


house, and going would mean sacrificing a lot of
other shorter domestic trips, something I don’t want
to do. I would rather have a bunch of smaller trips
than just one big giant one.

Get Kevin Standlee to help you organize a
Westercon bid. Seems to me he has plenty of

experience.

We unfortunately didn't make it to the 2007
Westercon, because we were too busy getting ready
to move. Michael Siladi finally reimbursed us for
accidentally paying twice for our memberships.
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One of the native animals on our land

Our daily schedule is becoming more and more normal,
though we still have a few more things to do around the
house. Most of those things can be taken care of a little bit
at a time. The days of spending most of our waking hours
unpacking are past us finally. I've been able to start
catching up on my correspondence, reading, etc. This is
good, as the holidays season draws near, and I have to get
cards ready to send.

Mike has spent some time photographing the wildlife here
as well as the skies.

Feline Madness #65 (Tutihasi), p. 4

Roadrunner

Lawrnaine
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There are so many things that | should do. |
have to write this. | have a review of a comic
book to write for the BSFG. | have a radio
show to prepare for Friday. | should really start
writing something to an internet blog. | should
promote the radio show more. | need a regular
job. | need to relax. | need more sleep. Maybe
| should eat more. Maybe I’'m too stressed.
Maybe I’'m too nervous. Maybe a whole lot of
people will read this. Maybe no-one will notice.
And if | just...

The radio show continues. My record collection
hasn’'t expanded but there are people running
much longer shows with much less material.

So far, I've done nothing much to promote the
show because... there are lots of reasons. To
begin with, everything else they broadcast is
available for replay on their internet site for a
couple of months. In my case it’s live or nothing.
Since this goes out at 1pm on a Friday local
time, | have doubts about what I'd get as an
audience. The sort of people that would have
broadband internet are probably at work or at
school. If they’re at work, there probably isn’t

a chance they’d be allowed and | suspect the
same goes for schools too. So I've been trying
out ideas and rough themes with nothing much
by way of commentary. | suppose that means |
haven’t really been trying hard enough but there
you go. I've got one potential guest for the show
that I've been putting him off until they put me
on replay. I've got ideas that | haven’t been able
to work out properly yet -like how to get material

I've downloaded as good-ish quality mp3 onto

a format their system will play. | want to include
some of the more unusual material - some

of which is in languages | don’t understand -
and I've been told that | can’t play it unless |
know that it specifically doesn’t have anything
offensive in it. | suspect there are others who
ignore this. Then there’s a desire to keep stuff
back until | can really get started (when they
put this on replay) because | don’t want to be
playing the same thing over and over again.
Maybe, | just need to develop a standard format.
Individual spots for certain things, running
themes, that sort of thing. The only trouble is |
don’t particularly want to limit things. Ah well.

| probably just need to develop an opinion or
some kind of attitude. If you're still interested, I'll
be on http://www.rhubarbradio.com on Fridays
at 1pm UK time (not necessarily GMT at the
moment).

The BSFG is likely to go through a minor
change early next year. Rog Peyton has been
doing their newsletter for most of the last 9
years and he’s decided he wants to retire “from
science fiction”. This will definitely mean he
doesn’t want to do that anymore and probably
means no more participation in conventions.
I’'m not sure if that means we’ll never see him
again. Trouble is, the group isn’t getting any new
members and too many of the current ones are
of his generation and don’t want to participate
in the running of the thing. He’s done fairly well
with the newsletter and he has contacts that
none of the rest of us do. I've been providing
him with pages of stuff cut from internet pages
(especially SFSite - thanks Steve) which he
credits me for and generally ignores. | don’t

know why he has me send him this stuff. | only
use about 4 sites and he could get at this stuff a
lot easier. | suspect he’ll be a major loss to UK
SF fandom as a whole.
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Sounds like you’re all moved in now and all you
need are a few repairs that aren’t any bigger
than regular maintenance. If you don’t have to
get rid of the boxes, it might be an idea to keep
some of them to store things like books that
you don’t have shelf space for. If you have a
library, there’s a good chance that you have a
lot of books that you wouldn’t even look at for

a number of years that could be cycled in and
out of boxes and stored somewhere safe. If
you have somewhere safe for them, that is. If
you have rattlesnakes, there are probably mice
around, | suppose the tarantula must imply a
serious insect population too.

| read very little of Enid Blyton when | was
young enough for it but | did get through some
of the series that began with “Five Children and
It”. | think there were more than two books to
the series (the second is “The Phoenix and the
Carpet”) but I'm not sure if they made a sequel
to the Branagh film. | know the BBC has done at
least the first two as serials recently.



I've never seen “Rabbit Proof Fence” but |
remember there was a lot of fuss about it when
it came out. | think it was up for a batch of
awards but not necessarily serious film awards.
More likely the sort of alternative film award they
pass out for the right kind of political motive.

Steyven H SEves

| don’t get about as much as | used to. That'’s
entirely down to my decision to stop spending
money on luxuries. It's even longer since | last
took a holiday. That’s down to the discovery
that my employer was liable to call me up if |
ever took time off and ask me to come and fix
something.

It's quite some time since | last saw Steve
Green. I'm not even sure that I've seen him
this year. | used to see him regularly as part of
various groups or sub-groups. SF fandom is
very clique-y around here. | think I've only seen
him once since Ann died.

There used to be something about every US
president elected in a year ending in zero not
leaving office alive. They probably stretched
the point a bit with FDR and it hasn’t happened
since Kennedy but there did seem to be
something to it.

There are places that commemorate local
“celebrities”. Birmingham seems to do it to try
and get tourists and nothing more. The city is
currently trying to push a “walk of stars” based
on the Hollywood Boulevard idea. This is not
the first time they’ve tried it. Their big problem
is that the names they come up with don’t seem
to rate such status and fame is often fleeting.
They also have an annual event that tries to

cash in on the Tolkien connection. The event
will probably continue for many years but the
council presence went up drastically a couple of
years ago. This was probably a bit too late since
the films of “Lord of the Rings” had all run on TV
a year earlier and interest was starting to fade
again.

There are some that would take exception to
“Up Pompeii” being classified as a blatant rip off
but (obviously) I'm not one of them. Howerd’s
character does have a few variations from the
Mostel version but, since I've never seen both
that close together, | couldn’t tell you what they
were. If you can’t find episodes, there’s a film
version. | don’t think they used any of the plot
from the original but the characters and settings
from the TV show were preserved.
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The problem with having an international apa
is that cultural assumptions don’t necessarily
apply. You talk of “weird” as a defined fiction
genre. I'd not heard that label used before. As
a guess, I'd say you’re thinking of something
in terms of the old US magazine “Weird Tales”
but I'm far from sure about that. Then you
launch into a review of a book by a writer I've
not heard of. Is Tim Winton published outside
Australia? What exactly are you saying is new
here? Your idea of the out-of-place predatory
animal crops up in many places across the
world and has done for quite some time. There
have been sightings of large black cats across
England for more than my lifetime. | think the
Surrey/Sussex Panther was heavily reported

in newspapers in the 1940s or 50s. There has
been a recent sighting in Yorkshire reported

on the national news complete with digital film
from someone’s mobile phone. The closest |
can think of to something like that showing up
in UK literary fiction is Conan-Doyle’s “Hound of
the Baskervilles”. The classic example of such
things in literature comes from the idea of albino
alligators that live in the sewers of US cities. Of
course, this time the creature is hunted rather
than a spectral predator but | think the concept
is the same.

Suddenly - so suddenly it scared him - there
was light ahead around a corner. Not the light of
a rainy evening in the city, but paler, less certain.
They rounded the corner. He noticed the flash-
light bulb starting to flicker; lost the alligator
momentarily. Then turned the corner and found
a wide space like the nave of a church, an
arched roof overhead, a phosphorescent light
coming off with whose exact arrangement was
indistinct.

“Wha,” he said out loud. Backwash from the
river? Sea water shines in the dark sometimes;
in the wake of a ship you see the same
uncomfortable radiance. But not here. The
alligator had turned to face him. It was a clear,
easy shot.

He waited. He was waiting for something to
happen. Something otherworldly, of course. He
was sentimental and superstitious. Surely the
alligator would receive the gift of tongues, the
body of Father Fairing to be resurrected, the
sexy V. tempt him away from murder. He felt
about to levitate and at a loss to say where,
really, he was. In a bonecellar, a sepulchre.



The rest of the novel has the usual blend of
conspiracy theory and modern mythology that
is par for the course with this writer. You'll find
the book in general/literary/cult fiction and never
fantasy/horror. Oh, and they’ve named at least
3 alternative rock groups after the hero (Benny
Profane). And apart from pulling a copy off the
shelf for a quote, I'm going on a memory of
something | read 20 years ago.

I've never really bothered with the fan funds.
I've known people that have won but never
really cared enough to vote. | think the first
time | heard of TAFF, it was because 2 or three
acquaintances were trying to get me to vote
for them. Is TAFF always a North America-

UK thing? | thought | once heard of people
from other parts of Europe on the list? Does
anyone ever go to the Eurocon? Does it even
exist anymore? I've actually heard of UK
events much bigger than EasterCon (or even
WorldCon) that were described as “Science
Fiction Convention”s. They tend to be massive
media events but still held at the Radisson
Heathrow/Slough.

o v e ! m.

I've not read a lot of the Hugo winners. In some
cases | don’t think I've even seen copies. From
the list I've got of those up to 1994 (old list) I've
read 9 of the novels. | think | might have read
“... and call me Conrad” as part of something
else - was it rewritten into something bigger? -

but | probably haven’t. | have copies of other’s
that | haven’t got around to yet. Partly because
| don’t seem to have the time and, in one case,
because | don’t really want to. | remember
trying to read “Stranger in a strange land” for

a second time with the reader’s group and
failing miserably because it felt like a political
monologue. Did they ever consider doing a
“retro-Hugo” for 19577

And that’s about it for this month.
Bye now

William McCabe
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Milestone Issue:

As | prepared to send this to Kat, | realized it was a milestone issue.
Just as Argentus is a variant on a word for “Silver,” so too is Plata.
And this is issue 47, the atomic number for Silver, a milestone that |
won't reach with Argentus for another 38 years, if | last that long.
So here | present Plata 47.

The Night | Accepted a Hugo:

At Anticipation in Montreal on August 9, 2009, | was up for two
Hugos, one for Best Fan Writer and one for Best Fanzine. | was
under no illusions that | wouldn’t win in the Best Fan Writer
category, although | had a vague hope for Best Fanzine. However, |
also knew that there was a good chance | would be accepting the
award for Best Dramatic Presentation, Long Form for the
Disney/Pixar film WALL °E.

Before | go any further, let me explain that | do not work for Disney. |
do not work for Pixar. | did not work on WALL E. The reason | was
accepting for the film is because | work for SFWA, of all things.

In April, WALL °E won the Nebula Award for Best Script. As the
SFWA Event Coordinator, part of my job was to ensure that Nebulas
(and other awards) won by people who were not at the ceremony
eventually made their way to the winners. | carried the WALL *E
Nebula (as well as a few other awards) back with me to Chicago,
where | called a friend of mine in the Writers Guild of America to find

out how to contact Andrew Stanton, WALL ¢E’s writer and director.
A few phone calls later and | found myself talking to Stanton’s
assistant and making arrangements to ship the Nebula to them.

And then | let the Nebula sit in the house for two months because,
well, it was cool to have it (and a gorgeous Nebula) and because my
daughters kept asking to watch WALL «E with the Nebula on top of
the television. Eventually, of course, | boxed it up and sent it on its
way, receiving a very nice note from Mr. Stanton’s assistant upon its
arrival.

And thus ended my connection with WALL <E.
Not quite. Obviously. If it had, there wouldn’t be an article.

A couple of weeks before Anticipation, | sent Jim Mann, one of the
coordinators for the Hugo ceremony a note. If they hadn’t heard
from Pixar, | had a phone number and could get in touch with Pixar
to see if they wanted to send an acceptance speech. Jim asked me
to do so.

Once again, a phone call to Mr. Stanton’s assistant. She thanked
me for letting them know and said she would have to toss it over to
the publicity department. | made sure she knew my time-line. A
week later, we talked again. It was now the day before | was leaving
for Montreal. She didn’t have anything but gave me the name of the
publicist in charge. | called him and his assistant told me he was in
New Orleans for a week and asked if | could e-mail the information
to her.



An hour later, | had an acceptance speech approved by
Disney/Pixar.

| dropped Jim an e-mail letting him know that | had the speech.

Shortly after | arrived at Anticipation, | bumped into Jim. He asked if
my having the speech meant that | was the designated acceptor. |
told him that | would accept if they didn’t have anyone else, but it
was his call. He decided that since | had made contact and had at
least a tiny relationship with someone involved with the film, | should
accept should WALL °E win.

And | was right. | lost the Best Writer Hugo to Cheryl Morgan and
the Best Fanzine Hugo to Electric Velocipede. And WALL <E won.

| had been debating whether, if WALL *E won it would be
appropriate for me to say anything beyond what Disney/Pixar had
approved. My two thoughts were humor, suggesting | would have
preferred to have been at the dais a few awards earlier, which |
decided was not appropriate, or explanatory. But first, | said “Wow!”
Twice. | couldn’t help myself. Accepting, even if it wasn’t for me,
was a little overwhelming. And the Hugo was beautiful.

| explained that earlier in the year, | found myself with the WALL °E
Nebula Award and the task of getting it to Pixar. After contacting
them, | kept the Nebula at home for about two months, and every
time the girls asked to watch WALL <E, they also asked to have the
Nebula on the television. Now, I'm sure the same thing would
happen with the Hugo, until | got around to sending it out to Pixar.
And then | read the speech Disney/Pixar sent.

In fact, | had no intention of letting my kids see the Hugo. My plan
was to carry it around for the evening and them drop it off at the
Operations office the first thing in the morning, along with the
address to which the trophies should be mailed. | walked off the
stage, escorted by the three young woman who had brought the
three Hugos (one for Andrew Stanton, one for Jim Reardon, and
one for Peter Docter) and we worked our way through the black
maze backstage.
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lan Stockdale tried to relieve my of the prize, but | told him it was
mine for the evening and | selected one of the three to keep me
company. Upon my return to my seat, | offered it up to John Helfers,
who was seated behind me, and Paolo Bacigalupi, who was to my
right.

Following the ceremony, of course, were the photographs, during
which Frank Wu led several of us in a rendition of “My Hugo” to the
tune of “My Girl,” and | was asked to pose for a picture by a woman
covering the event for an animation blog. And then it was off to the
Hugo Losers’ Party.

In addition to my evening’'s date, Sondra de Jong, | was also
accompanied to the party by another Chicago fan, Isabel Schechter.
Once at the party, they hooked up with Helen Montgomery, who
was also wandering around. When the three went to pose with the
WALL °E Hugo, | stopped them, asked Frank if | could borrow his
Hugo, and also borrowed Kaja Foglio’s Hugo from Lisa Freitag,
which resulted in the three women each holding a Hugo and
recreating the iconic “Charlie’s Angels” pose, one of which had
Frank behind them.

At one point during the evening, Traci Morganfield asked if she
could hold the Hugo. | jokingly offered to let her hold it for a mere
$5, quickly adding that | would donate the money to one of the fan
funds. Traci went for a her wallet, and | ran with the idea. Within
moments, | wandered over to TAFF delegate Steve Green and
handed him $25, explaining where it came from. He laughed and
decided he would enjoy staying with me at the end of the month. By
the time | left the Losers’ Party, | had dropped another $20 on
Steve.

Wandering the party floors with my Hugo, and eventually my
entourage of Sondra, Isabel, Helen, and Jerry Gilio, | continued to
charge for the chance to hold a Hugo. One woman wanted to like it,
which | rejected. Another person paid $2 to simply touch it. A
member of the Plokta Cabal commented she would just hold her
own when she got home, while Michael Swanwick made a $5
donation and said he’d just pick up one of his own.



At the end of the evening, | wound up with $172, which | gave to
Chris Garcia the next day, for a total donation of $217. But all good
things must come to an end and it was time to go back to my hotel.
Had | been smart, or clairvoyant, | would have dropped the rocket
off at operations before making my way back, but | figured that |
could hold onto it through the night.

So there | was, dressed in my tuxedo and carrying the Hugo, |
walked from the Delta to the Hilton at 2:30 on Monday morning. As
you can imagine the streets were deserted except for the two
potheads sitting in front of the Tim Horton's attached to the train
station.

While this year's Hugo, designed by Dave Howell, was gorgeous, it
also used granite as the base, making it one of the heaviest Hugos
around. | had shifted from carrying it by the base to carrying it like a
barbell.

A car drove by slowly, made a u-turn, and the driver, a Montreal
policeman, told me, in French, what | interpreted to mean "Put the
knife down and step away."

Not wanting to appear in the Montreal papers on Tuesday, | figured
it would be a good idea to do what he said. Fortunately, he had
enough English that | was able to explain what the "knife" really
was and why | was carrying it on an empty street dressed mostly in
black at 2:30 in the morning.

October 19, 1781

British Commander Lord Cornwallis handed his sword to American
General George Washington and French commander the Comte de
Rochambeau at Yorktown, Virginia to the sounds of the band
playing “The World Turned Upside Down.” Cornwallis was taken into
captivity and traded to the English the following year for Henry
Laurens, who had served as President of the Continental Congress
from 1777-1778 and then as ambassador to Holland. After his
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capture in 1780, Laurens was charged with treason and became the
only American ever held captive in the Tower of London.

Results:

Although the war officially continued until the Treaty of Paris was
signed in 1783, Cornwallis’s surrender at Yorktown ended fighting in
the American Revolution. Cornwallis’s reputation was sullied and
he didn’t receive another command until 1786 when he was
appointed Governor-General of India.

While in India, Cornwallis was faced with the Third-Anglo-Mysore
War. He brought the war to a successful conclusion for the British,
thereby helping to restore his reputation, and he was named the 1%
marquess of Cornwallis and brought back to Britain in 1793. In
1798, he was sent to Ireland as Lord Lieutenant and had to put
down a revolt by the Irish (aided by a French invasion). His success
further rehabilitated his reputation and in 1805, he was reappointed
as Governor-General of India, only to die shortly after arriving. He is
buried on the banks of the Ganges.

Yorktown became known as the battle that ended the American
Revolution. Located in the “Historic Triangle” of Virginia (the other
two points are made up of Jamestown and Williamsburg, the site of
the battle is commemorated with a large obelisk and an interpretive
center. On a personal note, when my family visited a few years
back, | had the pleasure of meeting Murray Leinster’s daughter,
granddaughter, and great-granddaughter at the museum.

Book and Fiction News

In just under a week as | write this, the anthology Zombie Raccoons
and Killer Bunnies will be released by DAW Books. Edited by Kerrie
Hughes and Martin H. Greenberg, the anthology includes my short
story “Bats in Thebayou,” my second fiction sale and the first to
appear in a dead-tree edition. In it, | tell the story of an alien
invasion of Texas, five years after the aliens arrive and just as the
Texans begin to realize they've been invaded. As one friend said,
she’ll never look at mosquitoes the same way.



And since last ish, I've received my copies of War and Space from
NESFA Press. I'm very happy with the way the book turned out.

I’'m about halfway through the layout of the second volume, which
has undergone a title change from Robots and Fantasies to Robots
and Magic. The introduction, by Terry Brooks, arrived yesterday
and is pretty much what | hoped for. John Picacio is working on the
cover and should have the art for me this month. I've suggested
that while the first volume art had a golden tint to it, perhaps a
silvery-metallic tint for the second volume to play off the whole robot
idea. The book will contain 19 robot stories and 14 fantasy stories.

And I’'m very late with this year’s ISFiC Press book, a collection of
thirteen stories by James P. Blaylock. Currently, my layout director,
Bob Garcia, is making corrections and we need to get the files to the
printer by this coming Monday. | still haven’t done any real
promotion for the book and still have to send out advance reader
copies (although I've sent electronic files to a couple of reviewers
who requested them. | only received the final cover art two days
ago.

The book will go on sale at Windycon in November. Until then,
ISFiC Press is running a sale through our website in honor of the
debut of the television series FlashForward, based on Robert J.
Sawyer’s novel. Any purchase of Relativity, by Sawyer, along with
one other backilist title will receive a 10% discount, Relativity with
two or three backlist titles will receive a 25% discount, and Relativity
with four or more titles will receive a 40% discount.

I'm trying to find someone who can not only come up with
promotional ideas for ISFiC Press, but can also implement those
ideas. So far, it seems like I've only been able to find people with
suggestions who don’t understand that the real problem is that |
don’t have the time for that part of the business.

What | have realized is that doing three books in as short a time as
I’'m doing them (plus Argentus, plus the Program Book for Capricon
in February) is a little (lot) too much.
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The Shadow on the Doorstep, by James P. Blaylock.
Introduction by Tim Powers. Afterword by Lewis Shiner.
Cover by Phil Foglio.



You Write, | Wreply:

The Walrus Eats Every Ditmar

Not having read In the Winter Dark, and
in fact, not being at all familiar with Tim
Winton, | came to your essay completely
in the dark.

A brief copyediting note: The word
“both” in the last line in the first column
on the first page is printed as “bother.”

I’'m afraid that without having reading
Winton’s novel, | only get a little out of
the article. While it is possible to read
essays about unread books and still get
something out of them, that doesn’t
seem to be your intention with this one.

Feline Madness

Good luck with placing things. I'm pretty
sure Elaine and | still have unemptied
boxes from our last move...eight years
ago. When | suggest that we just get rid
of whatever we haven’t unpacked yet,
she is quite reticent. As for the books,
I've gotten to the point where we no
longer have space for more bookshelves
and even if we did, I'm not sure | could
shelve them as quickly as they come into
the house, which is one of the reasons
I’'m beginning to donate books and
papers to Northern lllinois’s SF Research
Collection.

Pleasantly Random

I had two different people ask if | would
be willing to nominate them for this
year's TAFF Race. Since the first person
to ask is someone | think would do a
great job (Anne Murphy), | agreed to be
one of her nominators. | also felt the
second person to ask would do a great
job, but had to decline to nominate him
since | already had nominated Anne. |
urge all and sundry to vote.

August 2009

You asked how | did the contribution for
64, noting “the text in background seems
to be at 90 degrees to the text in the
image.” Not sure what you're referring to
since | didn’t think | had any text in
background and I'm not seeing anything
rotated when | look back at that ish.
Given your comments regarding Peter
and Kat, I'm thinking there is some
corruption of your file, or on your
computer (see your own piece last ish on
computer support).

At Ungodly Hours

No comment on your Hugo reactions.
While some of the other nominees have
commented about wins and losses this
year or in the past, | generally feel that
as a nominee, commenting on the Hugos
in a category in which I’'m eligible is not
something | want to get into.

Plata

I have a feeling you won't have to worry
about additional Retro-Hugos for your
reading list, at least not for a while. They
can only be given on the 50, 75, or 100™
anniversary of a worldcon in which
Hugos weren't awarded. By my
reckoning, that means the next shot
would be the 1014 Worldcon for 1939.

While your sport season might be
starting up, mine ended earlier this week
when for the 101 year in a row the
Chicago Cubs had their World Series
hopes crushed, “like so many paper beer
cups.™

RYCTWilliam: Windycon also provides
crash space and food to gophers who
work enough hours, as well as
membership reimbursement. This year,
Chris Garcia will be attending without
having to pay for the privilege

RYCTMe: | specifically chose to include
the picture of Chaplin in mufti because,
like Groucho or Harpo, his visage is
more associated with the costume that
with what he really looked like.

L“A Dying Cub’s Fan's Last Request,” Steve
Goodman, 1981.



And now, swinging from the guardrail of
the caboose dangles the one and only

Booplgdoggin’ 39

The only eAPA production that not only
dunks its slams, but also swallows its
Orioles whole (yeah, that's right my little
chickadees, feathers an' all!)

But, before the main event, here's a word
from our sponsors!

Boopledoggin’ is © 2009 by Skate Press/Chuck
“That’s not stupid enough for technobabble, believe

me ” Connor.

No rights are vetained before, during or after
publication — all rights are returned to the respective
authorsfartists  (unless  the been
obviously ripped off from somewhere else, ahem!) on

ucce}n‘ance.

material  has

Boopledogs are produced for eAPA, the Monthly
Electro-APA (details are available at
www.efanzines.com — the glittering portal leading
into the wormhole infested universe which is known

as electrofanny-ing)

Skate Press Producktions are available for

Booplgdoggin' #39

Trade/Usual, LoCs (Letters of Comment), CoCs (Cards
qf Comment), winkins, blinkins, and nods in the
right direction — also anything of a curious and
interesting nature..

And now, back to the regular
deprogramming....

Missed It By A Milel

Although I'm not quite back in the fold as
yet — though should be by the time the
November mailing comes around — [
thought I would share with you a little early
Halloween ghostliness in the form of the
short piece of fiction below.

Regular readers will no doubt have been
bored witless in regard to my attempts at
professional writing. Well, sad to say,
having had some success in the 'Adult'
market, it seems that Xcite Books have
decided to run two of my old ADC pieces
which I fished out, dusted off, and
expanded to meet their requirements. It's
not as rapid or fast paced as the ADC days,
but it's turned up £100 for two retreads
which can't be bad in today's publishing

climate.

However, the piece below was originally
written as an exercise in keeping things
short and sweet. It also was short listed
with eleven other pieces in a national
Writers Magazine monthly competition.

Okay, so it was a first attempt, and so
making the short list was a good thing, but
it would have been nice to have taken the
first prize of £250 all the same.

Whatever. See what you think (and be
careful, there is some curious Brit humour
in amongst the banter...)

Situation
Vacant

Can you Adam-an’-Eve it! Take my eyes off her
for one minute and she’s at the booze, again!

I told them when I got back the last time, there is
no way I can continue being her temporary spirit
guide if she keeps on getting tanked every time she
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holds a séance. I said, I don’t care if that means I
get kicked out of the Clairvoyant Instruction
Department and put on the graveyard shift teasing
lapsed Catholics, inhabiting her is like
materialising in the middle of Victoria Wines after
a herd of stampeding buffalo.

I mean, what kind of advert is that for the
business? I tell you, it’s bad enough they’ve kept
her on the books in the first place, but after two
schooners of sherry she’s three sheets to the wind,
and hamming it up like a chorus-line diva in Rep.
Oh well, needs must when the Devil drives, |
suppose.

Anyway, dearheart, my name’s Justin, and I
understand from Despatch you’re here to have a
look at one of our vacancies before considering
taking her on, right? The Try Before You Fly
deal? It says here I’ve got you for an hour or so —
give you some idea as to which techniques work
best, and a little touch of cultural exchange thrown
in at the same time. Certainly would be nice to get
a little bit of culture around here now and again, [
can tell you, but... Well, you’ll have to pardon my
ignorance, but what sort of manifestation are you?

Bless you! What? Oh, I see! Forgive me, love,
but I thought you’d sneezed! A Chindi? That’s a
new one on me, that’s for sure. An Indian spirit —
and a clockwise one at that? Oh...

What? No, got to admit, love, it’s not one I'm
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familiar with. To be totally honest with you, I’ve
always stayed with the more Christian side of the
business. Ever since coming out of Purgatory, in
fact. Mind you, that’s never stopped me being
curious about some of the overseas branches — but
the notices don’t come up all that often on the
Situations Vacant board, so when Barry suggested
we put ourselves forward for some cross-
pollination I was all for it. He went on to propose
it at our local area AGM, and a whole lot of us got
behind him and did a little campaigning as well.

Barry? Used to be one of the high priests of
Osiris. Lots of gold, chunks of bling, and a fo-die-
for all over tan under his loin cloth? Yep, that’s
him. Used to have a swanky little sarcophagus on
display at the V&A — sometimes even went out on
exhibition tours, the lucky thing. That was until he
got repatriated to the Museum of Cairo, poor
lamb. I said to him, I said, the only way to
survive, chucks, is to moisturise until the cows
come home.

Oooops! Sorry about that. What? The bit about
the cows. Well, being sacred and all. Sorry? The
other Indian? Oh, right! Native American — oh
dear, how embarrassing!

Pardon?

No, not for you, love, for me! You must
think me a right dizzy mare!

Anyway, cut a long one short, the idea sort of gets
through to Central Office, who for once actually
take an interest and think it’s a good publicity
move. So then they asked if there were any of us
CHITs who were prepared to give it a trial run?
Well — sorry?

CHITs?

Actually, it stands for Cosy Hauntings In
Transit. We’re sort of more your non-violent end
of the spectrals — though Maurice over in Chiswick
has been known to throw a really mean hissy fit
from time to time. Trust me. Once he gets into
one of his poltergeist moods, love, then no amount
of Clarisse Cliff is safe, regardless.

Myself? Well, before I got loaned out to
CID, I used to haunt three or four nice little
cottages out Hampstead way, up near the heath. It
was nothing serious, and usually the inhabitants
were there just renting for a while. I’d tastefully
hang around until someone came along, then I’d
manifest myself — dolled to the nines in white —
and make with a bit of ooooh-ing and aaarh-ing.
I’1l have you know, before I was transferred, I was
quite famous for my aaarhs. It’s true, I won’t lie.
Several researchers commented as such in their
books — Great Haunts of England, that sort of
thing. Not that I take much notice of the critics,
you understand, but I should have gotten an award
for the amount of work I put into my aaarhs.



Anyway, this isn’t telling you about the vacancy,
is it? Though I have to admit, if it was up to me, I
would have retired her years ago, despite her
international success in the Eighties. However,
management have seen fit to see how you get on
with Madame Rosita Consuella Montoya, “psychic
to the stars.” The trouble is, love, the only stars
she normally sees are those stuck on the label of
the cheap Greek brandy she sometimes gets a taste
for.

Who was her previous? Tiresome Tommy. Sorry,
Sir Thomas d’Du Sodall, or something like that.
He’s one of those mockney Tudor types, all
fifteenth-sixteenth century. Came down to
London, upset a queen, and ended up feeling the
executioner’s chopper. His party piece at the
office Christmas ‘do’s is to stick his head under his
arm, and then say “Look at me when I’'m talking to
you.” Well, he still thinks it uproariously funny,
but after the twentieth time? Let’s just say the
shine’s been off it for a while, and leave it at that,
okay?

Apparently, so gossip has it, on his death he
left behind a stately home somewhere, half a dozen
illegitimate offspring, and a particularly resilient
strain of syphilis usually associated with livestock.

What happened to him? Well, it’s a bit of a
sad story really. It happened about a month or so
ago. He’d been doing his best for Rosie —
channelling, passing messages on, offering words
of sympathy, that sort of thing — only this one
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evening, after the show, she gets a craving for yet
another bloody drink. Gin and It, but without the
It. So, off she goes to the sideboard, drags out one
of those big green litre bottles of Gordon’s only to
find there’s less than a gimlet’s worth in the
bottom. As quick as you like, she’s got the top off
and is downing the dregs just when Tommy
decides it’s time to depart. No sooner has he
started to exit than he finds the world’s turned
green and he’s looking at it through the inside of
the gin bottle!

Well, she’s none the wiser, and Tommy
doesn’t believe in Velcro, so the next thing is she
screws the cap back on with Tommy’s head still in
the bottle. To add insult to injury, on her way out
to the off-licence she then throws him into the
dustbin, along with another half dozen empties.
Meanwhile his poor headless body doesn’t know
which way to turn. It wasn’t until a couple of
hours later some of the Baker Street Irregulars find
it had wandered down into the Underground and
had been going round and round the Circle Line,
long after the trains had stopped running.

Anyway, after a quick check of the roster
they go over to Madam Rosie’s, find the gin bottle
poking out of a black bag in the side alley with the
rest of the rubbish, bring it back to HQ, and finally
reunite Tommy’s head with his body.

Was he grateful? Was he Eckersly! The
first thing he does is book himself a bed in the
Crippen Memorial, on the grounds he’s suffering

from Post Traumatic Séance Disorder, and then
calls Souem, Grabbit & Runne to see if he can
claim for loss of hauntings.

I told him; Tommy, you stand as much
chance as a hamster in a microwave. Then, lo and
behold, the company’s taking him to court for
being in breach of the Hauntings & Spirits Act —
i.e., not following company safety procedures, and
also for materialising in an improper place.

So, in a nutshell, that’s how this position
came up.

What’s she like to work with? Well, all
things considered, I’ve worked with worse, and
she’s really not such a bad old pet once you get to
know her. She usually holds her sessions of an
evening — Tuesdays and Thursdays — and she’s a
little bit of a traditionalist — dark velveteen plush,
low lighting, postcard in the newsagent’s window,
that sort of thing. Very retro, I know, but most of
the punters still expect those kind of props, for
which I blame television. Usually I speak as |
find, but don’t let me get started on that one,
okay?

Anyhow, she really shouldn’t be that much
work, provided you don’t mind her drinking, that
is. Basically it’s two shows a week, then you’re
either on-call, as per the roster, or free to do a bit
of freelancing. The Tower of London were
looking for a couple of stand-ins a week or so
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back, while some of the regulars go off on their And with that, all I can say is

holidays. Not my cup of tea, to be honest. I can

do the walk-ons quite happily — even rattle a few

chains from time to time — but it’s all that doublet W m m
and hose routine. Call them what you will, love, ?
but tights are tights, and I’ve never done drag in

my life — or death, come to that. mhdﬂever

So, can I assume you’ll be taking over from
me as of Thursday? Wonderful! Here’s hoping ? arze. ..
you enjoy it twice as much as I have!

Where next for me? Well, I’ve just
accepted a booking down in Portsmouth, hanging
around the naval dockyard. Mondays,
Wednesdays and Fridays it’s the Victory, Tuesdays
and Thursdays it’s the Mary Rose. Full wardrobe
— wooden leg and parrot optional. Never done it
before, so I’ll definitely be sailing uncharted
waters.

Still, a change is as good as a rest, as they
say. And there’s no rest for the wicked, love,
believe-you-me. Rushed off me feet some days...



I Never Got the Hang of Thawsdays #60

Garth Spencer
P.O. Box 74122, Hillcrest Park
4101 Main Street
Vancouver, BC V5V 3P0

Garth Spencer’s Year Off

The reason | talked about Glen Baxter last issue was to see who else
appreciated this surreal cartoonist. From your remarks, Peter, | guess that |
make the same mistake everyone else makes all the time — not giving enough
context — so you couldn’t be sure which Glen Baxter [ was talking about.

I guess it’s time to stop waiting for life to happen and start doing something
with it. It’s been a good year that I’ve been essentially unemployed, with a
bit of freelance work on the side and a few recent temp assignments. There
must be a lesson in this.

Apart from telling myself I’m going to get in gear and start a small business
doing what I’ve been doing anyway — word processing, editing services, part-
time secretarial work, and cat-sitting — and drawing up plans to organize my
life and my kipple, there isn’t much progress to report.

Should I try stand-up comedy?
H#it

In fannish activity, | have made plans to organize a Royal Swiss Navy room
party at a convention, and to bring the next RSN Gazette into publication.
One piece of silliness | want to talk about is the RSN Corps of Engineers.

This Corps of Engineers, if | can get anyone interested, should consist of
people who start out with no mechanical aptitude, no idea of how to
calculate stresses and forces, and a tendency to charge into things with more
enthusiasm than plans or materials.

Like the RSN Marines (a number of guys chosen for looking completely
harmless, incapable and out of shape) and the Marines Chorus (so many guys

For e-APA

chosen for tone-deafness), this is by way of a satire, if you can guess what
I’m pointing fun at.

Do you remember my talking about the RSN Intelligence Branch? From time
to time | daydream about how to format intelligence files. Either personal
dossiers, or reports on groups, institutions and events. Sometimes | have
surfed the Web for materials and found a surprising amount available from
various intelligence organizations. If there’s an intelligence community,
don’t they need some people to play village idiot for them?

Mailing Comments
Toe-APA 64:
The Walrus Eats Every Ditmar #5 / Philip Ellis

Well, you 've been busy, haven’t you? | thought I had piled up a hefty amount
of writing, until | saw your bibliography.

Feline Madness #63 / R-Laurraine Tutihasi

Actually | had already figured out a lot of what you explained, about how
much people take for granted or don’t know. For me the big difference
(between industrialized countries, at least) is the visible difference between
English-speaking North America and the European Community. If North
America were a similar continent, where you had to use a passport and a
different language at every state border, Canadians and Americans would be
better prepared for the outside world. As it is we only have a taste of that
reality, with official bilingualism. Here in Vancouver, it would make better
sense to be trilingual in English, Punjabi and Mandarin than bilingual in
English and French.
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Plata #45 / Steven Silver

So that’s the Charlie Chaplin story.

Most of my life is about misunderstanding things in creative ways.
Pleasantly Random / Peter Sullivan

Re your comments to William McCabe: do you remember the faux
horoscope | published here once, with 13 planets and fortunes borrowed from
surreal humour?

At Ungodly Hours #15 / Kat Templeton

Reyct me: I should admit that [ haven’t made much progress towards starting
a company, just kept on doing freelance work as a sort of on-call secretary.
Which would be the substance of the sole-proprietorship company, in any
case.

Toe-APA 65:

Neat starfield, Kat!

Feline Madness #64 / R-Laurraine Tutihasi

There’s been a lot of recent moving out and moving in at my place; I
sympathize with your occasional frustration at not finding things you know
you packed for moving. | am already in the same situation as you, when it
comes to outrunning bookshelf space.

August 2009 / William McCabe

About that radio interview with lain Banks — the reference to Margaret
Atwood is somewhat outdated. She has been backed into a corner, by the
trend of her own writing, to admit that yes, she has been writing science

fiction (whether or not she initially recognized it).

Congratulations on the offer of part-time work!

For e-APA

The August issue was one of the times that | threw in some out-of-left-field
comments, something completely different from what anyone was talking
about, and preferably in a foreign language. That explains my comment to
you last issue. One of my less successful comedy routines.

At Ungodly Hours #15 / Kat Templeton

About Canada — Thanks, but I think there are proportionally as many
provincial Canadians as there are Britons, Americans, French or Australians.
Some people get exposed to the realities of the outside world, whether they
go abroad or stay home; others don’t.

The fact that Canada has about 1/10™ the population — and economy
— of the United States may be counterbalanced by being disproportionately
affected by the US economy, and US broadcasts.

About cons - | believe | have sent you a copy of my developing polemic on
conrunning, since you wrote in the September e-APA about whether
Sacramento could host a Westercon. Did you mention anywhere, anytime,
anything about a regular convention in the Sacramento area? The key
resource | would worry about is whether there are enough convention-
experienced fans in the area, let alone enough potential congoers within that
part of California.

About fanzines — My stubborn belief that fandom was essentially fanzine
fandom died a long, slow, painful death. The news that Electric Velocipede
won the Best Fanzine Hugo merely fills me with a sad amusement. There
was a time (the 1930s and 1940s, | guess) when fanzines generally modeled
themselves on newsstand pulp fiction magazines; the model evolved and
diversified later on. Today, though, fandom at large is a clutch of specialized
interest groups with little in common; no wonder then, if a small-press fiction
magazine gets a Fanzine Hugo, or a published writer gets a Fanwriter Hugo.
Why would anyone know otherwise?

About fanediting — be assured that you are in charge, not your audience, not
self-appointed Trufen. That is, be sure what you want to do with your zine,
and how you’re presenting it. I keep losing track of this point.
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Context and conte: re-reading The double shadow: and other fantasies
by Clark Ashton Smith.

Sometimes, by reading a familiar text from familiar surroundings, we can
recontextualise it, see it anew, in differing ways. However, if we only
come to a text in its original context, after a long, sometimes steady,
familiarity within another way, we can reconextalise not as we originally
saw it, but as it was originally seen itself. In this latter way, then, the
Wildside Press edition of Clark Ashton Smith’s The double shadow: and
other fantasies has allowed us to read anew the six tales included therein in
much the same way that thy would have originally been read.

Each of the six had originally been published in The double shadow, a
small, and limited edition chapbook in 1933. The stories included were
among Smith’s own favourites, and had all been rejected prior to that point
by the various markets that they had been submitted to. Even though he
was a popular writer among the cognoscenti of weird literature, Smith had
trouble selling all his copies of the book, eventually taking over eighteen
years to sell them all. Yet, however, the market for books by Clark Ashton
Smith has grown since then, and there is currently a small boom in items
by and about Smith.

So is this book worth buying, if, originally, it hadn’t sold well. All
indications are that it is. The six tales generally stand up to modern
scrutiny, and remain among Smith’s best tales. United by the masterly use
of atmosphere, and by their nature as weird tales, they nonetheless convey
somewhat of the range of Smith’s writing, as they appear among his
various cycles and worlds. The first story, “The voyage of King Euvoran”,
belongs, for example, to his Zothique cycle. Here, the context is
introductory, not, as has been seen in other collections, so intimately with

the rest of the Zothique tales. This enables us to read it as if we had
been among the very first, as the lead into the next story “The maze of
the enchanter.” Here, from high fantasy, the genre switches to science
fiction, but as is basic to Smith, a science fiction that is remarkably akin
to his weird fiction. There is no hard technological detail here, only the
feeling, the wonder of being in an alien place in alien times.

“The double shadow” provides both the book’s title, and a backward
glance into weird fantasy. Set in the last remnant of Atlantis, it reflects
a decadent period, that is yet still young, far unlike the senescent world
of Zothique. This is followed by “A night in Malnéant”, an example of
the immixing of love and the weird that has been a feature of Clark
Ashton Smith’s poetic corpus. The tale itself seems disembodied,
devoid of any real, earthly context, but we know otherwise: its real
context is in the grief of the chief character, and in the nightmare of the
town itself. In contrast, “The devotee of evil” is set firmly in the real,
present world, the world where Clark Ashton Smith trod. Here, the
weird becomes an irruption into the world, something distilled into
existence, and utterly evil in nature. Finally, “The willow landscape”
concludes the brief selection, giving us a final glimpse into the oriental
fantasies that Smith wrote, especially in his youth; like “A night”, the
context becomes divorced from the real world, it becomes irrelevant,
and at the same time evocatively poetic.

These six tales reveal the hand of a master creator at work. They show
the reader the range of expressions of Smith, from delicate fantasy to
sardonic humour, and over a wide range between. Some are capable of
haunting the reader, some are less so, yet overall, the impression gained
is that these are among the masterworks of contemporary weird
literature, and should be embraced anew by a new generation of readers.



Let us hope, then, that this edition sells much better than the first edition
did.

A Perpetual Memento Mori: Death, Remembrance and Remorse in
Malnéant
by Phillip A. Ellis

Clark Ashton Smith's The Double Shadow contains, among its stories, one
of the more fascinating examples of his prose work, where action and
setting are subordinated by message and mood. This example, "A Night in
Malnéant", is akin to his prose poetry in its beauty and unity, and it
certainly exemplifies his remarks about atmosphere and weird fiction.
Looking at it, therefore, enables us to understand the use of the messages,
the concepts of death, of remembrance, and of remorse, and enables us to
explore further the rare and seamless conjunction of mood with setting and
event. Examining this story in this way, it is possible to examine, in part,
one reaction to death, to its remembrance and the emotion felt in
contemplation, as a human reaction, and a psychological one.

There is a letter to Virgil Finlay which partially covers this story, and the
relationship of atmosphere and weird fiction(Smith, "[Correspondence]").
In it, Smith remarks: "A Night in Malnéant is one of my own favorites." He
also remarks, cogently, that "atmosphere, rather than mere event, is the
essence of the weird tale." He goes on to discuss the reaction of Farnsworth
Wright to the tale, and others in The Double Shadow: Wright had found it
"too plotless and poetic", and Smith follows this with an insight into his
own tales: "I doubt if any of my work will ever have a wide public appeal,
since the ideation and esthetics of my tales and poems are too remote from
the psychology of the average reader." This remark concerning the
psychology of the tales is interesting. "A Night in Malnéant" is precisely
dependant upon psychology, but one accepting of its central messages and
mood. This psychology is one of remorse, triggered by remembrance, and
is also one of avoidance. This psychology is also intricately linked to
another message of this tale, death.

Death is central to the story, since it is death, and the remembrance of it,
that the narrator seeks to escape in entering Malnéant. The third
paragraph of the story stresses this; the narrator says: "that which I
needed to forget above all was the death of the lady Mariel." (N: 75)
We, the readers, know little about this initial death. It is part of the
dreamlike and unreal atmosphere that no immediate details are available
to us. We do know that the narrator feels responsible for her death, her
suicide from poison. We know, further, that she did so in order to relieve
her pain: this reading is given in the use of the word anodyne in relation
to the poison; thus calling it anodyne signifies that the narrator believes,
at least, that her motive for her death was the easing of her emotional
pain (N: 76).

Yet death continues beyond the initial paragraphs, into the body of the
tale. As the narrator enters into the labyrinthine depths of Malnéant, he
hears the sound of tolling bells. These are directly linked to death. He
notes that they "were like all bells that toll for the repose of the dead"
and goes further to link these with the bells that tolled for Mariel (N:
77). Thus, death recurs, and once more the death of Mariel is brought to
our attention. The next paragraph states that Malnéant seemed inhabited
by "the sleeping or the dead. (N: 77)" This mention leads into the
allusive qualities of the references to death. They are fleeting, as in the
"funereal intentness" of the two women that the narrator meets, or else
they are embodied in rhetorical figures, such as the simile "a dreadful
dismay smote me like the breath of the tomb." (N: 77, 78) Thus, again
and again, through the story, death recurs in a number of ways,
reinforcing the mentions of the death of Lady Mariel.

The key passage, then, dealing with death occurs shortly after the
meeting of the narrator with the coffin-makers. Here, the narrator's
plight is likened to a nightmare, and he admits to being "troubled now
by the monstrous and absurd idea that... this fantastic city was in some
unsurmisable manner connected with [Mariel's] death." (N: 78-9) The
narrator struggles with this thought; he admits that his sense of reason



rejects it. Yet, over time, he comes to surmise that her death was of such a
magnitude as to break apart from the processes of time, building for itself,
perhaps, the "enormous maze of that spectral city" to which the narrator
was destined to return (N: 82). The climactic encounter is in the cathedral,
where the narrator gazes, passively, a spectator to the face of death itself.
He sees, lying upon her bier, Mariel once more. Thus, in effect, the narrator
flees death, prior to the story's opening, only to find it, lying in state, and
waiting for him to behold it. As all things lead to death, and the dead body,
so to is the narrator constantly reminded of Mariel's death, and it is this
factor, the act of remembrance, that must be examined next.

Remembrance, the act of remembering rather than memory per se, is
important to the short story. It opens with the statement that the narrator's
need was for forgetfulness, of the death of Mariel and his role in her
suicide. It is significant that there is much that eludes the narrator's
memory: he has no "precise recollection of [Malnéant's] locality" nor can
he "remember exactly when or how [he] came to visit it." (N: 75) He goes
on to reiterate, describing that "period of life" as "dim and dubious",
emphasising the fact that he is unable to remember details sufficient to
bring an air of reality, of actuality to the story (N: 75). Thus, the aura of
unreality, of a strangely dreamlike quality is imbued through the motif of
forgetfulness. Yet, the motif of remembrance goes deeper, and is integral to
the story's events.

Initially, after entering the town, it appears to the narrator that he is leaving
his memories behind. Thus, he became content to become lost in the town,
"which grew vaguer and vaguer amid the ever-mounting darkness and fog."
(N: 77) Thus the dreamlike effect is transmitted, as is the theme of escape
from remembering Mariel's death, yet, as he loses himself, the narrator
finds that the constantly tolling bells remind him of "those that had rung for
Mariel." (N: 77) Thus, in the midst of his forgetfulness, he is reminded by a
tangible thing, breaking through the gloom and vagueness. Then, after the
initial meeting, with the shroud-weavers, the narrator is once again spurred
to remember Mariel, in a way associated with, and linked to, the bells.

Over the course of events, the memories of Mariel's death begin, for the
narrator, to assume the "frightful vitality of present things." (N: 80)
What was remembered becomes part of the here, the now; the past is
now the present, divorced from a wider reality and thrust into a
nebulously nightmarish dream, as it were. Memory not only burns at the
narrator, it becomes menacing, it becomes the focus whereby the
narrator feels a "nightmare terror and perplexity." (N: 81) Eventually,
beside the bier of Mariel, all that is not a memory and remembrance of
her becomes dim, indeterminate, "as fading shadows." (N: 82) Thus,
where the present, the means whereby memory was assuaged seemed
shadowy and dim due to fog and fading light, the reawakened memories
cast everything else but remembrance into a shadowy abyss. Thus, as
the narrator concludes, he avoids the place of Malnéant as surely as he
still seeks to avoid remembrance, for remembrance inevitably spurred
him to remorse. This, then, is the final aspect of "A Night in Malnéant"
that deserves attention, before conclusions can be made about the piece
as a whole.

Remorse is integral to the story for one simple reason. Because the
narrator feels so acutely the remorse of his role in Mariel's death, he
seeks to escape. Thus, he decides to travel, and thus he decides to enter
Malnéant. It is his remorse, further, that is spurred by the act of
remembrance, that burns in him, that makes him endure the agony of,
and which drives him, finally, from the town. Each encounter, each
telling detail, returns the narrator to his memories, and thus accumulates
his feelings; in this way is his remorse strengthened, driving him--and
us--through the narrative.

Thus the bells, the initial detail, only set his memory to Mariel, but are
yet to go further. He feels not remorse, since, in a sense, they are
initially vague and disembodied. The shroud-weavers, however, spur
him on to feel a chill, and dismay. The memories, invoked by the
utterance of the name, burn in him as "living coals in [his] heart." (N:



78) They burn, that is, but not with a welcoming warmth. These feelings
are magnified and compounded as each event occurs, culminating with the
narrator, in the church, confronted with the image of Mariel's corpse, and
the present, living remorse that has, essentially, "locked [his soul] in the
marble hell of its supreme grief and regret." (N: 82) Thus, in an exquisite
agony, the narrator must face the truth which he must face: there is no
escape from the guilt he feels. He cannot escape, and all avenues of escape
are closed to him.

Finally, Dr. William Farmer has highlighted an important aspect of this
story: the word Malnéant itself. As he notes in private correspondence, like
other meaningful names in other stories by Clark Ashton Smith, Malnéant
has a meaning. It can be read as Mal-né-ant, evil without end, and the evil
being the constant state of the funeral preparations, the evil of the narrator's
guilty conscience being pricked, and of his cupidity in Mariel's death.
Likewise, he points to the divine nature of Mariel, hinted through the
association of the initial 'Mari' of her name to the "White Goddess". Thus
the narrator becomes guilty of causing the death of the goddess, becomes
guilty of deicide. Whether Mariel is read as a goddess, the divine feminine,
slaughtered through the insensitivity of man, or whether we read her more
as a simple character, it is evident that there is an undercurrent to this story
that is heightened and strengthened by the dreamlike nature of the
narrative. There is much more here than just a simple narrative, much more
than just a fantastic story, and only careful study can reveal the deeper
aspects.

In closing, looking back at the intensity with which death, remembrance,
and remorse are woven into the narrative, the reader is struck by the way
that these are conveyed. Simply, Clark Ashton Smith has attempted to
convey a thought, that there is no escape from the guilt we feel, because we
are ever drawn back towards it by our memory; and he has, in a deeply
atmospheric study, conveyed it flawlessly. The story, then, uses death to
provoke feelings of guilt, and does so through suicide. The narrator,
seeking to escape this guilt, tries to avoid remembrance of his beloved

Mariel through physical escape, but, caught in the dreamlike and
ultimately nightmarish town of Malnéant, he is spurred to agonies of
remembrance. And with that comes his guilt, his remorse for the role he
played in Mariel's death. At the story's conclusion, he is haunted by the
thought that somehow, somewhere, the lady Mariel still lies dead from
her hand, and that his guilt lies ever fresh and raw. The story, too, is
deeper and complex than if it were only a simple tale, a narrative to
entertain. It carries through hints born in the names, for example, deeper
connotations that enable us to look further into itself, as the locus for an
enhanced and more universal meaning. Thus, "A Night in Malnéant", at
once poetic and philosophic in its implications, is Clark Ashton Smith at
the height of his writing career; it is, simply, among his better, more
poetic works, and, as such, worthy of closer attention.
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Fleasantly Random 46

HELLO, good evening and welcome to the forty-sixth issue of Pleasantly Random, written for the October 2009 issue of e-
APA It is written by Peter Sullivan, of Sunderland, England.

E-mail: peter@burdonvale.co.uk
Website: http://www.burdonvale.co.uk
Livejournal: http://ceemage.livejournal.com/
Twitter: ceemage Skype: ceemage Facebook: yup...

Apologia FPro Vita Sua

Busy, busy, busy. Work seems to be increasingly encroaching on the 5-to-9 portion of my life, as well as the 9-to-5 portion. |
guess it's enough to make you crazy if you let it, as that wise philosopher Dolly Parton might say. Just enough time to creep
some minimal mailing comments in under the deadline...

Sweepies on e-AFPA 65

Feline Madness ©4 (R-Laurraine Tutihasi)

Good to hear that your moving in is progressing well. | guess you've reached that defining moment where, even allowing for
the things still to be unpacked, it starts to “feel like home.”
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Citizen Kane is — if it's anything — an artifice of a film. If you don't like artifice, then, yeah, you're not gonna like it.

Cute squirrels! (In your photo, | mean, Plus, come to think of it, just as a general principle.)

So What Is SF? (William McCabe)

As you say, this is a long-running debate. I'd got the impression from reviews that lain (M.) Banks' latest novel was a
deliberate hybrid between science fiction and his mainstream work, hence justifying dropping the M. But if he's happy to
have it called science fiction, then that's his call. Likewise, if Margaret Atwood prefers the label “speculative fiction,” then
she's entitled to use it. Equally, other people are entitled to consider her a snob for doing so. | like the label “genre,” which
is general enough to cover classical science fiction, fantasy, horror, and any kind of crossover between the three. But that's
just me.

This possibly explains why Sweeny Todd “belongs” on the SciFi Movies channel — because it's really the Genre Fiction
Movies Channel, only they can't call it that, because that requires even more explanation. | suppose you could also argue
that the SciFi Movies channel is for “the kind of movies that people who like science fiction movies would like.” A class of
things that clearly includes, but is not restricted to, science fiction movies. I'm going to stop wittering now, before | bump
into Bertrand Russell's Class of All Classes Paradox.

Pretty much every voluntary group has a “general factotum” figure, who goes beyond their official remit to be the glue that
keeps the whole thing ticking over.These can often be the most difficult people to replace. As you say, no-one realises how
much they've been relying on them until he/she goes. Hopefully the BSFG will keep ticking over — if nothing else, we need
BSFG to keep going in order for Novacon to survive. (Or is it the other way around?)

One of the most frustrating things the few times | end up ringing a computer help desk is that they are always set up to
deal with the lowest common denominator. | therefore have to plough my way through all the possible variations of “Are
you sure it's plugged in/switched on?” — all of which | will have already checked, dammit — before getting on to some useful
diagnostics. This probably explains why | normally avoid ringing help desks, and try to google the answer instead.
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Seagulls are a perennial problem where | work, but since it's actually at the seaside (my office is on “Beach Road”), that's fair
enough. To have a plague of seagulls in Birmingham is a slightly different matter. As you say, it may not be the furthest place
from the sea in the whole of England, but | bet it's not far off.

| have a thingy for transferring cassettes and vinyl to computer format, and have tested it. But | haven't really transferred any
significant volumes of stuff yet. Once | get a round tuit, I'm sure this will change.

Plata 46 (Steven H Silver)

ABBA (I'm too lazy to go and look up the Unicode for the reversed B) are one of those bands whose reputation seems to
have been enhanced by the passage of time. But then | guess you could say the same about the Beatles. “Act Naturally” was
of course also covered as a song for Ringo on one of the Beatles' albums, and Ringo went on to do a joint version with
Buck Owens at some point in the 1980s. The (entertainingly naff) cowboy-themed video they did for it is available on
YouTube. If | haven't put you off it already.

| must admit that a reverse wristwatch might be the only thing contrary enough to actually get me to wear a watch.

| always got the impression that Frankie Howerd's Up Pompeii was inspired by the success of A Funny Thing Happened On
the Way to the Forum. Of course, this being early 1970s BBC, the production values on Up Pompeii were incredibly cheap
compared to a Hollywood musical — the set in particular looks awful if you watch it again now. It's probably a good thing
that the basic plot of most episodes was just Howerd talking to camera and dealing with interruptions. As this at least
minimised the impact of the cheap set.

The Walrus Eats Every Ditmar © (Phillip A. Ellis)

It's interesting, isn't it, how the phrase “Not just a {{insert genre here}}” in a book review always clearly implies, from the
author of the review, “You wouldn't normally catch me reading that {{insert genre here}} rubbish”? Works for science
fiction, a thriller, or even romantic fiction.
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“What matters not is the real nature of the animal: what matters is the resonances that it brings up in the characters.” A
common theme in Out-of-Place animal stories, of course. Heck, even Jaws is almost only incidentally about a big fish, and far
more about people's reactions to it.

At Ungodly Hours 16 (Kat Templeton)

Of course, John Kilma hasn't exactly helped his argument by now declaring Electric Velocipide as a Semi-Pro Zine for 2010
onwards. Although, in doing so, he's clearly following the fannish precedent of editors of controversial Best Fanzine Hugo
winners removing themselves from the controversy by transferring themselves to Semi-Pro. (See Ansible, Emerald City and
— in a somewhat different sense, Locus as well.)

Looking forward to the first issue of Rhyme & Paradox, especially if you use that font for the title — that's a lovely artistic
ampersand.

Surely R-Laurraine is awesomely amazing just for being R-Laurraine. Isn't that enough?
The saying goes “Friends don't let friends run Worldcons.” I'm sure that the same applies to Westercons as well.

| think the sad thing about the minor ruckus around the webcasting from Baycon was that it overshadowed the efforts
you'd made to get the webcasting working in the first place, in very trying circumstances.

In Closing...

OK, time to wrap this up and get it sent off. This has been a Startling Press Production. May your God go with you (offer
void for atheists). And don't do anything | wouldn't do. (Not that this really restricts you very much.

Not even room for the traditional closing piece of clip art...
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At Ungodly Hours #17

a fanzine for e-APA #66 (October 2009) created by Katrina A. "Kat" Templeton, 3400 Chugwater Ct., Antelope,
CA 95843, also found at http://www.retstak.org/ as well as various other places around the Internet. A

producttion of CBJ Press, an arm of

katsterCretstak.org. No Electrons were harmed in the making of this fanzine.

the Citizens for Boysenberry Jam. Author email:
Wash your Hands.

A request for well wishes and
thoughts for a friend.

[ have often said that my involvement in fandom is
Chris Garcia's fault. Thisisn't entirely true. Sure, Chris is
pretty much the entire reason I'm involved in fanzine
fandom, but for my introduction to fandom in general, I
have to turn to another person - the person who told me
that [ was coming to Denver for Worldcon whether I liked
it or not and whom I stayed with for that whole trip. That
would be my friend Sean.

Sean's not exactly involved in fandom per se fandom,
if you follow what I mean, but he's a regular among the
Denver convention crowd and enjoyed Worldcon. He's
also the one that drug me to a filk circle and to the
masquerade and other things I don't normally do over the
course of a convention simply because there's other things
catching my attention. I'm glad he did this, as it made my
Worldcon even more of an extraordinary experience than
if I had tried to do it by myself.

Anyway, we've known each other for about twelve
and a half years, and while I didn't really like him much
when [ first met him, over the course of time he and I

became very good friends.

Which is why, when I noticed he hadn't been on
IRC, and the last message on his L] was something about
concrud' turning into pneumonia, I called his house last
Sunday. He lives with his folks, so when I got them I
wasn't surprised. On the other hand, I wasn't exactly
prepared for what they told me.

What they told me was that the nasty little case of
concrud he had gotten was probably of the resident
pandemic flu strain and he's in the ICU basically fighting
for his life. I mean, I guess it could have been worse, they
could have told me he was dead, but it's still not exactly
the news you want to hear in this sort of situation.

Needless to say, this has left me a little
discombomulated this week. So yeah, any well wishes or
thoughts or prayers for a good friend of mine to make it
through this unscathed would be greatly appreciated.

And for those of you doing any convention
attending during this flu season, take the appropriate
precautions — wash your hands, try to get enough sleep,,

11 should pause here and note that concrud is generally that random cold
you get from going to a space where a thousand of your closest friends
you 've never met before and generally not eating or sleeping well the
whole time. It's a generally accepted hazard of these sorts of things.
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avoid folks that are coughing as much as possible. This is
the year in which concrud can really get you in trouble.
Be safe out there, y'all.

This is generally the spot
where I'd attempt to be witty
but I don't really feel like it.

[ had a rant written up to publish in this issue, but I
ended up scratching it at the last moment as this issue
with my friend has been occupying what mindspace
school and work haven't been. Besides, it didn't feel right;
[ have a tendency to get screechy when I'm upset at things,
and this was very much an “upset at things” sort of rant.

So I'm not going to rant about things (yet again).
I'm simply going to say this. It's hard being a newbie in a
fandom that stretches back as far as this one does. You're
trying to get caught up, but there's things you should read
that you're probably never going to get your hands on and
there's history between other participants that you're
never going to be a part of.

[ know, give it twenty years or so, and I'll have that
sort of history. But right now, it has the feeling of no
matter what [ do, I'm always going to be the newbie, and
that frustrates me to no end.

I don't know what to do to get rid of this perpetual
feeling of newbieness, and maybe it's just a matter of
waiting. Patience, I suppose, is counseled. It's just easier
to say rather than do.

I think I root for the Chicago
Cubs of college football

In my last entry, I made reference to the fact that
this year might finally be the one in which Cal makes the
Rose Bowl for the first time since 1959. And it was
looking pretty good — we'd won our first three games by
fairly huge margins and the team we played first in the
Pac-10 wasn't doing all that hot even though they were
supposed to be one of the teams challenging for the league
title.

That was before I saw the game, one in which we
scored three points and then they scored forty-two and
then the game was over. We got stomped into the turf at
their place and now we have to figure out what went
wrong just as the guys who have been at the top of the
conference all decade long swagger into Berkeley for their
game with us.

So our hopes of going to the promised land -
Pasadena on New Years — has slunk away to lick its
wounds. It's okay, we're Cal fans, we know a bit about
losing. But in some ways it hurts more knowing you had a
decent shot at the brass ring and failing to make it once
again.

This isn't mine, but it's a pretty good summary of
why Cal fans are the way they are:

Oh come now! The truly fearful Cal fan fears
anything and everything - fumbles on the goal line (both ours
that are called and the other side's that aren't), lights

inexplicably going out, extra downs, slides into the endzone



from the 3 yard line, blowing a 4 TD half time lead, having the
head coach unexpectedly die, having a star player run 60
yards the wrong way, or step back into the endzone on a
kickoff for a safety, or die of cancer in their prime, or fail to
throw it away down by 3 with goal to go and seconds left and
a#l1 ranking on the line..EVERYTHING... right up to and
including a presidential assassination postponing the game,
thus allowing a key injured player on the other side to return
and beat us (see big game, 1963). There is NOTHING so
absurd that a long time Cal fan can't have it in their
repertoire of "worry', along with a whole lot of more mundane

stuff?

I'm sure the Chicago Cubs fan in the house have a
similar litany of woes.

It's not over yet; we beat the team we play this
weekend and we're right back into the hunt. But
somehow, it never quite seems to work that way. What
can [ say? That's just the way it is.

So yeah, that's how it's going on the sports fan side
of the house.

Checking the Mailbox

It's mail commentary time again! Woohoo!

Laurraine: Good to see that you and Mike are getting to
the point of actually making your new house a home. And

2 Thanks to the writer, cjbarker, as found here:
http://bearinsider.com/forums/showthread.php?p=178022#poststop

geez, that's an awfully large spider. Good thing they're
mostly friendly.

I've heard good things about Rabbit Proof Fence, 1
might have to go look up a copy. As for Bonham Carter, I
mainly know her for her portrayal of Bellatrix Lestrange in
the Harry Potter movies, but I'd like to see more she's done
as | thought she did a good job with that role.

RYCT Steven: There is never such a thing as too
many bookshelves. When I get a full-time job, one of my
first tasks is getting more bookshelves to ... well, shelve
books.

RYCT me: Yeah, I think most state governments are
trying to do the same thing. California's problem is that
the budget for smoke and mirrors was cut a couple budget
cycles ago. As for the bit you suggested, I'll have to go
look them up. I'm sure they're out there somewhere.

William: Defining what science fiction is seems to
have taken a lot of trees and several heated arguments, and
we still don't have a good idea of what we're looking for,
other than to borrow the word a Supreme Court justice on
the subject of obscenity: “I know it when I see it.”

I know that's not a very satisfying conclusion, but
it's about the best one we have. Genres are fuzzy. That
said, I'm not entirely sure how Sweeney Todd gets classified
as science fiction, although if we're talking about fantasy,
we might have a better case.

I'd love to catch your radio show, but it comes on in
the wee morning hours out here in the Pacific Time Zone.

Computers are frustrating. As I say occassionally at
work: “Computers: Can't live with them, can't chuck them



out the window.” Most of the time I'm pretty good at
debugging things, but occasionally, something gets the
best of me. But knowing where to start looking can
sometimes help somebody with more experience figure
out the problem.

RYCT me: I'm going to guess there was some
corruption involved, either on the download or on your
machine.

Steven: [ understand busy. And it sounds like your
August was plenty busy.

[ found a recording of the Broadway version of
Assassins with Neil Patrick Harris doing the lead. My
favorite song from that album is the Ballad of Czolgosz. 1
wandered around singing the chorus at random times for a
couple weeks after that.

[ also think that bit about Robert Todd Lincoln's a
bit spooky, but sometimes coincidences can be that way.

RYCT Peter: I'd love a watch that ran widdershins.
My friend had fun turning cheap household clocks into
clocks that ran that way, and we doubled the fun by
changing all the numbers on the OCF clocks to pictures as
well to confuse the poor patrons of the lab. The one he
redid for me is somewhere in my stuff, and [ hope I can
find it when it comes time for me to move back out again.

RYCT William: HINI's not something to play
around with: see what I started this issue out with. I
think it might be possible I've already had it; I came down
with a really nasty strain of flu just about the time it was
starting to emerge in the public consciousness. I'll never
know, of course, but I've pondered it a few times.

RYCT me: Heh, somebody's got to be the OE, so
guess ['ll do it. *grin*

['ve got that book out from the library and have
been reading it in the little bits of spare time that I've
managed to wrest from various other things going on. It's
interesting so far.

Philip: RAEBNC.

Peter: You know that you've somehow published
commentary from two issues ago in this one, no? ;) I've
already given you my Baycon thoughts, so you don't need
them again.

I've thought of running for TAFF, but I think I'm
going to hold off. T have the entry about my thoughts on
the matter on my blog’ and won't go over them again.

Also, Jesus on a dinosaur is just plain awesome,
man.

36483t
Anyway, that does it for this month. No progress on
Sekrit Projekt and I might have to slide it until after
November and the madness which is NaNoWriMo. Ah
well, these things happen.
But until next time, I remain, as always:

--kot

3 http:/retstak.org/2009/09/16/waiting-for-taft/ or http://katster.livejournal.com/
683709.html — the latter has comments from friends.
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E-APA Guidelines

e-APA is an Amateur Press Association primarily, but not exclusively, for science fiction fans, and is an
attempt to bridge the format and style of traditional paper-based APAs with newer ePublishing formats.
Publication format: Each fanzine will be in Adobe .pdf format.

Distribution frequency: Distributions are made once each calendar month. Deadline for submitting a
fanzine is the first of the distribution month. The OE will compile the distribution and make it available as
soon as practical (generally on the 2nd), and will notify members by e-mail when the distribution is ready
for downloading. Bill Burns has generously agreed to provide server space and bandwidth for e-APA at
eFanzines.com.

Activity requirements: Members are expected to contribute activity at least once every other
distribution. Missing three consecutive distributions will cause the member to be dropped from the active
roster; he or she will no longer be able to contribute to distributions. The OE may waive activity
requirements for a member for serious reasons. Each fanzine must have a maximum size no larger than
500K in size, and there is no minimum size requirement. This is to keep the distributions at a reasonable
size for members using dial-up connections. Activity may consist of either written or graphic material
primarily by the member. Fanzines are e-mailed to the OE for inclusion in distributions.

Official Editor: Elected for a one-year term by ballot by eligible active members in January. The OE is
responsible for receiving, archiving, and making distributions available for downloading, and for keeping
track of member activity requirements. The OE will publish in each distribution an “official organ” (00)
with a table of contents of the distribution, a list of members, and any other official information required.
Membership: Membership is open to anyone. The active roster will consist of no more than 15 members.
Prospective members should let the OE know by e-mail that they want to join, and will be expected to
contribute to the next distribution. If the active roster is full, a waiting list may be started. Those on the
waiting list may download distributions, but can’t submit fanzines for distribution. Distributions will be
password protected at the eFanzines site; members may, at their discretion, make their e-APAzines
available to the general public at eFanzines as well, or through any other medium.

Dues: There are no dues for e-APA. At the moment, Bill Burns is providing free server space at
eFanzines.com for e-APA. Should it become necessary or desirable in the future, members will be
accessed dues to cover server space and bandwidth costs.

Amendments or changes: These can be made to this set of guidelines at any time after being voted on by
the active members. A simple majority by active voting members is enough to amend or change the
guidelines.

Miscellaneous: Freeware IBM-PC/Intel (Windows) alternatives to the Adobe Acrobat program.

Both Apple-based and Linux-based computers have PDF manipulation either built into the Operating
System, or via pre-packaged open source programs.

For the PC running Windows, however, the following suggestions are offered. If you prefer an all-in-one
package then www.openoffice.org is the freeware solution. Previous stand-alone programs recommended
in the past have been PDFCreator (this does an excellent job of creating .pdf files from virtually any word
processor or text editor. (http://www.sourceforge.net/projects/pdfcreator/ )

Another alternative is PDFProducer, a very small program (the archive is only 29K) that will convert plain
text files to PDF. You can control the page size and rotation, along with choosing one of three fonts for text.
Very easy to use. URL for downloading: http://paraschopra.com/software/pdfproducer.php

Other reader alternatives are Sumatra and FoxIt, both of which are a lot smaller than Acrobat Reader and,
for some, they apparently do a much better job as well.

One final alternative might be to use a Linux live distribution CD, where the operating system and
programs are run from a CD rather than a hard drive, yet still gives you access to the likes of Open

Office and other PDF tools.

While I don't claim to be an expert on creating PDF files, I'll be more than happy to help anyone with PDF
problems if I can.

Further inquiries regarding e-APA contact the OE, Kat Templeton (katster@retstak.org)
Last Revised: Friday, October 2, 2009





