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EDITORIAL: OUR DAYS IN COURT

“Guy, there’s somebody in your car!”

My neighbor Cindy sounded sincere. | was deshabille and didn’t want to move, but hey, the lady
sounded sincere. “Guy,” she repeated, “there’s somebody in your car!”

I slipped hard shoes over my bare feet and pulled on my trenchcoat. I didn’t even think about the
shotgun I keep unloaded and wrapped in plastic behind a box on a shelf in my closet. I rushed out the door
of my rear apartment, down the stairs, up the alley to the street.

“He’s still there! He s still there!”

Cindy was out on her porch, which overlooks the street, pointing at the Dodge Durango SUV I'd
rented while my Geo was in the shop. Specifically, at the lithe tee-shirt-covered back which vaulted out of
the driver’s side door and hotfooted it hell-for-election down the street.

“Yeah, run, you sack of shit!” I shouted. “All the way home to Timbuktu!” I’'m not sure what I meant
by that, but it was nothing good.

Cindy ran back inside and called 9-1-1, and I looked over the Durango. The driver’s side door was
bent out from the base of the window. Inside, there was debris on the seat: the steering column. Cindy had
alerted me just in time to avert a theft. In a few minutes, the first cops appeared.

The kid was captured a few blocks away, and Cindy and I were driven over to make an ID. She was
certain that the surly black boy of 16 they had in handcuffs was the culprit. I heard later that he had been
accused of stealing cars before. A joking tech from the city Crime Lab spread black powder over the Durango
and, with scotch tape, lifted several prints he said were quite poor. (Nor would the car drive. The next
morning the rental company sent a tow truck to haul it away.)

My insurance company, the rental people, and the district attorney called Cindy within the next few
days to get her story. Cindy is a special person, IQ between 75 and 79, bright and cheerful and, with a little
assist from Food Stamps and SSI (for her diabetes), self-sufficient, but vulnerable in this abusive world, and
wary of its dangers. She worried that the kid’s friends and relatives would come get her, but then the praise
we heaped on her began to take hold, and by week’s end she was proudly boasting that she’d “do it again!”
And I was getting used to my new status, that of a victim of Urban Crime.

The break-in took place in October; the trial in January. Cindy and I testified, and the judge had
nothing but compliments about how straightforward and honest we were — but the DA put on an incompetent
case, and lost.

Rather kindly, the judge blamed the cops, and by implication, the district attorney. The uniformed
testimony was clumsy, uncertain, vague, and confused. The DA didn’t introduce into evidence the kid’s
clothes, by which he was described to the cops, and the alleged burglar’s tools they did try to submit were
excluded. That was the official reason given for why the PD’s motion for a directed not guilty was granted.
But [ knew better.

Cindy bad positively identified the defendant, been polite (if a little wordy) on the stand, and the judge
took pains to say that he admired and believed her. But her learning disability had been evident. A special
person, when testifying, comes equipped with built-in reasonable doubt. Obviously, Cindy’s testimony could
not convict anyone standing on its own. No responsible fact finder could ever simply take her word without
corroboration.

The judge called a few days later to tell me to let Cindy know that the kid had drawn a year in the
clink on his next case. Cars in this neighborhood will be that much safer for at least that long. The judge also
praised her — a good friend, a good neighbor, a good citizen. But again I have to wonder, how do we help
people like her? They are so vulnerable. Not even the law can protect them against the inherent unreliability
of their testimony. What on Earth do we do for them?
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[ think I’'m more proud of Challenger #10 than of any other zine [ have ever done — with the
exception of the family album I constructed when my first nephew was bom. Chall 10 marked the 30%
anniversary of my introduction to the fanzining hobby, and was also my first attempt since the early *70s to
use a fanzine to make a coherent social and political statement. While I scan my own writing for last issue
in a haze of anguish — 45 years at it and I still can’t write worth frijoles — the other work in the zine was
impeccable, and if it doesn’t sound hyperbolical even for me, the critical response to the pub has justified my
decades in fanzine fandom. Many, many thanks.

Challenger’s current issue returns to the wild variety of earlier numbers, but still features a number
of pieces with a common setting: the legal system. I’ve bent y’all’s ears so many times with lawyer’s-eye
views of trials and whatnot, I thought I’d ask you for your point of view. Chall #11 — cover by Lynne
Taylor, a Nolacon II contribution — begins with those who supplied the same. The zine also features fannish
stuff, a wonderful he said/she said perspective of Y2K from Charlotte and Jerry Proctor and Joe Mayhew’s
jolly retrospective of his “illustrious” career. Not neglecting the professionals among us, Greg Benford
contributes a brilliant critical piece on Southern SF and Mike Resnick tells us about his favorite meals. And
there’s more, plus lots and lots of LOCs and plenty of zine reviews. I enjoyed assembling a fanzine as focused
as #10, but this mess was fun, too.

Now, issue #12 ... I’'m already working on a piece for my next edition, and have at least three fine
articles on hand which were crowded out of this issue. Nevertheless, a theme has come to mind appropriate
to the time. I’m suggesting that contributors to my dozenth issue write about America. We are, after all,
choosing a new government this November, and so should be thinking about our place in the world, our
philosophy of community and government, what our society is like and should be like — what we are like as
a people. Express your thoughts here! Lloyd Penney’s LOC to #10 and comments made by a German friend
at Bucconeer have hung in my mind, so [ urge my foreign readers to chime in, too. What do y 'al/ think of us?
C’mon, let’er rip. Don’t worry about hurting our feelings. We’re tough.

And it looks like Challenger is at least (and at last) approaching the Net. Brother Richard Brandt
of the Southern Fandom Press Alliance has recovered enough from eye surgery to set up a site for me at
http:/fwww.crosswinds.net/~ghliii. It isn’t together yet — all of my back issues haven’t been scanned in —
but it will happen! My thanks to B’rer Brandt and my salutes to the lady Michelle! '

H

In early January I wrote a letter to Time about their “Person” (*feh*) of the Year choice, and the issue
which immediately preceded it, a special report about Columbine. It was obvious to me that Time’s editors
were unsure whether to name the kids there — the killers and the survivors — as People of the Year, since
their story dominated the news in 1999, or go with the cheery electronic entrepreneur they finally chose. It
was my intent to chide them for the gutlessness of their eventual choice. Time’s January 17" issue printed

.. well, the gist of my letter. Behold my original words:

When your extended story about the afiermath of the Columbine massacre appeared in mld December, and
was followed by your “Person” of the Year tribute to yet another technological entrepreneur, [ won a bet with
myself: that Time would return to 1999's most disturbing and compelling news story but refuse to give it the
century’s last notice. You should have, though. Columbine is an evocative and important event because it
exposes the heart of the American people as no other happening in 1999. Our complacency, our arrogance,
our shallowness, our lust for recognition and our lack of judgment, and our resiliency, our determination,
our endless hope for a better world for our children. The children of Columbine belonged on Time's
climactic cover of 1999 for what they told us and warned us about ourselves.

Here’s what they published:

You should have named the events at Columbine High School as 1999's most disturbing and compelling news
story. Columbine was an important event because it exposed the heart of the American people. It
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encompassed our complacency. our arrogance, our shallowness, our lust for recognition, our lack of
judgment, our resiliency, our determination, our endless hope for a better world for our children. The
youngsters of Columbine belonged on your year-end cover for what they told us about ourselves.

My letter benefitted from the editing, of course. but [ resent the rewriting. It makes me feel ofd. ['ve
never used the word “youngsters” in my life! (At 50, maybe [ should start.)

H

So here is Chall’s 11", in which [ hope you will find some good. I doubt I'll publish again before
Chicon, but [ do promise to see you there — and any of you who find vour way to Jekyll Island. Georgia for
the DeepSouthCon. Bring your beach togs! The Atlantic may be too cold for swimming, but the beach will
be ideal for tanning. And you'll find a great convention too.

Which reminds me ...

FOR WORLDCON 2003 — WRITE IN
WIG WAM VILLAGE!

Sunset on the Wigwam
— as another day fades
over glamorous Cave
City, Ky. What other
worldcon bid offers
such peaceful, pastoral
and verdant vistas? And
teepees, too!

Year-round residents ot
Wigwam Village, two of
our frontier forbears greet
the elite in the souvenir
shop. Make an offer --
half off for Chicon
members!

No-more Wimpy Zone! No-more Zones, period! But vote for
Wigwanmwv anyway !
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MY DAY IN COURT

E.B. Frohvet

The first time I was in a court of law, it was a traffic court, and [ was about seventeen. I'm not sure
if the man in charge was a judge or merely a magistrate; I'll use the short form for convenience. The clerk read
the charge: I was charged, not with driving without a license (I had had my license on me), not with driving
an unregistered vehicle, but with driving while not having the vehicle's registration in said vehicle. A minor
but technical violation.

My father, true to form of doing everything the most backward and roundabout fashion, had not
condescended to tell me that he had the habit of carrying the car's registration in his wallet. So that everyone
other than him who drove the car (a group which also included my mother and my brother) was, strictly
speaking, in violation of the law. It just happened to be me who got stopped by the police.

The judge asked, how did I plead? "Guilty with extenuating circumstances, Your Honor," I said.

I was not sworn in or asked to testify under oath; the judge just said, "Tell me what happened.” I stuck to the
truth, my father confirmed it, and the judge dropped the charge. This was an instance of justice being
tempered with mercy, since I was, however inadvertently, guilty.

My interaction with jurisprudence over the next fifteen years or so was confined to the occasional
traffic or parking tickets — I hasten to add that a total of about two each over fifteen years does not mark me
a major scofflaw. once, returning to my car within no more than two or three minutes after my parking meter
ran out, I found a police officer already busily writing a ticket. (It was well known in that neighborhood, I
found out later, that he paced up and down the rows of parking meters waiting for one to expire. Click, pop,
$35 ticket.) I asked him, rudely, if he had made his quota for the day — perhaps not the wisest thing to say
to a man carrying a handgun. But I paid the ticket anyway.

My next encounter with the legal system again involved a car, and again I was the victim of
circumstances beyond my control. I was driving one night at the end of January; stopped at a red light, less
than a mile from home.

And a guy in a red Ford, falling-down drunk (I later learned his blood-alcohol level was 0.17, where
0.10 is legally drunk in most states) drove straight into the back of my car at somewhere between 15-20 MPH.
And got out, looked at me, got back in his car and drove away.

By pure luck, the driver in the next lane not only got the license number of the red Ford, he had a cell
phone in his car, and called the police. The cops went to the drunk's home, found him still falling-down drunk,
with the front of his car bashed in and the engine still warm despite his incoherent plea that he had been home
all night.

I skim over the details. The guy's insurance company (State Farm), to their credit, paid to have my
car towed to a body shop, and paid to get me a rental. It turned out that not only was the bodywork of my car
damaged, the frame was buckled by the force of the impact. The insurance company's assessor and the
manager of the body shop agreed it would cost more to fix my car than it was worth. State Farm agreed to
settle with me for the blue book value of my car as a one-year-old model. I took their check and used it to buy
a new car, which being cheaper than the one that was wrecked, I actually turned a profit of about $2,000. All
this took about two weeks. End of January/early February, remember.

The police told me I would be summoned as a witness.

The whole matter then vanished until July, when I received a summons from District Court.

A brief aside on my place of employment: Being summoned for jury duty is considered a sufficient
reason to be granted administrative time off. Being called for National Guard duty, fine. Take the afternoon
to donate blood to the Red Cross? Perfectly fine with the company.

There was no precedent for getting administrative time off to be a witness. At feast according to my
then-manager, with whom I had a mutually hostile relationship. If I "wanted” (his verb) to go to court as a
witness, I would have to take a day of my own vacation time. I asked if; in a national company employing
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more than 50,000 people, this question had never come up before? Apparently not.

I took my own vacation time. Showed up at court, on time, neatly dressed. Presented my summons
to the young woman behind the counter. Tip, tap, bleep on her computer: "This case has been postponed,” she
said. "Didn't anyone tell you?” No, no one had called me.

"We'll send you another summons," she said.

Okay, these things happen.

The last week in August, there arrives in my mailbox another summons for a date early in September.
Not even bothering to argue with my half-witted disloyal idiot of a manager, I simply took vacation time. (By
this point we were no longer even pretending to a civil attitude: in fact I took the leave slip into his office,
slapped it into his "IN" tray, and walked out without speaking.)

Showed up at court, on time, presentable. Handed in my summons. Tip, tap, bleep: "Oh, this was
postponed again. Didn't anyone tell you? No, no one had told me. "Why?" I asked.

Tip, tap, bleep. "Defense counsel is Jewish and asked for a postponement because the scheduled date
conflicted with the Jewish holidays."

"Fine," [ said, trying not to snarl at the woman — obviously it wasn't her fault. “You tell the Clerk of
the Court that [ have come down here twice, at considerable personal inconvenience, because no one bothered
to inform me. If [ come here again and the case is postponed again, the Clerk of the Court can just send the
sheriff for me."

The woman at the counter looked surprised, as if seeing me as a person for the first time. "T'll put on
the record that you were displeased at not being notified of the postponement,” she said.

"At not being notified twice. Yes, you do that. You put that on the record.”

By the time the third summons showed up, it was well into October. The guy crashed into me in
January, remember?

Blah, blah, showed up. Handed over my summons. Already prepared to do a slow burn. Tip, tap,
bleep. "Courtroom 3," she said. "Down that hall to your right.”

"You mean this case is going to be tried today?" I asked.

"It's on the docket for today."

So I went to court. It was then
10:45 AM. I had been summoned for
11:00. Nothing much happened until
11:40.

TN
NES... /T LOOKS LIKE
THE WORK OF OUR
SURREAL KILLER, AGAIN..

I was not especially bored. A
little observation had divided those
present into three groups of roughly
equal size. The lawyers all had business
suits, briefcases, and  relaxed
just-another-day-at-the-office attitudes.
This group was entirely white and
overwhelmingly male, though there was
one woman. The group comprising the
police officers was also entirely white
and male. They all wore neat
open-collared uniforms and heavy
caliber handguns, and flirted with the
Clerk, a rather attractive young woman.

The third group was, clearly, the
defendants. Their garb ranged from clean
working class to downright scruffy.
Some had not shaved, and at least a few




looked hung over. There was also a smattering of non-classifiable types, including me. The lawyers, the
bailiff, and I were
the only ones wearing neckties.

The bailiff came forward and delivered in a hoarse bellow, a short speech. The only comprehensible
words in it were the first two: "All rise.” Everyone stood up: some promptly (the cops, most of the lawyers,
me), some having to be prodded to their feet by their attorneys. It is, as the old saying goes, a courtesy to the
office and what it represents, not to the unremarkable middle-aged man in the black robe himself.

The judge sat down, invited everyone to resume their seats, and gave a short gracious speech along
the lines of, "This is your court,” and that court was open so that not only could justice be done, justice could
be seen to be done. I'm not sure how much comfort that thought was to the defendants.

The court then began hearing cases, a mixture of traffic offenses and misdemeanors. As each case was
called, the bailiff would walk down the aisle, yelling the names loudly, and even went out into the hall yelling,
so no one could claim not to have heard his case called. In spite of this, a substantial percentage — I'd guess
close to a third — of those summoned, simply failed to show up. In each instance the judge said to the Clerk,
either, "Send another summons," or, "I'll issue a bench warrant.” Note the separation of powers: the Clerk of
the Court could issue a summons on her own authority, a mere administrative matter; but only the judge could
sign a warrant.

One guy was up for petty theft; he shoplifted several shirts from a local department store. Store
security got him in the parking lot. His attorney basically threw him on the mercy of the court and asked for
"PBJ", probation before judgement: the case to be put on the nolle prosequi (inactive) docket, and the charges
to be dropped if the man kept out of trouble for the next year. The defendant had had a terrible argument with
his girlfriend that momning, the lawyer said, and was upset.

"And you thought shoplifting would improve that?" the judge asked in amazement. The defendant
hung his head and wisely kept his mouth shut.

The court considered. Did the man have a prior criminal record? No. Had he apologized to the store?
Yes. Had anyone from the store showed up in court eager to press charges? No. The judge gave the defendant
a stern lecture — and "probation before judgment".

Another case involved a young woman who had left her toddler alone in a locked car, with the
windows rolled up, on a day when the temperature was well above 90'. The police were called by a passerby,
jimmied the car open, and testified they had been on the spot with the crying baby at least ten minutes before
the woman returned. g

Amazingly, on a charge of "reckless endangerment of a minor”, the stupid woman showed up in court
without an attorney.

In the three hours or so that I was present in court, this was the only occasion on which the judge
himself showed much emotion. "What were you thinking? " he barked at the woman.

She guessed she hadn't been thinking. She hadn't meant to be gone more than five minutes, there was
a line, etc.

"Well, you'll have plenty of time to think about it this weekend, because you're going to spend from
Friday night to Monday morning in jail!"

The woman protested feebly that she couldn't do that, she couldn't arrange to have the whole weekend
off work at such short notice, she couldn't arrange child care, etc.

"You had better arrange it," the judge snapped. "Because if you don't turn yourself in here by 6:00
Friday night, you know what I'm going to do, don't you?"

"You'll send the police after me?" She pronounced it, as many black people do, with a heavy accent
on the first syllable: PO-lease. The judge agreed that he would indeed, send the police to get her.

Eventually the case in which I was involved was called. Defense counsel introduced himself to the
judge. It did not strike me that counsel looked particularly devout, but that was not really my concern.

There was a brief muttered conversation among the assistant district attorney, the defense lawyer, and
the bailiff; the latter then marched down the aisle, calling my name loudly. "Here," I said immediately, and
stood up. The bailiff seemed a little surprised by this prompt success, but gestured me forward.
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The ADA and the defense lawyer both gave me one hard look as [ came forward, excahnged a glance,
and that was that. The defendant, the guy who ran into me, did not then or ever look at or speak to me.
Defense counsel asked briefly if his client’s insurance company had settled with me, and that [ wasn't planning
to sue for personal injury; and then said, "We've decided to go with an agreed statement of the facts, so you
don't have to stay.”

It took no legal expert to translate that. The defense lawyer had agreed on a plea bargain with the
ADA, probably along the lines of: if no witness showed up he would plead guilty to DUI (Driving Under the
[nfluence, a lesser charge); if a witness was there, he would cop a plea to the more serious charge of DW1
(Driving While Intoxicated). And there 1 was, clean, neatly dressed, articulate, and — not to put too fine a
point on it — white. It was obvious to both lawyers that I would be a credible witness, and that letting me
testify would be more damaging to the defense than a plea bargain.

So defense counsel told me, politely enough, that [ wouldn't be required to testify after all. "You can
go home now," he said. “I think I'll stay," I said, and could not resist adding, with a little edge to my voice,
"To see that justice is done." To his credit, the lawyer didn't wince at that. The assistant district attorey was
already sorting papers for the next case. This one was a done deal, just another DWI plea-bargain. Just another
day at the office.

The lawyers presented the case to the judge without any help from me. There are two kinds of
alcoholics, defense counsel argued: the kind who drink all the time, and the kind who can go long periods
without abusing alcohol, but once they start drinking, they can't stop, and will binge-drink to unconsciousness
if permitted. His client was the second kind. There had been a party among co-workers after work, counsel
explained; and when the party was over, the defendant just kept drinking. The man had now recognized his
problem and was attending AA meetings.

So the man who ran into me got a stern lecture, a fine, and a suspended sentence. "I don't enjoy
sending people to jail," the judge told him, "but if you come before this court again on a drunk driving charge,
[ will send you to jail. [ want to make sure you understand that clearly.” The defendant, looking down,
muttered, "Yes, sir." Defense counsel said briskly, "Thank you, Your Honor." End of discussion. Total court
time spent on the case, under five minutes. Call the next case. The court has a busy docket.

The defendant left with his attorney. I stayed until the next recess, stood up courteously when the
bailiff said, "All rise”, and went home. I may not have gone directly home, I may have run a few errands first.

Was justice done? I have no complaint. The guy had a drinking problem. I sincerely hope he got his
problem under control and got on with his life, though the odds are against it.

It was a minor case. Just another day in court. I never even got to testify. (I wasn't particularly eager
to testify, but I was willing to do so if necessary.) Again, no complaint. I did my part, my legal duty. Cases
are plea-bargained every day. My time was not wasted.

It was my day in court.

COURT TIME

Lew Wolkoff

[ve had three experiences in court: twice as a juryman and once as a defendant. (This excludes the
two custody suits for my daughter and several experiences testifying in government hearings.)

There’s an old joke that defines a jury as “twelve people who were either too lazy or too stupid to get
out of jury duty.” I’ve told that joke myself once or twice, but I don’t particularly like it.

My Dad once said that serving on a jury and voting are the two things we do to make the system work.
So, of course, we all try to get out of the first and the second doesn’t matter. Then we complain about some
stupid jury let a guilty person go free, and we elect— well, fill in your own blank. I figure, if you don’t vote
you shouldn’t get to criticize the outcome.

I enjoy jury duty. First, it’s a great break from the daily routine. It’s a look into a fascinating world
that we all read about (including here in the pages of Challenger)\, but seldom see. And, best of all, when
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was the last time the government ordered you to come in and tell you what you thought about something and
then acted based on what you told it to do?

Now, this isn’t intended a diatribe on why everybody should accept jury duty. Being a government
worker myself I feel a certain obligation towards such things. Plus, my office has a special form of “civil”
leave. [ get full pay while on jury duty. Not everyone does.

No experience is so bad that you can’t get at least one good story out of it. So — let me tell you a
story from each time on jury duty. My experiences as a defendant in a reckless driving case is deferred for
another time. Likewise my times as a government witness.)

Voir dire is the process used to select a jury (at least in Pennsylvania). A set of thirty-five persons
got questioned by the lawyers on both sides. The lawyers use the responses, instinct, and whatever else to pick
the twelve jurors and a couple alternates.

During the voir dire for one criminal case, the
assistant district attorney told a man sitting near him
to stand up. “This is the arresting officer for the
case,” the D.A. said. “Is there anyone on the panel
who knows him?”

One woman raised her hand, then stood. “I
; 1l know him,” she said. “We used to date.”

GENTLE To THE BAD To - THE _ .“Wou.ld th_at affecj how you would listen to
S ToMALH BONE his testimony in this case?
' “Why do you think [ stopped dating him?”

The woman was excused. I think the D.A. would have liked to excuse all of us. T wasn’t picked for
that jury, anyway. The second time, I was picked.

Part of the reason for a jury is to drive home the situation to the defendant. At least, that’s what they
told us. He or she sees that the case is actually going to trial. That will sometimes make the defendant more
willing to negotiate some sort of deal.

We were selected. Then we were sent out of the courtroom while various matters were discussed.
We waited, and we waited. Then we waited some more. So much time passed that they took us to a jury
room. That way, we could wait sitting down.

We waited. We talked. They came in and took drink orders. A jury can be hung, but it can’t be
thirsty. We’d gone down for voir dire at about 9AM. By now it was almost noon. They came back in. No,
the case wasn’t ready to start. They didn’t know when it would be ready. They came to take our orders for
lunch.

We all ordered — nothing fancy, it was from the lunchroom in the basement, after all. About ten
minutes later, they came back. The defendant had settled on a plea. There would be no trial. We were to go
back to the waiting room with the thanks of the court.

One man summed up the feelings of all of us when he asked, “Does this mean we don’t get lunch?”

TRIAL BY JURY

Marty Cantor

On August 9, 1999, 1 reported for jury duty. Pacific Bell, my employer, paid my regular hourly wage
whilst I was performing this civic obligation, an obligation which | had usually shirked in the past because
[ not in any financial position to do so. After all, when one is living from paycheck to paycheck, the $5.00
per day paid by the jury system cannot pay the rent or other bills. Besides, during much of my working life,
I was running my own small one-person business and [ would have had to close my business to go on jury

duty.
Several years ago, whilst on salary with U-Haul, [ did not abjure when [ got the preliminary
questionnaire but I requested that the duty be put off from the Summer (our busy season) to the Fall. This was
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accepted and [ reported for duty later in the year.

During this earlier stint, I was twice called for interviews in courtrooms; however, before I could be
questioned, the juries were empaneled in both cases (one of which was a case where a woman was accused
of killing her child). After a week of this mostly waiting and reading, those of us not on a panel were excused.

As an aside [ would like to mention that [ had gotten a job at U-Haul for my brother-in-law some years
previously (and he still works there part-time, supplementing his retirement payments from the Los Angeles
Unified School District). Unbeknownst to me, he had also gotten a jury questionnaire for the same Summer
and had also had the summons put off until the Fall. I found out about this when he showed up at the jury pool
room on day one of this duty.

When I got this latest summons [ took it to the clerical section to see if there were any problems with
the date of appearance. After checking, [ was told that I should go ahead and appear at court as there were not
too many of our employees going on jury duty at this time. Upon payment of horrendous fines from the
California Public Utilities Commission if we do not answer our phones at some unghodly short average time,
it is important that there be a rather high minimum number of employees answering the phones at all times.
When I got to the jury pool room I discovered that there was another employee from my area (a room which
holds almost 200 employees) in the pool. Later on [ found out that there were four other employees from
Pacific Bell in this pool, two of which were from the section across the hall from my section (and one of
whom was an alternate on the jury on which [ eventually served). As the head of the clerical section told me,
the court system seems to like have employees of Pacific Bell in the jury pool because we are paid for as long
as is necessary with there being no time limit for our jury stay and we can be placed on cases that may take
a long time. I understand that one of the jurors on the O.J. Simpson case was from the company.

Right after lunch on the first day, [ was called to a case in the Municipal Court building. The judge
did not get around to questioning me until Tuesday afternoon. This was a DUT case and I was excused from
the panel. The other Pacific Bell employee from my section was also a prospective juror for this panel. He
said that he was one of the two prospective jurors (of forty plus people onginally sent to the courtroom) who
were not questioned by the time the jury was empaneled.

On Wednesday, I was called for another panel, this time in the Superior Court building. After the first
twelve prospective jurors were questioned, I was the called to take the place of the first person excused —
he had grown up as a playmate of the son of the prosecutor. This was a spousal abuse case — I was accepted.
Very few panelists were excused before we were empaneled as both the prosecutor and the defense seemed
to be happy with most of those questioned early in the proceedings. One of the selected jurors was deaf, so
there were alternating translators for her during all proceedings including the time we were deliberating (which
is the only exception to having non-jurors sit in during our deliberations).

By the time voir dire and related items were concluded it was getting past mid-afternoon and the jury
was excused until Thursday.

On Thursday, the prosecutor presented his case, and, there were some fascinating complications here.
Right off the bat, the prosecutor had to prove that this case qualified under the law in question because the
parties concerned were not married to each other. When he called the victim he asked her questions about how
long they had lived together (14 months) and did they have sex with each other (yes).

The simple accusation of spousal abuse (one count) was augmented by "special circumstances" of
Great Bodily Injury (which the jury had to decide separately). And this “special circumstances" allegation is
probably why this case was prosecuted as the victim changed her story from what she said at the preliminary
hearing — she was now saying "the defendant did not do it".

The story, as told by the victim under questioning before us, was that she had argued with the
defendant during the moming when this all occurred. After the argument she dropped a bottle of glue she was
using to paste on her fingernails. The bottle rolled under the couch; she said, when reaching under the couch
for the bottle, she fainted and later woke up with a broken collarbone and marks on her neck, not remembering
how she got her broken collarbone. That part of the testimony, not remembering how she had broken her
collarbone, was the same as it was at the preliminary hearing, The victim was indicating, though, that she
believed that it broke when she fainted whilst reaching for the glue and it broke when she twisted whilst
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falling. She said that she and the defendant argued some more during the afternoon. One of the arguments on
this day had to do with the defendant complaining about her son (who was visiting his natural father on the
weekend when this all came about) eating the last of some cereal; the other argument had to so with his
propositioning one of their neighbors. It was this neighbor who convinced the victim to go the hospital that
evening. The victim said that she had been forced to go to a shelter for battered women where she stayed for
3 days after the alleged assault.

The prosecutor tried to impeach what she was saying at this trial and attempted to prove that what she
said at the preliminary hearing was what had really happened. At that hearing, she said that the defendant had
choked her into unconsciousness. She had previously testified that she did not know how she had broken her
collarbone.

The prosecutor showed pictures of her neck (which showed various marks which appeared to be those
made by fingers) taken at the hospital. The victim said that these were like marks she always had on her neck.
She was told to put back her head so that the jury could get a good view of her neck — we saw no marks. The
prosecutor also showed an X-ray of the broken collarbone.

The prosecutor attempted to prove that the victim not only had a history of being in abusive
relationships (she had divorced her husband because of his abusive behaviour — and he was paying her $400
per month child support) but that she depended upon the defendant for most of her financial support, even
visiting him in jail to get money (which was sent to her by the defendant’s father).

The prosecutor called other witnesses after questioning the victim. He called the neighbour who had
convinced the victim to go to hospital. Amongst other things, this witness said that she had heard the
arguments in the morning and in the afternoon. She said that in the late afternoon she had been gone for an
hour, visiting her boyfriend. She said that, when she drove up to the apartment complex where she lived after
the above visit, the defendant rushed past her with some sort of comment about the victim getting what she
deserved and also threatening her (the witness), This witness said that the victim, apparently in great pain,
went to the witness' apartment after the witness had gotten home, expressing fear of the defendant and saying
that she was afraid of staying in her own place. The witness then convinced the victim to go to hospital.

The prosecutor put on the stand various law enforcement personnel who were involved in the case —
they testified that the victim was initially hesitant to volunteer information but eventually admitted to what
she said at the preliminary hearing. The witnesses included a female volunteer who accompanies police
officers on alleged spousal abuse cases, the better to give assistance to female victims. It was this volunteer
who took the pictures of the marks on the victim's neck and got the victim to the shelter for battered women.

The prosecutor also called on the attending doctor. The doctor testified that one of the marks on the
victim's throat was right over her carotid artery and could have caused almost instantaneous unconsciousness.
The doctor said that the broken collarbone would have caused extreme pain. He also said that it would have
taken great force to break the collarbone in the way it was. He said that it could not have broken in the way
posited by the victim. The doctor pointed out that one of the marks on the victim's neck was over her carotid
artery and that this indicated pressure that would have caused unconsciousness almost instantaneously.

The last witness called by the prosecution was the officer who arrested the defendant. He testified that
he got to the apartment at 1:30 the next morning, just an hour or so after things had finished at the hospital
and the shelter) and found the defendant there. He testified that the defendant asked him what would have
happened if he had not been there and was told that a warrant for his arrest would have been issued. The
defendant than said words to the effect that he should have stayed away for a day and he would have been able
to take his things and leave.

The defendant’s lawyer did some cross-examination when it seemed appropriate for him to do so.
Mostly, it was of the victim, whom he attempted to portray as a congenital liar prone to exaggeration and
irrational behaviour. The defense did not call any witnesses, resting his case on his cross-examinations; and,
during his summation, hammering hard on the fact that all of the conflicting (under oath) statements by the
victim meant that we should not believe anything that the prosecutor's star witness (the victim) had said.

The prosecutor, in his close, said that the victim had expressed the truth during the preliminary hearing
and that the witnesses and evidence proved that. He claimed that the victim lied during her testimony because
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she needed the defendant's financial support.

The closing arguments were on the first Monday after the Thursday start. The judge gave us our final
instructions and we adjourned to the jury room to elect a foreman and to begin deliberations. We only had
time to elect a foreman before we got to 4:00 PM and we went home.

The next morning our start of deliberations was delayed because one of the jurors had called in saying
that she would be late. [t turns out that the father of this juror had died, so the juror was excused. The judge
seated one of the alternates (not the other Pacific Bell employee) and we had to start over again. As all we had
done the previous day was to elect a foreman, there was not much to redo.

We all felt that the prosecutor had proven that the case was, indeed, spousal abuse, and the evidence
was passed around so that we could all look at the marks on the victim's neck and see the large gap between
the two parts of the broken collarbone. This was not a simple fracture — there was a wide gap between the
two pieces of the bone.

Before we got going, one of the translators for the deaf woman asked that we attempt to try to not talk
over each other so that she could better do her translation. For the most part, we complied, and this made for
very clear making of points.

The conversation showed that all of us were more or less agreed that spousal abuse had probably
occurred. Our talking during this phase concerned whether or not the prosecutor had proven his case without
a shadow of doubt, it being necessary for us to find that the prosecutor had proven, by his evidence, that the
charge was true — our gut feelings in the matter not being evidence. A preliminary vote showed that T was
one of a few who were not initially certain. [ "knew" that the defendant had done the deed but it took further
discussion to prove to me that the conditions of law (the prosecutor proving by his evidence) were met. [ was
not about to send somebody to jail if the prosecutor had not proven his case; and, after all, even though none
of the 4-man, 8-woman jury seemed to be sympathetic to any kind of spousal abuse (and two of the women
also had doubts that needed to be gone through at this time), we all seemed very concerned that we do things
right. We voted the defendant guilty on this count.

As [ initially thought, the Great Bodily Injury
circumstances proved a bit thornier than the original
count. [ was one of those who felt that the GBI was not
casy and the preliminary vote showed me one of
several who voted against the allegation but was
eventually convinced. One of the problems seemed to
be the timeline. The testimony during the preliminary
hearing was that the GBI had occurred during the
morning argument between the victim and the
defendant and the doctor had said that this was a very
painful injury. I posited the following scenario:

The major argument was in the late afternoon when the defendant lunged at the victim with his finger
over the carotid artery causing almost instant unconsciousness, her collapsing on the floor with the defendant
falling on top of her because he was holding on to her neck, and possibly his knee or other part of him falling
on her collarbone, making it break. (We had been told that the law did not require that the GBI be purposeful
but the GBI allegation was a valid crime even if only caused accidentally.) The defendant then ran out of the
apartment, passing the witness who was just arriving home. This scenario convinced the last holdout woman
who was troubled by a painful injury having been unattended to for a whole day — and we voted "true” on
the GBI

I had earlier voiced the opinion that it was too bad that we could not do something to/about both the
defendant and the victim. At the end of the deliberations, [ said that we should all be proud of how picky we
all were in finding that the prosecutor had proven his case rather than just voting our gut instincts. We all
applauded ourselves. We told the court that we had reached a decision just before lunch and adjourned for
same. After lunch, we came back and rendered our verdict before the court. The judge thanked us for our
service and released us. I feel good about what we did.

o
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Rocket in the Docket

Gene Stewart

Hemingway said that, if you choose to write novels, you’re getting into the ring with Mr. Tolstoy. By
extending this we find that writing SF means getting into the ring with Messrs. Asimov, Clarke, or Heinlein,
el alia. However, boxing seems an outmoded metaphor, so perhaps here’s a more useful and enlightening
one.

Think of science fiction as a decades-long trial, with fandom the judge, science the prosecutor, and the
writers as defense attorneys. The readers are the jury. Editors are bailiffs who try to keep out those who lack
proper briefs and credentials, and publishers are the court reporters.

You need to know the trial’s history to date in order to jump in effectively. All proper procedures must
be upheld and all proper forms observed or your case will not be taken seriously and your testimony, or story,
makes no impact. Ideas serve as evidence, and interpreting each idea in a novel way justifies participation.
Introducing new evidence is a rare privilege and earns a full partnership in the law firm. Most will be content
to present new wrinkles on established evidence or new spin on another’s testimony.

Would you walk into court unprepared? If you did, would your case stand a chance?

When writing a science fiction story, one ought to prepare as if for court. Appearance, form, and content
all must match the prevailing mindset, and must not echo or conflict with all that has gone before, unless by
doing so a new slant is established.

Reading not only the classic SF but as much of the rest as possible is simply common sense. One must
know what others have said, and whether one’s idea for a story has been covered already and, if so, whether
all possible angles have been examined. Further, one must be aware of trends, which ought to be avoided in
order to prevent that awful boredom that sets in when a jury has heard the same basic tone and evidence
presentation ad morphium. Some fresh approach might wake them up, a new voice might perk the jury’s
interest.

Another important consideration is avoiding the toes of senior partners. If you step on them, their owners
might decide you needn’t be offered partnership or even further briefs. It’s only sensible to be useful to the
senior partners either by tying up their loose ends or by researching areas of the case they might not have
considered.

Yes, some neophytes will be eager to count coup on senior partners by shaming them, or attacking their
premises, or by out-flanking them and playing to the judge’s bigotries. This can work, but is a dangerous set
of moves that more often than not leads straight out of court. Bailiffs are protective of the high-priced well-
heeled old pros, after all.

Hemingway chose the boxing metaphor precisely for its confrontational aspects. He believed in being
either the champ, or merely one of the many contenders. The only way to stand out is to knock the other guy
down. ‘

A court and trial metaphor, on the other hand, refines this blatant competitiveness while leaving intact the
basic predatory context. Lawyers are often called sharks, for example. They speak of eating each other’s
lunch and of tearing testimony apart.

Let’s examine some reasons for switching to the trial referent.

Science fiction is less a literary genre than a continual debate. In no other genre is Golden Age material
kept alive by constant references and citations. In no other genre is comparison and contrast used so ruthlessly
to weed the derivative from the original. [n no other genre is there such a detailed endless reassessment of
the entire body of genre work.

To enter such a rabid, detailed, and diverse debate, a writer must add a new point or spin to the discussion.
Those who bring in new topics and themes are lauded as Big Names. Those who merely fill in the gaps left
by Big Names who have made their points and have moved on are banished to franchise fiction and work-for-
hire media tie-ins.

Originality counts perhaps more than writing skill, and observing the proper forms counts perhaps more
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than innovation. Knowing the topics already discussed and the points made about them 1s vital to keep a new
writer from either going over old ground or being adamant with an argument already considered moot or
passe. Such derivative moves condemn a writer as hopeless or helpless.

Further, knowing the material already covered and the names of their main proponents lets a new writer
find a place to fit in on his own terms, a space to establish his own name. Paying attention to the genre as a
whole also helps everyone know what sorts of logic to advance, how to use research, and how to present
supporting evidence.

With such layered considerations, the trial metaphor works at a wore detailed level than the boxing image,
and allows leeway in finding a way to fit in.

Fitting in is the key, especially when there are so few open slots. While science fiction is arguably the
healthiest genre, the market has shrunk to include only a precious few magazines for short fiction, and a
diminished mid-list for novels. It could well be that the increased competition encourages dirty tricks,
grandstanding, and inflated claims or credentials — and we’ve seen that in recent debuts — but in any cut-
throat environment luck favors the prepared and the knowledgeable.

Impatience may be the single factor responsible for most failed science fiction writers. Too many want
it all now, and so have not taken the time or made the effort to become informed enough to be taken seriously
by the players, the debaters, the people at court.

Think of a SF as a trial, then prepare your case as if your SFnal life depends upon it. Metaphorically
speaking, it does.
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CHARLOTTE in 200

A bid for the

62nd WORLD SF CON

Charlotte, North Carolina .
August 25 - 29, 2004 3630 Salem Dr.

From Kitty Hawk to Outer Space Lithonia, GA 30038-2941

Web site: www.scenic-city.com/charlotte2004
Email: charlotte2004@earthling.net

You can subscribe to our e-List, charlotte2004@onelist.com, from the web site.

Basic Pre-Supporting Memberships: $20 (half conversion credit), Full: $40, Hornet/Patron: $100
Make checks payable to: Charlotte 2004 L. 4
(Director, Overseas Agent, and other Positions are also open; email irvkoch@sprintmail.com.)
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by Bryawn Novrig & Carl Gafford

SHOOTING

“JFK”

Guy Lillian

To describe my favorite day in a courthouse, |
must lurch backwards in time by many years, and tell vou
something unpleasant about myself. [t won’t surprise you.
[’m a celebnity freak.

On the way to Disneyland in the late ‘50s my
family passed Art Linkletter on the freeway. He was
picking his nose. At Disneyland — I think it was a later
trip — I got to watch Big Roy the Mooseketeer from The
Mickey Mouse Club do some drawings. When [ was a
student at Berkeley I once saw Robert Culp walking at a
fast clip towards Telegraph Avenue. Culp was still a hero
in many guys’ eyes for I Spy, in which he and Bill Cosby
had redefined American Cool, and I still remembered him
from Trackdown. It was known that his mother lived in
Berkeley, and here was the man himself ... here and zip,
gone; he was obviously in no mood for fans. I encountered
lots of other celebs at the great university, of course, but
nobody else cool -- just senators and historians and
presidential candidates and such trash. Mere hours before
Martin Luther King was killed, for instance, [ opened a
curtain in Berkeley for Eugene McCarthy to step through.
Took a class from Lillian Hellman. Tom Hayden
once said hello to me on the street. Friendly guy. And
John Henry Faulk — that was something else altogether.

Later on in life | ended up in New York City,
where you stepped on famous people every time you left
your apartment. [locked eyes with Mel Torme once as he
was leaving Tiffany’s. (He gave me neither diamonds, hot
chestnuts nor a Mountain Dew.) On another occasion Cary
Bates and I were en route to lunch on Madison Avenue
when he spun around and stared after a skinny old lady in
a kerchief., “Greta Garbo!” he gasped. [ pointed Robert
Vaughn out to a date once, and think the heavyset bearded
fella T saw leaving an apartment house on the night
Godfather Part [1 premiered was Francis Ford Coppola.
(If so, he was shorter at MagiCon.) After a Central Park
concert 1 saw Jacques Yves Cousteau scampering away
from the Plaza Hotel, and in the Village once passed Zero
Mostel as he was walking his dog. He— Mostel, not the
dog — was lighting a cigarette and looked nasty, so I didn't
say anything. That’s basic celebrity etiquette: unless you
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have something extraordinary to say, you don't talk io these people. They are famous. They are them. You
are not them. In their world, it is the fundamental distinction life has to offer.

Which is why I still cringe in embarrassment remembering the day [ was taking Susan Palermo, a lady
from the Lunarians, to a movie at the Beekman Theater, and Woody Allen walked past.

My only excuse is that he startled me. One second I was looking at empty space and the next there
was this familiar white fisherman’s hat and heavy Army parka, and eyes meeting mine through two sets of
thick glasses. Eyes which squinched in agony and flinched away
when [ gawped and thrust forward a star-wacky pointing finger.

I mean, how totally, completely, repulsively uncool. 1knew it immediately: | had violated the first
rule of life. You should never bother a celebrity. Celebrities are better people than we are. They are above
us. They are famous, and there is nothing in this universe better to be. There is absolutely nothing worse in
the catalogue of human despair than to be noticed and then rejected by a celebrity. Better you should fall into
a blender. And here I had noticed Woody Allen, he knew [’d noticed him, and he had flinched away.

I called after him — and the lovely collegiate brunette hugging her arms alongside him, gal by the
name of Diane Keaton — and said “Sorry.” He didn’t turn.

The date was ruined. [ was distraught. Oh my God, I thought ... my one chance to meet Woody
Allen, and I’d disgusted him!

Carl Gafford, my fellow apa member and “Junior Woodchuck™ at DC Comics, immortalized the
moment in the a cartoon for my NYAPAzine. Some time later, when I saw Annie Hall, it was with utter
dismay that I watched the scene where Allen is accosted by two drooling fans ... at the Beekman Theater. 1
thought, with horror: That’s me.

Here in New Orleans a jillion celebs have made appearances on our streets — riding Mardi Gras
floats! Perry Como, Henry Winkler, Jackie Gleason, William Shatner (oh, the story I have for that one),
Wayne Newton, Dolly Parton (I called to her “I love you!”), Charlton Heston ... and try to touch the beads
Cheryl Ladd threw directly and specifically to me. Try. If that wasn’t Jagger and Richard on St.Ann Street
it was a couple of giggling druggies who could have made a nice living fooling kidnappers. Hal Linden of
Barney Miller was friendly and grinned when waved at in the French Quarter. One warm night Bob Hope
sauntered past Doug Wirth and me on Bourbon Street, his arm around a honey: nor Delores. One of these
days I'll write about Jimmy Connors and the right to say “shit!” You already know from Dennis Dolbear’s
piece in Challenger #4 how cool Dennis Hopper was when we barged in on him while he was shooting that
movie at our courthouse.

Ah. The courthouse. At last we reach the scene of the crime.

I must admit that every time I’ve seen one of these famous people, and the many others I’ve run into,
I’ve dug on it. Iloved it. It gave me contact with a universe of fame and glamour as alien to my squalid
existence as the deepest caves of Pluto. It gave me a thrilf. I’'m a celebrity freak. So sue me.

Sue me? Lawsuits are settled in courthouses, are they not, and we were talking about my favorite day
in a courthouse, so let’s turn our eyes to that day in 1991 when [ went into the Orleans Parish Courthouse at
Tulane and Broad, and there encountered the shooting of JFK.

It was a hot July day. Several months before, my special neighbor Cindy had suffered the indignity
of having her air conditioner ripped from her window, and the thief had suffered the indignity of being tackled
by another of our neighbors and sat on until the police arrived. On this day the perpetrator was facing a judge,
and Cindy’s presence was required, so [ accompanied her to the courthouse.

As was almost commonplace in that time, the south end of the great block-long structure was chock-a-
block with equipment devoted to the divine art of movie-making. The far courtroom, in fact, had windows
which opened to a lawn where movie lights could be set, pews that could be removed to make room for
cameras, and walls which were already wood-paneled and beautiful. (Never mind that the impressive paneling
was little more than painted plywood — it /looked good.)
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I'd seen film companies set up there before, not only Hopper’s movie but one starring James Spader,
a good actor but rather nondescript. Nothing nondescript about the cast of this puppy. The whole city of New
Orleans, in fact, had been gaga about it for weeks. Or rather, about one member of that cast, the lead, Kevin
Costner.

Costner was portraying Jim Garrison, the onetime District Attorney of Orleans Parish. Making
Garrison the hero of a film automatically made it controversial, since the local legal community widely
considered the former D.A. to be a complete and utter loon. His fame and infamy followed from his fantastic
conspiracy theory regarding the assassination of President John F. Kennedy. His attempts to prosecute a local
businessman named Clay Shaw for that conspiracy had resulted in Shaw’s acquittal, but also his financial and
emotional ruin ... and Garrison’s expulsion from office. He later won election to an appellate court and was
still serving there at the time the movie was made. It was said he had a smali role, as Earl Warren, Chief
Justice of the United States in 1963 and head of the Warren Commission on the Kennedy murder. That
offended me. When I’d been a kid at Berkeley I'd met the great Chief Justice — according to the yearbook
I consulted, head of the sophomore greeting committee during his undergraduate years — and considered him
a god.

Anyway, Kevin sightings became a municipal obsession around New Orleans, and accounts that the
camera-shy love idol was house-hunting led women city-wide to expel their families into the street and hang
out ROOM 4 RENT signs. [hadn’t seen him, at least not until then.

Cindy and I stood behind the barriers and watched the film crew and extras, grooving on the involved
‘60s hatrdos and narrow ‘60s ties. Then ... The Kev appeared.

He came up the stairs of the courthouse, alone, from the trailer where he relaxed between takes. He
was taller than I thought he’d be, and better looking — though he retained his funny ears. He wore glasses,
like he does off-camera, and as he disappeared into the roped-off area I noticed that my neighbor was
beaming. “He’s good-lookin’!” Cindy pronounced.

Indeed, my neighbor was most impressed with Costner, and in years since I have often teased her that
she checked out Costner’s rear end as he walked past. She has adamantly denied it. I don’t see why she
should. After all, the next celebrity to walk past ...

I heard a sweet Southern voice say, “‘Scuse me,” and I turned, and advancing upon me was this truly
ludicrous football helmet of a hairdo, more shellac than anything else, but underneath this tonsorial concoction
was a radiant face full of freckles and a delightful turned-up nose — I’m a nose man — and a warm, genuine,
gotcha smile ...

1 lowered my gaze — one does not stare at ladies — and stepped back from her path. Her smile grew
for an instant, and she nodded graciously, and Sissy Spacek stepped by me. And yes, she looked wonderful
walking away.

“Guess she remembers me from the prom,” I told Cindy.

When I drove Cindy home that afternoon she was still happy. “I saw Kevin Costner, I saw Kev{n
Costner,” she sing-songed, and I couldn’t make fun of her enthusiasm. For “/ saw Sissy Spacek, ” I sang in
return.

Oliver Stone has a place in my heart — his breakthrough film, Platoon, was a masterpiece, one |
credit with actually preventing a war in Nicaragua. I’ve loved most of the movies he’s made since. Some
classic stuff: Michael Douglas’ “Greed is good” speech and Oscar come from Stone’s Wall Street, and I
could never stand The Doors until Stone created his homage to Jim Morrison. I even tolerated Natural Born
Killers to a point. But he had, at the time of JFK, become obsessive — everything, everything in his films,
everything that occurred in life, revolved about his personal loss of innocence in Vietnam. It’s one of the
reasons [ found JFK, when [ saw it in the theatre, to be a cheat and a bore.

At the time, | merely found Stone to be 2 monstrous dingleberry. The MFer had my car towed.

I was driving a 1976 Chevy Malibu Classic, and the morming after Cindy’s case I'd parked in front
of the courthouse. My lawyering done, I returned to watch the movie people some more. White-haired in

18



his Clay Shaw makeup, Tommy Lee Jones lounged outside the courtroom. Big guy, and I could swear that
I’d seen him (miscast) on Broadway in Ulysses in Nightown with Mostel. I chatted with a couple of extras
playing jury members — they told me that the picture had encountered rough going, as Costner was having
trouble with his lines (too many names). Indeed, when Costner stomped up the stairs from his trailer, he
seemed morose and surly. He was chewing gum. I felt envied by every woman I knew, since / saw the gum.
Costner saw me, too. And scoffed. Well, who could blame him. He was Kevin Costner and I wasn’t.

Anyway, the drama came when [ left. My car was gone. [ turned to a small group standing nearby
on the courthouse steps. “Where the hell is my car?”

A swarthy guy with a small smile smiled smally and said, “Mr. Stone had it towed.”

“What?!? That son of a bitch! Where is it?”

*“Just around the corner. It might show in the shot, and this is supposed to be 1965, and the car was
what? A ‘767 ...”

I ranted and raved. If that paranoid freak damaged so much as a dust mote on my car I’d take it out
of his dumbass conspiracy buff skin I’d met Earl Warren goddamit (not to mention Robert Culp and Woody
Allen) and guess who impressed me more ...!

I stormed off to find my car. Which was undamaged. While behind me Oliver Stone, for it was he,
of course, and I knew it, no doubt smiled at my retreating back.

I saw the movie JFK when it came out and Joathed it. What a dishonest, false, phony film it was.
As a child of the ‘60s who lived through the JFK assassination, I resented having the worst public tragedy of
my life used so crassly. Every time Stone zoomed in close on the Zapruder frame of that hideous third
gunshot I wished I'd kicked him in the balls.

Crass or not, the movie was nominated for the Oscar, but divine grace and excellent taste intervened,
and it lost to Silence of the Lambs. Thank God, I've never met Hannibal Lecter.

There the matter stood for some
time. Then I encountered someone who
was not famous, but who wanted to be:
the lady lawyer I call Valla. Long aside.

In Challenger #9 I told the story
of a trial Valla and I handled together.
She’s no longer practicing law, which is
a loss, but if you knew this beautiful,
multi-faceted young lady, it would
figure. Law wasn’t her first choice of a
career. At first, she wanted to be an
actor. Her credits included a B.C.
Headache Powder commercial in which
she portrayed a tired waitress and a local
semipro horror film in which she played
the killer — and appeared topless. (She
was so uneasy and embarrassed by the
picture that I did the only thing a
Southern gentleman could do. I went to
see it. I told her I considered the scene
tasteful and artistic) She also was in
JFK. Her parents owned the hotel where
the crew had stayed, and she had finagied
her way into an extra’s role.

When I leamned this I did something I'd sworn I'd never do. I rented the movie. [ fast-forwarded
through the paranoid blather to the scenes she claimed, and lo, there she was, smoking a cigarette and looking
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thoughtful as Costner/Garrison, harangued his assistants. She was alone on screen, in close-up, for about two
seconds, and later shared the screen with Spacek, looking distraught when the jury shot down
Garrison/Costner’s idiotic case. So what if she had no lines? Girls that beautiful don’t need diatogue! For
her sake, and for Spacek’s, I would not buy up and burn all prints of JFK should I suddenly attain infinite
wealth, but fans of the film are lucky those ladies are there.

From time to time in these pages you’ll catch me dropping a famous name and describing my
encounter with its owner. Honestly, | won’t be trying to borrow their stature to boost my own. Though |
wouldn’t give up my “personal time” with Connors or Bobby Kennedy or Nixon or Dave Scott for anything,
it’s because those moments have become part of my understanding of the men and their place in — let’s say
it — history and culture. Also, my understanding of that history and culture itself, because both of those big
words are, after all, only the stories of people and what they have done, believed, been. Or maybe they make
some other point, not particularly historical, perhaps, but nonetheless telling ... and I look back at Woody
Allen and Kevin Costner and maybe 1 know what it is.

For I also look back on Paul Winfield.

The first time [ encountered Winfield was in the mid-’60s, when he was an actor in residence at
Stanford University’s Repertory Theater, down the peninsula from San Francisco. Being editor of my high
school newspaper brought me free tickets to their performances, and I saw several. After one, Winfield posed
for a photo for me and, smoking a cigarette, chatted amiably about his early work on. I saw him miscast as
the student in a dreadful production of The Cherry Orchard ... and then, years later, saw him on the silver
screen. He won an Oscar nomination in Sounder, nuked himself with a phaser in The Wrath of Khan,
caught lead from Ah-nold in The Terminator. Between Sounder and Khan came the day in New York City
when he stormed past me on the steps of the Natural History Museum.

He was obviously pissed off at something, and remember what I said about Mostel. But this time I
had something real 1 wanted to say to him, and so I walked up to the steaming actor as he sat rubbing his
forehead on the steps outside the great museum. “You’re Paul Winfield, aren’t you?” I said.

He looked up, irritation struggling with professionalism on his massive face. That guy had funny ears.

“Well,” I said, “when I was in high school in California ...” and I recalled to him our meeting. His
face softened. “... You were very kind to me when I was young,” I said, “and I wanted you to know I
appreciate it.”

“Thank you,” he said softly, nodding, and I swear that a thoughtfulness crossed his face that hadn’t
been there before. He was no longer angry. I nodded, too, and left him be.

Consider, also, Adrienne Barbeau. The former co-star of Maude and Escape from New York was
being made up in the same trailer as Dennis Hopper when Dolbear and I went to see him. She walked out as
we went in, and sneered. After all, she was Adrienne Barbeau ... and we weren’t.

Contrast that attitude, if you would, with a sparkly, humor-rich smile, and a gracious, feminine nod
... You know, there really is a difference between a lady and a jerk, and I think I saw that difference in the
famous people I admired at our courthouse. The difference is class. My ex had a wonderful phrase: “She
thinks she’s hot shit in a champagne glass, but she’s really a cold turd in a Dixie cup.” I’ve never seen
Shakespeare walking down the street, but he couldn’t have said it better.
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by Clittord L. Linedecker
reviewed by Tom Feller

[fyou just look at the cover, you might think that St. Martin's Press rushed this paperback to print in
order to cash in on the public interest in the Columbine High School murders. But when you read it, you
realize that the author finished it before those tragic events. The book only mentions them on the back cover
and in a preface. Linedecker focuses on the school murders that have occurred in the two years prior to
Columbine, especially the Pearl MS, Paducah KY, and Jonesbore AR shootings.

Probably the most useful, and surprising, part of the book is a listing of 31 fatal school attacks by
students that goes all the way back to 1979. There is also a listing of 14 fatal school attacks by adults,
including one from 1927. Linedecker makes no claim that his list is complete. However, [ can’t recommend
this book as a reference work, because it lacks an index.

He begins with the 1979 shooting in which a 16-year-old California girl fired 40 .22 rifle shots at the
students of an elementary school across the street from her house. She killed the school principal and a
custodian who attempted to protect the children and wounded a policeman and nine students. This murderer
was unusual in that she was female, although not totally unique, and did not actually attend the school nor
know any of the students. Her case seems to have more in common with the adult attacks on school children
than with Columbine and other murders.

Then Linedecker jumps to 1997 and Luke Woodham of Pearl MS. After the 16-year-old murdered
his mother, he brought a .30-.30 rifle to his school where he shot nine of his schoolmates, killing two. One
of the murdered students was Woodham'’s former girlfriend. From ehre the author discusses Michael Cameal
of West Paducah KY, who carried a .22 pistol in his backpack and fired 11 shots into a group of students
conducting a prayer meeting. This was two months after the Pearl shootings. His motivation was even more
mysterious than Woodham’s as he had no reason to hate them beyond the fact that Carneal was an atheist.
Less than four months later, 11-year-old Andrew Golden and 13-year-old Mitchell Johnson of Jonesboro AR
assembled a collection of rifles and handguns. They skipped school and concealed themselves among some
trees less than a hundred yards from an entrance to their middle school. Golden and Johnson fired 27 shots
into the crowd, killing four students and one teacher and wounding ten more students and another teacher.
One common characteristic of all three shootings was that most of the victims were females.

These three shootings occurred within six months of each other and in the South. This prompted the
media to assert that “the massacre was the fault of a Southern culture constructed on machismo and guns.”
However, Linedecker’s next case study was a shooting in Pennsylvania only one month after the Jonesboro
shooting. He continues with more shootings that occurred across the country, including one where the shooter
was black. This was unusual. Most of the school shooters are white males, as are most serial killers.

In the final chapter, Linedecker attempts to generalize and draw conclusions. However, like everyone
else, he doesn’t have any satisfactory answers. He doesn’t think gun control is the answer and even argues
in favor of laws allowing citizens to carry concealed firearms. While he doesn’t consider any of these items
the sole cause of school violence, Linedecker does think the cumulative effect of “guns, violent music with
banshee vocals and explicit sexual, Satanic or grisly lyrics, raunchy TV or rotten movies that depend on
depictions of rivers of blood and glorify violence toward women” contributes to the current environment.

Linedecker observes that there is one behavior that predicts future violence: cruelty toward animals.
Woodham tortured his dog to death, and Cameal claimed to have “tossed a cat into a bonfire.” Serial killers
Jeffrey Dahmer and Ted Bundy exhibited similar behavior as children. Obviously, someone who can torture
a puppy will be quite capable of killing a human being.
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Games HOM‘QDM MAN’ACS Play

Milt Stevens
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When Guy announced the theme for Challenger #10 was going to be the Columbine massacre, [ was
already planning to attend a one-day crime analysis conference at which one of the topics was going to be the
computer games played by the Columbine shooters. The conference was too late for Challenger #10, but
Guy suggested | write it up for this issue.

In the e-mail [ initially sent to Guy, [ said [ absolutely did not believe computer games would cause
anyone to run amok. Of course, one’s tastes in computer games might indicate a certain bloody-mindedness.

IUo by Randy Cleary
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However, kids have always been a major market for horror movies, so how do you distinguish normal bloody-
mindedness from unusual bloody-mindedness? There have been a number of theories as to why kids seem
to like horror movies so much. Some say kids identify with the monsters. Frankenstein has been described
as a metaphor for adolescence. I can sort of accept that idea. Everybody goes through a phase where they
feel like they have been put together with the wrong parts. At the same time, they are experiencing new and
powerful feelings. (Not entirely unpleasant, but it certainly does muck up your attention span for a while.)
Kids also feel picked on. It certainly would relieve a lot of tension if you could stomp on Tokyo the way
Godzilla does.

The presentation on the computer games was made by a woman who was a clinical psychologist. (It
is general practice in the crime analysis field not to attribute any statements made at meetings to any
individual. You can say what was said but not who said it.) The presentation wasn’t exactly what I had been
expecting. [ badn’t been aware that Eric Harris was not only a player of computer games but also designed
them, and made them available on his website.

The psychologist began with some general comments on computer games. For most people, the
violent computer games can be a release. Playing computer games for a couple of hours every day is a
harmliess activity. Playing them for six or eight hours a day is not such a good sign. Playing several different
games indicates at least some flexibility. Getting obsessed with one particular game is another ungood sign.

Personally, I have very little experience with computer games. “Sim City” was the only computer
game that ever grabbed me. I played it quite a bit until I succeeded in completing a city to the point that there
was nothing further to add. After that, I lost interest in the game. My lack of experience with computer games
may cause me to mention things that are common knowledge to many, but were news to me as of this
presentation.

The psychologist gave some details on Harris’ life. His father was a career Air Force type, and the
family had moved ten times in the previous twelve years. His older brother was a star student, star athlete,
and generally quite popular. Harris himself had trouble making friends and was pretty much of a perennial
outsider. Harris’ mother was described as “a complete dipsy doodle.” (I presume that must be a clinical
psychology term.) After being informed of the death of her son, she called the local beauty parlor to
reschedule her appointment for that afternoon to the following day.

Appropriately enough, Harris was addicted to a game called “Doom.” Apparently, there are many
games where you can design and add your own components and scenarios to the game. This is what Harris
did, and he had six of his own Doom variant games on his website. The psychologist was an experienced
Doom player herself and said Harris’ variants weren’t all that good. Not knowing how to do that sort of thing
myself, they looked rather impressive. There are a subset of Doom variants called death games. In a death
game, you can play interactively against someone else. (The thought crossed my mind of creating a game
called Fannish Doom. Why bother feuding in print when you can meet for a death game in cyberspace and
assault each other with fists, guns, rays, rockets, and chainsaws. The game environment might be a worldcon
hotel, and you have to get your opponent without wiping out the entire convention in the pracess.
Accidentally snuffing the pro Guest of Honor would lose you a bunch of points. Bagging a few furry fans
probably wouldn’t lose you any points at all.)

Harris had the logo “Rebel Doom Master” on his website. “The Rebels” was the name used by the
Columbine High School athletic teams. The six games on the website were designed between a year and a
half and two years before the shooting. What was apparently the earliest game was titled “Bricks.” An
alternate title of the same game was “Kill Him!” The game environment was a brick courtyard with a maze
leading off of it. There are several levels with elevators and stairs connecting them. There are no enemies in
this game. It was specifically designed for death games.

At one point in the maze, you encounter a sign which says “E-MAIL ME (e-address) E-MAIL ME!!!”

This is the only one of Harris’ games which contains a request for e-mail communication. At another point
in the maze, a voice comes on stating ‘STOP IT! (pause) YA FREAKIN’ NUT!” Elsewhere in the maze, a
voice utters the single word “NIGHTMARE.” There are other signs in the maze including “DEATHMATCH”
and “PREPARE FOR YOUR NEXT FIGHT.”
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{n many games of this type, one of the objectives is to find the B}"G. The psychologist explair_xed this
was called the Big Frinkin’ Gun if you were telling your mother about it, but probably called something else
if you were telling one of your friends about it. In this game, there is a sign over the BFG stating “LOOKIN’
FOR ME?” When you are looking at this sign there is a detail in the background w.hich shows a bunch of
rockets placed in the shape of a cross. All the other weapons available in Doom are available in this game plus
double ammunition, double armor, and double health. . o .

The sign over the exit from the game states “WUSS,” The game environment is liberally strewn wn'th
body parts. There are at least four bodies which are either hung or impaled alive. The psychologist
speculated that at least one of the bodies appears to have been impaled anally.

The second game is titled “Hockey.” The environment consists of an empty hockey arena. Who
hockey? Who knows? You can wander around the arena and up into the stands. Again there were no
enemies, so this was for death games. There are lots of weapons and ammo cached all over the place. In a
way, this game may be a little more unsettling than the first one. The first game had a bm.lch of overtly psycho
aspects. This one has the feeling of utter vacuity and emptiness. Without violence, there is absolutely nothing.

The third game is titled “Fight Me.” (You might consider that an interesting bit of assonance.) The
game environment is a circular steel arena with five tall pillars spaced around it. This one emphasized hand-
to-hand combat rather than weapons but includes double health and double armor. For the third time, this is
for death games with no enemies.

While on the elevator descending to the arena, there is a belligerent female voice which says “GET
DOWN HERE!” It does sound rather parental. Inside the arena, a male voice utters the single word
“PSYCHED.” Another male voice says “EXCELLENT” when the player is punching the main pillar. This
is the first of the game scenarios which has a lot of dark storm clouds overhead.

The fourth game is titled “Kifler.” The game environment is a walled courtyard with two bunkers.
One of the bunkers is bullet-riddled and the other is not. There are enemies in this scenario plus lots of
weapons and ammo. At the point in the game when you come upon a chainsaw, the sign over it says “FIND
SOME MEAT.” The dark storm cloud motif is quite evident with many dead and charred trees and stumps.

The fifth game is titled “Station.” For this one, Harris did a title graphic “STATION by ERIC
HARRIS.” The game environment is a general space station (I bet some of you were wondering how long
it would take him to get to science fiction) with a toxic waste room and a transporter back to the opening
chamber. Part of the game requires the player to walk across space to retrieve more weapons and ammo. This
game scenario has an anti-military twist. The Marine who have been on board this station have been possessed
by aliens. So you have to annihilate characters who look like U.S. Marines.

The sixth game is called “UAC Labs.” The game environment is a complex layout with several
interior areas, several areas of complete darkness, and a major courtyard battle. It was noted that parts of this
layout resemble the library at Columbine High School. Harris also created a title graphic for this game which
was a drawing of the Ultimate Doom Enemy, a Satanic-looking creature which was supposedly half-man and
half-machire. It was apparently widely published in the media after the shooting.

The psychologist explained that in order to survive in this game you must invoke the G-Code. This
essentially makes you God, and thus invincible. To show that the G-Code is invoked, the eyes of the player’s
game persona glow.

The previous games had choices as to the level of difficulty. This game doesn’t. There are lots and
lots of enemies in this game. The opening courtyard is patrolled by three enemies, but they don’t fire unless
the player fires first. By the time the player reaches the courtyard battle, there are hordes of enemies attacking
endlessly. Players have to rearm themselves with weapons retrieved from downed enemies. There doesn’t
appear to be any way to win this game. You just keep firing and firing and firing and the results are utter
carnage.

“UAC Labs” was completed September 1, 1996. Harris didn’t do any further games. If he was rying
to release inner tensions, the effort obviously didn’t work. He seemed to be equipped with double anxiety
and double hostility. Of course, he did do one more game, in a way. His seventh game was the massacre at
Columbine High School.
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ALTERNATIVES: the AVP SOLUTION

Giani Siri

["ve been intimate with murderers. In front of witnesses. I've made grown men cry. In front of
wimesses. A room full of witnesses. I regularly spend my weekends in prison. with murderers doing life, for
fun. 1 am an “outside™ trainer in a team of facilitators in the Alternatives to Violeace Project. or AVP.

[ come into a room of 12 to 20 inmates who've signed up for the program. Everyone is a volunteer.
I'don’t get paid and the inmates can’t be sentenced or forced to take the workshop. 1 work with three or four
other facilitators who are inmate trainers. The inmate traipers have exactly the same or more training than I
do. '

Over the course of 20 hours, fit into the next two or three days, we direct a series of exercises, each
exercise building on the previous ones. Some of the exercises are directed conversations; some are games.
With each step the men can be more relaxed with each other, more willing to risk being open. When you live
in prison you're surrounded by bad guys, and you know it. A common survival strategy is not to trust anyone
except yourself. Some of these guys haven’t had an open real conversation with anyone in years.

I make it sound serious but it’s tremendous fun. We get them laughing. We get ourselves laughing.
And it seems to make a difference in their lives.

It’s very hard to explain all that happens in AVP,
even though I've been conducting the workshops for eight
years. [ can give its history, as a direct descendent of the
Marshals’ Training in Non-Violence from the civil nghts,
antiwar, and gay pride movements. But what is AVP? At
any given moment there are ten different conversations
going on, conversations that may be changing the way the
Black Muslim feels about the white guy with the shaved
head and the tattoos. The facilitators don’t do it. We just
get the guys comfortable and talking to each other. But we
trainers have to model the trust and honesty we hope the
guys will show. For instance, we facilitators take turns
leading exercises, and get to a point where our running of
the workshop is seamless. 1 give a direction, I leave
something out and another trainer adds that part. I continue,
without feeling like I’ve been corrected.

Each of us got something out of our first workshops
as an AVP trainer that, to use Quaker terminology, spoke to
our condition. It’s an experience that’s almost the opposite
of the conversion experience, but just as powerful. When |
went through AVP | found myself connected with a group,
but rather than losing myself, I felt my individuality grow
stronger. It was something like my first SF con: a feeling
that I could be totally myself — and i1t was cool.

My parents grew up watching the rise of fascism.
My
dad taught me that the more people you add to a group the
more the IQ of the membership drops. Groups are
dangerous. Mobs have no mind. What I found with AVP
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was a way to train people to raise the group’s IQ, so their ability to face and solve problems, as a group effort,
increases with a minimum of strife. (Boy, could I have used AVP on con committees I’ve worked with over
the years.

¢ \h)/hatwe expect from the participants is to get to a level where we know each others strengths and put
aside the personal bullshit that so many of us bring to conflicts. The biggest obstacle in committees I've
worked is with the emotional baggage that conflictees bring to the fight. Sometimes there isn’t even a real
conflict: someone just came to the meeting looking for an argument. One of the skills honed in AVP is
learning to clearly outline a problem and the kind of relief needed.

We don’t teach passivity and we don’t teach that conflict is bad. On the contrary, we teach that
conflict is a process, and that almost nothing gets accomplished without it. It’s how — or if — you solve
conflict that matters. Did you win, and the other guy lose? Is he going to come back, and get his own back
later? Is there some way for one to yickd a httle and the other to yield a little without feeling like weenies?
Can’t we see that most parties in a conflict need each other, and if one is open and honest and the problem,
and you're willing to listen, and refuse to use force ... eventually everyone will find common ground.

We expect the AVP participants to learn this, and it’s what we expect as the modus operandi of our
trainers. The way a good training team works reminds me of Homo Gestalt in Theodore Sturgeon’s More
than Human. On the team we have a collection of different personality types. For instance: one high-energy
emotional motor mouth; one cool, clear, logical slow talker; one serene, highly religious speaker-in-vernacular;
and one high-energy /ogical motor mouth (me). Each takes a turn leading exercises. With such a variety of
personality types and verbal and emotional styles, the team can reach everyone, and provide a model showing
that a diverse group can work together.

It’s strange. Over six years I’ve developed friendships with a set of men who will never meet any of
my other friends. Tall Mike. Small Mike. Hal. Sean. Jaleel. Rich. Oyadi. Jamal. Tim. Sebron. Jon. I'm
not allowed to call or write and they cannot call or write to me. A co-worker challenged my description of
these men as friends.

“No!” limsisted. “I share my problems in my life with them, they share theirs with me. How else
can you definite real friendship?”

I’ve cried in front of these guys. We were teaclung an advanced workshop. We'd gottentoa point
where we needed to get the guys to risk talking about pain that they had gone through, or pain that they had
inflicted for which they needed to ask forgiveness.

In the trainers teams we have these strategy huddles called clinics. Some of the clinics happen in front
of the participants. We use the clinics to check in with one another, plan sessions or make changes. Though
we work from an agenda and an exercise book, often we’ll go with a team member’s suggestion based on an
intuition he has about what the group needs. During a clinic we all agreed that there was a split between the
older guys and the younger guys. The older inmates wanted to help the younger ones. The young guys
wanted help but had no idea how to ask for it without losing face. So, in the clinic, we pulled out an exercise
where someone role-plays a person in your life you need to apologize to or get an apology from.

I needed ag apology from my father. This was something in my life I really needed but never got to
discuss with my dad before he died. Another trainer, Hal, volunteered to play my father in the exercise.

We explained the exercise to the men and then did it in front of them to demonstrate how it worked.
For the good of the workshop, I realized, I could not play-act. I had to risk being completely raw. The
emofions I felt — and dumped on Hal — were genuine. Hal became my father.

1 told how when I was 10 years old I remember Dad railing that kindergarteners were putting on little
caps and gowns for a graduation ceremony. Caps and gowns, Dad declared, were the honored uniform for
those who’d eamed a bachelor’s degree!

I grew up and earned a bachelor’s degree. 1 always remembered my father’s words, and looked
forward to recognition from him on my graduation day. I’d eamed my cap and gown.

Whean 1 went up the aisle he was in Washington DC for his job. My mother and brother — both of
whom got so drunk I had to drive — were inadequate stand-ins. I was hurt deeply.
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By the time I was done having my say | was truly hurting and really crying.
Hal, playing my father, apologized to me. And it wasn’t a simple “I'm sorry.” It was one of those
amazing almost magical moments that can happen in AVP, where — by intuition — Hal actually used

words my dad might have said.

I felt I got the apology I needed. It was the best I'll ever get until I run into my real dad in another
life. It had the desired effect on the workshop as well. Without any more guidance from the trainers, the
younger and older men paired up and dealt with their problems.

We AVP trainers are often stuck trying to explain it. There are videos of workshops but they just
can’t touch the amazing stuff that happens. So much is conversation — and you never can tell where and
when one will erupt, so where do you sit the camera? Actually, the visuals would distract the viewer from
what’s most important: the exchange of ideas. I don’t think people who have never been inside a prison
can get past the inmate uniforms. In videos they see inmates, criminals, and thus all a viewer would
probably hear are the words of inmates, criminals, rather than men struggling to understand something

new ... and change.

I read that Susan Faludi’s Stiffed has interviews with some AVP trainers. AVP is where AA was
40 years ago, so AVP may finally get the press it deserves. I’ve seen AVP help and heal people —
including me. My dream for it is that, eventually, in the same way you can tell a friend who drinks too
much to go to AA, someday you’ll point your friends who can’t cope with their conflicts towards AVP.
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John Berry served in the British police from 1948 to 1975, the latter 20 years as a Detef:n‘ve Sergeant in
the Fingerprint Bureau in Hertsfordshire. On retirement he became editor of 'Fin.gerprmt Who‘rld, the
official journal of the Fingerprint Society. He wrote many pieces for the publlcauon,_one of which he
now shares with the readership of Challenger. In 1989 John was awarded a decoration by the Queen for
“services to fingerprints.” Says John, “As you can imagine, it is most disconcerting facing a decom.psing
corpse on a mortuary slab, with maggots extruding from eye sockets and nostrils, etc., smelling terribly —
[ used to ask myself, why, out of the 60,000,000 population of Great Britain,, had I been selected to .
fingerprint this noxious cadaver? I pacified myself by saying that when | r'etun.zed hqme 1 wo::ld write a
humorous article. and [ think this is what pulled me through 37 years of crime investigation.

THE SUBSTITUTE

John Berry

LI

All scenes of crime examiners have, at
some time or other, experienced bizarre
episodes in their professional careers, and
1 have several astounding cases which
| intend to relate in due course. But |
consider pride of place must go to a
crime which occured a few years ago in a
county town.

A dress shop was broken into, and the
offender had made a meal on the pre-
mises, and stolen cash from the till. It was
obvious that he had spent the night on the
premises, and had slept on a pile of
dresses in the store which he had
scooped off the rack. | arrived just before
lunch time to commence my fingerprint
examination. The back door of the shop
had been forced, but did not reveal any
worthwhile latents. | did find fragmentary
marks on the eating and drinking utensils
he had used, but | didn't feel too enthus-
iastic about the marks. Meanwhile, the
staff had been checking their stocks, and
eventually announced that no property
had been removed.

In the afternoon | was instructed to
urgently visit a barn in the countryside
nearby, where a body had been found
concealed in the hay by a farmer. The
photographer and | raced ta the scone,
and met a police car approaching us down
the narrow country lane. The policemen
were grinning ; they said the ‘body’ was a
female tailor's dummy, and they had left
it to the farmer to dispose of it. Naturally,
| associated it with the burglary at the
dress shop, and after complicated car
manoeuvres in the lane, we drove into the
farmyard. The farmer was walking across
the yard with the naked fibre-glass body
under his arm, the stiff arms and legs
giving a poetic impression of rigor
mortis. | retrieved it from him, placed it
in the back of our vehicle, and used his
telephone to contact the dress shop.

“Yes,” they informed me a few mom-
ents later,” a model is missing from our
stores.”

The life-sized model was damp ang
streaked with mud, but by the time | had
perfected fingerprint examinaiions at
several other scenes, and retusned to the
Fingerprint Office, it had completely
dried out.

| was fascinated by the psychological
implications of this strange larceny from
the dress shop, and impatiently com-
menced powdering with Bristol Black.

In deference to those members of your
readership whom, | understand, are of a
sensitive disposition when salacious
matters are discussed, | shall refrain from
giving the precise details of my diligent
powdering, save to reveal that | was
delighted to find superb sequences of
left and right hands, in that order, com-
plete with flexures and base areas.

On reversing the model, | found
magnificent palm imprints in the nether
region area, although parts of the marks
were plastered with mud.

One further bonus revealed many
examples of lip prints, not necessarily in
the facial area.

| feverishly searched our fingerprint
collections, and was extremely dis-
appointed not to identify the culprit.

Next morning | read in “"Crime Informa-
tion” that a youth was missing from an
Approved School in the locality. A nomi-
nal index check revealed no trace of him.

in due course he was apprehended and
fingerprinted, and my high hopes were
realised when 1| received his finger and
palm impressions.

Probably due to the perverse modus
operandi, he denied knowledge of the
crime. | understand that the detective
interviewing him described in lurid detail
the successful examination carried out by
the fingerprint expert confirming flag-
rante delicto which would be presented
at this trial.

This crime was ‘taken into considera-
tion” with other crimes committed by the
youth before his apprehension.
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She was a godsend during Nolacon, and as the Little Snow God (or OE) of LASFAPA.
she kept the glorious Los Angeles apa going strong. Now she lives in England., and we
miss her on this side of the Pond ... Robbie Bourget. the best news to come out of
Canada since they scraped the ice off Henry Hudson.

On the seawall of Lake Pontchartrain. 1991,
_..and below. by our fabulous Mardi Gras
Fountain.

Robbie with a pair of rats.
You grace us, dear lady!
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Fandom’s own Captain Marvel Cliff Amos
returned to New Orleans last fall, and brother Ken
greeted him — Ken and Donna are leaving the
Crescent City for Chicago; we’ll miss them and
their Oscar parties! Below. vhos and Doug Wirth
with some of Doug’s comics treasures. (I cannot
tell a lie -- the Superman #1 cover is a xerox!)

SMOFcor ‘49

On the facing page. some of the attendees at SMOFcon, which graced our town last
December. Clockwise from lower left ...

DUFF winner and SFPA Sister Janice Gelb checks out dinner with Dennis Dolbear and
GHLIIL Sometimes you eat the cous cous, sometimes the cous cous eats you!

Mark Olson kicks back at SMOFcon’s Fannish Inquisition, where future worldcon bids are
given the secret masters’ once-over.

The exact site for Britain in 2005 has yet to be chosen, says Vince Docherty. but wherever
it 1s. Challenger pledges to be there!

The divine Bobbi Armbruster, and finally ... g

0 ‘

Irvin Koch of Charlotte in 2004 girds himself to face the Masters of Fandom!
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VISITORS and VILATC)

Elst & Carol Weinstein were a month
early for Mardi Gras when they visited
New Orleans in Februarv. but fans create
their own Carnival — with help from
alligator pie (lefl) and like-minded locals
(below).

If Mike Resnick wins a few more
Hugos. he won't need any more chess
sets! Mike heroically answered a
drunken. panic-stricken call for rescue
from GHLII last January [rom the
Cincinnau airport. when a Butfalo-
New Orleans flight turned twurbulent.
Challenger salutes Mike and Carol as
its saviors of the ssue!
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My IUustrious Career

Joe Mayhew

My first published cartoon appeared in the
Bladensburg High School student newspaper Scroll in
1959. Even then, it was signed so that it looked
upside down either way. As a reverse dominant
dyslexic, to whom silly concepts like “left” and
“nght” were irrelevancies, upside-down and
backwards were a snap. I believe this point of view is
helpful in dealing with the Muse of Cartooning,
Popinjay. To whom I offer the following Paean:

Popinjay, my muse,

Jled in angry flaps,
indignant feathers in a huff,
where I had not demonstrated
unrequited loyalty before

she let me fool with her virgin art; More hopeful than repentant,
and so, 1 cleverly dissemble,
so angered off like a wooden duck,

with all my dreams in tow. or the butler in a whorehouse,

until she calls me
late at night,
or marvelous inconvenient,

ll B ERATOR ) but welcome.
I have been loyal to her in my fashion, responding to

her call on a regular basis. In school, college, grad school and
particularly during important meetings at the Library of
Congress, she would fill my pen with things that only she and
I knew were brilliant. Our little secret, as it were.

Until I was caught.

Dr. Matosian approached me after class and said, “I
noticed you were cartooning during my lecture.”

A logjam of excuses left me speechless, but she
waved her hand pleasantly, and went on. “As you participate
in class and do well on exams, 1 presume you’re like me, a
‘motor-learner.” You have to keep your hands busy to learn,
but can’t take notes. I never could.”

“Exactly! I'm a type of dyslectic. I have to think
about how to make each letter, and that distracts me from the
subject matter, but if [ draw a picture, 1 get rather good recall
of what was said, even if I don’t keep the picture. It ties it
together for me.”

We became great friends. Usually 1 had caught hell,
and in one case, got a bad grade for not turning in my notes.
Back in elementary school 1 used to draw all manner of things
n the space unlined space at the top of my notebook paper,
feeling that, as my name went there, the space was mine. One
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teacher gave me extra credit for it, but most deducted points for slovenliness.

My dad was an artist disguised as a master machinist. Actually, 1 thought that everyone’s dad sat at
their metal kitchen table carving caricatures, painting landscapes, or doing portraits in pastels. He had done
cartoons for the B&O Railroad. and some war art for the Naval Gun Factory. Actually, my sister had been
staff cartoonist for the Scroll before me. So, I approached the school newspaper’s faculty advisor, asking if
they would let me be their cartoonist.

A bw BUT | HAVE ;
YoU'RE = MﬂM’ /4 A HEAVY DATE!
n:é‘ CouNTIS j ’/,' ‘)"“

¢
GETTING | ( e —
Too LAZY e V“)” :
To FLY! J 1 b . /‘»
WHEN [ WAS — ‘ ' >
YourR AGE | (2 : ‘
@LAi-BL | |esretie | \ N _/ :
BLAH..) B <:s= THE WHEEL 0“ 2
: o X Y~ ‘ _g_
{F~“”A ° ’; egi@. s (; |
rast 24 quteu s J

Miss Olsen listened and said she’d get back to me. When she did, she told me, “You’d have to take
Journalism. It’s an academic course. You’d have to switch to academic.”

Now, my dad had put me into the commercial-vocational track, as my school marks had been poor
and, hadn’t | repeated the 9" grade? (However, I had done a lot better the second time around thanks to my
first pair of glasses.) Until then, [ had always known my place was in the failure track. | was a great hulking
“vocational” thug but Miss Olsen had discussed me with two of my teachers and had decided to take a chance
with me. So, in order to draw a few cartoons for the Scroll, I started to take college-bound courses, and after
ten grades of C’s and D’s (and worse) 1 went to mostly A’s and a few B’s in my last two years of high school.
Therese Ann Olsen was my fairy godmother. Every cartoonist needs one.

The first time one of my cartoons appeared in a fanzine 1 didn’t actually draw it. Well, that is, 1 drew
a cartoon, and what was common in those days, someone else re-drew it onto a mimeo stencil. With the
advent of electric stencils, at last, my stuff began to appear in such a way that its gawkiness was entirely my
own.

What really got me involved in fanzines was Fanny Hill, the photo-offset center-stitched spiffy zine
produced by Somtow Papianian Sucharitkul and Dan Joy, which, among other efforts, published my first
Count Dreck strips (years later, Dreck rose from the dead to appear in Pirate Writings. thanks to small
donations from the neck of its editor, Ed McFadden), as well as some writings which one editor compared
to “Popeil commercials (‘it slices, dices, catches bass. picks up sweater lint, and glows in the dark’).”

For a while, in the 1980's, 1 had my
own fanzine: Fantagony: the Orphanage for
Loathsome Little Ideas. Years later, Gardner
Dozois bought one of my cartoons from
Fantagony for Asimov’s, proving that my
zine's circulation wasn’t exactly umiversal.
Actually, he saw it in the Philcon souvenir
booklet — along with several others he bought.
One, this Mars-Phobos/Deimos candy bars illo.
had already been published in the worldcon
booklet and a couple of fanzines.




[ did a “cartoon-in” at a Boskone in which the ordinary non-cartoonists who came were all made
panelists and given paper to draw on. | supplied the theme, “Let the Hugo Fit the Crime.” Everyone was
challenged to design an appropriate award for certain authors, categories and causes. I got a couple of good
ideas which 1 stole for its publication in The Proper Boskonian. Which may have contributed to my first
nomination for the Fan Artist Hugo, in 1990,

Mike Nelson used so much of my work in Bucconeer bid ads and publications, that I was nominated
again in 1996, and for the next three years. I actually won in 1998, and that was great, but the big kick for
me was getting nominated.

There are some really neat
cartoonists still working in fanzines who
have never been nominated: Sheryl
Birkhead, Kurt Erichsen, and Charlie
Williams, just to name a few. It would
be an honor to be on the ballot with any
of them. Hanging out in print with
cartoonists Teddy Harvia, Brad Foster,
Steve Fox, Peggy Ranson and Sherlock
is one of the rewards of fan cartooning.
But it has a cost.

To date, my stuff has appeared
in the USA, Canada, The Netherlands,
Australia, Germany, The Republic of
South Africa, England, Scotland, in fan

= N f” ‘ and prozines. This is a pretty damn good

N o~
o il hobby. Gets you friends all around the

world. Now and then it also breaks your
heart.

[ began to notice the work of an Australian cartoonist in Thyme, Ian Gunn. His work was wry,
unfailingly funny, and easy on the eye. We began to
communicate via e-mail and became good friends (despite the fact that we’d never seen or heard each other).
Soon, we would be on the ballot together, but too soon he became a victim of the hell-crab. As my own health
is a bit touch-and-go, the news I got the afternoon before the Bucconeer Hugo ceremony, that his cancer was
not in remission, was like a kick in the face. If only he had been given his Hugo when he was still alive!

Rich and Nicki Lynch have published my illos for articles in
Mimosa for several years. Some of the jobs were a bit of a challenge.
Recently, they sent me an article about Vincent Clark by Ron Bennett.
Moreover, they sent me two photos of Vinc to work from. In one, there
were two people, and [ presumed the other was Ron Bennett, whom I have
never seen. So, I did two very nice line reductions for the title illo. One
of Vinc and one of Rob Pickersgill, the other fan in the photo, whom I also
had never met. It was good enough that the Lynchi immediately noticed
and told me of my flub. 1 managed to find a tiny, vague picture of Ron in
the Warner’s history of fandom in the ‘60s and hopefully did something
like what he might have looked like if you squinted and believed in pixies.
By the way, that is usually what you get (if anything) if you’re asked to do
a likeness — if they had one they’d have used the photo itself. In any case,
does anyone need a nice little portrait of Pickersgill?
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ThC END OFTHEWORLD as we know it

By Charlotte Proctor

All our married life, whenever my husband Jerry and any of his friends got together they
played ‘end of the world’ games. Sometimes the game carried over into real life, as during the
Cuban missile crisis when Jerry dug a hole in the basement so we would have a place to cower
behind earthen walls until the shock waves were over. Then, of course, we planned to hose down
the roof, to wash the radioactive dust away. Over the years, other variations of this game were
played. In one, we planned to take a bolt-cutter to the armory down the road so we could steal
heavy duty all terrain vehicles and flee to the hills with our loved ones and supplies. Twenty-
five or thirty years ago, Hank Reinhardt started putting in his two cent’s worth, and the plans
became even more elaborate. It didn’t matter what scenario was posited: nuclear war, total social
and economic collapse, riots, civil strife, plague, famine--every possibility was covered. Hank
only hoped that when the balloon went up, he would not be too old to participate.

Now, I don’t want you to think these people in my living room were loonies like you
read about who take to the woods, act out their fantasies and call themselves “survivalists.” No,
they just talked about it. On Sundays, they went target shooting. When Julie Wall was learning
to shoot, one of the practical tests was to hit a man-sized target from the window of a moving
VW. She did pretty well, but Jerry complained he could never hit anything when Julie
drove—she’s always been a speed demon. I had rather read about how people coped with the
end of the world, in books like The Postman and The Stand, and stories like “Nightfall” and
“Inconstant Moon”.

So you can imagine Jerry’s delight when he found out about Y2K. Here was an actual
threat to prepare for! Having just recently retired from The Birmingham News he had time on
his hands, anyway. First, the basement had to be cleared of all the accumulated VW parts —
fenders, transmissions, tires, carburetors, etc., etc., etc. From my point of view, this was a
definite plus — we hadn’t owned a VW for years. In the process, a lot of other junk disappeared
and shelves we had not seen in decades reappeared.

A word about our basement: It fits Jerry. The rest of us who are not vertically
challenged must either stoop, or scuttle hunched over like Quasimodo, until we can find a place
between studs to stand without endangering our noggins. Jerry has always liked his basement to
retire (retreat?) to. Irecall when our youngest was 3 or so, I was making sure he knew where he
lived and who lived with him. He named himself, and me, and his three sibs, but left out his
father. “What about Dad?” I asked him. “Oh, he lives in the basement,” Forrest replied.

After the basement was cleaned out, painted, more light fixtures installed, and made
home to discarded furniture and rugs, it became almost habitable. In case of gasoline shortage, a
bicycle is at hand, and if things get really nasty there is a goodly supply of ammo. It was time to
provision! While I was not as concerned about Y2K as Jerry, I didn’t discourage his new hobby.
I had never had a pantry before. Too, it kept him off the streets, and I knew where he was and
what he was doing. But he did require a little direction.

His first purchases were these huge, institution-sized cans of pears, tomato sauce, and the
like. No, no, Jerry! There is no way we can use this much food without it going bad. And that
defeats the purpose. He countered with the proposal that we invite ‘everybody’ over to eat it up
when we open big cans. Ididn’t like that idea either as I am supposed to be retired, too. Feeding
and cleaning up after “everybody” is not my idea of retirement.
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IUoy by Charlie Williamy

END OF THE woRLD
GAMES

Charlotte & Jerry Proctor
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Canned goods in six-packs from Sam’s satisfied both of us. Next came dry goods: sugar,
flour, beans, rice, pasta and oats. Oats! He bought a hundred-pound bag of oats. We sat down
and had a little talk about rodents. We talked about Rubbermaid containers, and freezer bags to
hold smaller portions in the large containers. (This is the man who bought a Rubbermaid shed
for the side yard — he should krow about Rubbermaid containers.) Speaking of freezer bags,
that reminds me. Another purchase was a freezer for the basement. A small chest-type freezer
sitting under the old floor furnace also served to keep one from killing ones-self on the sharp
corner of the furnace, now air return and filter portion of the a/c system.

Jerry’s next foray was to look for plastic containers. *“Do you know how much those
things cost?” he exclaimed. Next stop, Thrift Store. Not only did he find large plastic containers
with lids for a little bit of nothing, but somewhere he came up with a huge round, tall, tank-like
container for water, which supplements the countless gallon jugs of water already stored. Lack
of water will not be a problem during Spring flooding, as the low spot in the basement fills up in
no time and has to be pumped out daily. He has an electric pump, but if the power goes he can
always siphon it. A propane lantern is standing by. The spare gasoline and propane tanks and
bottles are stored in the Rubbermaid shed — which will melt, but it will not rust!

Hank’s influence is still felt in his hand-me-down toys that Jerry inherited. They include
three Roman siege machines: trebuchet, catapult, and springal. When I protested these would not
be useful in a Y2K crisis, Jerry said, “Not unless I use them as models to build larger
machines...”

Over time, the Y2K crisis lost its feeling of urgency, and the pantry (as the basement
food storage system is now called) took on a life of its own. The news stories assured us that
Alabama Power is Y2K compliant, so it was safe to stock the freezer. The shelves are almost
full. Ican rustle up supper for six on a moment’s notice. We’ve read stories saying that
Mormons have always been counseled to have emergency supplies for their family, so now we
are feeling proud that we, too, can feed our nearest and dearest for a good while, if worse comes
to worse.

But if it doesn’t, the first thing I'm going to do is take those huge cans of pork and beans
to the Path Center for Women and Children. (And I did.)

POSTSCRIPT

TE THE After the dust
VT et settled, and Y2K was a bust,
we took inventory.

On the plus side: we
took three Volvo wagon
loads of rice, beans, flour,
sugar, oats and institutional-
size canned goods to the
PATH shelter for women
and children,

I have a pantry for
the first time in my married
life, albeit one in the
basement. If we are snowed
in for a week as we were in
the Storm of the Century ~
March of 1993 — we won’t
go hungry and neither will




our family, friends and neighbors.

On the minus side: using up excess. Necessities (toilet paper) and luxuries (Pepsi) are used
up quickly enough but the problem is getting rid of the survival food. Our son Justin has agreed to
take two bags of oats, but we detect a certain lack of enthusiasm.

Salmon, I’ ve found, isn’t as tasty as when my mother served it. Salmon croquets are pretty
and all but they still smell fishy. The only one to eat them with any gusto is Baby Kate, but then she
eats everything with gusto.

END OF THE WORLD GAMES

by Jerry Proctor

Why do 1 like to play end-of-the-world games?

I hail from a different world and time from those of most SF fans, those born after 1960 and
1970, those who know nothing but the finest and richest era in all of human history. Oh, they read
about my world in history books composed by youngish scholars who weren’t there either and who —
when puzzled by the past — invent reasons for seemingly unreasonable events. Our current president
is representative of that generation which, when faced with inconvenient facts, invent new “facts”
more to their liking.

I’ ve seen civilization come unraveled many times since I arrived on this planet in the month
of Augustus in the year 1929, a truly landmark period. It ushered in the Great Depression and the
rise of the modern totalitarian states of Europe, along with their despotic counterparts in Asia, led by
mad dictators out to rule the world. The floods of 1936 interrupted first grade in my East Arkansas
hometown when nature added deep misery to the woes of economics. For weeks our churches and
schools were crammed with refugees who were fed by merchants, including my grocer father. The
Depression fostered a comradeship of misery. It did foster in me the central philosophy of Boy
Scoutdom: Be Prepared.

Then came the wars, but you have probably seen them on the History Channel a.k.a. the
Adolf Hitler Channel. So when Y2K loomed, compared with what had gone before, it did not seem
such a much. I had lived a good portion of my life without either computers or television. Y2K was
more like an annoying speed bump in a shopping center parking lot: one could neither avoid nor
ignore it. It probably wouldn’t wreck the car but it might jangle one's kidneys.

Thus I began preparations for Y2K Armageddon and soon learned that one cannot be just a
little bit prepared for the end of the world. You must go whole hog, all the while being whipped by
the hellfire-and-damnation prophets and soothed by happy-talking bureaucrats. As necessary
preparation one must reread the scenarios of every end-of-the-world science fiction thriller and
prepare for each and every eventuality including invasion by goggle-eyed Antareans and sexual
molestation by lustful UFO medical personnel. (I could never understand why alien doctors found it
necessary to use a rectal thermometer the size of a fire hose on Christopher Walken — or why Walken
seemed to enjoy it.)

Charlotte has made much of my stockpiling 100 pounds of oats. But I say “He who is without
oats, let him throw the first corncob.” (This is an old Arkansas aphorism that seems to fit every
occasion.) I just can’t imagine enduring the anarchy of Nightfall with only 50 pounds of horse chow.
Who knows? Lustful alien UFO personnel may have evolved from equines.

Assuming the doom and damnation crowd was correct I first turned my attention to amassing
a large cache of arms and ammunition. This wasn’t difficult since I already had a goodly supply on
hand, so I could now tackle:
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Food: After cornering the oat market I attended an event misnamed the “Y2K Gun Show.”
There one found about a dozen guns for sale and the rest of the premises devoted to victuals so
primitive and devices so clever they would have satisfied both a Custer scalping party and a band of
rabid environmentalists. There were bushels of wheat, packages of pemmican and beef jerky, water
purifiers which would make sweet the contents of an average sewer and containers of dried milk, all
at prices which would have shivered the timbers of an ordinary Wall Street banker. They wanted $36
for a can of dried milk that could be bought at he nearest Bruno’s supermarket for $15 and at Sam’s
Club for $7.88. ‘Jerry,’ I thought, ‘you have wandered into the Great Year 2000 Scam. Besides, you
don’t eat crap like this. You worship canned chow mein, pink salmon, steaks, stuffed crab, spaghetti,
and potato soup!’

That’s how I came to stock my Y2K pantry from the gourmet shelves of area groceries which
led to purchase of a freezer to preserve fresh meats, breads, pies — in short, anything that can be
frozen. Some acquisitions were controversial. When I mentioned to Charlotte that I had purchased
both bread flour and corn meal she snorted: “How many times in our married life have you seen me
make corn bread?” 1 could recall a few precedents --- Kennedy’s assassination, first moon landing,
arrival of Julie Wall for a hen party. “Immaterial,” said I loftily. “I had envisioned things getting
really bad and you hammering out tortillas on a flat rock.” Sometimes these things sound better
when left unsaid.

Next on the list (assuming Asimov had got it right in Nightfall) was light and heat. Alabama
Power has been notoriously reliable in the past and Alabama Gas even more dependable. Both said
they were prepared for anything computer chips could throw their way. But caution counseled one
shouldn’t lean too heavily on the establishment. Just in case, I stashed away plenty of propane,
gasoline and a Coleman lantern.

Water was a different story. The Birmingham Water Works is not the sort of institution to
foment confidence among the unwashed public. In recent memory its board of directors barely
escaped jail for handing out public money to anyone who dropped by and asked for it. It is rumored
they believe Y2K is a new rap group. In such a serious matter I consulted a super survivalist, Jimmy
Fikes of Jasper, Ala. who has drilled a water well in his backyard. As we were chewing on the
problem the old light bulb went off in my head. “Jimmy,” said I, “I am an idiot. Ilive just six blocks
from East Lake which holds tens of millions of gallons of rain water. I'll just drive down and scoop
itup.”

Ever the pessimist, Jimmy objected: “What if you get there and find several dead bodies
floating in the water?”

“Not to worry, * I said. “I'll just fish them out, give them a proper burial, then fill my water
barrel.” Later I had an even better idea. My basement fills with water every January anyway. [ just
wouldn’t pump it out as usual. Then to add a bit of insurance I bought a 50-gallon tank, filled it from
the tap, then added a cup of bleach to annoy the bacteria.

Getting ready for the end of the world is a lot like Lewis’ shopping list when he was planning
the Lewis and Clark expedition. You have to foresee every emergency even those you couldn’t
imagine in your wildest fantasies. But Lewis did have one smashing advantage. The government
forked over $38,000 to grubstake him. You have to make do with what you’ve got, which means
cutting corners and using the materials you have in hand to do more than one job. For example, you
can probably skip gifts for the Indians; you can get by on only one barrel of gunpowder and use the
spare boat sail as a sleeping bag. In modern terms it means using your gallon of bleach for what it
was intended: killing germs, purifying water, and treating athlete’s foot.

Medicines are a special sore point. The American Medical Association, that great therapeutic
nanny, has made it all but impossible to stock really effective remedies. For a time survivalists
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bought non-prescription antibiotics from veterinarians for extreme emergencies. Now the pill
pushers and their mental equals in Congress have closed that loophole. They would rather you die
than swallow the wrong dose. Consider what one might need if he had to perform an emergency
amateur appendectomy during Armageddon. A good painkiller would be a start, but the AMA and
drug-chasing politicians have long ago outlawed anything much above the level of aspirin. Second
on the list would be an effective internal germicide. But nowadays you can’t even buy sulfa drugs
without the doc’s okay. You would be forced to do the deed with 18" century tools and a bottle of
alcohol. Personally, my plan was to load up my FN FAL, trot down to the pharmacy and take what I
want — the medical establishment can just kiss the hem of my tartan. Our pharmacist does pack a .38
but I would outgun him by miles.

One exasperating thing about survivalism is that every survivalist wants to survive in his own
fashion. A friend advised me to flee to his farm. “Not practical,” I told him. “I have a large extended
family in Birmingham. I’ll have to fight it out on this line.” Another wanted to turn his house into a
fortress and open fire on the hordes of starving peasants when they come to filch his food. *“Be light
on the trigger,” I advised him. “When the smoke clears you’ll have 20 or 30 bodies in your front yard
and in three days you’ll be the commander of Fort Smelly.” Still another collected canned goods,
then ate their contents before the end of the year. A fourth forgot about food entirely and collected
gadgets like windup radios, cranked flashlights and walkie-talkies . A fifth — who lives in the woods
around Atlanta — hatched a brilliancy: “T’ll buy a short wave set and you buy one and we’ll be able to
communicate even if the phones go out.” Recalling that he had no food stocks I decided the only
purpose of his radio would be to contact me and complain that he was starving. 1didn’t want to hear
that. And a female friend confessed she was planning a Y2K commando raid — she would hit an
Eckard’s drug store for diapers, Tampax and other hygiene products. Since she packs an automatic
one can only conclude she would get most of the items on her shopping list.

As the days of 1999 dwindled down we Y2k prophets watched for signs of the coming Great
Disaster: A driver’s license bureau computer in Maine issued permits for “horseless carriages™; a
utility in Iowa dated its water bills “January 3, 1900.” With each new omen we smiled knowingly at
each other and condescendingly at the unaware and doomed dunces around us. Our president took to
the airways to assure us the federal government was fully prepared for Y2K. We cackled and
slapped our knees: Clinton had never told the truth before. Why should he start now? Was this not
the same concupiscent woodenhead who, in an attempt to kill a lone Arab terrorist, dropped missiles
on a herd of goats in the middle of Afghanistan? The State of Alabama -- two weeks before Jan. 1 —
suddenly awoke and confessed it was only 79% ready. Our new governor, in the true Clintonian
manner, blamed it all on his predecessor. Birmingham placed its policemen and firemen on call for
Jan. 1. Alabama did the same with its National Guard. Rumors and news reports abounded that some
federal agencies had canceled turn of the century vacations. Further ramors held that this or that high
electric utility executive had bought a generator for his home and stocked it with 10,000 gallons of
diesel fuel.

On a more factual level I learned sub rosa that a local millionaire had stocked his
condominium with enough food, arms and ammunition to last out the siege of Leningrad. Ilearned
this from one of his gate guards in whom the rich man had unwisely confided. “I'm just a dumb ol’
guard,” he grinned “but if it really hits the fan I know where to go and who to take it away from.”

Birmingham’s zoo is located on the fringe of Mountain Brook, a veddy, veddy rich little city
where my friend, the guard, does his guarding. “Very few people know anything about basic
survival,” he lectured me one day. “Zoo animals, some of them, would make good eating, like the
buffalo. But you have to know your business. If you tried to eat a mandrill, well, he might eat you
first. It might be a good idea to skip the predators - and also the chimpanzees. They’re meat eaters
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and their mental equals in Congress have closed that
- loophole. They would rather you die than swallow the wrong
dose. Consider what one might need if he had to perform an
emergency amateur appendectomy during Armageddon. A
good painkiller would be a start, but the AMA and drug-
chasing politicians have long ago outlawed anything much
above the level of aspirin. Second on the list would be an
effective internal germicide. But nowadays you can’t even
buy sulfa drugs without the doc’s okay. You would be
forced to do the deed with 18" century tools and a bottle of
alcohol. Personally, my plan was to load up my FN FAL, trot
down to the pharmacy and take what I want — the medical
establishment can just kiss the hem of my tartan. Our
pharmacist does pack a .38 but I would outgun him by miles.
One exasperating thing about survivalism is that
every survivalist wants to survive in his own fashion. A
friend advised me to flee to his farm. “Not practical,” I told
him. “I have a large extended family in Birmingham. I’'ll have
to fight it out on this line.” Another wanted to turn his house
into a fortress and open fire on the hordes of starving
) _ peasants when they come to filch his food. *Be light on the
trigger,” I advised him. “When the smoke clears you'll have 20 or 30 bodies in your front yard and in
three days you'll be the commander of Fort Smelly.” Still another collected canned goods, then ate their
contents before the end of the year. A fourth forgot about food entirely and collected gadgets like
windup radios, cranked flashlights and walkie-talkies . A fifth — who lives in the woods around Atlanta —
hatched a brilliancy: “I'll buy a short wave set and you buy one and we’ll be able to communicate even if
the phones go out.” Recailing that he had no food stocks I decided the only purpose of his radio would
be to contact me and complain that he was starving. I didn’t want to hear that. And a female friend
confessed she was planning a Y2K commando raid — she would hit an Eckard’s drug store for diapers,
Tampax and other hygiene products. Since she packs an automatic one can only conclude she would get
most of the items on her shopping list.

As the days of 1999 dwindled down we Y2K prophets watched for signs of the coming Great
Disaster: A driver’s license bureau computer in Maine issued permits for “horseless carriages”; a utility
in Iowa dated its water bills “January 3, 1900.” With each new omen we smiled knowingly at each other
and condescendingly at the unaware and doomed dunces around us. Our president took to the airways to
assure us the federal government was fully prepared for Y2K. We cackled and slapped our knees:
Clinton had never told the truth before. Why should he start now? Was this not the same concupiscent
woodenhead who, in an attempt to kill a lone Arab terrorist, dropped missiles on a herd of goats in the
middle of Afghanistan? The State of Alabama -~ two weeks before Jan. 1 -- suddenly awoke and
confessed it was only 79% ready. Our new govemor, in the true Clintonian manner, blamed it all on his
predecessor. Birmingham placed its policemen and firemen on call for Jan. 1. Alabama did the same
with its National Guard. Rumors and news reports abounded that some federal agencies had canceled
turn of the century vacations. Further rumors held that this or that high electric utility executive had
bought a generator for his home and stocked it with 10,000 gallons of diesel fuel.

On a more factual level I learned sub rosa that a local millionaire had stocked his condominium
with enough food, arms and ammunition to last out the siege of Leningrad. I learned this from one of his
gate guards in whom the rich man had unwisely confided. “I'm just a dumb ol’ guard,” he grinned “but if
it really hits the fan I know where to go and who to take it away from.”

Birmingham’s zoo is located on the fringe of Mountain Brook, a veddy, veddy rich little city
where my friend, the guard, does his guarding. “‘Very few people know anything about basic survival,” he
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lectured me one day. “Zoo animals. some ot them. would make good eating. like the buffalo. But you
have to know your business. If you tried to eat a mandrill. well, he might eat you first. It might be a
good idea to skip the predators --- and also the chimpanzees. They're meat eaters like us and they might
add you to their menu. It might be the best plan to hunt all these rich poodles running around town.
Vietnamese think highly of dog meat.”

As December waned. more folks discovered we might be headed for Glitchville and rushed to
buy food. Bruno's supermarket adopted a hard sell with big placards: “Are you ready for Y2K?" More
banks and businesses plastered their premises with yellow stickers announcing their readiness. The
omens increased. Down the road in Bessemer the water utility issued its December bills dated “Jan. 4.
1900.” Two days before the cataclysm a sudden electric power surge killed one of our VCRs.

On the day before New Year's Eve I dropped by the second hand bread store to pick up a load.
“Please have some small bills,” said the lady behind the counter. “Everybody is going to the bank to
draw their money out and they all have twenties today. I handed her a wad of ones and asked: “Are they
afraid of Y2K?” “Very afraid,” she said. Since she was an older woman I mentioned the Depression.
“Yes, you and I can get by,” she said, “but my children couldn’t cook without a microwave.” This
evoked the image of stunned, hungry and shivering kids huddled around their dead and dying TVs.
VCRs, microwaves, cell phones, battery toys. computers and ham radios. I headed straight for the bank
and withdrew an extra $300.

It’s now New Year's Eve. Local radio shock jocks are having a big time with Y2K. One shock
jerk has a talk contest going: “If you had only 12 hours to live, how would you spend them?”” On-call
policemen were advised, if called, to report with two clean changes of uniform. ... First reports from
foreign nations around the world began pouring in. Y2K arrived in Sydney, Australia to cheering crowds
and no problems. It passed on westward through Tokyo to Moscow. Surely if there were problems they
would crop up first in Russia; but no, even their nuclear power plant turned over without a glitch. If the
world were coming to an end this was a strange beginning. Even the much-maligned Russian missiles
were behaving themselves. Birmingham’s mayor retired to his command center in city hall. First alert
went out to the Alabama National Guard. The governor seemed to be missing --- perhaps he was
cowering in a bombproof shelter somewhere. About 7 p.m. he reappeared and announced Alabama was’
ready.

As Y2K swept
around the world from
Moscow to Paris to London, SPARE TH1S ONE..,
leaving cheering crowds, UE KNOWSWHAT
fireworks and no problems in WE camne FoR!

its wake, it became apparent
the millennium bug was the
biggest bust since comet
Kahoutek. I said to heck with
it and departed with
Charlotte to a New Year's
Eve party where I consumed
enough wine to get
pleasantly smashed. Back
home again, as the clock
registered midnight, [ didn’t
feel like celebrating.

All I could feel was
a vast relief. [ had lived
through the 20" century.




EPISTLES

Shortly after Challenger 10 went forth to fandom, Bill Bowers (Bill@Ounvorlds.net) posted the following
on the Net.

A while back, [ hatched this scheme of posting to MemoryHole (and a few others) on, say, a
weekly basis, a listing of the *print* fanzines [ receive in the snail mail. No so much “reviews”, but
simply an inadequate acknowledgment of the pleasure I still receive at being able to hold tangible fanac.
As with many (most?) of my Projects, so far this has come to naught, but one never knows.

But the arrival, Saturday, of Guy Lillian’s Challenger 10 deserves some mention, methinks.

[ haven’t read it all — there’s 104 pages, after all — (and, with all the eulogies and reminiscences,
it could be accused of being an outsized Trap Door) — but there are three items in particular that I'd like
to thank Guy for giving me the opportunity to read.

Wm. Breiding’s anguished recounting of “Home Sickness”. Selfishly [ wish Wm. wrote only for
me, but by the same token, I’m somewhat proud that he is receiving wider exposure these days.

Mike Resnick’s reminiscence of Cincinnati’s Lou Tabakow. Lou was an integral part of my early
years here, and his too-early death still seems totally unfair.

And Jodie Offutt’s “Mrs. Jayne Died of Oldness”. For nearly 30 years — since I told Andy that
*she* was The Writer in the family (and he agreed) — Jodie has been consistently one of fandom’s best
writers. Read this, and you’ll know why [ said that.

[ would have loved the opportunity to have published any of those three; the highest compliment [
can pay to another faned.

A lot more. One of the most extensive fanzine review/listings columns extant, and some great art.

[ really hate to mention the “H” word, but, had { a Chicon membership, Challenger would be on
my nominating ballot (along with Opuntia, Banana Wings, and ...)

Opening an envelope — even if too rarely — containing something like this gives me renewed
faith that we shouldn’t write that eulogy for the print fanzine just yet.

Thanks, Guy.

Thank you, Bill.
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First, a LOC which should have been published last
issue.

Murray Moore
2118 Russett Road
Mississauga ON L47 1C1
Canada
While I admire the mastery of technique Diana
Sharples displays in her cover to Challenger 9, the lute
(?) player and the tamborinist are a bit too elfy-welfy for
my taste.
“Elfy-welfy"?
Steve Stiles’ iltustration, which you picked for
your editoral, causes me to think of EC Comics. They
were before my time — I was bon in 1951 — but 1
have read enough original issues, and reprints, to know
the styles.
“Stiles ' styles”? HAHAHAHA
Challenger is well-ilustrated, from its cover to
its illos and fillos. Still, the art which most impresses me
are the reprinted covers of Terry Jeeves’ Erg 42 and 44.
The written nore at the bottom of the cover of Erg 42
explains, “Runoff of hand-cut stencil.” My experience
with stencil-cutting tools is meager, but enough for me
to recognize art from stencil as in these examples as the
product of hundreds of hours of practice with crude,
clumsy tools. The results are remarkable, when you
consider the limited potential for creativity.
I was always amazed at the quality fans achieved in
tracing art on mimeograph stencil — now a defunct
art form. Jeeves' work was indeed astonishing; the
only other fan I've seen do as well or better was
SFPA ‘s Don Markstein.
You protest that both you and your 386 are
too slow for the net, and that “I barely understand
pencils.” Nice one, Guy. But you show up on the
Trufen mailing list! Oh no, I subvocalized. Is this the
end of Challenger? Myself, I am skeptical about on-
line fandom. At its worst, mailing lists and newsgroups
are little different from party-line telephone lines and CB
radio. On-line fandom is the crack cocaine of fandom.
You can immerse yourself in e-fandom, stare at the
monitor until mail arrives and then pound out a
response. Be careful, Guy. Be very careful.
1 tried the on-line talk group called Trufen, but didn't
last long. The discussions were lively and, when
Jannish history was the topic, fascinating. [ also
overheard some excellent commentary about
Columbine which inspired me last issue. But it was
literally impossible to handle 125 e-messages a day,
especially when most were one-line responses to
other one-line responses to yet other one-line
questions, and three or four other such conversations
were going on at once. It was like being in a crowded
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room where everyone was shouting at once — or, (0
be Sfnal about it, like wandering into a psi party from
The Demolished Man. To keep up with the Net, it
seems, you have fo live there. Later, gator.

Poul Anderson
3 Las Palomas
Orinda CA 94563

Thank you for Challenger 10 and the kind
words therein. It’s a very interesting publication. 1
especially enjoyed Joy Moreau’s essay on gorllas.
Karen and I met Koko once, and found her to be quite
a sweet person.

There’s much else to comment on, but time
being in short supply around here right now, Il just
respond to your remarks about Hitler being absolute evil
incarnate. He was, of course, or as close to it as
anybody can get, but why have we in the West been so
preoccupied with him and his Naziism? Lenin killed
about as many people and ruined about as many lives.
Stalin and Mao bettered this by an order of magnitude
or more. And, while they weren’t quite so blatant about
it, each of them gave certain chosen ethnic groups an
especially hard time.

I think there are two reasons for our feeling a
unique horror of Naziism and its works. First, this was
mostly a German thing. Subconsciously, at least, we
may well always have expected cruelty from Russia and
the Orient. But if the people of Bach and Goethe could
do these deeds, then anybody could. No nation, no
culture is morally immune. That was a deep and abiding
shock.

Second, let’s face it, Naziism is sexy. Hitler
was a wonderful showman. Those dashing uniforms,
those torchlight parades, those invocations of the
archaic and the macho, appealed to something inborn.
They still do to many, especially the misfits among us.
Most of us, tuckily, can repress or even sublimate the
urge, as we do urges toward rape and murder. But




there the embodiment was, and thanks to photography
still is, right before us. Our instincts won’t let us dismiss
and forget it.

By comparison, Communism has looked rather
drab. Also, most of its slogans have appealed to our
better rather than our worse selves. “From each
according to his ability, to each according to his needs”
is, in fact, the basis of every healthy family. Extending it
much further doesn’t work, and the outcome has been
totalitarianism. George Orwell, who'd been there, got it
right. Tragically for the world, too many Western
intellectuals didn’t see past the slogans to the reality.
Mostly, they didn’t want to. Quite a few did and then
lied about it; never mind those wretched kulaks or
whatever, shovel them under and deny it all, we mustn’t
upset the applecart bearing those beautiful slogans.

Actually, Naziism — National Socialism,
remember? — was a perverse offshoot of Communism,
and the two parties cooperated quite often in the Weimar
Republic. I've seen a poster from that era, showing the
heroic brown-shirted storm trooper with his swastika
armband and the heroic overalled worked with his
hammer and sickle armband shaking hands, each with a
boot on the head of the International Jew. Or, as I’ve
written elsewhere, Naziism was the lunatic fringe of the
totalitarian movement in the 20® Century, Communism
was the hard core of it.

Well, this letter has gone on longer than
expected, but since your magazine shows such a strong
interest in the nature and manifestations of evil, and how
to deal with it, maybe you’ll consider it as an attempt to
describe a case in point.

There are much cheerier topics. Your review
remarks stirred pleasant memories. However, the Little
Men didn’t meet at Spenger’s — not Spengler’s; the
decline of the West hasn’t gone that far! — but
Brennan’s across from it on the other side of the
overpass.

Wonderful memories of warm, fascinating people,
inhumanly patient with an arrogant college kid.

Bless you all.

As for why Hitler has been demonized more than
Stalin or other Reds, I think the answer is obvions: we
Americans watched him rise to power with trepidation,
having fought a hrutal war against his country a very
Jew years before. We then fought an overt and all-but-
ultimate shooting war against him. Relatives of our

own immigrant population suffered under his boot.
We liberated his concentration camps and buried his
victims with our own hands. We experienced his evil
up close and personal. His ideology was clear, his
actions obvious, his ¢vil palpable. The Korean and
Vietnam conflicis never engaged our sense of moral
outrage against our antagonists with anywhere near

the clarity and strength as did World War 11,

Darrell Schweitzer
113 Deepdale Rd.
Siratford PA 19087

One quick comment before I actually settle
down to read issue #10. The black novelist at
Gettysburg lacked compassion and perspective. He is
the equivalent of a Jew making tactless remarks at a
World War [T German cemetery. T can understand how
he felt but he was unable to see (or imagine, or care)
how Southerners feel. The tragedy of the Southerners
is that good and honorable men, believing sincerely in
what they were doing, made the ultimate sacrifice for an
evil cause. 1 think the real healing will have occurred
when the Southemers are ashamed of the Confederacy,
when the Stars & Bars is put away with the Swastika
(the two are now very much linked by racist groups). it
was an evil cause. They were fighting for the breakup
of the United States and, for all the euphemisms about
“states’ rights” (i.e., the states’ rights to decide if they
can hold slaves), they were fighting for human slavery.
If successful, this would have created an abomination,
with the “peculiar institution” enshrined as a sacred
institution for which the boys fought and died.

The Confederates helieved they were fighting for
independence from an oppressive government. So
had the Texans who had revolted against Mexico 24
years before, at the Alamo and San Jacinto. One of
the rights the Texans claimed was the right to own
slaves. Was their strugyle also evil?
1t would have been necessary to smother [the
Confederacy] eventually, probably in the First World
War, when a vengeful and still powerful United States
(which had most of the population and all of the
industry) would doubtless have entered on Germany’s
side and seized the opportunity to crush the South with
considerably more brutality than it actually did.

With the considerable American navy fighting
with the German U-boats rather than against them, and
no American supplies going to Batain, [ think the
United States would have also crushed Canada and
ended up dominating North America as an angry
colossus which learned its international good manners
from the Kaiser.

It would have been all around a darker world.

Now honestly T don’t think the Southemners are
ever going to repent their sins. [ think that eventually
our mobile population and the growth of industry in
places like Atlanta will shift things around that in
another couple of generations we will all be United
States yuppies together. We are governed by a
Southern President who may well be succeeded by
another one.



The Union forever, hurrah, boys, hurrah
You realize that the wild fantasy universe you
envision — with the Germans triumphant in World
War [ — would have been a world without Hitler.
Nazis, or Auschwitz ... what historical price would
you pay for thar?

Sally A. Syrjala
P.O. Box 149
Centerville MA 02632

“He who is unable 1o live in society, or who has no
need because he is sufficient for himself, must be
either a beast or a god.” Arnistotle, Politics

In a way the above quote can serve as a
summation of Challenger 10.

There are those who tasted of persecution and
felt their difference by reaching out to make things
better. This group includes such as Martin Luther King
Jr. and Gandhi. They were different and often their
philosophy of nonviolence was in conflict with those
about them. Yet they were able to channel their own
pain into a desire to keep others from harm.

[ doubt that many truly understood themselves,
much less have a company of companions who are able
to feel their deepest despair or greatest hopes. Each and
every one of us to some extent is different and alone. It
is at the heart of being human.

My own memories of childhood are of the little
girl standing out in the cold peering into the window
that shielded a happy family sitting by the warmth of a
fire smiling and aughing with each other. That fantasy
was the opposite of its reality.

My eldest sister was married before [ was born.
My mother told me of how she had done such things for
my siblings as hiding Easter candy for them to find. 1t
was turther explained she was too tired to do such a
thing for me.

My father had an unhappy childhood and often
drank heavily. Many times he became abusive. This
meant leaving the house until he went to bed. Getting
back in could mean climbing through a window as he
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had locked the doors  Pets were killed. Friends could
not be invited over as moods could never be predicted.

When young | read fairy tales of the young
princess left in bad situations to test her mettle before
having her “real” parents come and set her free. |
wondered when someone would come for me and what
lesson [ needed to learn before they would matenalize.

As a teen even phone calls could not be
enjoyed as someone might hear the shonting in the
background. [ remember huddling in a corner trying to
shield the mouthpiece so the noise wouldn’t get
through. 1 remember Papa getting in the car in an
attempt to find us and of flattening myself against a
darkened wall so the headlights wouldn’t reveal me.

You learned to hide reality from the world.
The noise was the television and so on

Everything was downplayed. When 1 was
overcome by carbon monoxide my mother wrote a note
saying [ missed school because of a headache.

No one really knows the truth behind the smile
and how much pain each of us bears.

Yet this pain can be a source of growth. We
don’t have to pick to spread the pain and make things
worse, but can opt to try to ease the pain of others.
Being able to know and feel pain can allow us to sense
the suffering of others and cause us to reach out to help
ease it.

Being different can ehlp you know yourself and
your ideals better. Tt can give you a strength of
character that might not otherwise have been possible.

Too many today are too quick to take slight
where none was intended. We each must come to terms
with our lives and our mortality. We reach out trying to
communicate some of the understanding we have
attained, but also to see if anyone else has deciphered
the code behind it all.

Life is a challenge, but challenges can cause
growth. There are no easy answers to the violence, but
I do believe that too many look the other way. Our
society needs to say the violence must stop. Sexual
assault needs to be seen as the act of anger and control
itis and not be excused as being “provoked” by the
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woman. Domestic violence needs to be recognized as
the act of power and control and cost to society it is,
not as some say “a private matter” to be swept under
the rug. When these acts of violence are accepted, the
message sent is violence is okay.

Violence is never okay. There are other ways
to handle disagreements other than physical, emotional
or verbal abuse. This concept of peaceful conflict
resolution is what is needed to be taught.

Force needs to be replaced by love and
understanding. Yet we live in a world of caustic talk
show hosts who put down any idea at odds with their
own. We objectify people so that only “we” matter and
cut people off in traffic and think the road should be
ours alone. We trample each other to be first at a
bargain. We just don’t stop to consider others.

Maybe it’s as simple and difficult as that —
consideration of others and treating them as we would
like to be treated.

Thank you for including me tn Challenger’s
circle.

Kay McCutcheon
2041 “N” St.
Eureka CA 95501

There seems to be a recurring theme [in
Challenger 10] of “I’m different and because of that |
had a crappy (insert appropriate word) until [ changed
(whatever).: I know this sounds vague, but I've heard
this song and dance so long that I’m tired of it. Yes, as
a fan, most of us have found a home together because
we are different. All of us have to learn to find our
niche, and finding our way is painful. Life is what you
make it, and you have to accept that the “normal”
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people in the world will pick on the outsiders.

I"'m not unsympathetic, quite the contrary.
Having lived outside of the norm all my life, | can relate.
But when [ see Allie Copeland writing her painful
feelings down about Columbine High, I can’t help but
see myselt at that age, and know that in a few years
she’ll have incorporated this terrible event into her
personality. It truly is a blessing that her parents have
accepted her difference and love her and provide her
with stability. This is not true of a lot of teens these
days, and it ts very difficult for me to stand by and
watch it happen.

I read with great interest Janet Larson’s
general comments on life. This seems to be a recurring
theme, also, that the world is in a state of moral decline
because of X number of things. 1 cannot emphasize
enough that I think this is a lot of bull pucky. My
parents and grandparents used to say the same thing,
and the world hasn’t come to an end yet. The only
moral decline I’ve seen is in our thinking that rigidity
will solve our problems instead of negotiation and
accountability. If you shoot someone, you go to jail. If
you drive a car and are chemically altered, the accident
is your fault and your pay the price by losing your
license.

My parents raised me to be responsible for my
actions. Why can’t we continue to do the same with our
children? It’s not as if they don’t know that shooting
someone is wrong — I watched my share of violent
cartoons while growing up, and ! didn’t become a serial
killer. Elmer Fudd used to shoot at Bugs and Daffy all
the time, but we knew that wasn’t reality. What has
happened to our world that children think that video
violence is OK? It’s not that 1 don’t understand the
estrangement our kids feel from their parents. I
certainly felt that way about mine. It’s the actions that
are taken because of those feelings.

David [Schlosser, Kay’s husband] and [ are
considered rather odd about our child-rearing
arrangements. We decided that we wouldn’t depend on
outside day care until it was absolutely necessary. |
work part time, he works full time on a different shift,
and the kid is home with us most of the time. We
decided that the money wasn’t worth it, that this tsn’t a
puppy or a kitten we could shut in the bathroom when
we weren't home. (Let me add right here that [
understand the need for other parents to use daycare.
We are fortunate enough to be able to sacrifice some job
time because we make enough money to do so.) 1
honestly don’t think that everyone should do this, and |
know plenty of kids that are just fine without the
benefits of their parents being around as much. The
times are changing for all of us, and we simply haven’t
had time to catch up on what works for kids, now.



1, too, lament the decline of the arts in school.
In an ideal world, here are a few things I would do as a
parent and concerned citizen. First, 1 believe there
should be some way for our kids to be mentored into
the community with after school activities. Some
schools are doing this now by visiting care homes and
going to businesses on a field trip basis. Let’s do more
of this, and do it every day. Everyone needs to feel
connected to their community so that they care about
each other. This can be voluntary, so that parents that
want it can enjoy the idea their kids are someplace
supervised but not too structured.

Second, de-emphasize sports. I’'m totally sick
of all this structured playtime. I know of parents that
dash from one activity to another, and have no time for
unstructured play. When do our kids have time to just
sit and think, or to diffuse from the day? 1 remember
spending hours playing with one or two friends on the
playground after school and during summer vacations.
We had close friendships that I don’t see happening
today with children. Does anyone else see this
happening?

Three, { like the idea of children tutoring each
other. Make the curriculum challenging, and have the
ones excelling help the less able. It never hurts to
engender helping others at a young age. It makes you
feel your own self worth and gives confidence. And if
we don’t teach our kids to teach, who's going to want
to go into that profession when they get older?
Something familiar is much easier to accept.

Eve Ackerman

3530NW 30 P

Gainegville FL 32605
Eackerman@compuserve.com

Wow. Joe Mayhew’s article “Painting Mrs.
Porter’s Casket” and Joy Moreau’s tale of “Gargy” have
raised Challenger up to new heights. Everything in this
issue was thoughtful, personal and intense but the
quality of writing sets Challenger apart from other
Zines.

Um, I don’t want to get into interesting details
here, but Harry Warner Jr. remarks that he worked with
a female reporter who took a day off for her period,
usually a Monday or Friday each month. While it looks
like Harry is doubting the veracity of her claim, and 1
have no way of judging her experience, I can tell him
that some women are tike dockwork and will have their
periods strike on the same day of the week every 28
days. This is especially true if they’re on the Pill. You
can even make it happen on a Friday or a Monday if you
use the Pill in a certain fashion. But that’s probably
more about female bodily functions than either you or
your readers want 10 know.
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Mike Resnick’s article on Lou Tabakow was a
treat, especially reading about how Lou loved
conventions and would do his best to make sure people
could attend, even if it meant walking their dogs. 1
mention this because I won’t be seeing you folks at
worldcon this year. My husband, a lovely man who’s
running for the Florida State House, reminded me gently
that the primary election is the day after Labor Day.

“I was going to vote absentee!”

But this apparently isn’t uxorious enough and
without resorting to reminding me that he did keep the
homefires burning for four weeks so I could run off to
Ausstecon 3, he said it would be really, really nice if his
wife was alongside him during the last days of the
campaign, stroking his fevered brow and offering
support. So that’s my excuse for not being in Chicago
on Labor Day.

1 don’t kmow if I'd call Howard “lovely” but he is a
solid citizen, a “real” lawyer, and a fine guy. I wish
him luck this November.

I can’t think of a more fitting tribute to a fine
teacher like Mary Alice Jayne than having library books
purchased in her memory. Thank you, Jodie Offutt, for
reminding us of why some people are born to teach.

Ben Indick
428 Sagamore Avenue
Teaneck NJ 07666-2626

Chall 10 was a fine issue, and touched upon
genuine, if pammful matters. Characteristically, you
sought to understand, and not to mitigate the asocial
and murderous actions and 1 do not fault you. Indeed,
1 praise you, although personally I shall be happy to help
provide my portion of the annual room and board in jail
for Thomas Trantino, Ms. Van Houten, and the many
other murderers and rapists as long as they live. Still,
we do wan to know why it all happened. I suppose we
never can, but your issue was generous and
understanding and the essays you printed were fine. [
especially liked Joe Mayhew’s because it was about

such a luminary.

Sue Jones
Flat §, 32/33 Castle Street
Shrewsbury SY1 2BQ UK.
sue.tortoise@talk21.com

Finally 1 get around to starting that overdue
LOC to Challenger ...

And it’s not that easy to know where to start.
The first impulse is to shout, “Yeah, me too!” 1 was the
kid who was different and didn’t fit. And school was
full of girls who got on well with each other but only
tolerated me. They tolerated me best when I was being
funny, someone to iaugh at, and I played along with
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the role as a way of being, for a brief moment, human,
But it didn’t bring me closer to them. Their interests
didn’t attract me, their conversation didn’t ingpire me.

1 dreaded growing up, because grown-ups
were even less imaginative and inventive than the
children in class. And then there was God, who was a
whole other problem and wanted a lot of things done
that didn’t make much sense. And Gran Jones, my
father’s mother, who was rather similar and was more
trouble because she would pass on our misdemeanors to
Mum and Dad, while God didn’t actually tell anyone as
far as I knew.

1 didn’t get violent, didn’t hit out at the world.
1 turned inside out, instead. Hid miy real life in my
interior and presented the people around me with a fake
me, a character who was what I thought they wanted
me to be. Eventually it got hard to know who I was, 1
was tryign to be so many things at once, few of them
borm of my real self.

I passed my “eleven plus” and went to
secondary school. It was no better than junior school
except there were more, and different, girls to torment
me and the lessons were much harder. But then, when
1 was 13, 1 met some girls on the playground who talked
about things in a manner unlike the conversation of
anyone else I'd met at school. They had fun imagining
and what-iffing and fooling around with crazy ideas.
They were all a year older than me, but I recogmzed
them as my sort of people just from overhearing them
talk. 1 pushed into their conversations, got rejected,
pushed back again next day, got thrown in a nettle bed,
still came back for more — and was grudgingly
accepted. One of them, very much the leader of the
gang, invited me into her house, sat me down on her
parents’ sofa and pushed a magazine in front of me.
The magazine was a battered copy of Analog. It kind
of started something ...

SF fandom is definitely the sort of place that
accepts the “misfit” and “odd-one-out” but it is too
tempting to think that if the boys who shot their
schoolfellows had been introduced to our hobby they
would have found it to their taste. 1t might have
happened that way, certainly, but more than fikely they
would not have found fandom sufficiently exciting,
sufficently violent, at their age. We are very quiet sorts
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of oddball, on the whole: very tolerant and non-invasive
of other’s space. That’s not a way of being that attracts
many people. Misfit-misfits, if you like. Being misfits,
we feel we understand those troubled youngsters. But
expecting them to be able to fit in with our ways is a
feeling born of that very human desire to make terrible
events “unhappen” by finding a way they could have
been avoided. If only they'd ... if only someone had ...
ifonlywed ...

The other common human response is to try
and find someone to blame. It’s an easier response than
the first one — requires less thought, thrives on
prejudice and hardened opinions.

Truth tends to lie in a messy grey area. Events
are not often a simple “A” causes”B” causes “C”, but
part of a tangled interlacing of chance and cause, of
circumstance and temperament, of what was planned
and what was just to hand. In some cases things
virtually “just happen” but that is a very hard thing to
swallow. We want to do something. Kiss it better,
Mummy. Make it go away.

To learn lessons and work toward improving
the ot of the misfit child in the education system is a
Good Thing. To assume that such improvements will
prevent such tragedies from occurring again is wishful
thinking. 1f not in one way they will happen in another.
There’s no magic formula that will solve the problem of
violence, because although you can set up barriers
against a specific sort of attack, that will only stop
copycat events. And as a result, we are liable to tum
classrooms into fortresses, and increase fear of the
outside world.

I think the mature response is to encourage
children to see others, adult and children, as humans like
themselves, and to value “difference” as much as
conformity. (That’s a tough task, especially when the
advertisers like people to be like other people and all
respond the same way at the push of a button.)
Obviously there is a need for teachers to keep an eye
out for trouble, to try to spot potential weak spots in the
school security system. But also we should resist the
urge to remove all risk, to make life too safe. “An
acceptable level of risk” is a difficult thing to quantify,
but it keeps people alert, and teaches them to be
responsible for their own actions.

Sheryl Birkhead
23629 Woodfield Road
Gaithersburg MD 20882

Chall continues to evolve. When Columbine
happened, 1 was saddened and wondered what changes
had taken place since [ was teaching 15 years ago. But,
1 didn’t look back. When 1 was 9 we moved out to “the
country” to a closed community in which everyone



was/is related to everyone else and outsiders were,
essentially, shunned. [ was an outsider then and it
always remaired that way. 1 ran into a classmate about
ten years ago when I took my mother to the
opthamologist. After I had signed her in, my mom
mentioned that Sandy had been talking about being in
my class — and why didn’t I go say hi. Why? All she
had ever done is pointedly ignore me and I saw no
reason to be friends “now.” College was a repeat
performance — graduate school wasn’t far behind. By
the time I went back to veterinary school | was there to
learn everything I could — period — and all social
aspects had dwindled to inconsequential. Pariah —
perhaps; loner — most certainly.

Joe Mayhew
7-S Research Road
Greenbelt MD 20770

Challenger 10 is certainly a contender. Nice
cover by Charlie Williams, not to mention his other fine
work. Sad, however, that the Steve Fox stuff is dated
long ago and far away. His work is energetic, baroque,
organic and entirely unique. I saw him at Philcon,
hanging stuff'in the art show. All of it was old.

Your lawyering stories show that the dewy-
eyed lad of 16 (page 7) lives on inside GHLIII's bare
pate. Who'd have thunk the Lafferty-prone editor of
Alack [in 1969] would go on to become a lawyer? Oh,
well, as they say, “It’s the 95% of them that give the
rest a bad name.” That famous judge who said, “There,
but for the Grace of God, go I perhaps should have
said, “There, but for money and connections ...”

That 16-year-old boy already had lawyerly
ambitions. The dream was born when [ was 12, and
saw To Kill a Mockingbird

R A. Lafferty is science fiction’s James Joyce.
Last I heard he was still barely alive and profoundly
senite. Much of his short fiction has been collected and
published by United Mythologies Press, and other smail
fan presses. The big publishers say he just isn’t
commercial. Good. That’s why he’s such a pleasure to
read.

Some enterprising publisher should reprint Ray's
masterworks Space Chantey and Past Master in
permanent hardback editions. They are treasures.

Darrell Schweitzer’s notion of how Civil War
vets would be offended by re-enactments of their battles
(page 51) is surprising from someone as interested in
history as he is. Until the last of them died, there were
encampments of the Grand Army of the Republic, and
of the Confederate vets (sometimes jointly held). They
marched in parades, visited battlefields and did mock
engagements. As they got older, it got more verbal and
sentimental, but there is something about veterans of
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awful wars that Darrell hasn’t taken into consideration.
One way of coming to terms with cruel absurdities is to
romanticize them. Touching history through re-
enactment beats the hell out of doing it the Balkan way,

by repeating it.
When I was a kid the syndicated show You Asked for
It featured a phone conversation betwveen the last
tiving Civil War veterans, a rebel and a yankee. By
the time it aired, both had heard the last bugle call.
There's a statue of the Union soldier at Gettysburg.
As for reunions becoming more and more
semtimental, Justin Winston owns an utterly horrid
short film called The Rebel Yell. Shot in the early
‘30s, it featured old Confederates disgracing
themselves giving the yell. One poor old duffer lost
his uppers!

Terry Jeeves
56 Red Scar Drive
Scarborough YO12 SRQ U.K.

Once again I have to thank you for a hefty
issue of Challenger — 102 pages no less. The articles
on the high school shootings make saddening reading,
so does the piece on the rapist. But I'm afraid you

misunderstood my LOC query about guilt. T fuily
understand and agree with the concept that a person on
trial is innocent until proven guilty. My query was, how
do you feel defending (for acquittal, not a reduced, nor
a reduced sentence) for a defendant who you know is
guilty and who admits to it? [ realise you have to
defend lim as if he were innocent, but how do you fee/

about it?
Fine. [ always defend a client for acquittal, because
I always believe that it is in the best interest of the
society to protect its law. The only lawyerly duty
which might bother me, later, is beating up a victim
in conrt — and as you saw from “Born to Lose"” in



Challenger #7, even that wouldn't bug me if the
victim was just as bad, or worse, than my clien.
Re the shooting, one can argue for and against
gun control and “need for protection,” but if guns
become inaccessible fewer teenagers etc. could get’em.
In the U.K. we have strict gun control. Oh | know
some hardened criminals can get’em, but it is far harder
for a teenager to take the family weapons or buy new
ones and then go on a shooting spree. Admittedly in
America there are thousands of guns already in
circulation, they would not disappear if anti-gun laws
were enacted. A problem for Solomon.

OH V&AM 7
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Harry Warner, Jr.
423 Summit Ave.
Hagerstown MD 21740

It is with a very heavy heart that I begin this
LOC on the very heavy tenth issue of Challenger. I
feel a strong foreboding that within minutes, [ will hear
a news flash announcing that President Clinton has sent
a punitive expedition to Mars to avenge the latest
cowardly destruction of Earth’s polar lander. No doubt
an aircraft carrier is already beyond the lunar orbit with
no possibility of its recall if Congress should attempt to
block this hasty presidential deciston.

I don’t really sympathize with the belief that
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the students who have been shooting up schools and
massacring families and so on are only partially
responsible for their behavior. But it is obvious that
something is causing young people to indulge in very
serious life-consuming crimes much more often than in
the past. Hazing by other children has gone on in
schools for centuries, so has the ridiculing by strong
kids against weak children, parents have been in some
cases inexpert in raising children as long as historical
records exist, so there must have been some other factor
or factors helping to create these tragedies, some cause
or causes that existed only minimally or not at all a half-
century and more ago. My inclination is to try to
control violence in the movies, on television, and in
video games by constitutional or unconstitutional
means, to see if that helps. Remember, the Hays Office
that kept the movies free from violence excesses for a
quarter-century was formed because the 1920s had seen
such wild behavior and uncontrolled movies were
suspected as a cause. The constitution lived through
that quarter-century and 1 think it would survive a
return to the regulations that kept violence on the screen
down to a reasonable level, didn’t permit villains to be
triumphant or portrayed in a favorable manner,
restricted vile language, and accidentally or not, resulted
in the golden age of the movies. Gone with the Wind,
accepted as one of the all-time great films and the most
famous Civil War sound movie, contains only one
gunshot. Has anyone counted the number of shots fired
in Ted Turner’s Gettysburg or in the most recent
shoot’em-up, Saving Private Ryan’s first half hour?
Could this difference have an effect on kids’ desire to go
and do likewise?
To storm Omaha Beach? War films depicting actual
events in a realistic manner couldn't persuade any
normal kid to do anything but hide! Such movies de-
romanticize violence, and show the viewer what
mayhem is really like. Andwhat it is really like is
nothing any child, even one “hungry for some
desperate glory,” would want anything to do with. 1
must disagree down the line. The late ‘30s brought
wonder 1o the screen despite the Hays Office, not
because of it, and the romanticism that uplifted film
in that era was more of a reaction to the Depression
than it was a resull of the insipid Hays constraints.
Yes, the Constitution survived that repressive period
— but it survived slavery, too, and the reason it
survived these two assaults on its precepts is because
it put both slavery and censorship down.
Like William Breiding, I can’t pluck from
memory one place that symbolizes my home. While
both of my parents lived, we occupied three houses in
Hagerstown, for extended periods, several others for
just a year or so. None of the longterm houses seems to



me more home than the other two. I've been in this
house for 42 years, but all but the first three have been
solitary and I can’t think of it as a home in the same
sense as where [ lived with my parents. But I don't see
why William, if he wants a home so much to think
about, shouldn’t go ahead and buy a house and settle
down.

Joy Moreau’s writings are indeed the jewel you
describe them as. I'd never read anything about these
first gorillas in the nation and [ don’t think I will need to
do so in the future, because of her comprehensive and
gripping narrative. But is it necessary to hunt for any
particular incident that causes a wild animal to tumn
mean suddenly? Maybe it happens because life in that
small cage eventually causes something in the mind of
the unfortunate beasts to snap.

1 feel dismay myself, not because I'm in a cage
someone else made (I suspect there is one around me
mamfactured by nyself, but we won’t go into that now)
but because I’m not going to be able to say something
about all the shorter contributions to this issue. Most of
them are gripping, several are scary, and 'm sure I
doa’t know how you managed to collect so many items
that fit the general theme you devised for this issue.

But I should express appreciation for the
article on Lou Tabakow. I knew him only in his sitting-
in-the-lobby-holding-court-to-convention-visitors
aspect. But [ could sense that he was as fine a person as
Mike Resnick pictures in his words. [ thought Fred
Chappell’s letter about Wilkie Conner was also splendid,
although I don’t remember ever having contact with the
latter or even reading previously about his death.

I must indignantly claim the continuing status
of publisher of the oldest fanzine, if this competition is
restricted to fanzines that have had the same editor,
haven’t had any long interruptions in appearances, and
haven’t changed title. 1 just recently mailed to FAPA
copies of the 60® anniversary issue of Horizons. Only
once since 1939 has there been a period of longer than
three months without a new issue. That happened in the
winter of 194344 when I was very ill with intestinal flu
and skipped that quarter’s issue. Technically, The
Fantasy Amateur, the official publication of FAPA, is
the oldest continually-appearing fanzine, but it of course
has had many editors down through the years.

On the other hand, I didn’t know that there
was a search for hermit crabs at one of the faanish
conventions recently. They couldn’t have been hunting
very hard because they didn’t find me.

In general, I believe Maryland during the Civil
War had most of its wealthy residents as Southern
sympathizers and most of its poor people favoring the
North. However, there were thousands of brothers
fighting on opposite sides. The Confederate sympathies
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seem to have been particularly strong in the southern
part of the state and on the eastern shore, less so in its
western portion. Here in Hagerstown, a mob burned
down the office of a local newspaper that was strongly
pro-South and ruined all its type, after word reached
town that a very popular Union officer who came from
Hagerstown had been killed in Virginia. The editor fled
the area. Some time later, the officer in question was
immensely gratified to find out how much be was
appreciated in his home town, when he came through
this area and explained that it had been a false rumor.
It hadn’t occurred to me before, that
apparently no fan has succumbed to Alzheimer’s while
active.
Which implies either that an active mind has less
chance of being affected by Alzheimer's ... or that a
mind affected by Alzheimer s is not going to be
particularly active. It's been my experience that a
mind that is depressed, confused, tainted by booze or
drugs, or otherwise abnormal is more susceptible to
senifity, but of course I'm no doctor.
I read with pleasure and some concern your
rundown on the Eddie episode in your life. I'm giad 'm
not a judge who has the power to decide if he should be
freed or locked up for life.
Freeing Eddie was never an option to ayone; the
question was whether he should be locked up in the
state penitentiary or the state mental ward. Nof the
salient question to me: the important matter was
understanding what happened. As you'’ll see when I
Sfinally get around to writing Part Il of the story, ['ve

had lintle luck in that regard,
Henry Welch
1525 16™ Ave.
Grafton WI 53024-2017
welch@msoe.edu

Thanks for Chatlenger 10. It was nice to see
Joy Moreau in print again. I wish Joe Maraglino and
Linda Michaels would become active again.
Amen! Joy's Niagara Falls friends produced a
wonderful fanzine in Astromancer Quarterly and
Linda’s art deserved its frequent Hugo nominations.
Super peopie, too.
1 think you’ve focused much of the blame in
the wrong area in regard to Allie’s story. While I agree
that the individuals who did the stoning deserve to be
punished I think it is the administrators and teachers
who did nothing to enforce reasonable discipline that
need to be punched in the face repeatedly. They are
supposed to be the responsible adults and any way I
slice it 1 think they have failed miserably as human
beings.

I cannot, no matter what the provocation the
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Columbine shooters felt they had, condone or approve
of what they did. I can empathize somewhat with their
situation since in high school 1 would fit much of the
profile. Above average intelligence, a certain level of
social ineptness, interest in computers, etc. There was
one thing, though, that I appeared to have, that clearly
did not fit the profile. 1 realized that [ did not need the
validation of the preppy clique in my high school. Some
attemnpts were made to accept me, but [ was above that.
I had self-confidence in myseif and while 1 understand
and appreciate how others viewed me I knew better
than to realize that I needed their validation.

I must also have grown up in a decent school
system since while 1 remember a few incidents where 1
and others were treated cruelly, it was always dealt with
by authority figures and it didn’t continue.

Further, 1 deplore the media coverage of the
incident. While it was a horribly compelling news story,
it did not need saturation coverage, nor did the private
lives of all those even peripherafly invoived need to be
opened to public scrutiny. Also every political wonk
and commentator felt the need to openly speculate even
before the gunpowder smell had cleared the sir. What
ever happened to responsible journalism that didn’t
speculate endlessly before the facts were known?

Our whole society is out of whack oa this front
and I feel helpless to do anything about it

Which is why I think the attention paid Columbine is
more than justified. We have to study the horror to
understand it and stop it.
My ultimate conclusion about Columbine, as (badly)
expressed in my third editorial in Challenger 10, was
that Klebold and Harris used the agonies of
adolescence — the cliques, the cruelty — asa
Justification for their private psychopathic agenda.
The cliques were indeed cruel, the authorities were
indeed brainless — but the blame for the massacre
rests with the killers. There s a photo taken a few
days before April 20th. It shows Klebold and Harris
goofing with other members of their class, firing
invisible guns at the camera. Seated beside them is
Cassie Bernall, a victim. These were guys who could
clown with a girl one day and butcher her the next. It
wasn't because you had a competent principal at
your high school that you didn't turn out like Klebold
and Harris, or even because you kad too much self-
respect. It was because you weren’t psychotic. You
weren 't evil.

Janine G. Stinson
P.O. Box 430314
Big Pine Key FL 33043-0314
tropicsf@aol.com
Chall 10's cover is eerily reminiscent of its
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content, which made me wonder if the resemblance was
intentional. Pulling heads off of things is one of the
hailmarks of a senal killer.

“Allie’s Story” was very effective, all the more
so because just after I heard about the Columbine
shootings, 1 went online to check cut 8 website someone
had tipped me to; the site is called siashdotcom, and no,
it has nothing to do with slashers. Much of what I read
there was echoed in Allie Copeland’s article. It was all
heartbreaking to me, since I recall my high school years
with more affection than dread I don’t recall being
belittled or harassed, but that may be because I attended
a high school in an area where the population was very
mobile (near an Air Force base in Maryland). A lot of
the students in that schoo! were military dependents or
government officials’ dependents, which meant they
moved on average every 2-4 years. Given such
mobility, one learns how to make friends or one goes
friendless. Leaming that so many young people have
suffered so much at the hands of their classmates is
horrifying to me.

The transience of your high school’s population also
meant that cliques didn 't have time to form, and the
uniformity of background put the damper on class
differences. As I so often do, I'm going to refer my
readership fo a recent article in Esquire. “My
Favorite Teacher” not only depicts the shock that
comes from discovering a beloved instructor 's hidden
secret, but chillingly recalls the cruelty of
adolescence. Brutal stuff but terrific writing.

I found “Misfit™ to be an excellent piece on
what it’s like to get up close and personal with a major
news story, as well as to discover that one is related —
however distantly — to someone who’s committed a
major crime. Charlie Williams has art in his writing as
well as his drawing, and T thank you for publishing

“Home Sickness” struck a deep chord in me,
for opposite reasons. While I was growing up in
Maryland, my parents would pack us and the Ted
Williams pop-up tent-trailer off to Michigan for a two-
week vacation in their home town. Being Army brats,
my siblings and 1 may not have appreciated the sense of
having a home place then. I can certainly appreciate it
now. Even today, when I think of home, [ think of my
parents’ hometown.

Janet Larson asked, “When in history before
now has there been the concept of the unwanted or
disposable child?” All through history. The anciem
Greeks, like many other classical societies, tended to put
their damaged children out for fate to handle (ie.
Oedipus). In China in ages past, girl babies were
routinely abandoned in favor of sons. In modern China,
families are severely punished if they have more than the
State’s quota of children; the leftovers are sent to
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orphanages with bare walls and a severe lack of stimuli.
Many European cultures also abandoned sick or
otherwise “defective” children, often those born out of
wedlock. This is nothing new. Human history is replete
with such horrars.

Guy, you had better provide translations for
the Cyrillic, Greek and Arabic lettering you used or |
shall be very cross with you! Don’t keep me in
suspense too long!

[ obey, proud mistress!  The “words™ you saw came
Sfrom my changing my Corel WP font to something
exotic and typing either “‘Challenger " or the name of
the author whose article had just finished. Thus
“POTssQ@eQ’ " or “)aps mcpsiac,” Rather
neat way to sheak hidden messages inta one’s zine, eh
what?

“Callie” sounded chillingly tamiliar, given what
I’ve learned over the last ten years of studying serial
murder and serial killers. There's different, and then
there’s dangerous. Serial killers “in training” (in their
childhood years) often do vicious things to animals.
Allison was wise to go home.

You possibly remember a televised PSA on that very
theme, showing a photo of a yvoung boy with the
voiceover, “When he was 8 he poured gasoline into a
bucket of tadpoles” ... and then a picture of the same
kid as a teenager, with the narration, When he was
13 he burned a dog alive” ... and then “We all know
what he did when he was 30 ... " and a photo of the
boy-become-a-man: Jeffrey Dahmer.

You warned me about “Eddie” before I read it,
concerned about my “sensibilities,” which was gallant of
you, but unnecessary. As I replied, “I appreciate your
concem ... but have been married to a cop for 14 years
and [ have studied several sertal killers and serial murder
cases. [ don’t think there’s much that would shock me
... “ After reading the article, [ was angrier at that sheriff
than [ was at Eddie.

Like [ said, “Turn the rage.”

I'm not sure where my interest in serial murder
and serial killers began, but I think it’s intertwined with
my interest in multiple personality disorders. 1 read a
book called When Rabbit Howls several years ago and

was amazed that that book’s “writer” lived to
adulthood, given what she said she experienced as a
child. From that book | went on to read several others,
some of them academic works from doctors. ['ve also
read case histories of serial rapists; the childhood
histories of the two serial crimes is very similar (both are
often severely abused as children).

[ think [ understand why you “treasure” the
yarn cross. Even Eddie, in the end, is a human being.
This doesn’t excuse what he did, or what was done to
him; it’s just a reminder.

If I could, I'd like 1o amend what you say. “loven
Eddie, in the beginning, was a human being.”
During his crime spree [ don't think he was a human,
social creature. While he way in his predator mode |
think he was something different, something deadly.
something lycanthropic, worse than savage. No, |
treasure that cross because it came from a client who
was struggling, and [ believe sincerely, to return to
humanity from literal bestiality. [ can tell you now he
never made it back.

You wrote in “Editonal Three” “Maybe we
should demand less and offer more.” How perceptive
— I wish more people could read those words. [ have
a seven-year-old son, and I have only recently realized
that I should be doing exactly what you suggest. [
sincerely hope that other parents wake up and do the
same, and maybe Columbine will become a sober
reminder of how far off track we as a society went,
instead of a harbinger of what daily life will become.

E.B. Frohvet
4716 Dorsey Hall Dr. #506
Ellicott City MD 21042

The level of compassion and understanding you
attempt to bring to amoral sociopaths does you credit,
to be sure. Yet I am reminded of the old Irish saying,
“He who sups with the Devil must bring a long spoon.”

My initial reaction to the Columbine disaster
was a shocked horror which was, { admit, somewhat
dulled by repetition; my second reaction was relief that
the two little swine had at least managed to kill
themselves, thus saving the nation the drawn-out and
pointless agony of a trial. My own adolescence was not
happy (though [ suppose it could have been worse; |
was simply too small a target for the true thugs of high
school). And I went through my share of revanchist
fantasies. The ditference is that my imaginary revenges
seldom involved a higher level of violence than a punch
in the mouth, and they were directed at those who had
actually done me harm.

[ will go along with you and Brant Kresovich
that [ have few problems with the U.S. Postal Service
— U'd like to see them charge first class rates for junk



advertising, which would cut down dramatically on the
pollution of my mail box, but that’s beyond my control.

In your response to Darrell Schweitzer, you
comment that the Vietnam Memorial in Washington is
a nation’s way to grieve. Consider that even now, they
are bringing busloads of schoolchildren to see it, who
look blankly at the wall and ask, “What’s Vietnam?” In
fifty years, no one will be left that cares, and in a
hundred, they’ll pull it down.

No, I can't believe the Americans of the 22 Century
will be any less patriotic or compassionate than their
Jorbears, who still revere their nation's history and
visit the monuments of Gettysburg and Valley Forge,
imagining and appreciating and learning from the
sacrifices people made beneath them.

I will have to agree to disagree with Joseph
Nicholas. Joseph sees the distinction between “fannish”
and “sercon” as a false distinction, I see it as a true one.
Further argument of this is obviously pointless.

Indulge me in a very minor nitpick. In your
review of Mimesa #24 you refer to Curt Phillips’ article
as being about “road racing.” It was in fact about
NASCAR, or oval-track racing — referred to by road
racers as “roundy-rounding.” Road racing involves
turning right occasionally.

Your over-generous review of my Twink is
appreciated. You conclude, “I still don’t know much
about the editor!” My immediate impulse is to suggest
you count your blessings; a more measured response is
to note that intensely personal, self-revelatory writing
does not come easily to everyone, even assuming there
are aspects of their individual lives worth writing about.

Concerning your remarks on page 40 ...

I predict that at midnight of December 31,
1999, I will be in bed, alone, and probably already
asleep. I deny that this will be a “big moment,” either
from my perspective, of any other.

Myself, I was at my brother's sister-in-law s house on
Grand Island, New York, digesting a splendid boiled
lobster and shouting “Happy new year!” into the ear
of my 3-year-old nephew. Next stop was the edge of
Niagara Falls to watch the cataract propel itself into
space.

I predict that if 1 make it to the Hugo Awards
ceremony at the 2000 worldcon in Chicago, I will
restrain myself from booing out loud. More than that,
I cannot promise.

I predict that by the spring of 2001, most but
not all of the millennial eschatology nut jobs
(eschatology = the branch of theology that deals with
the end of the world) will retreat to their caves to re-
read “The Revelation of St. John” and review their
calailations.
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I predict that the need for screwdrivers will be
diminished, but they will not disappear altogether.

[ predict that the next Pope will be African, or
at least non-European, and will take as his papal name
“Vietor [V.”

I predict that by the end of 2002, at least half
of the fanzines presently in cicrculation will have ceased
publication.

And I predict that “what humans think it means
to be human” will continue to mean what it has always
meant, i.e., “my small tribe.”

I would like to predict that all music by Gilbert
& Sullivan, and all Christmas carols except perhaps “O
Come All Ye Faithful”, would disappear from the face
of the Earth; but sadly, neither of those is likely.

P.S. I could live with “Q Little Town of
Bethlehem” too.

f'/ﬁW@M“ -
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Richard Lyunch
P.O. Box 1350
Gaithersburg MD 20885
fiawol@cpcug.org/jophan@zdnetonebox.com
Impressive issue, this one might be your best
yet. I’m happy to see Charlie Williams doing some
writing as well as fan art. An unfortunate typo in our
letter of comment, though; it reads “we’ve not tried to
put ourselves about fandom in any way ...” when what
I actually wrote was *“‘we’ve not tried to put ourselves
above fandom in any way ...” ['m hoping that your
readers will be able to figure out that it was a typo, and
what the actual text was supposed to be. Also, your
characterization is not correct that we “were planning to
can Mimosa.” The word “can” has a negative
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connotation (which you, as a lawyer who has had much
experience using the English language, obviously
know). We’re not thinking of ending publication of
Mimosa because of some assumed dislike for it.
If so, you 'd be the only fans I've ever encountered
who disliked the zine.

Joseph T. Major

1409 Christy Avenue
Louisville KY 40204-2040
jtmajor@iglou.com

Editorial: Be True to Your School: “I never
had any trouble with student athletes at my school,” you
say. In high school, neither did I. (The trouble I had
was with the kids who were too disorganized to be on
the team and too dumb to do well.) In college —
originally, the idea of collegiate athletics was to
encourage physical fitness and develop cooperative
babits. But, with any competition, the end becomes
more important than the means.

University teams have become the be-all and
end-all of the university, I fear. The University of
Louisville i3 expanding. They built a new stadium and
tore down the old planetarium. The stadium got the big
boom from the administration, became the public
symbol of our wonderful university football team, and
so on. The administration planned not to bother
replacing the planetarium until some people raised a big
stink.

This is nothing new; recall that the plot (to the
extent that one can have a plot in a Marx Brothers
movie) of Horsefeathers concerns a college that has
fired presidents on an annual basis for inability to create
a winning football team. ‘What President “Whatever it
is, I'm against it!” Wagstaff did to the game was about
what it deserved, but more serious schools did about as
much. And in sixty years, the strains have intensified.
This creates an environment in which deep feelings are
repressed.

Larson: As with all obvious, sensible solutions
there are impediments. Smaller schools cannot
affordably have all the programs desired — as Janet
points out, schools are expected to be everything
parents can no longer bother to be, and small schools
cannot afford mandatory counseling, regular Diversity
classes, and the like, not to mention the occasional
session devoted to education.

Community schools are racist, according to the
current trend, only in a large school can the student
body get the needed diversity required to prepare the
child of today for the coming multicultural experience of
the 21* century. If the multicultural experience is
mutually hostile cliques, 1 guess so.
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Parental involvement is a negative factor,
according to contemporary educational theory. Parents
demand to see textbooks, sit in on courses, evaluate
teachers. None of this goes over well with the
educational dynasties.

Visitors and Visited: What strikes me most
about these pictures is the sheer joy that Qur Editor
radiates at being able to provide hospitality.

Gargy: Joy Moreau is sadly unappreciated for
her ability to evoke a culture that, while not ours, is so
heartbreakingly like ours. As for Gargantua ... if he had
been a human, the story of his life would have been in
keeping for the biography of a serial killer. And yet
Mrs. Lintz would have protested vehemently had she
been accused of abuse. As for the “tug-of-war”
incidents one wonders, did she do the same with her
puppies? Did they become as aggressive as Gargantua
did?

And if such abuse, from evil or good
intentions, can make a gorilla so violent, one wonders
how humans, who are more inventive in tormenting-for-
their-own-good their own kind, can fare. One book I
read on the Unabomber (Unabomber: A Desire to Kill
by Robert Graysmith) pointed to a little-regarded, yet
crucial incident in Kaczynski’s development. When he
was less than a year old, he developed hives. The
treatment involved strapping the baby to a board, so he
could be covered in the cintment all over and not rub it
off. This took several months. Imagine, if you will,
how bad it would be for a full-grown adult, capable of
mental activites while in such confinement. And then
realize how a baby would be unable to tell the
difference. Did Kaczynski fail to bond?

And did the treatment, well-intentioned or
malicious, that Buddy/Gargantua received break
whatever emotional bonding he might have formed? We
attempt to form emotional bonds with our cats and
dogs. Lis and I joke about the cats ignoring us and only
wanting food, but we never sit down alone. Watching
television, working on the computer, is never a solitary
experience, even if the furry others in the room are
curled up, seemingly withdrawn into their own world.
So if Gargantua’s ties to others were severed. violence
might well be only recourse in dealing with the world.

So many children these days have ro bonding
with the world.

This is getting too grim. Let’s have a joke. |
see that Joy's father is “the man who traveled in
elephants "

Second Fditoriai: Thanks for reprinting [Chris
Beamon'’s censored] story. 1 think I would give it 2 “C”
— several misspellings, a general run-on style (did you
notice it was all one paragraph?), and a rather lame
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ending. A very stream-of-consciousness tale; I didn’t
find it so much scary as unformed, a realistic depiction
of the juvenile lack of comprehension of life. (This is
what makes those teenaged soldiers and drug hit-men so
violent.) Where did he say that he was actually going to
do any of that? Harris and Klebold said they were
going to kill people.

The real scary Halloween story was how
energetic the school system got. This is a story on par
with the six-year-old sexual harasser. The distinction
between thought and action is realized in the Bill of
Rights, but not by those who replaced civics with
diversity.

Wingers want everyone fo look and sound the same.
The politically correct don't care how you look, but
heaven help you if you don't think like they do.

We hope to see you and all the Challenger
regulars at Rivercon XXV, the last ever, in Louisville
on July 28-30, 2060. All the living guests of former
Rivercons have been invited to be the guests of honor of
this final celebration, under the genial overlordship of
Mike Resnick (GoH 1990, co-Fan GoH 1991). For a
mere 3525 sent to Rivercom, P.O. Box 58009,
Louisville KY 40268-0009 you too can be part of this.
Check at bttp://members.aol.com/rivercon for up-to-
date information. The hotel will be the Executive Inn
West, again, and their tofl-free reservations number is 1-
800-626-2708.

And afterwards:

WIG WAM WIG WAM WIG WAM WIG WAM

Rick Feinberg
18 Acacia Road
West Roxbury MA 02132
refeinberg@hmme.com
This ts kinda dumb — to me you're still the
teenage letterwriter I grew up with, reading DC Comics.
When I was a kid you were one of my heroes, along
with “Castro Mike” Friedrich, Irene Vartanoff, Peter
Sanderson, Mark Evanier, Gary Skinner ... [ could think
of nothing cooler than to be a “known" letterwriter at
DC ... especially living in California (a place I idealized,
being from Connecticut). How funny to see you as an
adult (by Kelly Freas). What the heck did you look like
back in the ‘60s?
You saw a photo last issue of the scabrous creature
carrying my name in 1966; here s Kelly Freas' take
on the long-haired hippy of 1972. Mike Friedrich
lives in Berkeley and is still in the comics business;
he visited NOLa a few years ago. I understand Irene
has married. Evanier used to work for Disney, but |
haven't seen him in decades. [ never met Sanderson
or Skinner. Ah, the good old days of lerterhacking ...

my wonderfully misspent youth.

Joy V. Smith
8925 Selph Rd.
Lakeland FL 33810
pagadan@aol.com
Good issue, good theme — not something [
would have asked to read more about, but it does need
to be addressed. The cover fit the issue, but the first
thing I thought of was the doll scene in Con Air.
The very first movie I remember seeing — my parents
didn’t know [ was old enough to pay attention — was
The Snake Pit. I was horrified at the scene where
the little girl crushes the head on the daddy doll.
Re: “Allie’s Story.” 1'd heard about the
backlash against the Goths, which shows how people
react blindly, driven and crippled by fear. But what
causes the prejudice re: jocks, government employees,
academics, etc.? Look beyond the stereotypes. It
seldom occurs to people to get the beam out of their
own eyes first ...
[ liked the variety of experiences, including
{Joe Mayhew’s] painting of Mrs. Porter’s casket. (I
enjoy reading about people connecting.) 1 find it
interesting that many movie stars and comics were
miserable in their early years, just like us ... Of course,
some weren’t. Just like some of us? (I've always
wondered about the ratio; how many of us were as
wretched as we saw ourselves? And what could we
have done about it? There were things / could have
done. Ah, hindsight.)
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Re: my own high school experience. It was
not very happy, for a variety of reasons, which I do not
allow myself to wallow in. I liked college a lot more.
But I was not bullied in school; even though I was not
a member of any group. (We moved a lot.) My parents
were always supportive, though one has to go to school
alone, sometimes scared as hell. The only physical
attack was having my face painted in junior high on the
street on the way home as part of some sort of
initiation. 1 stood there and took it, afraid and crying
inside, and I developed a loathing of hazing, etc. This
may have contributed to my not joining a sorority in
college (I was asked) and wondering why people
thought they had to be part of an exclusive group. And
1 will never understand why people perpetuate the pain
they endured.

I enjoyed [Joy Moreau’s] circus background
article. T like history. And spreading three editorials
throughout the issue was a great idea, as was the closing
connection in the third editorial with the last article,
“Mrs. Jayne Died of Oldness.” Wonderfid title. (1
swear if I hear “T'm 90 years young” one more time, |
will shriek.) .

As always, the epistles are enlightening
(leaming about “pounce” and those nutria with fangs /7
lied about those — Ed.]). As are your articles about
people like Eddie. I truly hope you will collect and
publish them. They are unbiased, yet compassionate,
and needfid.

Gene Stewart
1710 Dianne Ave,
Bellevuee NE 68005
stews@radiks.net

The Charlie Williams cover {on Chall #10] is
both eerie and evocative, like a ghost examining the
demise of a favorite toy long abandoned to the apathetic
fiving. Note that the doll and doll’s head are more
focused than the person holding it, and the expressions
on the faces. Bravo.

Once again, superb writing elevates this zine
above all others, bar none. Challenger lives up to its
name in every way.

Allie Copeland’s story should be read far and
wide but wouldn’t do much good, probably. Those of us
who have been on the receiving end of such bigotry
kniow all about it, and those who don’t want to know
never listen anyhow. [ can hear it now, the sneers of
“Hey, you chose the [Goth] fashion, now live with the
coasequences it brings.”

Counform or be cast out, Rush sings. Indeed:
during the filming the Planet of the Apes movies, it was
noticed that costumed actors congregated according to
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which mask they wore. Chimps clumped, gorillas hung
together, and the orangutans afl shared a table. There
was no intermingling, even though there were no
distinct groups prior to putting on the masks and make-
up. In fact, some folks actually found themselves
separated from friends or acquaintances because no one
wanted to break the appearance lines.

Editorial - Be True to Your School: Each
successive class got worse at my high school. In my
senior year we were afraid of the freshmen. For my
class, vandalism might’ve been marking a bathroom stall
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with initials, with a pencil. The freshman class in my
senior year ripped out sinks, light fixtures, and tore
down the stalls, as well as prying up floor tiles, pulling
out pipes and wires, and knocking holes through the
wall. They did thousands upon thousands of dollars
worth of damage and were dangerous to approach. Not
all of them, but a high enough percentage that it was
impossible not to notice.

Why? Well, in fact, jobs had gotten scarcer
and the economy in our area was near dead last in the
nation. Coal mines, once pure gold, had become
abandoned bony dumps. The steel industry moved to
Korea. We were getting down to nothing left, and
certainly some of these stressors showed up in the kids.
Whether that’s reason, excuse, or irrelevance, 1 just
don’t know.

There were stabbings, shootings, even the fire-
bombing of our principal’s house. That freshman class
was terrifying to us small town kids and farm folks.
We’d never seen the like and didn’t like it at all.

My own younger brother ended up trashed by
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that class, drawn into drugs and, later, divorce and
squalor by being sidetracked early on. He bragged
about fights, gang raids, and brushes with the law, all
things I found alien and alarming, It was as if Beirut or
some big city stum had swooped down to curse our
Western Pennsytvania Laurel Highlands small town.
Snap answers such as social mores or poverty never
cover all the bases, so I’'m left shell-shocked but not
much wiser.

Misfit by Charlie Williams: Nice collage, a
patchwork quilt from Hell to keep us all toasty in this
cold social climate.

From ‘Passages’ by Janet Larson: Requried
parental involvement? Have you seen some of these
parents?

Painting Mrs. Porter's Casket by Joe Mayhew:
Great story, told with flair. You're right, Joe, you knew
the person, all they know is facts. This is a stand-out
among excellences.

Nola Frame-Gray’s words echoed geekdom’s
lonely cry, but 'm not sure society glorifies violence
outside the media, which most thinking folks know
enough to ignore anyway, right? Reasous run deeper,
I suspect

Alas, alas, [ see it otherwise: our society accepts and
even applauds violence when it is official. Witness
the obscene verdict in the Bronx police shooting case,
the mindlless massacre of an innocent for the deadly
crime of breathing while black. That the killers were
cops was enough reason for the jury to turn a cold
eye to their racist, arrogant mindset, which let those
Jour thugs attack an innocent man for no sane cause.
One hopes the civil jury will be sharper, and gut
those cops like fish.

Growing Up Wrong by Sabina Becker:
Charming irony. Finding that special magic each of us
has can be salvation or curse, but failing to find it can be
worse, as Columbine et cetera show all too clearly. So
where does self-esteern come from? Anyone know?
Lowest common denominator approaches and avoiding
competition aren’t building much but disiltusionment
and resentment. Genuine accomplishment requires a
focus on the individual, and that’s where systematic
approaches fail. This is a human problem and must be
solved on a human level because in education one side
does not fit al.

Gargy by Joy Moreau: lncredible stuff,
interestingly told. I'd agree that this is a treasure trove
of knowledge to be preserved, and the gorilla is a
worthy topic. So who among us has inherited the face
that strikes fear into all who see it? Medusa, anyone?

Second Editorial: Beamon’s essay/vignette
simply made me laugh, I'm forced to report. What
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happened because of it, howevey, is anything but funny.
I’'m with GHLIN on this one. Kids are property with no
rights, at least in the eyes of way too many folks in
positions to make their lives miserable. Overblown
panicked reactions only worsen things for everyone.
What did this kid learn? [ heard that Today show
broadcast, too. He learned to live in fear. To self-
censor. To keep his trap shut and goose-step or else.
And, as GHLIN said to let it afl fester,
unacknowledged, unaired. He leamned to resent idiot
authority and have contempt for the status quo. Control
freakism is not just pathetic, it’s dangerous. And, as
GHLIN touched on, what ever happened to considered
writing as a constructive means of venting innner
pressures?

Mountain Sue by Susan R. Higgins: Susan
doesn’t really make clear what made her different from
others in the opening of this piece, other than her
thinking it was so. This puzzies me. Was it poverty
that set her apart? Eccentricity? Nonconformity? It
matters only to let the reader more clearly understand
her painful, vivid story.

At one point she writes, “I struggled with the
vegetarians in the house and others who wanted me to
join in their silly games. Finally they got the picture that
I wasn’t like them and left me alone.” This sounds like
a conscious, even adamaat decision, rather than a state
forced upon her by circumstances beyond her control,
yet the reader still has no clear idea what’s so differeat
about her.

Ultimately this is a story of grit and survival
and I like that part a great deal. I guess the point of this
difficult piece is that there can be too much “help”
forced on people, or at least help of the wrong kind and
with inappropriate or draconian strings attached.
Helping people be themselves would be a better angle of
approach.

And three cheers for Susan. I've lived in a tent
in the woods thanks to a lack of funds, so I know the
drill and salute another survivor. Her message is
important: be true to yourself don’t live in the past.

Joe Mayhew: Great article on Katharine Anne
Porter. Has anyone else noticed Chall’s sub-theme of
great literary women?

Gregory Benford: What rehabilitation program
works, though, and for what types of criminals, and at
what stages of their careers? Also, there are many rehab
scams, so the mirdmum we pay for public defenders may
rot be more costly? Talk about a problem begging for
some effective social engineering ...

Good point about Engineering vs. Politics, and
amen.

Richard Dengrove: Macho pissing contests are



an interesting phenomenon, when observed from afar
and in the abstract, but lead to excesses in real life, as
you point out concerning the Post Office.

As for free will and murder, I've long held that
there should be a distinction between physical and other
kinds of guilt. If your body did it, other considerations
don’t matter, your body gets isolated from society as the
dangerous component. Admittedly this creates a whole
new category of criminal, but it might keep dangerous
folks from being among us so easily after their
horrendous crimes, and it might make silly excuses such
as the Twinkie defense less feasible.

Don’t condemn “the Twinkie defense” out of hand.
San Francisco homophobe Dan White was not found
Not Guilty & Not Guilty By Reason of Insanity of the

murders of Harvey Milk and George Moscone
because he ate too many Twinkies, as critics of that
verdict claimed, but because he 'd suffered a complete
mental breakdown. His living on Twinkies was merely
cited as evidence of that,

Arthur D. Hiavaty: 1 share your lament for
new short fiction vemees, but must wonder how come it
doesn’t sell, with all the short fiction lust in evidence on
zine pages.

Tobacco smoking is self-medicating because
the nicotine adjusts brain chemicals into new balance.
Once hooked, one smokes to maintain that balance
within certain parameters. Withdrawal is the process of
getting used to other parameters, and the sad part is that
the brain never forgets those nicotine settings, so
occasional cravings hit all ex-smokers, if only in their
dreams.

Experts have told me that nicotine is more addictive
than any other drug besides heroin. I understand that
Malcolm X kicked his addiction to heroin, got off of
morphine, and began his recovery from aicohol ... but
could never shake the need for cigarettes.

1 often wonder if Philip Jose Farmer didn’t
have health problems along the lines of Baa’b Dylan or
Roger Zelazny — all three had brilliant beginnings and
iffy middle-to-end periods, with a feirly stark
demarcation at the point of health crises. Having said
this, I'll also say that Farmmer published a diverting
mystery novel, a parody of the hard-boiled school called
Nothing Burns in Hell, in 1998 or thereabouts. Maybe
he just lost interest in SF.

While I'll agree that few writers of any genre
can write convincing love/sex scenes, such are especially
scarce in SF, which has a prudish streak that may be a
remnant of the days when SF was marketed strictly
towards male adolescents. (Are those days gone yet?
Do the publishers know?)

Methinks the streak you mention isn’t so much
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prudish as prurient, and that this also reflects SF'’s
essential adolescence. Sexuality was either romantic
or pornographic, sappy or titillating. 1 think a lot of
this was because SF didn 't manage to present a
believable female character throughout the first
several decades of its existence. Human relationships
aren 't our bailiwick, unfortunately. I know there are
foads of exceptions — I call for my readers to name
their candidates.

No, you’ve got the cart
inside the horse: it’s not that
more and more print SF is
media SF translated to
the page — it’s that some
print SF does indeed have
roots in media SF, <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>