment.
Does this translate to faned ego if an ezine
continues going with no feedback at al? Uh,
wouldn’t that be a blog? Pardon me, but wouldn't
that be a diary? One unique feature about “our”
zine community is that | would think an
established faned (paper variety) would be better
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able to make the transition because the relation-
ships/feedback have aready been established.
This faned would aready have a reader base that
is invested before the shift to another medium.
Just my thoughts on it. | do wonder why anyone,
in the face of no response would continue to pub
(electronic or otherwise), but the time to
extinction of that activity would be much shorter
if it actually cost money to pub, i.e. it seemslikely
to me that a paper zine with no feedback, would
cost a lot ($ and emotiona etc) to pub
comparedto an e-zine and would fade away a lot
faster.

Morron--a Scottish relative being MacAroni?

Hey—this will HIT the mailbox and out
before Thanksgiving-- yee-hah!

Sheryl Birkhead

[[“ Sadlerites’ . I’'m not too sure about that. Or
“ Famulusites’ for that matter. It sounds kind of
pretentious to me. How about, say, TRF
Readers’ ? The other terms sound a bit religious. |
certainly don’t want to give that impression.// I've
seen very little of the Smpsons, and that by way of
the promos for them on television. The same goes
for Futurama. But | also know enough about each
one to appreciated Steve’'s cover.// Yeah. | had no
idea I'd started a business of any kind, much less
a Demolition Disposal Service. | certainly hope
TRF doesn't fall into that category or was the
cause of demolition.// According to a few reviews
| saw, Interstellar wasn't quite satisfactory with
certain critics. | haven't seen the movie and
probably won't ever see it but not because of any
bad reviews.// Your thumb got bitten. Ouch! |
hope there weren’'t any claw marks to go with the
bite. //It's too bad about Su Shiffman but
considering his health problems | suppose his
death was inevitable. He will be missed.// Hmm. |
watched the entire first season of the newest Dr.
Who, including the Christmas Special, but never
really noticed a wedding ring. | was too busy
watching him and his partner running all over the
place and her roughing him up a time or
two.//Regarding reader responses to fanzines in
general, I've wondered the same thing about
continuing to publish even though there are very
few or no responses. Yes, publishing a paper
fanzine with no feedback definitely is costs much
more than does publishing an electronic one even
if factoring in the electronic fanzines's publisher
pays a fee for having an internet connection.//


http://file770.com

Sorry yo say, Morron doesn’t
have any Scottish relatives as
far as I'm aware. He may
know a few Scottish men and
women, though.]]

from Ray Nelson
2/2/2014

The poems on the poetry page were pretty
good, certainly good enough to be read even if
not “mandatory,” but not exactly presented in the
way | would have suggested. A fillo verse is
intended to fit in the slot between one prose
article and another, so a whole page of them is a
little overwhelming.

Also, it would have been better if the poems
had been by different authors, not just one. (Even
if the author had been me.)

As for vyour articles, they reved a
continuation of the trend | had noticed before.
That is, where the authors back in My Time had
their eyes fixed on the future, your authors
appear to have their eyes fixed on the past. This
about-face may have begun around 1969 with the
legendary wak of a man on the Moon. That
could be seen as about as far as the human race
could go, so that nothing in the future would
surpass it. Indeed, at this point it appears that we
will never visit even the nearest stars, nor will we
see the flying cities visualized by the L 5 society.
It seems human beings will never set foot on
Mars. Our colonists will only be the more cost-
effective robots. | have suggested that our
fandom should have a new name, like 20th
Century Foxes, but several people have pointed
out that the right wing propaganda network, the
Fox network, has occupied that particular animal.
Okay, how about Pop Cultists? That would, at
least, cover Mark Twain and dinosaurs.

[[Well | knew that doing what | did was taking a
risk but, as | think | noted, it was an act of
desperation born of a need to fill a larger blanks
space. The poems had been written a while back
and never seen by anyone else so it seemed like
an ideal solution. Besides, | was halfway hoping
most readers would skip on past the poems out of
a desire to protect their sanity and avoid spoiling
an otherwise good day. Perhaps those few verses
were a bit much in one place but, perhaps
mistakenly, it didn’t seem so to me. Heck, | have
a book of Robert Frost’s poems, over 200 pages
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of them; Edgar Lee
Masters  Spoon  River
Anthology which is 316

pages long; and three dim
volumes of the Poetry of
Rob McKuen which,
combined come to a bit over
300 pages. Now that could
be considered a bit much or overwhelming
compared to “ a whole page of them” . And | think
| promised I’d never do that again. | also plan to
go back to your original intent of using the verses
to fill small blanks spaces. Sometimes an
experiment comes out all right; other times it
ends up a disaster. | hope my experiment fell
somewhere in between and can be forgiven.//
Maybe our fandom should have a new name but,
as you noted, something better than 20th Century
Foxes. It would be best to avoid even the most
tenuous connection to the right wing. They have
some peculiar ideas and seem to lack a sence of
humor and long for some mythical ideal past.]]

From: Cuyler Warnell Brooks Jr -
4817 Dean Lane - Lilburn Georgia 30047
December 2, 2014

Dear Tom,

Thanks for the Reluctant Famulus 102! | had
not heard the term “overspeeder” from the era of
Mark Twain and the early automobiles, but |
certainly see plenty of them here. On the Stone
Mountain Expressway that | use every day they
al seem to be overspeeders except me and the
guyriding my bumper. But did Mark Twain really
believe that getting the tag number would do any
good?

Sorry to hear about your PC. The only time
that | had that bad a crash was when lightning got
in through the phone line. I’'m going to get some
flash drives | think. With just a DSL modem it's
the only way to get large lumps to someone. |
tried to FTL a 291 meg WAV file and after 2
hoursit had only managed 6% of it.

If any aliens ever park their starship in Earth
orbit to visit us, | suspect that the result will lie
somewhere between peaceful trade and dire
catastrophe and will be unpredictable. | hope we
will not suffer as much as the various aborigines
around the world did when the White Man
showed up . . ..

Is the typo about “Acting out a scent...”



Gene's or yours?

Someone—I forget who—said that people in
general are polymorphous perverse, so it's not
surprising that some men have a thing for young
boys. But that a priest could act on such urges and
still become amonsignor . .. And yet this seems
to have happened regularly though of course only
with a tiny percentage of the clergy. The Law of
Large Numbers | suppose. If anything can happen,
it will happen in time with enough opportunities,
and at a rate proportional to probability. The only
preacher | ever knew at all well would pretend to
be adirty old man, but only to tease hiswife.

Asto long fanzine runs, | have been scanning
James Taurad's Fantasy Times/ Science Fiction
Times and and I'm up to #432. Some were only 2
or 4 pages, but many were 10 or 12. When | finish
the scanning, the accumulated JPG files will run
to about a gigabyte. These zines are mostly
mimeo, but all of 1958 is photo-reduced litho.

| don't much like reading, novels as cyber-
files, but | did down-load and print out the short
novel The House Without Windows by Barbara
Newhall Follett. She wrote it a 9, lost it, rewrote
it, and Knopf published it when she was 12. It's
about a little girl who runs away from home to
live in the woods—and at the age of 25, Barbara
walked out with $30 in her pocket and was never
seen again.

| have seen Ray Nelsons comments and
drawings in many old fanzines—glad to hear he's
still around and active again! | see that | have just
6 widely scattered issues of John Thie’'s
PabloLennis, including #292. But he says it just
got to #123 What is going on? Is this anything to
do with the pin-button Darroll Pardoe gave me
that says “Viva Pablo!” and round the edge
“Strength thru chaos!”? But here is the March
2013 Pablo Lennis with a “Beware the Gronks”
cover, and on p.2, above the colophon, a hand-
lettered “292". Perhaps these disparate numbers
are in different bases, just as the “42” in HHGG
turned out to be 42,3 = 544p). Alas, | faled in
fannish courtesy to send John my zine in trade. |
will send him two, and put him on the list.
Speaking of numbers, | thought that while a cult
might have as many members as could stand each
other, a traditional Satanic coven aways
numbered 13.

[[1 never heard that term either, so it was new to
me too. I’ ve heard of “ speed demons’ though.
Speaking of Sone Mountain Expressway, |'ve
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occasionally though about visiting the Sone
Mountain/Atlanta area because some of my
ancestors lived in that general area way back
before the Slone Mountain Memorial was created.
Maybe one of these days . . .// You can bet | was
very sorry too but more thankful that the crash
wasn't totally fatal to the point where I’d have
had to buy another new computer. The repair cost
was certainly less than the cost of a fancy new
computer. It's rather amazing that the lightning
didn’t fry your computer. Those flash drives, or
usb or thumb drives do come in handy and the
cost of them is very low. Though faster than the
regular dial-up connections DL is till dower
than cable or satellite connections.// That’'s the
major problem regarding contact with other
intelligent aliens. there’'s no way of knowing the
outcome until the contact actually occurs. It
certainly will be unpredictable until then. I’d hope
we humans wouldn't suffer what the various
aborigines did. But the way we seem to be going
we may self-exterminate before and aliens ever
show up.// Thetypo ... I'mtempted to say it was
mine. I’ [l have to go back and look. | checked. It's
half and half: Gene's typo; my failure to catch it.
Bad proofreader. Naughty, naughty me. My
apologies to Gene// | don’'t know about the
“ polymorphous perverse’ part but | have read
about other priests being that same way. It makes
me wonder how their consciences and,
supposedly, religious training allows them to to
act in such a way that seems counter to what
priests are taught. Doesn't the concept of
abstinence mean anything to them? How do they
justify molesting young boys? And yet it has and
does happen frequently. You're probably right
that “ ... if anything can happen, it will happen .
..l 'You're up to #432! James Tauras’s Fantasy
Times/ Science Fiction Timesis a fanzine 1'd like
to see//

Usually | don't much care about reading digital
files either but now that | have the tablet I've
grown somewhat accustomed to doing so. In spite
of that, I'll continue to prefer print books and will
spend more time reading those. That sounds like
an interesting short novel. I'm tempted to
download a copy out of curiosity but not print it
mostly because it’ s probably something | wouldn’t
want to keep. The part about the author
apparently disappearing makes for an interesting
mystery.// Yes, Ray has shown he's till around
and and active and I’'m glad to have made his

acquaintance. He' s one of the good guys who



are fans and pros. |
presume many of the
cults aren’t necessarily
evil  ones. Satanic
covens, on the other
hand claim to be and
are proud of it and
whole the number 13 is
considered bad luck by
most people, Satanists
apparently think it's
good luck. Deluded fools]]

From: Kim L. Neidigh
December 4, 2014

Dear Tom,

| enjoyed “show, don't tell” by Gene Stewart
and agree with what he says. Persondly, | love
only one rule for writing: Have | chosen the most
appropriate words and structure to convey my
intention to the reader? That’s all that matters.

Why does out culture continue to denigrate
poetry so much? As a poet myself, | was appalled
by some of the comments about SF poetry. As
with any art form, most criticism breaks down to
“1 did/didn’'t like.” Readers should check out the
Science Fiction Poetry association which
publishes works for all tastes.

The example of Dalek poetry offered by Milt
Stevens was amusing. It inspired me to share this
ancient epigram originally put forth by Descartes
the Dalek” | exterminate, therefore | am.

Yours, Kim

[[Well Gene is a pro published writer, so he
knows what he's talking about and I'm sure he
has given the subject much thought. Every serious
writer does the best he or she can and continually
strives to improve their work. Getting one's
intended meaning across should be the goal of all
writers.// | wish | could answer that question with
certainty but the best | can do is guess. Perhaps
somehow poetry is looked upon as effete or
decadent or of little use to our culture. But that's
only a wild surmise. | agree with you regarding
most criticism being more a matter of liking or
disliking what the critic has written than any sort
of truly objective judgment. I’m certain most if not
all criticswill agree with me on that. Based on all
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the Dr. Who Dalek
episodes I’ve
watched over the
years, extermination
seems to be their
only reason for
existing. That or they
simply hate everyone
esel]]

From: Alfred Byrd
December 10, 2014

Dear Tom,

Thank you for TRF #102. Again, you spoiled
your readers with a well-produced fanzine full of
engrossing articles.

| continue to like your series on Mark Twain.
Reading his commentary on the newfangled
automobile makes me regret his having no chance
to write about space exploration as it has been
taking place in our lifetimes.

Gene Stewart gave us an excellent corrective
to the old adage of “Show, don't tell.” He made it
clear that blindly following any rule of thistypeis
a pathway to potentia failure.

My thanks to Gayle Perry for “New Ancient
Earthlings.” Dinosaurs are aways fascinating, but
the author gave us something new about them in
every vignette. | hope that there are more dino-
saurs to come.

| hope that your readers didn't mind the
double dose of me. Maybe, it will be appreciated
that my next article, which I’ve just sent you, is a
one off.

Eric Barraclough in “The Bridge on the
Moon” brings back heady days when our
earthbound glimpses of the heavens tantalized us
with possible wonders. | recall being fascinated by
the bridge when | first read of it in the 1960's,
aong with a host of other features that some
trumpeted as signs of an advanced civilization.
Sadly, all of these, as well as Mars' canali, faded
from view as knowledge replaced “Here there be
monsters.”

My thanks to Dave Rowe, Helen Davis, Jerry
Kaufman, and Joseph Magor for their encouraging
comments on my historical writings. | hope that
what | plan to send will please them, too. As for
Ray Nelson's question, “What if the South had
won the Civil War?’ I’ ve thought much of it since

| read it. | even discussed it with afellow Civil



War buff near Nashville this weekend (more on
Tennessee later). I've been dissatisfied with
aternative historica fiction based on this
guestion, as even Harry Turtledove's magisterial
books overlook, | believe, key considerations
about what would really have happened had the
South won. I'm tempted to write an article. . .

Why are your readers screaming?

Finaly, let me include a travel report in this
loc. This weekend (Dec 5-7, 2014), Anna and |
went to Tennessee to stay with a former college
roommate of mine. On the way to Murfreesboro,
we stopped at the Civil War battlefield at
Munfordville KY, but were kept from touring it
by rain. | was hoping for Anna to take pictures for
a future article on the Battle of Munfordville for
TRF, but those must await another outing to the
Pennyrile. We did get to tour Kentucky’s second
Shaker colony, South Union, so | may be able to
do an article on that. The southernmost Shakers
were aso the most modern of them, but, like their
less progressive brothers and sisters, never did get
past the celibacy thing. Sadly, South Union
hasstood the test of time less well than Pleasant
Hill has.

My friend in Tennessee had invited Anna and
me there to join him on a tour of the Civil War
battlefield at Franklin. The tour was conducted by
a historical novelist, Tim Kent, whose novel They
Died Like Men follows a last-gasp offensive led in
late 1864 by Confederate genera John Bell Hood,
whose pyrrhic victory at Franklin squandered the
Confederacy's last faint hope for victory in the
war. Amazingly, no one on the tour sang to the
tune of “The Yellow Rose of Texas’ the line “But
the galant Hood of Texas played hell in
Tennessee.” It was sobering to stand by bullet-
riddled buildings and grasp how intense the firing
was in the battle with the war’'s highest rate of
casuaties for the number of men engaged.

It was comforting afterwards to eat at
Dotson’'s, Franklin's premier “meat and three’
restaurant. The chicken and dumplings, mashed
potatoes and gravy, pinto beans, fried apples, and
sweet teathat | had were every bit as good as what
| could have gotten at Ramsey's in Lexington, and
that is saying much, heretical as it is for me as a
Lexingtonian to say so. If you go to Dotson's,
however, be sure to take cash. Dotson's doesn't
take credit cards.

Oddly enough, neither did a show of Civil
War relics that Anna, my friend, and | attended
after the tour. | had to buy a book on the regiment
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to which my great-grandfather belonged on “the
Confederate honor system,” as| had only Twenty-
First Century plastic in my pocket. Still, what kind
of scoundrel would | be if | failed to pay for a
book sold to me by Robert E. Lee, or at least his
professional impersonator?

(The book, by the way, is Appalachian Rebels,
by Richard G. Brown and David Chaltas, a. k. a
Robert E. Lee, and deas with little-known
engagements in eastern Kentucky, southwestern
Virginia, and northeastern Tennessee during the
late war. What I've read of it so far iswell written
by the standards of self-published books. | guess
that no traditional publisher islikely to touch such
obscure battles.)

My plastic did work, fortunately, the next day
a the Parthenon in Nashville. Admiring its
sandstone grace and its forty-foot statue of Athena
made an oddly fitting end to a weekend that had
otherwise focused on the Civil War. As a last
word of advice, if you happen to be near the
Parthenon, you could do far worse than dine at
Amerigo's.

This will be my sole report on the sights in
Tennessee. As absorbing as these were, they don't
constitute Kentuckiana.

Thank you again for TRF #102. | look
forward to many excellent issues of TRF to come.

Best wishes,

Alfred D. Byrd

[[You're welcome. | don’'t know if the readers are
spoiled or not. Some may. I'm afraid to inquire
into that, so the less said, the better.// | can’'t
speak with absolute certainty but | think Mark
Twain would probably be be enthusiastic but
somewhat skeptical or doubtful. Sill, he'd likely
follow the progress with great interest and
comment in his usual manner and maybe want to
see such things as launches close up. But that’'s
just speculation on my part.//Occasionally I've
read articles giving advice on proper rules for
successful writing. Something | couldn't help
noticing was that some of the advice was
contradictary or questionable. Critics aside, the
majority of readers want stories that make sense
and are understandable to them on a personal
level. As Ray Nelson said to aspiring authors,
“Just write the book, You'd like to read.” Makes
sense to me.// That double does was mainly my
fault when | learned 1I'd left out one of your
installments of the preceding issue. May it never
happen again.// In regard to what if the South had



won the Civil War, personally |

think it would be nearly

impossible to determine what

things would be like in spite of

all the documents and such

relating the war. It seems to me

there are too many variables

involved to write any accurate

alternate result. But then I’ m not

a well-educated and

knowledgeable historian, so

what do | know? 1I'd be

interested in seeing the article

you're tempted to write on the

matter.// The readers

screaming? Were they? Really?

| didn’t hear that.// I’ ve read bits about the battle
of Franklin in both Civil War Times and
America’s Civil War and the site sounds like a
place I'd like to visit. But I'm afraid my wife
might not feel the same way. A pity, too, since we
pass close to Franklin when we're on our way to
visit my Aunt and other relativesin Alabama.] ]

From: Milt Stevens
12/13/14

Dear Tom,

In Reluctant Famulus #102, you write about
inventions and progress in your editorial. You
mention the tremendous progress that was made in
our parents time. Of course, we have made even
greater progress in our own time. I've seen the
estimate that human knowledge is doubling every
15 years. Maybe we should start wondering how
much knowledge there is in the universe. With our
knowledge expanding geometrically, we should
know everything in the universe within a couple
of millennia. | wonder what we will do for an
encore?

Computers have become the foundation of our
civilization. They represent the Big Development
that contributed to all other developments. | was
born in 1942, and a whole heck of a lot has
happened since then. Commercia air travel and
televison existed before | was born, but they
really got going a couple of years after | was born.
We went from rockets to orbital satellites, to men
on the moon, to exploring the solar system. We
learned the universe was a couple of orders of
magnitude bigger than we thought. We discovered
a couple of hundred extra solar planets. There was

the a-bomb and nuclear power.
We reduced the atom to itty-
bitty pieces, and they may not
exist exactly. We mapped
DNA. We developed
replacement parts for the
human body. We have sex
change operations . We've
done some very bad things to
Schrédinger’ s cat.
| read the verses at the end
of the issue. Burma Shave
verses seem like virus poetry.
You hear one and develop a
tremendous urge to write
another one. Then you develop
the urge to put your verse on a sign and place it
next to aroadway. Therest is history.
| doubt our schools mention that Columbus
was really a crackpot. The people who refused his
grant request knew the world was round. They
also knew how big it was and that China was
nowhere near where Columbus thought it was.
Byall that's reasonable Frobisher should have
made it to the new world via the northern route.
Instead, Isabella finances Columbus, and he
makes it to the new world first via the screwball
route. Do you suppose somebody diddled our
timeline?
On the other hand, what if Columbus was
right and the world was much smaller than it is?
Yourstruly,
Milt Stevens
6325 Keystone St.
Simi Valley, CA 93063
miltstevens@earthlink.net

[[I wrote about the subject of inventions and
progress to illustrate one of the reasons Mark
Twain was so interested in gadgets and inventions
and took advantage of both. | might be mistaken
but | suspect that if he were alive now or they had
been invented earlier, Twain would have been
using cellphones and computer g/tablets as well as
televisions. Yes we've definitely made greater
progress in our own time. We can thank our
ancestors and predecessors for what they
accomplished enabled us to make even more
progress. | never hear about the estimate of
human knowledge doubling every 15 years, that's
an interesting concept. If the universe is still
expanding, and at a somewhat faster pace, out
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everything in the universe. Of course if the
universe begin contracting as, | believe, one
theory claims each may meet the other. But that
would likely occur in some distant future and we
as a species may no longer exist then there’s no
need to wonder about an encore.//Considering
their ubiquity, computers certainly seem to have
become our civilization's foundation. You were
born four years before | was but I've seen a
almost at much as you. | fully concur with all you
enumerated and add that there will doubtless be
much more to come. There may even come a time
in the future when the entire human body might be
replaced by installing a brain into an artificial
body. | believe that prospect has been dealt with
in some science fiction. Yeah. Shrodinger’s cat got
a really bad deal. | suspect school history courses
avoided anything to do with crackpots of any kind
besides Columbus. Somebody diddling with our
timeline . . . Now that's an interesting thought. If
someone did so, | wonder who did it and why.
They, or he, may have covered their tracks so well
we'll never know. | think I'll leave your question
alone. My poor old brain’s not strong enough to
deal with that.]]

From: Jerry Kaufman
12/14/14

| see the #102 is in the mouth of Sheryl
Birkhead's Dragon on the front cover and the
dragon'stail ison the back cover. Well placed!

Suzle bought a tablet that runs on Android this
past summer but still feels uncertain about how to
do many things on it. It aso was Best regard
[Buy?] on sade, | think. She agrees that it's much
more portable than her laptop, which is rather a
large one. We found it very useful while we were
in London after Worldcon was over.

Gene Stewart's distinction between narrative
and dramatization was a little hazy to me. | think
that everything in fiction is narrated by
someone—a character in the story or an
omniscient author. Even a description of actions
or recounting of dialog isin the end narration. But
that's my understanding of what narrative is, and |
guess that Genes is different. To me the
distinction between showing and telling is the
difference between describing someone reporting
on an event, and actualy describing (narrating)
the event itself. (So am | agreeing with Gene in
different words or | am disagreeing?)
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The second parts of Alfred Byrd's two long
articles were both quite interesting, with the piece
on Quantrill being more so—I| had trouble
remembering the antecedents of the William
Goebel story.

| was abig fan of dinosaurs as akid, so Gayle
Perry's round up of recent dino discoveries kept
my attention throughout. |1 couldn't make out the
picture of Rhinorex Condrupus, so I've googled it.
| speculate that the large bump of the nose will
turn out to be a sensory appendage. Maybe it held
alot of odor receptors.

| like Nicola Griffith's writing, but have notyet
picked up Hild. | have heard fabulous things about
it from loca friends, and it's won a number of
awards. So | was surprised to read Michaele
Jordan's crochety review. | imagine | will at some
point read it anyway, and if my reading ex-
perience differs from hers, I'll come back and tell
you. (This could be years from now, but I'm
confident you'll still be publishing and Michaele
will till be crocheting.)

You might be overreacting to Dave Rowe's
joshing criticisms (of which | see few in this
letter), or you might be truly thin-skinned. | know
| can be at times, even though | think of myself as
a big boy who can take it when others dish it out.
You could, of course, edit out the stuff that
bothers you and doesn't add anything to the letter
column. But your philosophy of publishing letters
isto publish them all, and whole. Am | right?

The bloggers who appeared on the Hugo
ballot reflect the interests of the people who
nominated them. They are not fannish in the sense
we've used in the past, and probably don't use the
word or the concept for which it stands. Thisis a
historic change that we can slow but not stop.
What we could do, possibly, is to read their blogs
and comment—and bring in our points of view,
our terminology, and our concepts—infecting the
serious world of science fiction and writing with
the virus of the Enchanted Duplicator. But what

would that look Ilike—The Enchanted
Thumbdrive?

Yours,

Jerry Kaufman

[[Narration can be active or passive it’s also first
person or third person (which is more or less
someone relating the events of the story after the
fact. But your understanding my be clearer than
you think and just a matter of terminology. //1 try



not to be thin-skinned but

it's not an easy struggle. |

know Dave fairly well and

like him a lot and know he

means well but to me it

seems as if pointing out

any and all typos in every

issue is more important to

him than everything else.

It's sort of like someone

viewing a magnificent painting but noticing a tiny
flaw which might not diminish the whole work but
making a big deal out of the flaw instead.
Pointing out all the flaws is a sore point with me
because | try damned hard to catch every one |
can and correct them and yet some still remain.
Have you ever heard of someone finding a typo or
three (or more) in a novel they' ve read and then
writing to the publisher to point them out? That
may have happened but | rather doubt it. Right
now I'm trying to figure out “ Best regard” in
your loc. But when you read this reply that second
word won't be there but the correct one, in my
estimation, will be. | just hope I’m correct.// Your
coming back ”...yearsfromnow . ..” depends
on how many years and the possibility that I might
at some point have a very good reason to stop
publishing. Death could be one of them, but I
fervently hope not. I’d rather it be something
voluntary. And also that Michaele may decide to
stop doing The Crotchety Critic because she had
success in pursuing her professional writing. And
I’d be the first to cheer for her in that case] ]

From: Brad Foster
12/21/2014

Greetings Tom~~

Getting near end of the year, and list of emails
to answer, plus stack of mail, zines and such till
to get to on the desk is starting to get ridiculously
large. But it is my goa to use this next week to
whittle that all, if not away, at least down to
reasonable again.

S0, some zines are going to get short-thrift as
far as actual locs this time. Of course, | know my
locs are the least interesting to the things fannish
that | send out, so doubt anyone will notice the
loss much for an issue.

Did want to send you these two new little
fillos | had done a couple of weeks back, and had
set aside for TRF. And to let you know | am
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working on the cover |
promised for issue
#103.Have it roughed
out now, will be getting
to lineework and then
color in the next couple
of weeks, and get it off
to you. Probably better |
put time in creating new
art than writing half-
interesting, if that, letters of comment for now.
Hope you have happy holidays coming up--
I'm going to lock myself to the desk and computer
and get some work done!!

stay happy~
Brad

[[Well maybe your locs “ are the least interesting
of the things fannish . . .” and maybe they aren’t
but you do try to pass along a comment or two
and that’s fine with me. Of course receiving your
fillos and covers are greatly appreciated and |
can't thank you enough for those and your
occasional locs. | hope your holidays were happy
and good ones.]]

From: Dave Rowe
8288 W Shelby State Road 44
FRANKLIN IN46131-9211

2014-Dec-22

Dear Tom,

Thanks for TRF102.

Sheryl released the Kraken and then you led
with two strong articles (Gene's Show, Don't Tell
and Matt's Unholy Acts). Dave Locke used to
expound the fanzine philosophy of “Open with
your best article and close with your second-best.”
Not sure how many editors go by that these days.

Funny that Gene should note that Raymond
Chandler “famously failed to keep track of his
own plots, not even knowing how many corpses
there were or who killed whom or why.”
Chandler, in his classic essay “The Simple Art Of
Murder” noted “Conan Doyle made mistakes
which completely invalidated some of his stories’
but complimented Doyle's stories as being
“mainly attitude and afew dozen lines of unforget-

table dialogue.” He then went on to cynically



disseminate the English detective writers (who
followed Doyle) for their lack of realism and
knowledge and especialy took apart the novel The
Red House Mystery. After which he went on to
prase to high heaven the works of Dashiell
Hammett, a writer who was almost Chandler's twin.
However the closing paragraphs of “The Simple
Art..” area beautiful mantra for the hard-boiled
detective writer: “But down these mean streets aman
must go who is not himself mean . . .

As for The Red House Mystery, it was published
in 1922, became an instant classic, and Alexander
Woollcott called it "one of the three best mystery
stories of al time* By the time Chandler was
clobbering it, there had been thirteen editions.
Nowadays it isall but forgotten.

A. A. Milne (of Winnie-the-Pooh fame) wrote it,
and wrote it for his father who loved detective
novels. But since then there have been so many
stories (that you've read or seen) using similar
concepts that you'll be able to work out the whole
thing just by reading the first three chapters.

And Chandler didn't have the full grasp on
realism and knowledge that he thought he had. For
all the people in his novels who shot or were shot, he
had never used a gun until he tried to commit
suicide. Then he found the trigger mechanism needed
far less pressure than he realized and it fired while he
was simply handling it. Thankfully that frightened
him out of quitting this mortal coil by his own hand
and let us enjoy at least one more Philip Marlowe
novel aswell asthelack of conspiracy theories about
who really killed Raymond Chandler.

It would be interesting to know what “The
Simple Art . . . ” would have read like if he had
written it twenty years later when Mickey Spillane
ruled the hard-boiled detective novel with seven of
the world's top selling books. Raymond Chandler
hated them. In the last novel he completed, Playback,
he has Philip Marlowe reading a faux-Spillane novel
which he throws into a wastepaper bin because there
wasn't a garbage can handy.

Eric mentioned Clarke's A Fall of Moondust. Did
you know there was a company that was planning to
make a film of it? But that was about 1973 and by
that time we al knew the moon's "seas* were not
made of fine dust. How was the movie going to get
around that? The script's idea was that there was one
crater that was full of dust and scientists set out to
investigate it, traveling in a moonbus designed to
float on the dust. Unfortunately it doesn't. From then
on the script picked up the book's story line. A
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conceptual art, but the movie was never made.

Krista Detor played nearby recently, so after
reading Eric's piece about her in TRF 101, went to
hear her and had to agree thoroughly with all of
Eric's personal observations. By the way, the Picasso
song he mentioned was called “Picasso's Muse” but
unfortunately she hasn't recorded it.

Asked her about her song “Belle of the Ball”
about “what if Cinderella married Prince Charming
only to find he was a despot and the commoners
were rising in revolt.” Asked, because way-back in
the late '60s Britain's Independent Television
screened a series of half-hour programs called Happy
Ever After, where they gave playwrights a fairy tae
and asked each to imagine what happened after the
tale ended. The one given Cinderella had her placed
in the time of the French Revolution where she
ended up on the guillotine. Krista has been to Britain
afew times but had never heard of it.

The one episode of Happy Ever After that had a
whole load of people confused was Frankenstein,
which was just a long conversation between the
creature and the ship's captain. Most people had not
read the book and athough there had been over 25
Frankenstein movies up until then, none had used
Mary Shelley's own ending.

Remember that article on the history of Aurora's
Monster kits? There's now a book entitled Aurora
Monster Scenes—The Most Controversia Toys Of
A Generation.

Could be wrong about this but aren't new
dinosaur discoveries usualy announced at annual
paleontology conferences? If so, the New Ancient
Earthlings column will be a case of feast or famine.

What with the Hodges diens and Gayle's
dinosaurs, you never did grow up, did you? Please
don't, because neither did we, your readership.

[[Dave Locke's fanzine philosophy may make some
sense but deciding which articles are the best and
which the second best are matters of personal
judgment and taste. What a particular fanzine editor
may think is the best article may not be what some
readers think was the best. So fanzine editors these
days may still be following that philosophy because
since it's their fanzine they have a right to decide
which articles to lead off with and their choices may
not always coincide with what the readers think are
the best. Tastes vary whether people like it or not.//
As for Gene's comments on Chandler and
Chandler’s on Conan Doyle the same thing holds
true. Some writers, it seemsto me, are rather



arrogant when it comes to

discussing the works of other

writers and dismissing those

writer’s and not as good as the

writer who denigrate them. Yes,

that’s a complicated and somewhat

confusing sentence. They suffer

from an air of extreme superiority

1"ve no doubt Conan Doyle had his

flaws and shortcomings but so, |

suspect, did Raymond Chandler,

Dashiell Hammett, and others.

They may not like it but asis true of

people in general, no one is

perfect. Regarding The Red House Mystery I'm
familiar with it and knew that it was written by A. A.
Milne. 1 downloaded a copy of it from Project
Gutenberg and started reading it. | haven't finished
reading it mainly because it seemed to be moving too
dowly but | hope to get back to it sometime.// Well it
depends on what you mean by “ growing up” . If you
mean aging and becoming stodgy and sober and
losing one's sense of wonder and what some may
call childlike fascination with the new and unusual,
then, no, | haven’'t grown up. By the way, for a good
example of the difference between childlike and
childish, think back to an episode of MASH where
the psychiatrist Sydney Friedman delineated the
difference between the two, and there is a difference
though possibly a subtle one.] |

12/28/2014
From: John Purcdll

Well, Thomas, | am glad to see that my Twain
article met with some interesting responses. It is very
cool that Joe Maor picked up on things that |
actually discussed in the longer version of that article
| sent to the Mark Twain Journal edited by Dr.
Takayuki Tatsumi. Good catch, Joe! Also, in answer
to Kim Neidigh's question if “a work is considered
Steampunk if it was written in the time period in
which was set?’, | would say no, not really; but it is
an interesting observation, which basically formed
my premise. | enjoy reading Steampunk literature a
lot, and the similarities | saw between stories by the
likes of Scott Westerfield and Paul di Filippo and
those of Mark Twain—even, to a certain extent,
WEells and Verne— struck me as rather interesting.
Hence, the article and its proposition.

As for more Twain arcana, your introductory
segment about Mr. Clemens and the “motor-car” was
fun reading, especially the photographs. It doesn't

surprise me a  dl that
Clemens/Twain goyed that
contraption and postulated about its
potential for good and bad results;
likewise, his idea regarding the
“Overspeeder” and the necessity for
readable warning signs for both
pedestrian and driver was quite
prescient. The man was an
incredibly astute observer and

commentator on the human
condition and al man-made
contrivances. He must have

possessed an incredibly high 1Q.
Now | need to do some digging and see if anybody
has done research into that. Quantitatively proved or
not, in my humble opinion, Samuel L. Clemens was
a genius. | doubt if many would disagree with that
conclusion.

This was quite the varied issue, Mr. Sadler,
which is aways good. | enjoyed both articles by
Alfred Byrd, especially the conclusion of Quantrill's
rad on Lawrence, Kansas, and that man's well-
deserved demise. Alfred's article demonstrates quite
handily how some military men's personalities are
warped by their positions of authority, aso that in
war terrible atrocities occur. These are both well-
researched and well-written contributions. | look
forward to more of hisarticlesin TRF.

Gene Stewart's analysis of the “show, don't tell”
writing dictum is timely and well made. Since | have
a few weeks off between semesters, | am using the
time to complete some fiction writing projects, and
the pointers that Gene makes are solid ones. For me,
it's all about striking a balance between show and
tell: the necessity of narration cannot be denied, but
it can be controlled. Too much description, as any
writer/editor/reader can tell you, isboring. That tends
to be my big first-draft bugaboo: in fiction, you must
establish the scene and get the ball moving, and in
the process work the exposition into the action. It's a
trick, no question about that, and the more you work
at it, the better you get. In fact, once this letter is
finished | will be shifting gears to work on a horror
story 1've been writing off and on for a couple years.
(Oddly enough—or not—the American Civil War
plays an important role in it. End of aside.) My goal
isto get that one and a science fiction story done by
mid-January 2015. Wish me luck.

Oh, what else in here? (flips pages in fanzine)
Tum-de-dum-dum... Ah! Here we go.

'kahern*
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exposition and al of the illustrations. In fact, as
much as the scientific names were fine pronunciation
practice, the subheadings were a lot of fun, too. At
one point | began to wonder if al this was one
gigantic put-on. Then | checked out a few of the
references, and that settled it. Who knew? | sure
didn't. Of all these critters and their characteristics,
the one that realy piqued my interest was the
segment about Stegoceras that postulated how
dinosaurs breathed. | guess | have always assumed
they were mouth and nose breathers, but the actua
process never crossed my mind. It figures, though,
that someone somewhere would want to examine
fossilized dinosaur snot and publish a dissertation on
it. Overdl, thiswas a Very Cool article. Dinosaursin
ascience fiction fanzine? It'sanatural combination.

And from Ancient Animals on Earth to Ancient
Aliens on the moon, that's another dlick combo for a
fanzine. | have heard about the so-called “bridge on
the moon,” and have read the books of Frank
Edwards and Mgor Donald E. Keyhoe (he's a
looney), even have a handful of Fate magazine
issues. | would love to peruse Hatfield's Lunar Atlas;
| bet the Texas A&M University library has a copy.
(Self, take a memo: check online Evans Library
catalog later today.)

The latest issue of my fanzine Askance (#32, at
efanzines.com) has an article that touches on Hild at
one point. | haven't read it, but the three other
contributors—Cait Coker, Matthew Davis, and
Robin Reid—are all Medievalist scholars of one
stripe or other, so they've read Hild, and it sounds
like an interesting novel to me. Apparently, though,
it was not Michagla Jordan's cup of tea, and that's
okay. | applaud Michaelas dogging through it and
sharing her input. That there's another thing that
fanzines do well: discuss current books, movies, and
related topics. We al don't have to agree on subjects
aslong as we enjoy the debate.

This brings me to the letter column, which was
fun for a number of reasons, but | have nothing of
real note to add to what | said at the beginning of this
loc, so | am not going to apologize for not adding
anything further here. (Does that help, Dave Rowe?)
Which means | am done. So again, many thanks for
the fanzine, Thomas, and | look forward to your next
issue.

All the best,

John Purcell

| find it gratifying when articles published in TRF
receive any kind of responses as yours and others
have. Joe certainly seem to have a wide range of
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information and knowledge in his head which puts
me to shame and causes me to feel asif | don’t know
anything at all. | agree with you regarding your
reply to Kim Neidigh. I've never read any
Seampunk?l don't know why?so I'm probably not
really qualified to make such a judgment. It might do
me some good to sample some Seampunk and
probably wouldn’'t hurt.// Naturally | agree with
everything you wrote about Mark Twain in your
second paragraph. That he might have been a genius
seems certain and he well might have had an
“incredibly high 1Q”. Which makes me wonder if
there were such things as 1Q measurement testing in
Twain’s lifetime. It would have been very interesting
to learn how high it was. Clemens had a relatively
brief formal education but he apparently had the
kind of brain that acquired data and information and
stored it all away for future use, sort of like a human
computer.// Your “first-draft bugaboo” is shared by
many writers, so you're not alone. It's in the
subsequent revisions that the real writing begins, or
so say the experienced writers. That's when, ideally,
the fat gets trimmed and a proper balance is made.
Here's wishing you that luck?not that my doing so
will actually help.// | haven’'t read Hild and probably
never will mainly because | have a lot of other novels
and non-fiction | want too read and as with most
people not nearly enough time. It's certainly true
that we can’'t all agree on subjects and there's
nothing wrong with that. That also applies to the
worthiness of any particular novel. We all have
somewhat different tastes and expectations in the
fiction we choose to read and should be expected to
agree 100 percent with others.// You' re welcome for
your thanks.] |

From: Lloyd Penney
1706-24 EvaRd.
Etobicoke, ON
CANADA M9C 2B2
January 4, 2015

Dear Tom:

Another big issue of The Reluctant Famulus
arrived a while ago, and unfortunately has had to sit
for a while. Anyone who says fanzines are dying
hasn’t seen the big stack of paper zines and big list of
e-zines | have yet to respond to. Time to get to issue
102.

Interesting to see that Mark Twain embraced the
new technology of histime. How many of us would

be able to do so with today’ s technology? (I do



not have my hand up...) It is easy to become
addicted to modern tech, especidly if it gives you
what you never imagined you'd get. | am trying my
best to get not off, but further away from Facebook.
Less than a year ago, we had to get a new computer
ourselves, and it works just great, no problems yet.
Windows 7, inexpensive Web access, we're quite
happy with what we have.

What brought on al the dinosaurs? Scientists are
always finding new species of dino, which is making
the premammalian period of time almost as well-
populated with different species as today. One never
knows what lived in their area al those years ago,
and how many roamed any potential prairies.

My loc...we did well at that convention |
mentioned, and we have two more to go to so far this
new year. We're actually doing fairly well, but have
no intentions of making this anything more than a
hobby. There are clams of voter fraud in both
countries, but while there is plenty of legidation to
prohibit that fraud, it's being used in such a way as
to take the franchise away from specific groups. The
fraud itself is negligible.

With the new year, we are both fully employed,
and the bills are slowly but surely being paid. We are
comfortable enough to make some plans for a bit of
travel, but nothing long or detailed. Work starts
again for 2015 tomorrow, so I’ d better get ready, and
send this to you. Happy New Y ear, and see you with
the next issue.

Yours, Lloyd Penney.

+++++++++++++++++++++

CONNOISSEUR.
By Ray the Rhymer.

Fineliterature, like some costly liqueur,

Y ou must savor, you never should swill.

Fine books?| start many, but don't finish any,
And it's possible | never will.

+++++++++++++++++++++

A Bit of Humor, or Humour (Y eah. Riiight A very
little bit)

Things we can look forward to:

1. So far we haven’t had that worldwide cataclysmic
atomic war that reduces human kind to savagery if
not total annihilation. (But if one of these current
terrorist groups got their handson— well .. ..)

2. The odds of our being visited, conquered and
endaved or eaten by some advanced extraterrestrials
are very low. (But—who knows "—the odds could
change.)

3. We humans aren’t likely to be around when the
universe collapsesto its original pre-Big Bang state
so we won't have to worry about what it feels like.

4. Knowing that we'll probably self-destruct long
before out sun goes nova and fries the Earth.

5. There'll be more and more complicated and
sometime unnecessary electronic gadgetry for people
to spend money on whether or not they actually need
the damn things.

6. 3-D printers will become so inexpensive that more
and more people can make reproductions of their
buttocks or other parts of their anatomy and anyone
who wants to can become a scul ptor and overload the
market with their art.

7. Self-driving cars will become areality and so
reliable that their passengers will be so busy doing
other thingsthey’ll forget that they’ re headed
somewhere and the car will drive around endlesdly.
Some people may even have sex on their way to Wal-
Mart—or other places.

8. Inane and fatuous TV reality shows will become
even more bizarre and usel ess entertainment fer-
vently watched by millions seemingly with nothing
better to do.

9. We can look forward to deniers assuring us

there’ s no such thing as global warning even after the
statue of Liberty iswaist deep in water and wearing a
flotation device.

10. We can look forward to more terrorist attacks
worldwide to make our lives more exciting and
thrilling.

11. We can look forward to Right and Left poli
ticians doing their best to screw the other because
bi - partisanship and compromise are so boring.

12. And, finally, we can look forward to knowing
that The Reluctant Famulus finally ceases publi-
cation and we no longer have anything to fear.



Conclusion
This will be relatively brief, seeing as how | don't
have much more to say but | wanted to fill an odd
blank spot somehow* without resorting to more
verse. After al, | promised not to do that again. So,
instead, I’'m filling it out with the transcription of the
obituary of my great-great-uncle as a sort of curiosity
item.

ANNISTON

Bluford Saddler, aWell-Known Character |s Dead—
Other notes

Anniston, Feb. 28.—(Special)—Bluford Saddler died
a few days since a his home near White Plains, this
county. In the --5th * year of his age. The deceased,
who had never married, and his four sisters, all of
whom were older than he 2 and also unmarried, have
lived for 75 years or more in alittle two-room cabin
near White Plains, and eked out some kind of an
existence upon a small farm. The Saddler family is
one of the most remarkable in the country and has
been heard of by nearly everybody in this section. Its
manners, customs and habits have been primative
and life has been lived by the Saddlers up to the
present as it was in their younger days. Many photo-
graphers, professional and amateur, have gone to

White Plains and made pictures of the Saddlers and
their cabin home and illustrated sketches of the
interesting family have appeared in many of the
leading papers of the United States. The Saddler
sisters, two of whom are over 2 are very feeble now
and it evidently won't be long before they follow
their deceased brother into the great beyond.

Editor’s notes: 1 the age was partly unintelligible in
the original newspaper obituary.

2. | don't know who provided the information but
according to census records, Bluford was the oldest,
the sisters all younger than he. (Unless they lied to
the censustakers.)

3. As with Bluford's age, the ages of the two sisters
were also intelligible.

4. | have a digital copy of the will of Elizabeth
Saddler (Or Sadler, as later generations spelled it). It
provided the names of al possible heirs to her estate
when she died, and which included the names of her
siblings and nephews and nieces, the latter being
children of Samuel T. H. Sadler, my great-great-
grandfather.

* Thus the postcard received from Teddy Harvia

which isonly right and proper sinceit could be considered a
loc of sorts.
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