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GONE wyr#t
THE WIND..

1t’s funny the “firsts” you remember.

My first experience with a hurricane was in Claymont, Delaware, when [ was 5 or 6. | remember
watching the wind toss a trash can into the air and hurl it down the street. I remember being p.o.ed when
the power went out, because the TV went out with it. Always the techie, I begged my father to make it
work by candlelight. A day or so later we toured the wrecked coast, and among the debris I found the
chrome hood ornament to a Mack Truck. A bulldog. Kept it for years.

It must have been around then that I saw the word “Louisiana” for the first time — on a bottle of
hot sauce. My daddy was addicted to the stuff.

My first visit to Louisiana came many years later. I had just started at UC Berkeley. After Dad
got transferred here, our family lived — briefly — in a town up the Mississippi river from New Orleans.

My first, appalled impressions: stupefying heat, air so thick you had to swim through it, whitewashed
shells spread on the roads instead of civilized California gravel, and my reaction when T asked for a men’s
room and was directed to a door marked “W”. “Doesn’t that mean ‘Women’?” | asked.

No. It meant “White”.

My culture shock notwithstanding, Louisiana began to assert an appeal. Certainly this had
something to do with the local girl who took me across the levee one day to show me the riverside flora. |
can’t remember her name, but vivid as today’s weather is the way her dress clung to her body and how
the sweat below her collarbone shone in
the sun.

But my affection for our new
home could mainly be ascribed to the
legendary city downriver. The ,
California I knew, you see, was a golden
land, with little room for other than
golden people. Undoubtedly this was
Jjust the paranoia of a skinny adolescent
... but life seemed locked tight against
me. UC Berkeley opened that
perception with culture, knowledge and
challenge, bracing to one’s brain and
political passion. But N’awlins split me
wide open, offering more fundamental
connections with the world.

How? Why? I’ve always
summed it up in a word: Texture.

Late.on a summer night, riding
through the non-touristy parts of the
Quarter or around City Park or through
the Carrollton or Gentilly
neighborhoods, you experienced a strain
of city-based synaesthesia. You could
hear the humid heat, feel the debauched history, faste the defiant poverty that fed the fundamental




aesthetics of New Orleans. No true soul is pure, and New Orleans had beaucoup soul ... foxy, sexual,
cynical, sweet — and above all, sensual. To the detriment of my weight but the delight of my soul, my life
began to gravitate around restaurants — grand, expensive places like Brennan’s, Commander’s, Galatoire’s
(I never ate at Antoine’s) — family seafood joints like Sid-Mar’s, Bruning’s, Fitzgerald’s — tourist
attractions like Café du Monde and Morning Call, homes of the impeccable beignet, and Felix’s, where
Dad introduced me to raw oysters — neighborhood havens like the splendid ltalian cafe, Liuzza’s, and
Buster Holmes’, red beans’n’rice so divine it got play on Saturday Night Live — skid row dumps like the
Hummingbird Grill - even fast food stands, and there’s no place like Popeye’s. My skinniness was
happily doomed. The phrase is more than a clever cliche, it is engraved on our spirits in gold: people in
other cities eat to live, but in N awlins they live fo eat.

They lived for other things, too. I’ll never forget my first stroll down Bourbon Street, the spinal
column of NOLa’s inimitable French Quarter. Jazz was in the air. I’m as musical as a boot, but even for
me, a lot about New Orleans was encapsulated at Preservation Hall. It was crowded and hot and you
squirmed on pillows tossed onto the cement floor — but you sat at the feet of genius. These were brilliant
old musicians, contemporaries and bandmates of Louis Armstrong. They came from New Orleans, from
forlorn and ramshackle slums like the Ninth Ward, where people were called yats because they said
“Where y’at?”, and when they played you could feel the sad sweet soul of the city glow in your very
veins. Listening to Willie Humphrey play the sax or Sweet Emma Brown pound the piano with her one
good arm made you cry for lost beauty. You could never hear that music played quite that way with quite
that emotion anywhere else in the world.

Music and food were all very good, but we are talking about New Orleans and the French
Quarter. Harry Flashman himself spoke to this topic, in Flash for Freedom, but I’ll forbear quoting it.
Suffice it to say that it wasn’t only jazz that | remember from my first excursion to Bourbon Street. The
rat-trap strip joints lining the avenue also imprinted themselves on my lizard brain. Mere blocks — and
mere decades — away, Storyville had lured foolish gentlemen to waste their goods on high-yalier hussies,
to the accompaniment of Jelly Roll Morton — and I saw the reprinted Blue Book to prove it. Clearly this
strange new city of mine did not cloak its attractions keyed to a young man’s emergent appetites.

New Orleans’ brash sensuality really made its point in 1969. It was the year of the Jets and the
Mets, the moon landing, People’s Park ... and a meteorological bride of Frankenstein named Camille. On
August 17, the Gulf Coast played host to the second hurricane of my life, a big, bad blow that savaged
nearby Biloxi and tore at the Crescent City like no other storm since the infamous Betsy. My family
spent its passage in the Royal Orleans Hotel. My brother and I ascended to the roof and watched the
winds rip a banana tree to shreds. Some of my ideas about life were also shredded, for Camille was
simply the crowning word in New Orleans’ ongoing argument: Live in this world, cher, for to be sure,
you will die in it.

Say no more. Her name [ remember, and God bless and keep her, wherever she is.

I met that gir{ at a NOSFA meeting. The New Orleans Science Fiction Association was perhaps
the second best thing about 1969. Back at Cal I’d discovered — through Poul Anderson, best and most
generous of fellas — the Little Men, a group rich with professionals and Worldcon chairmen and important
BNFs. Lovely people, and yes, Quinn Yarbro, [ mean you. But we were of different ages and saw one
another only on Thursday nights. NOSFAns were my age, with my interests and my enthusiasms, and
most importantly, their lives literally revolved about the club. More so than the Little Men could ever be,
NOSFA was a community. | practically lived with these soul mates. Through them I discovered fanzines
— viz — and more to the point, found that fandom could be a righteous and fulfilling way of life. Tt’s been
that way ever since. My mates from NOSFA in 1969 are in large measure my mates now.

So those were the delights of New Orleans — delights that took a boy closed upon himself and
opened him up — not unlike a Felix’s oyster.

There were dark corners, of course, to Louisiana and the Big Easy. Public corruption was so common it
became a spectator sport; the populace reveled in the state’s sassy dishonesty. When former governor and
current federal inmate Edwin Edwards ran for his last term against the racist charlatan David Duke, his



unofficial slogan was “Vote for the Crook!” (I did.)

Scandal wasn’t always charming. Since Katrina, horror after corrupt horror has suppurated forth.
Rumors of hospital euthanasia - helpless nursing home residents abandoned to their fates — and, as ever,
obscene police misconduct. No one familiar with the New Orleans Police Department’s internal war with
brutality and venality could be surprised that bad cops stole cars and looted homes during the evacuation,
and, a month after the disaster, beat a harmless drunk within a hair of death. Long before Katrina, New
Orleans had two cops on Death Row. It was humiliating to the good police and enough to make even the
biggest fan of the Big Easy blanch.

And then there was Race. That “W” on the bathroom dooi may have come down soon after we
moved there, but the animus it betrayed has persisted — and will survive even Katrina. No other place that
I have ever lived has suffered a worse racial and social divide than New Orleans. As someone says in this
issue’s letter column, the Easy was actually two cities, one rich with old family money, predominantly
white, and the other locked in poverty in dilapidated housing projects (or “pro-jex,” in the local lingo),
and mostly black. Because of New Orleans’ relatively small size, the two “sides” existed in close
proximity —and mutual fear and loathing. It was tragic. Both were essential to the soul of the city: New
Orleans drew its charm from its aristocratic heritage; its music, and its special sensual appeal, it took from
its poor. As Clint Eastwood may have realized when he made the movie by that name in New Orleans,
the city was a Tightrope — joyousness stretched tight over a chasm of bitterness, sadness, rage.

Noisy, dirty, dangerous, sleazy ... delicious, romantic, entrancing ... New Orleans sank deep hooks.
Twice since my college years I've tried to leave, and twice I’ve come hustling back. This last time I
stayed there for 22 years. That’s a significant slice of a life. In that time 1 became a lawyer, worked a
Worldcon, forged a life-altering friendship with a special neighbor ... and more. Since the century
changed I’ve again taken on the joy, risk and hope of marriage, and when I brought my bride home, it was
to New Orleans. When at the end of 2004 Rosy and I had to move to Shrivelport (as she calls it), 1 was
devastated — but I reassured myself that no matter where we settled, Rosy and 1 would often return to the
Big Sleazy. There was snnply too much New Orleans in me, and too much in New Orleans calling me
home. :
Then came Katrina.

And it’s -

Gone? Is it?

On October 23, 2005, Rosy and | returned to the Big Easy. [t was a profoundly wounded place.
Seven weeks after Katrina’s passage, the streets were still rife with mud-coated, abandoned cars — some
parked on the neutral ground, in vain attempts to avoid the high water. Taped-up or doorless refrigerators
stood sentinel before almost every home. Mounds of trashed furniture, pulverized sheetrock, twisted
gutters, mushed carpet, ruined clothes, downed trees, covered every curb. On West End Boulevard the
mound was a mountain, taller than the empty homes around it. The flood’s waterline showed brown on
almost every building — knee-deep, neck-deep, higher, worse. Sid-Mar’s — the funky restaurant where
once we hosted Mercedes Lackey and DUFF delegate Norman Cates — was just a concrete slab.
Bruning’s and Fitzgerald’s were ragged pilings. Inside the buildings, ruin festered and poisonous mold
coated what walls remained, black overlapping polka dots shoulder-high. Rot and decay and corruption —
real corruption. Everywhere.

Or practically everywhere. The French Quarter was an island of light and motion — the highest
point in the city, in every respect. When the tourist trade returns Felix’s and Galatoire’s and Antoine’s
and Arnaud’s will be up and running. Before the hurricane Preservation Hall was already featuring jazz
merely inspired by the great artists of times before, because all the real guys were dead — it will surely
reopen. NOLa’s port facilities needed refitting, and now will get it. Bienville himself noted that the bend
in the Mississippi is a perfect locus for commerce. Centuries of hurricanes haven’t changed that.

Qur people, SFdom, came through the storm physically okay, though all of their homes suffered



damage — Dennis Dolbear’s and John Guidry’s, as you’ll see, were nigh onto demolished. But I can no
more imagine New Orleans without Dolbear or Guidry than I can imagine Dolbear or Guidry without
New Orleans. I suspect all of our people will be back ... with one very special exception. See the
Challenger tribute, later this issue.

But what of the poor, the disenfranchised, the people lived the short, sad, painful lives in the
streets of the genuine Big Easy? Their homes and their ‘hoods are gone. Will W’s entrepreneurial
fantasyland or Habitat for Humanity’s prefab constructs support a real community — with spirit, identity,
history, and common ground? Can all the sweet charity in the world restore the soul of a city to itself?

New Orleans will re-open, and a lot of what the world envisions when it thinks of New Orleans
will be there. The French Quarter will feature grand restaurants, and music that sounds like jazz will echo
in the streets; strectcars will clang past the Garden District towards Tulane and Loyola Universities; the
roof of the Superdome will be patched, and the Saints will return. But I question, how can this be real? .
The real Easy lived for centuries on the razor edge of disaster, and now it has fallen. The soul of the city
was its people — and its people are gone. How can the new New Orleans be anything more than a
sanitized simulacrum of the raw reality of before?

We have no choice — we must wait and see. Mardi Gras, 2006 will fall on February 28th. We’ll
be in the French Quarter, in the Big Easy, in the New Orleans that survives, celebrating survival. Join us.

THIS [SSUE --

Like an oak weighted with Spanish Moss, Challenger #23 hangs with memories of New Orleans and the
catastrophe of Katrina. (Even Alan White’s luminescent cover could depict a Crescent City harlequin.)
This issue reels from the destruction of New Orleans, and I’m only sorry I lived to see it happen.

Natives of the Crescent City pitch in with their stories and perspectives. On early pages, Linda Krawecke
tell of witnessing Katrina’s fury —from across an ocean. Soon after, you’ll find Dennis Dolbear’s
terrifying first-person account of the hurricane. See if you don’t agree that Chall’s original associate
editor behaved heroically — and check out Charlie Williams’ inspired artwork. Peggy Ranson recounts
leaving the city in the hurricane’s path — and coming home in its wake. Don Markstein’s anger at the
abuse visited upon his home town sears the page. The pics rescued from John Guidry’s drowned photo
albums reflect the city’s fannish past, and I myself dwell in remembrance of things past, horror at the
present, and concern about the future. In addition, N.O. visitors Joe Major and Earl Kemp contribute
memories — and welcome hope.

But Chall #23 is not entirely lost in the nightmare of Katrina. Joe Green reacquaints us with one of
science fiction’s guiding geniuses. Mike Resnick’s classic “Bathrooms I Have Known” hilariously lives
up to its title. Greg Benford’s 1985 speech on scientists and science fiction is still compelling. Elst
Weinstein discusses cuisine he never sampled in the Big Easy. Alex Gilliland’s Morrie the Critic weighs
in on Iraq. Check out Rich Dengrove’s words on the Red Planet. Finally, and most impressively, the
great Aussie artist Dick Jenssen — a.k.a. “Ditmar” — proffers the magnificent tale of his life in fandom in
our third installment of Sheryl Birkhead’s series of fan artist self-portraits. Look on-line for an
astonishing color portfolio of Ditmar’s work.

To these folk, and to Sheryl, Randy Cleary, Mike Estabrook and all the other talents who have leant their
wit to Challenger #23, we offer our thanks. Their happy presence in these pages is a necessary reminder
not merely that life goes on, but that good wishes, generosity, and happiness are the best antidotes we
have to the terrors of the night.

Of course, my most special thanks to Ja belle Rose-Marie, for her invaluable and unstinting assistance,
support, and love.



A store across the intersection from the parish courthouse at Tulane and Broad in New Orleans.
The smudge across “beepers” is the highwater mark from the Katrina flood. As of November,
the courthouse, and all Tulane Avenue businesses, remained closed.



What was the worst thing about being a New Orleans expatriate during Katrina?

Linda Krawecke

“I know what this means. You don’t understand ... 1 know what this means!” 1 was
trving to let Dave know that this was serious, that what we were watching on the cable news
networks wasn’t just another hurricane moving into the Gulf. This was the one we always joked
about, the one that I would use as a party piece: “Yeah, New Orleans is like a soup bowl. If you
get the right hurricane coming in from the east with strong enough winds, it will sweep the lake
right into the city”. Then I’d shrug and laugh and have another drink.

But now it was happening. This was early Sunday morning UK time. Regardless of the
hour back home, 1 called my dad living in Metairie and got his answerphone. Good. That means
he got out of town. I then called my sister Debbie in the Biloxi area and got the same. Good.

I sat by the television and began my vigil, watching the reports of wind speed and direction.

Most of my relatives live north of the lake nowadays. For some reason I felt they’d be OK. They
always stick together and look out for each other. But dad was still living near the city and
Debbie was on the Gulf Coast near Biloxi. [ was concerned.

Fox News and CNN were repceating the same thing over and over; showing pictures of
idiot reporters standing in the wind saying “Yup, it’s really blowing hard out here.” [ went to the
internet and found a web cam set up on the north shore of the Causeway Bridge, pointing back
towards New Orleans. There was a mass of traffic, all leaving the city and the sky was so very
dark. It would get darker as the day progressed until the cameras stopped working. I managed to
find a way of streaming into two of the local TV stations: WDSU and WWL and watched as they
repeatedly told people to get out of town.

I called JoAnn Montalbano, the woman who’s been my best friend for more than half my
life. She was living on the northshore, close to where I had relatives. Thankfully I managed to
catch her. She was frantic; she had her house to seal up and her parent’s house too, as they were
out of town. Her current fella, Tom, had gone into NO to secure something to do with his work
place and was due back — but of course the traffic on the Canseway was incredible. Ican’t
remember now what I said. Just a general “hang in there, I'm sure it will be OK” platitude —
knowing that it wasn’t at all going to be OK.

There was nothing to do now but watch on a glass tube at a distance of several thousand
miles. I was glued to whatever media | could get hold of. Dave kept telling me to turn it off. that
I was only upsetting myself but of course [ couldn’t. I watched through the night, grabbing a few
hours sleep then began again in the morning. The whole time I’m telling Dave about hurricanes
that I’ve been through; about Betsy when my aunts & uncles and cousins came to stay “just in
case” because our house had a second floor. Or Camille when my Aunt’s house in the ninth ward
got flooded — but remained standing. [ remembered the sound of the wind making a god-awful
noise as it blew under our front door, of listening to a crackly transistor radio, the smell of the
kerosene lamps and that eerie feel you get as a kid when you know that adults are worried and
scared but are trying to make you feel better. Now I was one of the adults. And 1 knew to be
worried and scared for the people of my home town.



So I watched as the hurricane approached and I watched the huge queues of people trying
to get into the Superdome. Why are they queuing for so long? Why won't they let them in? This
thing is on its way!

And I watched as it passed. and [ was there when they started talking about first one, then
another break in the levee and about the water rising. What levee? Where? There are a million
miles of levee in New Orleans. The news was on every channel but it wasn't enough. 1 began
running back and forth between my PC and the TV — looking for any information I could find.

And I watched as the next day started and we could see what was left in the wake; streets
that I knew, areas that I had lived in, the gulf coast where 1'd holiday, the whole landscape of my
past - looking like other pictures I'd seen on TV — of tsunamis and earthquakes and floods. But
this wasn’t some other place. This was my home town.

Time blurred after that. I had to find my dad and my sister. That was all that I could
think about. It took several days, many message boards, e-mails and phone calls to relatives 1
hadn’t talked to in years — but I was finally able to piece together where my family were. Debbie
and her tamily ended up in Montgomery, AL with news that her house was gone. Not ruined or
blown to pieces or knocked down. Just plain old gone. Dad ended up being sheltered by a small
Baptist church near Winnsboro, north Louisiana. He drove until he couldn’t drive any more, saw
a sign outside the church welcoming evacuees — and went in.

Amidst all this was the trauma of having to watch what was going on in New Orleans —
all those people at the Dome or the Conference centre, the ones on the roof of their houses, the
ones wading through the filth. And knowing as [ know with every pore in my body what that
New Orleans late summer heat and humidity is like — with no reprieve of air conditioning or cool
water. No drinking water of any kind.

What was going on? Why was no one helping? I listened to a representative from the
UN say that they could have emergency assistance there in a moments notice — but they weren’t
asked. Same with several European emergency assistance groups who were waiting, wanting (o
get in there and help. Butno. The US didn’t ask for help. The US didn’t need help. So along
with the rest of the werld, I sat helpless and in tears of frustration watching as people begged for
help of any kind.

Tdon’t need to tell you the rest. Everyone has seen the same images I’ve seen. 1 feel
blessed that my family are alive.

Once I knew where my dad and sister were I immediately wanted to fly over and just be
with them, no matter how chaotic and torn up the place must be. The urge to get back there so
strong. I physically need to see New Orleans. I told someone that this must be, what a salmon
feels like — where you’d batter yourself to death to get back to your spawning ground. That’s
what it’s like. I have to go back and just touch the city again.

Now Orleans is where I grew up. I can point to the very spot where I got married,
graduated from school, had my first job, went on my first date, learned to drive. It’s where
learned how to two-step, caught a Rex doubloon, watched Professor Longhair at Tipitina’s,
listened to Irma Thomas, drank a cold Dixie. It’s where I sucked the heads and squeezed the tails
a thousand times and slurped down a ton of raw oysters. It’s part of who I am.

Ive lived in the UK for 26 years now. Each visit back to New Orleans always brought a
“gosh, that didn’t use to be there” reaction. Of course 1 expected things would change; buildings
and shops would come and go. But the heart of the city, the feel and atmosphere and attitude
were always reassuringly the same. It still felt like Home.

I talk on the phone to my dad and sisters every few days .But [ want to see them and hold
them and hug them and tell them how much I love them. My flight to New Orleans is now
booked and I’'m quite anxious. This isn’t going to be a holiday or a friendly family visit. It’s
going to be difficult. But it’s a much needed visit in order to reconcile myself with what’s taken
place.

9
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Joe Green’s career at NASA and as an SF writer has been complemented by his career as a host for many

of SFdom’s titans. Here’s one.
OUR FIVE DAYS WITH
JOHN W. CAMPBELL

Joseph L. Green
Lllos by Rotsler and from Freas

I had spoken with John Campbell only once, briefly, at a convention, but by 1970 I had sold
him three science articles, all on the American space program. So I had no hesitation on Monday
morning, March 16, when I learned he was coming to Cocoa Beach, in picking up the phone and calling
his motel to leave an invitation to dinner.

Except, the desk clerk told me, John had no reservation! Their records indicated a travel agent
had called that morning and requested a room for a John W. Campbell, but the huge motel had none
available. Nor did any of the other numerous motels and hotels on the Space Coast. Some major space-
refated events were occurring that week, and there were simply no rooms available. John was due to
check in about six. After work I went home long enough to ask wife Nita to prepare a guest room, and
drove to Cocoa Beach. I waited a half-hour until John showed up. He looked tired, after a day of travel
followed by the hassles of renting a car and finding his way from Orlando to Cocoa Beach. I stopped him
before he reached the check-in counter and introduced myself.

"I'm afraid you have some bad news waiting," 1 said after we shook hands. He gave me a
quizzical look. "But talk to the desk clerk, and then I have a solution that may work."

A few minutes later he was following me home in his rental car, after accepting the unhappy fact
that when NASA gave a show, everybody came. The Space Coast might never again see the million-plus
visitors on hand for Apollo 11, the first moon landing launch; but it didn't take that many to jam up a
small county like Brevard, home of both Cape Canaveral and The Kennedy Space Center.

John wasn't happy. He was traveling alone, on his way (according to my highly fallible memory)
to meet wife Peg and relative(s) in the U.S. Virgin Islands the next Saturday for a vacation. He had based
his travel plans on seeing the launch of a NASA science satellite (more interesting to him, apparently,
than manned missions) during a stopover in Florida, but that launch had been delayed. He had five days
of leisure time on his hands.

We discussed what to do over a nice dinner, prepared by Nita. Daughter Rosy, just turned fifteen,
ate with us; son Merritt (yes, named after that author; and his first name is William, after Hodgson) was
long gone from home. I proposed, since he was here and stuck, that [ try to get John in to see an Air Force
launch, scheduled for Friday night. It was a Delta, carrying the NATO-A (to become NATO 1 in
geosynchronous orbit) communications satellite. The spacecraft was of minor interest to John, but I
assured him that watching a big rocket launch in person was far different from seeing it on television. He
didn't really buy into that concept, but agreed to go. On Tuesday morning I made the necessary calls, and
got us on the AF visitors list.

John was not only tired, he didn't look well. I had to work on Tuesday, as usual. We all went to
bed fairly early Monday night.

[n the morning Rosy of course had to go to school. But I learned later that Nita got into a
discussion with John on some esoteric subject after breakfast, and became so fascinated she ran late to
work! It was her usual custom to arrive early. While John was here, she ran late almost every morning.



John had a restful day thumbing through our
library and reading/relaxing. Tuesday evening, after the
usual quick but excellent dinner Nita served up, we had
a long bull session, on subjects that ranged far, wide,
and often deep. John had recovered both his energy and
his ebullience. I occasionally managed
to get in a short comment or observation, as did Nita.
Rosy mostly sat in silence, as an over-awed teen-age
girl should — though she was taking in every word.

One discussion I remember was on my favorite
Analog stories. | named Tom Godwin's "The Cold
Equations" and A. Bertram Chandler's "Giant Killer" as
my top choices. But I also explained that while traveling
the country since 1953, first as a construction worker
and then as a "missile bum" for Boeing — plus writing at
nights and on week-ends —~ I had had no magazine
subscriptions, and a minimum of reading time. He
nodded benignly, apparently forgiving me for not
having every issue of Astounding and Analog on hand,
and limited our discussion to my two choices.

First, John said, "Giant" was a surprising
anomaly for Chandler. This novelette of rats mutating
within a spaceship's outer wall and then attacking the
human crew was unlike anything Chandler had written
before; not did he ever write such again. His
"Rimworld" stories were good solid SF, but not really
that original or outstanding. John had no idea what had
inspired this exceptional story, except that Chandler (I
fearned) was an Australian ship captain, and wrote while
at sea. Perhaps he had a rodent problem; most ships do. -

Second, I learned how strong the hand of the editor can be in shaping a story. John told me he had
three times! sent "Cold Equations" back to Godwin, before he got the version he wanted. In the first two
re-writes, Godwin kept coming up with ingenious ways to save the girl! Since the strength of this
deservedly classic story lies in the fact the life of one young woman must be sacrificed to save the lives of
many, it simply wouldn't have the same impact if she had lived.

John wasn't trying to take credit for having shaped one of the masterpieces in the SF field. His
attitude and words clearly indicated he simply felt it was the responsibility of an editor to improve on any
given story, where possible — and he had done that.

Another discussion I remember, though I'm not certain it was that same night, was full-time
writing as a career. John Campbell said he liked to work with writers who had a reliable outside income.
He believed this freed them from the necessity of cranking out so much wordage every month to pay that
overdue electric bill. In his view, this left writers free to experiment, be daring, explore brand-new and
perhaps controversial ideas. He felt that too much of what he received, and often had to accept, were
variations on a theme. He wanted to see more originality.

It was late when we finally went to bed.

John had planned a trip on his own for Wednesday morning, and was coming to KSC that
afternoon for a tour. He rose early, skipped breakfast, and was in his rental car before I left for work.
When he tried to start it, the engine flooded. Hearing John cranking the engine, I was almost certain I
knew what had happened, but he hadn't a clue. His vast scientific and technical knowledge apparently
didn't include much on simple car mechanics. I told him to stop trying, raised the hood, removed the
breather cap, and found the automatic choke — which was of course fully closed. I held it open manually,




told John to press the accelerator flat on the floorboard and hold it there, and try again. He followed my
directions exactly, and after about a minute the excess gas ran through the engine and it started. John
raced the engine a little to keep it going, and I replaced the breather cap and lowered the hood. John gave
me another of those quizzical looks, but said not a word before he drove away.

The escorted tour of KSC I had arranged for John Wednesday afternoon was a perfectly
legitimate courtesy NASA always extended to editors of major magazines. It wasn't so legitimate for me
to make certain I was assigned as his escort, but I did that too. I showed him the huge Complex 39 Saturn
V pads from as close as the guards would let us get, the immense Crawler-Transporter that carried those
363-feet tall Apollo-Saturn stacks to the pad — the largest tracked vehicle then in existence — and the other
giant-scale equipment of the launch system. When we reached the Vehicle Assembly Building, we were
denied entrance by a gate guard, despite my badge with the correct access codes and John's visitor badge.
I got into it with the security guard, and after a long argument, finally persuaded him that we were entitled
to enter the building. It wasn't my first argument with a guard while escorting guests, and it wouldn't be
the last. But at least [ won that one.

I led John inside, through the usual door on the south side of the low bay, and said, "Now don't
look up until I tell you." i

John gave me that quizzical glance again, but followed directions. I led him forward along the
transfer aisle, an open space that reaches from the south end of the building to the north, past the low bays
on both sides where the second and third stages of the Saturn V were checked out, on to the open edge of
the high bay. And then I told him to look up.

John raised his gaze, looking up over 500 feet of open space to the roof, then ahead to the four
glant bays, two on each side (though one was never actually completed internally), where the three Saturn
V stages were assembled, and the Apollo vehicle mounted on top. He
said just two words:

"I'm impressed."

I (or at least NASA) had impressed John W. Campbell.

(I learned later that I had impressed John more than I knew at
the time. Word got back to me that he told some friends of his visit to
the Cape and KSC, after his return from vacation, and that while here
he had met a true "renaissance man," a fellow who was competent at
almost anything he tried. He cited starting a balky car when he
couldn't, out-talking a KSC security guard to get him into a highly
restricted area, and the ability to write both science fact and science
fiction. Of course John mentioned nothing of this to me directly —
though I received a nice note of thanks later. Nita and Rosy did much
better. He sent them each a white Pringle of Scotland cashmere
sweater, with crewel design and embroidery done by Margaret
Winter Campbell - presumably Peg, John's wife.)

Wednesday night was another long session of talk, of which
none of us ever tired. Thursday was a day of work and school for the

Green family, and a day at home for John. By Thursday afternoon he
was getting a little stir-crazy, and asked if I could invite some local
fans over that evening for a good bull session. SF fans were in short
supply in Brevard then, but [ knew one engineer who read the
literature avidly, including Analog. When I called him he said he had
a friend and fellow engineer who was also an Analog reader. The two
came over, and we had a long and pleasant talk. The engineers somehow got into the merits of a particular
electronic tube and what it could do, and to my amazement, John was intimately familiar with it. The
three started discussing it in detail! About this time Nita and Rosy, with glazed expressions, got up and
went to bed. And I was treated to thirty minutes of exotic chatter about a subject on which I knew




absolutely nothing, until they finally wore that one out and we could get on to themes of more general
interest.

The Delta launch was scheduled for just before midnight Friday, so we left about eight p.m. for
the AF Press Room — in the same huge Cocoa Beach motel where John had intended to stay! We were in
my car. As we were approaching the Hertz Car Rental office, still open because of the launch, John
suddenly looked over at me and said, "Can we stop at the Hertz place? I need to use the bathroom."

[ caught the distress in his voice. John was driving a Hertz rental, but it had come from Orlando. 1
had no idea how the local Hertz folk would react to someone coming in just to use their restroom. I could
see the traffic signal in front of our destination, only a quarter-mile ahead, and the traffic was light. I said,
"John, we'll be at the motel in just one minute. Can you wait that long?"

He nodded, stone-faced. I drove as fast as I could to the motel, letting him off at the door before I
hunted a parking space. He got out and walked inside, moving slowly and with a noticeable stiffness in
his gait. I saw him ignore the temporary AF desk set up in the lobby and head for the bathrooms at the
rear.

Once inside, I worked my way to the AF official at the desk, explained that [ was a staff member
of Analog Magazine, and that my editor had a problem and had rushed to the bathroom. Our names were
on the list, and all was well. I received my badge; John's was waiting for him.

It was a long time, perhaps half an hour, before John came out of the bathroom. I hurried over
when I finally saw him, and said, "Something I forgot to mention; the Air Force doesn't recognize free-
lance writers, at all. For tonight, I have to be a member of the Analog staff."

John gave me that quizzical look again, but said, "Close enough!" He was now walking normally,
and apparently feeling much better. He got his badge, and we chatted for a short time before boarding the

+ AF bus that would take us to the launch site on Cape Canaveral.

Sitting together on the bus, John edged into one of those discussions that frayed on my nerve
ends, the general subject of slavery. He enjoyed taking the "devil's advocate" position in almost any area,
willing to defend even viewpoints with which he disagreed if that led to a livelier debate. (Which also
made it difficult to tell when he was sincere, or — on
some specific point — just égging others on.) He pointed
out that the much-maligned "peculiar institution" of
slavery in the American South had in fact provided the
blacks brought here with a higher standard of living
than they had in Africa. As slaves, most of them lived
longer lives than their counterparts at home. John
quoted the statistics that indicated very short life-spans
for the average African tribesman or woman in the 1700
and 1800s. He talked about the primitiveness of the
average African's culture in those centuries, the misery
of their daily existence, the perennial shortages of food,
and so on. On the facts as stated, he made a good case.

At first blush this sounded like one of those
controversial positions John often took, just to get a rise
out of his debating audience. But I was very much
afraid that in fact he was sincere. I had heard, from
comments by Asimov, among others — and some
Analog editorials [ had read — that John held some racist
views, at least in regard to blacks. Not wanting to get
into that particular discussion, I cut him off with some
hard, fast statements to the effect that there was more to
human life than food and medical care, that almost
anyone would choose a shorter but happier life in their
own culture, compared to a longer one of misery and
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degradation as a slave in a foreign land. The only thing we managed to agree on was that rapidly
increasing farm mechanization after 1850 would have soon rendered slavery obsolete anyway, and it
would have been better for the USA to endure it a few more years than suffer the truly horrendous costs
of the Civil War.

John saw that I was upset, and moved on to a new topic for the remainder of the ride.

The Air Force had constructed a large, open Observation Platform, about thirty feet high, less
than three miles south of the Delta complex on Cape Canaveral. There was a small operations support
building near its base. The entire area was well lit, from lights mounted on tall posts. John climbed the
steps ahead of me with some difficulty. We stood looking north, to where several large floodlights lit up
the vehicle on its pad. That generation of Delta had three stages, with three-strap on solids attached equi-
distant around the first. These ignited, along with the liquid propellant first stage engine, to get it off the
ground. And the spacecraft had its own small rocket attached, for the final maneuvering to get it into
geosynchronous orbit.

We had arrived over an hour ahead of liftoff, planned for 11:46 p.m. John was dressed in slacks
and a light jacket. After about twenty minutes he told me he was freezing! It was a surprisingly cold
March night, with a fairly stiff breeze blowing in off the Atlantic. Despite the fact the stairs were a
problem for him, he wanted to find shelter in the small building on the ground. I went with him, and once
inside, where there was a heater, he was soon back to normal — though complaining loudly to me that he
never expected to come to Florida in March and find that he was freezing his ass off!

John had plenty of company. The badged visitors were mostly men, but there were a few women
there as well. Every one of the females was cold, and letting the Air Force know it. The AF and contractor
PR people endured the complaints, about conditions over which they had no control, in pained silence.

A few minutes before liftoft I persuaded John it would be worth it to climb those stairs again, and
he unwillingly preceded me back up them. We arrived just a few seconds before ignition. Many people
had chosen to watch from the ground, and the platform wasn't crowded. Right on time the single engine
on the Delta first stage flared to life, growing quickly to a raging flame. After a few seconds the three
solids ignited, going almost instantly to full thrust; the hold-down clamps released; and in a huge ball of
reddish-blue flame that lit up the darkness, the Delta lifted off.

At less than three miles away, the noise was deafening, the light very bright. The thrust of the
three solids, burning alongside the first stage engine, had the Delta clawing for the sky. In just seconds it
was high overhead, turning east to climb toward the distant, dark horizon. After one minute we saw the
three solids burn out, then separate, falling toward a cold and silent Atlantic. The first stage continued to
burn, becoming a swiftly diminishing bluish light, finally lost to sight under some distant cloud cover.

"Now," I said, turning to John. "Do you believe what I said about watching a launch on television
not being the same as seeing one in person?"

John grinned, and said, "OK, you were right. It IS much better in person."

We made our way to the bus, back to the motel, and home for a short night's sleep. On Saturday
morning John packed his single bag, thanked us all profusely for our hospitality, and left for the airport (I
gave him very careful and explicit directions). And so ended five of the more interesting and stimulating
days of my life.

One item John wanted to accomplish on his travels was rounding up some science articles, of
which he had no backlog at all. He asked me one night, while sitting at the cleared dinner table, if I had
any ideas. It took me about two seconds to suggest one on Skylab, the follow-on effort to Apollo NASA
already had in work. After 1 described it in some detail, John slapped his hand on the table and made one
of those executive decisions for which noted editors are famous: "Let's make it a two-parter!"

And so I came to write a two-part article on Skylab. It was a lot of work, because NASA and
contractor engineers made major configuration changes just before I finished. I had to wait six months for
the new data, then start all over again. But it was, eventually, a nice check.

That same evening John gave me my one and only "Campbellian story idea." He pointed out that
members of a highly advanced civilization might, while on vacation and enjoying primarily physical
activities — hiking, camping, swimming, etc. — be misjudged as primitives by visiting space-farers. When



I asked if he had given this idea to any one else, he looked at me and said, "It doesn't matter. If I gave it to
four separate writers, you would all produce stories so different I could run 'em all!"

I wrote that story shortly after he left, and did sell it to John a few months later. "One Man Game"
appeared in the February 1972 issue of 4nalog.

John W. Campbell died next year, on July 11, 1971, apparently of a burst blood vessel. He had
Just turned 61. I have no real understanding of what his physical problems were while here, but it was
clear he had serious health issues.

I did get one hint. John told me his doctor had informed him he had two choices: stop smoking, or
die. Instead, he did what only a person of idiosyncratic thinking and iron will could: he limited himself to
two cigarettes a day. Early in the morning and late in the afternoon, he stepped outside our front door and
stood in the carport, leisurely enjoying a single cigarette; always in a very long holder. His doctor had
also said that two a day wouldn't do any further harm to his already damaged lungs. The number of
people who could maintain such a regimen, with a substance as addictive as nicotine, are few and very far
between.

Before we left for the WorldCon in Boston over Labor Day in 1971, I received a call from Kay
Tarrant, John's long-time assistant editor. She knew we were stopping in New York on our way, and
asked if I could come by the office and write the blurb for the Skylab article, which she was then copy-
editing; she didn't feel competent to handle the intro. So I sat in John Campbell's editorial chair, used his
typewriter, and wrote the blurb; took all of perhaps five minutes

I don't think any of John W. Campbell's editorial ability rubbed off on me from that brief physical
contact, nor any of his brilliant and highly creative imagination. Certainly none of the personal quirks and
foibles that made him a fascinating and highly individual human being. But though Nita, Rosy and [ met a
lot of fascinating people during the three-day parties we threw for most of the manned Apollo launches —
there was not, and will never be, another John W. Campbell.

NOTE: This article is based largely on personal memory, and verified by the recorded facts and dates
available. Any errors of fact, feeling or impression are entirely the responsibility of the writer.

SLICK CRACKED GLASS SPECTERS
Mike Estabrook

bony specters rose
up from smoldering splintered coffins
made of black ancient wood

specters gray, shimmering with
shrouded faces, misshapen heads,
soundless in the wispy mists

thick dull bleary-edged apparitions
floating listlessly through swirling
spaces in the swelling smoking night

slick cracked glass specters and me

me alone, pressed helpless against
the cold windowpane, staring
confused and needing to know
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DENNIS DOLBEAR
Hlustrations by CHARLIE WILLIAMS

1. Overture.
The rain lashed your face like a cat-o’-nine
tails. The wind was enough to break off large
branches and even the smaller trees like they
were matchsticks. The combined effect was
fury

--and that wasn’t the leading lady,
only her handmaids. If I had only known at
that time — when the above conditions were
occurring — [’d have had time to be afraid.

II. Ordeal by Water.
Katrina made her entrance in suitably diva
fashion. She broke the doors of my house
out of their frames. The pressure of the water
was so great that even though the locks and
seals held, the frame couldn’t — and the water
poured in in a flood tide.

[ grabbed the hand of my mother —
84, and by no means well — and led her
outside. This wasn’t just a matter of fighting
the in-rushing water, although that was a
problem. The difficulty was something I’d
never heard discussed in all the talk of “what
to do in a flood”: the fact that everything in

your house — furniture, appliances, tables,
bookcases, beds, and even your refrigerator
and freezer ~ floats. And that is a danger,
because tall items, like the refrigerators and
the china cabinets — fall over — perhaps on
you, crushing everything beneath. And when
the water has risen a little more, it becomes a
potentially-deadly maze of floating hulks that
shift and bob treacherously with any cusrent
~ including the wake of your body wading
by.

But there wasn’t much time to think
of that. We had only minutes — seconds — to
act. There were only two choices left — risk
the fury of the storm outside or go for the
attic.

[ over-rode my mother’s choice and
we went outside, past the crashing ruin of my
house, as china cabinets and other furniture
upended, spilling their contents of decades of
family treasures, decorative objects, and
worthless tchotckes into the water. There was
reason — [’d — we’d — been though hurricane
Betsy, so long ago, and I'd heard, and had
nightmares about, folks drowning, being
trapped like rats in the rising water, in the



very attics of their homes. The water was
rising so fast — there was no indication it
could not go higher than the roof — and so
fast that to break out of the attic would have
been impossible. We went outside and took
our chances.

Our first refuge was under the front
porch overhang, reasonably sheltered from
the storm, standing on a ladder. That didn’t
last very long. The water was soon rising
about our shoulders, and showed no sign of
slowing.

We then took the only refuge left.
We went into the water — now over 9 feet
high — and clung to the gutters above, in a
125 mile-per-hour wind and swift flood. (My
mother is nothing if not tough. ) After a short
while, | moved to a tree outside, with flexible
branches that I could crouch in. From this
spot, I could relieve the stress on the gutter —
already starting to bend — and be in a position
to save my mother if she should let go —
which she almost did, several times and did,
once — | dived beneath the water and pulled
her, with strength I got from who knows
where. But she held, and I held, and we
endured about two or maybe three hours in
the full wrath of Katrina. [ will never forget
this, not as long as I live, and mere words
seem inadequate to describe the storm’s
power — and how small, how vulnerable it
made you feel.

But after a few hours, the wind
abated, and — could it be — the water actually
started to drop. I checked again, mentally
marking the water height against the bricks —
yes, yes! it was dropping! We might not die
after all! Our danger had passed.

Optimist. If only I knew....

After a time, [ paddled over from the
tree and got my mother-still hanging on for
dear life (for once, not a figure of speech)
and moved back under the overhang of the
porch, where we once again stood on the
ladder. The wind — still fierce — nearly froze
our wet bodies, After awhile, when [ was
certain that the flood had really crested, we
were actually able to move past the front
door, back into our drowned house and
ruined possessions, and gain access to the
attic. Drowning was no longer our immediate

problem.
It would soon be replaced by others.

111. Ordeal by Heat

Up in the attic, without power, it was
dark as the lowest pit of hell and almost as
hot. But something else it was: dry, and for
that we were grateful. As the afternoon wore
on — this was about six — I heard a sound I
first greeted as the sweetest in the world: a
chopper’s  whirlybird  whupwhupwhup
passing near overhead. Wonderful! We’d be
saved! I went outside again, leaving my
mother in the attic, making my way through
the up-upper chest high water in the house,
and made it outside to the ladder. As
choppers went by, [ waved, but none
stopped, although one — at the intersection of
the next street, New Castle, seemed to hover
for a few minutes. Hopeful sign — surely
they’d be back. As night fell —and I could for
once, see the stars above the darkened city — |
was hopeful. Tomorrow, tomorrow, we’d be
airlifted out of this place — or, as the water
would surely fall further as they turned on
the pumps, walk out.

[ climbed into the stifling attic,
crawled over to a vacant space on the boards,
and fell into a blessed sleep from sheer
exhaustion.

1V. Day of Despair

I awoke — who knows how many
hours later, time, as we usually reckon it
having ceased to exist — with a ray of light
coming through the housing of the attic
exhaust fan. I dragged myself over to the
stairwell opening and gazed down, hoping
that there would be only a small amount of
water left.

I was wrong, The water hadn’t fallen
an inch — as verified by the scumline forming
on my wallpaper — from last night. That was
a very bad sign, for it meant that the pumps
were not in operation, and that the drop in the
water level from yesterday was simply due to
the wind’s abatement.

My first task was to get us some
water and if possible, food. Food was
secondary, I knew you could last for days
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without it, but water — clean water, there was
too much of the other kind — was a different
matter. Fortunately, I located a floating foam
ice chest with a bag of ice inside and — joy —
some frozen fruit salad I had the idea of
taking out the night before. We had water,
and food. [ got it up the stairs to my mother
and proceeded to work my way to the front
door... ,

I moved through the shifting maze of
our furniture — the giant TV that was my
mother’s main entertainment floating tube
down like a colossal iceberg — pushing aside
stereos, couches, credenzas and who knows
what else, moving through scummy, foul
water and a house with a subtle, but growing
fetid odor, and emerged —

— into a scene of, well, beauty.

The sheet of water stretched out over the
neighborhood and was utterly  still,
undisturbed by even a ripple from the breeze,
which  was nonexistent. The beautiful
southern sun, a fountain of gold, poured

‘through the remaining trees, and the entire

surface of the water, like a mirror, reflected
the trees, and the sun, and the sky, and the
clouds, and the houses....

...the houses? Right, which brought
me around — this was the drowned world,
cerily quiet as I’d never heard my
neighborhood before, without even the
distant whoosh of the I-10. Nothing. It was
the bizarre, and beautiful, and sinister, calm
after the storm...

I felt utterly alone, but I called:
“ANYBODY OUT THERE?!” And, thank
God, got answers —“Yeah, over here!”
“Where?” “Here! 1 can see you...we’re over
on Barchester Street!” And another party
answered from the house on New Castle that
the helicopter had hovered over yesterday.
We all called out, confirmed how many —
two on Barchester, two on Coventry (us) five
on New Castle — and all swore that if
rescued, they’d make sure the rescuers knew
about us too. [t made me feel better they’d
have to get somebody now, all we had to do
was wait.

And wait, and wait, and yell and
wave towels and anything else at the
numerous passing helicopters. I knew why so

many passed overhead; our house isn’t far
from the Lake Front airport, and that is the
location of the Louisiana Air National
Guard’s base — which is where the copters
would refuel.

But surely someone would come for
us, so, I spent the day on the ladder, trying to
attract attention, or moving through the
increasingly foul water either to check on my
mother — she was holding up fairly well,
considering — and scouting as much of the
neighborhood as | could. We were surely
almost alone, and every house had damage —
doors and windows blown in, all flooded,
everything ruined.

And so the day progressed, without
knowledge of actual time, until — glory be! A
helicopter was hovering over New Castle !
Were they — YES! — they were hovering to
pickup the family there! We’d soon be saved!
Thank God. 1 called to my mother that this
was it, be ready to move when I called to her.
The rescue was fascinating to watch, as the
helicopter hovered and circled and hoisted
the New Castle family up, and when they
were finished, they...

... roared off and left us. Left us in a
silence and a heat and a stench that was in
every way more oppressive than before.

.But — oh, joy — they returned about an hour
fater, surely, they were returning to...

... no. They picked up a family a few
streets down. And later, another, And then
another, And each time they would circle,
and I’d wave and yell and curse and nothing,
nothing would happen. And this went on
until dark

[f we thought it was hot on Monday
night, Tuesday night was almost unbearable,
because Katrina had at least cooled things off
for Monday. Tuesday — the attic was like
spending the night in a sauna, bathed in your
own sweat, and in the utter darkness, so
profound it was equivalent to utter blindness.
My mother was still game, still holding up
with the defiant courage that has been the
hallmark of her life, but there is only so
much the willing, but aged and somewhat
sick, flesh and spirit can do. And she was
reaching that limit rapidly, 1 could see that. |
finally drifted off to sleep, without rest, after



deciding what we would try on the morrow.

1V. Swim for your life

We had to escape this watery hell,
this prison where you could either be in the
stifling attic, and risk heat prostration, or in
the water, which was quite cold, and in
which, if you spent most of the day, you
would surely risk hypothermia, if not much
worse — the water, stagnant, was becoming
the toxic soup that was always feared, as the
rotting vegetation mixed with an array of
chemicals from houses, boats, etc, to float on
the top of the murky green water, I quickly
acquired a coating of motor oil when I swam
through a slick floating in my hallway.

We had to make a run for it, because
if we waited, and help did not come today, 1
feared my mother would be too weak to
escape on Thursday. Today had to be the day.
We came from our sweat box refuge into a
morning of dazzling and eerie beauty like
before. I left my mother to stand on the
ladder and try to attract the attention of the
helicopters — fat chance — while I scouted out
a plan of escape.

It was daunting. My street was tough
enough, but when I rounded the corner and
saw the broad watery expanse of what was
New Castle Drive stretching on for blocks,
and blocks, I realized that it was going to be
tough enough on me — and my mother, even
clinging to a board, definitely would not
make it. But there had to be something. And
as [ was going, my eye caught sight of a
thing that was to have some importance and
so — but, as my mind is wont, it filed it away
for future reference.

[ tried almost anything I could to get
my mother something that she could float on
which I could tow her to safety. And nothing
worked. One table merely sank, a door
floating well enough on its own, sank under
even my mother’s almost-negligible weight.
Nothing. At that point, tired, 1 told my
mother to keep an eye out, and went over to
visit the boys on Barchester. | moved through
the deep water of the street itself with a foam
float in front of me, keeping my face out of
the dangerous water, trying to paddle with
one arm.

My Barchester neighbor was on his
roof, with a large white flag he’d improvised
from a sheet and a long broom handle. |
greeted him. “Any luck?”

“Nah. They keep passing by.”

“Same here...and my mother’s sick,
[’m getting desperate.

“Well, we tried to launch my
neighbor’s boat,” he commented sourly,
gesturing at a hull barely visible beneath the
murk. “Sank right off ... must’ve had a hole
in it somewhere.”

At that point, the bit of information [
referred to earlier — filed away in the
subconscious — kicked in.

“I know where there’s another boat,”
[ said. :

My neighbor looked me right in the
eye. “Lead us to it.”

And so we started off, me leading on
my foam board , my neighbor’s brother
following in a life jacket, and my neighbor
paddling using some giant foam cylinder as
support. We didn’t have too far to go — just
around the corner, and there we found out
whatever neighbor owned the boat, he’d
neglected to lock the boat itself. So we
proceeded to borrow the watercraft, with the
aid of one of the brother’s clasp knife. He, by
the way, is an ex-Marine. As he pointed out
to me (not sarcastically, but....) all this wasn’t
such a big thing when you train in the
Carolina swamps.

After a bit we had a boat, but not
motor power — the big Evenrude was key-
locked. No matter though — we could pole it
through the streets, Venetian-style. (I made a
point of singing “O Sole Mio™.)

Even if the boat was a problem — it
took considerable force to move such a heavy
craft — one thing was important: two life
jackets, one of which I fastened on my
mother’s back. It’s hard to describe, but the
act gave me great relief, since it greatly
decreased her risk of drowning. And soon
enough, the Barchester neighbors had
retrieved some of their goods, and came
poling the boat up our street. The Marine
brought the craft almost to the ladder, we
transferred my mother to the boat (“Hold
tight, mama, I’ve got you”, the Marine said)
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and the next thing we were poling/pushing
/towing the boat through the water, down
New Castle towards the lake and higher
ground.

And it was while we were paused,
transferring boats and passengers, that one of
those random incidents that mean so much
occurred: at that point, since it was the
intersection of two large streets, we had an
unobstructed view to the south. And while
we were working, the ex-marine suddenly
shouted "Look there!" and pointed directly to
the south: a large jet with distinctive blue and
white markings was flying low over the city.
"That's Air Force One!"

Thank God. George Bush, I cursed
you before, but now I bless you. The Federal
cavalry is here and things will soon be ok.

And then I realized....

The main airport is to the west of us,
and the jet is proceeding east. He's not
coming here. The sonof a bitch is just flying
by....

...and now, George Bush, I curse you
again, and if T had known, at the time, that it
took a disaster of this magnitude to get you to
cut short your vacation by even one day, and
while I and my mother, and thousands of my
fellow Orleanians were sweating, thirsting,
starving, dying, up in our attics, you were
playing guitar-- a fiddle would have been
more appropriate — on you ranch, I'd have
cursed you worse than ever, you loathsome
excuse ...

....pardon. But to paraphrase that
great American, Micheal Corleone, this isn't
business. It's personal.

As I pushed, [ saw something curious
in the water, and pulled it out — a pool cue,
and expensive, if [ am any judge — and threw
it in the boat. Not much, but when your total
possessions consist of a pair of eyeglasses, a
pair of boxer briefs, a scrub shirt, and a cheap
pair of Wal-Mart shoes, the acquisition of
that pool cue probably tripled my net worth,
maybe.

My mother sat in the bow, impassive,
erect, like a Czarina going into exile (simile
is not that far-fetched) along with the
Barchester dog. A problem was that this boat,
too, took on water, and after a while we split

the task three ways: one person pulls on a
rope in the water, one pushes from behind,
and one bails. And so we made slow, but
steady progress. And lo and behold what do
we see a few blocks down but — another boat!
And so ensued another lengthy delay — which
we needed, because pulling these things
through the water is exhausting work — we
“borrowed” the new boat, transferred our
cargo onto the newer, smaller, and lighter
craft, and proceeded towards the lake and
high ground.

We made it eventually to Wales
street, which marks a crest of a sort of ridge —
the ground is much higher there, and the
water was shallower, about waist high, and
we could walk without much difficulty. At
this point our companions took leave to
investigate — you guessed it — another boat.
So, I simply looped the rope around my chest
in a harness, put my shoulders forwards, and
head down, and did my best imitation of a
canal boat mule, pulling the skiff, my
mother, and Vic the dog.

And arriving at last at Downman and
Hayne, where — glory be, there was dry
ground — well, damp and muddy, but no
standing water. And there I saw something
that indicated to me the true scope of the
problem — people, walking on the levee — the
same levee Katrina had over topped -
walking out of the flooded neighborhoods,
coming, in twos and threes. | thought we
were the only abandoned ones — it seems
there were many. We staggered over to the
shade of a tree, and collapsed.

And as a sign that our luck -
beginning with the boats — was keeping
strong: someone had left an ice chest with
food and drinks — particularly several
“energy drinks” under the tree for other
wanderers. We helped ourselves, and never
was food or drink so sweet.

But [ realized that 1 couldn’t rest
long — this was no place to recover. And I
had another obstacle that confronted me: the
“pick-up” point, other refugees indicated,
was under the Hayne overpass. But to get to
it, you had to climb a railroad levee, very
steep and coated with sharp stones — and I’d
lost my shoes on the way.



But it had to be done. I didn’t want to
die here, in the heat and the mud after
escaping from our watery prison. And so
telling my mother to stay put — she could

never make it up that hill — I attacked it with
the determination of Hillary assaulting
Everest.

And it was nearly as tough. If I
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didn’t have the pool cue as support, I’d not
have made it. But for every two steps I slid
back — cutting open feet, hands, and knees
each time, till I was bloody — I made three,
and 1 finally surmounted the trestle, the cue
breaking in two with the last effort.. It was
only about 50 yards from there to the
underpass, but in my exhausted condition —
no food and little water for days — it seemed
like miles. But | made it at last, and begged
the officer there to help my mother. He was a
good man; he radioed for help, and a skiff
brought her under the trestle and to me, and
our reunion was heartfelt — [ thought for a
while there she’d not be able to make it
across.

But her infirmity — age and her
recently-healed pelvis — were to work to our
aid. Being sick, she and [ got prior
evacuation, along with some other elderly
and sick — to the nearby campus of the
University of New Orleans. While we waited
for the medical van, we talked with our
fellow refugees, and got the same story over
and over again: heard the copters, none
stopped, decided to make a run for it. Our
story, and had we known it at the time, the
story of thousands more.

The medivan showed up, and we
piled in — one man, wheel-chair ridden,
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