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wiaw NICE
~ DAY IFIT
DON’T RAIN

On October 29", 2009 1 left the public
defender’s office early. Several of my co-workers had
already gone and those who remained knew I lived some distance away and encouraged me to go.
Outside it was raining and it was going to get worse. The latest in a series of bad thunderstorms was
marching northwards towards Bossier City. Benton, the little town where Bossier Parish has its
courthouse and I work, is only a few cattle-grazing miles beyond that. Bad weather isn’t new to the
corner of Louisiana known as the Ark-La-Tex, but the ladies in the office had been listening to the
weather reports and one word kept flashing through their banter: fornado.

Guy Lillian

I have a thing for tornadoes that must emit from deep within my subconscious. For years twisters have
been one of my common dream tropes, along with Niagara Falls, Hugo ceremonies, taxiing towards
takeoff in an airplane, realizing I have a final pending in a class I’ ve forgotten and wandering naked into a
courtroom. For awhile I collected “twister porn,” videos of terrible storms. I take special notice when I-
71 takes me by Xenia, Ohio, site of one of the most fearsome tornados in US history. Before 10-29, I’d
never seen a real-live tornado, and had regretted it, which when you think about it is a lot like regretting
never having fallen off a tall building: it must be one helluvan experience but it’s very likely to be the last
one you have. Obviously, tornadoes must mean something deep to me. After October 29, that was
indisputable.

As I do every afternoon, I drove “Little Red”, my Mini Cooper, south on Old Benton Road. The
extensive Festervan Farms and the clever cut-out of a steer they’ve placed by its fence fell behind. Far
ahead, over Shreveport, a massive grey cloud avalanched our way — very dark, very big, very bad, but
nothing worse than I’d seen a dozen times in the five years I’d made that drive. Strong rains came, off
and on, but I wasn’t concerned; in fact, I called Rosy at her teaching job at LSU-S and asked if she’d like
a Subways sandwich for supper. Car dealerships, the common guardians of many an American suburb,
appeared to my right, and the by-pass freeway, 1-220, cut across the road just ahead. [ finished my call to
Rosy. The rain came again.

But now it was different. The rain came in fast hard waves, slapping my windshield one after another,
driven by fierce winds — growing fiercer. The rain turned white. The white became opaque. I couldn’t
see the road. I hit my emergency blinkers and pulled over, hoping I wouldn’t find a ditch. I recognized
some of the twister porn I’d watched in the sudden white wind tearing hell out of the world. I said to
myself, “Hell, I'm in the middle of it,” because I knew what was coming inside that depthless white pall.

Well. “God, be with me,” I said, out loud, and “I love you, Rosy!’;
The wind tore savagely at the trees outside, which recoiled pitifully from its fury. A trashcan lid spun

over my hood like a giant frisbee. It occurred to me that I ought to get out of there. I took a chance and
pulled across the lanes, grateful that I could see the yellow lines. I floored Little Red and ran for it.




I called my office. The thing was headed their way. “Get under your desks!” I commanded. “Find a
central room! Right now!”

Ahead the air cleared enough for me to see a line of stopped traffic. I did not want to stop. Safety
seemed to me to be caught up in keeping moving. I pulled into a subdivision. Trees were down all over
the roads. Though I was glad of a small, tough car to wend my way through the debris, I worried about
catching a limb underneath the Mini and wracking out its undercarriage. The air was clear now and I
could see trees split in the yards of the nice houses. The wood looked wounded, moist and living.

I turned back to Old Benton Road. The tall sign of one of the car dealerships leaned over the road,
twisted like a pipecleaner. That just happened, I said to myself. The same thing hit it as hit me. A little
ways down I pulled into a gas station. Everyone was on their cellphones. One pretty young lady wept
into hers: “I was getting gas and ...”

Inside the 7/11 the nervous attendant called for last buys, since she was closing down. A fella who
wanted to drive north to Texarkana showed me the weather on his Blackberry: a vertical line of glowing
gold atop a map of the area. “Put up a sail,” I said. “You’ll be there in no time.” A black lady led her
just-over-toddler son towards the bathroom, haven for the storm-wary, because someone said another
twister was on the way. The little dude picked up on everyone else’s fear, and began to cry. I tried to
squelch that with a smile.

I drove to my neighborhood. No damage: not even leaves on the ground. Rosy was safe at school —
they’d canceled her movie class, so I wouldn’t get to give my lecture on the chariot races in the two Ben-
Hurs. 1 bought her that sandwich. At home, our yorkies were frantic but they calmed after | set out some
chow. Rosy returned and we spent the evening listening to the storm bash itself out and watching the
local weathermen earn their salaries. Shreveport made the national news for the first time since Josh
Brolin got arrested here while filming . The steeple on the downtown Methodist Church had fallen,
crushing a car and injuring the driver.

I started to think about what had happened to me and how I’d met it. [ hadn’t been scared. Too busy.
I’d saved myself. Thought of Rosy. Thank heaven for a small, low, heavy car with built-in stabilizers.
But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Twenty-four hours after the tornado passed — Force 2, I found out
later — I gave in to temptation and followed its route north. Though you couldn’t miss the de-steepling of
the downtown church, there wasn’t much damage evident on Old Benton Road: a Century 21 placard
hanging loose from its signpost, a little trash on the lawns, that sort of thing. Had I dreamed it all?

But once I reached 1-220, the traffic thickened, and it was soon clear that it wasn’t entirely due to rush
hour. Cranes, phone repairmen, cops ... swarming. The nice houses along this stretch had been trashed.
Fences were down. Trees had been ripped to pieces. Shingles lay on the lawns, and stacks of dying
branches by every driveway. Blue tarp, familiar from post-K New Orleans, was beginning to cover
roofs. Nothing could do that but disaster. It was real, all right.

RIDe

In a way the October tornado capped 2009 — a most remarkable year. It began with a funeral and ended
eating eggs benedict over lobster on Key West. It was the year I turned 60 — that still sounds ridiculous —
that my mother died, Rosy and I became solvent, the Saints won and won and won, and we decided to
look for a house. 60 or not, life goes on, and the lesson of the tornado is simple: treasure its every
moment. Chaos is always looming. You can’t control it., only how you face it. Face it with joy. And
stay off the roads during tornado weather.




R

This issue of Challenger thrives with good writing. Lester Boutillier adapts his e-mail series about his
early life in front of the TV, “Mr. CouchPotatohead”. Steve Silver writes about Harpo Marx,
supplementing his superb articles in other fanzines about silent film comedians. Mike Resnick
contributes his worldcon diary — always enviable — and talks about his many collaborators. Speaking of
whom ... If you want an example of a great person facing great challenges with great joy and great
courage, you may find it in Lezli Robyn’s “Coming in from the Dark”, one of the most remarkable and
beautiful memoirs I have ever read. Challenger is honored to present it. LEZLI FOR CAMPBELL!

Greg Benford looks to the SFnal dream of immortality and wonders, why not? Rich Dengrove adds
Challenger’s dose of real-life politics for the issue, Rose-Marie whets our appetites for her Photo Album
with a distinguished item therefrom, and Taral Wayne gives us our ration of satiric Trek fiction. As for
me ...

It’s funny to remember the exact moments when a life’s loves are discovered. I vividly recall finding an
issue of The Flash in a stack of magazines at my grandmother’s house — an event which led to my first
job, my lifelong friendship with a fannish legend, and — by convoluted means — to my doing Challenger.
Likewise, the first time I saw The Twilight Zone is still resonant in my mind. Herein I celebrate a half-
century of memories of the immortal series. I also look back — not quite nostalgically — at the first of two
successive DeepSouthCons, one of extraordinary importance to fandom, the other of extraordinary
importance to me. There’s the issue; I hope it sits well with you.

Next time? Haven’t given it a thought, and won’t for a
while. Now that this Challenger is done, all of my
creative energies must be focused on the NASFiC
program book, which I’ve agreed to edit. Although I've
done two worldcon souvenir tomes before, this is a more
daunting job, because I must handle myself the tasks Geri
Sullivan and Peggy Ranson so ably accomplished for the
Noreason IV and Nolacon II books: establishing budgets
and finding printers. Challenger #32 must ride a back
burner till that task is done.

Nevertheless, I beg for your LOCs and your ideas for
Chall #32. And if I come up with a theme, watch for an
announcement in The Zine Dump, later in the spring.

Pt

Bid welcome, all, to Jodi’s Princess Ginger Snap — a.k.a.
Ginger! Following the death of my boss at the public
defender’s office, his widow offered to let us take this
foxy little mama as companion to our male yorkie,
Pepper. I’'m happy to report that they get along
splendidly. They’d already had one litter, and judging from their scandalous misconduct on our recent
trip to Florida, may well be en route to another. Both Ginger and Pepper are AKC-certified purebred
yorkie terriers, by the way, so if you’re in the market for a thoroughbred woofer, let us know!




'COMING IN FROM THE DARK

Lezli Robyn

It’s been 14 months since my first story publication, and as I travel on the train to work tonight I
realize my journey has been more than physical; my whole life has changed. Before that first story 1
had never written fiction; never let my imagination soar with the written word. But by 2010 I have
made 8 professional sales to premier publishers in America, sold reprints to countries as diverse as
Russia, China, Poland, Italy, the Czech Republic, Bosnia and Greece, and I was a finalist for the
science fiction short story category of the Aurealis Awards, Australia’s premier achievement for that
genre.

I didn’t win that award, but how could I be disappointed? I understand now why people say
it’s an honor just to be nominated. I realized — even as the winner was being announced — that I would
have loved to have been there with the rest of the Aussie science fiction community, even if I was
never nominated.

It was then I recognized that I'd truly found a home. Writing fiction might be a way to let my
imagination come to life and my soul to grow, but the sf community was where I could share those
dreams with those of like minds.

For the past two years I have been going to Worldcon, where so many there have been
incredibly welcoming to an Aussie lass who never knew this magical world of conventions existed
until I bought a $50 eBay book off my now-frequent collaborator, Mike Resnick. Now I have
friendships that span the globe. I talk to writers, editors, publishers, artists and fans alike on a daily
basis online, and received free (often signed) books in the mail so regularly I haven’t had to buy a
book on eBay in quite some time.



I was accepted into the diverse community — but more than that, I was encouraged to find my
place there, to discover my love for writing, and was in the right environment to nourish it and let it
grow. And yet at the same time I have been very aware that my entrance into the field has been very
different than others. Instead of spending years writing and trying to get noticed as one of the
hundreds of writers in a slush pile, my first sale was with an award-winning author. Since then I’ve
sold every short story I’ve written, but oddly enough, none to my own country. That has produced
mixed reactions. Some Aussie authors tell me it’s wonderful that I’ve been able to break into the
international market at the start of my career, because some of the markets [’ve cracked into are hard
ones or well-paying ones. Likewise, other people have told me that I’ve taken the easy road into
publishing by selling with Mike, as if I didn’t do the work to make our collaborative stories saleable
to the markets they were bought by.

Even prominent reviewers who have recommended the stories 1 have written with Mike for
prominent awards omit my name as co-writer, which makes me wonder what they assume my
contribution was. Now, in my opinion, I take it as a compliment if reviewers think my writing is good
enough to be mistaken for being completely Mike’s (considering his experience of 40+ years in the
field and slew of awards for his talent), but knowing that some of the people do question my
contribution, I’'ve worked hard to make sure that I always .
offer more than my half share to my collaborations with
Mike, and that I sell solo stories of equal quality.

I have a lot to learn, and I will no doubt make
mistakes. But those are two things [ have in common with
other writers, as well as the dedication, perseverance and
love to make my fiction work. So I started seeking out
Aussie authors on Facebook; to find some home-grown
members of the sf community I had grown to love. And I
discovered at the Aurealis Awards that there is also a very
strong sense of family among those who attended...

And I realized that I had still been holding myself
back from the new family I have found.

I have been legally blind for the past few years, with a very unusual condition called
Keratoconus, and only a few close friends within the field know about it, including the lovely
publisher of this magazine. (Well, the dragon is kind of out of the bag now!) You see, I never wanted
anyone to pity me or label me, or to see me as other than the bubbly, talkative — hopefully interesting
— emerging writer that [ am. I wanted to make good impressions on editors with my writing, and form
friendships with writers online or at conventions, building upon our similarities, not singling out a
major difference I have that can separate us.

You see, my eye condition is unusual in that it’s described as being blinded by light. I see a
multitude of doubles through each eye (although the left eye is worse) as well as ghosting and
warping of images in general. When I see a light — even a small one — the compounding doubles cover
everything around it, the halo often making it hard to see anything. I can’t drive, I’'m close to hopeless
writing in the evenings (with all the artificial light around me), and in general not knowing exactly
where the edges of things are makes me a total (but occasionally funny) klutz.

But it’s not a condition where I use a guide dog or a stick, and so unless people know me, |
can pretty much navigate myself around (although I’'m a little vulnerable in crowded dark rooms)




without people realizing. And I’ve been very proud of the fact that, in general, people haven’t noticed
I have a vision handicap.

Well, at the Aurealis Awards I was confronted by how limiting my sight can be. Being new to
the business, and never having sold a story to Australia, | was meeting everyone for the first time at
the awards. I had gotten to know some of the attending Aussie authors on Facebook, but on the night I
discovered that with the lighting and with so many people, I had trouble spotting any of them. (And
my family had no reason to know who was who, as they were only there to support me.) So it made it
hard for me to mingle, as I couldn’t see who I was walking up to, and I had trouble navigating the
room in general. So for the start of the evening I pretty much stood in the same corner of the room, for
once at a loss of what to do. It was a very confronting situation for a social girl like me, who just loves
to get to know people. I felt like I was missing an opportunity.

Then I was very lucky enough to recognise one person, and after introducing myself to him,
he said “And have you met...?” and this lovely man introduced me to a lot of people I had wanted to
congratulate (the winners), or get to know (editors and fellow nominees). And it meant that they in
turn introduced me to others, and all of a sudden I could create visual cues (such as mine are) to be
able to spot them easier in the future.

I realized then that / was the one limiting my participation in my own community by trying to
hide my eye condition. Like the lovely man who helped introduce me to many people on the night, I
knew others would have helped me if I had told them I was legally blind. That is part of what
belonging to a community entails. I was effectively alienating myself from the sf family I have
admitted has given me a second home, for fear of not being seen beyond my eye condition. I do not
see myself as being disabled. I merely look at life differently than others.

What’s in the future for me within the sf field?

To be honest, I’'m not certain. Some more story sales. Possibly a chance to win the Campbell
Award this year... Who knows?

What I do know is that even if I don’t make another fiction sale, I'm officially a member of
the sf community, and proud of it. I’'m not hiding anymore.




Keeping up advised of the future of the way the future was in the past ...or something ...

BOILER EXPILOSION:

STEAMPUNK CONVENTIONS AND THE YEAR 2010
Chris Garcia

In 2008, Steam-powered was the first major Steampunk-centric convention, hosted in my
hometown of Sunnyvale, CA. It drew more than 500 people, got rave reviews and showed that
there was a market for a con dedicated specifically to Steampunk as a literature and a lifestyle.
Folks came from all over, including authors and artists like Phil & Kaija Foglio, Greg Broadmore
from WETA Workshop in New Zealand, Jeff and Ann Verder Meer, James Blaylock and the
band Abney Park. It was a big deal, got a great deal in both local and national press, including
mentions in Wired magazine and METRO, the Silicon Valley’s Weekly Newspaper (which
kindly included a mention of my talk at the con). Having been there, it was a great time.

At Steam-powered, which had some management blow-ups after the con leading to no
return engagement, there were flyers for SteamCon, another Steampunk con in Seattle almost
exactly a year after Steam-powered. SteamCon announced that they’d got Tim Powers to be their
Author Guest of Honor, which was a good name to draw with. They had a year of getting the
name out and they drew well more than a thousand people from all over North America (and I
think The UK as well) and while it had long lines for registration and the Saturday night concert,
it was a very well-received con and one that’s planning a 2010 return. I certainly had a wonderful
time as a presenter and am planning on returning next year.

There was another convention, or as they called it a ‘Convivial’ that took place in the UK
slightly ahead of SteamCon. It was called The Asylum and it was a very interesting, and much
smaller, UK gathering of mostly European Steampunks. It also got strong reviews from folks, and
there are plans for another edition in 2010.

And those are the first 3 Steampunk-centric conventions in the history of the world.
While other cons have had a Steampunk theme (notably WindyCon 2009 and Baycon 2009),
these were the only cons that were specifically dedicated to Steampunk from their founding.
Supposedly, though I can’t find solid info, there was a Steampunk convention in Spain and
another in Russia, though that was more of a meet-up. Whenever something works for someone,
others try to hop on make their name off of it, and that’s exactly what’s happening with
Steampunk conventions in 2010.

First, there’s the return of a BArea Steampunk convention. The Nova Albion Steampunk
Exhibition, which the cool kids are already calling SteamX, is planned for March in Emeryville.
It’s some of the team from the first Steampunk convention, including the programming team, and
they’ve cut loose some of the less successful team members from Steam-powered. It’s going to be
a big deal con again, though I doubt they’1l draw the sort of attention they drew in 2008. This is
the first Steampunk con of 2010, and it was the first to start publicizing itself. It’s in my
wheelhouse, so I'll be there, giving my talks on Those Whacky Victorians and Charles Babbage.

The next big convention comes to Saint Louis in April. I haven’t been able to find a lot of
info on it other than a group of St. Louis Steampunks who were at WindyCon. It’s likely to be
small, or so they say, but St. Louis has a lively community that I’ve only been aware of through
Dragon*Con’s photo galleries. This, at least partly, feels like a “Me Too!” convention, one that
sees that there’s a community out there and they should start something, anything, to simply get
in on it. These kinds of cons happen whenever some sort of fandom gets hot, sometimes with
near-tragic consequences. There was a Firefly convention scheduled for LA in 2006 that went
belly-up and took the money of a number of folks with it. There are large signing conventions in
most areas of interest, and while some take a minor profit, some burn out in a way that eventually




involves the district attorney. I’'m specifically thinking
of the wrestling event in October of 2007 and the
FedCon which was cancelled in the middle of the event.
Of course, there’s also JumpCon, which led to serious
criminal convictions.

In May there are two events planned: one for
Deerborn, Michigan and one for Piscataway, New
Jersey. The Piscataway event is called The Steampunk
World’s Faire. There were a bunch of posts of folks
talking about a Philadelphia convention, though this
may be some of, or all of] the people involved with that
event. The Steampunk World’s Faire is set for May 14-
16. It’s an interesting weekend, but it can totally work.
The event has a couple of dances, a cabaret, a tea party,
a murder mystery dinner and they’re teasing a
Steampunk Rock Opera! That’s awesome sauce. The
later May event, on Memorial Day, is the World’s
Steam Expo. The names make it very possible to
confuse the two events. They’re also advertising a lot of
similar events: a Mad Science Faire, a High Tea, a
dance and so on. It’ll be very easy to confuse these two. Of course, there’s also the difference that
the Deerborn event is also tying itself with the fact that it’s in Henry Ford’s home town.

The confusion between the two is probably not going to affect either, but the fact that
they’re two weeks apart will likely hurt both of them. The fact that Memorial Day is also one of
the biggest weekends for regional conventions like BayCon, MarCon, WisCon, MisCon and so
on. It’s a tough time. The fact that a new con put itself up against a raft of cons that have been
around for ages is both ballsy and dangerous. MarCon has a strong Steampunk contingent. There
is a tradition of cons trying to put themselves against established cons and failing. There’s always
the desire to tap into a weekend when folks are going to have time, but that idea has been around
for a few decades and it means you’ve got a lot to work against.

After that, summer. The summer months are always packed, even for us Steampunks.
Comic-Con in San Diego and Dragon*Con in Atlanta are both huge draws for Steampunk
costumers and writers. There’s also the raft of other cons, including the Australian WorldCon.
That does seem to help Steampunk conventions due to the fact that it’s a pricey con, and the
Steampunk crew aren’t the ones who would spend the money to fly out to Oz, though they might
make the trip to wherever in the US. That would free up some con-going money for some folks.

In September, the people who brought us The Asylum, UK Steampunk Convivial, will be
doing their second edition. That’s interesting, but they’re also talking about doing a smaller event
over Easter weekend. Well, the UK has an extremely well-established convention called ... wait
for it ... Eastercon. That’s the British National Science Fiction Convention. It’s also a tough time
because there’s World Horror Con in Brighton the weekend before. Still, every report I heard out
of The Asylum from this year was wildly positive.

SteamCon II: Steampunk Bugaloo will drop in October again in Seattle. Now, this year’s
turn-out was much bigger than expected, and they’ve said they’re planning on expanding, and
that might be worrisome because there are other games in town and there was a pretty good sized
traveling contingent that might not happen now that there are other options.

This can be seen with some of the Furry cons. There were only a couple of games in town
and when more started popping up, the travelers started hitting only a couple of them instead of
all of them. They’d do one of the big ones, Further Confusion or MidWest Fur Fest, and then
their local Furry convention and not all of them that were out there. This could well be what we’ll
see with the Steampunk cons.
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One that I think will have a serious shot at success because it’s so different will be
TeslaCon. It’s a far more focused con, it seems, centered around the playing of roles and a murder
mystery thing. They’re even producing a film thing that looks like it’s going to be pretty
awesome. They had a great room party at WindyCon, with a giant photo backdrop. They were
ready and since they have a solid concept, they can probably make a solid win by drawing in
folks who aren’t just Steampunk fans. They’re solidly focused on hitting a more dedicated crowd.
It’s an interesting concept and I’m thinking they might just make it happen and have a regular
run.

The thing is, these are groups that either have loose affiliations with SF Fandom or none
at all. SteamCon was a major break from that as the Chair, Programming Head and Vice-Chair all
regularly work with NorWesCon, though that’s somewhat more isolated than most cons. This is
an interesting notion, because they probably have little idea how cons have failed. As long as
there have been cons, there have been problems, and the closer you are to SF cons, the better
view you’ve got of how they happened and what they led to. There are reasons why cons don’t
typically do daycare, and there were a couple of the Steampunk conventions that were actively
advertising that they’ll provide all-day daycare. There are very good reasons why cons have the
departments they have and why they put certain things in certain ways. These will naturally fall in
line as they go along, but there’s a good reason for having folks who have been in the trenches,
because a first year failure is very difficult to come back from. Just ask the Bay Area folks
involved with Con-X-Treme.

This also brings up a bigger question: are Steampunk fans SF fans? This is a serious
question, as there are tons of folks I’ve met at the two Steampunk conventions I’ve been to that
have no connection to SF at all. In fact, there were a couple of folks who had never heard of
Steampunk as a written thing and only thought that it was a costuming thing. It happens. The
thing is, if Steampunk is completely separate from SF, then you have to think that the sky is the
limit. This would be an isolated crowd, the ups-and-downs of what we might consider
‘mainstream’ fandom would have little effect on this crowd. It also would draw folks who might
attend SF cons but more attach themselves to Steampunk to stay away at a time when having
more attendees at a WorldCon would be a very nice thing. Of course, that also means that the
structures that many cons have to keep each other going are likely outside the realm of most of
these cons.

The thing is this is just about the same point as 1970s fandom. There was a whole raft of
new fans who came out of the Star Trek fandoms. Read some of the reviews from 1970s cons
where Star Trek groups were coming up and you’ll see the way they were often pulled in with
open arms by con-runners, but many of the traditional fans were resentful to these interlopers. Of
course, they also set up their own cons that grew quickly, so much so that companies like
Creation came about and started making big money. These cons managed to stick around,
providing a product that those of us in the mainstream of SF fandom typically don’t prefer, but
they drew lots of people.

Steampunk does have one thing going for it: the internet. There are hundreds of sites,
Facebook groups, LJs and pretty much every other method of interacting without having to
actually be in the same place with people. It has supported the community and grown it, giving a
sense of community that you seldom see. Everyone knows everyone, everyone knows what
everyone does. It’s an amazing thing.

Let’s see where it goes. I love Steampunk (the lit, not the dressing up, though that’s
another article) and I hope theses cons go well. Who knows if the crowding of cons can last, but
if they do, we’ll be seeing a lot more in 2011!
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Says the author: 1 had offered to let Guy run the sixth and final portion of my lengthy article on
silent film comedians, covering Charles Chaplin, for Challenger. However, while the earlier
articles appeared in Reluctant Famulus, Chunga, The Drink Tank, Alexiad, and Askance, by the
time Challenger was ready to go to press, I had already run all six articles together (with
additional information) in Argentus. Guy, therefore, asked if I had anything else for him.
Figuring that I had already set a theme of silent film actors, I decided to look at a comedian who
was known for being silent in talking films: Harpo Marx. However, rather than look at his life, or
his career, I would look at a very specific six weeks in his life, and so I offer to Guy and
Challenger readers:
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Steven H Silver

Art by CHARLIE WILLIAMS
and ELAINE SILVER

In 1929, the Marx Brothers released their “first” film, The Cocoanuts, based on their
Broadway play of the same title. In fact, eight years earlier, the brothers tried their hand with
film, making Humor Risk, which didn’t work well for them since so much of their comedy was
based on quips and fast-talking. The film may never have been shown to a public audience and
all copies of it have been lost.

In between those two films, the brother who was most suited for a life in silent films,
Harpo (born Adolph, later changed to Arthur'), made a film in which he had his only line of
dialogue. In Too Many Kisses, Harpo played the role of the village Peter Pan, a nastier version of
the scamp he played in so many films with his brothers. When he came across a tied up character
who asked Harpo to untie him, Harpo responded, “You sure you can’t move?” before punching
the character and knocking him down. Of course, two years before The Jazz Singer, Harpo’s line
was presented only in the title cards and the film would be completely forgotten today except for
Harpo’s brief scene, lasting less than a minute.

Following Too Many Kisses, Harpo and his brothers made thirteen films between 1929
and 1949, ending with the highly forgettable Love Happy (notable as one of Marilyn Monroe’s
first roles). During that time, in between the release of the fifth Marx Brothers film, Duck Soup
and the sixth, 4 Night at the Opera, Harpo found himself in a history-making role.

On May 19, 1924, after many years in Vaudeville, the Marx Brothers made their
Broadway debut in the play 7’ll Say She Is. The reviewer for the New York Sun wrote a glowing,
if strange, review which was headlined “Harpo Marx and Some Brothers. Hilarious Antics Spread
Good Cheer at the Casino.” On May 20, the reviewer sought out Harpo and the two became close
friends. Alexander Woollcott was a member of the Algonquin Round Table and brought Harpo
into that august literary ensemble, providing the only person at the table who actually spent most
of his time listening.

Nine years later, Woollcott had a fantastic idea and he approached Harpo saying, “I’ve
decided that Harpo Marx should be the first American artist to perform in Moscow after the US
and the USSR become friendly nations. They’ll adore you. With a name like yours, how can you
miss? Can’t you see the three-sheets? ‘ Presenting Marx—In person’!” Less than two months
later, Woollcott had managed to pull strings and Harpo found himself in Moscow.

! Although Harpo famously changed his name from Adolph to Arthur, most likely around the start of
World War I, although it isn’t clear exactly when, in pronunciation, the change was from his being called
“Ahdie” to “Ahtie.”
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Working with the New York Intourist® office, didn’t help and they decided that rather
than book Harpo for any specific dates, they would simply give him a letter of introduction to the
director of the Moscow Art Theatre and send him on his way. Woollcott also gave him a letter of
introduction to Walter Duranty, the New York Times Moscow correspondent.

Harpo traveled to the Soviet Union via Hamburg. His initial plan was to dawdle in
Germany for a little while, but as soon as he arrived, he saw rows of stores with Stars of David
painted on them and the word Jude. The stores were empty, housing only the frightened
proprietors. According to Marx, it was the first time he was conscious of being a Jew since his
bar mitzvah and the first time he lost his appetite since he had the measles.

Upon arriving in the Soviet Union, Harpo’s baggage was searched. The first suitcase
didn’t cause any problems, but the second, which contained his props of four hundred dinner
knives, two revolvers, three stilettos, six bottles marked Poison, and a collection of wigs and
bears, caused an uproar. They had Harpo remove
his harp from his case and ordered him to play it,
to prove his was a professional harpist. His
fingers too cold, Harpo was not able to get any
sort of recognizable sound from the instrument.
Eventually, another traveler, a businessman with
experience in the Soviet Union, showed up and
corroborated Harpo’s story and he was allowed to
resume his journey to Moscow.

In Moscow, Harpo was assigned a
handler, Comrade Malekinov. When Harpo
suggested that he couldn’t pronounce her name
and would call her Miss Benson, she
demonstrated a complete lack of sense of humor.
According to Harpo, even when he was
performing and the audience was roaring with
laughter, Malekinov never cracked a smile.

Harpo discovered that Duranty was in
Leningrad the first week of his visit to the Soviet
Union. Undeterred, Harpo visited the director of
the Moscow Art Theatre and gave him a
demonstration. Harpo was required to audition

o w T multiple times and it got his dander up. Rather
Photo by Elaine Silver of display at than continue to wait on the decision of the
the Statue of Libertv ~ director, Harpo began making plans to leave the

Soviet Union. Several foreign correspondents
heard of Harpo’s plans and tried to work around
the Moscow Art Theatre, including Ivy Litvinov, the English-born wife of Soviet Foreign
Minister Maxim Litvinov. Arrangements were made for Harpo to perform and he began
rehearsals.

His debut, for a select group of international press, Americans, and the People’s Culture
Commissariat, was a big hit. It was followed by a more general show, also a hit, for members of
the Communist Party. A review in Izvestia was even more flattering to Harpo than Woollcott had
been in his initial review of I'll Say She Is. Shortly before Harpo left the Soviet Union, the critic
who wrote the review would be shot for illegal exchanging rubles for hard currency. One of the

? Intourist was the official travel agency of the Soviet Union, founded by Joseph Stalin in 1929, it handled
nearly all foreign travelers to the Soviet Union, including this piece’s author, until 1992. It was also known
for feeding information about said tourists to the NKVD and KGB.
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high points for Harpo was when the director of the Moscow Art Theatre came backstage to
congratulate him with tears of laughter still in his eyes.

The show Harpo put on was a revue, with Russian acts filling in the space around him.
He would begin by playing “I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles” on a specially rigged clarinet which
he could thumb to cause it to blow soap bubbles. He would then play a harp solo. His third piece
would be a pantomime, which was based on the opening act of the stage play The Cocoanuts and
I'll Say She Is, followed by another harp recital which would last as long as it held the audience’s
interest.

The pantomime failed miserably. Eventually a Russian writer who spoke English
explained why to Harpo. The audience was looking for a story. What Harpo was presenting was
anarchy without any sort of plot to back it up. The Russian offered to write a back story, without
changing what Harpo actually had to do, in order to provide Harpo’s gags with the context the
Russian audience craved.

Harpo wound up playing his show for two weeks in Moscow, a week in Leningrad,
another week of one-night stands, and finally two more weeks in Moscow. Just before Harpo left
for Leningrad, he was visited by a Russian who was wearing a dark suit with a red stripe.
Looking at the suit, he saw that it was made by a theatrical tailor in New York. Harpo asked
where he got it. [t was sent to the man by a distant cousin, whose son-in-law’s brother had worn
the suit. It turns out that the son-in-law was Chico Marx and the suit had once belonged to
Harpo. One night the suit had disappeared from Harpo’s dressing room, apparently so Chico’s
mother-in-law could clothe her old country cousins.

At Harpo’s final performance, Maxim Litvinov managed to see the show. At the end of
the performance, he appeared on stage to thank Harpo. When Harpo shook his hand, a cascade of
knives fell from Litvinov’s sleeve, reminiscent of one of Harpo’s signature pieces.

The next morning, Harpo’s final day in the Moscow, he met with Duranty at the
American embassy. Joining them was the first American Ambassador to the Soviet Union,
William C. Bullitt, Jr. Bullitt asked Harpo if he would deliver some letters to New York in
person. Harpo agreed, and then Bullitt explained the catch. The letters would be taped to
Harpo’s leg, under his sock in an effort to avoid detection. Bullitt would not tell Harpo to whom
the letters would be delivered, nor what was in them. When Harpo arrived in New York, the
proper people would seek him out.

Harpo managed to forget about the papers while he prepared to leave the Soviet Union
until he heard the news about the zvestia critic who was executed. Once he heard about that, all
he could think of was the packet of letters he was smuggling out.” Once Harpo left the Soviet
Union, he focused his attention on getting home and delivering the letters. He cancelled a trip to
Paris and a visit to London, where he was planning on meeting up with Chico. He saw
counterespionage agents everywhere he looked. On board the ship from Le Havre to New York,
he remained in his cabin as much as he could.

Shortly before the ship docked in New York, there was a heavy knock on his door.
Harpo opened it up to see two men, neither of whom he had seen on the ship. They told him that
they had come to get something from him, probably something hidden under his clothing, and
flashed Secret Service badges. Harpo removed the letters and passed them along. The men
disappeared and he never found out what was so vitally important that he carry it from Moscow
to the United States. The two agents escorted Harpo from the ship, flashed their badges, and
informed customs that Harpo’s baggage was tagged for diplomatic priority.

While in the Soviet Union, Harpo saw his name printed in Cyrillic on three-sheets. It
appeared as XAPTIO MAPKC, which he decided should be pronounced as “Exapno Mapcase,” a
nickname he occasionally used afterwards with Alexander Woollcott.

3 Years later, I would smuggle a Soviet flag out of the country, wrapped around my torso, under my
clothing. Itraded a pair of my roommate’s jeans for it.

15




MR. COUCHPOTATOHEAD

Lester Boutillier

One of the first local TV shows I watched was Captain Sam. He's alleged to have been
famous for saying, "Shut up, kid!" a lot. I either didn't notice that or don't remember that. What I
remember most were the cartoons. First his cartoon was Crusader Rabbit, the very first made-for-
TV cartoon and the product of Jay Ward and Bill Scott. Then, in 1957 and in the wake of Sputnik,
the rabbit was replaced by a new cartoon, Colone! Bleep.

I was a big Crusader Rabbit fan. I had Crusader Rabbit comic books — which were
actually, er, "novelizations" of the TV cartoons, and a Crusader Rabbit coloring book. And on
that coloring book hangs a tale.

I was always coloring SOMETHING back then with my Crayola crayons. I used all the
colors too. And the adults asked me what my favorite color was. I didn't have one favorite color,
and I said so. But they kept pressuring me to name a FAVORITE color. So finally I said, "Black."
This struck the adults as odd. So they asked me to name another FAVORITE color. So again I
said, "Black." This went on for some time, until they finally gave up in frustration. They returned
to the theme time and again but with less and less hope of achieving their goal, which was to
make me name a "normal" color as my favorite.

Well. Since my favorite color was now officially black, I began using it a lot. And in
coloring my Crusader Rabbit coloring book I colored almost everything...black. This was hard
enough on my parents. But my older girl cousins visited my grandmother in the neighboring
house, and a lot of the other kids from the block hung out there too. And they all had their
coloring books and were all coloring away. Well, one day I got an idea. I whipped out my black
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crayon and decided to help the other kids with their coloring. I went around madly coloring all
their coloring book pages black. I was a speed demon too. Soon all the other kids were crying. I
got a whipping, but nobody ever asked me to change my favorite color again.

When Colonel Bleep debuted he was a big hit with all us kids. His first cartoon on
Captain Sam's show was on a Monday. It just so happened that one of the Cacamo kids across the
street had a birthday party the next day, Tuesday. My mother took me. But of course being
deathly shy I held back on the fringe and didn't participate in musical chairs or anything else with
the rest of the kids. But when Captain Sam came on, everybody gathered in the TV room to watch
his show. I stood at the back of the room against the wall. Everybody waited with baited breath
for the second Colonel Bleep episode. BUT the captain announced that, because SOME kids
MAY not have seen the first episode, he would run it again and not run the second episode until
the next day. Boy, was I disappointed! But the next day I was all better.

Nothing lasts forever, all things must pass, and so it was that one day WDSU came to feel
it no longer needed local kids' show host Captain Sam. They decided to replace him
with Nebraskan import Wayne Mack as a new kids' show host, a character of his own creation,
"Hollywood director” the Great McNut.

Sam's last week on the air saw a mysterious character came on to the set for a few
minutes each day, do some little business, and walk off. Sam would act puzzled and ask the
peanut gallery and the kids at home, "Who IS that strange man?" On the Friday show this new
character walked onto the set, didn't say anything, just tacked up a banner proclaiming, "The
Great McNut is Coming!" and walked off. Who IS that strange man?

The next Monday we all found out. The Great McNut was suddenly the host of the show.
And instead of Colonel Bleep cartoons we got Three Stooges shorts, which The Great McNut
would introduce by saying, "Lights! Camera! Action! Start the cotton pickin' program!" For the
rest of the show he would mug the camera, goof with the kids, and promote Bunny bread ("no
holes!"). Yeah, right! Bunny bread in those early days was always full of holes.

But what really captivated us kids of course was The Three Stooges. I was already
vaguely familiar with the Stooges. I remember seeing a couple of the shorts with Joe Besser in the
movie theatre. My mother, I know, couldn't stand them. But us kids went wild! On the second day
of the Great McNut show, the selection was that classic with Curley in which the Stooges came to
a rich matron's house to fix the plumbing, while she was having a party. Curley wound up
concocting a Rube Goldberg arrangement of pipes in the bathroom, while Larry commenced
tearing up the spacious lawn looking for the cutoff valve. It happened that little Marie Zuppardo
was visiting, as she often did after school. And she, my brother, and I were understandably in
stitches. My mother came rushing out from the kitchen to see what was so funny. When she
found out it was the Three Stooges she harrumphed and went back into the kitchen.

All the kids I knew were very much into the Stooges. There were Three Stooges balloons.
I had them. There were Three Stooges hand puppets. I had them. And there were Three Stooges
bubblegum cards, which we all bought, traded, and collected. The "prize" cards in that set were
the ones giving biographies of Moe, Larry, and Curley on the back. That's how I found out about
Ted Healey and learned that Moe had started out as a Shakespearian actor. Yes, I read the "fine
print" on everything. So imagine my surprise when I got one Stooges bubblegum card that
mentioned a Three Stooges MOVIE soon to be released, Have Rocket Will Travel. Wow!

There were lines around the block at all theatres for that one and all other Stooges movie.
And I did see them all, including The Three Stooges in Orbit, which we saw in Mississippi. In
1962 our family took a rare vacation, to the Mississippi Gulf coast. In those days movies always
opened in Mississippi before Louisiana, although they always opened in Louisiana before New
York, for complicated reasons that I never could figure out. Anyway the theatre in Biloxi was not
crowded for the Stooges movie, so we got to escape the long lines that awaited it in New Orleans.

The most notable of all the Stooges movies may have been The Outlaws Is Coming, a
western in which all the local kiddie show hosts of Stooges shows around the country had bit
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parts, mostly as outlaws. Of course New Orleans' Wayne Mack was one of them. He had the best
part of all the hosts' and wore the best costume and biggest mustache. The Great McNut showed
footage on his show of all the kidshow hosts relaxing during a break in the shooting. Two things
stood out. One, Mack was much older than the other guys. Two, he was the only one clowning
around and hamming it up off the set.

So, did I ever meet the Great McNut? Yes, I did. One day my parents took my brother
and I to visit WDSU. It was one of those spur-of-the-moment things. There was no tour, but we
got to sit in a section of folding chairs watching the station on a big TV. It came time for the
Great McNut show to begin, and we thought we'd stay and watch it. It turns out that all the other
kids there were part of a birthday-party group. And when it came time for the show to begin, the
director called all the kids onto the set. My father told him we weren't with the group, but the
director said to come on anyway. That's how I came to be on the Great McNut show. He did his
usual bits, asking each kid if he'd washed behind their ears. I didn't know it, but I was told later by
those who'd watched the show at home that I blushed furiously at this. Typical for me at age 10 —
or 20 or 30, for that matter.

Or 40.

Or 50.

One final story of the Stooges. New Orleans in those days had some worldwide movie
premieres, not many but a few. A Pat Boone movie premiered here, as did The Nutty Professor
(with an onstage appearance by Jerry Lewis) and The Busy Body (with an onstage appearance by
Sid Ceasar). These were all at the Saenger Theatre. Word got around, and the Three Stooges
decided to premiere one of their movies here. I couldn't make it to that one because I was sick,
but [ got to watch the Stooges on the local Midday Show on WDSU, where they appeared with
Wayne Mack, Terry "Miss Muffett" Flettrich, and others. They were asked why they chose to
premiere their movie here. Larry said, "We heard that this was a good town to premiere movies
in," upon which Moe bopped him on the head and said, "This isn’t a town, numbskull! It's a city!"

The Midday Show ran for many years, and most days a different women's club was
guested, interviewed while sitting at tables on the set having luncheon. Once a group my mother
belonged to, the Jolly Club, was on. My mother, as usual, had her wide, toothy smile on. When
Wayne Mack came to her, he said, "Well! You certainly ARE jolly!"
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“DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOOOOOOOOOOO00

DOODOODOODEDOODQOOP!”

50 YEARS WITH

Guy Lillian
Art by DAVE RYAN

Something Marc Leeper wrote in a recent MT Void reminded me: October, 2009 marked
the 50™ anniversary of the greatest science fiction television program of all time.
No, no, say the trekkies: Star Trek didn’t debut till 1964, so that milestone that won’t

pass until 2014! Buffies
protest that the magic
50™ won’t come till
2047, and our young
compatriots at
Dragon*Con protest
that Battlestar:
Galactica’s Golden
Anniversary — “Cylons
are Golden, Golden ...”
—won’t come around
till 2054 ... or 2028, if
they count the Lormne
Greene atrocity, and
hopefully they don’t.
Second Fandom guys of
my acquaintance grow
misty-eyed at the
memory of Rocky
Jones, Space Ranger,
and lament that we let
the 50® anniversary of
that antique masterwork
—in 2004 - slip by.

All are
misguided. There is
only one greatest
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science fiction television program of all time, and that first appeared at 10PM on Friday night,
October 2, 1959. [ remember.

Actually I do remember, but not the show’s first broadcast. I didn’t come on board until
the third, two weeks later. The show was “Mr. Denton on Doomsday”, and it’s like I saw it last
Friday. (Actually, considering how often Zone appears in syndication, I might have.)

“Mr. Denton on Doomsday” was a western — but in 1959, what wasn’t? Westerns were
everywhere during the last years of the Eisenhower administration; you either watched westerns
or you didn’t watch TV. I'd spent much of my first decade with Maverick (light stuff) and
Gunsmoke (dark stuff) and Cheyenne (that great “glowing eyes” episode spooked the bejasus out
of me) ... and Sugarfoot and Bronco and my favorite, Colt .45 (I mourned when low ratings
holstered that show). And many other tales of boots and saddles.

So the initial scenes of “Mr.Denton” seemed routine. A western street. A bar. Through
its swinging doors sprawls the raggedy town drunk, Dan Duryea as Denton, followed by the
lanky Martin Landau, playing the black-clad town bully. Landau sneeringly forces Denton to
sing “How Dry I Am” to earn another drink, and leaves Denton unconscious in the dirt. His
humiliation is witnessed by a traveling man across the dusty street, Henry J. Fate. The camera
moves to Duryea’s hand. Alongside which, from nowhere, a gun appears.

HOOKED.

I’m sure you remember how “Mr. Denton on Doomsday” played out. Henry Fate sells
Denton, a onetime top gun, a potion which will restore his fast draw — but only for a few seconds.
By accident, Denton disarms Landau — and finds the stones to punch him out. Sobered up,
cleaned up, his dignity returns — but with it, his reputation. Pete Grant, a young gunfighter played
by Doug McClure, comes gunning for him. Denton finds Fate, buys another dose of the fast-
draw potion — but, when Grant squares off against him, sees his young opponent take a slug of the
same stuff.

Both panic, draw, and fire. (Remember the flat punch of gunfire on The Twilight Zone?)
Both are hit — in their gun hands. Neither will be able to hold pistols again. Denton realizes that
fate — uhh, Fate — has played him his luckiest hand.

Me too. My life’s path was set.

Friday nights at 10 became the focus of my entire week. Rod Serling’s face — and voice —
became the most familiar on television, and Bernard Herrmann’s spooky theme the most
welcome music on the screen. (Marius Constant’s familiar “DOO DOO DOO DOO” wouldn’t
debut till much later. Twilight Zone always had wonderful music. Even the stock stuff was
effective. Remember the suspenseful theme played as the flashlight approached the escaping
families in “Third from the Sun”?)

I loved TZ when it was funny (“The Mighty Casey”) and loved it, tremblingly, when it
was spooky (e.g., “Room 22” and “The After Hours”, supra). Once or twice it really juiced me —
I nearly went into hysterics after seeing Jim Hutton sink back onto his pillow, and into oblivion,
at the close of “And When the Sky Was Opened”. (I first saw that episode at Mrs. Argo’s house
— she was baby-sitting me and my brother — and it freaked me so much I made her call my mama
to come get us! I was 35 at the time ...)

So how come? What hooked me?

As I’ve grown old, and watched the episodes over and over and over again, I’ve come to
appreciate the quality of the writing, the definess of the direction, the excellence of the acting.
They were excellent television. But such qualities were lost on me in my “tweener” years. Back
then, when I first saw the episodes, I responded to the cool SFnal elements — and the primordial
feelings they evoked. For there was a subtext to a lot of the best Twilight Zones.

For instance ... In his secret moments, in the longings and loneliness of his changing
psyche, the pain of his new realization of mortality and the anguish of oncoming adolescence,
every kid is a paranoid. He worries that he’ll never be part of life. Robot and mannequin
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episodes appealed to that common unspoken adolescent fear — that you aren 't real. So when
Inger Stevens suddenly realizes (in “The Lateness of the Hour”, one of the six videotaped
episodes) that there’s a reason there are no childhood photos in the family album, we recognized
her horror. It’s because of this adolescent alienation that I count “In His Image” as not only one
of my favorite 7Zs but one of the best media experiences of my life. Writer Charles Beaumont
not only shocks the protagonist with the fact that he’s not human, he also switches emphasis to
his neurotic creator — and promises him, and the audience identifying with him, a happy new
future as “a new man.” Rest in peace and glory, Beaumont — and George Grizzard, the great
thespian who starred; you guys brought a classic, and a classic feeling, to life.

Other favorite episodes? I’ve got dozens. Among them ...

“Nightmare at 20,000 Feet” — Shatner at his hammiest — and best — taking on a gremlin on the
wing of an airliner. Greatest TV show ever. (Go ahead, name a better one.)

“Little Girl Lost” — A little girl rolls out of bed and falls into another dimension. Don’t you love
how Richard Matheson plots can be distilled into a single sentence? Great Bernard Herrmann
music and incredible atmosphere. “What a mutt!”

“And When the Sky was Opened” — Rod Taylor and the crew of the X-20 yanked from reality by
“someone ... or some thing”. Yihh. Mrs. Argo, call my mother again.

“The Invaders” — Agnes Moorehead fights pint-sized spacemen who are not as alien as they seem.
I once showed this episode to Martina Klicperova, a Czech academic who had never seen The
Twilight Zone, and was rewarded by seeing her jump through the ceiling when my phone rang.

“To Serve Man” — Who can forget Lloyd Bochner’s face when he hears his secretary shout “It’s a
cookbook!”?

“Elegy” — Three spacemen (in reused Destination: Moon suits) land on a planetoid and find The
Glades, a place where all your dreams come true — after death. Wonderful music splits your
eardrums, and some of the extras can’t keep still, and I somehow missed that atomic war we had
in the ‘80s, but Cecil Kellaway’s Wickwire is one of the Zone’s most charming denizens.

“Steel” — Lee Marvin takes on a robot prizefighter in a splendid fable of indomitable courage.
Great job by the actors playing the automatons.

“Number 12 Looks Just Like You” — Collin Wilcox, the brilliant “victim” from To Kill a
Mockingbird, plays her only other noteworthy role, a future girl resisting soulless conformity. By
the way, she ended up with Number 8.

“The After Hours” — Anne Francis justified my lifelong fear and pity of mannequins in this tale of
a store dummy who forgets who she is. The Nolacon II office was located above an old
department store, and when we had to walk downstairs in the middle of the night (the elevators
being turned off), we had to pass a dark, deserted section a /ot like this episode’s 9" floor.
Thought of this show every time, and — just coincidentally — got downstairs really quickly.

“The Lonely” — Jack Warden and Jean Marsh as man and womandroid marooned on a prison

asteroid, an episode which touched the loneliness in all bright, imaginative kids, and when you
think about it, provides a life lesson about living in one’s imagination.
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“The Long Morrow” — The most poignant Zore stars Robert Lansing and Mariette Hartley as an
astronaut on a decades-long interplanetary journey and the woman he loves, left behind on Earth.
As physics it’s bushwah, but as ironic romance it’s good gooey stuff. “Stansfield, it may be the
one distinction of my life that I knew you.”

“The Odyssey of Flight 33” — Oh, that dinosaur and “this strange feeling of ... speed”,
accompanied by that wonderful spooky music ... Go on, mock me for my fear of flying.

“It’s a Good Life!” — Of course. Think good thoughts.

There were clunkers, of course. Not every 7Z was a classic.

Looking back, the very best Zones were Richard Matheson’s and Charles Beaumont’s.
Except for “In His Image” the hour-long shows were bloated and almost the entire fifth season —
which reverted to a half-hour — was pretty lame. Quite a few of Serling’s original stories, as
opposed to adaptations of other writers’ work, were hit-or-miss.

It’s too bad. I had the luck to see the original “Requiem for a Heavyweight” and the
movie version of “Patterns” later on in life, and you know, when Rod was good, he was really
good. He wrote some grand Zones, like the pilot, “Where is Everybody?”, and the
aforementioned “Mr. Denton” (did you know Denton was originally supposed to be a meek
schoolteacher?). And let’s never forget that the show was his idea in the first place. But his
flaws ... Predictable Adam-&-Eve stories, spaceman-in-zoo stories, endless preachy monologues,
and Nazis, Nazis, Nazis ... Serling would have starved to death if it hadn’t been for Nazis. “He’s
Alive”, one of the hour shows, was the worst of this lot, even though it starred My Good Friend
Dennis Hopper. (I can call him “My Good Friend” since I’ve met him twice.)

At St. Louiscon an ignorant but earnest reporter came up to me and asked me if any
important SF writers were at the convention. He mentioned Serling several times. 1 said that
though our crowd respected Serling — gave him three Hugos, which is respect a’plenty — he was
regarded as a TV writer, not really one of us. I pointed him at Alan Nourse and Lafferty and
Silverberg. But even if he was an outsider, Serling was one of the best “outside” friends science
fiction ever had.

He tried again, with Night Gallery. Except for a splendid adaptation of Fritz Leiber’s
wonderful “The Dead Man”, none of the episodes were very memorable, and some were
downright embarrassing. Serling died in 1975; I remember young Kevin Smith calling me at my
hospital job to commiserate over the loss. They made a movie, featuring a weak anti-prejudice
piece that killed Vic Morrow and two Vietnamese children and ill-advised reworkings of “It’s a
Good Life”, “Nightmare at 20,000 Feet”, and “Kick the Can”. (“What game would you like to
play with those children?” “How about ‘Doctor’?”) Later, some ardent souls tried to revive the
series, but despite having some good source material — such as Ellison’s “Paladin of the Lost
Hour” — the shows lacked the pacing and punch of the original.

The Twilight Zone is now 50 years old, but with the exception of a few nuclear war tales
and some of Serling’s blatant civil rights fables, the old show is still fresh. It certainly still jazzes
me. I have all the episodes on video tape and am collecting them on DVD. They still appear
regularly on the SyFy Channel (stupid name!), but SyFy hacks minutes out of each program to fit
in extra commercials. So spend the money; it’s better to have them on DVD.

Or re-live them in your dreams.

Now and forever, “there is a fifth dimension beyond that [sic] which is known to man ...
It is a dimension as vast as space and as timeless as infinity. It is the middle ground between light
and shadow, between science and superstition, and it lies between the pit of man's fears and the
summit of his knowledge. This is the dimension of imagination. It is an area which we call the
Twilight Zone!”

“DO0O DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO DOO ...”
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Throughout her teen years, my beloved la
belle photographed the great science
fiction people who visited her home.

Herewith a highlight from

Rosy’s
Photo
Album ¢

Rose-Marie Lillian '}

He wasn’t “Sir” then, he was just
Arthur. He was funny and friendly, but
what I especially remember is that he
was kind. He also was very, very
smart. It seemed as if he could talk
about anything, sitting with us at the
dining room table. He probably
couldn’t, really, but the illusion was
there because all any of us could talk
about was the event schedule