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EDITORIAL: THE SUMMER OF 2001

We will always remember the spring and summer of 2001. The world is ditterent now that it is past. So
am |, so is science tiction, so is Southern fandom, and so is America.

In this summer and the weeks abutting it there have been grievous losses, and glorious times.
This tssue touches on both. Grear joy ... great sorrow ... great panic ... great change.

The Challenger which tollows this editorial proceeds in a rough chronological order, carrying me
and mine and us through the season just past. Here and there, like precognitions ot the summer’s most
horrible moment, thoughts and impressions ot September 11" will tind their way into this issue. My
thanks to the authors of these vignettes for sharing them.

There is happiness here, too, and that great happiness has brought new competence at the art ot
zine-building to Challenger. My beloved wite Rose-Marie lends us her considerable skill with the
computer, helping Chall join the 20" Century — now that it is sately the 21%. Her stepmother, Patti
Green, has performed an inestimable service by scanning the photos appearing in this issue onto CD.
Whether their reproduction will compare tavorably to my old halttones is tor you, who are reading the
zine, to know, and tor me, preparing it, to tind out. I do know how easv layout is when everything is on
the dinkum-thinkum. In anv event, any beaury on these pages is to the credit of these two great ladies,
and any trailty in them is my doing. . i , ww

There is great beaury in Alan White’s | "% . 8 uads . * s -
gorgeous cover. Thank Rose-Marie's ' L %
computer expertise, again, tor its

reproduction. As tor our interior art, all hail
to Randy Cleary, Charlie Williams and the
inestimable Peggy Ranson tor the special illos .~ *
they did for these sheets. The work by Bryan
Norris and Julia Morgan-Scott and others was
already on hand, but need I tell you how
welcome it was. Digging into stutt in storage
brought the lost genius ot Jerry Collins again ¢

to view; does anyone know where Jerry hangs
his chapeau these days?

On the word tront, Challenger 15
graced by some of our regular contributors,
such as Mike Resnick and Greg Bentord, Bob
Sirignano, Charlie Williams and Gene
Stewart, and a couple of very welcome new
taces, Terry Jeeves and Ben Indick. [ imagine
it's been a long time since anyone said either
of these venerable taces was new, but both are
very welcome. All of our Chall pals add a
hopetul, happy perspective to this grim tall.

One tace adds not only class, but
beauty and hope and the one thing that s
greater than these. Another salute to the lady
who has made this season, no matter how
challenging or terrible, the brightest moment
of my lite. Read on!



GROWING UP SEF'NAL;

a howl at post literate culture
Gene Stewart

If only science fiction would grow up. 1t could ... what”

What could science fiction accomplish mature and literate that it hasn’t done juvenile and pulpy?
Would a more hiterary version of science fiction be better. of just different”

In a recent Locus interview. Thomas Disch. one of the leading New Wave wniters who sought to bring
a higher literarv sense into science fiction. declared defeat. Or was 1t surrender”? He writes literary horror
pastiches these davs. as if too tired to both kicking science fiction anvmore He said science fiction has clearly
rejected more literary approaches 1n favor of a juvenile stance and an unstudied pulp informality.

He's nght. but 1s he also wrong?

One thinks of Vernor Vinge's recent novels. A Fire Upon the Deep and A Deepness in the Sky They
are pure space opera. hearkening back to EE “Doc™ Smuth and other pulp favontes. Theyv won Hugo
recogmtion and popularity among fans because of. not desprte. this fact Science fiction readers find
themselves in the odd posttion of preferring to read about the future in retro modes and motifs. It’s escapism's
revenge for the New Wave having gotten too cute. mayvbe. and to hell with futurism’s shock value.

So why not higher literarv values in written science fiction? There have been sophisticated science
fiction novels. sure  Poul Anderson made them look easv. vet how manyv of todayv’s science fiction writers
could produce a work like Orion Shall Rise or Boat of a Million Years” His like 1s passing. and with such
souls go our chances for more of those ethical. courageous. and scientifically insightful stones

Today. diversity 1s being homogenized toward corporate blandness. The bottom line of profit counts
now more than ever (And 1t was alwavs a publisher’s dream baby.) Anv aspect of writing that makes 1t
harder to grasp 1s squeezed out because fewer will be receptive to such hard work. Sophistication 1s. by
defimtion. rare. And 1t hmuts appeal And that cuts into profit potential. And so 1t must go

Yes. the Bell Curve 1s suffocating science fiction If a wniter's first novel doesn 't sell both quickiy and
by the ton. forget seeing a follow-up  And here’s the new rub — publishers are eager now for sequels and senes.
even from first imers. almost to the exclusion of anv singleton or stand-alone novel Some are demanding the
second and third book be written before they Il publish the first. If vou don't have the kith and kin of Gordon
Dickson’s virihty of imagination. best forget wrting these days

Milking 1deas and stretching already thin premuses to breakpoint becomes necessary for any
professional writer wanting to survive  Sure. one can stretch a story over three — or ten — novels. but at what
pownt in this taffy pull does such work become product sold by quantity”? And what of payvoffs. the hterary
tension-release pattern needed for at least rudimentary fan lovalty?

Does quality 1n fact matter anvmore?

Certainly the more compulsively readable a work 1s. the more 1t will please readers. The more
suspenseful and compelling the plot. the more readers will be thnlled  And creating characters everyone loves
and can identifv with 1s the key to franchise heaven

Harnv Potter 1s first and foremost product. a merchandisable character. Only secondanly do such
considerations as story line and the details of vensimilitude come 1n. Writing. actual word use. grammar,
syntax and onginal phrasing. 1s far down on the list. and please. no big or odd words on which readers mught
stumble. Never stop the flow of good ad copy-

The marketplace has reduced things to a search for the next Sherlock Holmes, who 1s arguably the
most successful literary and franchise character ever created  He 1s recogmzed more widely than Hamlet and



comes 1n a close second to Jesus. Buddha. and Mohammed.

[s 1t surprising. then. how many recent big budget movies are character driven? From X-Men to Lara
Croft: Tomb Raider. we re seeing more characters and less actual story. or writing. Be 1t a character From
comic books, computer games. or dustv old hardcopy books. 1t’s hero-worship by Hollywood on a scale to
shame Ancient Greek myth Ifa character can draw loval repeat business, 1t's enshrined in the Merchandising
Mall of Mammon

All neophyte writers. listen up! What make something good as literature applies today only so far as
creating a great hero. a senes character. Bevond that, one 1s better off picking up a video camera than a pen
Storytelling s dead to words now. Images rule

But if one must wnite. then think in terms of graphic novels and video games. Think of kids role-
plaving their latest favonte hero in anv of a dozen interchangeable chifthanger pitfalls

If science fiction ever grows up. it might derail the gravy train. and today s narrow gauge Procrustean
bed. there 1s just no room for that.

“Procrusty- ... say whar?”

>y

Thoughts on the Scene:

Tim Marion

There 1s an unusual hush that has fallen over the streets of the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Gone
1s the usual roar of the traffic. which normally does not cease even at night. The bridges have been closed. and
almost no vehicular traffic has been on the streets  The police are evervwhere. establishing checkpoints at 14th
and Houston Streets. and surrounding the entire area. The people walk around with a haunted look in their eyes
- they try to look and act normal. but vou can tell the difference. Everyone looks as though they have stared
death 1n the face and wondered why he didn't take them too. and wonder when their turn wall actually come
Smiles are a rare commodity 1n New York now

The president was in town todayv. and the constant whooshing growl of unseen jet engines. high
the sky. caused both me and others to look skyward with a questioning gaze. knowing. even if we did see
something coming. we would most likelv be unable to avoid 1t 1n time. No one knows what to expect or why
this 1s happening. Although 1t 1s technucally. in terms of its devastation. an act of war. at the same time. the
fact that 1t's an act of terronsm means that 1t was designed more to frighten and demoralize the American
people as opposed to totally destroving us. An act orchestrated by a mad coward with delusions that he will
get away with 1t and that it doesn't matter if he doesn't. Someone who believes he serves God in the form of
Allah. but most likely serves Kali (Hindu death goddess) and Mammon (Biblical demon who thrives on
suffering). We are facing an enemy whose face remains hidden and who. 1f hus face was not, still could not be
negotiated with — this 1s a human enemy so iimical to our life that we must squash 1t the same as we would
any msect or parasite which threatens us

In order to fight this war. we will have to descend to his level and fight a long. drawn-out war of
subterfuge and conspiracies — merelv bombing the hell out of deserts or hospitals and schools will accomplish
nothing except more misers

>



From: Robert Whitaker Sirignano

When I woke up early on the 11* of September, I was preparing to go to the bank. I decided to tum
on the computer and check out stuff I had bid on at Ebay.

While 1 was trolling around and was checking out my bids for a Marvin the Martian T shirt and |
also was trying to decide if I really should bid on the Laser disk of Quatermass II.

Then:

I got an Instant Massage from Susan Palermo: “It’s safe in Delaware, 1sn't 1t?”

I thought: the hurricane has shifted its course and 1s heading to the mainland

I wrote back: “I'm fine. What's by vou?”

SP: “Tum on your TV.”

I did 1 was just struck dumb. The towers were on fire. The planes had blown up after impact

I exchanged other hines with Susan. broke off and went to the bank Half way there. I was
informed by the radio that all schools in the area would be let out early.

During the nde, I brought to mind a dozen or so people who lived and worked nearby the World
Trade Center

I got back home. called the school and checked the dismissal time

[ tried to phone several people. The lines were overloaded

I puzzled this over: I got back on line and e-mailed Susan to call the brothers in law She’d wntten
that she had called her fnends and was able to get through

What I had missed was brother in law Robert’s phone message. He'd been late for work — which 1s
about two blocks from the World Trade Center. He had to calm down the Mafia wife next door (another
story for another time) and 1t took ten minutes. Enough time for him to be on the Brooklyn Bndge. biking to
work He saw the first plane hit. He stopped and turned around. He phoned in knowing 1t would be
impossible later.

It took a couple of days, but Giani and [ only got through that Eugene (the other brother in law)
was fine. having been on his New York Transit job. collecting tokens in Coney Island.

We worned anyway.

Over the next few davs. we had fears taken away from us bit by bit. connecting by e-mails and
phone lines and letters. We didn’t “lose™ anvone.

But I can stare at the pictures of the devastation and wonder 1f 1t could happen again. and who
would be gone?

The people responsible for the attacks began to show up as evidence. I was never really fond of the
towers as works of art. but the lives lost transformed it in my mind  Anguish and 1rritation began to
surface.

I lost the Marvin the Martian t shirt in that auction. It was Marvin saying: “YOU MAKE ME SO
VERY ANGRY!”

That says 1t all.

oo
pooy

Two websites which I hope are still up. Check out http: 7kill-2.com/wtc-photo.ipg — give it some time to load;
it's worth it.

Also, hrtp://alumni.caltech.edu’~copeland ‘mommy.html — Liz Copeland’s quilt.

[ Pl ]
=



a farewell to Poul 3, it
v (U SN

Anderson S A
Guy Lillian A

He was a gentleman, and a scholar. He was
generous, and patient, and genuine, and he wrote
like a dream. He had a secure ego, an even and
happy disposition, and a voice as deep and warm as
a Mediterranean tidal pool. He put up with my
boyish questions about writing, and he invited me
into fandom. He was a great man.

[ knew him throughout my college years at
Berkeley, when, by his invitation, [ was a member
of the Elves, Gnomes and Little Men's Science
Fiction, Marching and Chowder Society, which
met every week at J. Ben Stark’s house in Art by Dany Frolich
Richmond. After every meeting, the group would retire to a bar under the freeway overpass
within sight of Spengler’s, a great seafood restaurant. There the conversation would really flow.
Alva and Sid Rogers would be there, and Bill Donaho, and the irreplaceable wonderfulness that
was and is Chelsea Quinn Yarbro ... and that night’s guest speaker, be he Reginald Bretnor (in
his beret) or Randall Garrett (in his gold eyelash best) or Chip Delany or Greg Benford. And of
course Poul and Karen.

I was there, aged 18, 19, 20, 21. I met all of the above SFers, and more ... and it was all
because of Poul. [ am in your company now ... because of Poul.

When Poul was guest of honor at the New Orleans DeepSouthCon in 1971, I mourned -
because even though I had urged his selection, I could not be there. But I could write an article
about our first meeting for the special issue of Nolazine, the local club’s genzine. What appeared
was not entirely my product — the editor of that issue was Patrick Adkins, later to publish three
novels himself, and he couldn’t resist juicing up my description of Poul’s voice. Well, neither of
us could capture the indescribable.

When I learned of his brave death, last summer, I remembered that voice, remembered
the way Poul would cup his ear to better hear what you had to say — even if you were a callow
college kid — and remembered how it was to know that wonderful man. Here’s that piece again.
Pray, forgive the youthful enthusiasm it describes and the youthful manner in which I described
it. I hope my writing has improved since then.

Be assured, though, that the feelings toward the subject remain as they were. Gratitude,
admiration, and love.



As I recall, it was from the
back cover of the S.F. Book Club
edition of Trader to the Stars

that I learned that Poul Anderson
& I shared not only the same
universe, but the same county.

It was a stunning moment as I
read the words "Lives with his
wife and daughter in Orinda,
California", for Orinda was--
what? 7 mere miles?-— from the
town where I then lived with

my parents. A phone book was
handy and I, 15 years old

just into the 10th grade, leafed
through it anxiously, seeking

the name. Indeed, it was there,
with an address behind it, and
across a row of dots from that
address an honest-to-be-jasus
phone number. The act of look-~
Ing up that number was a dec-
isive event in my life as a fan.
The act d dialing it was a test
of my neo-manhood., Should I
call him up, I asked myself?
What would I say to Poul
Anderson, the man behind/a~
bove/beyond the books that
had regaled me for years?

15 can be a shy age: it was
1964, a1 more timid era, a
younger Lillian. But that
boy tlien holding my name
had his measure of guts,
and dial, dial, ghudder,
dial, gulp, the call was
commenced.

Gentleman Poul Anderson
A Personal Thanks by Guy Lillian lll

Art by Kenneth Hafer

The reciever rang a thou-
sand years before the rattle of
the wires was supplanted by a
feminine voice, rich and red-
headed. Somehow I managed to
ask 1f Mr. Anderson were at
home, and she sald yes, he was,
and after a fearful fantastic
moment out of Purgatory another
voice, male and maelstrom-deep,
sald "yes?"

I didn't hang up, the
natural out for a panic-stricken
kid., I asked the question which
I'd concocted for my conver-
sation with Poul Anderson. My
voice didn't break, I didn't wet
my pants, I survived. But would
you believe the question I fin-
ally asked him?

"Uh, Mr. Anderson, do you .
remember wha-what story won the
Hugo in 1962 for Best Short
F-fiction? That was the year
year after you won your first

one--and--and Stiranger in a
Strange land took the best
novel award--uh.  ."

There was a hmmmm of
surprise at the opposite
‘end of the connection. No,
no, didn't think that he did
+ « « pardon him a moment,
would I, and he'd ask his
wife. .

Well, she didn't know

“eq either. I thankcd him in
real gratitude and rang off,




thrilled, thrilled, really
thrilled, because a book
wasn't an inhuman thing any-
more; it had a voice, at
least, behind it, above it,
veyond it, which was oh,
such a marvelous discovery
to make. «

In 1967 I turned 18 and
entered the University of
California at Berkeley. It
was my folks' last year in
California before moving to
Louisiana 1in January of
1968, and before they left I
began a practice of visiting
writers I found to be living in
the area. First of these was
Jack Vance, whom I met at his
house in the Oakland hills in
October of '67. Three months
later, a couple of weeks before
my parents moved South, I de-~
cided to try for Anderson. So
in January, at the beginning of
my second quarter at UC, I agailn
prowled the phone book, found
the number, and, not feeling
any-the-less timid, called
Anderson once more. This time
I requested a visit.

Poul was finlshing up a
book and asked me to call back
in a few days. Contractual
agreements were at stake, he
explained. On the proper night
a weekend later I rang the
Orinda number once again and
received a most unexpected right-
tonight invite that took me
completely unaware. He gave me
directions to get to his house,
and if you have ever made the
trip, you know that a descriptive
talent of Poul's magnitude is
necessary to get you there.

Somehow I managed to talk
my poor mother into coming out
to Berkeley, picking me up, and
driving me up that Orinda hill.
She merits public thanks for the
evenings chauffer-service,
Leaving the car at the base of
the Andersons' jncredibly steep
driveway, 1 hauled myself up
that concrete bank to the dark,
cuiet, greened -over tree-smell-

ing house at the top.

I passed the wincow on
the porch as I walked to the
door, and glimpsed Poul
slouching in one of the Lanish
style chairs in his living
room, reading a book. Gulpinz,
wondering how not to make an
jdiot out of myself, - went
to the door, and knockszd.

Poul came to the docr
and invited me in. My brief-
case bumped something as I
came into the Andersons'
living room, which was furn-
ished in low couches and

chairs, walled with windows on
two sides, a white brick fire-
place on the third. The kitchen
and a hallway full of books was
visible on my left as I entered,
and there was a straight backed
piano with Revell models of the
Enterprise and a Klingon warshilp
sharing the space atop it with
autographed photographs of Major
Bob White and Gene Roddenberry.
Over the fireplace was a book-
shelf with paperbacks by Christie
and Leiber tossed therein, and
on the mantle a white marbple
bust of a strong-featured
Scandinavian male-~I have enough
Erickson genes in me to tell a
Scandinavian face when I see
one--with the faintest smile of
marble pride. A photo, dzrk in
contrast, which I'd later learn
to be of Fritz Leiber, he.d the
center of the mantle with its
own slight smile. This was the
room into which Poul escorted
me .

Poul's height impressed me,
and the jungle of curls <hat
covered his head, but I krew
these things already from the
back cover of Trader to tre Star:
We sat facing each other in low,
unbearably comfortable chzirs,
and I began asking him whztever
idiot questions I could find to
ask. Dumb questions, kid ques-
tions, certainly not anytring he
had not been asked before. He
would lean forward a little,
cupping one ear and tiltirng the
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side of his head ever so slight-
ly as he spoke. His face,
which that marble countenance
on the mantle above us resembled
strongly, would tense as though
to focus every sense on the
question to be answered.

And the things I asked...
Can you tell me, Mr. Anderson--
ah, Poul--how does 1t feel to--
win a Hugo?--then as now the
awards were my major interest in
fandom, and at that time they
were my only knowledge of fan-
dom. "Oh, fine...." he answers
after a moment, and that oh is
the longest, most mellifluous,
most meaningful monosyllable
you can possible imagine. And
then more dumb gquestions--don't
ask me what--I don't remember and
it doesent mmtter. Poul men-
tioned that his wife and daughter
were in San Francisco that night,
marching to*Save Star Trek."
We discussed the show for a
while, and Poul said that he
could take or leave it. And
then T arcked to see where he
did hls writing, which was pret-
ty nervy, but Poul was only too
happy to lead me down the book-
lined hallway to the "Factory.”

Reference books filled two
shelves in one corner; against
another wall stood his writing
desk, which was at the time
stacked with mg. of a non-fic-
tion book in the works. A
floor-to-ceiling shelf held the
Anderson archives--about forty
books and God knows how many
short stories (God may know;
Poul does not). A small cabinet
in one corner held two differing
Hugos (a third has since been
added), a plague of some sort,
and a 100,000 year-old handaxe
sent to Poul by an anthropolo-
gist friend. Poul pulled a
large book from one of the ref-
erence shelves, a collection
of astronomical paintings by
the Russian spacewalker Alexel
Leonov that Poul especially
prizes.

Returning to the living
room I asked Anderson about
writing. Though I didn't know
it then, this question was at
the heart of my visit. "It's
a lonely occupation," he said,
and his hands told it all as
they climbed the air and molded
it to shape, "but I prefer it
to an eight-to-five necktie
thing. It has its own rewards
that you can't find anywhere
else.” His hands, man,oh, those
soaring hands in the air as he
spoke., (When you meet him and
talk with him, watch his hands.
They are the story.)

Poul was an 1incredibly
gracious and tolerant host. His
tolerence he exhibited to a
high degree when he allowed me
to crack open my briefcase
and autographed the five or
six Anderson works 1'd brought
with me. (Another note to the
DSC members who happen to be,
as I was, autograph fiends:
Poul is far too graceous to
say so, but he'd much rather
sit across a couple of good
brews amd shoot the bull than
to scribble his name into a
lot of books. I heard him say



so once, at the St. Louiscon
Washington party, a year plus
after our first meeting, a lapse
owed to the early hours and the
many beers.,)

Lastly, he asked me if 1'd
ever had anything to do with
fandom. "If you want to meet
writers,"” he said, "that's the
way to do it. Ever hear of the
Little Men?" I hadn't. "It's
a Berkley-based fan club,” he
said, "it has, oh, a fair number
of young people in it ... it
meets in a members home every
two weeks ... as a matter of
fact, it's meeting this Friday
oo and my wife and I could give
you a 1ift if you have no way
of getting there and would like
to come «ea"

Little novas went ponging
around my brain. Of course I
accepted, thanked Poul greatly,
grabbed my briefcase and set
off back down the hill to where
my mother and kid brother had
been waiting--can you believe
it?--all that time.

A couple of @days later I
gave Poul a call and arranged
to meet them at Berkeley's
Student Union that Friday night.
Poul came in to fetch me; Karen
drove their family car (now
license-plated WYVERN) into the
hills northeast of the campus.
The Pueblo incident had just
come down hard on Americans of
Poul's political persuasion,
and we talked about it as Karen
negotiated the green machine up
the winding Berkley streets.

At one four-way intersection we
ran over the corner of a concrete
island and racked up the bumper
slightly, which, for the sake of
omen, was my introduction to
science fiction fandom.

Well, that's unfair, because
the Little Men turned out to be
a Fascinating organization. I
have been a member ever since
that meeting, save on occasions
when dues and survival have com-
peted for the same money, and
survival took temporary preced-
ence, Joining the club has

brought me into consistent con-
tact with old-time fans (close
fannish contact with people my
own age would have to wait a
year, till I met NOSFA in 1969),
as well as the opportunity to
talk with Poul and Karen and ev-
entually Astrid in a social sit-
uation. Through the Little Men
and its after-meeting beer busts
and gab sessions at Bremnman's,

a by-the-Bay Bar and Cafeteria
frequented by the club for the
past decade of so, I've had

more conversations-of-a-lifetime
--for me, anyway--~than I could
ever hope to recall with Poul,
Karen. and the other LMs. Their
kindnesses are beyond number--al-
lusion and a couple of examples
will have to do. In the autumn
of 1969, after my first summer

as a member of the New Orleans
Science Fiction Association, I
arranged through Quinn Yarbro

to visit,the Anderson home (where
Quinn and her husband-~to-be Don
Simpson had other business) and
snap some pictures of Poul and
Karen to be used for Nolacon II
advertising. The adult Andersons
were enthusiastic backers of that
illfated bid and posed for a
score of photos with "New Orleans
in '?73" buttons pinned to their
tunics. Alas, the camera malfun-
ctioned, and the bid fezzed out,

11




I2

but the generosity and kindness
of the Andersons remain.

Much has changed with me
since that first meeting with
Poul Anderson, as much has
grown--but despite the radical-
ization of my political views
(I call myself a radical skepti

C

or a gskeptical radlcal depend-
ing on which of my silnuses is
less clogged that day) my
admiration for Poul's work has
not changed except to grow.
Poul suffers under the "hawk"
Ipel, and I suppose that polit-
ically he is a conservative in
many ways. But unlike some of
the principles propounded by
other writers, Poul's beliefs
are always infused with compa-
sionss.an underlying and fund-
amental faith in the worth of
human life. When this is con-
sidered, political disagree-
ments are twaddle.

Anderson's writing--well,
enough has been said about that
subject, Its clarity, its mot-
ion, Poul's three Hugos (he is

, currently up for a 4'th, for

J the mind-blowingest book ever

prlnted in the field, Tau Zero)
.o all are public knowledge.
\;‘The influence of knowing him,
of knowing a professional
writer, has been the gift
of a lifetime, personally
speaking. I've this
lifelong ambition,
understand, which
has to do with
language
iwha’cever I
e y write, and
'dngx % 1 i probab-
& ly won't

fiction, I have a head start

on that ambition from knowing

a man who has been there before,
and who has made it, and who
writes successfully, but never
cheaply.

This article is designed
as thanks to Poul Anderson «..
for the kindness he's shown me
and the other littler members
of the Little Men, for his
support of NOLACON II, and for
those hours of talk over the
beer-puddles in the Brennan's
tables. The accomplishments,
the kindness of Poul Anderson
are many. For one of the more
minor of these accomplishments
(minor when placed in any ex-
ternal spectrum), a personal
publlic thanks for showing a
skeptically radical young
snortsnarler just how excellent
a good writer can be.

And by the way, Poul....
in case it ever happens again.
e« Brian Aldiss' “Hothouse"
series won the Hugo in 1962,
You'll be ready next time.

LONG RIDERS

dead
Read signals in his hair
And twice the message seemed
most said
In the measure of his stare:
*Life means 'You fly', it's
simple,” he laughed.
*You either fly or sink,
*I know the clouds. I know
the sun
*The stars at noon, I think,
*I'm not quite sure of the
stars at noon ..." and the
winds of fliers dead

I watched the winds of fliers

Read signals in his flaring hair
The message that seemed most saic
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Reose-ollarie TDonovan and &;M/ SH. Litlian IS — C}ZZ//}Z? 30, 2007

[t was a beautiful day at the Porcher House in
Cocoa, Florida when Rose-Marie and I were
wed. Earlier that day, as depicted on the last
page, a Delta rocket had risen to the stars
from nearby Cape Canaveral ... but by two in
the afternoon, I'd forgotten it ever happened.
Here is the most beautiful bride in the world

- with my brother and best man, Lance, matron
of honor Annie Green, and the unworthy
groom.

Photo by Jose More

Methought the meetings of the Clans went
well. Bro Lance was appropriately impressed
by my Father-in-Law, Joe Green, the first
for-real writer he’s ever met. Here he checks
out Joe’s workshop and shelf of publications.

Qur reception was, if [ do say so, a hoot. Here Annie
& Justin Winston tear up the floor as they fulfill a
promise to dance at my wedding.

Below: the Greenhouse gang.




Our wedding song.

Mang a Leaw has to fall but it's all in the game

(00 in the wondenful game thal We know as fode
You have words Wik him and yous fulwre’s looking dim
Bul these things your hearls can riseaboe

Oneein a while e won'teall ful it's all in the game
Soon Rell bethere by yourside Witk a sweel bouquet
R o B B i

and cazeas your Wailing [ingerlips

(lnd your Reard Wil {ly aviay ..

Soon I he there by your side Witk a sweel fouguel
@it I Biss o Eips

and caress your Wailing fingerlips

Cl ndiowr Reards will fﬂ}‘} cux’ag

And so off we go ... it was a great day. If you weren't there, we wish you had been.

Sy and Rosy
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I received this commentary on the Internet. where it had circulated so widely that its author. a columnist
living in San Francisco. was written up in USA Today

A QUESTION Tamim Ansary

I've been hearing a lot of talk about "bombing Afghanistan back to the Stone Age " Ronn Owens. on KGO
Talk Radio today, allowed that this would mean killing innocent people. people who had nothing to do with thus
atrocity. but "we're at war, we have to accept collateral damage. What else can we do?" Minutes later I heard some
TV pundit discussing whether we "have the belly to do what must be done "

And I thought about the 1ssues being raised especially hard because I am from Afghanistan. and even though
I've lived here for 33 years I've never lost track of what's going on there. So I want to tell anyone who will listen how
it all looks from where I'm standing [ speak as one who hates the Taliban and Osama Bin Laden There 1s no doubt
in mv mund that these people were responsible for the atrocity in New York. I agree that something must be done
about those monsters.

But the Taliban and Ben Laden are not Afghanistan. They're not even the government of Afghanistan. The
Taliban are a cult of ignorant psychotics who took over Afghanistan in 1997. Bin Laden 1s a political cniminal with
a plan. When vou think Taliban. think Nazis. When vou think Bin Laden, think Hitler. And when vou think "the
people of Afghanistan” think "the Jews in the concentration camps " It's not only that the Afghan people had nothing
to do with this atrocity. Thev were the first victims of the perpetrators. They would exult if someone would come
in there, take out the Taliban and clear out the rats nest of international thugs holed up 1n their country.

Some say. why don't the Afghans nise up and overthrow the Taliban? The answer 1s, they're starved.
exhausted. hurt. incapacitated. suffering. A few vears ago. the United Nations estimated that there are 500.000
disabled orphans in Afghanistan — a country with no economy. no food There are mullions of widows. The Taliban
has been bunving these widows alive in mass graves. The soil is littered with land mines. the farms were all destroyed
by the Soviets These are a few of the reasons

We come now to the question of bombing Afghanistan back to the Stone Age. Trouble 1s, that's been done
The Soviets took care of it already. Make the Afghans suffer? They're already suffening Level their houses? Done
Turn their schools into piles of rubble” Done. Eradicate their hospitals? Done. Destroy their infrastructure? Cut them
off from medicine and health care? Too late. New bombs would only sur the rubble of earlier bombs. Would they
at least get the Taliban? Not likelv. In today's Afghanistan. only the Taliban eat. only they have the means to move
around Thev'd slip away and hide Mavbe the bombs would get some of those disabled orphans, they don't move
too fast. they don't even have wheelchairs. But flving over Kabul and dropping bombs wouldn't really be a strike
against the criminals who did this hormific thing. Actually it would only be making common cause with the Taliban
— by raping once again the people thev've been raping all this time

So what else 1s there”? What can be done. then? Let me now speak with true fear and trembling. The only
wav to get Bin Laden 1s to go 1n there with ground troops. When people speak of "having the belly to do what needs
to be done" thev're thinking 1n terms of having the belly to kill as many as needed. Having the belly to overcome any
moral qualms about killing innocent people. Let's pull our heads out of the sand. What's actually on the table is
Americans dving. And not just because some Amencans would die fighting their way through Afghanistan to Bin
Laden's hideout. It's much bigger than that Because to get any troops to Afghanistan. we'd have to go through
Pakistan. Would they let us? Not likelv. The conquest of Pakistan would have to be first. Wall other Muslim nations
just stand by?

You see where I'm going. We're flirting with a world war between Islam and the West. And guess what
that's Bin Laden's program That's exactly what he wants.. That's why he did this. Read his speeches and statements
It's all nght there. He reallyv believes Islam would beat the west. It might seem ndiculous. but he figures 1if he can
polanze the world into Islam and the West. he's got a billion soldiers. If the west wreaks a holocaust in those lands.
that's a billion people with nothing left to lose. that's even better from Bin Laden's point of view. He's probably
wrong. 1n the end the West would win. whatever that would mean, but the war would last for years and millions
would die. not just theirs but ours. Who has the belly for that? Bin Laden does. Anvone else”



Philip K. Dick wrote that if someday we teach an inanimate object to think — to feel — to care — to love —
then. in direct and devastanng contradiction to Asimov. and I'm afraid to A.L. the inanimate has not
conquered us, we have conquered the inanimate. So ... what do we tell 1t to do?

Al

CIRRUS
SOCRATES
PARTICLE
DECIBEL
HURRICANE
DOLPHIN
TULIP
GHLII.

Well ... did it work?

o

Nothing is more ridiculous than a science fiction film with pretenses to profundity ... which doesn'’t
deliver. [ have in mind Solaris, a cheap Russian ripoft of 2001 which made no sense, and of course, the first Star
Trek movie, made by a veteran of a truly profound SF film who should have known better. Metropolis, of
course, was a stunning sociopolitical statement, and The Day the Earth Stood Still - the Robert Wise film I
just mentioned — was the first genre film to take on the moral quandary of nuclear war. The World, the Flesh
and the Devil and On the Beach did the same thing, and the original - and infinitely superior — Planet of the
Apes made a potent point despite the obviousness of its tinale.

But politics and A-bombs are big issues. Their society-wide scope shields them from the dangerous
emotional intensity of the personal. Seldom is science fiction on film geared to a purpose with a connexity to
human teeling. Sometimes, though, the field surprises vou. Blade Runner overcame its lame voice-over
narration and confused pretenses (“Hey, let's make Deckard a replicant! That would be redlly heary!”) through
the splendid pertormances ot Rutger Hauer and Darrvl Hannah, and John Sayles’ simple, brilliant Brother from
Another Planet was a moving portrait of a treedom-seeking slave.

Now there is A.L., and its theme: the big enchilada: LOVE.

For a while atter its release, tandom sang with debate over the collaboration, so difterent trom anything
either has ever done: Stanley Kubrick, visionary and cynic, who envisioned the film, and Steven Spielberg,
romantic and optimist, who brought it to be. At least one tannish voice [ respect thought the film derivative and
dull. Isaw in it a profound — but one-sided — reflection on the nature, power, perversity and purpose of love,
and was deeply moved. Stanley Kubrick, SF's great poet ot cynicism, seemed to have been fighting back against
that cynicism, desperately trying to find humane value in a universe he'd found cold and cruel ... or even worse,
ridiculous. His career must have brought him little solace. In A Clockwork Orange political corruption
subsumed criminality. In Dr. Strangelove racial existence itself was threatened by idiots’ machismo. The
romantic, if perverse, imaginings of Humbert Humbert were dashed in Lolita. In 2001, of course, the
exploration of space and the rebirth it will bring mankind were given untorgettable metaphorical depiction. But

how impersonal was its promised tate for our species? There wasn't a trace ot personality in any character in
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2001; HAL was the only creature of interest. In all of Kubrick's work, only Paths of Glory attorded a glimpse
ot human compassion and dignity, as a German girl’s simple folk song was taken up by the French soldiers who
kill and are killed by her countrymen, singing that same song in the trenches. It was a unique poignancy in
Kubrick's oeuvre; the rest, however brilliant, was as cold as interplanetary space.

Atlite’s end he sought outside help. In deeding A.I., which he had story-boarded almost to completion,
to Steven Spielberg, he may well have been trying to offer humanity a final redemption after a lifetime ot disgust.
Spielberg, with a tendency to insipidity, may have seemed an extreme answer to an extreme problem. Burif the
combination worked, A.l. would be at once a chill and brural analysis of love and a warmm and Jorgiving
celebration of its power. That’s the ambition | see. What's the success’

Despite the above, I'm a strong believer in the idea that a work of art attains a lite ot its own, separate
trom the intent of its creator(s), so it’s probably unimportant, however instructive, to trace the directors’
sensibilities. Okay ... let’s ofter due notice to the awesome (and quite original) fx and the exquisite John Williams
music. Let’s acknowledge that Haley Joel Osment and Jude Law gave phenomenal performances as clockwork
toys both replicating human emotion and commenting on it. That done, let's face the flick as it is, a separate
being from its creators, and ask, what does A.I. say about its immortal topic, love?

For the world’s more full of weeping
Than you can understand

Love has battled philosophers and artists since civilization’s dawn. It is by far the best and most agonizing
thing about being human ... and we don’t understand it at all. It seems beyond our capacity to understand ...
s0 big, so wonderful, so resistant to comprehension that the phrase “God is Love” might truthtully be reversed.
Love is so important and so confusing to human beings that it might as well be our deity. So ... where does that
leave agnostics? The tool hath said in his heart that there is no God. Doesn’t that mean that the tool hath said
in his movie that there is no Love?

It's easy-to see how a hard-boiled doubrer like Kubrick would find the whole idea of Love an enduring
tairy tale, and indeed, the film's use of fairy tales as a metaphor for love is complex. When the doctor and the
human father first discuss the idea of substituting a robot child for a lost human one, they stand before an
illustration for “The Emperor’s New Clothes”. They could be acknowledging that the whole idea is Folly, and
the film’s characters are fools in search of a fairy tale. This metaphor is overt later, once David learns the story
ot Pinocchio: not only is Pinocchio a central theme, but remember the morther losing her shoe on the way to the
ball? Retlections ot a glass slipper, perhaps?

But the quest tor Love deties cynicism. It resonates on too universal a scale: it carries too tamiliar a pain.
The pain of the mother who has seemingly lost her human, “orga,” child is too real to be scotted at so cavalierly.
An image ot a mobile, a maternal figure with an empty heart, is shown again and again. That heart demands to
be filled.

Maternal love is only one form of love, and the emotion is imagined in A.lL. in many ditterent torms. Its
need is paraphrased in many ways. When Hurt’s “meca” secretary, in the opening sequence, is asked to describe
the teeling, she launches into a description of physical, sensual simulation straight out of Romance of the Rose
and centuries of soft-core pornography since: heavier breathing, increased tumescence, the imitation ot desire.
It’s that shallow understanding that Jude Law’s spectacular Gigolo Joe affects. This robot lover is a wondertul
character, protective of David yet defiantly cynical. His advice to David on human love, the teeling he was
constructed to mimic, is bleak: “They [people, us, orgas] don’t love you; they love what you do tor them.”

(Gigolo Joe is a strong, strange character. His final words — as he's captured, presumably due tor the
robotic equivalent of a glue tactory — are a protest and a declamation, as well as a — perhaps inadvertent —
retlection of the only name ever claimed by the Creator: “I AM. [ WAS.")

This cynicism is perhaps “natural” for a meca, for mecas are creatures of imprinting and programming.
David comes to love his “mother” when she repeats the magic words, “sealing” his emotions in a manner
suggestive of Freud. Didn't the sainted Sigmund state that we cannot help but respond to certain cues — of

language, of posture, of appearance — in conditioned ways? CIRRUS — SOCRATES - PARTICLE - DECIBEL



- HURRICANE - DOLPHIN ~TULIP. Are these words any different from the comforting voice, the nurturing
breast, that teach us orgas to love?

And what is love, in the language of this movie?

Love is protection. The demand is to “Keep me safe.” In return is the assurance that you're “one of a
kind,” “unique,” “special.”

Poor David leamns the lie behind that assurance. This is where David’s odyssey through the film leads
him - past the agony of maternal abandonment and the sadism of the Flesh Fairs, themselves a searing simile for
rejection (“Anyoldiron?’"), past the sensuous escapist haunts of Rouge City, to the place “where the lions weep”
and dreams end. Cerrainly David’s dreams of love end there. When he finds his creator, William Hurt, David
discovers that he has been built in the image of a dead son, that he is the prototype of a robot race advertised
as “At Last a Love ot Your Own". He is anything but one of a kind or unique. Loneliness and lovelessness
demand a cure. David finds he has been made to provide it. He flees this terrible knowledge back into the
illusion that has sustained his search all along: the Blue Fairy.

Here is how David gets his wish. Here is how love makes him real. He is drawn into etemal illusion.
The film seems to say that he becomes as real — as enraptured by illusion — as you or . The search for love is
a quest for comtorting illusion. Waiting at its end is only a Blue Fairy, who will, if you're as lucky as David, bring
that illusion to lite, and once that lite ends, let you tollow it into oblivion.

Love remains, at A.L's wisttul ending, what it whart it was in the beginning, the empty heart in the
mobile, the empty arms ot the child left by the side of the road, a universal need, the call of one being — orga or
meca — for another. And if love resists the movie's attempts to explain it, if it must remain part of “the inner
world of dreams,” then so be it, and David's day of pertect love ends therefore with triumph, as he “goes to that
place where dreams are born.” But it's a pititul tiumph. Love is a transitory illusion, and only illusion brings
happiness.

Here is the film’s tundamental tailure. The moral
question of responsibility asked at the outset of the film
goes unanswered. A.l. deals only with the needful part of
love. [t doesn't touch at all on giving it. The Wizard of Oz
told the Tin Man that the measure of lives is not how much
they love, but how much they are loved in retumn. I always
thought that a distorted point of view. Someone asks in
the film, “Didn't God make Adam to love Him?” I'd say
yes ... but [ don't read the sentence the way the script does.
I'd say God created Adam not so He would have someone
to give Him love, but simply so He would have someone on
which to bestow love. Bang loved isn't the whole point of
the emotion. Giuing love 1s just as big a need.

Everyone in A.L. needs love. Who in the film gives
it?  William Hurt's doctor creates David, his “mother”
programs David, to love them. David's search is for someone
who will love him. Who teaches David that the point ot life
is not to gather love, like money in an account, but to spend
it The only way to know love is to bestow it. The empty
heart in the mobile is not filled from without, but trom
within. [ don't think David ever learns that. I don't think

A.L, tor all its admirable ambition, has that lesson to teach.

v

Ilos by Charlie Williams
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This was a time of great losses

Remembering Fred Hoyle

Gregory Benford

When one of the most prominent scientists in the world turned to writing strict genre science fiction the realms of
both literature and science took notice. It 1s difficult now to recapture the startled remarks of both reviewers and
scientists when Fred Hovle published The Black Cloud in 1957, apparently not noticing that he had linked science
fiction and real. hard science in a way no one had before

Even before [ met Hovle in 1963. 1 had wondered if this novel's Chris Kingslev was a stand-in for the
author. The novel had affected me strongly. because for the first time 1t unuted my growing interest in science with
the zest of speculation | enjoved in science fiction When I arnived 1n La Jolla. to register for graduate study in
physics. I was startled to see a notice announcing a seminar by Hovle that very week. [ arrived early. and saw a
walnut of a man. tanned and rugged. who spoke with straightforward assertion. his manner and accent quite different
from the studied styles of Oxford and Cambridge His seminar was a brilliant argument 1n favor of a new cosmology.
and he quickly covered the green writing boards with tensor equations. He was at his best 1n the give-and-take of
questions afterward. when he attacked the conventional wisdom of the big-bang cosmology That was the clue
Physically Hoyvle didn't resemble Kingsley. but there was that air: "I'm only reallv comfortable as an underdog."
Kingslev remarks in the novel. and indeed Hoyvle has plaved that role throughout his career

I saw much of Hovle during myv graduate career and on visits to England. and came to see his novels as
expressions of a more general attitude toward Establishment science and power As his Kingsley remarks. "Don't [
keep telling evervone that our whole social svstem 1s archaic. with the real knowledge at the bottom and a whole
crowd of hobbledehovs at the top?" This, too. paralleled C P. Snow's famous Two Cultures speech in 1959. which
pointed out that lack of integration between humanistic and scientific world views damaged society. Indeed. Hoyle
went further than Snow. He felt that the scientifically trained are better suited to govern than the arts-educated. since
techmcal studies are less tied to emotional questions. and thus such people could bring a certain coolness of judgment
to hotly contested 1ssues

These views echo John W Campbell. and Hovle led a hfe Campbell would have liked: an onginal.
speculative scientist. "hard" sf author. maverick. We might think of Hovle as the first to do what so many science-
fiction figures ached to do. all the while keeping his sardonic distanced from the conventional wisdom

Many consider The Black Cloud to be Hovle's best fiction. and indeed as hus most enduring work As The
(London) Times Literary Supplement remarked. "What gives probability 1o the storv 1s the author's command of a
wide range of scientific reference  The reader follows diagrams and stumbles through equations and begins to feel
quite a scientist himself by the end of the storv.”

Exactiv. All this was qualitatively different from standard science fiction. Certainly scientists had been major
characters. and. indeed. omate technical talk festooned even the early pulp magazines But never before had science
fiction conveved convincingly' the life logic of scientists at work. Writers had pressed their noses against the glass.
peening inward at the Technicolor glow of science. but none had participated at the highest levels

Hovle had followed C P Snow’s earlier forays into the world of science and power. Both used mmimal
dramatic skills. leaning heavily on occasionally cumbersome authonal voice. (Chapter Three opens, "It 1s necessan
now to describe the consternation that Kingslev's cablegram produced in Pasadena ") Both gave us vards of talk.
dehberately avoiding anv taint of melodrama But Hovle's crucial change was to introduce. without apology. a
speculative premise He had seen that an incisive way to show scientists at work lav tn making them solve a problem
that was new and important This was clearly more interesting than recounting the history of discovenes in
crystallographyv. as Snow had done in The Search

What's more. Hovle believed there was merit to his speculations  His preface flatly savs. "After all. there
1s very little here that could not concervably happen. " To underline this. Hovle did not set his story a comfortable few



decades ahead. He placed 1t smack 1n his own time, waving away the fact that this would date the story superficially
within a few vears This minor loss was offset by the verisimilitude of using England as it was in 1956, warts and all
We don't mind that computers use “"valves" (electronic tubes. replaced by transistors in the late 1930s) and are
programmed by holes punched in paper tape. What matters 1s the excitement of watching people struggle with large
problems

Not that these are fullv rounded people. Hovle devoted little space to "humanizing" his characters. perhaps
because he has always felt hat there are tvpes of people whose thinking 1s more important than any other facet. Like
many untutored authors. he ends up portraving himself He seems to have realized this. and in his Preface wanly
sidesteps 1dentification of his characters with real people But the central figure of The Black Cloud is clearly much
like Hovle. the outnder

His first major break with convention came with the Steady-State theory. which imposes in one bold stroke
the requirement that the universe look the same at all times (This paralleled the condition already invoked 1n existing
theories. that the umverse look the same 1n all directions. from anyv pownt. That immediately means the universe must
appear to be expanding no matter where vou are. This imposes certain strong conditions on theory.) Demanding that
the umiverse not change with time means that matter must be created at a steady rate. to force the expansion. The
Steadyv-State theorv was a lovely idea. but the story of science is that of the brutal murder of beautiful theones by ugly
facts. The nasty fact that the universe had an earlier. hotter phase (producing the microwave hiss known as three-
degree. cosmic background radiation) finally killed the Steadv-State model

While he made major contributions to many fields. from stellar evolution to cosmology. Hovle became best
known for his more speculative 1deas He proposed that Earthlv hife could have begun from molecules delivered by
in falling comets. He wrote two novels exploring the idea that communication between interstellar civilizations would
proceed by sending mstructions for building special computers He fought a long rearguard action in favor of the
Steady-State theory. often inventing ingenious ways to conjure up the microwave background radiation and keep the
essentials of the theory

The Black Cloud sets forth perhaps his best known wild 1dea. It makes plausible the notion of a purely
physical ongin for life, with no necessity for biological processes. In principle this 1s possible. since life at 1ts most
general demands only a flow of energy through a system which can spontaneously organize itself into more complex
forms. [ suspect that Hovle wanted to shake up his colleagues with this novel. rather than propose an 1dea which could
be studied immediately. However. he has since published papers about the formation of complex chemical forms 1in
interstellar clouds. and the possibility that life could anise there The papers have been attacked. and Hoyle has replied
with pointed and witty rejoinders

All through his vaned career he often seemed to enjoyv plaving the underdog. or taking up sumilar causes
When fellow Cambndge scientists Martin Rvle and Anthony Hewish won the Nobel prize, principally for the
discovery of pulsars. Hovle strongls protested in the Times that Hewish's graduate student. Jocelvn Bell. had been
wrongh 1gnored She had in fact spotted the regular radio pulses that led to the discovens. Omutting her from the prize
was a spectacular example of Establishment stupidity .

I recall asking Hovie if Chnis Kingsley's name hinted at Kingslex Amis. one of the Angrv Young Men who
were coming to prominence then (and also an early herald of science fiction as significant literature. tn his New Maps
of Hell. 1960) He answered that he could not recall. that details about lus fiction faded quickly after the work was
done. What has not faded is the importance of The Black Cloud. with its grand 1deas cast in a plain. flat stvle The
novel's opening chapters often catch the characters in motion. traveling (as jet-set scientists do) to keep on top of a
fast-breaking idea

Hovle's simple demand that science fiction not vield incessantly to melodrama. that it render with fidelity
how scientists think and talk and struggle for power: these facets have persisted in science fiction. [ can see clearly
that 1ts influence staved with me. | used Hovle as a real figure in myv novel Timescape. and mined my memones of
his seminar stvle for fictional characters 1n 1t. too

I named my English astronomer in myv novel Eater Kingslev. in homage to him And though Fred became
grumpy and distant from the Big Science world after 1970 he was happy to discuss his fiction. and his latest wild

-

scientific 1deas. He thought SF was the way to reach the public. going around the stuffed shirts 30



Say's the great Jeeves: “Soggies have been cavorning around the place for many a long year. so it
seems a good idea to devote some space to the little critters.” Challenger concurs, and listens closely as

the creator of one of fanzines ' classic cartoons asks

HOW MUCH IS THAT SOGGY

IN THE INKWELL?

Terry Jeeves

As far as I can recall. the first Soggy (The
Mark 1) appeared in Alan Dodd’s Camber 1n 1953,
It was the result of two forces. pressure of work and
myv rotten figure drawing. To solve the problem. |
evolved a simple. easilv-drawn shape A few
modtfications and the basic Soggy was born: a pear-
shaped body. boneless arms. thin hair and no mouth.
nose or legs. The only clothes were shoes and a pair
of trousers supported by a single strap. (The latter
quickly evolved into more suitable clothing ) Eves
were simplv two ovals holding black dots. It's
amazing how much expression vou can get into such
a simple face (Verv occasionally. for a special
reason. a Soggv would acquire a nose or mouth —
Soggies normally communicate by telepathy and gain
sustenance by absorbing solar energy )

I'd alwavs been a bit dubious about
characters taking over from authors. but the Soggies

“{ thin} this is what they call a “travelling matte’ shot™.

seem to have done just that with me. Very early on
1t became apparent that they were the cartoon version
of Mister Average — the chap next door who 1s

bumbling. good-hearted and a bit dim Soggies have
an appeal about them. their wide-eved expression of
brainless idiocy can be very touching. This would
vanish 1f thev had normal features. The critters made
this obvious' this was dictum number 1. It also
followed that no Soggy could be cruel or malicious

Trv as I might. [ couldn’t create a situation where the
fellow wasn’t more to be pitied than censured  This
means that finding a way to express vanety of
expression had to be found Lacking mouth. nose,
cheeks or evebrows. thev demand that this be done by
the posttioning of eves. hair and body posture. It
seems to have worked out pretty well.

For many moons. the little creatures romped
happily through the pages of many a fanzine. Then
one dav some horribly drawn cartoons appeared in
The Tape Recording Magazine [ took one look.
said I can do better than that™ and bunged off half a
dozen. Thev were accepted. more demanded. and |
was away. Soggtes even made 1t to the cover for a
special edition. For that. I had to do a montage of a



Commussionaire. a queue and two Soggies standing
outside the Hotel Russell

However. the cartoon of which ['m the most
proud was the vear Enc Bentcliffe ran for TAFF and
I sold the magazine a cartoon plugging the event |
wonder how many SF fans were amazed to see a
Bentcliffe for TAFF slogan 1n a commercial
magazine

Emboldened by this success. [ began to trv
other markets Soggy cartoons appeared all over the
place. Sea Cadet. Banjo Mandolin & Guitar.
Angling. Quiet Please. Teacher's World. Hi-Fi
News. Audio-Visual Magazine and even as a
regular strip in the Sheffield Children’s Telegraph.

“Now ] want you to imagine that
you're absolutely lost in the vast
immensity of inter-galactic space.™

A Soggv cartoon featuring a crvstal
microphone was reprinted in the Cosmocord
Magazine During the drought of “76. the Yorkshure
Water Board used one of mv cartoons in several
advertisements — only stopping when I wrote asking
for payment — typically, thev never replied to my
letter A city centre camera shop had Soggies in their
advertising brochure. and they also featured in two of
Industrial Safety cartoons. one for Monsanto. the
other for IC1. Soggies also appeared 1n a book.
Tape Recording and the Law. as well as a
handbook of helpful advice for the disabled. and one
was even used in The Billy Graham Hymn Book
They also 1llustrated a story 1 sold to Nursery
World

The longest-running sales started 1n 1960
when I began a regular cartoon in Amateur Cin

World, which was then a monthly. For a time 1t
went weekly, which meant a lot of work, but also
increased lollyv. The mag changed 1ts title to Movie
Maker. then to Making Better Movies. and finally
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“td ke a -plece of felt, about a quarter of an Inch square—for

a new pressure pad.”

to Video Maker. before they went bankrupt owing
me 120 pounds

That run alone lasted over thirty years, and
highlights included the use of Soggies (bv Alan
Cleave. with mv permission) in a short ammated film
advertising the Ten Best Competition. One vear,
thev even appeared on the official Chnistmas card
from Movie Maker Not bad going for something
that started out to be a labour saver.

In addition. the httle cntters have often
appeared 1n the pages of Erg and in many another
fanzine. but sadlv. a collection of children’s stories
featuring Sam Soggy. still remain unsold - so if vou
know a friendlv publisher . ?

Meanwhile. I hope vou hope vou like the
samples given here. but if vou ever come visiting, |
have two thick albums full of clippings

o
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MY DAD

Charles Williams, Jr.

WILLIAMS, CHARLES
EDWARD SR., age 71,
passed away Monday June
25, 2001 after a long and
brave battle with kidney
and heart disease. He was
of the Methodist faith. He
was born in Paducah
Kentucky; a graduate of
Knoxville Central High
School in 1947, Charlie
went to work for Union
Carbide/ Martin-Marietta in
the early '50s, and retired
after 37 years of service.
His lifelong interest in
history led him to co-found
the Pellissippi Genealogical
Society, and he was past-
president of the Tennessee
Society of the Sons of the
American Revolution. He
was the author of
numerous genealogical

books and surveys.
Preceded in death by
parents Robert Edward

Williams in 1966 and Edna
Alice Williams in 1992, and
sister Peggy Louise in
1927. He is survived by his
wife of 52 years, Mary Edna
Jones Williams, sons and
daughters-in-law Charles
Jr. and Sylvia Williams and
David A. and Lisa Williams,
grandchildren Anna Marie
Whisett, Charles E.
Williams III, and Olivia
Lynn Williams, and a host
of friends. Special thanks
to Dr. Jack Benhayon.
Graveside service at 11
a.m. Thursday at Lynnhurst
Cemetery with Rev. JohnR.
Mays officiating.

About a week before he died. I called Dad about some trivial matter of
famuly history. I have a question.” I said

~Go ahecad.” he replied "1 got answers | haven't used vet.”

That pretty much summarizes his character. Dad was a classic
smartass.

Months after his funeral. now. I'm reflecting on how much he
shaped my character, and not just the smartass part. He was a clever and
imaginative cartoonist: he was an avid reader. particularly of history and
science fiction

He started me with Tom Swaft and comic books (mourning the
loss of his own Golden Age superhero collection in the Flood of 1960).
Later he introduced me to Heinlein and Clarke and Bradbury. He bought
me a copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four for my tenth birthday. Together we
rode the New Wave of Zelazny and LeGuin and all the rest. He loved
Larry Niven. hated Phil Dick

We argued politics. The last time he voted Democrat was for
Stevenson in "32: ['ve never met a Republican I liked. Dad’s 1dea of music
was the Grand Old Opry: he never quite understood rock and roll after
Elvis, much less Frank Zappa. We found much to argue about.

I never won.

His fascination with the Civil War and his own genealogy made a
historian out of a man whose professional career was 1n computers and
programming (He hated Windows. having spent decades in the murky.
monochrome world of DOS and 1ts primitive. vacuum-tube predecessors. ).
In the musty archives of a library or the tangled underbrush choking a
forgotten cemetery we found common ground Working together we
discovered a patriotism we shared despite our politics, as officers in the
local chapter of the Sons of the Amencan Revolution.

Dad knew his kidneys would fail one day. he was 4-F during the
Korean War. and knew the disease was progressive. He went on dialysis
in 92 and stayed relatively healthy. Eventually. though. aortic sclerosis
clogged up his heart He submitted to a cardiac cathenzation to check the
extent of the damage. and this simple diagnostic procedure killed hum

I was the last family member to see hum I accompanied Dad as
the orderly took him down from his hospital room to the cardiac cath lab
As he lay on the gurney he observed his reflection in the murrored ceiling:
I look pretty goddam good for such a sick man.”” We wheeled him 1nto a
curtained alcove and the orderly left us.

Be sure to get a good view of the monitor,” | reminded him
“Not often do vou get to see vourself from the inside-out, so take notes ™

He waved the back of his hand at me G wan outta here,” he
growled

So1left 1didn’t say “good luck™ or "I love vou™. | went upstairs
to the cardiac care lounge and waited with mv mother and brother and
others while thirty feet away Dad’s heart simply gave out. After the
surgeon and a nun came out to break the news and the melodramatic scene
played itself out. I went up to his hospital room to collect his stuff. On his
bedside table was a copy of VALIS by Phil Dick.



If Dad had one regret. 1t was that he hadn’t been an archaeologist. He loved to dig stuff up. You all know
his favorite sport was to climb around in the Famuly Tree, shake the branches. and see who fell out. History
was a passion for him. But more on that in a moment. ..

Dad’s life had both quality and quantity: he enjoved the Biblical “threescore and ten™. and all those
vears were rich with family and friends. His advice to me was Do what vou want to do. but do 1t nght.”
He did 1t nght.

He was the bravest man anv of vou ever knew In the face of an illness that killed most people in a
couple of years, he did what he had to do with grace and good humor. and extended his life another decade
He never considered his disabilities to be cnppling-just inconvemient. To fall back on a termble cliche, his
glass was always half-full. never half-empty. And even when 1t was down to the last sip. he was still
sucking on the nm of that glass. loving every minute of 1t

And while he looked to uncertain future with hope and
confidence, he also looked to the past, examining the lives of
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